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(All the usual stuff regarding this being a work of fiction and any resemblance to anyone living or dead is a coincidence. The characters are completely imaginary and exist only on paper and of course in my head!)
*
To say that my old man was a dick is an understatement. He was a tight-waisted, old prude who had the narrowest point of view of the world possible. He took no joy in life and didn't approve of anyone else having fun either. You can imagine he wasn't thrilled when his son turned out to be a long haired freak who loved motorcycles and had a penchant for getting into trouble. It should come as no surprise that he booted me out of the house the day I got out of high school.
I felt bad for Mom. She is as sweet and caring a person as anyone could hope to meet. She did everything she could to please the Old Man, but he never paid her a compliment, brought her flowers, and only took her out to eat if he was forced to entertain clients from his accounting firm. Mom always struck me as the beautiful flower left to fade on the vine. Still, Mom soldiered on, making the best life for us that she could. It broke her heart to see me leave home.
I ran wild for a while...bikes, partying and pussy were all I was interested in. For all my Old Man could've cared or known, I was dead. Mom stayed in touch; bailing me out of jail a few times and slipping me a few bucks now and then. When I was twenty-one, a buddy and I got a small loan and started a motorcycle repair shop. When I was twenty-three, I bought my partner out and opened a small Motorcycle dealership. At twenty-five I was employing seven people and making good money. At twenty-six, the Old Man died and as part of his last will and testament, I was banned from the funeral service. No matter, I drank a Jack Daniels toast and pissed on his grave afterwards.
At least now, Mom didn't have to sneak around to see her son and now I could visit her whenever I wanted. I worried about her. Mom didn't go out much and seemed a little lost in that big, old house. She reassured me she was fine. "I'm going to exercise class with Jane and Magella, and I'm taking pottery classes. I'm fine, honey."
I would tease her about dating again and Mom would blush. "I'm not interested in new men. The house does get lonely though." She often kidded me about settling down, getting married and making her a grandmother. I'd laugh and tell her she was the only woman in my life. Mom would blush and giggle and tell me I was the only man in her life too.
For my twenty-seventh birthday, I decided to bike down to a huge motorcycle rally in the Kentucky hills. I called Mom and told her I was going out of town, but that I'd swing by on my way out of town for a visit. "Oh, John...that sounds like fun. Maybe I should go with you," Mom said.
I guffawed and told Mom that, "Sure...but it's a pretty wild thing...lots of partying, drinking, loud music and...uh, other nasty stuff."
"Maybe, I'll surprise you, son," Mom replied. "I've lived a pretty tame life...maybe it's time I lived it up."
I laughed and told Mom I'd take her. I told her I'd pick her up the next morning at 8:00 A.M. sharp. Imagine my surprise when Mom called my bluff. I roared in on my chopper, expecting Mom to maybe have me breakfast waiting, but instead, she was waiting on the front porch steps holding a small backpack. She stood up and waved and came running down the walk while my eyes popped and my jaw hit the ground.
At the Old Man's command, Mom had always dressed conservatively. Matronly dresses and pantsuits were all she wore. Well, Mom wasn't wearing anything like that now! In fact, Mom was wearing less clothes than I'd ever seen before. My Mom was a forty-five year old knockout!
Mom's mousy, sandy colored hair was now bleach-blonde. Mom was wearing a halter top that appeared to be a couple of sizes too small. Hell, I'd always known Mom was a bosomy woman, but damn...Mom had some huge tits spilling out of that checkered red halter top that tied behind her neck! Mom's waist was bare with just the slightest roll of fat peeking over her blue jean cutoff shorts...cut short enough to reveal Mom's jiggling ass cheeks. Her shorts also showed off a pair of world class legs, curved and slightly muscled. I swear, my Mom had the sexiest legs...legs a showgirl would kill for!
"I, uh...I hope I'm dressed okay, John. I'm not sure what one wears to a biker rally. Mom giggled, clearly amused at my reaction. She pirouetted for me, tits jiggling, jean shorts looking painted on and who knew my Mom has such a sweet looking ass! "So, son, how do I look?"
I managed to get my tongue back in my mouth and reply, "Um...Mom, you look hot. I'm gonna need a baseball bat just to beat the guys off of you!" Mom beamed at my compliment.
I stowed away Mom's backpack and helped her climb on my bike. I felt my heart begin to race as Mom's thighs tightened around me and her huge...I mean HUGE, pillowing boobs pressed against my back. My mother left no doubt that she was all woman! She hugged herself tight against me as I roared off down the street.
As we rode south, I was a fountain of conflicting emotions. I love my Mom, but now I was physically responding to her body rubbing up against mine. I felt my cock growing and bulging out just scant inches from where Mom's fingers were interlaced as she wrapped her arms around my waist. When she would shift, I could feel her bullet like nipples poking through her halter top, dragging against my T-shirt. And both of us were flattered and amused when passing cars or people on the street would turn and stare or catcall or wolf whistle at Mom's skimpily dressed and sexy body. As I said, I love my Mom...always have, but I had never viewed her like I'd view as someone I'd like to bed.
We stopped for lunch at a little road side diner. After Mom dismounted, she inadvertently showed off her curvaceous body as she stretched like a cat to get the kinks out from the long ride...thrusting her heavy breasts upward and outward. For a second, I expected her halter top ties to simply snap!
"Hours on a bike can really hurt," I commented. "You feeling okay, Mom?"
"I'm fine, son. I like your bike...kinda thrilling to have all that vibrating power between your legs!" Mom winked at me and proceeded inside, making me wonder if she'd always swung her hips so sexily.
We chatted during lunch, mostly about Mom's makeover. "Well...I've been taking seriously what you said, John...about getting out and getting a new fella. I've been working hard to get in shape and I'm feeling pretty good about myself. Mom intentionally jiggled her breasts ever so slightly. "Can't do much about my big ol' boobs, so I might as well show them off." Mom winked again. "And how about you, son? You find a lady yet?"
I decided to tease right back. "Why bother? I always said you're the only gal in my life."
Mom licked her lips and flashed me an evil smile. "Better be careful...You might get what you ask for."
Our flirting broke up when our lunch was served. We both looked a little embarrassed and I felt more than a little turned on as well. I think Mom noticed that too. She gave my bulging crotch a long stare before we climb back on my chopper. When she wrapped her hands around my waist...they were placed lower...fluttering around my belt buckle. Her nipples seemed harder as well. I felt my cock throb as she breathed into my ear, "Thanks for bringing me along, sweetheart. I love you, son."
As we roared off, I shouted over the din of my bike, "I love you, too, Mom!"
Mid afternoon found us deep in the hills of Eastern Kentucky. I dropped our stuff off at a roadside inn I'd made reservations at earlier. Luckily, our room had double beds. We then rode on up to the rally.
Mom was agog at all the people. Maybe ten thousand bikers, biker babes, weekend warriors and other in general partiers were in attendance in a meadow on top of a hill. A southern rock band was kicking ass on the far side of the meadow. Food and drink vendors were scattered about as were picnic tables and grills. Lots of booze, pot and all the usual hell raising substances were about.
I parked my chopper and spread out a quilt for us to sit on. Mom was being ogled from every direction and I was getting complimented about "my old lady." "You are one lucky motherfucker, man!" a young man bellowed in my face, grinning drunkenly at Mom.
"Maybe we better pretend you're my girlfriend," I kidded Mom. "Unless you want to get hit on all weekend."
Mom kissed my cheek. "Ohhh, I wouldn't have to pretend very hard, son. I guess I'm your date!" She stared off at the stage. "Is that woman naked?" she asked.
I looked up. A young, redheaded woman with large tits was swinging her jean shorts over her head and then flung them into the crowd amid hoots and cheers. A gray bearded dude laughing his ass off, picked her up and threw her over his shoulder. They headed our way. "Yeah...I told you, Mom. It can get really wild and raunchy out here.
Mom grinned. "I can hardly wait!" She eyed the approaching couple. He sat the girl down on a blanket close to ours. She began to dance, her breasts bouncing in time with the music. From the color of her pubic hair, I was guessing she was a natural redhead. "Wow! Mom whispered. "Maybe I should do that...get all naked and free!" Mom hugged her body against mine...her soft, voluptuous body beginning to move to the beat of the music.
I decided to match Mom tease for tease. "Hell, yeah! Mom, you got it, you should flaunt it!" Mom turned beet red and shut up. We enjoyed the music, found a vendor cooking fried chicken and settled back to enjoy the show. I cracked open a fifth of Mr. Daniels which Mom and I nursed all afternoon. As the booze hit, I was delighted to see Mom relax and have fun. We danced to the music and together ogled the women as more and more went topless and some tossed away their clothes all together.
At twilight, Mom poked me in the ribs and pointed at the naked redhead and her gray bearded fellow. "Omigod, John...are they having sex?"
The young redhead was sitting in the older biker's lap and from our angle we could see his cock slipping in and out of her bottom as she bounced. Her cries soon were louder than the band as she screamed, "Fuck me, Big Daddy...FUCK ME, Daddy Blaze!" everyone around them paused in their partying to gape at the couple screwing their brains out.
That seemed to open up, if not a floodgate, then a steady stream of carnal acts. In between people fucking, others danced and drank. As a slow song played, Mom and I came together, our bodies pressed closely against each other, slowly moving to the music. I could feel both of Mom's hard nipples against my chest and her heart beating hard and fast. It was a warm evening anyway, but the heat coming from Mom's body was incredible. There was a definite smell...aroma about her that made my heart beat faster.
Others danced near us. Mom whispered in my ear, "Oh my...look at that!. She was gazing at the redhead and her old man slow dancing. Red had her back to us. "Look!" Mom hissed. "His spunk is running down her leg!" True enough, the old biker's sperm was slowly trailing down her inner thigh. Mom sighed heavily. "I can't remember the last time I had that much cum in me." Mom looked up into my eyes, embarrassed. "Sorry. You must think your old mother is going crazy telling you stuff like that."
I shook my head and pulled her tighter against me. I'm sure Mom could feel my growing hard-on against her belly. "Tell me anything you want to, Mom. I love you! The Old Man was an idiot!" Mom smiled and I bent down and kissed her lightly. For the rest of the dance, we just stared into each others eyes, holding each other tight.
A short while later, a new band hit the stage, opening up with some old Bad Company songs. When they played "Feel Like Making Love," Mom jumped up and squealed, "I love this song!" She began a really raunchy bump and grind dance, circling me as she sang along with the lyrics. Suddenly she reached up and tore her halter top off, eliciting cheers from all around. I think many folks had been hoping to see Mom's breasts...believe me, it was worth the wait!
My Mom's tits were awesome! Huge, gourd shaped udders that sloped downward, sagging from gravity and time, but still beautiful, womanly great mounds of breast flesh, capped with nickel sized nipples that stood out half an inch.
Mom danced for me as the crowd cheered her on. She began to play with her huge tits as she sang to me. Mom dropped to her knees, singing the last of the refrain to the song and pressed her palm against my jean covered erection. Down went my zipper and then out sprang my cock, Mom's fingers warm and soft around my stiff 8 inches. "Feel like making love, love, love...Feel like makin' luuuvvv to my son," Mom sang, adlibbing the last of the lyrics as she brought her lips down to the tip of my cock. I groaned as Mom lashed out her tongue and rolled it over the throbbing head of my cock.
All I could do was gasp as Mom gave me the sweetest head of my life. I couldn't believe my prim and proper mother was half naked, on her knees, giving me a blowjob from heaven. "Mom! I'm gonna cum!" I murmured as I wrapped her blonde hair in my fingers. I exploded and Mom swallowed the first shot...then she let me slip from her lips and aimed my cock to splatter her face with several, heavy streamers of my jism. The bikers around us cheered wildly at Mom's nasty show. I collapsed next to Mom, my mind reeling from the fact I'd just had my cock sucked by my Mother...in front of a cheering crowd no less.
Mom grinning, said, "I love you, John!" and she scooped up a wad of sperm and licked it off her finger. The young redhead ran up and dropping to her knees, hugged Mom. "Damn, gal...you're one hot, nasty woman...I love you!" She kissed Mom on the mouth, Mom grunting in surprise, but accepted Red's tongue into her mouth. Red proceeded to lick Mom's face clean, sharing my jism with Mom in a hot, sexy French kiss before winking at me and running naked into the crowd again.
I leaned over and pulled Mom into my lap. I kissed Mom long and hard, our tongues dancing together. "I love you, Mom!" I whispered while my hands roamed hungrily over her massive breasts. After Mom told me how much she loved me, I stood us both up and announced it was time to go. I climbed on board my chopper, helped Mom, proud and bare-chested, aboard and weaved our way through the crowd and made our way back to our motel. Once there, I picked Mom up like she was my bride and carried her into our room.
Kissing passionately, we stripped each other and then Mom was spread-eagled on the bed, her neatly trimmed pubic hair pointing the way to her wet and pink pussy. I climbed between Mom's thighs and sank my cock into my mother's hot cunt, claiming it as my own! Late into the night we fucked like animals in heat. She screamed my name over and over, begging me...demanding that I "fuck Momma harder!" as I sucked and licked and bit her swollen nipples.
Forever in my memory will be the image of Mom riding my cock, her huge tits flopping every which way, her bleach blonde hair wet and tangled as she sobbed, "Son, your big cock and all that hot spunk is making me cummm! Her silky, hot, pussy, was squeezing and massaging my cock for all it was worth as her wet sugar walls slid up and down me!
The next morning, I staggered into the motel breakfast shop for some much needed nourishment...barely able to believe my own forty-five year old mother had damn near fucked me to death. The place was fairly crowded, but someone called out, "Hey, John...saved you a seat!"
I recognized him as the gray-bearded dude who had been fucking the hot young redhead the day before. I went over and he shook my hand. He looked as tired as I felt. "Name's Blaine, but most folks call me Blaze. My daughter is gonna join me in a moment, but we've got room for you and your Mom."
Two shocked thoughts crossed my mind. Was the redhead his daughter? And...how did he know I was with my Mom? "Um...Blaze, how'd you...uh know..."
Blaze laughed. "Hoss, we have the room next to yours. We're noisy fuckers ourselves, but you go me and Tonya beat all to hell. I swear, you woke my daughter up twice last night and made her so horny I had to eat cunt half the night in order to get any sleep!" He chuckled. "Not that I'm complaining. I enjoy the taste of my little girl's twat!"
Turns out Blaze and his daughter have been lovers since she was 18 and he'd brought her to her first biker's rally. Now they lived together as husband and wife. "This is like your honeymoon, right? Sounds like you and your Mom can't get enough of each other!"
He was right about that. All the other women I've known paled next to Mom, especially in my lust for her luscious body. I told Blaze that I thought I'd fallen in love with my Mom. He laughed and said he didn't blame me. "Hell, John...sometimes the love of your life is right at home. It's like you're made for each other." He looked up and waved...his eyes going wide. "Speak of the little devils, lookee there!" I turned in my seat as an awed hush came over the entire restaurant.
Blaze's daughter and Mom were walking arm in arm towards us, neither with a yard of cloth covering their bodies. Tonya had a thin piece of elastic cloth posing as a tube top. Which exposed the tops and bottoms of her large breasts (they weren't near the size of Mom's, but they were still big). She wore the tube top along with a white string bikini that molded itself against her cunt...camel toe impression clearly outlined.
Mom was even more exposed. Her bikini top barely covered her nipples and I knew if the material got wet, it would be like Mom was walking around topless. Her G-string bikini bottom left her voluptuous ass cheeks bare and could not hide her fluffy, light brown muff. Both women looked hot, slutty and ready for love. If this place wasn't a biker hangout, I'm sure they'd have been arrested for indecent exposure.
"Sorry, Daddy," exclaimed Tonya. "I ran into Carol (my Mom's name, by the way), and saw how naughty she looked and decided to change. Carol came with me back to our room and helped me pick out a new outfit."
She kissed her father and he licked his lips and grinned. "Got a feeling that isn't all you've been doing, honey!"
I realized Mom looked flushed. She kissed me and I tasted pussy on her lips...and semen. Mom grinned like the Cheshire Cat and said, "Tonya's been teaching me to lick pussy!"
Tonya looked proud and pleased. "We're lucky, Carol! Two hot looking studs, with tasty jizzum!"
We all chatted excitedly. Mom was amazed to meet another couple involved in incest. Both women described their little lesbian interlude and promised us a show in the very near future. Mom confessed to planning her "seduction" of me for the last three months. She admitted that "I've dreamed of my son fucking me for years. I used to be so jealous of all those hot sluts your father used to catch you with."
We all decided to ride to the rally together. Blaze had a beautiful H-D that he had painted himself. He had talent and I promised myself to try and hire him. Our almost naked ladies turned heads left and right. We spread out blankets and proceeded to party down. Our lovers were a major draw with their dancing...Mom's huge 48EEs and Tonya's 42DD's flopping all about. Before long, they were naked as jaybirds, strutting their stuff.
Finally they knelt side by side, waggling their butts at Blaze and me. We quickly shucked jeans and whipped out hard, stiff cocks. Blaze's dick was longer than mine, but mine is thicker. We knelt behind our ladies and gave them a good hard fuck. Before we finished, Mom and Tonya had scooted around so they could kiss and play with each other's heavy, hanging tits. Afterwards, they crawled together and Tonya guided Mom into a sixty-nine. Watching them got Blaze and I revved up again. He evilly suggested that we swap mates, so we surprised them, Tonya groaning as I wormed my thick penis into her tight pussy and Mom screaming as Blaze touched places in her that had never been touched before.



It was hot, fucking a pussy and knowing Mom was right there, fluttering her tongue over Tonya's cunt and my cock. Cumming gave Mom's and Tonya's faces a messy coating of pussy cream and semen, but some other biker gals who'd been cheering us on, rushed up and cleaned Mom and Tonya up. Now that was fucking hot and nasty, watching Mom swap semen with a woman who was a total stranger. It turned me on so much, I was sporting another erection. Blaze and I tackled our women again...Mom and
Tonya in another sixty-nine. Mom sobbed with delight as I fucked her hard while Tonya's tongue danced all over her clit and my dick. Both women came so hard this time, they passed out.
Of course, within a hour or so, Mom and her new bi-sexual friend rallied. Tonya was young and Mom...well, Mom had a lifetime of hot sex to catch up on. It was incredibly erotic to watch my mother and Blaze's daughter wake up, their faces in each other's pussy. Mom's eyes blinked open and she smiled as she looked up at Tonya's red-haired bush, labia gaping open and oozing sperm. Mom pressed her face into Tonya's cunt and literally began sucking Blaze's juices out. Tonya woke up with a happy moan and began to do the same to my Mom. After they made each other orgasm again, they finished with a messy cum filled kiss, drawing applause from many gathered admirers.
Mom struggled to her hands and knees and came to me, kissing me passionately, sharing the taste of cum and pussy with me and whispering in my ear, "I need to be with you, son...now! Mom lay back on the blanket and I grasped her ankles and spread her legs wide and as Mom begged unashamedly, "Fuck me, son! Fuck Mommy hard right now!" I rammed my hard boner deep into Mom's fiery wet pussy!
Nearby, I could hear Tonya's sobs of "Fuck me, Daddy!" but I was completely focused on my lovely mother, writhing erotically underneath me, breasts bouncing this way and that as I buried my cock in her womb again and again until we orgasmed together with an intensity that had us both in tears.
Too soon the rally ended. Mom and I were two tired lovers (emphasis on lovers!). That last morning as we loaded the bike, Mom looking naughty in white short shorts and a white tube tope that was ready to snap, she looked at me with sadness. "John, is what...what we've done...is it over now?"
I roared with laughter and took Mom in my arms and kissed her gently. "No, Mom. You're my woman now. You're gonna sell the house and move in with me. I love you, my hot, nasty, biker Momma!"
And that's exactly what we've done. Mom moved in with me. Her new, sexy appearance caused some scandal, but we don't give a fuck. I hired both Blaze and Tonya for my biker business. Slowly, we're building a national reputation. Mom and Tonya are great sale-persons and advertisements. Mom and Tonya even produced a Pin-up calendar featuring several hot biker gals and other sexy looking women. Some are young, some older...Mom's best friend, Magella even did a pose in a filmy red negligee.
The calendars most popular picture is December's pinup. Mom and Tonya are straddling a chopper, hugging each other in profile, wearing only red stockings and Santa Clause caps, kissing underneath a sprig of mistletoe. The sight of their awesome tits mashing against each other while their tongues are intertwined is well...cock inspiring. We can't keep the calendars in stock!
This summer we have something special planned. Mom and I will be married at this year's rally by an outlaw preacher. Blaze and Tonya are our best man and maid of honor. Mom and I are happy...we are where we want to be. The Old Man was wrong when he thought I wouldn't amount to anything. I'm the man who won his wife's heart. I'm the man who won his own mother's heart!
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All the usual remarks about this being a work of fiction and that any resemblance to anyone living or dead is purely coincidental...all characters exist on paper and in my mind.
*
During my son's freshman year at college, he joined a new fraternity on campus. I thought it would do a world of good for Zach, as he was a really shy kid. Honestly, I had no idea how much it would bring him out of his shell until my son came home on summer break and seduced me in my own bed.
My son, who all his life had fumbled to say one word around a pretty girl, came home and the morning his father left on a business trip climbed buck naked into bed with me. Now Zach is a good looking eighteen year old...six foot three, 190 pounds, blonde hair, well muscled with an eight inch dick between his legs. Despite my weak protests, Zach kissed his way all over my body, got my panties off and even as I begged him not to, sank his hard shaft deep in my moist cunt. Then I was begging him not to stop. And he didn't! My son fucked me better than my husband had since before we were married.
After I caught my breath and the world stopped spinning, I asked Zach, "Baby, who taught you to fuck?"
My son just grins at me and replies, "Come up to school this fall, Mom...you'll figure it out." Then he amazes me by still being erect and he sinks his donkey dick in me again! I'll just tell you, for the next month, Zach's cock was in his momma's cunt more than it was out...and that's exactly how I wanted it!"
Zach awoke in me a ravenous, sex-starved beast. After he returned to school, I was miserable. His father was more interested in business than me and although I attempted a few affairs, they turned out to be limp dicked men who couldn't satisfy me. My only real thrill was calling up Zach for some nasty phone sex.
In October, Zach called me and invited me up for a weekend. "You're invited to a frat party, Mom. Wear something sexy and there is only one rule to get in."
"What's that?" I asked, curious and excited and a little nervous.
"No one wearing panties is admitted. Now just tell the folks at the door that you're my guest and they'll bring you to me." He told me he loved me and that he couldn't wait to see me and hung up, not letting me ask any questions.
That Saturday morning I drove up to his college and found a motel room. At 7:00 P.M. I was there, running a little late because I had fussed and worried over my wardrobe. In truth, I sat in my car for twenty minutes working up the nerve to take off my coat. I cringed as I spied several college girls, their tight, youthful bodies in sexy outfits, strolling up to the front porch of Zach's fraternity. Finally, my need to see Zach overwhelmed my insecurities.
I got out and shed my coat. Honestly, I'm bad looking at all. I had on a skin tight white dress that showed off my womanly figure, clinging so tight to my ass that there could be no doubt about panties. I had opted for no bra as well...my 36C breasts still fairly youthful and perky, my nipples hard little buttons standing up proudly. My high heels showcased my shapely legs (my best feature), with help from my dress ending five inches above my knees (not as short as the minis these young girls were wearing, but pretty daring for a forty year old mom!).
I walked up the steps where I realized the welcome committee at the front door was actually checking for panties. On the porch were several pairs of castoff panties...some with visible wet stains! I wondered what I was walking into.
"Hi! My name is Shelly," said a young, pretty brunette wearing cat's eye frames.
"Um...I'm Carla Patterson...my, um...Zach Patterson invited me," I replied.
"Wow! You must be Zach's mom! Welcome to his fraternity. I guess he told you the rule?"
I shivered. He told them who I was? "Um...no panties?"
"Right! So, if you would...just lift that skirt up, please." I obeyed...my face turning bright red and feeling horribly embarrassed. Shelly just ooohed and ahhhed. "Mrs. Patterson...you have a hot pussy! And I see you're a natural blonde!" This little college girl, maybe Zach's age then reached out and stroked my pussy...fingers slipping through my sparse, blonde muff and eliciting a moan from me as her middle finger split my cleft lips. "Oooh...your pussy is really hot, Mrs. Patterson." The girl then licked her finger clean of my juices.
"I...uh, oh my. Um...Zach said someone would take me to him?"
"Oh sure." Shelly turned and called out, "Hey, Munoz, come here!" Out the door came a huge young man...maybe six foot, seven and as broad as a house. His sleeveless T-shirt showed off huge, rippling muscles. He had mixed African-American and Hispanic features and was handsome a man as I've ever seen.
"Munoz, this is Zach's Mom. Can you take her to him?" Shelly stood up and gave me a peck on the cheek. "I'm on cleanup tonight, so maybe I'll see you later."
Before I could ask her what she meant, Munoz was towering over me. "Damn, Mrs. Patterson, Zach told me his momma was hot, but I didn't know you'd be Kim Basinger hot!" He reached down behind me, bring his hand up between my legs and I cried out as he picked me up, two thick fingers sliding up my wet twat. I shivered as his thumb pressed against my asshole...not inserting it, but an unsettling, thrilling sensation anyway. Munoz curled his arm upwards like I was a bowling ball. As he lifted me, I had to throw my arms around him to keep my balance. "Ohhmiiigod!" I moaned as pleasure waves coursed through my body.
Munoz grinned and said, "Zach's mommy likes that, huh?" He stepped inside the frat house, taking me into a world unlike any I had ever known or imagined. Depraved, decadent, unrivaled eroticism exploded before my eyes. The inside of the house was one continuous orgy. Young men and women; clothed, naked or in between were engaged in sex...some couples, some in groups, some alone. Intermixed, I saw older adults, some even older than me. I gasped, in part because of Munoz's incredible probing fingers, but also because a certain gray-haired gentleman getting a blowjob from a well endowed black teenager, had been my literature professor when I had been here attending college!
I felt my nipples growing harder as I inhaled the dizzying aroma of maybe a hundred people having sex! My pussy was on fire and I could feel my juices running down my thighs. Munoz cried out suddenly, "Hey, Patterson! I got your hot cunt mommy here!" Then I saw my son. Delicious desires mixed with hot jealousy as I looked at my son, sitting naked on a sofa, a beautiful Asian girl, barely five feet tall, riding his cock with a scrunched up expression of savage joy on her face.
Zach looked over and his eyes widened at my slutty appearance with Munoz's arm between my legs. I think the image swelled my son's cock, because the girl riding him groaned and slumped forward against his chest. "Mom! I was getting worried you weren't coming."
"Where you want her, Zach?"
My son lifted the Asian girl off his hard penis, her pussy grudgingly letting go with a juicy plop, leaving his dick glistening with her cunt cream. "Right here, Munoz! I've been missing my Mom's sweet pussy!"
Munoz grinned as he withdrew his fingers from my wet twat. "My mom be this hot, I'd be missing her too!" His hands were lifting me by my buttocks now, spreading my legs apart. Carefully, he lowered me towards my heart's one desire. I couldn't believe that in the last five minutes, a strange girl had caressed my pussy, I'd been fingered by an All American linebacker, strolled though an orgy and was about to get fucked by my son in front of maybe a hundred people.
Munoz slowly lowered me onto my son's cunt cream covered pole until I had all my son's cock inside me. All other thoughts vanished as my cunt squeezed my son's cock and I began to orgasm. It had only been a few weeks, but I had badly missed my Zach and his wonderful dick! I rode my son for all he was worth, caught up in all the lust around me.
As I rode my son's long cock, I was vaguely aware of his friend Munoz kneeling and dropping his shorts to unleash the biggest cock I have ever seen...thirteen inches long and as thick as a beer can. He rolled the Asian girl over into the doggie position and began worming his thick horsecock into her tight pussy.
She cried out in pleasure and pain, her fingernails digging into the fabric of the sofa, sobbing in her native language (Vietnamese as I found out later), as Munoz fucked her with maybe 8 inches of cock. Meanwhile, Zach was fucking me hard, lips sucking and biting my long, erect nipples...somehow, sometime my dress has come off. Zach's cock fills me so perfectly. He scooted forward to the edge of the couch and I wrapped my legs around him as he thrusts deep inside me. I threw my head back, caught up in the throes of passion, savoring the sensation of being so completely fucked by my son. I orgasm again and then a third time as Zach bites down hard on my nipple and shoots his thick, hot wad in my babymaker.
As we both came down from heaven, I kissed my son and slowly slid off him, sitting between Zach and the moaning Vietnamese girl (her name was Min). Zach stroked my flushed face with his finger and said, "Any questions, Mom?"
"Lots, baby...but now I guess I know how you learned to fuck! Practice makes perfect and I guess you've had lots of practice! But, my god, how do you people get away with it?" Doesn't the University object?"
Zach laughed and said, "See those folks over by the bay window?" He pointed to where a distinguished looking man was fucking a young woman doggy style while she licked the cunt of an older woman who was getting assfucked by a young stud. "That's President Winslow and his wife...and his daughter...and his son." My eyes grew wide with amazement and understanding.
Zach ogled my pussy, gaping open, his semen slowly dribbling out. "CLEANUP!" he shouted above the constant moans and cries of pleasure. A young brunette who's been licking a busty blonde's muff raised up, her mouth smeared and glistening. She hurried over and I was amazed to recognize the naked girl as Shelly. She was a healthy, athletic girl with small tits and long nipples and a shaved pussy. She knelt down and began licking Zach's cum smeared cock clean.
"Zach, your Mom is beautiful," she giggled. She scooted over. "I told you we'd meet again!" she said to me. Before I could object, Shelly was between my thighs, tonguing Zach's cum out of my pussy...the first woman to ever eat me! If I had any objections, they were gone five seconds after Shelly's tongue began to dance over my labia and tease my clitoris. I heard myself sob as another orgasm floated over me and carried me away.
As Shelly licked my pussy, Mrs. Winslow approached, red hair in a bun and heavy tits hanging down, low and sexy. She knelt beside Shelly and began to suck my son's cock. Before my maternal instincts shifted to jealousy, Zach looked over at me and smiled. It's an orgy, Mom. Everything...anything goes, okay?"
I nodded as Shelly finished and rose up to give me a long, tongue, twirling kiss. "Hey, Shelly...you ready for a load straight from the tap?" Munoz growled, withdrawing from Min's abused cunt.
The brunette giggled and stuck her tongue out. A perverse impulse came over me and in a meek voice, I heard myself say, "May I have some too, please?" I slid to the carpet, kneeling cheek to cheek with Shelly as Munoz rubbed his massive dong across our lips, stroking his meat as we licked it...and then there was an incredible explosion of spunk as our lineback emptied what seemed like a gallon of sperm onto our faces. When he was through, our faces were literally covered with thick jism.
I looked at Shelly, started to giggle...then as she stared at me, we both fell on each other, kissing and licking and then kissing some more as we shared Munoz's cum with each other. Someone shouted, "Cleanup," and Shelly broke the kiss, a stringer of jism hanging between our lips. She flicked her tongue, lapping up some of Munoz's jism and the rest splattered against my chin and between my breasts.
I glanced around to find Mrs. Winslow now straddling Zach on the couch, riding his dick, her huge tits flopping wildly as he thrust upwards into her wet pussy. Zach noticed me watching them and grinned evilly. "Mom, check out Maggie's asshole!"
Puzzled, I scooted up behind them. For a woman of maybe fifty years, Maggie Winslow had a pretty shapely butt. From where her son had been corn-holing her, her asshole gaped wide open and his jism was oozing from the brown hole. "Eat her out, Mom! Lick her son's spunk out her Maggie's asshole!" Zach commanded.
I started to object, but I felt an almost irresistible urge to obey my son...partly because I found Zach's authoritative tone arousing and partly because I was suddenly consumed with depraved, lustful desire to actually experience licking the cum filled asshole of another woman! I felt my insides quiver as I buried my face between her buttcheeks and drove my tongue into her asshole. Her taste was strong and musky and her son's semen tasted saltier than Zach's, but still was incredibly delicious!
As I licked Maggie's asshole, someone raised up my ass and without warning shoved a hard dick in me. It wasn't as big as my son's, but my overwhelmed cunt liked it anyway! I groaned into Maggie's anus as someone shot a load of cum into my pussy. He pulled out to be replaced by another cock that was thinner, but much longer. This person also began playing with my butt. I felt an orgasm rise as he wormed a forefinger into my brown hole while he pummeled my pussy with his long dick! His other hand reached around and began twisting my nipples until I thought I'd cream from that particular pain/pleasure alone.
Zach suddenly gasped that he was cumming and Maggie raised up and my mouth was on her sloppy, wet cunt with my son's cock pressed against her wet, pink pussy meat. Zach exploded and I was suddenly gulping and licking his jism and her heavy flowing cunt cream. My fucker then added a second finger worming its way into my asshole and emptied his load into my pussy. I had a massive orgasm and everything just went sort of black.
I woke up to find Shelly licking my face clean of Zach's jism while the big breasted black girl I'd watched fellate my old college professor was tonguing the double load of semen out of my pussy. The way my ass was tingling made me wonder if she'd tongued me there as well.
Shelly saw that I was awake. ""Oh, goody, Carla...you're back. Ready for more cock?"
I nodded, unable to find my voice. Shelly said, "There's a hard dick that's been waiting for you." Up stepped a handsome young man with a seven inch hard-on. My eyes widened as I realized it was Ricky North, a friend of Zach's that I had babysat when they were both toddlers. His mother, Erica, was one of my oldest and dearest friends.
"M..Mrs. Patterson...may I?" he whispered hoarsely.
I held out my arms and said, "Come to momma, Ricky!" And I was off. Ricky fucked me not once, but twice. He confessed his desires to fuck his own mother and I promised to help him make it a reality. And the orgy just continued to roll into the night. I fucked at least ten different men. I watched with pride and jealousy as my son, Zach fucked several different women, both young and old. Zach and Ricky had me together...Zach fucking his mother up the ass while Ricky fucked his best friend's mother.
The orgy ended with me volunteering to take on Munoz and his elephant dick. It seems that no woman here had ever taken every inch of his cock. He was actually 14 and a half inches in length when he was erect! I screamed and cursed, writhing and sobbing, as he slowly forced inch after inch of that massive dick inside my weary but willing cunt. The crowd watched in awe as he buried his entire cock in me, his dark, wiry pubic hair tangling with my blonde muff. I felt like I was giving birth in reverse!
Munoz was so jammed up in me, he really couldn't fuck me, but rather he hunched into me, every sweet fraction of movement making me cum. Munoz sucked on my earlobes, murmuring, "Mommy...ohhh, Mommy Carla got such a sweet, hot pussssyy! I love you, Carla Mommy!" I was just sobbing and crying as waves of pleasure overwhelmed me again and again. I orgasmed, passed out and would wake up in the middle of another orgasm again and again! My nipples were so hard and swollen, I thought they would explode. My heart pounded madly, keeping time with the orgasmic pulses in my overstuffed cunt!
Munoz whispered, "Here it comes, Mommmy...here's my hot spunk for Mommy's pussy!"
My insides exploded in white, hot, creamy pleasure as Munoz's cum flooded me. I felt like I was being fucked by a high pressure water hose! Zach leaned over and winked at me. I gasped, "Thank you, Zach! I...I love you, son!" and everything went black.
I didn't wake up till Sunday evening, snuggling up with Zach and the big titted black girl (her name was Betty), one either side of me. Between my legs, Shelly's face, angelic in sleep, rested against my blonde muff.
Turns out, it took Munoz nearly twenty minutes to get his horse cock out of my tightly clenched pussy. I was dead asleep and orgasmed as he finally worked his huge dick out of my hard fucked cunt. Shelly and Betty swore it took them another thirty minutes to lick my pussy clean of all the semen and pussy cream. "And we had to bring in Min after we couldn't drink another drop of your juices," Betty claimed.
I was terribly sore, but lust overrode my pain and Zach and I fucked late into Sunday night before we fell asleep again. Both demanding and tender, rough and hard, but also slow and sweet, Zach's lovemaking and his wonderful dick make me feel so incredible.
I decided to stay a week and had a great deal of fun. Zach and I had dinner with the Winslows that resulted in a hot mini orgy. When I asked about the Frat orgies, my son explained that they only held those two or three times a semester. "Otherwise, we'd never pass our courses," he laughed.
The next weekend, I was selected as the final judge in this year's Freshman rush. All applicants had to satisfy me with their mouths, cocks, and fingers. I am happy to report that all passed their final exams!
When it came time to go home, I tearfully realized I couldn't do it. How could I leave my wonderful son and lover and this erotic world he had introduced me to. Zach laughed and said, "So don't go, Mom! I love you and you love me. We'll figure out a way to make things work."
And we did. I filed for divorce the next day. I didn't contest anything, walking away from a twenty-two year marriage with nothing more than the sweet knowledge that I had many years of being fucked by my son and others to look forward to.
And I found a new job. College President Winslow decided that Zach's fraternity needed a House Mother. I took his two part application and aced both parts...although I'm not sure which part I scored higher on; sucking Mr. Winslow's cock or giving him the anal fuck of his life! Now I am mother not only to Zach, but 21 of the horniest boys on campus. I am Mommy Carla to all of them and all of them have their sweet, hard dicks in me at least once a week!
We've kept the two or three a semester orgy schedule, but there is always some hot and juicy action happening here. Shelly's sorority are common visitors and the Fraternity/Sorority get-togethers are becoming the stuff of sexual legend. At the Fraternity House, once a week we have "Show & Tell" where I show off the latest sex toys I've bought or that one of our engineering geniuses have designed and built.
And it's not all fun and games. As House Mother, I run a tight ship. No one is allowed to be a slob and all are required to maintain at least a 2.5 grade average! Drop below that and all sexual fun is cut off! Let your school work slide and there is no orgies, no sexy, sorority sister cocksuckers, and no loving Mommy Carla spreading her legs for you! As a result, it shouldn't surprise anyone that we have the highest G.P.A. on campus. After all, my boys specialize in Momma Cumming Loudly!



I did worry that being a fuck toy for so many cocks would lessen the desires that Zach and I have for each other, but every time we make love, it is better than the last time! Zach is a senior now, but plans to stay and pursue his Masters and his Doctorate degrees, so we're looking at, at least four more years...and who knows, maybe Zach will become faculty!
We have many plans...to stay together, certainly...perhaps as a threesome. We're both half in love with Shelly and are exploring a nontraditional marriage with her. I won't stay House Mother forever and I'm keeping a lookout for a new loving mother to join our happy Fraternity House.
I guess that's all I have to say. I'm off to help a young man with his calculus. You'd be amazed at how inspired a student can get if you bend over, spread your asscheeks and tell him, "If you can pass your test, Mommy's asshole is all yours!"
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As usual, this story is fiction and any resemblance to any person living or dead is purely coincidental. All characters in this story live solely within the confines of my imagination. Enjoy!
Stan and I married right out of high school and I was already six months pregnant with our oldest, Chelsea. I had our son Joe when I was 21 years old. Things were okay between Stan and I for a few years years, but the truth is that the last five years, we've been all but divorced. We share the house and stayed married for the sake of the kids, but Stan and I maintain separate bedrooms and Stan has been keeping company with his latest secretary/whore for a couple of years now. We've already drawn up an amicable divorce settlement that will begin when Joe begins college.
About a year ago, I overheard my husband at cocktail party telling someone that "When Joe (our son), goes off to college, I expect Cathy to be living right there in the dorm with him." Now Stanley is a smartass, but he was a lot closer to the truth than he ever realized. For the last few years, I have been approaching the edge of panic as the prospect of "an empty nest" approached. But even more...the last several months, I've been more than unhappy at my youngest leaving the nest...I have fallen in love with my son! Well, maybe love...maybe lust...maybe something in between.
Still, I want my son, of that I have no doubt. It's amazing the transformation that he has undergone in the last couple of years. At sixteen, Joe was a scrawny beanpole, more likely to trip over his oversize feet than anything else. At eighteen, Joe has matured into a handsome hunk of a man! And he's sweet as can be...the kindest-hearted son any mom could ever ask for. And I find myself insanely jealous of any girl that gets his attention these days. I can't stand the thought of Joe going off to college and banging those college girls in his dorm room when I want to be the one spread-eagled on his bed getting fed his nine inches of hard cock meat (hell yes, I've peeked at him!), until I screaming my head off as I orgasm again and again.
I've been in panic mode since December when Joe announced he was going to attend a university in Arizona (we live in the frigid climes of Northern Michigan!). I knew immediately that there is no way I can survive with my son living clear across the continent. I decided that I would have to seduce him and wherever he wound up, it would be with his Mom's arms and legs wrapped tightly around him and his cock buried to the hilt in the only pussy he would ever need!
When Joe graduated from High School, he told us he wanted to take a road trip to Arizona...see the country and get settled in before the fall semester got underway. I told him that it was a great idea and that I just knew he and I would have lots of fun.
Joe was appalled at first when I told him I would be accompanying him on his road trip, but I played the guilt card about it being the last time we would get to spend time together and that it would be fun for us to have a grown up vacation rather than the ones when he was a kid. Of course, Joe had no clue how "adult" this trip was going to be!
I told my soon to be ex-husband that I would use the trip to break the news to Joe about our divorce and to give him the opportunity to move his stuff out (our settlement included me getting a healthy cash settlement and the house in exchange for me not showing the judge the pictures of him and his previous secretary doing more than balancing a client's books!). I neglected to tell Stan that I was going to use this road trip to lure our only son into my bed and between my thighs!
And I admit, I felt pretty confident about being able to do it. Now, I'm not some skinny, no-assed model, or even Kim Basinger, but I'm not bad for thirty-nine years old either. I stand five foot, six inches in my stocking feet and weigh about 150 pounds. I'm a little on the zaftig side. My measurements are 36DD-27-38. I think my tits have held up pretty well over the years...they're broad, heavy gourd shaped breasts that don't sag a great deal and I'm proud to say I've had my share of Joe's school buddies ogling my cleavage when I've teased them with the low cut blouses (I even catch Joe sneaking a peek now and again)m that I favor wearing. I'm a little stocky, but I'm not flabby...my legs are a little thicker than I want them to be, but they're still pretty shapely and I love to show them off with a skirt and high heels. My butt is a little wider than I'd like, but it is firm and I've gotten my share of wolf whistles for the way it wiggles when I walk. My eyes are brown and I've got light brown hair that remains slightly curly no matter what I do!
The first week of June was our starting date for our road trip. Joe and I both were busy with preparations...me focusing on landing him in bed and my son...well, I guess he was planning on just surviving a boring trip with his boring mom...HAH! In truth, he took care of getting our transport ready for travel. I'd given him my five year old Jeep Cherokee to drive and we decided to take it. Joe stayed busy getting the oil changed, new tires put on the Jeep and getting it tuned up. I gave him a credit card and told him to buy some clothes for the trip, food, a cooler and drinks for the road.
The big day couldn't get there soon enough for me...the days dragged by slowly, but finally came the big morning. We'd loaded the Jeep up the night before. I fixed the two of us breakfast, got dressed and woke his father up to say goodbye. Stan was sort of gruffly affectionate to his son, slipped him some extra cash and told him to take good care of me. Stan and I said our last goodbyes, kissing each other without any real passion. Neither of us was fooling ourselves. Our love life had been dead for yeas. When Joe was out of earshot, I told Stan that I wished him and his whore of a secretary all the best. Stan had no real reply to that, so he told me to have a safe trip and he'd leave his set of the house-keys with my best friend, Eileen.
Finally, with the morning sun shining on us, my son and I pointed the Jeep south and rolled out of Northern Michigan! Despite being bleary-eyed from our early morning start, Joe asked to drive first and woke up quickly as we buzzed down the road, the radio blaring out Classic Rock tunes (a taste in music that both my son and I shared).
I fidgeted around in my seat, trying to get comfortable with my seat belt and finally said, "Damn it...whoever designed these things sure didn't have big tits!" I let the belt slip off and grinned over at my son. I scooted around so I was comfortable, my back against the door and one leg tucked up beneath me. I was pleased as Joe's eyes grew wide at my outfit. I had on a very short blue denim skirt and a very low cut T-shirt. My bra pushed my big titties up and made them look even bigger with loads of cleavage and tit flesh visible. With every bump in the road, I knew my tits were jiggling big time and my son was sneaking glances every chance he could.
We passed the time with small talk and looking at the road map. We both agreed that it would be a lot more fun if we stayed off the Interstate and went by secondary roads and just took our sweet time. I showed off my legs as well as my tits by easing my seat back as far as it would go and sometimes propping my feet up on the dashboard. Joe gave my legs many admiring looks, being sure to see how far my dress was slipping back and I rewarded him several times with some good glimpses of my panties. I had on some lacy French cut bikini briefs...white and sheer almost to the point of transparent. I'm sure he was able to see that his Momma had a thick, hairy muff and as turned on as I was, I was pretty sure he was going to see them stained with my juices before the day was out.
When we traded places and I took the wheel, I deliberately let my denim skirt ride up, exposing my thighs and my crotch. I was excited and flattered that Joe didn't mention it once, but eyeballed my crotch as we drove along. Joe and I chatted about his plans for college. As he told me about his plans to go into journalism school, I watched as his khaki shorts filled out with a beautiful erection caused in part by him staring at the growing wet stains in my panties.
When it was his turn behind the wheel again, I again sat with my back to the door and let my skirt flop upwards, spreading my legs wide enough for him to get a real good view of his mother's wet panties. In retrospect, it's a wonder we didn't drive right into oncoming traffic. I think my exhibitionism got to him. At a rest stop south of Toledo, Ohio, he spent the longest time in the Men's room and by the way he blushed when I asked him if he was alright, I think he was jacking off in a restroom stall. The possibility that my son was yanking his meat because of me thrilled me to no end and my pussy was tingling for hours afterward...keeping me wet and aroused. I'm sure if we hadn't had the windows down, the car would have been thick with my scent.
We decided to stop for the night in a little town in Ohio called Greenville. After we checked into a room at a motel (two beds alas), we went out and had dinner. On our way back to the motel, I spied one of your typical country and western bars/dance halls and suggested we go in. The place was about half full (it was a weeknight), but they had a decent little band playing and several people out on the dance floor. Much to Joe's chagrin, he couldn't order a beer because he was underage. "Guess you're the designated driver tonight!" I teased him as I ordered a beer for myself and a coke for him.
With some cajoling, I managed to get Joe out on the dance floor and was impressed with his ability to cut a rug. After a fast two-step, the band started up with a rendition of "Are You Lonesome, Tonight," and before Joe could beat a retreat, I had my arms around his neck and was pressing myself up against him. "You aren't embarrassed to slow dance with your old Mom, are you, Joe?" I asked him, looking up into his brown eyes, so much like my own.
Joe blushed and looked down at me and at the deep cleavage formed as I pressed my breasts against his chest. "Um...no...Mom." I grinned happily and reaching up on tip toe, planted a kiss on the corner of his mouth, allowing my heavy boobs to rub up and down against my son's body.
As the night passed, I drank several beers...enough to get a buzz, but not really drunk, although I acted like I was a lot drunker than I really was. We danced all evening...fast two steps and slow, sensuous dances. Several times, some good old boy would approach our table and ask me to dance, but I'd just lean into my son and giggle that I was already spoken for, winking at Joe as I did so.
We had a good time and then my sober Joe, pole hard in his pants, drove us back to the motel. With his arm around his "drunk" mother, Joe guided me up to our room. I pretended to be off balance and acting all affectionate and was continuously rubbing my self up against my son, insuring that his dick stayed hard.
"That was so much fun, Joe!" I laughed as we weaved into the motel room. "I love to dance. No one's taken me dancing in ages!" I threw myself at Joe, again flinging my arms around him. "Thanks, sweetheart for taking your mom dancing. I hope you weren't too bored?"
By now, a little used to me being in his arms, Joe wrapped his arms around my back and held me close...and as he had done all night, stared down at my tits. "Hell, no...uh, Mom! I really had a good time!" He hugged me a little tighter. "I'll take you dancing whenever you want!"
"Mmmm...I'd like that." I grinned up at my son and decided a little naughtiness was in order. "Damn, Joe. You are such a good looking man. If you weren't my son, I think I'd have to rip your clothes off and rape you."
My son's eyes almost popped out of his head. "Mom! Jeez...you must be drunk!"
I giggled as I reached down and slowly, deliberately palmed the bulge in his pants...I could feel his monster dick pulse! "I don't know, honey. If I was really drunk, I think I'd be fishing this big ol' thing out and sucking it, even if I am your mother!" I gave his covered hard-on a gentle squeeze.
Before Joe could respond, I stood on tiptoe and kissed him firmly on the lips...no tongue, but a firm, passionate kiss all the same. Then I whispered, "Good night, sweetheart. Mommy loves you." I turned around and flopped face down on one of the beds and pretended to pass out. Part of me hoped Joe would just grab me and ravish me on the spot, but I wasn't surprised when he didn't. I was aware of him just standing there, and I realized he was looking at me ass cheeks as my skirt had flopped up and my bikini briefs were leaving most of my butt naked. I sighed and spread my legs slightly so he could see how wet I was.
Joe groaned and fled into the bathroom, closing the door. Before long, I could hear him grunting and puffing and then a muffled few words I'd swear were, "Love you, Mom!" and then a long groan. I felt a great wave of contentment wash over me as I did fall asleep them. My seduction of my son was underway!
The next day we slept late and I awoke with a mild hangover. We knocked around that little Ohio town, visiting a museum with stuff about Annie Oakley (apparently Greenville, Ohio's most famous native), before getting back on the road around 1:00 P.M. Joe had been pretty quiet...subdued might be the word. I'm sure part of it was because of my actions last night, but part was due to the outfit I was now wearing.
I had on another short skirt...this one was red dyed denim and a matching cotton halter top that tied around my neck and exposed a whole lot more of my breasts than my previous day's blouse. I had abandoned my bra as well. Joe was getting a real good idea of the shape of my nipples as well as the heft and curve of my unfettered breasts. The halter top material clung to me like a second skin and my nipples, round as a nickel and half an inch long, were pushing against the material as if trying to escape. I was well aware that I looked a lot like a streetwalker on vacation, but I didn't care. I was just pleased to see my son burdened with a hard on more or less all day.
Back on the road, I worked to get Joe to talking. "You're awfully quiet, son. Everything all right?"
Joe was silent for a long time. Finally he spoke up. "I uh...I had fun last night, Mom, but it's just...I've never seen you act that way before."
"How do you mean...what way?" I asked, enjoying putting him on the spot."
Joe squirmed in his seat. "Jeez, Mom...I don't know...all sexy and stuff and it was like you were coming on to me or something."
I glanced over at him from behind the steering wheel. I winked at him and said, "And would that be so bad?"
Joe's face turned bright red. "That's what I'm talking about! Like you've gone wild or sex crazy or something!"
I laughed and blushed a little myself. "I'm sorry, son. I didn't know letting my hair down would scare you so much! I really thought since you were eighteen and all, that I could act more adult around you and treat you like an adult. You know, sex isn't that big a deal. I'm pretty sure you've done it, right?"
Joe turned redder. "Mom...God! But...I mean what you were saying about me...I'm your son."
I winked again and stuck out my tongue. "Vice is nice, but incest is best!"
I thought he might cum in his pants right then and there and his face was the color of a fire engine. "Mom! I can't believe you're talking like this!"
I reached out and patted his thigh. "Just teasing you, son! We've always been able to talk to each other about anything...can't we talk about sex, too?" I winked a third time. "I'm sure you're not a virgin...I'd love to hear how you lost your cherry."
"MOM!"
"I'll tell you about my first time if you'll tell me your's."
Joe was silent for a while. The whole time he was eyeing me and my partially clad body. My nipples were swollen and sticking out against the material. My skirt was pulled up around my waist, showing off my wet panties to my son again. In keeping with the day's outfit, these were lacy red bikini panties. Without looking down, I knew there was a darker spot that was probably getting bigger.
He pursed his lips. "Tonya Key."
"Hmmm." I responded. Tonya was my best friend, Eileen's daughter, a slender, tomboyish beauty a year older than my son. "Tell me more!"
Face beet red, my son began talking. He told me how he and Eileen had done it in our tool shed, almost getting caught when her father came over to borrow a chainsaw from Stan. Fortunately, Stan had talked him into coming into the house to watch the Detroit Tigers and drink a few beers. It was a funny story, but I felt a little sorry for Joe and Tonya, as it sounded like it hadn't been much fun, especially for her. I pulled details out of him like a dentist pulling teeth.
He talked about her slim body and how pretty she was, "But, I wish she'd had bigger breasts...like, uh," Joe glanced over at my heaving chest. "I mean I wish she had big breasts like you, Mom!"
Joe looked at my face to see if his words would make me mad, but I smiled at the compliment and said, "Ahhhh, my son is a tit man, huh? I'll have to remember that." I learned from my son that Tonya also shaved her pussy, keeping it smooth all over. I cast a speculative eye at my son. "I've never shaved my bush off before. If you've sneaked any peeks at your old Mom, sweetie, you know I'm pretty hairy."
Joe blurted out, "I like women with hairy pussies, Mom." His eyes widened and he actually turned pale.
I reached out and patted his thigh again. "That's good to know, Joe." For some reason, the conversation dried out and we rode on silently for quite a while. I finally pulled us over into a rest stop and Joe was out of the Jeep like a shot for the rest room. I took care of my business, imagining my son in a Men's Room stall masturbating to an image of my wet, hairy pussy. And believe me, my pussy was wet right now! My panties were actually dripping with pussy cream!
Joe took over the driving afterwards and after a short silence, he said, "Your turn, Mom."
"I beg your pardon?"
"Um...how'd you lose your cherry, Mom? Was it Dad?"
I felt a fresh spurt of juice explode in my pussy at my son's question. "Oh! Well, no, it wasn't your father. Um, you know Uncle Chuck?" Uncle Chuck was actually my Mom's brother.
"You fucked Uncle Chuck, Mom!" Joe glanced over at me in disbelief. He actually swerved a little, drawing a honk from an indignant Kentucky truck driver.
I shrugged my shoulders. "Well, like I said...vice is nice, but incest is best!"
My son shook his head. "Uncle Chuck taught me to fish!"
"Well, son of mine, he taught your Mom a whole lot more!" I replied. "I was a teenager and the whole family was at a place up on Lake Huron for the summer and well, we snuck out one night and rowed a boat over to a little island and Uncle Chuck taught your Momma what a pussy and a cock are supposed to do!"
I thought Joe was going to explode in his pants as I explained how my uncle had licked my pussy until I had cum several times and then fucked me...that I was so wet and horny that losing my cherry hardly hurt at all, "And he had such a big cock...he made me cum and cum and cum." I sighed and acting if I wasn't even thinking about what I was doing, I fondled my breast, rubbing one very hard nipple as I continued, "Uncle Chuck had me so worn out he had to carry me back into the cabin."
"Wow!" Joe said. My son looked like he'd been pole-axed.
I glanced at Joe. "Sorry...you must think I've lost my mind, huh? Guess you never thought you'd be hearing your Mom talking in detail about her sex life?"
Joe bit his lip as he seemed to be debating with himself about what to say next. "No, but then I know you've not had much of a sex life lately and now that you and Dad are getting divorced, you're planning to get caught up, huh?"



It was my turn to be shocked. I hadn't mentioned the impending divorce yet. "You know your Dad and I are splitting up?"
Joe smirked. "Well, duh! You guys haven't shared a bed in years. Hell, Mom, Chelsea and I know you've only been staying with him because of us." He reached over and patted me on the knee. "We both know about Dad's cheating on you too. You shouldn't have waited for us to grow up to boot his ass out. You're too good a person to be treated the way he's treated you."
I almost cried at that. "I never thought you guys had a clue," I said.
Joe laughed. "Well, we did. So, Mom, let your hair down and have a good time. You deserve to find a fella that will take good care of you and love you."
Oh I wanted to scream, "Oh, son, I have! I want you," but the moment wasn't right yet. Joe looked over at me. "So, any prospects yet?"
I grinned and wiggled in my seat. "Oh...I've got my eye on someone."
We talked a little more...mostly about the impending divorce and the settlement and then as evening approached, we quieted down. At dusk, we arrived just outside a town called Corbin, Kentucky. We stayed at a motel near Cumberland Falls...a place I had heard about and always wanted to visit. We had a full moon and supposedly it would produce a moonbow at the falls. We found a place to eat and then drove up to the state park to see the falls.
Joe and I held hands as we walked slowly along the footpaths that led to the waterfalls. There were many people at the falls waiting for the Moonbow, but we appeared to be just another couple out for a romantic evening. Joe put a protective arm around me, his fingers brushing the upper portion of my right breast as we watched the huge falls in the moonlight. Like everyone else, we oohed and ahhed when finally, the full moon rose high in the night sky and a shimmering, ghostly white bow of light materialized. It was beautiful, made more so by the fact that the man I loved most in the world was holding me.
I turned and looked up at my son. "Thank you, Joe for bringing me here. I always wanted to see this, but your father thought it sounded boring."
Joe turned me towards him and hugged me tight, my breasts flattening against his firm chest...my erect nipples pressing against his t-shirt.
"I'm glad I could do this for you, Mom. I...I love you." His eyes glistened with emotion.
"I love you too, son!" I whispered back. I went on tiptoe and kissed my son, again firmly and was gratified to feel him kiss me back. Again, we didn't soul kiss, but kiss we did for a long minute. I could feel his heart pounding against my chest and felt my nipples trying to poke holes through my halter and his shirt. Joe's penis was rock hard and I could feel its long length throb against my thigh. As the kiss ended, I did get just a little naughty and brushed my tongue lightly against his lips. I put my head against his chest and we watched the moonbow for the longest time.
Near midnight, we walked quietly back up the footpaths and drove back to our motel. As we went up to our room, I notice that the swimming pool was completely deserted. A sign was posted that read, ADULTS ONLY. "What do you say to a midnight swim, honey?" I asked my son.
Joe thought that was a great idea. While I changed in the bathroom, Joe slipped on his swim trunks. I'm sure he could feel my eyes roaming over his handsome form when I emerged from the bathroom. Joe had been a soccer player in high school. He had a lean, muscular form on his five foot, ten inch body. His chest was lightly dusted with black hair as were his legs. He wore baggy swim trunks, but even they couldn't hide the assets hanging between his legs. As Joe took in my outfit, his assets were growing quickly and I was flattered yet again as a tent pole emerged in his trunks.
It was with my son's seduction in mind that I had bought my swimsuits. I was wearing a zebra print bikini that I will confess was probably two sizes too small, especially the bikini top. My heavy, full breasts overflowed the cups, barely concealing my aureoles, the swimsuit material molded over my aroused nipples, revealing their precise shape and size. My bikini briefs were a French cut thong, a narrow strip of fabric covering my mound, but revealing large tufts of my pubic hair. I pirouetted for my son. "Well, Joe, what do you of your Mom's outfit?"
Joe google-eyed, replied. "Damn, Mom...that's one sexy outfit. You want to attract a guy, that suit should do it!"
I picked up a beach towel from the bed and walked saucily by him. "That's the idea, son," I giggled, running my fingers across his chest. Joe followed me downstairs, watching my almost naked ass cheeks wiggle as I walked.
We had the pool to ourselves. It was heated and in the warm June night, we were both delightfully wet and sticky. We swam around for a while...floated, talking about the day and our driving plans for tomorrow. Almost inevitably, one of us began splashing the other with water (okay, I admit it, I started it), and before long we were both splashing each other and then getting more physical...Joe dunking my head underwater and then me retaliating. We hollered and laughed and continued to horseplay.
Joe dunked my head underwater and I swam away. Underwater, I turned and saw him standing in about four feet of water. I decided to escalate the horseplay and swam up and yanked his swim trunks down, freeing his glorious, half-erect cock. I pushed him off balance and as he fell backwards in the water, completed my attack by pulling his trunks off all the way and swimming away with them!
Joe sputtered water and began swimming after me as I crested the surface and waved my trophy in the air. "Mom! Jeez...what if someone sees me! I'm buck naked!"
"Ooooh...really...this I gotta see!" I dove underwater and away from his reaching hands and took a real good look at my son's penis...now very hard and erect. Joe's cock is magnificent...nine inches long and very thick...it pointed upwards and I'd have loved to seen Joe floating on the surface, his cock waving in the air!
I broke the surface again, giggling and waving my son's trunks around. "Somebody likes being naked judging from the size of things," I said. I stuck my tongue out at my son as he approached. He had me in the deep end of the pool and in a corner. I tried to duck under and escape, but his hands reached out and ripped my zebra stripped top off!
I screamed with delight as my big tits bounced free. I know they're my best feature...big and round and with very little sag, considering I'm thirty-nine years old. My nipples hardened and swelled more as Joe stared hungrily at them. He lunged at me again...maybe to grab his trunks, maybe not, but instead his hands landed on my tits and he instinctively squeezed them.
I pulled myself towards him, wrapping my arms around his neck and said teasingly, "You always did like my tits...you cried for six months after I weaned you, trying to suck on my boobs." I wrapped my legs around him to help keep me afloat and almost orgasmed as I felt his hard fuck pole slid between my thighs...only a thin piece of fabric separating my cunt and his cock.
Suddenly things got very quiet and I could feel both our hearts pounding. Joe's hands rested on my breasts, his palms subtly rubbing my hard nipples. I tightened my grip around his waist and began to hunch against his cock. Our eyes were locked and then...damn, damn, damn...a car pulled into the motel parking lot, the lights monetarily flashing on us.
We broke apart and swam towards the darkest area of the pool. Car doors opened and we heard feet and a man and a woman talking...laughing about the late hour. A door opened and closed and we were alone again. "I guess we better go inside, son," I said, laughing nervously. Still, I wasn't through being naughty.
I levered myself out of the pool, my breasts bouncing in the dim lights. I waved Joe's swim trunks at him. "You want them, honey...come and get them!"
Joe grinned back and waved my bikini top. "Yeah? Well, don't forget I got something of your's too!"
I shrugged my shoulders, well aware of how my movement made my meaty tits bounce. "I'm not worried about getting back to the room." I picked up the towels we'd brought down...but if you don't come up and get your trunks, you're walking back to the room naked."
Joe flushed. "You wouldn't dare."
I smiled sweetly down at my naked son. "Have you ever known your mother to bluff?" I knew from his expression that he knew he was beaten. Blushing from head to toe, Joe lifted himself out of the pool, giving me my first unfettered opportunity to stare at my son's cock in many years. He was still stiffly erect and under my open stare, he hardened even more, his lovely penis slapping up against his belly.
Of course, he was also taking the opportunity to take a long look at my breasts as well...I felt jolts of erotic electricity pulse through my body as my son looked at me lustfully.
"You're beautiful, Mom," Joe breathed. I can't understand how Dad could ever let you go."
I thought my heart might burst with love. "Thank you, son." I stepped up to him, my nipples just barely brushing his chest. I watched as the head of his cock swelled even more. I was dying to touch it. "The woman that wins your heart is going to be sooo lucky." I took a towel and wrapped it around his waist...allowing my fingers to brush over his fuck pole...so soft yet like steel.
Without saying another word, we quickly went back up to our room. I told Joe I was going to get dressed for bed and disappeared into the bathroom alcove. I showered the chlorine water off me and dried my hair. I pulled a T-shirt nightie out of the luggage and couldn't help but grin at myself in the mirror. The nightshirt had a big heart on it and the words, "Number 1 MILF!" emblazoned within the heart. The nightie came only to my upper thighs and it wouldn't take too much effort for some wandering hands to discover that someone's mother was without panties tonight!
I stepped back into the bedroom and smiled at Joe, sitting on the edge of one of the beds in a pair of gym shorts. He looked up at me and grinned nervously as he read the front of the nightshirt. The air was electric with tension and I felt that at any moment we would be rushing into each other's arms and that my son would be my lover before this night was over.
"This has been...uh, such a special day, son. Thank you so much, Joe! You don't know how long I've looked forward to us relating to each other as adults. I love you, son."
"I love you too, Mom," Joe replied, standing up. Oh God...the bulge in his shorts was so huge! We began to move towards each other and that's when it started. We both turned as the noise of lusty fucking erupted in the next room over.
A woman's shrill, desire filled voice suddenly screamed, "YESYESYES! FUCK ME BABYYY! GIVE ME THAT BIGGG DICKKK FUCKME, FUCKME, FUCKME HARD!" Apparently, someone obliged her because their headboard was suddenly slamming against the wall. The woman began moaning loudly, then crying out, "I'M CUMMING DALE...CUMMING...CUM WITH ME DALE FUCK ME LOVER!"
Joe looked at me and raised his eyebrows and we both busted out laughing. We laughed and laughed and then with eyes streaming with tears, laughed some more. The tension in the room suddenly bled away. I still wanted Joe badly, but I knew as did he that this moment had passed. We climbed into one of the beds together and cuddled up. We talked quietly and then began laughing again as the couple next door began again. They kept us giggling late into the night before we fell asleep in each other's arms.
I woke up the next morning and stretched. Joe stepped out of the bathroom, hair wet and a towel wrapped around his waist. He toweled his hair dry with another towel and said, "Good morning, sleepy head." His eyes were focused intently on me and I realized that my nightshirt had bunched up around my waist and that my son was getting a healthy look at my hairy pussy.
I stretched again, feeling like a big sexy cat and idly ran a hand over my brown haired muff. "Morning, son! What are you staring at?"
Joe grinned and replied, "Just the gorgeous woman I woke up in bed with!" I saw that he was enjoying the view as his cock snaked through the opening in his towel. We smiled at each other, admiring each other's nakedness for several minutes before I finally got up.
As I slipped past my son on my way to the bathroom, I reached out and gently stroked his erection. "Looks like someone else is glad to see Momma too!" I murmured, kissing him on the cheek. Inside as I got cleaned up and dressed, I looked in the mirror and saw a very happy woman. I knew I was close to achieving my dreams.
Joe was dressed out in khaki shorts and a muscle shirt today, looking every inch the man of my dreams. Today, I dazzled him again with another denim mini dress...light green in color and a light green tube top that looked more like someone had simply painted a green line around my upper body. The upper portions of my aureoles were clearly visible and I was relying on my hard nipples to keep the tube top from slipping off.
As we got back out on the highway, Joe driving and having a hard time keeping his eyes off my sluttish outfit, I made myself comfortable, leaning up against the door and spread my legs. Joe's expression when he finally glanced down, expecting to see my panties, was worth it. Oh, I was wearing panties, alright...light green to match my outfit and totally crotchless.. My thick haired bush was clearly on display...my labia lips parted to reveal the constant state of arousal I was now in.
"Nice day for sightseeing, huh, son?" I teased, idly brushing my inner things with a fingernail, resisting the urge to thrust several fingers into my pussy. I could feel little rivulets of pussy juice damping my thighs, running down the length of my cunt and trickling on down to my ass.
Joe was pretty much speechless and I had to remind him to keep his eyes on the road...at least most of the time. Needless to say, we didn't make good time. Joe drove pretty slow that day...I can't blame him, after all, he didn't want to miss the sights around him!
After we stopped for lunch somewhere in Northern Tennessee, I took over driving, allowing Joe to stare at the hairiness of my muff to his content. "Honey," I said, "I was wondering...did you and Tonya ever get to do it again?"
Joe blushed a little. "Um...yeah. Remember the time her parents went to Colorado for a week?"
"Yeah, sure." Eileen and her husband had family out there.
"Well, you know Tonya had the house to herself and sure anxious for us to try again. And we did." Joe grinned wolfishly. "We tried a lot!" Joe proceeded to tell me how he and Tonya fucked all week long. How they'd even skipped school a couple of days. I found out that Tonya was a doggie style fan...that she liked getting it from behind. I shivered thinking of my son feeding his long, thick meat to that lucky girl while she was on all fours. A little orgasm washed over me and I almost had to pull off the road. I couldn't wait until I felt Joe's cock in my cunt...giving it to me doggie style and filling me up with his jism like I was a true bitch in heat!
"Mmmmm. Then I guess you've had some experience and know how to fuck a woman right?"
Joe grinned even as he turned a brighter shade of red. "I'm sure I can please any woman."
I sighed at the thought of that. "Be careful about bragging, son. You never know when you might be put to the test.
A little while later Joe spoke up. "Mom, can I ask you a question?"
"Sure, son. You can always ask me anything!"
"You said Uncle Chuck had a big dick. I was wondering just how big?"
I laughed. "Well, I measured it once with Mom's sewing measure tape. Uncle Chuck was seven and one-quarter inches long...and God did he know how to use it! I wiggled in my seat at the memory of my Uncle fucking me with his cock. Joe smiled at the news. I swear, boys always making comparisons.
"Was it...is it bigger than Dad's?" Joe asked.
I giggled. "Oh hell, yes!" I replied. I glanced over at my son who was grinning. "I shouldn't tell you this, but your Dad's pretty small. Just five inches and kinda thin." I rolled my eyes. "Not that size EVER has anything to do with it!" I said mockingly.
Joe digested this information. "So, uh...have you ever had anyone bigger than Uncle Chuck, Mom?"
I shook my head and replied, "No...the biggest cock I've ever had in my pussy is your Uncle Chuck's...but," and I winked at him. "I have high hopes of something a lot bigger really soon!"
Joe laughed and said, "You know what they say, Mom. Be careful what you wish for, Mom...you might just get it!" He looked at me with such desire and love then, that I almost pulled over and fucked him there. We were so close and we both knew it!
Evening found us in Memphis, Tennessee. We stayed at another motel on the edge of the city. Our room door was maybe ten feet from the motel pool and when I pointed it out to Joe, he just grinned. "Maybe we can take another midnight swim, son," I said teasingly.
Joe nodded and replied, "Maybe we should plan on skinny dipping tonight. Then you wouldn't have to go to all the trouble of yanking my trunks off, Mom!"
"Oooh, I can't wait, son!" I said. If Joe thought he was teasing me, I hoped he remembered that I never bluff!
Joe and I spent the evening crawling down Beale Street...visiting some really great jazz and blues bars. We sampled some great food and enjoyed even better music. It seemed every time I turned around, Joe was taking me in his arms and we were slow dancing or dirty dancing to some sweet, sexy tunes. Joe wasn't being shy about holding me close anymore...as we danced, our bodies rubbed deliciously against each other. I'd kept my naughty little outfit on and Joe had changed to a dress shirt and khaki slacks.

I discovered one downside to crotchless panties was that as we dirty danced, Joe's khaki covered thigh would come away with pussy creams stains from rubbing his upper leg between my thighs. I was on fire...I could smell my wet cunt and I imagine anyone else within five feet of me could smell me too.
As the clubs were closing down, we danced one last slow dance...a sad, slow blues number and it was then that my son and I first kissed like lovers. Our warm sweaty bodies were clinging to each other and it was almost as if we were just one person. I looked up into my son's eyes as we slowly swayed to the music and I went on tip toe as Joe leaned over and my lips met my son's lips. I felt his tongue and opened my mouth to accept it and to offer him my own. I could hear our hearts pounding in unison as our tongues danced and dueled. His sweet tasting tongue rolling over and around mine...trying to encircle my tongue even as I tried to capture his.
As the music ended, we continued to kiss and move to our own music...our own special dance. Only when one of the band came up and tapped Joe on the shoulder, saying, "Y'all needs to go find a room somewheres before y'all explode!" did we come back to Earth.
"C'mon, Mom," Joe whispered. "Let's go find a room!" He took me by the hand and we went and found the Jeep. We drove silently back to our motel, holding hands the whole time. We parked our Jeep and walked towards our room.
As Joe unlocked the door to our room, I turned and looked at the motel pool. It was very late and the motel was only half full, judging from the cars in the lot and the pool was completely deserted. "Hey," I said, tapping Joe on the shoulder. "Somebody promised me we'd go skinny dipping!"
Joe raised his eyebrows. "Well, I was mostly kidding...weren't you?"
I stepped away from my son and grabbing the tube top in my hands ripped it violently over my head. "Nope," I murmured as I stood there with my tits bared to my son. I walked the few feet to the edge of the pool and kicked off my high heels. I pulled my mini skirt down and let it pool at my feet. "Don't you want to go skinny dipping with Mommy, son?" I held out my hands and was happy to see my son, staring intently at my body as he unbuttoned his shirt and stripped it off.



"My God, Mom...you are so beautiful! Joe sighed as he undid his pants. His jockey shorts tried in vain to contain his lovely cock, but it was in full bloom, the head of his erect penis, jutting out above the waistband. I could feel my pussy quivering in delight and arousal...my juices flowing freely down my thighs.
As he skinned off his shorts, I pulled down my crotchless panties and we both stood gloriously naked in front of each other. Joe's cock slapped against his belly as he approached and I crooked a finger at him, whispering, "Come to Momma, Joe."
Joe embraced me, pulling me tight against him...his cock throbbing against my belly as my hard nipples rubbed deliciously against his chest. My son bent down and crushed his lips against mine, his tongue thrusting aggressively into my hungry mouth, searching and finding my tongue and beginning a long soul kiss that left me weak in the knees. As our kiss broke, I looked into my son's eyes, astounded and a little intimidated to see the passion that burned there. I knew we were literally at the moment of truth and now...all my teasing, all my sluttish and seductive ways were about to culminate in what I'd dreamed about for so long.
So what did I do? I prolonged the chase. "Catch me if you can!" I said and dived into the pool. I swam around, praying that Joe was following. I surfaced in the deep end of the pool, coughing and wiping water and my hair out of my face. Joe surfaced behind me and I felt his strong arms wrap around me, even as his thick, long penis wedged in between my butt cheeks. My son's strong hands cupped and squeezed my aching breasts...his palms teasing my engorged nipples.
Joe began kissing me on the back of my neck...sending sweet shivers of delight coursing through my entire body. "I've caught you, Mom. What's my prize?"
I pushed my body back against his...relishing the sensation of my son's naked body against mine. "Anything you want, son," I breathed huskily.
Joe turned me around and kissed me again, even as his huge dick now rested lengthways between my flowered pussy lips. "I love you, Mom. I need you. I want you...want to make love to you, Mom!"
My heart exploded with love and lust. All my dreams were coming true.! "Oh yes! Please son, fuck me...make love to your Mommy!" I spread my legs in anticipation of accepting his mighty cock. "Please, Joe...fuck me now!"
Joe grinned. "All in good time, Mom!" He put his hands on my waist and lifted me out of the water, setting me on the edge of the pool. "Your son's been dreaming of this all day!" And my dear, sweet boy plunged his face between my thighs and clamped his mouth over my cunt!
Before I could even utter a word of protest and demand his cock be buried in my pussy, Joe's tongue rolled over my slit and sent me into a convulsion of orgasmic pleasure. My son slithered his knowing tongue up and down my pussy lips...plunging deep into my wet, steamy cunt and I knew that he was tasting me, savoring me. With consummate skill, my son closed his lips around my swollen clitoris, gently sucking on my little member even as his tongue swirled around and around. I drew my legs up and threw them over Joe's shoulders, thrusting my cunt forward, trying to get my son's face even deeper within my vagina. My son's strong hands gripped my hips and pulled me even more firmly against his hungry, exploring mouth!
"Ooooooohhh, Joe...honey," I mewled as his tongue explored me, plunging deep within the folds of my pussy one moment and rolling along my labia the next. "Oh, son! You're gonna make me cummmmm!" I was gushing pussy cream now. Joe's face glistened with my wetness and he glanced up at me, grinned, smacked his lips and dived back into my muff again. The heat between my legs became a furnace and I felt myself racing towards orgasm.
My son again attacked my clitoris, his tongue teasing, rolling, licking, lifting...doing things I'd never had done to it before and I came in an orgasmic explosion. My entire body became rigid as bolts of electrical pleasure washed over me. My nipples swelled till I thought they'd burst...I sobbed wordlessly as my first son induced orgasm reduced me to helpless jelly. I came and came and came again and still Joe continued to tongue my pussy...the vibrations of his pleased chuckle just adding to my pleasure.
"Oh, son! Joe...I love you...that was... That was incredible!" I gasped with tears in my eyes.
"Mom...you ain't seen nothing yet!" my son growled. Without another word, he pulled me down back into the pool, still standing between my legs. As I descended, my son pushed himself upwards and in one incredibly erotic thrust, I felt my son's massive cock drive into my pussy. As aroused and wet as I was, my son's cock was still so thick that by the time he had half in me, I felt so full. Still, Joe thrusted up and with agonizingly slow progress , continued to feed me his cock.
"OH MY GOD!" I cried as my son's cock pressed into virgin territory...his thick meat going deeper in my pussy than anyone had ever gone before, scraping the walls of my cunt like a velvet steel rod. I exploded in another mind-shattering orgasm. Lights exploded in my head even as my entire body seemed to turn to orgasmic fire, burning me up with unbelievable pleasure. The powerful, fiery sweetness that seemed to consume me overwhelmed me and I think I actually blacked out...wrapped in the dark in a blanket of incredible pleasure.
When I came to...I found myself wrapped around my son's hard body...his cock buried in me to the balls. Nine inches (actually Nine and almost one-half inches when we got around to measuring it!), of gloriously thick cock meat was stuffed inside my pussy. Joe was nursing on my right tit...sucking and biting the swollen nipple...his teeth sending little orgasms through me with each playful nip. "I love you, son!" I sobbed, tears of happiness flowing down my face.
"I love you, Mom!" Joe replied in a voice tinged with awe. "I can't believe I'm finally fucking my Mom!" he gasped even as he thrust himself against me. My legs were wrapped around his hips and I tightened my grip, pulling his cock a tad bit deeper into my womb.
For long minutes, we could scarcely move...the intensity of the pleasure was so great. I orgasmed again simply from the pleasure my son gave me in packing my pussy so full of incestuous cock! Joe grabbed me by my ass cheeks and began to slowly piston me up and down on his cock. With aching delight, he pumped me up and down on about five inches of thick dick. With every outward movement of my son's cock, my body instinctively thrust towards his cock, seeking to again reclaim all of his wonderful tool.
"Fuck me, Joe...give Momma that big, fine cock," I moaned between orgasmic jolts of ecstasy. I showered his face and neck with kisses even as my heels dug into his buttcheeks, urging his cock to plow deeper into my pussy and my fingernails scratched involuntarily against his back.
Joe groaned and whispered his love for me when he wasn't nibbling my nipples or finding and kissing the sensitive spots around my neck. "I love your hot pussy, Mom!" he sighed, emphasizing the point with a sudden jab with his pelvis, again burying all of his stiff meat inside my cunt. His balls rested against my ass as he ground himself against my twat, seeking to plumb my depths even deeper.
On and on we fucked...becoming totally unaware of our public surroundings. We could have been on display in the middle of a stadium in front of thousands of cheering people, but it wouldn't have mattered. As my wonderful son plunged his cock in and out of his mother's steamy cunt, our world shrunk to just the two of us. We were a world of our own, wrapped up in our incestuous dance, allowing the moment to build and build, allowing the pleasure to grow and grow until finally Joe thrust himself as deep as he could and growled, "Gonna cum, Mom! I'm gonna cum in your sweet pussy!"
I screamed as my son's cock somehow swelled even more inside of me and then erupted in incredible bursts of his white hot, creamy semen bathing my womb. The orgasm of orgasms detonated between my legs, galvanizing my well fucked body with immense waves of erotic, incestuous sensations beyond anything I had ever experienced before. I tried to scream out words of love for my son and his lovely cock, but words failed me and all I could manage was a long wail of happiness.
My orgasm peaked and then faded and then peaked again as my cunt muscles clamped down around Joe's huge dick, seeking to milk him dry of every drop of his baby-making juices. My world swirled around me...everything focusing on my son before me...inside of me. The world turned white....the color of perfect pleasure and then faded as again I lost consciousness.
When I regained myself, I found myself still impaled on Joe's still erect cock, being carried by my son...his hands cupping my ass cheeks and my legs dangling helplessly. Joe was walking up the pool's steps in the kiddie zone and then out of the pool. Each step was an exercise in erotic torture as his cock drove fractionally deeper into my throbbing pussy. Joe kicked our clothes across the pavement to land in front of our door where he had left our room key. Using one hand to hold my ass, he used the other one to open the door. My son kicked our clothes inside and then he stepped inside, his cock still buried deep inside me. He kicked the door closed and proceeded to ease us down onto one of the beds, his cock still throbbing inside my cunt my son proceeded to give me another incestuous, monster fuck!
With my legs spread wide, Joe began to pound his long, hard tool in and out of his mom's pussy. I was so wet and sloppy with pussy cream and my son's massive load of sperm that he was able to move more quickly now. My lip curled into a sneer as the sheer delight of my son's cock drowned me in erotic pleasure. "YESSSSSSS! FUCK MEEE, SONNNN! GIVE MOMMMMMAAAA THAT BIG COCKKKK! FUCK MOMMMMMYYY TILL SHE CUMS AND CUMS AND CUMS!"
My screams and urges died out to a voiceless sobbing as my son did exactly that! Having emptied a massive load in my pussy just minutes before, Joe was now ready for a long, hard fuck of his mother, intent on making me cum my brains out! Like a bronco rider, my son rode his mother's convulsing, orgasming body for everything he was worth. In and out, slow and fast, twisting his hips as he thrust in and out of my cunt with his long cock, fucking his mother and releasing all the built up tensions of the last couple of days.
I experienced electric orgasm after electric orgasm...gasping for breath and crying from the sheer joy of all the cock induced pleasure my son was giving me. Joe paused only to lick the sweat off my heaving breasts, to suck and bite my hard, throbbing nipples and to whisper sweet nothings in my ear. Then he would kiss me as again he began again the marvelous pistoning of his cock in and out of my cunt.
Our joined crotches became sticky and sloppy as copious amounts of my cunt cream mixed with my son's semen were forced out of my pussy by my son's never ceasing pumping his cock. The very air of the room was thick with the scent of my pussy and our fuck sweat...our bodies made loud, erotic slapping noises as Joe fucked me and fucked me.
Joe moaned that he was cumming and he unleashed another flood of his semen inside me, bathing and coating my womb with his fiery seed. Again, I exploded in an orgasm so intense, it felt like my entire body would explode, unable to contain such joyous pleasure. My world became enveloped in the light of heaven and in that blanket of incestuous pleasure, again I literally passed out...my last thoughts filled with the love I had for my son and lover.
I awoke in the dim light, a lamp offered in the room. Joe and I were in bed, the bedspread covering our naked bodies. I felt tired, but wonderful. It was the weariness of a well fucked woman. My son had rolled us over and I was lying on top of his strong body. As I came to my senses, I realized that I still had his cock in my pussy...now deflated, but still a considerable amount of cockflesh. I grinned to myself in the dark. I had done it! I had seduced and fucked my own son...or rather he had given me the greatest fuck I had ever experienced in thirty-nine years. And I wanted more!
As much as I wanted to keep his cock in my pussy...I wanted to taste my son's cock. I slowly eased off him...the sensation of his penis slipping from between my grasping labia giving me orgasmic tremors. I slithered downwards and took my son's cock in my mouth. It was wet and sticky with my pussy juices and Joe's semen, still warm from my cunt.
I proceeded to lick my son clean, savoring the flavor of our mixed juices. I confess that I often lick my fingers clean when I masturbate and had always found my own taste pleasing. With my son's sperm mixed in, the taste was ambrosia! As I ran my tongue up and down the length of Joe's cock, swirling my tongue over the crown of his penis, he began to harden. I sucked him furiously, feeling the heat build between my legs, demanding my son's fine dick be returned to its proper place.
Joe began to stir as his cock reached its full size...so long and so wonderfully thick. "Mom? Oh yeah...Mom...suck me!" I obeyed my son and lover and continued to suck and lick his huge penis. But finally, my pussy's demands could not be denied!
"I need you, son. You fucked Momma so wonderfully...now it's my turn!" I straddled my son and lowered my well fucked cunt to his erect cock. After his cockhead slipped between my labia, I let gravity take over and slowly slid down his long pole. "Oh, Joe!" I sobbed as his thick meat filled my pussy! "Son, I love your big cock!"
I was in full orgasm by the time my pussy grinded against his pubic hair. I had all of my son's sweet cock inside me and I was momentarily unable to do anything but shiver and convulse as I came...my juices flowing heavily, bathing my son's penis. I finally leaned over and kissed my son, Joe's tongue searching out mine. We kissed passionately until my orgasm crested and faded, although in truth, it never really ended.
Finally I sat up and stretched like a cat...almost meowing as my movement forced another fraction of an inch of cock deeper into my womb. Joe's hands roamed over my meaty tits, squeezing and caressing...fingers pinching, pulling and teasing my hard, elongated nipples. "I love you, Mom. Please promise me this will never end!" Joe whispered.
I grinned lustily as I slowly began to ride my son...up and down, rocking back and forth. "Mmmmm...Momma's pussy is your's as long as you want it, Joe!" As big as my son was, it seemed like we were a perfect fit. Making love had never felt as right as it did now...fucking my only son. Joe's a wonderful lover, patient or ravenous as necessary. As I slid up and down his huge dick, I began to orgasm again, arching my back as my body stiffened in ecstatic pleasure...my lip curling in a lusty sneer as my cunt spasmed and flowed and burned with such incredible sensations.
"Jeez, Mom...you're beautiful when you cum!" my son gasped as my pussy squeezed his wonderful penis...hungry to savor his semen again.
"Then make me beautiful, son...make me cum and cum and cum!" And he did. For the third time in just a few hours, my wonderful son gave his mother a massive load of thick, hot semen. Somehow, even though I was orgasming my brains out, I kept riding him...my pussy milking him for every sweet drop of his lovely motherfucking seed.
I fell asleep just as I had woke up...in the throes of an incestuous orgasm, my cunt stuffed with my son's cock. With my son's arms wrapped around me, as we drifted off to sleep, we talked quietly of things to come.
"Mmmm, lover son...I hope you don't mind your Mom living with you while you're off to college," I said. I gently massaged his still mostly hard cock with my pussy muscles. "There's just no way I can live without you and your big, motherloving dick."
Joe chuckled in response. "I've dreamed of making you mine for years, Mom. I'm not letting you go now. You're mine, Mom. You're my lover now and forever! I love you, Mom!"
I cannot describe how my son's pledge of love thrilled me. All my greatest dreams have come true. Our new life together is, like our road trip, just beginning. I do not know where the road will take us, but I know I am going to love the trip!
The End?
(Author's note: Most of my stories are self contained and although I appreciate the requests for sequels, they're not usually gonna happen. However, this story does pique my imagination in many ways and if the response is very strong, I do expect to bring Kathy and Joe back for further chapters...no promises as to when, but I do believe they will return!)
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"Roberts, I don't really care how you do it, but I want those damn witches out of my school!" Mr. Grady, our high school principal was giving me my marching orders for the summer school session. The witches he was referring to were three seniors who'd managed to not graduate with their class due to failing their required American History course not once but twice.
Every summer I teach a summer makeup course for students who failed to get through American History for one reason or another, thus allowing them to get their high school diploma. We were in Mr. Grady's office and were reviewing the ten students I would be working with this summer. Three of the students in particular had been Mr. Grady's personal cross to bear for the past four years.
Call them witches, call them Goths, call them pagans...you know the type...students dressed in black, favoring pale white makeup and black fingernail polish...some proclaiming themselves witches, some proclaiming themselves vampires, some just trying out new personas that would be abandoned in time for some other identity and some serious in their beliefs.
In small, rural systems like ours, students like this tended to stick out and many teachers and administrators reacted negatively to them. Myself...as long as you showed up to class on time, turned in assignments on time and did your level best on tests, I wouldn't have cared if you showed up dressed like a fish and wearing a pink tutu.
"So, Boss...are you saying just to pass them and get them out of here?" I asked.
Grady shook his head. "No, no, no. Just...you're a good teacher, Roberts. Do whatever it takes to get them to pass the final exam!"
I had to smile. I have a reputation for being an excellent teacher. I have found that most Goth students are smarter than the average student and if the girls made a real effort, they would do fine.
Two days later, summer school began. Four weeks of class from 8:00 A.M. to 12:00 P.M. five days a week. I had ten students which quickly dwindled to eight students when two Neanderthal jocks realized they were actually expected to work in class. The other five were in the class for various reasons, absenteeism had caught up with them or they simply goofed off too long and couldn't bring their grades up in the end. And then there were my three witches.
They showed up at two minutes to eight, marched confidently into class and set down in the front row. The others had gone silent at the sight of them and even I with 25 years of teaching experience was at a bit of a loss for words at first glance. All three girls were eighteen and should have graduated in the spring.
The leader of the three was Tara...a lovely young woman with long black hair, pale skin and built...well, like the proverbial brick shithouse. She charged into class wearing a tight black sweater with a plunging neckline with a short black dress and black nylons and stilletos. Her sweater rode high, exposing a slight roll of baby fat that actually seemed to make her seem more attractive. Heaving half-globes of breast flesh visibly jiggled as she walked. She had brilliant blue eyes that screamed of defiant intelligence. She had a reputation for being thrown out of class for arguing with teachers and only the fact that she was usually right had so far saved her from expulsion.
Following her came Lisa, a tall, gangly girl, who was slowly blossoming into womanhood. Cats-eye glasses framed her brown eyes and her sandy-brown hair hung down in a curly, unruly mop. She was dressed this morning in leather pants and a white T-shirt with a leather vest. The leather showed off her tight buns and long legs and her breasts, small and pert were very pronounced and I realized she wasn't wearing a bra. Her primary claim to fame was publicly announcing she had put a curse on Mrs. Higgins, the P.E. teacher during her sophomore year. She got two weeks suspension for that and it was never proved that her curse was connected to Gloria Higgins' hair falling out before the year was over.
The last of the trio was Ashley...a dark blonde beauty who had joined the witches of our high school in her junior year. Of medium height, she was one of the prettiest girls in school and one of the shyest. Or at least, she used to be. The boys in the classroom groaned as she strolled in...wearing a classic school girl outfit...short plaid skirt and white dress blouse, both of which were about two sizes too small for her...she looked like a girl from one of those almost smutty Japanese manga comics. She wore the skirt just shy of showing her panties and the blouse offered both cleavage and a clear view of her flat, smooth belly. I thought the black and white saddle shoes were a cute touch. Her outfit showed off her hourglass figure as well as her best features, her shapely legs and ass.
Needless to say, the boys in the classroom were drooling and even an old guy like me...forty-five years old and three years divorced felt a throb between my legs. The girls exuded an air of sexual confidence rarely found in someone eighteen years old, but they all had it and right now their attention was focused on me.
I admit I kinda fumbled my way through the first few minutes and for the first couple of days, had a kind of duel going with Tara as we established ground rules for debates. I found her to be funny and intelligent and accorded her the respect that was due. Delighted with my apparent willingness to be challenged in class, Tara responded in kind. During snack and bathroom breaks, the girls began talking up their Pagan beliefs, even offering me literature to read and were thrilled when I did actually read it.
They took it well when I was honest with them and said that from their material as well as what I researched on my own, that I did believe that many people were serious about their faith, particularly those of the Wicca faith, but that I found much of the Goth culture to be simple affectation or commercialized to appeal to certain elements of society and to make a buck. When they asked if I thought the three of them were serious about their way of life, I was honest as well. I told them that only time would tell. They were pleased with my honesty and that I didn't prejudge them and I can be honest and say they were my best students.
I can also say they were my biggest problem. They flat out intimidated the other students, harshly rejecting any overtures from the five horny teenage boys in the class. By the end of the first week, the rest of the class had retreated to the back rows and avoided my witches like the plague. As the second week passed, I also realized with just a little dismay that the girls were at best flirting with me or at worst something far more serious. Now any male teacher sooner or later runs into female students with a "daddy' fixation...or simply a school girl crush. I've always found that it was best just to pretend not to notice...to be totally clueless. Usually they get disgusted or bored and give it up. My witches were taking it to a whole new level.
Each day brought them in dressed in the most scandalous outfits...pushing the envelope on even our liberal dress code. Skirts got shorter...necklines plunged and if they wore bras, they were those designed to increase the amount of cleavage exposed. Each found reasons to visit me at my desk, leaning over on their elbows, offering up bird's eye views of breast flesh. Their dress code seemed to vary day by day...sometimes all black, sometimes adult schoolgirl fantasy outfits. Their skirts got shorter and shorter. By the end of the second week, they would sit at their desks and carelessly spread their legs, showing off their panties.
I became very familiar with the panty clad mounds of each of my wanton witches. I knew that Tara's bush under her panties was thick and wild...thick black hair peeking out from the elastic bands of her white panties. I knew that Lisa's bush was just as thick, but neatly trimmed...the shadow of it peeking opaquely out from her almost transparent silk panties. And Ashley...I quickly discovered that she kept her pussy shaved and that her panties seemed to be constantly wet...already molded to her mound when she arrived for class. She favored lacey, white silk panties that went transparent in the wet spots.
How I managed to get through my lessons and actually make sense, I don't really know. I worried constantly about the reoccurring hard-ons I was sporting in class and wondering if my students noticed. From the delighted grins of my three witches, I was sure they noticed. Luckily, the others had the typical "I hate school and I'm bored glazed look in their eyes..
Each day during the breaks, my three seductive witches would gather around my desk, seemingly vying for my attention. I would be asked my opinion of their outfits and if the classroom was empty they would strike sexy poses and ask me if I thought they looked pretty. Skirts would get ruffled up...showing off thongs and bare buttocks, garter belts and hose. I would blush and pretend not to get excited, but I'm glad I could hide behind a desk and conceal my raging erections.
Tara would tease me about my evasive comments and warn me, "Be careful, Mr. Rob. We're gonna think you don't like us. We might have to cast a love spell on you!"
The third week they increased their teasing. They reverted to wearing black clothes...primarily, bustieres that uplifted and showed off their breasts to incredible advantage and left their bellies exposed and tight black miniskirts. And they started to expose themselves as they sat in the front rows. It began with the bustiers being low cut and then in the middle of a lecture, a nipple would escape. At first, the witches played hide and seek...pop it out and then tuck it back in.
Tara then began a new phase...leaving a nipple out and idly playing with it...making it erect. Lisa and Ashley soon followed suit and I can now identify each girl by her nipples. Tara's are thick and as large as a quarter, sticking out solidly a quarter inch. Lisa has the cutest little button nipples nestled in puffy aureoles that are so scrumptious looking. Ashley's nipples are large and long...inviting tubes of rubbery flesh that stand out almost an inch when aroused. And my witches certainly worked on getting aroused.
During the breaks, they would hold out lollipops and bare their nipples, asking me if I'd like to suck on something. They would take turns standing behind me and leaning over to say something, allowing me to feel their hard, erect nipples rubbing against my dress shirt. On the third Friday at the end of the day, Lisa and Ashley stood at my desk asking me questions about the weekend assignment while the rest of the room emptied out except for Tara who sat smiling at her desk.
When it was only the three of them left and as I tried to answer Ashley's question about the New Deal, Tara slipped her breasts out of her bustier and began playing with her breasts, kneading and squeezing the meaty tit flesh, teasing her nipples until they were hard. Then as I went dry mouthed, Tara brought a meaty tit to her lips and sucked on her own nipple. The other witches giggled and watched as Tara sighed and wiggled as she sucked first one nipple and then the other. I watched in disbelief as the other gals then crossed the room and before tucking in Tara's tits, each leaned down and watching me watching them, licked their friend's nipples.
They stood beside their friend, caressing her shoulders and the upper halves of her breasts with their fingers while she stared silently at me. Finally Tara smiled and said, "Mr. Rob, you're a good man...a strong man. I don't think there's many around like you. I like you...I like you a lot. Have a nice weekend...have lots of nice dreams."
She stood up and walked to the door, followed by her friends. She stopped in the doorway and turned and smiled at me again. "Monday, things are gonna get really interesting!"
In truth, things got interesting and troubling that weekend. I couldn't get the girls out of my mind. In all my years of teaching, I had never had trouble being tempted by school girls. Oh...I admired their beauty, but had never thought to involve myself with them...preferring women of my own age...even in the worst moments towards the end of my marriage (twelve years to the meanest woman east of the Mississippi River), I was never tempted.
My dreams were the worst...or the most fantastic. I seemed to be having one erotic dream after another...the young, naked, nubile bodies of three young women I just knew were my three witches, swarming over me...making love to me, taking me and fucking me furiously and without relent...their smiling faces becoming contorted with lust and pleasure, voices sometimes whispering sexual promises, sometimes screaming their demands to be pleasured. I had wet dreams for the first time since I was a teenager...not just once, but all through the weekend.
Come Monday, I was both filled with excitement and dread at the prospect of seeing my witches...the dread giving way to hard core lust as they walked through my classroom door...today all dressed in slutty school girl skirts and blouses. Their blouses were unbuttoned to the legal limit, providing everyone with incredible displays of their unfettered breasts...aureoles and nipples visible within their sheer white blouses.
As they all sat down, in unison they pulled their already scandalously short skirts upward, baring their thighs. I almost groaned aloud as I now stared at the bare pussies of all three eighteen year old girls. No longer was anything left to the imagination...from under their desks, each of my witches spread their knees apart and flashed their naked cunts at me.
As I had surmised, Tara's bush was a wild and furry mass of black pubic hair, glistening with wetness and split by a long strip of wet, pink meat. Lisa's brown haired muff was nearly trimmed in a rectangle, leaving her labia fully exposed...now flowered and revealing her arousal. And then there was Ashley...her shaven bare mound seeming to be carnality incarnate. It was all I could do to tear my eyes away from her pink, glistening wet flesh...labia bloomed and revealing her seemingly virginal flesh.
To this day...I don't know how I got through my lessons. Every instinct in me demanded that I fall to my knees between the spread legs of my temptresses and bury my face in their steamy cunt flesh...knowing that their cunt cream would be the proverbial nectar of the gods.
During the breaks, the girls hovered around my desk as usual, but now were pointedly rubbing themselves against my old metal desk...pressing their skirt covered mounds against the edges...or rubbing against each other. Ashley smiled angelically at me as she pressed her pelvis against Tara's hip as Tara leaned over and let her breasts spill out of her blouse...her large, thick nipples throbbing with excitement.
On Tuesday, things got more intense. Again wearing little plaid skirts sans panties, my witches were content to flash me until we had our first break. When we resumed the lesson, Lisa spread her thighs and then ran her left hand down under her desk and between her legs and began to finger her pussy. One finger and then two fingers stroked up and down the length of her vagina, spreading her labia and then slowly inserting themselves into her wet, inviting flesh. Lisa's lively face went slack jawed as she began to thrust in and out with more vigor...she wiggled in her seat as I covered the bombing of Pearl Harbor...having orgasmic explosions of her own. I give her credit for not betraying her actions to the rest of the class. As she floated back to Earth, she smiled up at me and then removed her cream coated fingers from her clasping cunt and bringing them up to her mouth, slowly licked them off.
Next, Tara began to do the same...her fingers slipping though her furry bush to spread wide her cunt lips and begin fingering herself. Unlike Lisa, Tara focused more on her clit, furiously teasing her meaty little digit with a finger while two others plunged in and out of her creamy hole. She too managed to cum quietly, although I almost sobbed as I watched her juices almost spray from her quivering cunt. Her fingers were soaked with her juices and she brazenly sucked them clean, licking her lips as she finished and winking saucily at me.
Finally, Ashley began her teasing fun. She was less vigorous than the others, slowly teasing herself...fingers running up and down her naked twat, agitating her clitoris, stroking her fingers slowly through her wet flesh until her thighs were gleaming with her arousal. She bit her lip as she orgasmed, eyes closed with the sweet intensity of the moment. Unlike her friends, she had not plunged her fingers deeply in and out of her pussy and I understood why when she mouthed the words, "I'm a virgin."
During the last break, they gathered around me as usual, teasing me with comments like, "Gee, Mr. Rob...I bet you're hungry!" and "What would you like to eat for lunch, Mr. Rob?" The air was ripe with their aromas...their scent wafted into my nose and made my head swim.
My dreams continued each night that week...getting more and more intense. I dreamed I was between each girl's thighs, fucking her hard with the hardest erections I had ever experienced.
On Wednesday, the girls repeated their little show, fingerfucking themselves almost constantly. My other students were restless as well...not realizing that they were inhaling the sexual scent of my witches that filled my classroom and made it smell like a bordello.
Thursday, my witches put on a new show. Tara began by pulling a hairbrush from her purse. It had a thick, wooden handle and she slowly brought it down to her exposed cunt and began to thrust it into her wet hole. As she brought herself to orgasm, she barked like a dog...the other students laughing at what they assumed was a bored Goth trying to annoy me. I just tried to laugh and said, "Settle down, Tara," even as I eyed the cunt cream pooling between her thighs on the seat.
Lisa leaned over and took the hairbrush from Tara's limp hand. She smiled and brought the handle slowly to her lips and licked the wetness off. I had to sit down at that point and instructed the class to work on a review from their text. I felt as if my cock was going to explode at any moment. I slowly mastered myself while Lisa fucked herself with the handle of the hairbrush. My eyes never left her magical pussy while she plunged it deep inside herself. Her other hand dropped her pencil as she began to orgasm, running upwards to her blouse and pinching her erect nipple pressing against the sheer fabric.
As she calmed down, Ashley reached over and plucked the hairbrush...literally dripping with Lisa's pussy juices. She watched me react as she slowly slipped the length of the brush handle into her own mouth, sucking it clean of her friend's creamy twat juices. As she had done the previous days, Ashley didn't fuck herself with the hairbrush, but ran it up and down her naked cunt, teasing herself until she came...her face that of an orgasming angel. She brought the wet handle to her lips and mouthed the words, "I wish this was you," at me and licked it clean of her own juices.
It was my turn to muffle moans as her silent words and actions were too much and all three of my beautiful witches grinned wickedly as I shivered and ejaculated in my pants. I felt myself blushing...embarrassed and aroused at the same time. As my semen cooled inside my shorts, the girls continued to pass around the brush as the minutes ticked down for the end of class. Each naughty girl slipped the brush handle into her pussy or against her soaked cunt meat until the handle was dripping wet.



When class dismissed, Tara slipped the handle deep inside her cunt, letting the edge of the bristles tangle in her bush. When only the three witches were left, she stood up, brush handle still inserted in her cunt and with her skirt raised, waddled over to me, showing off her incredible cunt muscle control.
I tried to say something...to protest their outrageous actions, but I couldn't find the words...fear was thick within me that if I addressed them directly about their behavior that my resistance to what they offered would collapse.
Tara slowly pulled the hairbrush handle from her sopping wet pussy and sat in down in front of me. "Souvenir," she whispered in my ear. "Goodbye, Mr. Rob...sweet dreams tonight. The three witches walked away, their asses swinging invitingly as they left the classroom...Ashley doing a last little tease by flipping up the back of her short, plaid schoolgirl skirt and exposing her sweet, tight ass as she walked away.
After they left, I stared a long time down at the cunt-cum covered brush handle. In my mind, I could see it slipping into the folds of each girl's lovely pussy. My nostrils flared with their scent. Drops of pussy juice actually fell from the brush handle. Without thinking, I snatched up the brush and began licking it hungrily. Ambrosia! Their mixed juices tasted divinely sweet. As I ran my tongue over the handle, I heard the loud giggles of my three vixens. I looked up, but the classroom doorway was empty. Still, I knew that somehow...through trickery or magic, my three students knew what I had just done.
After another night of troubled but exciting dreams, I came to school for the last day of summer classes...wondering how things would end. My girls as usual were the last to enter the classroom...today tricked out in black scoop necked sweaters and black mini-mini skirts. As each girl passed my desk, they smiled lovingly at me and said, "Good morning, Mr. Rob!" Each had a lollipop in their mouth. As I struggled to get through the morning lesson, each began their tease by working the suckers over with their tongues...Tara exhibiting a talented tongue that that guy from KISS would be envious of.
At some unseen signal, each girl stopped licking their lollipop and quietly lowered them down under their desks and between their wide spread thighs. I tried to keep my eyes from popping out of my head as I watched the girls began teasing their young pussies with their sticky lollipops. My mouth watered as I watched each sugar confection become coated and even stickier with their sweet sugar pussy cream.
At the break, they approached me as the others fled to restrooms or the snack machines. Lisa came up and in a little girl voice said, "Mister Rob! Tara says her sucker is better tasting than mine. I know my sugar snack tastes better!"
"Uh-uh!" growled Tara. "My little sweet snack tastes better than yours, Lisa!"
"Forget it, girls. I've got the tastiest lick in town," chimed in Ashley.
All three of my witches glared teasingly at each other then broke down into giggles. Tara leaned over, showing off the deep valley of her cleavage. "Mr. Rob. Why don't you decide? Take a lick of this," she whispered huskily. She waved her lollipop under my nose. I could smell the strong scent of her young pussy.
"I...uh...I shouldn't." I managed to mutter. I pulled my head back, only to run into Lisa's breasts as she stood behind me.
Tara grinned. "Sure you can, Mr. Rob. You know you want to try it. You know it's gonna taste sooo good!" She brushed the lollipop against my lips and I almost involuntarily licked my lips. Her juices tasted wonderful...a bit salty yet sweet. "Yeah, Mr. Rob. This is something you'd like to lick all day." She pressed the candy against my lips and I opened my mouth and took the sucker into my mouth...Tara's cunt cream arousing my taste buds. I groaned around the lollipop as I savored her juices.
She slowly pulled it out. "See...told you you'd like it."
I found my voice only to be amazed at my reply. "No, Tara. I love it!"
Now it was her turn to widen her eyes in surprise. She blushed and grinned even as Lisa moved around me...letting her nipples drag across the back of my shirt. "Try me, Mr. Rob. You're gonna love my taste too!" She thrust her lollipop into my face and out of self defense, I opened my mouth and began tasting her cunt cream as well. Of all three girls, Lisa's pussy seemed to always produce the most juices, so there was a thick coating of her tasty fluids. She tasted as sweet as Tara, but different...more of a fishy taste, but still delicious as any pussy juices I have ever tasted.
When I finished, I smiled up at her and said, "Mmm, mmm, good!" Lisa began to blush too...and when she tried to reply, actually stuttered and turned away.
Inwardly, I was kicking myself...these were still my students and I knew better. But before I could do anything else, Ashley leaned in, giving me a perfect view of her spectacular breasts. "Now me, Mr. Rob! Once you've tasted my sugar treat, you'll never want to stop licking!" She offered up her lollipop and I reached out and began tonguing her juices off. Her juices were truly sweet...not a bit of saltiness or fishy taste to them...clean and fresh and layered on the lollipop, incredibly sweet! I had no reply...but my smile told her how much I enjoyed the taste of her pussy. Ashley blushed like the others.
All three continued to stand there...waiting, until I realized they were waiting for an answer. Now even befuddled by three teasing witches, I'm not stupid. "Ladies...like sweet flowers in a garden, who can judge one sweeter than the rest? One should not waste time trying to decide such things, but rather savor the sweet flavor of each one."
The girls laughed at that and seemed pleased by my comments. Class resumed as did their teasing. My witches all produced new lollipops and continued to diddle themselves, pausing to trade lollipops with each other so they could taste each others juices. I managed to finish my lesson and announced that the final exam would be held Monday morning at eleven o'clock. I informed the class that I would be in the classroom from 8:00 to 11:00 A.M. if anyone needed last minute study help. My witches as usual were the last to leave. Each temptress coming up to my desk and brazenly rubbing their candy lollipops against their wet and sticky pussies and then silently handing them to me.
Ashley was the last to leave and she smiled. "Have a good weekend, Mr. Rob. See you in your dreams." And I did. Again, my witches were all I thought about and my dreams were wall to wall carnality starring my three witches and myself.
Every night, my dreams were of our bodies in a continuous tangle making love to each other. I woke up many times and surprised myself by masturbating to the images burned into my mind...of Ashley sitting on my cock, slowly riding me while Tara and Lisa took turns riding my face...of fucking Tara up the ass while she rimmed Ashley who on her knees was licking Lisa's pussy and asshole...of fucking Lisa while I fistfucked Tara and Ashley...of all three of my witches sucking and sucking and sucking my always hard cock.
Needless to say, I was a tired fella when I arrived at school Monday morning. It has been my experience that although I always offer to be available for study help before the exam, no one ever takes me up on it and I have a relaxing, quiet morning getting things in order. I expected things to be no different that Monday and I've never been more wrong.
Shortly after I arrived, there was a knock at my classroom door and in strolled my three young witches. They had again decided to dress alike...again it was the slutty school girl outfits...short plaid skirts and blouses unbuttoned to reveal most of their breasts. "Good morning, Mr. Rob," they called out in unison. All three made a beeline for my desk.
"Good morning, ladies. Here to study?"
Tara smirked and replied, "Not exactly, Mr. Rob...although we do need your help." She came up and set on my desk next to me, showing off her shapely legs...not quite revealing whether today she was wearing panties.
"How can I be of help?"
Tara glanced at the other two and then smiling evilly said, "Mr. Rob...you know we're witches, right. Well, Ashley here has been working on a spell that will help us study better before the test."
"Really?' I replied.
Ashley strolled up and stood very close to me, leaning over to whisper in my ear, her breasts rubbed against my shoulder, informing me that she was again braless. "Really, Mr. Rob. We've already completed most of the ritual, but we need one more component for the spell to work."
"And what would that be, Ashley?" I asked even as she sat down on the other side of my desk and she and Tara began to edge their way towards each other, making me instinctively roll my office chair back. From my new position, I could see that both girls were without panties again. I felt my already half erect cock begin to swell to full length.
Ashley leaned forward, showing off her magnificent breasts barely contained in her blouse. "For the spell to work, each of us need to drink the seed of a wise man," she said in a whisper.
"Uh...excuse me?"
"We need to drink the seed...the essence of a wise man." Ashley moved forward and pressed her palm against the crotch of my pants. "I need to drink what's in here, Mr. Rob...I need to take it from you...to suck it from your lovely manhood." She deftly slipped to her knees and began to work my zipper.
As she did so, Lisa appeared at my shoulder, her arms wrapping around my neck as she whispered into my ear, "We need to suck your cock, Mr. Rob. From you, from your hot semen, we can take your essence...please Mr. Rob...help us!" I felt her tongue flick out and tease my ear, then her lips sucked my earlobe.
Tara was beside me now too, my left hand in her hands. "Please, Mr. Rob! I know you want to help us...we need to taste your seed...you're the wisest man we know. She brought my fingers to her lips and began to suck on them slowly.
"Ladies! Girls...we can't! It's wrong!"
Ashley freed my cock from my pants and cooed, "Ooooh, Mr. Rob! Nothing this hard and big and beautiful can be wrong and we do need it. We need your semen...your wonderful seed...please!" Ashley looked up at me with her hazel eyes so big and round. "I know you like us, Mr. Rob. I know you like me! I know you're gonna like this!" and she ovaled her lips and sucked my cock inside her mouth.
I groaned as her tongue rolled over my hard cock...so warm and soft. She claimed to be a virgin, but she definitely knew her way around a cock. Her eyes never leaving mine, Ashley proceeded to give me a glorious blowjob, slowly sucking and licking my stiff erection, her tongue running up and down the length of my shaft and then gliding around and around my swollen cock head.
As Ashley sucked my cock, Lisa and Tara were busy as well...Tara kissed me, offering me her tongue which I happily accepted while Lisa kissed her way down my neck and then up to my mouth where she joined the kiss, her tongue competing with Tara's to dance with mine. I tossed caution to the wind...mad with desire for these young witches. Tara took my hand and led it to her own heaving, meaty breasts which had somehow become bare. Her nipples were swollen and hard, throbbing as I pinched them. Ashley continued her furious blow job, lavishing attention on my aching hard-on with a skill that belied her young age.
Too soon I felt the beginnings of my orgasm and gasped out, "I'm gonna...oh...GONNA CUM!" I felt Ashley's lips tighten around the head of my cock and she sucked on my dick even harder and I exploded in her mouth as I roared wordlessly with pleasure! Streamer after thick streamer of cum shot into the young witch's mouth, her making gobbling noises that were both innocent and obscene. She gulped for air and a spurt of my semen dribbled out of her mouth and down her chin.
Tara was on her knees in an instant, her tongue shooting out to lick up the escaped sliver of my sperm. "Nothing wasted," she panted! As Lisa fell to her knees, Ashley finished me up...sucking the last of my load into her mouth. I felt my cock begin to soften as Ashley let me slip from her mouth only to feel my cock regain its vigor as Ashley turned to Lisa and opened her mouth, displaying the thick load of my semen on her tongue and kissing, shared it with her friend. I watched as Lisa's tongue darted into Ashley's open mouth and scooped up a thick blob of my seed, a long streamer of cum hanging between them to splatter on their clothes as Ashley then turned and offered my semen to Tara.
Lisa smacked her lips and turned to me and her mouth was on my cock before I could move. She kissed my cum covered crown and said, "More, Mr. Rob. We need more of your essence. Please, Mr. Rob!" And she began to suck my cock. I groaned as she rolled her long tongue over my extremely sensitive glans before taking me deep into her mouth...deepthroating me till her soft, plump lips brushed my pubic hair. Her hand expertly cupped and gently caressed my balls. Lisa began a rapid up and down motion with her mouth...getting my cock slobbery wet with her saliva.
Meanwhile, Tara and Ashley were locked in a passionate kiss, their lips smeared with my semen. Tara's hand crept downwards and under Ashley's short skirt and by Ashley's moans, I knew that Tara was playing with her wet pussy. Ashley responded in kind, raising Tara's skirt up and palming her friend's hairy cunt before thrusting two fingers inside with great familiarity.
Lisa sucked furiously on my aching cock for long, long minutes, taking breaks only to hold my cock in her hand while she ran her tongue up the underside of my cock. "I need your seed, Mr. Rob! Please cum and let me have your stuff!" she begged in a little girl voice that made my cock throb. She went back to deepthroating me as both Ashley and Tara moved up behind her. They raised the kneeling girl's skirt, revealing her pale skinned ass cheeks. Lisa began moaning against my cock as the other girls' hands slipped down and between her legs.
The sight of Tara and Ashley fingering Lisa while they fingered each other's cunts was too much for me. With a bellow, I exploded again...shooting an amazing amount of sperm into Lisa's mouth. Like Ashley before her, she sucked hard and milked me clean of my load and then she turned and my three witches shared a second cum drenched kiss.
My head was spinning and I was panting with exhaustion as Tara broke away from the others, long streamers of my spunk trailing away and breaking to splatter on her exposed breasts. Before I could hold out my hand and protest that I was spent, she reached out and trailed one black painted fingernail lightly over the length of my still semihard cock. "One more feeding of your essence, Mr. Rob and the spell is complete," she whispered with lips shiny with jism. Let me pleasure you."
I shook my head and replied, "I've cum twice already...I can't get it up again!"
Tara grinned as she licked the head of my cock, teasing my piss hole with her tongue. "Of course you can, Mr. Rob...it's sex magic...the best, the most powerful magic." She wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and did incredibly things with her tongue and my cock rose again, swelling larger than I ever remembered. Tara let me slip from her mouth and laughed. "See, Mr. Rob? You are under my spell, so you might as well enjoy it!"
I let my head fall back and groaned at the intense pleasure that Tara was giving me as she expertly began sucking my cock. Maybe it was magic. I mean, I am forty-five years old and it had been twenty years or more since I had managed to stay hard after two back to back orgasms. The nerve endings in my penis were super sensitive after all the erotic attention and each touch of Tara's tongue was an experience of pleasure so strong it bordered on pain. And Tara knew her business. She made each movement of her tongue into a symphony of drawn out erotic pleasure.
She groaned as Ashley drew up behind her and began fingering her cunt. Ashley smiled at me as her fingers plunged in and out of Tara's pussy. Then she stood up and walked around to me. She held up three fingers, shiny with Tara's cunt cream. She brushed my lips with them, whispering, "Enjoy, Mr. Rob!"
Lisa knelt behind Tara and began fingering her friend's twat. When I had licked Ashley's fingers clean, she turned and returned to kneel behind Tara while Lisa stood and came to me and offered me her fingers drenched in Tara's pussy juices. Before she and Ashley traded places again, Lisa bent over and kissed me hard, thrusting her tongue into my mouth to dance and play with my tongue. "I've been dreaming of doing that, Mr. Rob!" she breathed as she broke the kiss.
As I was offered the taste of Tara's twat again and again, Tara continued her sexual torture of my cock...making my toes literally curl as her tongue did all sorts of things while her free hand began caressing my balls and exploring further...her fingernail tracing a path towards my asshole.
Tara's warm finger pressed against my back door and then I grunted as she pressed her finger into my anus...not a painful sensation, but one I wasn't used to. Tara chuckled around my cock and drove her finger deeper...pressing against my prostate which did provoke a major reaction.
I felt my cockhead swell and then in the most intense orgasm in my life, I exploded in Tara's mouth...shooting jets of semen in quantities I wouldn't have believed possible. She gobbled my cum hungrily as her probing finger intensified my orgasm, her cheeks ballooning out as she tried to hold off swallowing my cum until choking she let my throbbing, exploding cock slip from her mouth just as I shot my last massive wad of jizzum, splattering her face and black hair with my sperm!
Lisa and Ashley rushed to her side and immediately began kissing her, accepting her offering of my thick wads of semen. They kissed and then licked her face clean of my seed. With faces still shiny with semen and saliva, they held hands, chanted softly before thanking the goddess and asking for her blessing in allowing my wisdom to course through their bodies as represented by my seed.
Ashley came over and kissed the head of my cock and then respectfully tucked me back in and zipped up my pants. "Thank you, Mr. Rob," she whispered.
"It was...um, my pleasure," I murmured...still stunned at what happened.
Ashley slowly shook her head. "Oh no...it was our pleasure to accept such a generous (and she licked her lips), and delicious gift from you." She stood up and leaning over...her still very erect nipples pressing again my shirt...kissed me long and slow...her tongue fluttering against mine...sharing the taste of my own semen with me. "All gifts return three fold, Mr. Rob. And yours was a tremendous gift!" Ashley whispered again in my ear. "Don't forget that, Mr. Rob."
Ashley smiled and joined the others. .All three of my witches then moved to their seats and began to study quietly, offering me the occasional shy or wicked glance, casually spreading their legs and continuing to expose their young pussies to me
At eleven o'clock, they and the rest of my summer class took their final exams. My three witches were the last to leave of course. Each turned in their exam, leaned over and kissed me passionately, whispered "Thank you," and strolled out of my classroom. Ashley was the last to leave. After a cock stiffening kiss, she whispered, "Goodbye, Mr. Rob." At the door, she stopped and turned, offering me an inspiring view of her in profile. "Remember, Mr. Rob...all gifts return three fold. You have something to look forward to." And she walked out of my classroom, leaving me to ponder her last words.
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In the summer of 1969, my primary concern was simply to get through my tour of Vietnam in one piece. I was assigned to a platoon humping through the boonies in the Mekong Delta. I was nineteen years old and scared shitless ninety percent of the time and bored shitless the other ten percent. Every soldier had something they clung to as a reminder of the "world" back home. For me, it was my gal, Kimberly Anne Mayfield.
Kimberly and I had known each other since Kindergarten and had been high school sweethearts and were engaged to be married after I got out of the Army. She was the most gorgeous thing...everyone said she looked like Mary-Ann off that silly-assed show, Gilligan's Island. Kimberly had long black hair she usually kept in a pony-tail, a cute, curvy figure and absolutely killer legs. Of course, a lot of people said she favored my Mom as well and I guess there's a lot of truth to that old saying...I was going to marry a girl like the dear old girl that married Dad. Except of course, my father never married my mother.
Mom and I had been on our own for as long as I could remember. My father knocked her up just before he shipped off to Korea in 1950. He never made it back to marry Mom and so she raised me all on her own (having an illegitimate baby in 1950 got her kicked out of the house and disowned by her lousy parents and my father's parents blamed her for him going off and enlisting to begin with and they never had anything to do with us either). Mom was tough and although we struggled in the early years, Mom worked her way through accounting school and by the time I was a teenager, we were living comfortably. And yeah, Kimberly did resemble Mom and Mom really does resemble that Mary-Ann character...if Mary Ann had a lot bigger boobs than she showed off in those halter tops she wore on Gilligan's Island.
Anyway, I was humping the boonies looking for Vietcong in the rice paddies of the Mekong Delta and just trying to count down my days and dreaming of Kimberly whenever I managed to get any sleep. Well, we rarely saw any VC, not many were left after the Tet Offensive the year before, but one day Victor Charlie left us a present...a minefield that our ninety day wonder of a lieutenant led us smack into the middle of. I remember Donnie B. - a good kid from Alabama, was on my right, bitching softly about his K-rations when suddenly he literally blew up. Something knocked me down and the lights went out.
I woke up in an Army hospital at China Beach and was informed that a piece of shrapnel (a chunk of Donnie's M-16 in fact), had tore through my shoulder and that I was basically sitting the next month out. I was lucky. The shrapnel had torn through flesh and muscle and would leave me only a nasty looking scar and a lot of nightmares, but that was all. In truth, after two weeks, I could have been returned to light duty, but for some reason, the docs at China beach arranged for me to get two weeks R&R!
I was ecstatic! I immediately arranged to hitch a ride on a transport to Hawaii and called and made a reservation at a little hotel on the beach on the island of Hawaii.. I tried to call Kimberly and tell her to get on a plane, but for almost a day, I couldn't get through. Finally, I sent a telegram to Mom, asking her to get hold of Kimberly and tell her when I would be in Hawaii and where we would stay. Nine whole days with my fiancée! I couldn't believe my luck.
My transport ran into a delay in Guam and we sat on the ground for almost twelve hours while they fixed something in the hydraulic system. It was after midnight local time before we landed in Hawaii and nearly two in the morning before I staggered up to the front desk of my hotel and checked in.
A pretty little Japanese-Hawaiian girl checked me in. "We were getting worried about you, Corporal Wells," she told me. "Mrs. Wells checked in this afternoon." She smiled knowingly at me and gave me a saucy little wink.
I couldn't help grinning. A few times before I was shipped off to "Nam," Kimberly and I had checked into motels as Mr. and Mrs. Wells (this was the 1960s after all and some people still frowned on illicit sex despite the sexual revolution). I felt my heart beat faster and I felt myself stiffening up between my legs. I had been faithful to Kimberly and hadn't chased any Vietnamese prostitutes, despite being sorely tempted by the beautiful Asian girls.
I hurried down to our room (actually one of many small cottages), and quietly slipped inside. A little moonlight streamed through the patio door, enough for me to see Kimberly asleep under a sheet in the king size bed...her long, dark hair spilling out. I smiled as I heard her softly snoring. I stripped out of my uniform and hung it over a chair.
Naked, I slipped into bed and cuddled up with my sweetheart. Kimberly sighed in her sleep as I scooted up next to her...my hard cock pressing against her bare thigh. She was wearing a camisole slip. I ran my fingers up her arm as I kissed the nape of her neck. I tugged down the strap of her slip and cupped her breast, fuller than I remembered, her nipple growing thick and long under my teasing thumb. I traced fingers on downward across her stomach and over her hip, making my girlfriend shiver as I ran a finger down the crack of her ass (delighted to find her without panties!). As I nuzzled her neck and earlobe, my fingers slipped and parted her legs and found their way into her furry bush (hairier than I recalled...but it had been six months) and began stroking her labia lips.
"Yesssss, babyyy!" she murmured in her sleep...spreading her legs wider, allowing my finger to slip into her steamy, wet pussy. She turned, her arm going around my neck, her lips finding mine...our tongues coming together, her taste sweet and clean (Kimberly had been talking about giving up cigarettes). Her eyes opened and she screamed with my Mom's voice, "OMIGOD, JOHN! WHAT ARE YOU DOING!!!?"
We both moved as if we'd been scalded and I found myself standing on one side of the bed and my mother on the other side.
"Mom! What...where's Kimberly!" Even as I tried to figure out what the hell was going on, the male in me...the male who'd not seen a real live naked woman in six months was ogling his mom's partially naked body. And Mom's body was definitely worth ogling. Mom stood five foot two with an incredible figure (38DD breasts, a 25 inch waist and 30 inch hips. Mom had just enough fat to not look skinny. She had beautiful, long, black hair that hung below her shoulders and big, lovely brown eyes. Her camisole showed off her shapely legs and one breast was exposed from my earlier actions
Mom looked at me wide-eyed...her mouth moving, but no sound coming out for several seconds while she stared at my totally naked body. She stared at my cock mostly...still stiff with arousal and then looking up at the rest of me...six months in "Nam" had left me without much body fat...I was pretty much wiry muscles as a result. Her eyes widened as she saw the bandage wrap on my left shoulder and her motherly instincts took over. "Oh, John! You...you've been hurt!"
Mom scurried around to my side of the bed, kissing me and embracing me...almost leaping into my arms. She was crying and hugging me...her hands fluttering near my wound...wanting to do the Mom thing and soothe my hurt, but not knowing how. As she hugged me, she was doing nothing to help my erection go down as I found my arms full of very womanly flesh pressing against mine. It took Mom almost a minute to realize that seven inches of very hard cock was pressing against her belly.
"Oh my...John. Uh, you're naked." She turned and moved towards a closet. "There's a hotel robe in here, son," she stammered as she tried to not look at me, but as she reached into the closet, she couldn't help but continue to steal glances at my erection. Until she threw me the robe, I continued to stare at her partial nakedness as well. Mom was thirty-five years old, but looked a lot younger. Her breasts were still fairly firm, barely sagging despite their hefty size.
Finally, I regained my senses. "I'm sorry, Mom. I thought you were Kimberly." Then it hit me. Mom was in my room. She was the Mrs. Wells that checked in. "Mom, where's Kimberly?"
Mom face took on an expression that I have always associated with really bad news or sad times. The expression when she used to talk about my father or when President Kennedy was shot. "Honey, we need to talk." She took my hand and led me over to the bed and we sat down.
"Son, you couldn't get hold of Kimberly because...well, honey she's run off with Larry Smithson."
I heard Mom talking, but it didn't seem to be processing. Kimberly gone? Larry Smithson...he was an insurance guy back home. Then again it was hard to think while staring at Mom's still exposed boob. Her nipple looked enticingly beautiful...hard and long...round as a nickel and jutting out. I looked up into Mom's eyes...her lovely brown eyes and tried to make sense of it. "Mom? I don't...understand."
Mom squeezed my hand and replied. "Kimberly started working in Mr. Smithson's office this spring and well...he emptied his savings account and ran off with Kimberly about three weeks ago. Just up and left his wife and their kids. Last we heard, Kimberly and he were somewhere in Florida. No one knew how to tell you and when your telegram arrived, I didn't know what to do, so I hopped on a plane so I could tell you in person. I'm so sorry, John."
I just sat there...now staring off into space. My attention wandered away from Mom...I didn't even notice my erection deflating. All the nervous and sexual energy that had kept me going just seemed to bleed away. Mom stroked my face and ran her hand through my hair. The world just seemed to suddenly cave in. "Damn...I'm tired," I whispered.
Mom's face was etched with concern. "Ohhh, baby. Of course!" She pulled back the covers of the bed. "Climb in here, son. Get some sleep. I had the girl bring in a rollaway." She pointed over into a corner where I saw a portable bed, rolled up. "When I arrived, I tried to get another room, but they were full up, but they were able to bring in an extra bed...I'll just set it up..."
Mom's concern touched me and I tried to snap out of my funk. "No, Mom. You were already sleeping...go back to bed. I'll sleep on the rollaway."
Mom argued with me over that, reasoning that I deserved a decent bed to sleep in. I insisted on taking the rollaway, telling Mom that after long months of army cots and jungle floor that even a rollaway was like sleeping in a bed made for a king. Somewhere in the middle of our argument, Mom noticed that her heavy breast was peeking out and with a squeal of embarrassment scooped it back inside her camisole...her face blushing brightly even in the dim light of the room. That ended the argument pretty much and we finally sacked out, her in the bed and me on the rollaway.
For the longest time I couldn't sleep. I just couldn't believe that Kimberly would do that to me. Finally though, exhaustion won out and I drifted off. I dreamed I was chasing Kimberly through the streets of Saigon, she laughing and staying ahead of me. Then she stepped into a crowd of GI's and was weaving in and out of them as they walked through a rice paddy and then the mines began to go off. Soldiers were flying this way and that, but Kimberly continued to dodge and weave and then as I screamed for her to stop moving, she turned her head and stuck out her tongue at me just as the explosion literally tore her apart and I screamed, "NOOOOO!"
"John! It's alright, baby! You're okay. Momma's here!" Over my own screams I realized I was sitting up and was in Mom's arms and awake. I shivered. Mom was kneeling next to me on the rollaway...her arms wrapped around me, making soothing noises just like she did when I was little and waking up from a bad dream. "You're okay, son. Momma's got you, baby. It will be alright."
I cried then. I cried for the loss of Kimberly. I cried for poor Donnie Beam who was never gonna see Alabama again. I cried because I was tired. I cried just because I could...because my Mom, the single greatest tower of strength in my life didn't mind if I cried. For the first time in months, I felt safe...I ask you, is there anywhere you ever felt safer than in your mother's arms?
Mom cuddled with me on the rollaway...allowing me to calm down...let the nightmares fade away. We talked quietly. Mom talked of things back home...how she was frustrated with having hit the glass ceiling in the accounting firm. What the latest gossip was (aside from the furor Kimberly and Larry Smithson had caused). I tried to put into words the shock and hurt of Kimberly's betrayal, but couldn't really verbalize it...it was too much too soon.
Gradually, I began to respond to the closeness of Mom's near naked body...her thin camisole and the shorts I'd put on before climbing into bed all that separated our bodies. Mom's heavy breasts pressed against my side and my arm as she curled up next to me...her fingers idly stroking my arm and chest, still trying to relax me. Her touch...her warmth, even her smell affected me powerfully. I've not been this close to a beautiful woman in six months and my mom or not, I'm aroused. My thoughts drift back to when I had touched her when I thought I was making love to Kimberly. How wet Mom's pussy was...the feel of her bountiful breast in my hand...the taste of her skin as I kissed her neck. Horrified, I watched as a tent formed in the sheets and made my erection noticeable.
In the dim light of early dawn, I as pretty sure Mom noticed my hard-on. After a few minutes she giggled and said, "Well...I suppose my little John isn't little any more. Somebody's been in the jungle a little too long!" I felt my skin burn as I flushed. Mom kissed me on the cheek and eased off the bed. "Well, I guess we both better get some sleep, John." She stroked me on the cheek and looked at me lovingly, glancing down at my tent pole. "Try and get your mind off of her, son. Things will be better tomorrow. I love you, John." I guess I shouldn't have felt so embarrassed...Mom thought I was hard thinking of Kimberly. I wonder what Mom would have thought if she knew I had gotten an erection thinking of her
"I love you, Mom. Thanks for...well, just thanks." Even with all the raging emotional thoughts in my head...Kimberly's betrayal and my sudden perverted thoughts of Mom, sleep came quickly to me.
We both slept till late in the morning and thankfully I had no more nightmares. Over breakfast in the motel restaurant, Mom and I talked things over. Mom looked radiant in a flowery sun dress that left her shoulders bare...the material exposing the upper portions of her large breasts.
"Honey, I think you should go out and have a good time while you can...raise some hell on your leave. I can catch a plane out later today for home," Mom suggested.
I reached out and touched Mom's arm. "Oh no! Hell no, Mom! You came all the way to see me...took time off from work for me...stay! We've never had a proper vacation together. Stay and we'll have some fun!"
Mom's smile outshone the bright sun. She was pleased with my answer. She reached out and took my hand. "You know, I'd love that, son...just you and me on a vacation!" And we did...we became your all-American tourists. Mom took me shopping for some civvies...my old civilian clothes were now too big for me. We bought me some ugly flowered shirts and some khaki slacks for knocking about and a dress shirt and slacks for the evenings. Mom also insisted I buy some swim trunks for the beach.
Mom had brought her own vacation clothes...but as we tended to hang out on the beach, swimming and sunbathing, mostly she wore one of two swimsuits...both of which turned men's heads wherever we were. One suit was a dark blue one-piece with a plunging neckline that exposed most of her breasts as it journeyed down close to her belly button.
The other was a green bikini that went perfectly with her dark brown hair. The bikini halter struggled to contain Mom's voluptuous boobs and she confessed that she accidentally bought it at least one size too small. I really loved it, especially when we were playing around in the surf, because every so often, one of her meaty tits would simply roll out and say hi! Mom would blush and tuck it back in and after glancing down at my swollen crotch, smack me on the shoulder and remind me she was my mother.

The bikini briefs were another trial for Mom...her bush was very hairy and no matter how she tucked hair in...tufts of pubic hair would spring free and peek out from the green material. She would swear and decide not to wear it, but I teased her and reminded her that she was on vacation and not to worry...besides...being natural was where it was at!
It was really cool and really weird to be on "vacation" with my Mom. I mean we were both now adults and sharing similar interests. Despite the differences in our ages, lots of people figured us for husband and wife. Mom got a kick out of it and so did I. We wound up holding hands a lot as we strolled through the shopping districts and as we walked along the beach.
Most of our first couple of days was spent mostly on the beach...taking walks along the edge of the surf or swimming in the warm Pacific waters or baking ourselves in the hot sun. Things were weird because I kept seeing Mom in a new light. For years I had known everyone thought she was a good looking woman of the "Mary-Ann" type, but now I was amazed and a little scared to be responding to her sexually. I couldn't keep my eyes from roaming over Mom's body. I think Mom knew it and was kind of flattered. Mom had focused on raising me and had not dated much during my childhood.
In the evenings, we would go out to eat at an intimate little restaurant that had a small dance floor and a small band that specialized in slow, easy dancing music from the 1940s and 1950s. Mom and I would eat and then spend hours slow dancing. I loved this. Mom's body nestled against mine, her head on my shoulder. We didn't talk much, just enjoyed the beating of our hearts, the soft noise of our breathing. It was like very light, very intimate foreplay.
Late at night was when things would fall apart. We'd retire for the evening...me usually wearing boxer shorts and Mom in a camisole slip or a cute, modest baby doll negligee, that showed off her long, shapely legs and just hinted enticingly at her magnificent bust. We'd fall asleep in our separate beds and in my dreams I'd slip back to the "Nam."
I'd find myself in normal situations...normal for Vietnam that is. I'd be on patrol with my buddies and then all hell would break loose. Sometimes Kimberly strolled into my dreams, seemingly oblivious to her surroundings as a firefight broke out or we stumble into a minefield and get our shit blown up. As I watched Kimberly's body being shredded by bullets or a mortar or by a bouncing betty mine, I would wake up in a cold sweat, screaming in horror...and Mom would be there, offering me comfort in her arms...calming me down...soothing me with her soft, loving voice. "Momma's got you...shhhh. Momma's here...she'll make everything all right. Momma's here and Momma loves you, John.
In Mom's loving arms, my nightmares and terrors would fade. Mom would talk softly, stroking my arms and my chest...softly kissing my cheeks, allowing me to calm down. Mom would speak of ordinary things...good memories of my childhood, of her fond memories of my father, of how much she loved me and was proud of me. She would cuddle with me until I was myself again...allowing myself to respond physically to the beautiful woman in my arms. Only when my cock raised the customary tent pole in my sheets would Mom chuckle and kiss me and return to her own bed. With the memory of how good Mom felt against and her scent lingering after she left my bed, I would fall back asleep...this time without nightmares.



This went on for the first four nights. During the day, Mom and I would enjoy ourselves on the beach or sightseeing and I found myself falling in love with my own mother. Call it the Oedipus complex...call it post traumatic stress or a nervous breakdown. My thoughts of Kimberly vanished...how could I not be in love with my Mother? She was, as she had always been, the most beautiful woman in my life...she'd taken care of me as a child and now as an adult, she was the single thing that brought me comfort. We knew each other so well anyway that we seemed to act like an old married couple anyway.
With each passing day, Mom seemed to become more beautiful. And I know she perceived that I was seeing her, not only as my mother, but as a gorgeous woman that I was proud to be with. As we sunbathed on the beach or walked along the shore, I know she was aware that I was literally drinking her in with my eyes...imagining her naked...imagining her glorious body being naked for me.
At the end of our fifth day, we had taken a stroll along the beach and stopped at a rock outcropping to watch the sun set. As we sat there, Mom in her tiny green bikini, I couldn't help but stare at her voluptuous figure...her large breasts straining to burst free and her muff...so hairy it refused to be contained by the small swatch of material covering her vagina.
Mom blushed as I stared at her. She tried to sound cross as she said, "I wish you'd stop, John. You shouldn't look at me like that. I am your mother." Still, there was something else in her voice as well...something proud, perhaps something yearning in nature.
"Sorry, Mom...it's hard not to stare. You just don't know how beautiful you are. I sometimes can't understand how some lucky guy hasn't just grabbed you and taken you for his bride."
Mom shrugged. "You and your father are the only men I've ever loved. After your father was killed...you're the only man in my life. I can't imagine any other men in my life." Mom shivered a little and I thought I could see her nipples swell against her swimsuit. And perhaps it was just my imagination, but as Mom looked at me, it seemed that between her open legs, wet spots were appearing in the crotch of her bikini bottoms.
"I love you, Mom! I can't imagine a life without you!" I blushed at the intense emotion in my voice. I even sounded like a love struck teenager.
Mom smiled at me...her face full of her love for me. Stroking my face tenderly, she said, "I love you too, son." Mom patted the rock beside her, gesturing for me to sit closer to her. I wrapped my arms around her and she rested her head against my chest. We sat there in a tight embrace and watched the sun go down. In a voice almost too low to be heard, Mom whispered, "Oh, John...you'll never know how much I love you."
It was a romantic moment in time...one I will always treasure. The beach was deserted and it was if we were alone on the earth...just my Mom and me, watching the sun set. I yearned to tilt her head up and kiss her. It almost seemed as if Mom was reading my mind. As we got up to leave, Mom turned to me, placing her hands on my chest...her bikini covered breasts almost brushing against me.
"This has been a wonderful vacation, son. Thank you and I...well, I love you, John." Mom then stood on tiptoe and kissed me. It wasn't a long kiss and it wasn't a French Kiss, but my god...it was like a million volts of electricity coursed through my body. My cock...already three quarters erect, stiffened in an instant, tenting out the front of my swimtrunks. When our kiss ended, Mom rested her head against my chest again, her eyes looking downward...my erection clearly visible.
Finally we walked back to our little beach cottage, holding hands and not saying anything. In the bright light of a full moon, I could see that Mom was aroused. Her thick nipples were swollen and threatening to burst through her bikini and in the gentle open breeze, I could swear I could smell Mom's arousal. Mom continued to glance down at my bulging crotch and smiled a little smile.
We changed and went out to dinner at our usual place, staying late to dance as we did every night. The maitre 'd and the waitresses were used to us and called us Mr. and Mrs. Welch and seemed to go out of their way to render us some special services, including a secluded spot in the restaurant normally reserved for romantic couples.. Even the members of the band recognized us as regulars and as Mom and I slow danced to the old classics, the piano player even winked at me as his eyes roamed appreciatively over Mom's sexy form. This relatively scandalous idea of Mom and me as a married couple kept me hard most of the evening...even as we both tried to laugh it off.
At the end of the evening, we returned to our cottage and made ready for bed. I was quiet as I tried to steel myself for a return to the horror show that was my dreams. My mother seemed to sense my distress and tried to be comforting, but I could feel the dread building.
As I turned down the sheet and blanket of my bed, Mom, sitting on her bed in the same camisole slip she'd had on the first night when I'd mistaken her for Kimberly, said, "Son, I've been thinking." Mom spoke in a quiet voice. "You've had these nightmares every night, but you calm down quick enough when we cuddle. Maybe you should sleep with me...maybe just being close to someone will help." Mom looked at me...her face a mixture of concern for me and maybe fear of being rejected.
The thought of cuddling with Mom and all it implied sent a thrill through me and I hope I didn't sound too eager when I replied, "Yes!"
We both climbed into bed. Mom instructed me to roll on my side away from her and then she slid her body behind mine so that we were spooning. "I love you, Mom!" I whispered as she pressed her body to mine...feeling warm and so soft...her breasts pillowing against my back...her nipples hard, pressing through the material of her camisole against my back.
"I love you too, John," Mom whispered back, draping her arm over me...gently stroking her fingers along the length of my arm and across my chest. "Sweet dreams, son!"
I don't think either of us slept for a long time. The tension...sexual tension was thick in the room. Mom's scent was strong...mixed in with something new...her sexual scent mixed in with the more perfumed scent I had always associated with Mom. We both shifted several times, trying to press ourselves closer together. Mom's bare skin where it touched mine seemed so warm and felt almost electric. Mom's fingers slipped through my chest hair slowly, passing over my own hard nipples.
I felt so safe and happy....and so aroused. But bit by bit, Mom's gentle caresses seemed to carry me off into slumber and into dreams. I found myself on the beach, sitting on maybe the same rock outcropping we had found ourselves earlier in the day. I was naked. Kimberly was kneeling at my feet, her hand wrapped around my cock which was proudly erect, her head bent over my penis...her breath warm and exciting.
"John, Momma wants to suck your cock and then Momma wants you to fuck her," Kimberly said in my mother's voice, then as her mouth closed around my cock, she raised her head and I knew before her eyes met mine that it wasn't Kimberly, but my beloved mother. "Momma loves you, son!" she whispered...her breath sweet on my cock.
And I woke up to Mom's voice. "Momma loves you, John. Momma loves you sooo much." And I woke up to the incredible sensation of Mom's hand stroking my swollen cock. My erection was sticking out through the fly of my shorts and Mom's fingers were slowly slipping up and down my hard pole.
"Mom?" I gasped. It felt so wonderful. "Oh, Mom, that feels so good!"
I turned to face my mother and she looked at me in the dim light of the room with such need and desire. "I love you, John. I've always loved you. Is this wrong? Is it wrong to want you to love me this way...for you to make love to me?"
In answer, I pulled Mom to me and crushed my lips against hers. Her lips parted to accept my tongue, greeting it with her own. She pressed her body against mine and I suddenly realized she was naked. My hands dropped to her lovely breasts, cupping and caressing them, rubbing my thumbs over her hard, rubbery nipples. I rolled us over so that I was on top of my mother. Mom continued to stroke my erect cock with one hand while her other hand pushed my shorts off. I slipped a hand down between her legs, finding her furry bush and sliding my fingers through the damp, curly hair until I found her slit, her labia already parted, allowing me to slip my fingers into the warm, sopping wet folds of her pussy. Her hips thrusted upwards against my fingers.
As our kiss ended, she looked up at me solemnly. "Is it wrong...are we wrong to do this, son?" Even as she spoke, she spread her legs wide and raised her legs upward to allow me to settle between her inviting thighs.
My mother placed my erect cock against the wet, clasping hole of her cunt and as I drove my cock home, I replied. "No, Mom. Nothing that feels like this can be wrong. We love each other...we always have...this isn't wrong...ohhhh, Mom! Something this beautiful can only be right!" Mom was sooo tight and wet and her pussy felt like it was on fire. I drove my cock home, anxious to have her pussy walls wrapping my cock in her love completely.
Mom flung her pelvis up to meet my thrust...her pussy walls spreading to accept my cock. With a single slow movement, my mother took all seven inches of my penis into her pussy...her furry bush grinding against my pubic hair. Mom surprised me by breaking out into tears, even as her legs rose and crossed behind my back...tightening to hold me in place.
"Ohhhh, son! I love...AAHHHH...oh, John, I love you. I've been dreaming of this moment." Mom's cunt pulsated around my hard, throbbing tool. I was enveloped in such fiery wetness...my cock bathed in the hot cream of Mom's pussy...it was hard not to cum on the spot!
"Oh god, Mom...you feel so...OHHHH MOM!" I groaned. "I can't believe how you feel. OH, MOM! I can't...I'm gonna cum soon."
Mom's legs tightened around me. "Then fuck me, lover," Mom sobbed. "Momma needs her son to fuck her...fuck me right now, John!" Maddened with need I began to stroke my cock in and out of my mother's cunt. Mom worked herself under me, twisting her hips and flinging her pussy upwards to meet my downward thrusts. Mom's fingers clawed at my back, pulling my weight down on top of hers. I ducked my head to suck her hard, swollen nipples, making Mom shiver with delight as I nipped at her rubbery nipples with my teeth.
Too soon, I felt the undeniable demand to cum...it had been so long and in truth, I had been aching to cum since I had first crawled into bed with Mom earlier in the week. Mom groaned as my cock head swelled and then I groaned as I began to cum so hard it almost hurt! I thrusted deep in Mom's womb, thick jets of cum erupted from my cock, bathing Mom's pussy in a torrent of hot semen. "Ohhh...ahhhh, I love you, Mom!" I sobbed as I grind my pelvis against her pussy...hips quivering as I shot spurt after spurt of sperm...surprising even myself with the flood of sperm I was giving my Mom.
Mom in turn, erupted into orgasm as well, her body stiffening and arching upwards against mine...her arms and legs wrapping tighter around me...aching to get our bodies even closer together. She squalled with intense emotion, begging me not to stop. "Fuckmefuckmefuckmefuckme, sonnnnn! Oh please, don't stop! Don't ever stop, fucking me, Johnlover!"
And I didn't. As I stopped feeding Mom my semen, to my amazement, I stayed hard as a rock and after I caught my breath, Mom and I resumed our dance of incestuous passion with a vengeance! Mom and I vented all our stress and need with a long, fuck. With my immediate need to cum sated, I was now able to give my mother the long, hard fuck she needed and wanted. We were like animals in heat...our bodies covered with fucksweat, kissing each other, biting at each other, becoming intoxicated with each other's bodies. I kissed Mom...dueling tongues with her. I nibbled, bit, licked and sucked her delicious, erect nipples and kissed and licked the sweat off her body.
Mom showered me with her sweet kisses...hands clawing my back one minute and then reaching down to cup my butt cheeks the next, trying to force me deeper into her body. Our bodies were slick with sweat. Finally, Mom began to orgasm again...sobbing and crying her love for me even as her pussy bathed my cock in her steamy cream again.
As Mom eased down from her orgasm, our lovemaking slowed down too. I took the time to find just the right spots that made Mom groan and gasp. Now, I made each thrust into Mom's sweet cunt slow and drawn out...making her toes curl and her body flex with the sheer delicious pleasure that my cock could provide. Only with the finally imminent arrival of my second load of jism, did our incestuous fucking again take on a fever pitch. Sobbing our love to each other, we achieved a mutual orgasm...Mom's cunt clamping down around my cock, milking my dick as I exploded with another massive load of semen for my mother's womb.
As we caught our breath, in the dark Mom confessed her long desire for me. "It started in high school. I'd watch you at night and look at your naked body (in those days, I slept mostly in the buff), dreaming of the day that I would have you inside me again. I always thought maybe you'd want me too...especially after you started dating Kimberly...it was almost spooky how much we look alike!"
Mom told me that when she received my telegram, she knew that with Kimberly's recent betrayal, this might be her only chance and had plotted to seduce me that first night. "But...it took her a few days to really work through the incest taboo."
"Any regrets," I asked Mom there in the darkness of our cottage.
Mom just snuggled up to me, pressing her warm body against mine, her hand slowly stroking my cock, sticky with semen and cunt cream. "Just that I didn't seduce you sooner, son!"
The rest of my leave was spent making love to Mom. When we were too tired to fuck, we'd sun ourselves on the beach, but we spent virtually every possible moment up to the time I had to report for my flight back to the "Nam," in bed making love. Mom showed me that her long years of abstinence had not diminished her capacity for making love. My mother demonstrated her talent for cocksucking and taught me to eat pussy properly. With each bout of incestuous lovemaking, we became more impassioned and more hungry for each other.
Mom and I didn't ask if this was a once in a lifetime fling. We both knew that our lives were now forever bound together. I could no more consider a life without Mom at the center than I could learn to live without breathing air! On our last day, we found a local hippie minister who happily married us without benefit of a marriage license.
My departure broke both our hearts...both of us in tears as I reported back to duty. Mom kissed me long and passionately, whispering that she left me a present in my duffle bag. As I settled in on the flight, I dug into my duffel and found two pictures of Mom in her green bikini, striking cheesecake poses. Those pictures would get me through a lot of tough days over the next several months, but no matter how horrible things got in the jungles of Nam, the knowledge that my mother and wife was waiting for me back in the world, kept me going.
A few weeks before I was due to be rotated out, my platoon was caught up in a mortar attack. Victor Charles blew our platoon to bits that day...we lost three good men and four more were badly wounded, myself included. Most of the doctors predicted I would lose my left leg, but they did all they could and a month later, I was transported to San Francisco for rehabilitation. The rehab was hard and painful and I was told I would always walk with a pronounced limp, but it didn't matter because I knew by then that I had so much more to live for.
I woke up my second day in the San Francisco veteran's hospital to the sweetest voice in the world. "Wake up, son....Momma's here!" a voice whispered in my ear.
I opened my eyes and almost cried. My Mom leaned over me, kissing me gently on the lips. "You're going to be alright, John," Mom reassured me. She took my hand and kissed it and then laid it on her swollen belly. "Our baby is going to have a daddy there to raise it!"
Mom was six months pregnant and glowed in only the way a mother to be could glow. "I think it happened that first night we made love," she told me. "We've made a new life...just as we're going to make a new life for ourselves."
And we did. I was discharged soon after. Mom had decided to leave our home town after learning she was pregnant. We decided to make a new life for ourselves in Northern California. Mom joined an accounting firm outside Oakland and I went to school on the G.I. Bill. Having left our old lives behind, we simply presented ourselves as husband and wife. I was nineteen years old and Mom was thirty-five years old. Mom was often mistaken for the actress on Gilligan's Island and our pet names for each other are Mary-Ann and Gilligan.
I majored in accounting and afterwards we opened our own firm. In the middle of March, 1970, Mom gave birth to our daughter, Ginger. We have no regrets about our lives. We've been successful in business and like to think that we've been successful as a mother and father. Ginger has gone on to be a school teacher and mother of two wonderful childen, Alan and Dawn. She divorced five years ago from a man with a wandering eye and she moved in with us to regroup. We enjoy their company and hope they will stay on, although Alan has joined the Air Force and is currently serving in the Middle East.
Mom is now seventy three years old and is as beautiful as ever. She maintains her figure and her youthful appearance with yoga and exercise (and lots of sex with a younger man...she likes to tease me). Only her now silver hair and a few laugh lines betray her age and I think her silver mane is extremely erotic.
I'm fifty-seven now and I treasure every day that I wake up next to my wife and mother. We still make love with as much passion as we felt all those years ago in Hawaii. Mom remains in good health and we remain very much in love. Still, Mom tries to look ahead to my future needs. Lately, she's been speculating on whether Ginger would welcome an invitation into our bed. At thirty-eight years old, she is the spitting image of Mom when we became lovers and as Mom likes to point out, has always been a "Daddy's Girl." Mom likes to get even naughtier and tease me about Dawn who is almost eighteen and is just as lovely as her mother and grandmother.
We shared our incestuous secret with Ginger when she was eighteen and she didn't blink even once, proclaiming us the naughtiest and sexiest parents on the planet. Now, as far as I am concerned, I am happy with simply being the husband and son of my Mom. She has been my one wonderful lover for thirty-eight years and I am happy to live the rest of my life with the woman of my dreams. Time will tell, I suppose, but Mom and I have always lived in the moment...not worrying about the past or future and that is good enough for me.
The End
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Prologue:
Some would call me mad or criminal or both for my actions. I do not. Instead I see myself as a liberator or an illuminator, allowing people to shed their archaic beliefs and their outdated morals, freeing them to fulfill their destinies...to find their true loves and soul mates...to allow them to live fully realized lives. To this purpose I have committed my great wealth and resources. To this noble end I attempt to save not mankind, but a few souls who might otherwise be denied the happiness and joy that is theirs by right.
Picture if you will a twelve foot by twelve foot room. It contains a queen sized bed, a simple wooden chair and a small refrigerator. It is adjoined by a small alcove containing a shower and a toilet. There is nothing else...no windows, only walls of concrete two feet thick and a steel door. This is my forge...my crucible where I take lost souls and re-forge them into human beings. I call it "The I-Room."
The First: Joanna and Danny
They wake slowly from a long drug induced sleep. Kidnapped in the eyes of the law, their car is in storage elsewhere on the grounds. Joanna G. and her son, Danny...my first challenge.
Joanna is thirty-eight years old, Caucasian, with a mane of reddish, dark brown hair. She is in a word, beautiful. Through my cameras, I watch as she begins to stir. I admire her lush body. There is nothing little about Joanna...a tall woman, maybe five foot, nine inches tall. Medium weight, I know she fights a tendency towards fat by vigorous exercise. Her magnificent breasts are barely retained by her bra...bountiful mounds of flesh...40 DD's capped by quarter size nipples thickened by nursing. When released, I have no doubt her breasts will sag somewhat from gravity and age, but they will give her an even more motherly beauty. Her waist is barely termed slender, her hips shapely leading into long, athletic legs. White cotton panties hide her neatly trimmed V-shaped bush. She is clothed only in bra and panties. I anxiously await the moment she opens those beautiful brown eyes. Joanna is married...one husband for twenty years. He is a hard worker who has sacrificed family for financial success.
Her only son rests beside her. Just turned eighteen and four inches taller than his mother with sandy hair like his father. Slim as a rail, all arms and legs, his muscles wiry from running up and down a basketball court. He wears only white briefs concealing a respectable man sized bulge.
Joanna awakes. She yawns and opens those lovely eyes, dark lashes complimenting her brown eyes. Joanna frowns and sits straight up, her head swinging about. "Where...where am I?" she turns and realizes Danny is next to her. "Danny? Honey, wake up!" She shakes him lightly. Her son wakes up.
"Mom?" He takes the room in and is standing up in an instant. "Where are we, Mom?"
Joanna's voice is edged with hysteria. "I don't know. Hello! Where are we? Anyone there?" She climbs off the bed and moves to the door and bangs on it with a fist. "Hey! Let us out of here!"
She turns with fear in her eyes and then realizes her teenage son is standing clad only in his underwear. Danny stares back at his mother and then turns away, blushing. His morning erection is noticeably harder. Joanna realizes for the first time that she is only in bra and panties. I idly wonder if she regrets wearing the push up bra this morning. I smile as I watch her try to cover up only to realize it is useless. I wonder if it is my imagination or do her eyes linger on her son's bulging crotch.
Joanna turns away from her son. She strikes the door again, tears in her voice as she yells, "Help! Let us out! Help!"
I flick a switch, "CALM DOWN. YOU AND YOUR SON WILL NOT BE HARMED."
She glances wildly around the room. "Who are you? What do you want?"
"YOU ARE SAFE. YOU ARE SIMPLY MY GUESTS FOR A LITTLE WHILE."
"You've kidnapped us? We don't have any money, but we'll pay whatever we can."
"NO...NOT RANSOM. I SIMPLY REQUIRE YOU TO STAY HERE FOR AWHILE."
She begs me for a while, promising me anything I want, bargaining to allow her son to be set free. I have respect for Danny as he comes over and puts his arm around his mother, insisting that he would never leave her alone. They both cry for a while and cuddle up on the bed. I choose not to speak and they fall asleep. I dim the lights to half strength.
Two hours later, Danny gets up and goes to the toilet. His cock is iron hard even when he is finished urinating. I am thrilled to see him looking over at his partially clothed mother, stroking his dick twice and sighing before lying back down.
They sleep through the night and in the morning discover breakfast has been slipped through a slot in the door. They spend most of the day fretting about what has happened. I ignore their questions for several hours. Joanna cries twice and I again respect Danny for comforting his mother. The second time, she puts her head against his chest and I watch as the effect of being able to see most of his mother's breasts causes Danny's cock to swell. I suspect that by the time it reaches its considerable full length, Joanna is watching his bulge as well.
Abruptly she stands up and walks to the door and hits it with her fist. "Why are we here?" she screams.
"TO LEARN," I reply.
Joanna screams in frustration. "What do you mean, dammit?"
"YOU AND YOUR SON ARE HERE TO LEARN ABOUT YOURSELVES AND EACH OTHER."
"Learn what?" growls Danny as he adjusts his waistband to accommodate his still erect penis.
"YOU WILL DISCOVER THAT FOR YOURSELVES," and I cut the speaker off.
They spend the rest of the day trying to make sense of my words and trying to pretend neither is affected by the almost naked presence of the other. They sleep, both restlessly.
Morning finds Joanna having discovered that the shower works and that I have provided both soap and shampoo. She keeps glancing around nervously over at Danny, amking sure he doesn't awake and find her naked. She stares at the swollen lump in his shorts and shakes her head. I can't help but be pleased to see her nipples harden.
She stands still afterwards, using her fingers to comb out her hair while her body air dries. As she starts to slip on her bra, I open up my microphone. "WHY BOTHER? YOUR UNDERWEAR IS SOILED. IT WILL ONLY SMELL AND CHAFE."
My voice wakes Danny up and he groggily stares at his naked mother in the entrance to the alcove. "No! Danny, close your eyes till I'm dressed," Joanna exclaims. She spins around, inadvertently mooning her son as she struggles to get dressed.
"YOU HAVE NOTHING TO BE ASHAMED OF, JOANNA."
"Give us some decent clothes, damn you!" she replies.
"NO. TAKE OFF THOSE DIRTY CLOTHES. YOUR BRA IS ALREADY CHAFING YOU."
"Leave Mom alone," says Danny. His eyes widen as his mother steps into her panties, flashing her hairy muff at him.
"WHY SHOULDN'T YOU GO NAKED? THERE ISN'T ANYTHING WRONG WITH HUMAN BODY. AND JOANNA, YOU HAVE A BEAUTIFUL BODY."
"I can't go naked in front of my son," Joanna screams back at me.
"WHY NOT? I KNOW HE THINKS YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL, DON'T YOU, DANNY?"
Her son blushes and turns away, saying nothing.
"AND DANNY NEEDS TO STRIP DOWN AS WELL. THOSE SHORTS ARE CHAFING HIM AS WELL."
"Are you some sort of pervert? You want us to go naked around each other?" Joanna snarls up at the ceiling.
"WHY NOT? YOU BOTH ACT LIKE IT WOULD BE A HORRIBLE EXPERIENCE, BUT YOU BOTH LOOK AT EACH OTHER EVERY CHANCE YOU GET."
"That's just not true!" cries Joanna, her face flushing red.
"YOU'RE LYING TO YOURSELF, JOANNA. DANNY'S COCK ISN'T ALWAYS HARD BECAUSE HE ENJOYS MY VOICE. AND YOU WERE STARING LONG AND HARD AT YOUR SON THIS MORNING WHILE HE SLEPT." Danny spun around and stared stupefied at his mother. I flicked off the mike and let them think about things for awhile.
The next couple of hours are tense within the room. Both act like they're ignoring the other, but both mother and son sneak glimpses when the other isn't looking. Joanna catches her son staring at her and snaps at him. "Damn it, Danny, stop that. I'm your mother!"
Danny slaps the wall in frustration. "Where am I supposed to look, Mom? We're stuck in here!
"But I'm your mother...an old lady. You're not supposed to have a hard-on...um, erection over my old body."
Danny blushes anew, but stands his ground. "That's not true! Whatever else that creep says, you're beautiful, Mom! I can't help getting a stiffy. You have a great body!"
"Ohhh, God, what are we going to do?" moans Joanna, sitting heavily down on the bed and burying her face in her hands.
Danny sits down beside his mother. He puts an arm around her shoulders. Joanna flinches, partly because he brushes a sore spot where her bra is chafing, partly because of his touch...contact with her son taking on a new meaning.
"The creep is right about one thing, Mom," Danny says. "We can't keep wearing this stuff. I'm hurting bad and your bra strap is almost cut you to where you'll be bleeding soon."
Joanna sighs. "I know, I know, but knowing you'll be seeing me. I'm so embarrassed. It's not right."
Danny nudges her. "Yeah, but how do you think I feel? My mom seeing me with a hard-on."
His mom stands up. "Well, maybe if we just get it over with, we'll get used to it and it'll wind up being no big deal."
Danny agrees and they stand facing away from each other. On the count of three, they both shuck their underwear off. Joanna takes off her bra and rubs the bra lines on her breasts. They both turn at the same time and take their measure of each other.
Joanna's nipples are hard in the cool air and she stands awkwardly, her hands nervously idle at her sides. Her eyes widen as she stares at her son's hard cock. His seven inches are pointing at her, but as he is allowed to openly stare at his Mom's naked body, it swells even more and slaps against his stomach and then erupts in a geyser of sperm!
Joanna's mouth gapes open as the mere sight of her naked body standing less than three feet away causes her son to cum. The first burst shoots up and splashes onto Danny's face, the second splatters against his chest...thick wads of semen. His cock, still hard, bobs and aims at his mother's nude form. Danny's balls jerk and then a jet of thickish, white semen shoots across and splashes on his mother's belly. Subsequent bursts fall short of Joanna and land on the floor between them.
Danny is momentarily caught up in orgasm, unable to do anything but maon with pleasure as he gazes at Joanna's naked body. I can't blame him. His mother is gorgeous. Her large, heavy breasts sagging just a little...a thick, rich mat of curly hair covering her vagina and I think I can even see a glint of moisture in her bush, indicating she too is aroused. I watch captivated as her son's sperm slowly oozes down her belly and into her hairy bush.
Joanna just stares as the last spurts of cum flow from her son's dick, finally just a long streamer slowly descending from the tip of his still erect cock. Her hand idly runs across her stomach, trailing across the top of her pussy hair until she touches Danny's still warm jism. She lifts her fingers up and stares at his whitish sperm smeared there. For a moment, I believe she might lick her fingers clean.
But Joanna stares over at her naked son who is realizing he just cummed in front of his mother or more precisely, cum on his mother. As he gasps, "Oh, Mom! I'm sorry, I couldn't help it!" Joanna screams up at the ceiling, "DAMN YOU! Let us out of here!"
Joanna looks down at the jism smeared on her belly and pubic hair and then over at her son...his cock still dribbling semen. "Oh my god!" cries Joanna and she flings herself down into the bed and starts sobbing.
Danny looks aghast and reaches down for his old underwear and uses it to wipe off his cock, jerking a little as he strokes the last drops out, all the while staring at his mother curled up in a fetal position (which nicely exposes her moist slit). As his mother cries, Danny works hard to wipe up his cum from the floor while saying, "I'm sorry, Mom! I didn't mean to...I'm so sorry, Mom!"
My heart aches as he sits down next to his Mom, still apologizing. Danny begins to cry. "I'm sorry, Mom. Don't hate me, please! Please don't be mad at me!" His pain reaches his mother and Joanna rouses herself up and they are both crying and hugging. I smile as I watch Joanna's thick nipples dragging across her son's chest.
"Ohh, baby. I'm not mad at you. Mommy's mad at the...creep. I know you can't help it." Joanna results to almost baby talk to comfort her son. She kisses Danny on the forehead and cheek.
"I couldn't help it, Mom. You're just so pretty! I didn't mean to be bad!"
Joanna cries for a different reason...her love for her child breaking her heart. She wraps him in her arms, inadvertently pressing his face to her heaving breasts. "You're not bad, Danny! Mommy knows that," Joanna exclaims. She kisses her son on the forehead and then placing her hands on his cheeks, raises his head to look him in the eye. "I love you, Danny! Mommy loves you!"
Danny's chest heaves for air and he replies, "I love you too, Mom!"
Joanna smiles through her tears and kisses Danny on both cheeks. Mother and son stare at each other for a second. Joanna leans in and kisses Danny on the lips. It is a chaste kiss that lasts and lasts. I think they are about to touch tongues when Danny's erection rises proudly and pokes his mother in the belly.
Joanna scoots back away from her son, eyes on her son's hard dick. Her nipples are long and stiff and a sexual blush spreads across her chest. We...uh, just have to get used to each other, honey," she says. She lies back and pats the mattress. "Come lie down and try not to think about me...um...it."
Danny does so and they lay side by side, holding hands. "Try and get some sleep, Danny," his mother whispers.
Danny sighs and closes his eyes, "I'll try, Mom. I really am sorry about...well, you know."
Joanna sighs too and replies, "Its okay, son. You couldn't help it...and I guess I should take it as a compliment...an old lady getting a...um, rise out of a young man."
She squeezes his hand as he murmurs, "You ain't old, Mom. I think you're beautiful."
I dim the lights, but not so dark as to make it difficult for Joanna to discretely stare at her son's erect penis, standing up proud and straight...hard as steel. She takes her fill, memorizing every inch of his thick erection. Her nipples swell even more and there is a distinct aroma of wet, aroused pussy in the air. Joanna's hand flutters back and forth across her belly and I know she is aching to soothe the yearning between her legs, even as she stares at the glistening drops of pre-cum oozing from the piss hole of her child's cock.
Finally, mother and son fall asleep. It has been a good day and much progress made. I am pleased. Joanna and Danny are one step closer to their moment of enlightenment.
The next day passes quietly with much tension in the air. Danny is in perpetual horny teenager mode as his eyes follow his mother's every move and he is well aware of her watching his hard cock which always seems to be pointed in her direction. His need is palatable. He can barely keep his hands off his dick, struggling with the desire to stroke himself off.
Joanna is in a struggle herself...aware that everything she does, every movement exposes herself to her son...offering him new views of her lush naked body. Both are in heightened states of arousal. Pheromones are thick in the room as they pace and stretch and pretend not to stare at each other.
That night, they finally fall asleep, both moving restlessly about, trying to avoid direct contact. When Joanna is finally snoring softly, Danny eases from the bed and stares down at his mother. Joanna lies on her back. A hand has dropped between her legs, fingers intertwined in her pubic hair and splicing through her vaginal lips. In the less than dim light, her son can see more than a hint of glistening, pink pussy meat.
Danny begins to stroke his cock. Slowly, then more quickly, Danny masturbates while staring at his mother's nakedness. Joanna moans in her sleep and spreads her legs, sighing, "Dannnnyyy," as she reveals more of her wet pussy. Her index fingers slips into the wetness and that's enough. Danny moans and begins to cum, catching his sperm in his cupped free hand, but he can't quite muffle his moans of excitement and his cum grunts cause his mother to open her eyes.
"Danny! Oh MY GOD! STOP, STOP, STOP!" Joanna leaps from the bed and slaps her son's face. "You have to stop doing this! Control yourself, Danny...I am your mother!"
"I don't care!" Danny yells back. "I love you, Mom! You're so beautiful and I wanna do..." His voice trails off and he turns away.
Joanna is furious now...embarrassed and confused. "Do what, Danny?" she demands, reaching out to spin her son around to face her. She stands just inches away from her son. Her nipples are engorged and will brush her son's chest if she moves any closer. "What do you want to do, Danny?"
"I want you, Mom!" Danny sobs. You're so pretty! I love your tits and your body and I want to fuck you, Mom!"
Joanna makes as if to slap her son again, but stops. She sits down on the bed and her puts her face in her hands, stopping to curiously sniff her fingers that smell like pussy. "This can't be happening. It has to stop." Joanna looks up at her son. "You have to control yourself, Danny. We both do. We can't let the creep mess with our heads...that's what he's doing."
Joanna apologizes for Danny for hitting him. She tells him not to think about her...to keep his thoughts elsewhere. Joanna tells her son to stop masturbating, period. "I love you, son, but you can't think of me like that...I am your mother. There will be girls someday soon, but it can't be me."
The next two days are long, especially for Danny. His cock is perpetually hard. Joanna tries to keep his mind off it by doing other things. She runs him through math problems from his senior math class. She quizzes him about History, Science, and other subjects. It doesn't help much. Danny sees her beautiful body and he is mesmerized and aroused. Every bounce of her meaty tits as she moves captivates him. The pressure builds.
Toward the end of the second day, Joanna is in torment as she watches her son suffer. Danny has taken to standing facing the concrete wall, trying not to look at her. The past twenty minutes he is slowly and lightly banging his head against the wall while he struggles to keep his hands from stroking his aching cock. Tears run down his mother's face and I sense she's about to make a decision.
"Danny, come here," she says softly. Danny turns and looks at her. His face is a study of torment and frustration. Joanna points to the wooden chair. "Sit down, son." Danny does so.
Joanna takes a deep breath, starts to speak, but is speechless as her son faces her, seven inches of thick, erect penis pointing directly at her. She tries to look away, but is drawn back to the stiff log rising out of her son's lap. I smile. She has made a decision.
"I'm so sorry I hit you, Danny. I'm sorry I didn't accept that you are a young man with new needs and desires...especially with all that has happened to us because of the Creep." (I have accepted my new title with some amusement.)
Danny looks confused and miserable. "What are you saying, Mom?"



"I'm saying...oh, God, this is hard. I'm saying I'm sorry I didn't understand the effect my body had...is having on you. I suppose I should be flattered." Joanna stops and hugs herself, inadvertently ballooning up her cleavage which causes her son's cock to rise a little more. Joanna's gaze lingers on his erection a little longer before she continues. "I'm saying, Danny, I know you are terribly horny...sexually aroused and I'm saying..."
I lean forward in my seat and say a silent prayer. Joanna smiles, embarrassed at her words. "Go ahead and masturbate, Danny. Mommy understands."
Danny looks as if he's been hit with a large stick. "Really, Mom? Um...right now?"
Joanna sighs and scoots back on the bed, her back against the wall, well aware that her body is on display for her son. She sits primly, her legs together, bush visible, but not her tender, wet flesh. Still, by any measure, Danny's mother is an erotic sight...her breasts proud and firm, nipples thick, long and erect. "Go ahead, Danny. I'm ready. I think."
Danny looks embarrassed and excited. His hand is on his cock in a blink of an eye and he begins to stroke it. Joanna tries to watch his eyes, but she is continually drawn down to the seven inches of meat rising up from her son's crotch. Hr nipples swell even more and the flush of arousal is creeping across her throat and chest. She squirms uncomfortably as if she has an itch she cannot scratch. Danny's gaze roams freely across his mother's nakedness; admiring the soft heaving of her breasts and peering closely at her thick bush of pubic hair.
Too soon, Danny erupts, blurting out, "I love you, MOM!" as he begins to cum. He catches his ejaculating sperm in his free hand, thick wads of creamy semen. Joanna's mouth opens in surprise as she is amazed by how much her son cums. Panting and shaking a little from the intensity of his orgasm, Danny repeats himself. "I love you, Mom!"
"I love you, Danny," Joanna replies, climbing off the bed. She picks up her old, discarded panties and cleans her son's hand off.
"YOU ARE A GOOD MOTHER, JOANNA." I tell them.
"Go to hell, Creep!" Joanna snaps back.
"NEVERTHELESS, THAT WAS SOMEWHAT A LEAP FORWARD IN ATTITUDE FOR YOU, BUT I COMMEND YOU FOR PUTTING YOUR SON'S NEEDS FIRST."
"I hope this makes you happy, you pervert." Joanna is embarrassed, perhaps having forgotten that there is a witness to her actions.
"I AM HAPPY. HAPPY FOR YOU AND CERTAINLY FOR YOUR SON, BUT, JOANNA, DON'T FORGET YOUR OWN NEEDS."
Danny asks her what I mean, but she shakes her head and encourages him to take a nap. He does and she lies down with him. As he sleeps, Joanna stares at his still half erect cock draped on his thigh. Her hand idly trails over her stomach and into her bush. She uses a finger to trace the slit of her pussy, flowering her cunt open. She shivers with delight, but Danny shifts and rolls, his arm falling across her stomach, his plump cock plopping against her thigh. I see Joanna struggle with herself, tears fall down her face. She stops fingering herself and tries to fall asleep. It takes her a long time.
Later that evening, Danny approaches her again. His dick is once again hard. "Mom?" he asks.
Joanna has been pacing back and forth, trying to burn off nervous energy. Danny watches her every movement, ogling her breasts bounce as she paces and the cute wiggle of her ass as she walks. "Yes, honey, what is it?"
"Um...should I...if I want to masturbate, how...um, do you want me to ask you first?"
Joanna stops in her tracks. "Already? Didn't you..." She eyes her son's penis. "I don't know if you're a horny teenager or if I'm really that good looking."
Danny blushes and says, "Maybe both, Mom. Don't you know how pretty you are?"
Joanna laughs somewhat bitterly. "Boys always say things like that when they're horny." She climbs onto the bed, lying on her stomach. Her heavy, full breasts flatten and spread from beneath her and her fleshy, but firm ass cheeks are proudly on display. She turns her head towards Danny. "Thank you for asking. I would like for you to ask first."
Danny waits uncertainly. Joanna smiles at her son and in suddenly husky voice, says, "Go ahead, son."
She watches as he strokes his pole. He watches her. Just before Danny cums, his mother murmurs huskily, "I love you, son." Her words seem to trigger his orgasm and he is almost caught off guard. Even so, the first streamer of semen shoots over his hand and plops wetly on his mother's left ass cheek.
When Danny is able, he says in almost a whisper, "I'm sorry, Mom."
Joanna sighs and wipes up the jism with her fingers. She glances at the thick wad of cock cream and as she wipes and rubs it into her thigh, replies, "That's all right...accidents happen." Danny doesn't notice that when his back is turned, his mother licks her fingers and smiles.
The next two days are hard for Joanna. Danny approaches her six times during the two days and each time she allows him to masturbate while she poses primly for him. It is becoming hard on her though. Now she is the one in a constant state of arousal...nipples swollen and aching, pussy wet and on fire. Despite several showers, she reeks of rut, causing her son to react even more, not understanding that he is instinctively reacting to his mother's desires and needs and her sexually charged body aroma.
Joanne is on edge, but manages to be supportive of her son, even teasing him at times about, "How much sperm can one man produce?"
It is the middle of the following day, she is allowing Danny to jack off while she poses as she did the first time, sitting up, her legs together. She squirms as if terribly uncomfortable. A hand strays to her right breast and she trails a finger around her heavy breast, finally rubbing a nipple. Joanna isn't even aware that she's doing it.
Danny groans as she plays with her breast. Joanna glances downward and realizes what she's doing. A hint of a smile plays across her face. I comprehend that another moment of decision is approaching. Joanna pulls her knees upwards slowly and then even more slowly spreads her knees apart, giving her son his first really unobstructed view of her hairy pussy. As she spreads her knees, she lets her legs slip down forming a diamond at which the top is her cunt. She slides a hand down her thigh, letting her fingers tangle in her bush and then uses one finger to spread out her pussy lips. Joanna is already aroused and it takes very little urging for her labia to flower out, revealing her wet, pink cunt meat, juices visibly oozing down to her ass crack.
Joanna looks up at her son, defiant yet shy, and smiles lovingly at him as he finishes stroking. Danny's cock jerks and erupts with a furious burst and Danny totally obsessed with ogling his mother's body, forgets to cup his free hand and catch his jism. Streamers of semen arch across the bed and splatter his mother's body. His first spurt splashes on his mother's left breast, a second streamer lands on her stomach, and a third shoots into her bush, clinging to her pubic hair.
As he winds down, he starts to babble an apology, but Joanna holds up her hand. "No, baby...Mommy's not mad. It was my fault. I was...teasing you. I can't get over you thinking I'm pretty and sexy." As his mother speaks, she is using fingers to wipe his sperm off her chest and belly, ignoring the wad of semen in her bush.
"But, Mom, you are hot and sexy!" Danny insists. He hesitates before speaking again. "Why did you do that, though? Uh...showing me your...um, pussy?" Joanna's legs are still spread and she shows no inclination to move.
Joanna bites her lower lip (forgive me for forgetting to mention, Joanna has a cock hardening overbite!), and giggles. "I don't really know, son. I...uh, guess seeing you hard all the time has me worked up a little." Joanna shrugs. "I guess Mommy's horny too."
Danny's cock rises a little from its half erect state with this sudden frank talk with his mother. "Um, I guess...well, Mom, maybe you should do what I do...masturbate."
"I can't, Danny. Not in front of you like this."
"Why not, Mom? I've been jacking off in front of you for days. And...and I've seen you do it before."
Joanna looks up in surprise. "When? Certainly not here."
Danny shrugs his shoulders bashfully. "Last summer. Mrs. Brown gave me a ride home from the ball practice. I went up to my room and I saw you in the backyard sunbathing. I could see your breasts."
"Omigod, son. I was...I wasn't wearing that white bikini, was I?"
Danny replies, "Yeah. Only you had the top off. I watched you put your fingers down under the bikini and play with yourself.
Joanna sits up...her nipples so hard and long. "What did you do?"
"I, um...I jacked off watching you finger fuck yourself."
Joanna moans and falls back against the pillow. "I had no idea...the very thought of you masturbating watching me masturbate. It's sooo wicked, so...ohhmmmm!" Joanna can't take it anymore. She plunges her fingers into her pussy...the same fingers covered in Danny's semen!
Danny watches his mother's display of carnality for a few minutes as his cock quickly recovers and then he begins masturbating again. Mother and son masturbate together, watching each other as both build to climax. Danny shoots another load seconds after his mother begins cries out in orgasm, four fingers plunged deep into her cunt.
After catching her breath, Joanna looks at her gooey, cream covered fingers, pussy juice and sperm mixed together. "My God, son. What you must think of your mommy now."
Danny grins. "I think my Mom is the sexiest, most wonderful Mom in the world!" He climbs into bed and kisses his Mom on the cheek. They snuggle and talk lowly...mostly little endearments and "I love you."
That evening, I dim the lights, but neither Joanna or her son appear to be sleepy. They lay side by side holding hands, both staring up at the ceiling. Both are quiet for a long time. Danny's cock stands up straight, long and very hard.
"Danny?"
"Yes, Mom?"
"When you jacked off...watching me in the backyard, I wish I had known. I wish I could have watched you too."
Danny's cock head swells. He begins to stroke his penis. Joanna sighs and I see her free hand begin to finger her cunt. Their moans and sighs fill the air. Then...oh, then I see Joanna release her son's hand and slide it across his belly and Joanna wraps her fingers around her son's thick, erect dick. Slowly, she begins to stroke Danny's cock!
"Ohhh, Mom!" Danny gasps. Joanna reaches across with her other hand, fingers smeared with cunt cream and takes Danny's hand. She guides him to her breast, urging her son silently to knead her tit flesh...to toy and pinch her nipple. Joanna spreads her legs wider, draping one shapely leg over Danny's thigh and she guides her son's hand down across her belly, through her thick muff and between her legs.
"Oh, son...I love you!" Joanna sighs. Mother and son now masturbate each other. Joanna gasps for breath as she talks Danny through the process of finger fucking his mother. Danny's mom brings him to the edge of cumming again and again. Finally, both tumble over the edge and they orgasm almost simultaneously, the air thick with the smell of fuck sweat, jism and pussy juice. Mother and son roll together, embracing...Danny's fingers still in his mother's pussy and Joanna's fingers keeping a firm grip on her son's dick. They kiss, Joanna's tongue diving into her son's mouth, a passionate soul kiss.
I am overjoyed as they kiss and touch...delighted when Joanna licks her fingers clean of her son's semen. Danny responds by sporting another erection and licking his mother's juices off his own fingers. They fall asleep, hands on each other's sex, smiling as they slumber.
The dam is broken. A mother's and son's greatest, most secret desires have been released and having been unleashed, have no restraints. Morning finds Joanna kneeling in front of her son, jerking him off into her face. He explodes with thick streamers splashing across his mother's face. She laughs and wipes her face clean, licking her fingers hungrily. "Your father just doesn't understand how much I enjoy the taste of cum," Joanna tells Danny.
Afternoon finds Joanna flat on her back, legs propped up over Danny's shoulders as she instructs him on how to fist fuck her pussy. Her screams alarm her son as she orgasms, but he literally clamps her cunt muscles down around his hand, refusing to let him go. As evening falls, Joanna kneels between her son's thighs and sucks his cock for the first time. Danny actually cries as his mother drinks his semen and sucks him dry. They fall asleep that night, Danny's face still nestled in his mother's pussy after eating her cunt until she passed out from exhaustion.
The next morning finds mother and son locked in a passionate sixty-nine, arms and legs wrapped tightly around each other as they lick and suck each other to orgasm. Like newlyweds, they can't keep their hands off each other. When resting, they talk quietly, both confessing the unspoken desire for each other that has been building for a long time...the long repressed love they have both felt for each other.
For two days, they continue to lick, suck and touch each other. They discuss whether they should go all the way...both aware of the consequences, both aware of me, both burning for each other. It is obvious though, that their need for each other, their desire to express the ultimate expression of their love will overwhelm them.
The next day I watch as mother and son pet and neck all day long. Joanna breaks down, telling her son how much she loves them and that though society may condemn them, she wants her son to make love to her. Danny and Joanna kiss and embrace. Joanna lies back on the bed and spreads her legs wide. Her son climbs between her thighs. His cock is more swollen than I've ever seen it...precum oozing from the tip. His mother guides his cock towards her wet and flowered pussy. It is time.
"THE MOMENT OF TRUTH HAS ARRIVED," I announce.
"Damn it, Creep," Joanna snaps. "Aren't you happy enough just to watch us? Aren't you getting your rocks off watching a mother and son have sex?"
"YOU HAVE BEEN EXCITING TO WATCH, BUT NOW...NOW YOU HAVE DISCOVERED WHAT YOU ARE TO EACH OTHER. NOW YOU ARE ABOUT TO FULLFILL YOUR DESTINY. BUT, YOU HAVE A CHOICE."
Both of them groan. "What choice, Creep?" asks Danny. His cock visibly throbs as it is so achingly close to his mother's flowered, soaked pussy.
I flick a switch and both turn and look as the door to their room opens. "WHAT IS YOUR DESIRE? YOU ARE FREE TO LEAVE OR IS MAKING LOVE TO EACH OTHER, COMMITTING MOTHER-SON INCESTUOUS LOVE MORE IMPORTANT. WHAT DO YOU WANT?"
Total silence as mother and son look at each other, look at the door and freedom and then return to stare into each other's eyes.
"WHAT DO YOU WANT?"
Joanna looks intently into her son's eyes. In a loud, clear, determined voice, Joanna says, "I want my son to fuck me. Please, Danny, fuck me. Fuck Mommy hard!"
"I love you, Mom!" Danny moans and plunges his hips forward, sinking his hard cock into his mother's hot, steamy cunt! Joanna sobs as she flings her pelvis upwards to meet her son's thrusting cock. Her legs come up and cross behind Danny's back and she pulls her son to her as cock is buried deep within pussy until mother and son are joined as one.
Danny and his mother embrace as he lowers his head to kiss Joanna on the lips. Joanna grinds her pubic mound against Danny's crotch, his pubic hair entangling with her thick bush even as her heavy breasts crushes against her son's chest, nipples dragging deliciously against his skin. For long minutes, they move only subtly, each trying to get closer to the other to become one orgasmic organism.
Then with his mother whispering endearments and guidance, Danny begins to slowly piston his thick dick in and out of his mother's pussy. Joanna moans and coos as pleasure sweeps through her body. Mother and son move back and forth, driving into each other's body.
"Yessss, sweet Danny! Fuck Mommy long and slow," Joanna sobs. Minutes pass and their movements quicken. Danny is struck dumb by the incredible sensation of his having his mother's pussy wrapped around his erect penis. Joanna guides her son's lips to her rigid nipples and he bites and sucks them as he drives his cock into his mother's pussy with increasing force.
Arms and legs wrapped around her son's body, Joanna cries out, urging Danny to fuck her harder. "Yessss, son! Give it all to Mommy! Fuck me with your big dick! I want it all, Danny. Give Mommy all your fat cock loving!"
Covered with fuck sweat, their bodies slapping together noisily, both mother and son scream as they begin to orgasm. Danny pumping a monster load of hot semen into his mother's womb sends Joanna into an incredible orgasm, her body arching upwards as if she is being electrified. Both sob and groan and kiss. Exhaustion sets in and mother and son fall asleep, Danny's cock still buried deep inside Joanna's pussy.
While they sleep, I enter and leave them a gift, taking a moment to appreciate the erotic sight of a mother and son embraced in post-coital bliss.
The next morning, they begin the day with Joanna squatting on her son's ever hard cock, fucking him with breathtaking intensity. Joanna is an icon of motherly sexuality as she bounces up and down on Danny's stiff dick, her thick mane of hair whipping about as her meaty tits bounce up and down.
Later, they find the bottle of champagne with the note, "Congratulations. Consider the next few days as your honeymoon!"
And they do. For the next seven days, I am a privileged witness to an incredible exhibition of incestuous carnality as Joanna and her son fuck and fuck and fuck in every conceivable position. Danny prefers fucking his mother in the old fashioned missionary position while Joanna seems to favor taking her son's cock doggie style. Every morning seems to begin with a sperm facial as Joanna jacks and sucks Danny's cock until her son sprays her face with his jism. Once a day at least, Danny licks his mother's cunt clean of his semen and shares it with Joanna in a deep soul kiss that usually results in another incestuous fuck.
On the last evening of that seventh day, I speak to them for the last time. "HOW ARE YOU TODAY?" I ask this as they cuddle after a particularly intense bout of mother-son lovemaking.
"Perfect, Creep, even if you were watching us make love," answers Joanna.
"I CONFESS. I WAS WATCHING. YOU AND YOUR SON ARE MAGNIFICENT LOVERS."
Even lying naked in her son's arms with his sperm leaking from her pussy, Joanna manages to blush.
"ANY REGRETS?" I ask.
Joanna considers for a moment. "Only...I didn't know what I had right under my own roof. My husband hasn't really been a husband in many years and I'd forgotten how wonderful love can be."
"ARE YOU IN LOVE WITH DANNY?"
Joanna looks at her son with both the gaze of motherly love and carnal love...a delicious blend. "Oh yes! I'm head over heels in love with my Danny!"
"AND DANNY, ARE YOU IN LOVE WITH YOUR MOTHER?"
Danny smiles, hugging his mother to him possessively. "Yes, with all my heart." Joanna coos and kisses him.
"AND WHEN YOU LEAVE HERE, WILL YOUR RELATIONSHIP SURVIVE?"
Mother and son gaze at each other. I've heard them discuss this late at night. "We...we don't know how, but we both know there is no going back," Joanna says. "No matter what, we will be together.
"I HOPE SO. A LOVE LIKE YOU TWO SHARE IS A RARE AND PRECIOUS THING."
"I don't get you, Creep. Besides getting your rocks off, what do you get out of this?" Joanna asks.
"IT IS TRUE THAT I SAVOR YOUR EROTIC, INCESTUOUS RELATIONSHIP, BUT MY REWARD IS TO HAVE THE PRIVELEGE TO HAVE PLAYED A ROLE IN THE BIRTH OF SOMETHING BEAUTIFUL."



"Well, whatever your perverted game is...thank you," Joanna says. "I truly found my true love here," she adds as her hand fondles her son's growing cock.
"YOU'RE WELCOME. GOOD NIGHT."
And so their time with me ends. That night, sedatives in their food render them unconscious. They awake the next morning before dawn, in Joanna's minivan, parked in a deserted parking lot of a shopping mall. My devices implanted in their car provide me with their tale of astonishment and disbelief. They have been my guests for twenty days...or a lifetime, depending on your point of view.
They recognize their location and only belatedly realize they are now dressed. The decide to go to the nearest police station, but to my delight, Joanna suggests one last bout of lovemaking, "Before all the hoopla starts." They climb into the back of the van and Joanna spreads her legs for a tender bout of mother-son lovemaking until the sun rises. It gives me courage and hope.
Their return is greeted as a media sensation. For almost three weeks, the authorities have been searching for them, but to no avail. Joanna's husband was the police's number one suspect. For days, speculations abound. I am somewhat grateful that Joanna and Danny act clueless. They report being held prisoner in a windowless room, never meeting their captor whom they dubbed, "The Creep." The pallor of their skin bears out their imprisonment. In private, information not released to the press, they admit to the authorities that they were kept naked during their imprisonment. Only one FBI agent even hints at a sexual relationship between mother and son, but he is summarily shouted down by other law officers.
After a few days, things settle down. The media dogs pursue other, fresher stories. Joanna and Danny return home to a lukewarm welcome from her husband. Joanna and Danny can resist their needs and desires for only a day or so. My monitors show Joanna slipping into her son's bedroom and sucking his cock after her husband falls asleep.
While the husband is at work or out playing golf, Danny spends the time well, with his mother, pleasuring Joanna with his mouth and cock. It is a sad commentary on her husband's part that he shows even less interest in sex with his wife than ever before.
Mother and son steal every minute they can and I'm proud of their efforts. And then Joanna misses her period. "Their "honeymoon" proves to have been productive. Joanna is pregnant with her son's baby. Joanna decides the time is right. She files for divorce. Her husband, discovering his wife is "knocked up," takes almost everything. Joanna and Danny move into a rundown apartment, scared, broke, starting their new lives from scratch, but deeply in love and committed to creating their own family. It is time to bring them full circle.
I send one of my attorneys to visit them. He tells them that an old friend they might know as "The Creep" wishes to help. He hands them a savings account deposit book that has $500,000 in it. The account is in both their names. He offers them round trip tickets to an island in the South Pacific. It is near Tahiti and has every modern convenience including a hospital.
"Our mutual friend would like to invite you to live on his island. He wishes you to know that all residents there appreciate and enjoy the lifestyle you have chosen for yourselves." My attorney smiles knowingly. "I live there and I hope you will visit my home. My daughter and I would love to get to know you both." He tells them the choice is theirs. Regardless, the money is theirs to keep.
To my delight, they come to my island within the month. Joanna is six months along by now. Joanna and her son marvel at the relaxed nature of my island's society. Many chose to go au-natural...it is law that clothing is optional. Not quite ready to go naked in public, Joanna favors a micro-bikini that barely contains her now even heavier milk swollen breasts. After meeting many couples, (fathers-daughters, brother-sisters, other mother-sons, uncles-nieces and so on) and families (larger family groups that have embraced incest), Joanna and Danny decide to take the final step.
On a beautiful Sunday morning, Joanna in her white, almost transparent bikini and her son, Danny, are married...the lovely, incestuous bride radiant with a seven months pregnant swollen belly. They shed their last inhibitions by celebrating their joining by making love in front of all their new friends, including their minister and friend, referred to affectionately as "The Creep."
Two months later, Joanna delivers a beautiful baby boy. Today, mother and son and their toddler live happily amongst those they consider friends and family.
The I-Room has been a success. I look forward to future challenges.
The End?
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Part Two – Graduation Night
As always, this is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to anyone living or dead is purely coincidental...all characters exists only within the realm of my imagination.
A word of appreciation to all those who responded to part 1, especially those of the Wiccan beliefs...your kind words and soft criticism were very encouraging. As last time, I mean no disrespect to anyone in the Wiccan faith...this is meant simply as a sexy, fun to write story, my apologies in advance if I offend. Again, please send me feedback or comments...this story has unexpectedly generated more feedback than any story of mine to date. I had no idea where the story would go...it just sort of wrote itself. I enjoyed writing the sequel, I hope you enjoy it to.
The next week passed by in a maddening, often agonizingly slow blur. I scored final exams and averaged grades. I also helped get things ready for our summer graduation event. Usually, we have between thirty and forty students who fail to graduate in the Spring with their class...often because of too many absences or just failing to pass a required class as was the case with my witches. The shock of not graduating with their peers usually grabs their attention well enough that they make up the lost class or lost time quickly that summer and so we have a small graduation ceremony, so they can officially receive diplomas and wear their caps and gowns. Knowing they have this ceremony to look forward to is another incentive to do the work.
I was still in a sex aroused fog from what had occurred with my three witches. The three beautiful young women were constantly in my head, both when I was awake and asleep...especially in my sleep. In all my forty-five years, I have never experienced anything like it...the sheer power and eroticism of my dreams. Images of Tara, Lisa and especially Ashley, naked and carnal, possessing me and allowing me to possess them filled my sleeping hours. We were sex incarnate...god and goddesses consuming ourselves in orgasmic fires only to be reborn from the ashes of our spent desires to burn anew with lustful joy.
Every morning I would awake sweat drenched and exhausted, my cock throbbing and drained as I seemed to have ejaculated in my sleep not once, but multiple times. My head would still be swimming with the images of my three seductresses and I wondered if I was going mad as every morning mixed in with the odors of my lusty sweat and semen were the sweeter aromas of my dream lovers...their particular fragrances that I'd come to know during the summer session, mixed with more carnal scents. I found myself almost convinced that somehow they had slipped into my house in the dark of the night, making magical love to me till dawn.
It should not come as a surprise to anyone that all three of my witches passed the final exam with flying colors...the three highest scores in the entire class...with Lisa scoring a '98', and Tara and Ashley both scoring a '97'. All my students passed, but there was a wide gap in scores between my three witches and the rest of the class. Needless to say, Mr. Grady, the Principal was thrilled.
Finally Graduation Night arrived. We always hold the ceremony on the last Friday of June and with such small groups, held a short reception afterwards...punch, cookies and nuts. I tried to act calm, but felt like a young boy about to go out on a first date with the girl of his dreams. My witches had become the stuff of dreams to me. I wondered how they would act...how I would act...I even wondered if they would even bother to show up. I shouldn't have doubted them though. As I assisted Grady's secretary in getting things organized on stage, I glanced at the gathering parents, families and the thirty-six students now finally and proudly able to wear their graduation gowns. My heart leaped as I saw my three girls, dressed the most conservatively that I'd ever seen in their long, midnight blue graduation gowns. Each noticed me and gave me a wave and a big smile. Tara even blew me a kiss.
Mr. Grady gave a short speech, thanking me and the other summer school staff, Mrs. Dawson, our chorus teacher sang something inspirational and then with my assistance, Mr. Grady called each student up to the stage and gravely presented them with their diploma. As they crossed the stage in front of the assembled faculty and staff, each student tended to respond differently...some stopping to shake teachers' hands or to hug a particular teacher, some red-faced and shy, literally racing to get off the stage. As Tara, the first of my witches was called, she strode up on the stage with the same defiant, proud manner that she had first charged into my class with. She accepted her diploma and Grady's words of congratulation with the most cursory of nods and then as she crossed the stage, stopped and gave me a furious hug.
I groaned inwardly as I felt her body press against mine, feeling almost naked under the robe, a feeling she confirmed as she whispered in my ear, "I'm not wearing anything under this robe. I want you and in the full moon of the Esbat, I shall have you, Mr. Rob!" Blood rushed to my cock...her words filling me with desire.
Her lips brushed my cheek and she smiled sweetly at me and moved on. I prayed that my sudden erection wasn't that noticeable and tried to act as if everything was normal. I tried to will my hard-on away, but if I was having any success, it was in vain when Lisa was called up to the stage. Again, she took her diploma, barely acknowledging Mr. Grady's existence and came over and gave me a powerful hug.
In my ear, Lisa's tongue flicked out and then she whispered, "I'm naked and wet for you under this robe, Mr. Rob! I want you and in the full moon of the Esbat, I shall have you!" She too kissed me on the cheek and she gave me a heartbreakingly tender smile. My erection was throbbing angrily and I knew if I looked down, I'd see a huge bulge, threatening to rip through my trousers.
The last person called to the stage was Ashley and I could feel my heart pounding as she took her diploma from Mr. Grady without a backward glance, looked out at the audience and waved at her family and then came to me and hugged me fiercely.
Her body seemed to melt against mine...there seemed to be an incredible amount of heat emanating from her body. I could smell her lust. She kissed my cheek. In my ear, she said in a husky whisper that screamed desire, "My time to become a woman is now...I choose you. I want you and in the full moon of the Esbat, I shall have you, Mr. Rob!" She kissed my cheek again, her lips on fire and then stepped back and looked at me with such purpose and power...for a second it was as if we both stood there naked, the world shrunk down to just us two and our need...our lust...our hunger for each other was palpable.
The moment passed in a heartbeat or an eternity...I'm not sure. Then Ashley spoke, "Remember, Mr. Rob. Your reward will be threefold...in the full moon of the Esbat, it will be threefold." Ashley smiled and strode across the stage and returned to her seat.

I did my best not to begin trembling or to cum in my trousers as Grady made a few last remarks and then declared 'these assembled students, graduated." There followed the usual cheers and throwing of graduation caps and then everyone retired to the school cafeteria for the reception. I took a few minutes to bring myself under control...my penis grudgingly wilting to a half erection...its recovery seeming imminent.
At the reception, I accepted the heartfelt thanks of a few parents, most noticeably a few of the jocks who had their athletic eligibility restored thanks to passing my class. Then Lisa bounded up, her parents in tow. Both looked like proud parents...I recognized in them the same characteristics of factory workers that my parents had had. They thanked me with accents that marked them as descendents of Polish immigrants...a trace left even after several generations in America. They thanked me profusely for getting their daughter through graduation. I accepted their thanks humbly and gave all the credit to Lisa, who beamed at me.
As they left, Lisa glancing back to give me a saucy wink, Ashley came up with her parents...slightly bewildered farmers who looked uncomfortable being dressed up in Sunday best and inside. Both gave me curt thanks, the father glumly adding, "We didn't think she'd ever get anywhere once she took up with this witchery foolishness." Ashley rolled her eyes and blushed. I tried to blunt any possible argument within the family by assuring them that I had every confidence in the world that Ashley would make her mark...that indeed, she was one of the brightest students I had ever had the pleasure of teaching and my hat was off to them for raising such a fine daughter. Ashley beamed at me, and mouthed the words, "Thank you." Even her parents smiled at my words of praise.
Finally, Tara arrived holding hands with a woman who had to be her mother. "Mr. Rob, I'd like you to meet my mom, Sara," she said, taking my hand in hers, linking the three of us. I might have imagined it, but there was a bit of an electrical charge that ran through all of us. I knew what Tara would look like in thirty years or so. Her mother was a big, voluptuous woman, big both in bosom and butt and a solid waist. The term "Earth Mother" passed through my mind. Tara had inherited her mother's brilliant eyes and she was a beautiful woman. She wore a long, flowing dress of many colors and from the pendant around her neck, I assumed that I knew where Tara's Wiccan ideas had come from.
"Mr. Rob, Merry met," said Tara's mother. She extended her free hand and I took it...forming us into one circle. "I've heard so much about you...I wanted to thank you for being so...open-minded." Her eyes seemed to pierce right through me...peering into my very soul. She had a funny smile on her face and I felt like I had no secrets from her.
"Your daughter marches to her own drummer," I replied. "There's nothing wrong with that. We all have to find our own way."
That seemed to please Sara. "Well said. Still, it's refreshing to find someone who doesn't condemn us for the path we walk." She looked at her daughter. "Even though Tara seems determined to explore new paths to the Craft." There was a slight tone of chastisement in her voice, as well as amusement.
Tara smiled back at her and then said, "We all walk along as the Lady wills it, Mom. And right now, I need to walk a path and find Lisa and Ashley." She let go of both our hands and slipped off through the crowd.
Sara took my now free hand and studied me closely. Again, her brilliant blue eyes seemed to bore through me...searching for truth. Finally she nodded. "My daughter's judgment is true...even if her path is not clear to me. "You are a good man, Mr. Rob...let your heart guide you and may the Lady clear any doubt from your soul Know that in what lies ahead, you have my blessing.. Mayhap, we will meet again." She leaned in, her enormous bosom rubbing against my chest and kissed me quickly on the lips. "Merry met and merry parted." She left me there wondering what had just happened.
After about thirty minutes, folks began to drift off. I helped my fellow teachers clean up, got another handshake from Mr. Grady for a job well done and the school year was over...just like that. I returned to my classroom, picked up a box of items I was taking home and headed for the parking lot. Mine was the only car left. As I approached my old Ford clunker, out of the shadows stepped Tara and Lisa, still in their graduation gowns. I stopped...my heart beginning to pound.
"Girls...ladies...what can I do for you?"
Lisa pointed at the sky. "It is the full moon, Mr. Rob...the night of the Esbat and we've come to take you," Lisa said quietly
Tara walked up to me and took the box out of my hands and handed it to Lisa. "We're here for you, Mr. Rob...it's time," Tara whispered as she crushed her luscious body against mine and kissed me...her tongue spearing into my mouth. We kissed passionately...I felt her hands in my pockets...fishing out my car keys and caressing my cock.
Tara broke the kiss and Lisa took my hand and led me to the passenger seat of my car. I started to speak, but Lisa put fingers to my lips and smiling, said, "Shhhh...it is time....we've come to take you to the Esbat." As Tara climbed behind the wheel of my car, Lisa climbed into my lap, straddling me, her lips finding mine...kissing me as she pressed her long, lithe body against mine. Her fingers played across my chest, unbuttoning my shirt and then scratching nails softly against my skin, finding my hardened nipples and flicking and pinching them. I heard a zipper and then Lisa was naked against me, her button nipples hard and rubbery...her skin soft and on fire.
Lisa hunched over me, her movements mesmerizing me as our tongues danced and my hands roamed over her body, cupping her tight butt cheeks. I suddenly realized that somehow she had gotten my belt undone and my pants and shorts pushed down around my ankles. My cock was pressed between us...her skin fiery and delicious against my erect penis. Lisa seemed to climb me and then my cock was pressing lengthwise against her pussy...her bare labia embracing my cock with her heat and wetness while her trimmed muff tickled the very tip of my throbbing meat. Our kiss ended and she guided my lips to her nipples, sighing as I rolled my tongue over her hard little buttons, lips encircling to suck them, my teeth playfully nipping at them.
"We're here," Tara suddenly announced. I looked up and find us in the drive of an old farmhouse. I didn't even remember us moving. "This belonged to my grandparents...it belongs to Mom and me, now." She opened up the door and climbed out. Lisa climbed out as well, helping me shed my shoes and my clothes. When I stepped out of the car, Tara greeted me, now naked herself...gloriously naked...her breasts heaving with excitement, her huge, meaty nipples standing up. Her heavy tits pressed against my body as she kissed me...her hand wrapping around my cock and stroking it slowly.
"Let us go to the Esbat...Ashley awaits us there," Tara whispered. I found myself mute...unable to totally comprehend what was going on around me...allowing my lust and desire to lead me just as Tara and Lisa now led me. We did not go towards the old farmhouse, but instead stepped onto a path leading into the woods. The full moon, fat and bright above us lit the path well. Flashes of heat lightning also helped illuminate our path. Lisa and Tara seemed to be chanting...mostly in a language I didn't understand, but I caught some snatches of song about "the Lady." The words seem to wash over me, wrapping my desire and lust in a blanket of calm and reassurance. Part of me knew that I, an forty-five year old divorced teacher was walking naked alongside two beautiful, enchanting nude eighteen year old women through a patch of woods, but it all seemed appropriate...it all seemed as if things were they way they should be.
Their voices were soon joined by another...I recognized the angelic voice of Ashley and felt my cock swell a little. We stepped into a clearing lit by many candles and I took in several incredible sights. Blocking our path, stood Tara's mother, Sara...naked as we were...her fleshy body incredibly erotic...a breeze blowing her long, curly black hair around her shoulders. Her body was amazingly similar to her daughters...her thick, meaty breasts slung low across her chest, capped by huge nipples larger than her daughters and between her legs a literal forest of black pubic hair...strands reaching up her belly.
Beyond Tara's mother, in the center of the clearing was a small knoll...an earthen bed or altar, now covered in linens, pillows and flowers. In front of the earthen bed, stood Ashley, naked and glorious, looking like a goddess...her perfect body glistening with oil. Her large, upright breasts heaved with desire...her nipples standing out, hard and long.
"This be the Esbat," intoned Sara, her voice merry. "Come forth and be purified." She held up a large water pitcher and I realized that beside her a little spring bubbled forth from a rock outcropping. Lisa stepped forth and began to chant as Sara poured water over her, once, twice, three times. Lisa's long naked form glistened in the moonlight and I could smell the scents of flowers and bath oil. Tara followed and her mother poured water from the spring over her head, showering down three times from the spring until her body glistened
Lisa and Tara led me forward and Sara smiled gently at me. "Be welcome to the Esbat, may your soul be nourished and enlightenment be yours." She poured fresh water from the spring over me...icy cold water that drove the breath from my body. I expected my erection to wither away in the cold water, but with each dousing, I felt my cock throb and stand a little stiffer until it was literally slapping my stomach...something I hadn't experienced in years.
Lisa and Tara led me towards the altar and Ashley. She too glistened from the bath oils...her hair almost blown dry by the gentle breeze. She held out her arms and said, "Let all be witness...I have chosen this man...this gentle, wise man to be my first...to be the conduit by which I hope to touch all the universe and to know the embrace of the Lady and the Lord." Ashley climbed onto the earthen altar, laying back and spreading her long, shapely legs. She said in almost a whisper, "Do you accept this gift...my virginity, on behalf of the Lord and the Lady?"
I felt lost and unsure, but my heart urged me to reply, "I do," I said in a hoarse whisper.
Lisa and Tara urged me forward, helping me climb onto the altar...their hands stroked my body, leading me on until I climbed between Ashley's thighs. Bath oil, sweat and her body's lust wafted up and filled my nostrils...making me heady with desire.
Ashley held out her arms and I slowly rested myself on top of her warm, slick body...feeling her long, hard nipples rubbing against my chest as my weight flattened out her full breasts...feeling her velvety thighs rising up, her legs rising into the air. I kissed her then, on the mouth, pressing my tongue into her mouth with an urgent need second only to the need to sink my flesh deep into her own. Tara's hand slipped between our bodies and guided my aching cock to the mouth of Ashley's vagina. Tara was chanting as was Lisa and I think, Sara...words of invocation, urging the Lady to bless this union...this sacrifice, this act of primal love.
Ashley broke the kiss...her lips brushing mine and whispered, "Please, Mr. Rob...now...make love to me now!" With a groan, I thrust into her as she flung her pussy upwards. She was incredibly wet and tight and hot...like sinking into pleasure itself. I buried my cock into that eighteen year old virgin pussy...meeting resistance and then breaking through her hymen with a steady, hungry thrust.
Ashley's body arched against mine and she cried out..."For the Lady...I offer this, my most sacred gift!" She screamed as I tore through her cherry...a brief warm flow of blood, coating my cock as I continued to sink all my aching hardness into her wonderful velvet warmth.
As I felt myself fully inside her...my pubic hair grinding against her naked cunt, an incredible hunger swept through me...almost electric...the hairs on my arm stood up. Ashley convulsed, her hazel eyes snapping open wide...her legs wrapped around my hips and she pulled me to her with her arms. "Ohhhh, Goddess!" she moaned. "Take me, lover...fuck meee!"
Like animals in heat, we exploded into a furious mating...kissing, biting, sucking as our joined groins slammed hungrily into each other. It seemed as if we were suddenly in a whirlwind...a thunderstorm...lust exploding and arching off of us like lightning bolts. My cock was like a jackhammer, pounding into her pussy, attempting to go deeper into her clasping womb...pleasure coursed through my cock as never before...taking me to the edge of orgasm, but not letting me cross over. I tried to slow down, not wanting to cum too soon, but Ashley wouldn't let me...in truth, I couldn't stop. It was as if her very flesh...the wet, fiery folds of her hot cunt demanded me to continue.



Around us came the chanting of the other witches...urging the blessings of the Lady and the Lord. As their voices grew stronger...so did our lust and need. We became more than two people making love...we became sexual love incarnate...became the very icons of lust...every mating that had ever been between man and woman...it was as if we had become the gods themselves...finally understanding the urges that drove Zeus to carnal madness...that made Venus love in the flesh. We were the Lord and the Lady...their divine love manifested in our lustful human flesh.
Ashley bucked against me...her first cock induced orgasm coursing through her body...her pussy clamping down, milking me, demanding my semen, but I found myself unable to release...instead, continuing to bury my huge, throbbing penis into her wonderful wet heat. Ashley came again, crying out my name, crying out to the Lady, to Tara and Lisa. She dragged nails down my back as her heels dug into the cheeks of my ass, trying to get me deeper inside her. She cupped her breasts together, urging, offering me her long, erect nipples to suck and bite.
Ashley sobbed with pain and delight as I nipped and teased her elongated stiff nips with my teeth...my tongue rolling over the rubbery points. The heat between her legs seeming impossibly to grow even stronger...her liquid fire allowing me to plunge even harder into her pussy. Ashley flung herself against me, grinding her pelvis against my groin even as her heels dug into my asscheeks, urging me deeper.
"Fuck me, Mr. Rob! Please...make me cum again...I love your cock...dreamed of it...LOVE YOUR AAGHHHH COCKKK!" She orgasmed again, her pussy muscles becoming a velvet vise around my erection and I couldn't hold back. I thrust as deep into her newly deflowered womb and with a roar, exploded inside the young woman. It was as if a dam had burst. I pumped heavy spurt after heavy spurt of my seed into Ashley's pussy, triggering an even more explosive orgasm in my eighteen year old lover.
Again, the world seemed to reduce to just us...wrapped up in the magic and power of our beautiful orgasm. Ashley's hazel colored eyes were filled with tears, but there was an angelic smile on her face as we stared intently at each other as our mutual orgasm seemed to go on and on and on. Even as we kissed, tongues dancing happily together, we kept our eyes open and it seemed as if we could see into each other's souls and beyond. As I stared into Ashley's eyes, it seemed that more than just she stared back. Inherent in her seemed to be the very essence of what makes a woman...one some instinctual level, I knew that within Ashley's loving body, the Lady herself now resided...sharing what we had shared, making it even more intense. I felt tears flowing down my face. I knew that this was one of the rare moments that one has a glimpse of heaven. For the briefest of ecstatic moments, I was one with everything...and then too soon, the moment slipped away.
I gave my young lover one last minute thrust, making her gasp and then we slipped back into the real world...becoming aware of Tara and Lisa caressing our sweaty slick bodies as their chant began to fade. Ashley broke into sobs even as she hugged me to her, her twat still milking my cock for the remnants of my semen. Her lips pressed against mine and we kissed.
When we parted, I eased off her, rolling over and sitting up, only to find myself with a lapful of Lisa...naked and ferocious. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched as Tara and Ashley embraced, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. I suddenly realized that my erection had not faded...the realization brought home as Lisa climbed my pole and with her hand guided my stiff cock, coated with Ashley's virginal blood and our mixed love cream, into her sopping wet pussy.
"On this holy night, the night of the Esbat, I will have you, Mr. Rob!" moaned Lisa, wrapping her long, willowy limbs around my sweaty body and sliding down my hard pole...her warmth swallowing my meat happily, taking all my cock inside her sweet sugar puss.
Lisa cooed with contentment as she wiggled her slender bottom against my lap, grinding her neatly trimmed bush against my curly pubic hair. Her cunt was a furnace of pulsing desire, massaging my penis. "I knew I'd love your cock, Mr. Rob!" she giggled as we began to rock together. We kissed and embraced, the hard little buttons on her breasts rubbing deliciously against my chest. My hands cupped her tight, taut asscheeks, helping work her up and down on my dick. I could hardly believe how incredibly slick and tight Lisa's cunt felt as I worked my cock back and forth. Lisa worked her ass hard, trying to corkscrew up and down on my throbbing dick.
Again, it seemed as if something slipped inside us...making us more than mere mortal flesh. Flickers of heat lightning seemed to be reflecting off our skin...electrical energy seemed to leap between us with every rocking thrust and wiggle we made. Lisa shifted slightly and then gasped as I sank a little deeper into her womb. "Ohhhh, Mr. Rob. I love you...I love your hard cock...oh blessed Lady, I love it soooo!" Lisa suddenly sobbed and I felt a fresh flow of fiery juices coat my cock and knew that she was about to orgasm. Lisa pressed her lips against my neck, kissing and nuzzling my skin...her tongue coming out to tease and play. She groaned as I throbbed inside her.
I glanced over to check on Ashley and almost came as I watched her writhe in orgasm as Tara's face bobbed between Ashley's thighs, tonguing my semen out of Ashley's bare twat. Both glowed with sexual power, their skin gleaming with erotic energy.
I became aware of another voice raising praises to the Lady and glancing over towards the path we had traveled, was amazed to see Tara's mother, naked and beautiful, chanting as she watched our holy and carnal display. She looked at us with wonder and desire, her hands running over her own aroused body. She seemed both amazed and in awe of the carnal ceremony her young daughter and friends were engaged in.
Lisa's moans of joy brought me back to her, her tight pussy massaging up and down on my cock, making me moan in turn as her soft, burning flesh rubbed against my throbbing meat. We kissed again and our ecstasy grew as long minutes of sweet, slow fucking passed. We rocked back and forth, each subtle movement of our joined groins making us almost swoon with erotic pleasure. My young lover's moans and sighs began to grow louder and more insistent. Lisa ground herself down on my penis, her cunt muscles tightening as she approached orgasm.
An incredible burst of heat lightning illuminated the pale, creamy skin of my lover as she suddenly broke our kiss and threw her head back and screamed in pleasure, her long, unruly hair sailing all about as she began to orgasm. Her legs tightening around my waist even as her cunt clamped down tight around my cock, urging successfully to make me cum.
I cried out with her and again, could scarcely believe the amount of semen I flooded her young pussy with. I sobbed and sucked Lisa's turgid button nipples as jet after jet of my seed bathed the insides of Lisa's young pussy. Lisa sobbing, cried out, "Yes! Give me your blessed seed. Fill me with your sperm, Mr. Rob!"
Again, it seemed as if an age passed as Lisa milked me of all the semen I could offer. As her orgasm passed, she rocked back and forth on my cock as her wonderfully tight twat squeezed my cock dry, a small, mysterious smile on her face mixed with occasional expressions of ecstasy as orgasmic aftershocks raced through her body.
Finally, with a small sigh, Lisa slipped off me and we both collapsed onto our backs on top of the altar-like knoll. Immediately, Ashley appeared, first kissing me and then Lisa. She began to trail kissed down Lisa's slender form, stopping to swirl her tongue around Lisa's button nipples and then down across her flat belly and then running her tongue through Lisa's neatly trimmed muff and then between her spread labia and into Lisa's semen filled pussy.
My attention was diverted by the appearance of Tara, her long fingernails running up my leg as she approached me. Her breasts, upper chest and neck were bright red with a sexual flush...her heavy, meaty breasts heaving with excitement, thick nipples swollen and hard, betraying her desire and need. Tara's nails trailed across my thigh and into my crotch. "Are you ready for me, Mr. Rob? Have you dreamed of this? I have...I've dreamed of having this big monster in my pussy...making me cum...making me complete...filling me up with your blessed seed."
I was ready. I could scarcely believe that for the second time in a week, I was sporting an erection that just wouldn't go away. It throbbed as Tara slowly lowered her head towards my cock until I could feel her hot breath. Tara giggled as she pressed her lips against the crown of my penis and then opening her mouth, flicked out her tongue and ran it around my cock-head, licking Lisa's pussy cream and my spunk off my cock, making me groan with pleasure. Tara licked and sucked my cock until I thought I would go insane with pleasure and then when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, she rose up and climbed on top of me...her meaty tits bouncing and swaying as she straddled me.
"Are you ready, Mr. Rob? Are you ready to be fucked? Goddess, I've dreamed of you for so long!" She began to lower herself down, the hair of her thick, wild bush brushing the sensitive crown of my cock and then, the most incredible silky warmth as Tara lowered herself onto me...sliding her cunt down around my cock. "Oooooohhh, Mr. Rob! So big...so hard...so sweet! I...oh yesssss!"
Tara was already in the throes of orgasm by the time she had completely impaled herself on my long, hard dick. Her whole body shivered with carnal delight, making her large tits bounce and quiver as her fingernails scratched across my chest. Tara's full upper lip curled nastily as she ground herself down, trying to get me ever deeper inside her warm, clasping cunt.
I could nothing but enjoy the sweet sensation of my third eighteen year old lover's wet and wonderful pussy bathing my cock in her steamy cunt cream. Finally, squatting on my cock, my voluptuous girl began to move, slowly at first, but with steadily mounting speed until Tara was pistoning up and down on my swollen penis, her sugar walls clinging sweetly to my dick, jammed and swollen in her pussy. Her hands pulled my hands to her heaving, bouncing breasts, urging me to squeeze and maul her meaty flesh and to pinch and pull her thick nipples.
Again, I felt my lover and myself filled with a powerful spirit, becoming more than human...again becoming sex incarnate. Tara crowed with joy and pleasure, her back arching in orgasmic pleasure, becoming more than Tara even as I became more than myself. We became the avatars of the gods themselves, allowing the Lady and the Lord to experience earthly pleasure. Above us, the sky began to crackle with lightning and the wind rose, sweeping Tara's long black hair around and around as she rode me...rode my throbbing penis up and down around her fiery, steamy pussy.
Tara's brilliant blue eyes flashed lighting and it seemed that bolts of electricity were striking us, each bringing more intense orgasmic pleasure than the one before. Then the whole world disappeared in a white, electric flash, leaving only Tara and I alone in the universe, wrapped in erotic explosions of pleasure...Tara and the Goddess becoming one as Tara's orgasm exploded into being, wracking her body with carnal convulsions as her wet, velvet cunt clamped down around my cock
Tara gasped out in a voice both hers and not hers, "Now, my love...my Lord, now, fill me with your seed! Make me...ohhhh, make me complete!"
With an unearthly roar, I thrust up into Tara's womb and let go, surrendering to my own orgasm and began to fill her with thick wad after thick wad of my white hot semen. Tara's orgasm went to a new level...becoming an inferno of carnality, arching her back as she surrendered herself to the pleasure. My orgasm became so intense I think I actually blacked out for a few seconds. When I came to myself again, Tara and I were back in the world, Tara astride me on the altar, milking my cock with her sweet cunt, but we were not alone. Sara had moved up beside us, running her hands over our joined bodies. Awareness crept back into Tara's eyes and she looked at her mother and moaned, "Momma!" and then mother and daughter were kissing passionately as I surrendered the last of my semen to Tara's demanding pussy.
Ashley and Lisa appeared and helped ease Tara off me, her pussy slipping free of my erection with a wet sucking noise. They eased their friend back and began to lovingly shower her body with kisses.
Incredibly, my cock still waved stiffly and proudly in the air, coated thickly with Tara's cunt cream and my sperm. "By the Lady, Merry met, Mr. Rob!" gasped Tara's mother. She ducked her head down and began licking my cock clean. My eyes widened, both from the pleasure of Sara's knowledgeable tongue and from the realization of her feeding not only on my seed, but her own daughter's juices.
Sara finally rose from my cock, her lips smeared with love cream and kissed me then, sharing the taste of Tara's and my love. Her hands urged me up as she pressed her naked, soft flesh against mine, then twisting and turning us until I was between her wide spread legs. The gorgeous, full figured woman thrust herself against me, rubbing her sex against my aching member.
"Momma," moaned Tara, she and the others looking at us in amazement. "You mean, you're going to join..."
Sara reached out one hand to her daughter. "By the Lady, I confess I don't totally understand your magic, but one learns by doing...and who better to show me than a teacher!" She laughed at her joke as did the girls, then Sara reached up with her free hand and stroked my face. "Make love to me...fuck me, Mr. Rob...take me to where you took the girls!" She hunched herself against me again, her furry bush tickling my sensitive cock, giving me hints of her wetness...of her desire.
My head seemed suddenly dizzy with lust and with a snarl, I thrust myself into Sara's welcoming pussy. She was wet with lust herself and while not nearly as tight as the young girls around us, Tara's mother demonstrated quickly that she had total mastery of her cunt muscles as well as many years knowledge of how to move underneath a man to give both him and her pleasure.
We immediately surrendered ourselves to the magical passion of the moment, becoming lusty creatures opening ourselves up to the rapturous pleasures that we could offer each other. I plunged in and out of her incredible steaming cunt, reveling in the sweet sensations her velvet puss had to offer. Sara cupped her breasts, pulling one upwards so she could suck her own meaty nipple and then offering it to me and crying out with pleasure when I bit it and then sucked hungrily on the thick, meaty digit.
Around us, my three witches began to chant, even as their hands roamed eagerly over our sweaty, trembling bodies. Hands stroked my back, Sara's breasts, my butt cheeks, Sara's widespread legs. Fingers slipped between our wet bodies to caress and stroke Sara and I where we were joined together, cock and pussy. Their words were again mostly unknown to me, invoking the power and love of the Lady and as I fucked Sara with all my heart and joy, again that sensation of energy...of possession came over me, Sara's bright blue eyes, so much like her daughter's, seemed to possess more than one soul. Part of me wanted to simply weep with joy at the beauty I beheld there, part of me was consumed with the lusty desire to make this beautiful woman cum and cum and cum again.
Sara raised her meaty, but shapely legs to tighten her hold on me, digging her heels into my butt to urge me on, urging me to fuck her deeper, to fuck her faster and to fuck her harder. Like great water filled balloons, Sara's great, meaty tits bounced and rolled across her chest, her unruly, hairy muff tangled with my pubic hairs, pulling and catching, our bodies slammed and slipped against each other with wet, sweaty smacks. The sweet aroma of her aroused pussy wafted into my nostrils, filling me with even more hungry desire to bury my aching cock deep within her wet, fiery cunt...to lose myself within her steamy womb.
Lightning again exploded in the sky...as the heat lightning yielded to the power of a storm. I braced myself for a torrential downpour, but instead, we found ourselves being anointed with a gentle, warm rain that fell soothingly on our naked, writhing bodies, doing nothing to abate our magical passion for each other.
I surrendered myself to whatever possessed me, becoming oblivious to everything, but the beautiful woman underneath me and my mission to bring us both to an earth shattering climax and of the lovely trio of witches that were embracing us, offering us pleasure with their hands and their kisses. I was blind in my ecstasy, but each time a mouth joined mine, I instinctively knew if it were Sara, Lisa, Ashley or Tara.
On and one we continued to fuck, Sara's loud cries and sobs of pleasure spurring me on, her warm, voluptuous body and my cock buried in her clasping, sopping wet pussy, the only constants in my universe. We were ourselves and yet others...again serving as vessels that the Lady and Lord could use to become love and passion in the flesh. Time seemed to stand still...we existed in one pure moment of complete love and passion.
How much time actually passed, I have no idea...maybe minutes, maybe hours. Just when I began to believe that our erotic pleasure would never end, Sara convulsed with a powerful orgasmic shudder and screamed into the stormy night as her body flung upwards, taking me as deep as I could go into her womb. Her sweet, hot love juices bathed my cock and as her cunt muscles wrapped themselves around my dick, enveloping me in her sweet, velvety folds of cunt flesh, I screamed my pleasure into the night as well and ejaculated a huge load of semen into Sara's welcoming, motherly cunt.
We held each other tight, hanging on to each other as we rode our mutual orgasm for what seemed close to another eternity...pleasure that seemed to simply go on with end...my cock throbbing with a sweet ache that only can come from sating one's own sexual appetites completely.
Exhausted, I slipped off Sara, kissing her until I absolutely had to begin gasping for air. Never had I felt so tired or so completely satisfied. My three witches now swarmed over Sara's still trembling body, showering her with kisses. The rain faded away as did the clouds. Just above the trees I could see the full moon descending...so radiant and beautiful...it's brilliant light echoing the beautiful energy of our lovemaking. I couldn't keep my eyes open. As sleep overtook me, I turned to see my three young witches making love to Tara's mother...my last sight being Tara kneeling between her mother's spread-eagled legs, her tongue licking up a thick streamer of my semen from her mother's pussy.
#
I awoke in softness, a high roof over my head. As I became more aware, I realized I was in a huge bed, covered up with a soft, homemade quilt and the warm, soft bodies of more than one woman Dark blonde hair peeked out from the quilt...Ashley lay sleeping on top of me. Cuddled up to me, her meaty breasts, mashing into my arm was Tara, softly snoring. One the other side of me, Sara lay, her head propped up my one hand smiling at me. I felt someone's warm breath on my stomach and understood where Lisa was.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Rob," said Sara. "We've slept the day away." She leaned in and kissed me, her tongue rolling over my lips until I opened my mouth, joining my tongue to hers. "I never thanked you for last night...that was...something else."



"What did happen...I mean...thank you too, you were wonderful...you all were. But...what happened?"
Sara frowned slightly and bit her lower lip with what I suddenly realized was a gorgeous overbite. "I'm not sure myself and I'm a priestess of the Lady. We call the night of the full moon, the Esbat...a holy night and the most optimum time for magic, but I think my daughter and her friends have been traveling down roads, I've barely ever explored."
"You mean sex magic?" I said. I felt tired, but in a good way...the way you do after working hard at something you love or value...or like after incredible sex.
"Yes...I suppose. I've done sex magic before, but nothing like this...nothing that so invoked the power of the Lady and her consort." She blushed and smiled. "It changed me...everything seems a little more clearly now...I'm understanding...perceiving the world a little more clearly."
She nodded at the mass of dark blonde hair under the quilt. "I suspect it was even more powerful for her. Ashley offered up a great gift and I suspect we saw the birth of a future great witch and priestess. I've always felt that the Lady has great things in store for her, and my Tara and for Lisa."
Sara laughed. "Leave it to my lusty daughter to find a way to make it incredibly pleasurable and sexy in the process." Sara shivered then and I sensed she was thinking back to last night and what had occurred. I perceived that she and her daughter had crossed into other virgin territory last night and that it excited her. I suddenly realized that the world was different to me as well. Even in this bedroom, the world seemed more vibrant and alive
"What happens now?" I asked.
"I don't know," replied Sara. "Things will unfold as the Lady wills it." She reached out and stroked my face. "But, I believe that we have only begun, you and I and the girls. We've started down a path to an unknown future, but we will walk it together and I think there will be others to join us." Sara took my hand and placed it against her belly. Maybe it was the power of suggestion, but I felt...sensed the powerful pulse of new life there."
With wide eyes, I looked at Sara in amazement. "You mean...last night, we made a...."
Sara nodded, smiling a mysterious, motherly smile. "I think so...I...whatever changed us last night...I just know. Do you...are you okay with this?"
I nodded, barely able to restrain myself from jumping up and shouting for joy.
Sara said, "Good." She nodded her head towards the girls. "That's good, because I think I might not be the only one!" She again laughed. "Don't worry, Mr. Rob...I know you'll be a good father." She leaned in and kissed me. "Better take your vitamins, lover...you're going to be a busy husband and father."
"I can't wait," I almost shouted. Maybe it was what happened last night...but I felt completely content...as if I had been lost for years and now at last had come home..
"Shhhh! You'll wake the girls!" teased Sara.
I felt a shift of weight on my stomach and then a delicious sensation of wet and juicy lips on my weary, but willing and stiffening cock. Fingers began to caress my skin and we heard giggling from Ashley and Tara as Lisa began to suck my cock back to a full erection.
"Might as well lie back and enjoy it, Mr. Rob!" giggled Tara, rising up and kissing me as I felt Ashley slip downward, her sweet, soft skin rubbing deliciously against mine. "I warned you a long time ago...you're under our spell now, isn't he, Mom?"
Sara smiled. "Oh yes...you've fallen in with a coven of sexy, shameless witches, Mr. Rob and there's no escape."
I groaned as Ashley's tongue joined with Lisa rolling around my cockhead and running up and down my shaft. "I...mmmm...I can't think of anyplace I'd rather be." Both mother and daughter laughed and then Tara ducked underneath the covers as Sara kissed me again.
Ashley had told me that all gifts are returned three fold. She was wrong...the gifts that had come to me since I met my witches were too many to count. My life as I had known it was over...a new life, a new road beckoned and I couldn't wait to see where it would go.
The End?
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Prologue:
Once again, picture a windowless room, twelve feet by twelve feet, Spartan in appearance and in accommodations. A plain wooden chair, a small refrigerator and a queen sized bed...a small shower alcove and nothing else. A steel door locked from outside. In short, a room with no escape, save through enlightenment. Many have and will call me insane, mad, a twisted pervert. Perhaps...or perhaps I am simply a teacher...an illuminator in the darkness...a guide to allowing one to reach and achieve all that is possible.
The Second: Anita, Joe and Molly.
Picture the room again with three people sleeping on the bed. One is
Anita, a woman of forty years of age. Honey colored hair, cut short. She is a woman with a body that edges towards voluptuousness. Anita possesses solid, weighty 38 DD breasts...a stomach thickening from age and childbirth and an ass and legs that are still tight and shapely from arduous workouts. Pink panties hide her sweetest treasure, a thick lipped pussy, shaved bare save for a short fluff of honey brown muff pointing downward to heaven's gate.
The second individual is Anita's husband, Joe. He is a forty-one year old man, healthy, tall and muscled, with a healthy bulge in his boxer shorts. He wears his black hair short as befits a policeman. He and Anita have been married twenty years.
The last sleeping individual is their daughter, Molly. She turned eighteen the day I had them brought to the I-Room. She has a slim, athletic build. She has her mother's face, but her body is different. Her breasts will never be as large as her mother's...right now being the size of small melons...34C. Her legs are muscular, her butt firm, tight and high as only a young woman's ass can be. A few wisps of pubic hair do nothing to hide her nubile cunt concealed behind virginal, white cotton panties.
This will be a decidedly different experiment than Joanna and Danny. Anita and Joe are very active sexually. Monitoring has revealed they engaged in some sort of sex every day over a thirty day period. Even during menstruation, Anita would engage in oral or anal sex with Joe. The couple also enjoys an open marriage. Joe delights in "scoring" with women he meets in the course of his duties. He is an honest policeman, but is known as a cockhound for women of all ages. Anita, a teacher, is not quite as promiscuous, but carries on several affairs, notably a male colleague, a female colleague and her daughter, and several former students. Anita delights in lesbian sex. Molly is at eighteen, still a virgin. A rather shy and studious girl, she has experimented very little with sex...no boy has ever gotten farther than copping a tentative feel of her perky breasts. Lastly, investigating Anita's past reveals some very interesting secrets that may come into play during their time here.
Molly wakes first. She stirs, realizing that she is lying between her mother and father. She realizes that except for her panties, she is naked. She sits up, folding her arms over her young breasts to cover them. Molly realizes she...they are in a strange room. "Mom? Daddy? Wake up!" There is teary panic in her voice.
Anita opens her eyes at the sound of her daughter's panicked voice. Taking in her own near nakedness and that of her daughter's and the Spartan surroundings, she sits up quickly. "What the fuck is going on?" Anita possesses a sweet and sexy voice, full of smoke and reminiscent of the wonderful actress, Lauren Bacall and when outside of school uses a vocabulary that would make a sailor proud. Anita reaches over to shake Joe, even as her daughter scurries to her. "Joe, wake up!" There is fear in her voice, but also anger. There is an incredible vitality to Anita...a sense of a carnal lioness.
Joe wakes up and there is all the expected fear and confusion. Joe, his training kicking in, roams the room, seeking clues for escape. His eyes cannot help but glide over both mother and daughter. Molly backs herself into a corner, arms crossed over her chest in a vain attempt to conceal them. Anita's breasts bounce hypnotically as she strides back and forth. Finally, I introduce myself.
"REMAIN CALM. YOU WILL NOT BE HARMED. YOU WILL SIMPLY BE MY GUESTS FOR A SHORT WHILE."
"Who the fuck are you?" Anita demands. "What do you want with us?"
I smile as I reply, "I AM KNOWN BY SOME AS...THE CREEP. THAT NAME WILL SERVE. YOU...YOU ARE HERE TO LEARN."
Joe's face pales slightly at my title. He has heard of Joanna and Danny's case. He quietly briefs his family on what little he knows. Mother and son, held captive for three weeks...released unharmed with little idea why they were imprisoned. Joe turns slightly red as he mentions, "There were suggestions...suspicions that he was attempting to get them to have sex."
Both Joe and Anita glance at their daughter who seems stunned by that revelation. Both of them gaze appreciatively at her young, lithe body. The bulge in Joe's shorts swell noticeably. Anita licks her lips instinctively as if considering what Molly might taste like, but shakes her head.
"You...fucking creep! You want us to screw our daughter!" Anita flips her middle finger up at the ceiling. I can't help but grin. I like Anita's style. She's feisty.
"YOU ARE HERE TO LEARN ABOUT YOURSELVES AND EACH OTHER. ONLY YOU DETERMINE THE PATH YOU FOLLOW." Anita responds with a profanity laced rant that would make a sailor blush. I remain silent, enjoying her tirade.
They talk, eat and sleep. Joe investigates the room, determined to find a way out. He is very competent, but there is no escape. Molly says little and stays either curled up on the bed or stands in a corner, her arms constantly folded over her breasts.
Early during their second day, Molly's efforts to remain modest get on Anita's nerves. "Molly, quit it!" she snaps. "You've got boobs...your Daddy knows it, just be natural and relax." Molly sniffles but finally lowers her hands, face blazing red. She is lovely with her firm, pert breasts, similar to her mother's only by the long, dime sized nipples both possess surrounded by large, puffy aureoles.
By afternoon, all are more relaxed about their partial nudity. Joe and Molly have gotten used to the other taking more than a quick glance. All three are uncomfortable in their underwear...now having worn them roughly three days. All have discovered that the shower works and have availed themselves of it.
Anita, dripping wet from the shower, begins to step into her soiled panties, then curses and throws them in a corner. She looks up at the ceiling and again flips me a bird. "Are you happy, Creep? Getting your rocks off now?" She rubs her cunt with her palm, splitting her labia apart. "This the show you wanted?"
"Mommy!" Molly's cry comes out as a scared sob. She stares amazed at her Mom's angry display.
"Jesus, Anita...just calm down," Joe says. He climbs off the bed and puts his arm around his wife. "Don't let him get to you." Joe turns and smiles at his daughter. "We all just have to stay cool. We can't control this, so we might as well laugh about it." He kisses Anita's forehead and says, "Well, in Rome...do as the Romans do. He shucks off his shorts and throws them into the same corner as Anita's panties. His cock is at half mast...fully aroused, it must be several inches of hard flesh.
"Omigod, Daddy!" Molly blushes and covers her eyes. She can't disguise the fact her nipples have gone hard at the sight of her Daddy's penis.
Anita and Joe laugh, embarrassed themselves. "C'mon, honey," says Anita. We're all in this together. Your panties are as icky as mine. You've got nothing to be ashamed of. Strip!"
Molly turns beet red, but obeys her mother's command and steps out of her soiled panties. Her hands go self consciously to her almost bald pussy. Joe and Anita cross the room and hug their daughter. The hug last for several seconds and then Joe's cock, already at half mast begins to grow and rise, rubbing alongside Molly's thigh as it becomes fully erect. Molly starts and backs up. She stares down at her father's huge erection, amazed and scared at the same time.
"Um...I –I'm going to take a shower," Molly stammers and abruptly moves away from her parents. She stays turned away as they move towards the bed. Anita and Joe watch her take her shower.
On the bed, Anita glances down at her husband's stiff pole and then looks up at his face. Joe is watching Molly intently as she showers, her eyes closed as she soaps up her nubile body. Anita teasingly runs a finger along the length of Joe's hard cock. "Pervert...getting a stiff dick over your naked daughter."
Joe grins at his wife. "Yeah, tell me she isn't making your twat wet, Anita."
Anita shrugs. "Yeah...well, I'm horny. You haven't fucked me for two days and I'm so fucking hot I could scream."
Joe nods. "Yeah, baby...me too. I want you so bad...it's not just Molly's sweet body that has me hard. I'm ready to fuck you right in front of her."
Anita kisses him...a long French kiss. "I say we wait until Molly falls asleep.
"We're noisy fuckers...think we can stay quiet and not wake her up?"
"We can try. I'm so horny, I'm almost to the point where I don't care if she watches...hell, she can cheer us along." She grins naughtily at him.
"What about the Creep?"
Anita wraps her hand around her husband's cock. "I need this sooo much. I don't care if he watches either. He can get his rocks off if that's what makes him happy. I just want my hubby to make me cum!"
The rest of the day is filled with sexual tension. Joe's cock is constantly rising as every glimpse of Molly's sleek, shapely body arouses him anew. Anita too is turned on by her naked daughter. She keeps finding reasons to touch Molly. Molly is nervous and aroused by all the tension. All three finally lay down and it takes Molly a long time to drift off to sleep.
Her soft snores alert Anita and Joe and they quietly slip out of bed. They kiss and hug. Joe pins Anita to a wall and begins showering her body with kisses, his lips fluttering along her long, pointy nipples as he massages and toys with her breasts. Anita moans lowly as her husband squats and kisses her pussy, her tuft of pubic hair tickling his nose as he uses his tongue to open her cunt lips, then spreading her labia lips wide with his fingers, Joe buries his face in his wife's juicy twat.
"Fuck me, Joe," Anita whispers. "C'mon baby, fuck me with that big dick." Joe trails kisses back up her body and moves between her widespread legs. Anita takes her husband's cock in hand and guides it towards her cunt lips as Joe squats slightly to get into position. Joe is kissing and biting her neck and Anita glances over at the bed. Molly is awake and watching them. For a long second, mother and daughter watch each other.
Anita moans then as Joe's cock slips between her wet cunt lips. She smiles at her daughter, her eyes shiny with lust as her husband's cock drives deep into her hot, slippery pussy. She leans against the wall for support, raising her shapely right leg up and wrapping it around her husband's lower back, her heel digging into his butt cheek.
Still smiling at her daughter, a moan escapes Anita's lips as her husband thrusts even deeper into her wet pussy. I detect naughtiness in her smile as she watches her daughter watching her get fucked. "Ohhhh, Daddy!" Anita moans. "Fuck meee, Daddy! Fuck your little girlllll!"
Joe moans in surprise and in arousal. Anita raises her left leg and wraps it around Joe's body...her ankles now crossed in the small of his back. Joe's arm muscles bulge as he cups Anita's tight ass cheeks and thrusts upward with his cock.
Molly's eyes grow large as she watches her father fuck her mother while her mother continue the hot, nasty talk, all the time smiling at Molly. Anita's long, pointy nipples scrape against her husband's chest.
"Mmmm...yesss. Daddy likes fucking meee! Daddy's cock is sooo biggg...it just keeps getting bigger! Daddy likes sticking his big dick in his daughter's pussyyy! Keep fucking meee, Daddy!"
Anita's voice gets louder as Joe moves faster. Anita sobs as her husband pounds his cock deep inside her pussy, but even as she begins to orgasm, she never lets her gaze wander from her daughter.
"Auuuggg...I love you, Dadddyyy! Fuck meee harder, Dadddyyyy! Make your little girl cummm!" Joe gives out a muffled bellow and drives his cock hard and deep into Anita one last time. His heavy testicles jerk up and down as he pumps his load up into his wife's womb.
"Cummmmingg, Daddy! Your little girl loves your...ohhh...creamy cummm, Daddddyyy!" Anita spasms, tightening her arms and legs around Joe's body as she orgasms. Exhausted, she winks at Molly and puts a finger to her lips. Molly smiles uncertainly and nods. As Joe begins to carry Anita back to bed, she rolls on her side away from them.
Joe eases Anita onto the bed, her groaning as his cock slips out of her grasping cunt. "Mmmm, baby...that was lovely," murmurs Anita as Joe gets into bed.
"I can't believe we didn't wake Molly up!" he replies.
Anita giggles. "Maybe we did. Maybe she watched us fuck and is just pretending to be asleep."
Joe groans. "Jeezus, Anita...you're so nasty sometimes."
Anita leans over and kisses him, her tongue slipping into his mouth. "It's what you love about me, Joe. I'm a nasty, slutty whore."
Joe yawns. "Damn right...and you're my nasty, slutty...yawn...whore." Joe falls silent and then begins to snore.
Anita waits a few minutes and then whispers. "Molly, you still awake?"
Her daughter rolls over. In a tiny voice, she replies, "Yes, Mom."
"Are you okay, honey? We haven't scared you or anything?" As she talks, Anita turns on her side, facing her daughter. Her hand glides silently down towards her pussy.
"Molly replies, "No...I'm okay, Mom. It was...I don't know. I've never seen two people actually make love before."
"Well, Molly, I hope we haven't scared you off it. Making love is a wonderful thing. It's how we made you. It's natural...what men and women are meant to do." As she speaks, Anita swirls two fingers into her cunt and then when they're coated with pussy cream and semen, licks them off her fingers.
"Does it hurt, Mom?" Molly asks. "Daddy's thing looks so big!"
"Mmmm...sometimes it can hurt, but even then the pain is sweet and when its right...like it was tonight, it's incredible! Your father is a wonderful lover!" Anita scoops another two fingers worth of her husband's sperm and her own cunt sauce and slurps it down.
Molly realizes what her mother is doing. "Mommy! What are you eating?"
Anita laughs. "Um...well, actually, I'm eating your Daddy's sperm."
Molly wrinkles her nose. "Ewww...yuck!"
"Now sweetheart, someday you'll discover that the taste of your man's sperm is one of the sweetest things in the world. There's nothing wrong with it...whether you're sucking your man's cock or eat it after it's mixed in with your own pussy cream." To emphasize the point, Anita again slips her fingers into her cunt and swirl them about.
"That's gross, Mom."
Anita snickers. "Really? Now tell me the truth. You ever play with your pussy?"
"Mom!"
"Well...tell Momma the truth."
Molly blushes in the dim light. "Yes...yes I have."
Anita smiles and says, "Now...tell me you've never licked your juices off your own finger."
Molly ducks her head as Anita pokes her in the shoulder. "C'mon, tell me the truth, Molly."
Not able to look her mother in the face, Molly replies, "Yes, Momma. I do that sometimes."
"Does it taste good, sweetheart? Do you like it?" Anita uses a finger to tilt her daughter's chin up so they can look at each other eye to eye.
Molly nods. "Yeah...I like how my pu...pussy tastes, Mom."
Anita chuckles wickedly. "There you go. And a man's jism mixed in with your cunt cream will taste even sweeter. There's nothing nasty about it. There's nothing wrong with sex, baby, as long as whoever you're with is a willing partner."
Anita again slips her fingers into her well fucked cunt and brings out a large glob of semen mixed with her own juices. She brings it to her own lips, then pauses, eyeing her daughter. She smiles like a naughty child and says, "Molly, would you like to taste it? Would you like to taste your Daddy's sperm and my pussy cream?""
Molly's eyes go wide in surprise as do mine. Anita seems caught up in a desire to continue her naughty actions from earlier. "Go ahead, baby. You'll like it, I promise."
Molly seems stupefied for a second then giggles...still the embarrassed teenager. "Really, Mom?" Anita nods and almost brushes her cum covered fingers against her daughter's lips. Tentatively, Molly sticks her tongue out and barely licks at her mom's fingers. She smiles. Molly licks again, then draws her mother's fingers into her mouth and sucks them clean. "Mom! That...wow, I like it!" A little blob of semen is smeared at the corner of her mouth.
Anita replies, "I told you so, sweetheart! Oops! You missed a bit." Anita leans in and licks cum off her daughter's mouth, then teasingly runs her tongue over Molly's lips. Molly starts, but doesn't pull back. Anita gently kisses her daughter and whispers, "I love you, baby." She runs her hand through Molly's hair and says, "I guess my little girl is growing up. We better get some sleep. Lord knows what tomorrow will bring."
What it brings is a lot of tension. Anita and Joe are flirty, kissing and grabbing at each other. Molly tries to pretend she didn't watch the night before, but she continually blushes every time she looks at her father and his semi-hard cock. Joe picks up on her nervousness as well to Anita's obvious amusement.
"What?" he says, standing with hands on hips, staring at his wife and daughter lying on the bed. The erotic sight of his naked family makes his penis rise to the occasion. "What's going on?"
Anita smirks, even as she reaches out to squeeze Molly's hand. "Well, honey, I guess we were louder last night than we realized. We had an audience."
Joe stares at them for a moment, then laughs. "Oh...is that all? Sorry Molly, your mother and father are a couple of noisy fuckers."
Molly, her face bright red, decides to imitate her mother's brassiness. She reminds me so much of her mother as she glibly responds, "Please, Daddy. You can't live in our house all these years and not know that you and Mom are...noisy fuckers!"
Her mom and dad burst out laughing and then give their daughter a big hug. Joe climbs onto the bed and all three begin talking about last night's lovemaking.
"So, baby. Mom and I didn't shock you?" asks Joe.
"No, Daddy. But..." Molly's voice trails off.
"But what, honey?" asks Anita.
"Um...while you guys were, uh, doing it...what was all the weird talk about?"
"Weird talk, Molly?" says Anita.
Molly blushes even more than before. "You know...um, fuck me Daddy. Fuck your little girl, Daddy." What's up with that?"
Anita and Joe look at each other and blush a little. Anita replies, "Well, sometimes it's fun to have a little slutty, nasty talk going on. It helps us play out fantasies that get us extra excited."
"Fantasies, Mom? What kind of fantasies?" Molly's face is serious and eager to understand.
Anita looks at Joe and he shrugs and says, "Go ahead, babe. We always planned to tell her when the time is right."
Molly looks confused. "Tell me what?"
Anita blushes and hesitates...as if afraid of her daughter's reaction. "Um...well, Molly, the truth is, all the Daddy talk turns me on because...well, because your Grandpa Dan was my first lover. My Daddy took my cherry."



Molly's eyes widen. "Grandpa? You mean Grandpa fu-fucked you!" She shivers and her nipples swell, into long, hard points.
Anita's nipples also swell as she continues. "Yep, Daddy let me crawl into his bed when I was about your age. Until I married your daddy, he was my number one lover!" Anita grins evilly. And before you ask, yes, your Grandpa still likes to fuck me today. Your Daddy doesn't mind."
"And that's why your mother likes to sometimes fantasize about him," Joe says. He reaches over and pats her on the thigh. "You never forget your first lover." His daughter shivers and her small, pert breasts heave heavily. A sexual flush spreads across her upper chest.
"Okayyy...and Mom and Grandpa fucking and Mom moaning 'Fuck me, Daddy,' does that turn you on too, Daddy?"
Joe grins and shrugs and replies, "Well, a little bit, yeah. I love how slutty your Mom can be, but that's not my fantasy."
"It sure isn't," giggles Anita. "When your Daddy is feeding me his big dick and I'm crying out, 'Please, Daddy, fuck me Daddy, fuck your little girl,' your Daddy has his own fantasy going on."
Molly looks at her father, puzzled. "Who are you fanta..." Realization dawns on her face. "Oh!" she says quietly. "Ohhhh...OHHHH!" Molly looks at her father, him smiling at her as only a father can, his cock now huge and swollen, slapping up against his stomach. For the first time, she sees her father looking at her not just as a father, but as a man...a sexually aroused man. "OHHH!" She jumps up, hands fluttering nervously. "Um, I...I'm going to...Daddy...I'm going to take a shower!"
Molly flees into the shower, pointedly facing away from her parents. Anita smiles at Joe and says, "Well, the cat's out of the bag now. I think we almost made her cum! She stretches out like a big, sexy cat. "Telling her about Daddy and me damn near made me cum. She eyes Joe's hard penis and spreads her legs wide. "Looks like you need to cum too!"
Joe raises an eyebrow in mild surprise. "Right now, babe?"
Anita moves to kiss her husband, her tongue pressing hungrily into his mouth. They kiss passionately and Anita pulls her husband on top of her. As the kiss ends and she thrusts herself up at her husband, she says, "It's time. We've waited long enough and it'll be Molly's choice. I don't care about where we're at or that fucking creep. I want you and we both want our baby...if she's willing. Fuck me, Joe...let's show our little girl how wonderful love can be!"
By the time Molly emerges from the shower, her mother and father are deep in the throes of passion. I am amazed. Her parents seem now willing to throw caution and restraint to the wind, allowing themselves to feast on their passion. Slowly, Molly approaches the bed, eyes wide with awe of her parents' boisterous lovemaking.
Joe has Anita's legs draped over his shoulders as he deeply thrusts his cock into his wife's pussy. Both are sweating. Anita is screaming, "Fuck me with that elephant dick! Fuck me, Daddy. Make your baby cum...fuck me...fuck your little girl hard, Daddy!"
Molly comes to the edge of the bed and her mother and father smile at her as they fuck. Anita reaches out a hand. Molly takes it and allows herself to be pulled onto the bed, resting on her knees. Her nipples swell even more as she allows her eyes to roam over her mother's and father's bodies. Her gaze is drawn again and again to her mother's cunt...labia spread wide, gleaming wetly as her daddy's cock is buried again and again in Anita's wetness.
"Itssss okay....mmmm, fuck me, Daddy! Okay, Molly...Mommy and Daddyyy...oh yesss, fuck me Daddy with that big cock! Mommy and Daddy love you!" Anita squeezes her daughter's hand and cries out, "Cummminggg, Daddy! Your Daddy cock is making meee cummm!"
Anita goes into orgasm...her body shaking, her legs stiffening, spreading wider and sliding off Joe's shoulders. Joe grunts, "Watch out...mmmm...Molly!" Expertly, her rolls Anita and himself over, making his wife groan as they land, driving his cock even deeper in her steamy cunt. His hands grip his wife's ass cheeks and he moves her up and down on his stiff rod until her orgasm recedes.
Regaining control of her herself, Anita is the virtual embodiment of a carnal whore. Her body arches and stretches, her lips curling into a sneer as she grinds her pussy down, burying her husband's cock deeper in her aroused pussy. She shivers with delight, her heavy breasts shaking...her nipples swollen and throbbing with excitement. "God I love this dick!" she moans as she begins to ride him.
Anita glances over at her daughter. "Your daddy has a fine cock!," she purrs. "It's big and thick, baby girl." She moans and squeezes her breasts. "Mmmm...yes, it's a good Daddy cock...this big Daddy dick made you. Don't you think it's beautiful, Molly? Doesn't Daddy have a mmmaahhh fine pussy fucking cock?" Anita asks Molly.
Molly glances up at her father, tries to smile and then hesitantly nods. She is excited and scared.
Anita slowly pistons herself up and down, letting her daughter see Joe's cock, glistening with her juices, go in and out of her pussy. "Joe...Daddy Joe, I believe your daughter is turned on by your big, hard, cock!"
Joe laughs. "I think she's turned on by both of us...she's eyeing your tits and pussy too. Molly, do you think Mom's sexy?" Molly looks away, her face beet red, then turns back and nods again. She is breathing heavy, nipples extended and swollen, her hands flutter about her sparsely haired pussy. Her virginal labia lips have flowered and spread, exposing her moist, pink cunt. Her juices are flowing and her thighs glisten with her arousal.
Anita licks her lips and purrs, "Molly. I know you're horny. You can play with yourself. Mommy and Daddy don't mind." Molly looks at her father who winks and nods his head. He reaches out and takes her hand as Anita had done earlier. He squeezes it in encouragement. I am agog with amazement. My research had shown potential for this family, but it is as if a dammed river has exploded out of control. Never in my most fervent hopes did I foresee this!
As Anita continues to fuck up and down Joe's erect pole, moaning, "Fuck me, Daddy...make your little girl cum again," Molly slowly slips her free hand between her thighs and begins to rub her tender, moist flesh.
"Ohhh, baby," coos Anita. "That's sexy! Mmmm, you're making Daddy's dick grow inside me!" Anita leans forward a little, her tits dancing and bouncing. "You're even making Mommy wetter!" she whispers to her daughter.
Molly whimpers, "Ohhh, Mommy!!" as she looks longingly into Anita's eyes and then downward where her father's cock is disappearing inside her mother's pussy. Molly slides a finger over and around her now exposed clitoris.
"Mommy's sexy, huh, baby?" murmurs Joe. "Do you want to kiss Mommy?" he asks. Molly moans and nods. "Do it...do it for Daddy. Give Mommy a big kiss for Daddy!"
Molly rises up, still on her knees, still holding her father's hand and with her free hand fingering her tight twat. She leans into Anita, their breasts and nipples mashing together. Her lips press against her mother's. Her mother opens her mouth and slips her tongue into her daughter's mouth. Molly moans in surprise and then moans again as she offers her own tongue, instinctively moving into a passionate soul kiss.
For several sweet seconds, I watch with amazement this incestuous scene. Joe drives deep into Anita's pussy, thrusting ever upward, making his wife moan into their daughter's mouth as their tongues twirl and dance. Molly's fingers work feverishly between her legs, rubbing her little, erect clit. Little whimpers of pleasure rise, smothered and faint, from her lips as she squeezes her father's hand.
Joe gazes lovingly at his wife and daughter locked in a sapphic kiss and groans, "Ohhh baby! Daddy's cumming!" He drives his hips upward, spearing his thick dick deep into his wife's womb and growls as he empties his balls of a heavy load of semen. His testicles jerk up and down as he pumps jism into Anita's pussy!
Anita's eyes go wide as she is filled with her husband's hot sperm and she moans against Molly's lips as she wraps her arms around her daughter's now sweaty body, finger cupping her daughter's taut ass cheeks. Anita explodes into orgasm as Joe continues to pump his seed into her pussy. She screams, breaking the kiss, "Fuckkk! Cumminngg! Yess, Daddy, cummm in my pussy! Make me pregnant, Daddy! Make me cum!"
Being a participant in her parents' lovemaking compounded by the sensation of her mother's naked body and her dad's eyes roaming over her own naked and sweaty body, sends Molly over the edge as she plays with her clit and rubs her cunt lips. She sobs, "Mommy-Daddy! I'm cummminggg!"
For several seconds, all three are writhing in the sweet torment of orgasm, before all three collapse, Molly lying next to her father while Anita collapses on top of her husband.
"Goddamn, Joe," Anita sighs. "You must have dumped a gallon of spunk in my pussy!" She kisses him and then trails a hand over to Molly's thigh. "Mmmm, baby, that was something out of this world. Are you okay?"
Molly gasps for breath, her chest heaving. "Y-yes, Momma. That was...wonderful!"
Joe groans, "I love your pussy, Anita. God...you're still milking my dick!"
Anita giggles as Molly, still has the wherewithal to ask, "You're doing what to Daddy, Mom?"
"I'm milking his cock...using my pussy muscles to squeeze every last sweet drop of sperm out of your Daddy's cock!"
Joe looks so happy and so worn out. "Mom feels so sweet...like a (yawn), a steaming hot, wet, velvet glove...so hot and juicy!" He yawns again and within a few seconds is snoring.
"Yep, I wore your Daddy out again!" giggles Anita. She raises her hips and moans happily as her husband's cock slowly slips out, a big, half erect pole of sperm and cunt cream covered cock meat. Anita falls over to the left of Joe, leaving him between mother and daughter. She looks at her daughter who is eyeing Joe's thick, cum covered cock. Anita smiles and takes her husbands penis in one hand. "Time for a snack, huh, Molly?"
Anita leans over and takes a lick of her man's penis...a streamer of jism running from her tongue and splattering against her chin and neck. "Mmmm. Remember what I said last night?" She smacks her lips. "Nothing tastes better than cum and pussy cream all stirred up together!"
Molly looks confused and interested. Anita takes another lick and waggles Joe's cock at their daughter. "Would you like to try it, baby?"
"Mom! I can't...can't lick Daddy's thing!"
Anita sticks out her tongue. "Well, you don't have to if you don't want to. But Mom knows her daughter's been admiring her Daddy's thick ol' dick. And you know it tastes good...remember?" Warm and sticky...Mommy's pussy cream and Daddy's sweet semen. You want to, don't you? You want to lick your Daddy's cock?"
Molly bites her lower lip (the eighteen year old has a sexy overbite). She glances at her sleeping father, then at her smiling, naked mother. Molly leans over, her hard nipples dragging along Joe's stomach. "That's my big girl," coos Anita as Molly sticks out her tongue and runs it up the shaft of her father's cock, licking it like it's an ice cream cone. Anita leans in and kisses her daughter on the lips, spearing her tongue into Molly's mouth to steal a little tasty semen.
"Mommy, It...it's sooo good!" Molly giggles.
"Lets clean Daddy up together, Molly!" says Anita. Mother and daughter both begin licking Joe's cock, their tongues twirling around the crown, dancing and dueling as the lick the last creamy bits of cum off his cock. As they finish, both mother and daughter rise to their knees, locked in a passionate kiss.
Anita's hands roam busily over her daughter's body. As the kiss ends, she whispers, "Does my little girl really like the taste of Mommy's and Daddy's cum?"
Breathless, Molly moans, "Yesss...oh Mom, that feels good," as Anita starts to nibble on her neck. Carefully, Anita pulls Molly across Joe's body and then lays back, easing her daughter down on top of her. Anita's full heavy breasts flattening out around her daughter's smaller tits. She kisses Molly again as her hands squeeze the eighteen year olds butt.
"You can have some more of Daddy's cum and my pussy cream, Molly. It's hot and juicy and it's all yours if you want it." Murmurs Anita as she spreads her legs.
Molly sobs with desire and looks down between their bodies. She licks her lips hungrily. Shivering with excitement, she slides down her mother's body partway...kissing her mother's breasts, lips closing around Anita's long, dime sized nipples and sucking on them gently. Molly slides lower until she can see and smell the rich, musky fragrance of Anita's semen filled cunt. Anita's moist, mostly shaved pussy is wide open, pink, wet flesh frosted and oozing semen.
Looking upwards and her mother, Molly says, "Mom, is this wrong? I want to lick your...um, pussy. Am I bad for wanting that?" Her voice quivers with desire.
"Molly, darling, Anita replies softly. "I'll tell you what my Daddy said the first time he climbed between my legs. 'Honey, if you love each other and you want it, go ahead. If it feels wrong, stop or tell me to stop.' Molly, do you want to eat Momma's pussy?"
"Yes, Mom. I do!"
Anita reaches down and strokes her daughter's hair. "Then Momma's pussy is all yours!"
Molly makes her mother moan as she eagerly presses her mouth to Anita's cunt and runs her tongue up and down her mom's sloppy pussy. Hungrily, greedily, Molly laps and slurps up the thick, creamy mixture of cunt juice and semen. At one point, she raises her face from her mother's slit, her cheeks shiny and wet and dripping with cum, grinning from ear to ear. "I love you, Mom," she sighs before diving into her mother's muff again.
As she licks Anita's sweet, pink cunt, she begins to take note of what appears to be pleasurable to her mom. "Ohhh, baby! Mommy loves how her little girl eats pussy!" Anita gasps as her daughter runs her tongue over her tender vaginal flesh. Molly laughs when Anita squeals with delight as her probing tongue rolls over her turgid clitoris, repeating the motion again and again until Anita sobs, "Ohhh, Molly! Making Mommy cum!"
Anita drenches Molly's face with pussy cream, bucking her pelvis against her daughter's face. When she is able, she sits up and pulls Molly to her, kissing her wet, cunt soaked face. "I love you, baby! Mommy loves her little girl so much!" moans Anita as she kisses and fondles her daughter, her hands cupping Molly's tits, rubbing and teasing her long, erect nipples.
Mother's and daughter's faces are flushed...their eyes bright with desire. "Mommy wants to taste her baby's naked pussy!" Anita groans, pushing her child down on the bed. Anita dives between Molly's legs, straddling her in the sixty-nine position. Even as Anita's fingers spread her daughter's tender wet twat so she can lick Molly's lovely pussy, Molly instinctively rises up and resumes eating her mother's cunt!
Anita's expert tongue quickly has Molly gasping and moaning. Molly cries out, "Mommy! That...ohhh ahhhh, Mommmyyy. It feels sooo gooood!"
Anita rolls them over, bringing her daughter on top. Between sobs of joy, Molly is furiously lapping her mother's cunt, bringing her closer to another orgasm. Joe wakes up and smiles as he watches his wife and daughter eat each other's pussies in a passionate, incestuous sixty-nine.
Joe eases up behind Molly's twitching ass, massaging her tight butt cheeks and leans in. He and his wife kiss and then, faces close, both tongue their daughter's juicy pussy. Molly moans as her newly discovered pleasure is doubled, but I don't think she's yet aware that her Daddy is now licking her cunt. Joe rises up slightly and spreads his daughter's ass cheeks and runs his tongue over his little girl's pearl of an asshole! Joe swirls his tongue around the edges of her little hole and then as Molly jerks up, squealing as orgasmic shocks rush through her, her father spears his tongue into her virgin ass!
"Ohhh!" Molly moans as she raises up from her mother's cunt, pussy juices dripping from her face. She turns her head and sobs, "Daddddyy!" as she sees her father's face pressed against her butt. Molly explodes with the first major orgasm of her life...waves of pleasure exploding within her as her father tongues her asshole and her mother laps her wet pussy.
Molly collapses and her mother and father scramble around, sharing their daughter's exquisite tastes with gentle, passionate kisses. Joe slips his face between his little girl's thighs and begins eating Molly's wet pussy while Anita, her face slick with her daughter's juices, kisses her before working her way down Molly's slender body, stopping to suck on her daughter's nipples, before finally joining Joe in tonguing their child's pussy once again. Anita slides down further to find Joe's penis swollen and stiff again. Sloppily she sucks him, making his shaft wet and slippery.
Molly is riding a wave of orgasmic energy and lust. "I love you, Daddy!" she moans, her hands on his head, pressing his face against her almost bald mound while he slurps up her heavily flowing cunt cream.
"Is Daddy's girl ready?" gasps Anita. "Is Molly ready for her first Daddy fucking?" Anita slithers up the bed to cuddle with her daughter, stroking her daughter's sweaty, aroused body.
Molly's eyes are wide with excitement. "Yesss! Please, Daddy...fuck me...fuck your daughter! Please, Daddy...I want to feel your big thing inside me!"
"Oh, baby girl, yes!" moans Joe as he rises up and moves up his daughter's lithe body. He eases himself on top of her, kissing her passionately, sharing her own cunt juices with her, smearing her face with her own wet desire. Molly's almost bare labia is spread wide, glistening...the lips kissing the length of her father's hard penis as it rests lengthwise between the folds of her pussy. Molly hunches her pelvis instinctively, a woman-child offering herself for mating. The moment I expected to take so much longer is upon us all.
Anita kisses her daughter, then her husband. All three share a look of desire. "Ready, Molly? Ready for your Daddy to fuck you...really make you a woman?" Anita purrs. Molly's mom is incredibly aroused. She shivers with excitement as she reaches between her husband and daughter and as Joe raises his hips, she places his erect, throbbing cock between her daughter's cunt lips. "My little girl is so wet. It won't hurt much, sweetheart and Daddy's cock will feel so good."
"THE MOMENT OF TRUTH IS AT HAND," I say, making them all jump.
Anita glances upward. "This is what you wanted, isn't it, Creep? Leave us alone."
"WHAT I WANT IS FOR YOU TO DISCOVER THE TRUTH ABOUT YOURSELVES...TO FIND YOUR TRUE PATH. YOU HAVE REACHED THE MOMENT OF TRUTH."
"Meaning what?" Joe growls.
"MEANING THIS IS WHEN YOU MUST FACE YOUR DESTINY AND MAKE A CHOICE. WHAT IS YOUR DESIRE?" They all jump a little when I flick a switch and the door to the I Room swings open. "YOU ARE FREE TO LEAVE. IS LEAVING MORE IMPORTANT OR IS MAKING INCESTUOUS LOVE TO YOUR DAUGHTER MORE IMPORTANT?"
Joe and Anita look at each other. Anita grins evilly, but it is Molly who makes the decision. "Fuck me, Daddy!" she sobs, throwing her hips upward, her cunt swallowing her father's cock head. "Love me, fuck me, Daddy!" she cries.
Anita smiles and nods. "Fuck your daughter, Daddy Joe! Show her how wonderful incest can be."
"I love you both so much," Joe sighs and he thrusts his cock into his daughter's virgin pussy. Molly makes a small noise of a moan as she breathes in sharply...her moan getting higher and louder as Joe's thick cock drives deep into her pussy, her moan becoming a loud exhalation of pain and lust as her father rips apart her hymen as with a steady thrust, he buries his cock all the way inside his daughter's tight, loving cunt.



"Daaaaaaaddddddddyyyyyyy! Ohhitthurrrtttssssooofulllsooobiigggdaddddyyy!"
Anita smothers her daughter's face with kisses, kissing away her tears even as tears of joy stream down her own face. "Daddy loves you...Mommy loves you, Molly." Anita's hands busily and lovingly caress Molly's firm, perky breasts.
"Ohhhh sooo biggg, Mommmmyy!" Molly sobs. "Daddy isss sooo big!" Molly writhes on the bed, pinned down by her father's cock...her body overwhelmed with sensations, not knowing what to do.
Anita scoots around and taking her daughter's ankles, raises them and crosses them behind Joe's backside.
"Oooohhh, Mommy! Daddy big bigggerrrr," babbles Molly as her mother's actions send her to a new plateau of pain and pleasure as her father's cock finds a little more room.
"Fuck her, Joe. Fuck your daughter nice and easy," whispers Anita. "Show her how beautiful your dick can make her feel." Slowly, Joe begins to move, gingerly easing his cock halfway out of Molly's tight pussy, then ever so gently, thrusting his thick meat back inside.
As Molly squirms and moans, Joe showers her with kisses, whispering, "My baby has such a perfect pussy...just perfect for her daddy's cock. Damn, Molly, your little daughter pussy is sooo wet and hot! Your tight pussy is made for Daddy's cock! I love you, Molly. I love you, my baby girl."
Joe establishes a steady rhythm, pumping his swollen penis in and out of Molly's cunt. She writhes and sobs, but even amidst the cries of pain, there is now an undercurrent of pleasure. Gradually, her body begins to respond to her father's cock, trying to thrust upward to meet Joe's downward thrusts. Her wetness increases...her arousal evident from the strong aroma of her violated pussy. Molly wraps her arms around Joe's neck and her legs tighten their grip. She kisses her father passionately as his coarse chest hairs brush her erect nipples, making them swell even more.
"Fu-fuck-fuck meee, Daddy," Molly moans. "Puh-please, fuck meee with that big thing!" Their steady pace quickens. Joe groans as Anita joins the fun, spreading her husband's ass cheeks and rims his asshole with her tongue.
"Cummmm, Daddy! I-I'm cummmminggg!" cries Molly. Her voice rises to a scream as the first cock induced orgasm of her life turns her into a fiery ball of incestuous lust! "Cummingg...oh god, Daddyy! I love you, Daddddyyyy!'
"I love you, Molly! Daddy loves you!" roars Joe and he thrusts deeply into his daughter's pussy. Molly screams with soul shaking pleasure as her father's hot semen scalds her womb. Joe groans as Molly's twat tightens around his penis, his daughter instinctively milking him for all his seed.
Long minutes pass as they recover from their mutual orgasms, both father and daughter gasping for breath. Anita isn't ready to quit. "Honey, roll over, put Molly on top!" she hisses. "Molly, don't let go of Daddy's cock. Squeeze it, sugar."
Molly moans as her daddy, cock still buried deep in her pussy, picks her up and rolls over, leaving his naked daughter sprawled on top of him. Her legs dangle wide, showing Joe's slowly softening cock still wormed in her young cunt.
"Mommy's turn!" chortles Anita and she dives between her husband's and daughter's legs. Her tongue flutters across their joined genitalia, slurping up the oozing semen, pussy juices and virginal blood from Molly's freshly fucked pussy. Daughter and Husband moan happily as Anita teases Joe's cock and Molly's twat with her long, nasty tongue.
Molly suddenly sobs, "I...I can feel Daddy getting big again! Daddy's thing is growing! Indeed, Anita's attentions have spurred Joe's penis to full erection again.
I watch in fascination as Molly, almost in continuous orgasmic stupor, rocks on her daddy's stiff rod while her mother tongues their co-joined cock and cunt until both Joe and his daughter cry out in orgasm. Molly convulses helplessly as her body is swept by orgasm only to literally cum again when finally Joe lefts her up and off his cock, her pussy clasping...attempting to cling on to his penis...it slithering free with a wet, meaty plop.
Almost unconscious, Molly lies spread-eagled on the bed, moaning ecstatically as Anita buries her tongue her in her daughter's pussy, lapping up the massive amounts of Joe's semen mixed in with Molly's pussy juices. Molly does somehow summon the energy to suck Joe's cock clean, her sighs and gasps muffled as she sucks her father's dick like a pacifier. Gradually, Joe shifts his position and buries his face in Anita's sopping wet muff. I watch, fascinated, at the incestuous glory of a mother-father-daughter daisy chain.
Finally, all three fall asleep, a tangle of flesh, contented and sweaty, whispering, "I love you," to each other.
The next morning, I find them again making incestuous love. Joe is ramming his hard, erect penis into Anita's asshole while his wife furiously eats their daughter's tender but wet pussy. I hate to interrupt, but...
"GOOD MORNING."
All three stop. "Good morning, Creep. Have you gotten what you wanted?" snaps Anita.
"I HAVE BEEN PRIVELEGED TO WITNESS LOVE IN ITS PUREST FORM. BUT HAVE YOU ACHIEVED WHAT YOU WANTED?"
Joe is slowly worming his cock in and out of his wife's backdoor even as he speaks, "We always hoped to bring Molly into our circle...our way of loving...if she wanted this."
"YES...I IMAGINE I HAVE SIMPLY ACCELERATED THE PROCESS. HOW DO YOU FEEL, MOLLY?"
The eighteen year old girl smiled shyly. "I'm...I've dreamed for a long time being with Daddy and mmmoohh, Mom." Molly smiles down at her mother who is naughtily teasing her clitoris. "I've always wanted to know what it is that made Mom and Daddy make those noises in the night. I love fucking...I love fucking Mommy and Daddy." She stretches like a big cat, thrusting her pussy into her Mother's hungry mouth. "I'm glad you brought us here. You may be a weirdo, but thank you."
"YOU'RE WELCOME, MOLLY. PLEASE, DON'T LET ME INTERRUPT ANYMORE. CONSIDER THE NEXT FEW DAYS AS A HONEYMOON."
And words fail to describe the primal, incestuous eroticism of the next seven days as Joe and Anita teach their daughter the ways of lovemaking. Can words truly describe the expression of sheer delight on Molly's face the first time she gives her father a long, languorous blowjob only to be rewarded with a facial shower of thick streamers of hot semen.
Only a Raphael or Michelangelo could truly portray the fierce expression of incestuous lust on Anita's face as she squats between her husband and daughter, Joe burying his huge erection up her asshole while Molly fist fucks her, her daughter's hand buried in her twat up to the wrist.
And then it is over. The family wakes up in their own home, snuggling in Joe's and Anita's bedroom. Before calling the authorities, they spend one last evening of making furious, passionate love in a vain attempt to sate their incestuous appetites before the media storm begins. The media acts as it always does, obsessing with the story until the next sensational event occurs. My three guests act as my previous guests have, offering details of imprisonment, but not expanding on the new path the family has begun to travel. The media expounds on the nature of "The Creep," bringing in psychiatrists and criminal experts to create profiles on who and what I am. Again, the same FBI agent voices suspicions of a sexual nature, but Joe's police colleagues will again shout him down in indignation.
After a few weeks, the media moves on and the family gets back to their lives. Things have changed. Anita and Joe still have an open marriage, but both are more centered on home and Molly. All three share one bed now and their passion for each other is enormous. As time passes, they are finding themselves more attracted to each other...a sexual trinity of incestuous love that sustains their appetites and feeds their spirits more than any lusty romps any had experienced prior to their visit to the I-Room

Two months after their visit with me, I send my attorney to visit them. He reveals his role as a representative of "The Creep" and gives them a savings account deposit book in their name with a balance of a half a million dollars. He also discusses my island community somewhere near Tahiti and on my behalf offers Joe a job as our island's police chief and Anita a job as a school teacher. He explains our philosophy...our religion of family love. They barely have time to smile at each other and get a happy grin from Molly before they say yes.
Two months later, I am happy to greet them as they arrive. I am given the rare privilege to touch Molly's rounded belly...the belly of a young woman who is four months pregnant with the son that she and her parents have made together. Her loveliness is matched only by that of her mother. Anita too is pregnant and glows with the beauty that only motherhood bestows.
Some would argue that the very nature of Joe and Anita draw questions as to the validity of the I-Room. For my part, I deem the I-Room a success again and I look forward to its next occupants.
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Chapter 01: The Motel Clerk and the Wedding Present
My wife, Karen and I had left immediately after work Friday evening to attend a friend's wedding in another state. The wedding was Saturday evening and the plan was to arrive late Friday night and then relax at our motel all day Saturday. Karen works as an agent for a real estate firm and I sell advertising for a local newspaper. It was almost midnight when we arrived at the motel and Karen was worn out from the drive. I left her in the car while I went inside the motel office to check in.
It was one of your typical cookie cutter motel chains, but I had to admire the night clerk for the beauty she was. The desk was empty when I walked in, but when I rang the bell, a gorgeous young blonde woman come strolling out of another office, stifling a yawn with one hand and holding a calculus text in her other hand. This was a university town and it wasn't hard to figure out that this hot little number was a college student.
"Evening, I'm Molly," she said. Glancing at the clock on the wall, she amended her answer, "I guess I should say, good morning instead." It was almost one A.M.
I told her that I was Jack Bowman and that my wife and I had a reservation. She called up my reservation on the computer while I admired her sexy body. Molly the desk clerk stood maybe five foot, five inches and weighed maybe one hundred and twenty-five pounds. She was very slim and casually dressed in a scoop necked T-shirt and denim mini-skirt. Molly had athletic legs and very well endowed breasts (maybe 42 DDs) enhanced by what I imagined was a push up bra that offered up a very revealing sight of the upper portions of her breasts. Her skin was flawless porcelain and she had the bluest eyes. Her blonde hair was long, hanging halfway down her back and parted in the middle. She reminded me of a cheerleader back in my long ago high school days and I felt a pleasant ache in my cock.
Molly caught me staring at her and just smiled sweetly. "Here we go, Mr. Bowman. Reservation for two...King size bed and no smoking...correct?"
"That's right," I replied. She leaned towards me, sliding a registration card towards me, smiling knowingly as she offered me a bird's eye view down her shirt...revealing more of her magnificent breasts and her splendid cleavage.
She remained leaned over as I filled out the card. "So, are you on vacation, Mr. Bowman? You know, there are some beautiful places here to visit...some really exciting views to check out." She toyed with the collar of her scoop necked shirt, pulling it down just a little to reveal even more of her milky white breasts.
I slid the card back to her, smiling broadly as I enjoyed the view she was offering. "Well, my wife and I are here for a wedding, but we both enjoy the chance to experience something beautiful." I emphasized the word "both."
The young woman's eye's widened. "Really? You...and your wife?" She licked her red lips.
I nodded. "Oh yes, we're very broadminded...very open to new experiences."
Again, Molly licked her lips...slowly running her tongue around her mouth. "She sounds very interesting...I'd like to meet her." Her eyes flickered past me and she almost purred. "Oh my! Is that Mrs. Bowman?"
I turned and couldn't help grinning at my wife's good timing. Through the plate glass window and the glass doors of the lobby, we both had a good view of Karen. My wife had climbed out of the car and was taking a long, luxurious stretch which treated both Molly and me to a good view of Karen's body. My wife...five years younger than my forty years old is a gorgeous woman. Karen stands five ten and one hundred sixty pounds. Her heavy breasts counter her slim waistline and her more than voluptuous hips. These days, she wears her bright red hair in a sort of pageboy that frames her face and draws attention to her hazel eyes. The outfit she was wearing showed off her figure to excellent effect. It had been a warm day, so she had tied her dress blouse into a knot, leaving her midriff bare...buttons open to reveal her large 40DD breasts. She had shed her skirt and was wearing tight blue jeans that emphasized her shapely ass.
"Why, Mr. Bowman...she's lovely," Molly said...interest thick in her voice. She reached out and touched my wrist. "And you say, she's open to new things."
As we watched, Karen was leaning into the car, emerging a minute later with trash that she proceeded to toss in an outside trashcan. "Oh yes...my Karen is very..." I winked at the young woman. "Very adventurous."
"Mmmmm. I'd love to meet her," Molly replied as she slid my key card over. "Um, you're in room 250." Molly began to say something and then hesitated, studying me and then glancing again at Karen who was now leaning up against our SUV. "The motel serves up breakfast from six until nine in the morning, but I have to say, they usually run out of food early." She leaned forward, crossing her arms under her chest, again offering her breasts up for a better glimpse. "If you and your wife would like, I get off at eight in the morning and I'd be happy to bring you something for breakfast."
I grinned wolfishly. "Oh, I'd think we'd like that fine, Molly."
She winked sexily at me. "Maybe some donuts? Something sweet and sticky with a creamy filling. Do you like to eat things that are hot and creamy inside, Mr. Bowman? Would your wife like something creamy to eat?"
I reached over and patted her hand. "It sounds like our favorite dessert, Molly. I'm sure it will make a nice surprise for my wife as well."
"Get some sleep then, Mr. Bowman. Get some rest...I have a feeling you've got a big day tomorrow." She blew me a kiss as I walked out and I wondered idly how I'd sleep tonight.
Back in the car, Karen yawned sleepily. "Honey, were you flirting with that big tittied girl?"
I grinned as I handed her the room card keys. "Maybe...she's a looker, isn't she?"
Karen patted my hand. "Sorry baby...but Momma's whipped. Maybe we can look her up tomorrow...you dirty old man."
We made our way to our room, unpacked, took a quick shower and fell into bed. Karen quickly drifted off to sleep, but before she faded, she asked. "Did you leave a wake-up call at the front desk?"
I smiled in the dark as I recalled the pretty blonde young woman. "Molly said she'd take care of us personally."
"Mmphh...thas nice," Karen said drifting off to sleep. It took me a little longer to drift off to sleep...wondering what exactly the morning would bring.
#
I suppose I should talk a little about Karen and myself. We've been married for ten years...no children...at least not yet. I met Karen at a swinger party held by a mutual friend. The chemistry was there from the first and we both discovered that we had a gift for finding and a joy of experiencing sexual adventures. Before and after we were married, we agreed that we both wanted an open relationship...free to experience whatever sexual adventures offered themselves up to us. We both have affairs and encounters independent of each other, but find that we have the most fun and sexual satisfaction when we have them together. We hide nothing from each other and have found it incredible erotic to describe in detail our separate adventures. Karen is enthusiastically bisexual and I'm willing to dabble a little myself, although it is my life's mission to enjoy the female form in all the shapes and forms I can discover.
#
We both slept soundly and were cuddled up...a tangle of arms and legs when there was a loud, insistent knocking at the door. Karen surfaced first and shook me awake. "Honey...someone's banging on the door!"
I groggily woke up...wondering what was going on when a vision of the young blonde passed through my mind. I glanced at the alarm clock. It read 8:10. "Do you think something's wrong, Jack?" Karen said, struggling to get the sheets untangled from her naked body.
I'm sure it's nothing to worry about, honey," I replied. "Stay in bed and I'll go see." I was naked and stiffening up as Karen looked at me curiously. I suppose I would have been in a world of trouble if anyone else was at our door, but as I expected and was pleased to see, when I opened the door, Molly the desk clerk stood there holding a bakery box. She was dressed as she had been last night, but judging from the twin bullets standing out in her T-shirt, she had abandoned her bra before she came to visit.
"Good...uh...morning," Molly stuttered, taking in my naked body, her eyes stopping at the hardening pole between my legs. I'm not overly long in the cock department, but I think my seven inches have a more than considerable girth...and thickness can please a woman just as much as length. "Wow!" Molly returned her gaze to my face and a big grin broke out. "Are you ready for breakfast, Mr. Bowman?"
"I am very hungry, Molly. Come on in and I'll introduce you to the missus."
I took her free hand and walked her into the motel room, making sure to throw the bolt lock behind us. I led her to the foot of the bed. Karen was sitting up...somewhat still tangled in the sheets, but smiling as she took in the lovely blonde girl.
I stood behind Molly and put my hands on her shoulders. "Honey, meet Molly. Molly, this is my wife, Karen." I winked at my wife over Molly's shoulder.
Karen immediately relaxed and said, "Good morning, Molly. It's nice to meet you." Without a hint of shame or modesty, my wife dropped the edge of the sheet she had been holding up and revealed her bountiful bosom to our young guest. Karen's breasts are superb. Huge, gourd shaped udders that sloped downward on her chest with long, thick nipples...as round as nickel and almost half an inch long when she was aroused.
"Hi...uh, Mrs. Jackson. "I've been waiting all night to meet you!" Molly held out the box. "I brought you some breakfast."
"Mmmm...sounds wonderful, Molly and please call me Karen. What did you bring us?"
Molly shivered under my hands and took a deep breath and opening the box, said, "Well, I've got some donuts here...some glazed, some chocolate...but Mr. Bowman said you both like sweet things that are creamy on the inside, so I've got something special for you." Having said that, Molly sat the box down on the edge of the bed and with a flick of her fingers, undid her denim skirt, letting it fall to her feet.
"Ohhh, how pretty!" my wife exclaimed. Molly wasn't wearing panties, revealing her pretty pussy, sparsely covered with blonde pubic hair. Karen was on her knees in an instant and quickly closed in to inspect the young woman's vagina. I moved around to join my wife in inspecting such a pretty thing, but I realized that while Molly was aroused...her labia spread wide, that there was something unusual going on...little flecks of something whitish were spread around the girl's cunt and something appeared to be protruding from her creamy snatch.
Karen laughed. "Oh my god...I guess I am having a donut for breakfast!" I suddenly recognized the object too. Molly had inserted a glazed donut up her young snatch! With all the aggressiveness that I expected from my wife, she reached out and around Molly and cupping her taut ass cheeks, pulled her onto the bed. As Molly went to her knees on the mattress, Karen thrust her face in between the college girl's thighs, drawing a gasp from the girl.
"Oh...my god...wow!" Molly moaned as my wife began licking at her sparsely haired cunt. "Mmmm! You folks don't waste any time!" I ran my hands around and under Molly's T-shirt and deftly pulled it up over her head, baring her lovely breasts. Her tits were huge and stood up proud and pert, defying gravity as only a young woman's tits can. I cupped her heavy breasts, rubbing my palms over her swollen nipples...dime sized and standing up almost an inch. I kissed her shoulder and began working my way up her neck.
Below me, Karen was exploring Molly's pussy. Karen deftly ran her tongue up along the girl's long, swollen labia, fluttering over her partly hidden clitoris before exploring the donut wedged in Molly's wet cunt. Karen's tongue darted out, and crushed into the donut already somewhat mashed from the pressure of Molly's pussy walls and made soggy with the girl's cunt cream. "MMMM! Delicious, sweetheart," exclaimed my wife as she ate a bite of pussy cream donut.
Molly moaned again, muffled as my mouth found her hers and I slipped my tongue inside to dance with her tongue. She was shivering with excitement as I continued to caress her meaty breasts and Karen tongued her sweet cunt. Karen again dived in with her tongue exploring the girl's sweet meat and then taking another bite of the pussy juiced donut. Karen rose up quickly, joining her mouth to ours, sharing the soggy donut bite with us...sharing the sweet sugary taste of Molly's wet twat.
Having just met this girl, still absolute strangers, Karen pulled Molly down onto the bed and whispered, "I've got something almost as sweet as your sugar pussy, honey!" Karen straddled the college girl in a classic sixty-nine, her cunt hovering over Molly's face as she said to me, "C'mon, Jack. You have to try this girl's pussy for yourself!"
Karen dived between her legs again, using fingers to spread Molly's cunt lips wide apart, revealing the glistening pink meat of her pussy, the remainder of the glazed donut looking appetizing and resting in her young cunt. My wife and I both dived in, taking turns or operating high and low. The girl's clean taste mixed with the sugary donut to create a taste delight...a unique experience as I curled my tongue around a spongy piece of donut...the sugar flavor made even better with a liberal soaking of pussy juice. Meanwhile, Karen worked on teasing Molly's clitoris out of its hood and now aroused and swollen, the little penis like nub was receiving a great deal of attention from my aroused wife.
Molly moaned and gasped...her pelvis wiggling about as wave after wave of erotic pleasure began to course through her body. "Ohhhhh, yes...please....lick me...eat me, eat myyy pusssyyyy!" Her sighs and groans became muffled as she discovered my wife's pussy hovering over her face. Karen's thick red haired bush was trimmed into a precise triangle, pointing the way to her treasure box and I heard my wife squeal happily as Molly reached up and kissed it. My face buried in Molly's cunt, I couldn't see it, but Karen later described Molly as a talented cunt eater with a tongue like a ravenous snake that could and did probe my wife's pussy deeply.
Karen and I diligently, and with delight, ate the college girl's pussy, cleaning it of every speck of sugar and every crumb of donut and then continuing to feast on her now absolutely soaked vagina, taking turns driving our tongues deep into her twat or both teasing her clitoris, showering it with gentle kisses and allowing both our tongues to duel over the little pulsing nub.
Molly exploded with a muffled scream, her body going into convulsions as she began to orgasm. Karen rose up triumphantly from between the girl's thighs to rock happily on Molly's face. Karen shivered with delight, her heavy breasts swaying...her thick nipples swollen like ripe cherries about to burst. "God! I love the feeling of a cumming woman screaming into my pussy!" my wife sighed happily.
I laughed and rose up to kiss my wife, both our faces covered in Molly's cunt cream. As our kiss ended, little streamers of pussy juice connecting our faces, my wife whispered, "I love you, Jack! Thank you for such a nice surprise." My wife's hand reached out and stroked my aching, erect cock. "Oh honey...you need some relief!" Karen's eyes danced with naughty merriment. "Fuck her baby...fuck this little college slut!"
My wife leaned down and daintily kissed the head of my cock. She then guided my hard dong down and between Molly's long, athletic legs. Karen placed the swollen head of my penis between Molly's wide open labia. We both grinned as we heard a muffled exclamation of surprise from between Karen's legs.
"Fuck her, Jack. Fuck this little girl hard and fast...feed her your big cock and give her the fuck of her life!" Molly's pussy was on fire...an incredible sensation of liquid heat as I pressed my cock into her pussy. Molly flung her pelvis upwards and then moaned as the first inch or so of my thick cock pierced her body. "Fuck her, baby," Karen moaned. "Fuck this little college girl's brains out!" My wife leaned forward, grinding her cunt against Molly's face as she reached out, cupped my ass cheek and urged me forward.
Without hesitation, I drove my cock inside Molly's tight pussy. She was very wet and aroused and with a steady motion, I sank my meat into her womb until I was buried to the root. Her cunt muscles clamped down around my aching cock, bathing it in a fresh burst of her juices while her body bucked, her arms flailed helplessly and she screamed into Karen's pussy!
My wife began mewling...a sweet, happy cry that told me she was orgasming. It was a sound she always made when she was being pleased orally. I savored the sensation of the young, tight cunt that enveloped my cock and began to slowly piston in and out of Molly's pussy, picking up speed with each thrust. The college girl's body responded, rolling her mound upwards to meet my downward thrusts, muffled moans coming from between my wife's thighs each time I buried myself deep in Molly's womb. The sensation of her velvety and steamy pussy walls pulsating around my erect penis was almost beyond description.
Karen continued to cry with pleasure, the high pitch of her voice telling me that Molly had found and was pleasuring her inch long clitoris, until final a violent tremor swept through her body and she slowly slid off the younger woman with a pleased look on her face. "This little college slut knows how to eat pussy, honey!" she purred happily.
Molly's face and hair were absolutely soaked with my wife's pussy juices. She gasped for air and continued to moan as I kept feeding her hard cock. I dropped down on top of her, enjoying the pillow like cushion of her large breasts against my chest...her hard nipples poking into my skin. I kissed Molly, savoring the familiar and delicious taste of my wife's cunt mixed in with the girl's saliva. I felt Karen's approach and suddenly we were both kissing the young girl as I continued to fuck her. Molly's legs slowly moved to encircle my back, her ankles crossing as she used them for leverage to help me drive harder and deeper into her womb.
"Fu-fu-fuck meeee, Mister Bo-bo-bowman," sobbed Molly in the throes of an orgasm. Her pussy was a fiery, steamy furnace...her juices flowing heavily, bathing my cock and our joined crotches together. "F-fuck me harder, d-d-deeper, p-p-please!" she begged me.
I obliged my young lover and she shook uncontrollably as I took her ankles in my hands and threw her long legs over my shoulders and curled her up to sink even deeper into her furnace hot pussy! I was pounding her sweet, young flesh with a vengeance, savoring every moist inch of her tight twat.
I felt Karen's breath against my thigh and felt her arm slip between my legs, pausing to gently caress my balls and then her fingers slithered up to where my cock was buried in Molly's wet pussy. Both Molly and I groaned as my wife inserted her middle finger into Molly's pussy under my thrusting cock...making things that much more sinfully tight. Karen worked her finger down and I smiled as I realized what she was about to do. When she finally withdrew her finger, I knew without seeing it that it was dripping with the college girl's juices. And I knew what she was going to do with it.
Molly jerked and cried out. "Wha-what are you doing! Oh god, that...not in my AAUGHHHHHH!" She screamed as Karen expertly pressed her middle finger against Molly's asshole and pressed it inwards, thrusting her finger into the girl's anal cavity up to the second knuckle. Molly began to buck and managed to impale my wife's finger even deeper up her ass in the process before her body went into an orgasmic-like seizure and the young woman began cumming violently.



I anticipated her pussy clamping vise-like down around my dick and had thrust hard, burying my penis deep inside her. Her already hot cunt become molten with lust and her tight clench on my cock brought me to my orgasm and with a lusty growl, I ground my pelvis against her mound and began to cum myself...thick wads of semen exploding into Molly's womb. This served to trigger an even more enormous orgasm in the college girl, spurred on by Karen's probing, ass-fucking finger in Molly's butt hole.
As her screams rose and then ebbed, Molly began sobbing, trying to say "Thank you", but sobbing too much to be coherent. As the last of my seed was being squeezed out by her pulsating pussy, I leaned over and kissed her, my wife's taste still strong on her lips. She jerked and groaned as Karen slowly slid her finger out of the girl's asshole and then had an orgasm aftershock as I eased my partly deflated cock out of her young cunt. Karen grabbed my cock and immediately sucked it into her hungry mouth, making me shiver with pleasure as she rolled her tongue over my cum-covered and very sensitive penis.
Molly gulped air and then wiped away tears and gasped, "Oh...My...God! You two are awesome. I never imagined I could cum sooo much so quickly!"
Karen let my cock, now almost hard again from her talented tongue, slip from her mouth. "Oh, sugar puss, you ain't seen anything yet!" She crawled on all fours between Molly's legs and again dove into the girl's wet, gaping, cum filled pussy, clamping her mouth down on the girl's well fucked cunt. Molly began to moan, quickly again at the edge of orgasm as my wife tongued her still aroused pussy.
Karen also wiggled her hips at me, spreading her legs to reveal her wet and open pussy...cunt cream glistening in her pink folds. I knelt behind my wife and joyfully rammed my cock home, making her sigh happily into Molly's pussy. After a couple of minutes of vigorous screwing, Karen turned and looked at me, her mouth and chin smeared with pussy juice and jism and growled, "Lover, you know what I want...give it to me!" She then returned to eating Molly's cunt.
I immediately complied with my wife's lustful command. I pulled my erect cock, now slick with pussy cream, from Karen's pussy and spread her ass cheeks wide, allowing her little brown eye to wink at me. I pressed the cream covered head of my cock to Karen's asshole and pushed forward. My wife yelped as my cock popped through her sphincter ring and then moaned, "Yessssss!" as I sank my hard prick into her poop chute. Karen's anal craving come sporadically, but I am always happy to assfuck my wife's tight back door.
The motel room began to feel like a Turkish sauna. Our bodies were generating a great deal of heat and the sexy sound of sweaty flesh slapping together filled the room as did the strong, pleasant smells of wet pussy and semen. Having come already, I settled in for a long, hard assfuck of my wife while she hungrily devoured young Molly's pussy, bringing her to orgasm again and again.
As I plowed Karen's tight, hot asshole, she would cry out occasionally as an anal orgasm overwhelmed her. I increased her pleasure by leaning over and playing with her body...one hand teasing, pulling and pinching her hard, swollen nipples and the other hand teasing her pussy, spreading her labia and fingering her twat and teasing her long clit that had come out to play some more. Her orgasms built in intensity until finally she pushed back against me...almost upright on her knees and screamed for me to cum as her sphincter clamped down around my cock and I exploded with another load of jism, giving my wife a sperm enema.
Karen's orgasm went on and on until she finally collapsed helpless before me, my cock still trapped in her asshole until finally her anal sphincter finally relaxed and I was able to ease my cock out.
As I slumped over next to my wife and kissed her gently...her grin telling me how pleased she was, Molly showing the vitality of youth rose up and kissing her way down Karen's back, surprised us both by spreading Karen's asscheeks, revealing her wide open butthole, my semen oozing slowly from it and asking, "May I, please?" Without waiting for an answer, the young woman pressed her face between my wife's ass cheeks and drilled her tongue into Karen's asshole and began to scoop out my semen and eating it with a pleased and slightly bewildered smile.
I enjoyed the nasty, erotic spectacle in front of me
Karen writhed and squirmed with pleasure as Molly speared her tongue into my wife's butt, eating my spunk and teasing Karen anally until she had licked Karen's asshole clean and had given my wife another sweet orgasm.
We all piled together and proceeded to sleep the rest of the morning away. I woke up with both my wife and young Molly lavishing me with a toe curling blowjob that culminated in me bathing both ladies' faces with a heavy spray of my semen and then watching them lick each other clean.
Over donuts, we learned a little about our little desk clerk. Molly, just shy of twenty years old, was from Iowa, attending the local university on a partial scholarship and by working various part-time jobs such as working as a late night motel clerk. Yes, she had been a cheerleader in high school, but quit her senior year over some scandal involving a teacher, a parent and another cheerleader. She was majoring in Business, but really viewed her major as finding the most fun sexually possible. As the afternoon passed by, she entertained us with her stories of having bagged six professors, (not counting her part time lover, a lesbian Literature professor), and many students of both genders in her two years at college. She grinned naughtily as she said, "I just love to fuck!"
While she took a shower, Karen climbed into my lap and said, "Let's adopt her!"
I allowed that it sounded good, but she probably already had a mom and dad. Karen replied, "Yeah, but I bet they wouldn't love her like we would!" We both laughed at the naughty connotations of that and then Karen said, "Let's invite her to the wedding tonight. I have a really cool idea."
My eyes widened as I quickly guessed what Karen had in mind and said, "Why not?"
Karen explained her plan to Molly who quickly agreed. Kissing us both, she agreed to return in time for us to attend the wedding. The groom was an old friend of mine from my college years, Chuck. He was a long time bachelor who was finally marrying at the ripe old age of forty. Chuck was always a little stiff and prudish, but falling in love with a Jamaican beauty fifteen years his junior was loosening him up somewhat.
We got ready for the wedding, me in a blue suit and Karen in a skin tight blue dress that displayed her body to best advantage. Molly returned right on time, wearing a lovely burgundy dress of a velvety material that molded itself to her beautiful body. Both Molly and my wife favored low cut, bare shoulder dresses that offered eye-opening views of their stupendous cleavage.
We arrived at the church about thirty minutes before the ceremony, plenty of time for Karen to send Molly off on her mission. Karen located the best man, Walter...another college buddy, who was already clued into the plan, and from the foyer of the church, Karen and I watched as Molly was let into a small antechamber where Chuck was spending his last minutes as an unmarried man alone. Karen squeezed my hand in excitement as we imagined the scene.
Imagine if you will with us. Chuck, a large, heavyset African-American, going bald, sitting alone with his thoughts in his very stylish tuxedo, minutes from his wedding vows, when in walks a beautiful blonde cheerleader in a skin tight dress. From her bosom, she produces a note which she silently hands to him. As he begins to read, she sinks to her knees and unzips his fly. Imagine her astonishment when she fishes out almost a foot of cockmeat (I saw it many times when we shared a dorm room way back when). Imagine his astonishment as this little blonde beauty begins to give him a blowjob. Imagine her amazement when he finally cums and cums and then cums some more! The blonde sucks Chuck dry, tucks him back in, zips him up, kisses him on the cheek and quietly leaves the room, never having said a word.
Oh, the note...it reads, "Congratulations, Chuck. Here's a little present to help take the edge off your first night of wedded bliss! Love, Jack & Karen.
About fifteen minutes after we watched Molly go into the antechamber, we watch her walk out, tight-lipped and smiling like the Madonna. Karen squeezes my hand and whispers, "I'll be back!" She meets Molly at the back of the sanctuary and they disappear to find an isolated spot. I close my eyes and imagine my wife and Molly kissing passionately, Molly opening her mouth so that Karen can drink Chuck's jism. I can see their lips becoming smeared with my old friend's semen...dripping onto their chins only to be licked up again.
Just before the wedding ceremony began, Karen, hand in hand with Molly returned to their seats. Both give me a quick kiss on the lips and I taste them as well as my old friend's seed. It is a beautiful ceremony and Karen dabs away tears as she always does at weddings.
It is an old game with us...the wedding present. In our ten years of marriage, we've attended maybe twenty-five or thirty weddings. Seventeen times, Karen has managed to get alone with the groom and give him a wedding day blowjob. Chuck would have been eighteen, but as she said while we were getting dressed for the wedding, "I'm sure Chuck will appreciate the college slut blowjob and I'm sure there will be other opportunities to taste his big ol' thing!"
The reception was fun as well. Lots of raucous music and celebration. When we went through the receiving line, all three of us received an enthusiastic bear hug from the groom. After dancing with Chuck during the reception and feeling his donkey dick in his pants, Karen returned to our table a little wide-eyed and whispered, "We have got to have Chuck and his wife out for a long visit, honey!" From dancing with his slender bride and the way she ground her pelvis against my thigh, I could imagine nothing finer.
We drank the toasts, threw the rice and finally, my wife and I retired to our hotel with our little college girl in tow. We spent most of the night testing our stamina and by dawn's early light, my cock was limp from coming several times (thank God for Viagra!). I came twice in each woman's pussy and once in each woman's ass. Molly had the tightest ass I've ever had the pleasure of fucking and admirable control of her sphincter muscles as well. I had the pleasure of watching Karen and Molly become absolute drunk on Sapphic love, using their tongues, fingers and in a finale that had both women screaming as they fist-fucked each other to furious orgasms that left both nearly unconscious.
We left a weary and bow-legged Molly in the parking lot of the motel when we finally started for home. Our departure was long in occurring as we both soul-kissed the college girl for long minutes. "If I had a daughter, I hope she'd be just like you," Karen told Molly before we left.
Molly grinned happily and said, "If I had a Mom and Dad like you, I'd been the most incestuous gal on Earth." We hugged one final time, exchanged addresses, phone numbers and e-mails. We told Molly she was always welcomed in our home and promised to look her up the next time we came through town. I aimed the SUV for home, a smile on my lips through the long drive...reliving the sweet times with a motel clerk named Molly and wondering what new adventures are in our future.
The End...for now.
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usual, this story is entirely fictional. Any resemblence to anyone living or dead is purely coincidental. All characters exist only in my vivid imagination. Enjoy
I hate to be abrupt, but is there anything finer than spreading your legs wide and savoring the delicious feeling of your son's big cock sinking deep in your pussy...long, hard, veined flesh slowly scraping the insides of your sugar walls, making your hair almost stand on in, your fingernails ripping the sheets as you drown in waves of ecstasy? Can anything top your son's strong body on top of yours...his chest flattening out your pillowy breasts...chest hairs teasing your throbbing nipples even as he grinds his pubic hairs against your cunt as he sinks his babymaker all the way inside you? Is there anything more wonderful than at the height of your son induced orgasm to have your son moan, "I love you, Mom!" as he buries his stiff penis inside you and floods your womb with his steamy hot semen? No, I don't think there is....but I've discovered a close second. Let me tell you.
My name is Gwen. I'm fifty-one years old. I've been widowed once and I've been divorced once. My late husband (my first marriage), Tobias, gave me a lovely son when I was seventeen. It was 1973 and the Age of Aquarius was rapidly setting, to be replaced by the decadent "me" era, which was fine with me. Tobias and I were swingers and I enjoyed both men and women whenever the opportunity arose (and in those wild days, it arose a lot). That life ended for me in 1980 when Tobias was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. About the time Reagan was being sworn into office, my dear sweet husband left me and our son, John for the next life.
I promptly put my wild days behind me and focused on raising my son. We lived near Detroit, Michigan and with a lot of sweat and effort, I built up a decent retail business and by the time John graduated from high school, we were very well off.
It was about the time that John graduated that we both succumbed to the building desires that we both harbored. Perhaps it was Tobias's death that created the bond between us or perhaps it was simply our fate to become lovers, but shortly after John turned eighteen, I spread my legs for him and took my son's virginity. To this day I have never had a lover who made me feel so happy. Every day away from John, is a day that I feel incomplete and unfulfilled. Perhaps I will someday share with you how John and I finally gave in to our incestuous desires, but today, I want to share another story with you.
John and I were a couple...almost married in every sense of the word for over seven incredible years. His life was mostly comprised of going to college, working part time in my store and making me the most well fucked mom on the planet. Left alone, John would never have left, but silly me, I decided he needed to find a girl his own age and make a life of his own and so he took a job in Tennessee when he was twenty-six. Two years later, I married my second husband, Stanley, a handsome man with a silver tongue.
Oh, I won't deny that a couple of times a year, John and I got together...as lovers, we still sizzled and what Stan didn't know didn't hurt him. At age thirty-two, John met his future wife, Lisa and last summer they became engaged. I was overjoyed (and yes, al little jealous). John and Lisa make a lovely couple and with some sadness, I gave up my wonderful lover of a son.
Things took a bad turn for me. It turns out that Stanley had (and has) a major gambling problem and without my knowing it, he wiped out our savings and put me into total bankruptcy with his gambling losses up at the Reservation casinos. Before it was over, I lost my house and my business and I got rid of Stanley as well.
John, my sweet, sweet son, took me in and I moved to Knoxville and into my son's house. Then I moved into his bed again...well, at least most of the time. We hadn't planned it. John and Lisa were making their plans for their wedding, but our mutual attraction was too much. My son and I have too powerful a chemistry to be denied and oh God, I've missed him and his long, hard cock!
Lisa was blissfully unaware that her future husband was receiving the carnal affections of not one, but two women whose world revolved around him. Things just fell into place. Lisa had encouraged John to move me into his house, but preferred to not spend the night there, telling him she felt funny fucking him with his mother in the next room. Some nights John would spend over at Lisa's and some nights he stayed home, encouraged by his future bride to "spend more time with your mom!" Believe you me, he spend his time with me well...as we would fuck and suck until dawn. Other nights, he would go and have sex with Lisa and then come home, especially if she had meetings the next day. I confess I really enjoyed those nights as well, as I would greet him at his door, on my knees eager to taste Lisa's cunt cream on my son's cock!
And that is where our story really begins...this past March...a little less than three months before their wedding. Between our marathon bouts of sex, my son and I would discuss how we would handle things once he and Lisa were married. He told me he had no intention of ever giving me up again, but just didn't know how he was going to tell Lisa about us and keep his blushing bride.
Many nights, we feel asleep after talking about Lisa and us, John's sperm trickling down from my pussy or asshole. I made a study of Lisa and almost drove John nuts, getting him to tell me everything he knew about her. I worked the problem and worked it and finally saw the solution late one night when John talked about how jealous Lisa had acted a year or so ago when her best friend and former college roomie, Theresa had gotten married. Lisa had been the maid of honor, but had been in a snit over the wedding...seeming to John to be a jilted lover.
I was like the Cheshire Cat grinning in the darkness. I knew how I could solve our dilemma and make our life even more pleasurable than ever. I didn't tell John my plan, but told him not to worry, "Momma's gonna take care of everything!"
Now for you visual types, I suppose I should describe us so your naughty imaginations can work up all sorts of wicked imagery. If you've done the math, you know I'm fifty-one years old and with lots of sweat and effort, I flatter myself to think I'm a pretty hot MILF. I'm five foot, three and weigh 138 pounds...just a shade on the voluptuous side with 38 DD breasts and thirty-six inch hips and a twenty-nine inch waist. Very zaftig with these big tits, but thanks to genetics and care, my big boobs don't sag too much. My brown eyes and my blackish-brown hair (with streaks of gray that my son tells me are very sexy), I still can draw my share of wolf whistles and hungry looks.
John stands five-eleven and shares my hair and eyes, but has a slim runner's build and at age thirty-four still has the stamina of a twenty year old. His cock when erect is very long and is thick enough to make me know I'm being stuffed with cock when we fuck!
Lisa is much younger than John...nine years younger. At twenty-five, my son's red headed fiancée is a very sexy girl...standing five foot nine, with an hourglass figure. Her breasts are a healthy 36C and she has a flat stomach (I'm sooo jealous), and a perfect, heart shaped ass. When you factor in her blue eyes, lightly freckled nose and that long, red hair, she is breathtaking!
This past March, I invited Lisa to spend a weekend with me in a resort town in the Smoky Mountains best known for its winter skiing and its abundance of shops and stores. I rented a chalet (fancy word for a furnished cabin, complete with shag carpet and a hot tub...very popular with newlyweds), and after she got off work Friday afternoon, we drove up for the weekend. As far as she knew, we were in for a weekend of shopping and doing the "girls' thing. The poor dear had no idea!
Things started quietly enough. We didn't get in until about nine o'clock and after grabbing a bite to eat downtown, we found the chalet manager and picked up the key. We drove up a winding road to our little chalet and carried our bags in.
"Ooh, Gwen!" It's lovely," my future daughter in law exclaimed. She set her bags down and began to explore the small cabin. "It's wonderful!" I heard her call out...then she said, "Hey! There's only the one bed!"
I stepped into the bedroom which sported a sumptuous king sized bed. "Really? I told them we needed two bed rooms or at least double beds." I said. I was lying of course...this was all part of my naughty plan. "Let me give them a call on my cell." I then proceeded to pretend to call the manager and have a conversation that ended with, "Well...damn. I guess we'll just have to make do."
I closed my phone up and shrugged my shoulders. "He apologized, but said everything is booked for the weekend. I suppose one of us could sleep on the sofa..."
Lisa giggled and said, "That's silly, Gwen. It's a big bed...we can share it. That is, if you don't mind!"
"Not at all, dear." I replied. I winked at her. "It's been a long time since I slept with another woman!"
Lisa turned bright red and then laughed as I laughed. We proceeded to get ready for bed. I changed in the bedroom while she changed in the bathroom. I imagine we were both surprised when we saw what the other was wearing.
Lisa had on flannel pajamas that primly covered up her luscious body. I was wearing one of John's old T-shirts which hugged my torso and barely covered my crotch. Lisa's eyes went wide when she saw what I had on and I again shrugged my shoulders and said in explanation, "I usually sleep naked, Lisa. I borrowed this from John so I wouldn't shock you. I didn't want to scare you with this old woman's body!"
Lisa was again blushing and then said, "Oh...um...you wouldn't shock me, Gwen. And you're not old you know. I wish I had your breasts. Your son is quite the tit man, y'know."
I laughed and began to cross the room. "Well, he was when he was little. I thought I'd never get him weaned off these things." I cupped and squeezed my right breast as I said it. I stood up on tiptoe and gave Lisa a hug, our breasts mashing against each other and said, "You don't have a thing to worry about there...I wished my tits were still as firm and perky as yours."
Lisa's blush deepened and she seemed speechless. We climbed into bed and she turned off the light. I slipped over from the far side of the bed and leaning over her, bent down and kissed her goodnight on the corner of her mouth. "Goodnight, Lisa!" I whispered as she gasped in surprise.
"Um, goodnight Gwen," she whispered back in a quiet voice.
I eased a bit away from her and then found her hand. I squeezed it tightly and said, "Lisa...you're practically family...my daughter as far as I'm concerned. Please feel free to call me Mom!"
"Thank you...Mom," Lisa whispered. "Goodnight."
We listened to each other's breath for a long time. I could feel my future daughter in law's nervousness and arousal. I had planted a seed...one I was confident would take root and flourish! I finally heard Lisa snoring softly and then I closed my eyes and slept the sleep of the thoroughly naughty!
Morning came and I was delighted to wake up spooning with Lisa. I was snuggled up tight with her, my arms around her...one hand cupping her firm breast and the other resting palm down on her flat belly...her pajama top having pulled up and leaving her stomach bare...my fingertips almost brushing the waistband of her pajama bottoms.
I was content to lie there, embracing her as she slept and I did so for maybe thirty minutes. Finally, Lisa began to awake, making little contented noises and sighs, her little bottom wriggling back, pushing into my crotch. One hand rose and covered mine cupping her breast, pressing it into her titflesh.
"Mmmm...I lovvvve you...you feel sooo good!" she murmured into her pillow and then I think she realized where she was. "OH!" Lisa began to struggle to move out of our embrace and with regret I let her go, pretending to wake up and yawning.
I stretched out like a cat, my breasts pulling the T-shirt upwards to reveal the fact that I was wearing no panties...my thick, furry muff revealed in all its glory. Lisa had scurried away from me and was on her feet staring down at my partially naked body as I smiled up at her and grinned. "Good morning, future daughter of mine!"
"Um...good morning, Gwen...Mom. I'm uh...sorry...we were, uh..."
"I guess we were cold in the night...we must've been cuddling for the warmth," I replied, trying to make her feel at ease. "Or, I suppose we both miss having our man in bed with us! Nothing like snuggling with your lover in the morning, is there?" I stretched again, letting her continue to get an eyeful of my hairy cunt.
She laughed...a little shrilly and nodded. She fled then to the bathroom, as speechless then as she had been the night before. She finally emerged, more composed and then helped by the coffee I had brewed in the cabin's little kitchenette. We got cleaned up and proceeded to drive back into town and found the cutest little diner to eat some breakfast.
Here, Lisa finally began to talk. "I'm sorry if I acted silly this morning. I guess I just woke up thinking I was home with John and not expecting to be snuggled up with my mother in law."
"I think I understand, honey...it's okay. I have to confess...it felt good waking up spooning with someone...just safe and warm and loving."
Lisa nodded in agreement. We continued to eat and I knew she wanted to say something else. Finally, she grinned at me and said, "I hope this doesn't sound weird or forward or something, but can I confess something to you, um, Mom?"
I leaned forward. "You can tell Momma anything, dear."
She giggled and said, "You might think this is weird, but you and John spoon exactly the same way!"
"Really?" I replied.
Lisa nodded. "Yes! John almost always wakes me up with one hand cupping my tit and the other almost in my panties." She blushed when she said that, but grinned as I laughed aloud. "Usually I wake up just as he's slipping his fingers through the waistband," she continued...giving me a nervous smile.
I laughed again and winked at her. "Well, I guess you woke up too early this morning...I hadn't gotten that far!" We both laughed at that even as she gave me another wide-eyed look of surprise. We continued to laugh like two school girls and although our talk shifted to other things, I was pleased to see her given me curious looks now and again.
With breakfast over, we began to assault the many stores in the downtown region...our focus mostly on clothes and shoes for Lisa's honeymoon. We made our way through the shops until we came upon a famous lingerie store. "Uh oh!" I teased Lisa. "Here's the most important stop, sweetie! We need to find you something special and sexy for your wedding night!"
Lisa blushed and hesitated at the door. "Oh...I don't know about this, Gwen...um, Mom," she stammered.
I quickly took her by the hand and said, "Nonsense, honey! It's your wedding night. A lovely woman like you needs to be either naked or dressed in something sexy. Flannel jammies are fine for a cold winter's night, but for that special night, you need something hot and naughty!"
With a little urging, I got my future daughter in law inside and although she was turning a bright red, we began looking through the store's sexy gowns and negligees. Lisa picked out a few things and I selected a few items and we made our way to the change rooms.
Lisa disappeared inside a change room and I waited outside. After a few impatient minutes, I called out, "Well?"
"Um...well what...I guess I look okay, Mom."
I tapped on the door. "Well, Lisa...let me look and I'll give you a second opinion." There was silence from the other side for several seconds...then I heard the lock click and the door swung open. I stepped inside and stopped in my tracks in awe.
"Well, Mom...what do you think?" Lisa shifted nervously, standing before me in a white, halter strapped babydoll negligee.
"Oh darling, you look incredible," I gasped. And she did. Her breasts peered out in spectacular fashion and the short length showed off her long, shapely legs. "I promise you that John will have a wedding night hard-on when he sees you in that!"
Lisa gasped and shivered. "Gwen...you're awful!"
I shrugged my shoulders and said, "Just telling you the truth. My son would have to be blind not to have an erection when he sees you in that!" I licked my lips hungrily. "You're beautiful, Lisa!"
Lisa looked down bashfully, drawing a sharp breath as she realized how scantily clad she was in the negligee.
I held up another negligee. "I thought I might try on something as well. Do you mind?" I asked as I kicked off my shoes.
Lisa started and eyed me thoughtfully. "Um, no Mom...go ahead."
I already was shrugging out of my summer dress, letting it pool at my feet and standing there in a bra and sheer white panties. I wondered if my future daughter in law could tell I had a wet spot in my crotch from looking at her sexy body. I turned around as I skinned off my panties, saying in a calmer than I felt voice, "Don't let me stop you, Lisa. Go ahead and try on something else. We can model for each other."
I let my panties slid down and I stepped out of them as I wriggled out of my bra, letting my heavy breasts bounce and fall. I glanced at Lisa, admiring her perky tits and raising an eyebrow at her shaved pussy. My son had told me how Lisa preferred a bald cunt, but I had not imagined how sexy her pink, bare pussy was! I was pleased to see her casting side long glances at me as well. I wondered what she thought of my meaty boobs and my hairy muff.
We both turned and modeled our outfits. "Oh, Gwen! You're just beautiful!" Lisa sighed as she gazed up and down my body. I was wearing a red flyaway babydoll that had a plunging neckline that was a little small for me, forcing my breast to swell up and overflow the negligee...making my 38DD's look even bigger.
Lisa was wearing a cami and panties that really showed off her lovely, flat stomach and whose low cut top allowed her firm, round breasts to appear as if they were about to burst free from the camisole. "Damn, Lisa. Don't wear that the first night...my son will cum in his shorts before you have a chance to consummate the marriage! That is, pardon my French, fucking hot!"
Lisa laughed and clapped. "Oh my god, Mom! You are so nasty! I can't believe I'm hearing you talk about your own son that way!"
"Well...he's my son, but he's a man too, isn't he?" I replied. "I've seem him naked before. I know he's got a big cock." I pirouetted for her. "Do you think this would make him hard too?"
Lisa rolled her eyes and giggled. "Yeah...oh yeah, Mom! If he knew what a sexy Mom he had, I'm sure he'd get an erection if he saw you in that!"
Finally relaxed, we continued to try on outfits, Lisa getting more and more comfortable being naked around me. She became more comfortable talking naughtily about John as well...giving me a vivid description of my son's long, thick cock before we finished.
We wrapped our shopping up by trying on some string bikini outfits. Lisa tried on a skimpy black string bikini that she looked drop dead gorgeous in, the black contrasting incredibly with her red hair and her ivory skin. I tried on a similar one...my voluptuous body overflowing the skimpy material. I stared hungrily at Lisa's bikini clad crotch, fabric molding enticingly around her long, thick labia lips. I glanced down at my own crotch and ran a hand over my bikini covered crotch, teasing some of the thick, curly pubic hairs that spread outward, uncontained by the skimpy bikini.
I suppose I'm gonna have shave if I'm gonna wear something like this, huh, Lisa?" I said.



Lisa's eyes were following my rubbing hand and I was pleased to see her lick her lips. "Oh...um, I don't know, Mom. I think you look pretty sexy just the way you are," Lisa replied. She raised her head to look me in the eyes. "That outfit really brings out the naughty, nasty woman in you! You wear that to a beach and you'll have to fight the men off. I'm not even sure I'd trust your son around you dressed like that!"
I felt my nipples swell against the skimpy bikini halter. I stepped up to my future daughter in law and gave her a big hug. I said, "Thank you, sweetie. I love you!" as I savored the feel of her mostly naked body against my own mostly bare skin.
"I love you too, Mom," Lisa whispered shakily, returning my hug. I could feel her heart beating madly against my breast and felt her shiver. We stared into each other's eyes for long seconds and I suspected I could have taken it to the next step if I wished. I let the moment pass though, confident that our perfect moment was coming soon!
We finished up our shopping and after eating dinner we made our way back to our chalet. I dropped my bags in the living room and then stretched. "Mmmmm. You know, Lisa...after a good day's shopping, I think we deserve a treat. Let's fire up that hot tub and have a good soak!"
Lisa's eyes lit up and she said, "Sounds wonderful! I'm sure I packed a swimsuit in my bag. Let me go find it!"
I laughed as I marched towards the hot tub, stripping off clothes along the way. "Now honey, you're old enough to know the only way to enjoy a hot bath is to be buck naked! Don't be getting shy on me, Lisa. After shopping, we don't have anything to hide from each other." I let my bra going flying towards the bed as I stepped out of my panties. "C'mon, daughter. Get undressed and get your sexy, naked body in the hot tub. Momma will be waiting!"
I turned on the hot tub and stood there waiting for the water to warm up and for Lisa to work up the nerve to join me. The water quickly heated up and I climbed in, savoring the hot, steaming water swirling around my aroused body. "The water's fine, Lisa," I called out. "Come join me!"
A minute passed by, then another. I began to worry that maybe I had scared my son's fiancée off, but then the door slowly swung open. Lisa peered around the door. She stepped out, fully naked now and slowly walked towards the tub. Her body was without a flaw. Her porcelain skin was red with embarrassment, her pert, upright breasts capped by hard, elongated nipples...thick swollen nubs. As she climbed up into the hot tub, I got a bird's eye view of Lisa's bald snatch, her labia slightly spread and glistening. Her wetness gave me hope.
I held out a hand and helped her into the tub, her sighing as she sank into the hot, steamy water. Not letting go of her hand, I moved to face her, bobbing in the water, my breasts serving as floats, half covered, my long, aroused nipples peeking out as I moved.
"I had a wonderful day, Lisa," I said. "It's been wonderful spending time with you. John is so lucky to be marrying you. I'm so glad you haven't resented me moving in with my son these past months."
Lisa squeezed my hand. "Oh, Gwen...Mom, I mean. No, I would never resent you...John has been so happy to have you in his home." She leaned in close. "I hope you know we both want you to stay after we're married too! I know we'll be such a happy family, Mom." Lisa surprised me then by leaning in and kissing me on the cheek. As she did so, our breasts pressed together, nipples dragging across each other's skin. Lisa shivered at our touch.
"Oh honey, you're shivering...are you okay?" I asked. I put my free hand on her shoulder, feeling the tension there. "Lisa...you are sooo tense! C'mere, honey. Let Momma rub your shoulders for you."
I moved us around, scooting behind Lisa, my legs spread to pull her in between my thighs and I began to rub her shoulders. "Ohhh, Mom...that feels so wonderful," Lisa purred, leaning back into me, pressing herself against my cushiony tits.
As I kneaded her shoulders, Lisa said, "I've really enjoyed our weekend, Mom. It's been great to see this side of you."
"What side is that, honey?" I asked as I worked the muscles in her neck.
"Oh, I don't know what to call it...your bawdy side I guess. I'm envious at how relaxed you are...how comfortable you are being naked...being naked around others. I've always been shy. John's like you...he doesn't mind just being naked, but if we're not making love...I've always been nervous about it."
I stroked her arms up and down as I replied, "I don't know why, Lisa. You have an absolutely gorgeous body. John's a lucky boy to make love to you. I bet his cock stands up whenever you walk by!"
Lisa giggled and said, "And that's another thing I envy about you. I was raised to never talk about sex and you don't have a problem talking about it...even talking about your own son's penis."
I shivered a little imagining my son's long, hard cock fucking Lisa's bare pussy. "Well, hon...I guess I grew up in a different time. I'm not ashamed that I've had a very interesting sex life."
Lisa was silent for a minute, then she said, "Mom...Gwen, may I ask a personal question?"
"Of course, dear," I replied.
"Last night...you said it had been a long time since you slept with a woman. I was wondering if you meant it...have you ever, you know, been with another woman!"
I continued to rub her arms and shoulders as I replied. "Oh yes! It's been several years, but I've had several women lovers in my time."
Lisa sighed a little. "I've been tempted, but the timing was never right. I've always wondered what it would be like."
"Really? Who had you been tempted by, Lisa?"
My future daughter in law stayed silent for a few seconds and then she replied in a low voice, "Well...my college roomie for one. I had a terrible crush on Theresa most of our four years together. I um...used to masterbate under the covers thinking of her and me in bed together."
"Mmmmm" I purred. "Anyone else?"
Long, silent seconds passed by...the only sounds the bubbling hot tub and our own breathing...now growing heavier by the second. Finally Lisa whispered, "You, Mom. I've been fantasizing about you all day."
I worked the muscles in Lisa's shoulders and slowly slid my hands down her front, whispering in her ear as I cupped her suddenly heaving breasts. "Oh sweet Lisa, would you like me to make love to you?" My palms rubbed against her thick nipples...I could feel her blood throbbing in the hard, rubbery nubs. I kissed her neck, my tongue trailing upwards.
Lisa moaned and leaned her head back against me, not objecting as I shifted a bit so I could kiss her. "Oh, Mommm!" she moaned as my tongue slipped into her waiting mouth to be greeted by her own eager tongue. We moved and shifted until we were facing each other, each with a leg draped across the thigh of the other. My hands still massaging her firm breasts, we kissed long, deep and passionately. Even within the hot water of the tub, I could sense the heat emanating from between Lisa's thighs. Lisa's hands moved down and cupped my ass cheeks, pulling me closer to her even as her tongue hungrily dueled and danced with mine. She never closed her blue eyes as we kissed.
I slid one hand down between our joined crotches, slipping a finger between her flowered labia, sliding it into the fiery wetness of her cunt. "Ooooh myy Goddd!" Lisa moaned, breaking the kiss. "M-Mom, I'm on fire!"
I lifted us up, forcing Lisa out of the water and sitting her on the rim of the hot tub, my hands spreading her legs wide to expose her shaved pussy. Her thick labia lips were spread wide, revealing her tender, pink flesh, glistening with her juices.
"You are so beautiful, Lisa," I cooed. "Such a lovely pussy!" On my knees in the tub, I pressed my face hungrily into my future daughter in law's cunt. It had been at least ten years since I had licked a wet pussy, but it's like riding a bike. She was delicious and I savored every sweet tasting drop of her pussy juices, running my tongue up the length of her wet slit and then fluttering over her partly hooded clitoris, making her cry out. My fingers moved to spread her hot, wet labia wide and I thrust my tongue deep, curling and swirling to gather up the sudden flood of cunt cream.
Lisa's legs came up and over my shoulders, her thighs tightening their hold on my head, unwilling to see me withdraw...as if I would! I lapped her pussy with building enthusiasm, recalling every sweet trick I had ever learned and had taught my son about eating pussy. "Ooooohh, Gwen-Momma!" sobbed Lisa as her fingers intertwined in my dark locks and she tugged my face into her wet pussy even more. I rolled my tongue over her clit...caressing it and then gently sucking it between my lips, making my son's bride to be cry out with the powerful waves of pleasure!
I sucked and licked the young woman's pussy until her breath was coming in ragged gasps, her cries getting more shrill and excited. My face was suddenly flooded with cunt cream and I focused on teasing her now fully engorged clitoris...a half inch long penis like nubbin, swirling my tongue around it as her juices literally sprayed my face as she screamed, "OHHH, MOMMM! CUM CUM CUMMMMINGGG, MOMM!"
I licked and lapped Lisa's delicious cunt until she was begging me to stop and then I licked a little more before she slipped back into the water, crying and laughing as she embraced me and thanked me. Lisa had a long, tension breaking cum cry and I held her in my arms until it had passed.
Finally she stopped sniffling and kissed my sticky, cunt juice covered lips and whispered, "I always knew it would be wonderful...I just knew it would be. I love you, Mom...thank you."
"You're welcome, daughter," I whispered in return, aware that her hands were now roaming over my body, pinching my nipples, kneading my tit flesh even as she showered me with kisses. "Do you want...do you want me now?" I asked.
My son's fiancée nodded eagerly and I kissed her once more and raised myself out of the water, spreading my legs so Lisa could run her hands through my hairy muff, oohing and ahhing as she spread my plump cunt lips apart to reveal my wetness,
I sighed as she leaned in and began to daintily kiss my pussy, tentatively lapping at my folds of cunt meat. I thought her timidity was adorable and was suddenly struck by a nasty thought.
"Lisa, feel free to get down and dirty." She looked up at me, her blue eyes full of delight and lust. "Lisa, my dear, I want you to eat my pussy like you would if my pussy was pumped full with John's semen!'
Lisa's eyes widened and with a muffled moan she rammed her face into my steamy cunt, her tongue madly, sloppily gobbling my juices. I quickly felt my own pleasure growing. What my future daughter in law lacked in technique she made up in enthusiasm. Her probing tongue slithered in and out of my juicy pussy, lapping up my heavy flow of cunt cream, sending great bolts of orgasmic pleasure through my entire body.
"Ohhh, baby....sweet daughter, lick Momma's pussy!" I moaned as my son's fiancée licked me towards an orgasm. With a muffled squeal of delight, Lisa discovered my clitoris and ravaged it with her torturous tongue. I fell towards a major orgasm as Lisa trapped my turgid clitoris between her lips and fluttered her tongue madly over it, sending me into orgasmic spasms so intense they were in that border land between pleasure and pain. I screamed, "I LOVE YOU, LISA...MOMMA LOVES YOU!" as my orgasm raged through my body, everything disappearing into a white nothingness of incredible pleasure.
When I returned to myself, I was a little surprised to find myself on the bed, Lisa kissing me passionately, our bodies intertwined...cunts rubbing against each other's thigh. I could taste my pussy on Lisa's lips intermingled with her own juices as she licked my face clean.
Long into the night, I made love with my future daughter in law, relishing each sweet lick of her delicious, wet pussy, enjoying every moan I could urge from her lusty body. My son had described how voracious his future bride could be when they made love...never quite satisfied and always hungry for more until she was too sore to go on.
Lisa was a quick learner as well, keeping an ear tuned for my moans and sighs of pleasure as she learned to eat pussy. Her tongue seemed made for slithering into a woman's pink cunt folds and finding all the sweet spots that make a woman scream with pleasure as her toes curl and she claws the sheets. Lisa and I fell asleep in the middle of a slow, passionate kiss, enjoying the taste of our own juices on each other's lips and tongues.
We woke Sunday morning in a tangle of arms and legs, her lips fastened around one of my slightly sore nipples. I stroked her hair and urged her upwards so that she came out of her sleep kissing me...savoring our mixed juices smeared on both our faces. We both reeked of pussy...aroused pussy and the scent made my cunt spasm and tingle. My hand wandered idly down between her thighs and I was pleased to feel Lisa's wetness as well. "Morning, lover!" I murmured, kissing her gently.
Lisa's eyes widened at the reality of what I said and then she sprouted a big, goofy grin. "Omigod...we are lovers, aren't we?" She whispered, kissing me back.
"One big, happy family!" I replied. "One big, happy, loving family at that!"
Lisa giggled and shivered. "Oh wow! We'll have to be, won't we! I still love John as much as I ever did, but I love you too, Mom! Do you...can we still be lovers even after John and I get married?"
I kissed Lisa passionately. "Oh yes, sweetheart. Now that I've had you, I can't ever give you up. I'm already addicted to your little sugar puss!" I stroked her labia with a finger, making her whimper ever so slightly. I kissed her throat and began to shower her body with kisses, making my way down her lovely form, pausing to nip at her swollen and no doubt sore nipples, making her moan from both pain and delight.
"MmmmmGod!" she moaned as I bit her rubbery nipples and then proceeded to softly kiss my way down across her flat stomach and then following her fresh aroma of cunt cream to her naked pussy. Her hands intertwined in my hair, guiding me to her. She shivered as I pierced her slit with my tongue, held rigid to penetrate her slippery wet flesh. "Oh my God...I can't believe my future mother in law is eating me...that I'm her lover. Oh Mom...I'm going to be fucking your son and then making love to you!"
Again a nasty thought flashed through my head and I raised my mouth from her flowered pussy, her juices dripping from my chin and in a lusty whisper said, "That's right, Lisa. Just imagine it...I'm going to eat my own son's jism from your pussy!"
I again lashed out with my tongue, targeting Lisa's rigid and exposed clitoris, but the image of me eating John's sperm out of my daughter in law's cunt triggered her orgasm before I could lap her little nub. Her fingers clinched in my hair as she thrust her pelvis upwards into my face, pressing my face hard against her bald pussy, flooding my mouth with copious amounts of her love cream as she screamed, "OH GOD YESSS! YOU'RE SOOO NASTY, MOMMM! I LOVE YOU, GWEN!"
I felt my young lover twisting about, suddenly realizing that she was turning her body so her mouth could reach my furry twat. She rolled us over, pressing her creamy pussy into my mouth even as I felt her hands cup my asscheeks as she mashed her face into my wet pussy. My own orgasm had been hovering on the edge of explosion since we woke up...my pussy having been eaten so many times in just a few hours; I was extremely sensitive and when Lisa ran her fat tongue over my engorged clitoris, I simply exploded...sobbing with joy into her steamy, sodden cunt, even as I flooded her face with my juices.
We remained in a passionate sixty-nine for what seemed like hours, licking and sucking and lapping each other, our arms and legs locked tightly around each other...two women becoming one perfect pleasuring beast, intent on devouring itself...feasting on the sweetest tasting pussy flesh possible. The entire chalet seemed to be saturated with the powerful scent of our unceasingly wet cunts...filling our nostrils with the heavenly scents and filling our hearts with unbridled lust for each other.
We made love all through the morning, pausing finally to eat some food rather than each other. I cooked us some breakfast and we moved back to the hot tub to soak our weary bodies and to talk about the new life we suddenly found ourselves in. For my part, even though I had planned to seduce Lisa for my own purposes, I wasn't prepared for the sudden love I was feeling for this woman a little over half my age. As my son and lover's future wife, I had really come to like her, but now after such a night of passion, I knew that I could not give her up. If I could not love her as I did my wonderful motherfucker of a son, then I still loved her passionately. The thought of my son, his future wife and me, possibly living a full and loving life together almost made me tremble.
As we soaked in the hot tub, Lisa talked about her feelings for both men and women. "I've always been attracted to women," she told me. "I had crushes on my best friend in high school, my 12th grade English teacher and of course, Theresa...I just never had the nerve to act on them...in my family it would have been better to be a drug addicted hooker than gay. I wanted Theresa bad...I can't tell you how many times I finger fucked myself to orgasm after seeing her run naked around our dorm room," Lisa sighed.
"Of course," I also love cock," my future daughter in law continued. "Oh, god, I love cock, especially John's long dick!" Lisa realized what she said and giggled. "Oh wow, Mom. I'm starting to sound like you...the way you talk about John and his cock!" She slipped closer and kissed me. "I love how you can say anything...like you would dare to do anything."
I kissed her back. "Mmmmm, tell me more, sweetheart. Describe my son's cock to me...tell me how it feels inside your hot puss!" I urged her.
To my delight, she did. "Oh Mom...it's huge...long and thick...I can barely get my lips around it when I suck John off." She blushed a little, but relaxed as I stroked her thigh with my hand and licked my lips.
"Yes, Mom...I suck your son's cock and eat his thick, salty cum!" whispered Lisa, her hand now running along my thigh, brushing my furry bush. "And it's so thick, it feels like a huge log when he puts it inside me...it's so big, he has to work it into my tight pussy...so big I feel like he's gonna split me in two!"
Lisa kissed me again and I took her hand by the wrist and pressed her fingers into my wet, burning hole. "Tell me more, baby...tell me what it feels like to be fucked by my son...show me, Lisa...show Mommy how it feels to be fucked by her son!"
Lisa shivered and moaned as she kissed me forcefully, three of her fingers slipping roughly inside my cunt, making me gasp against her lips. She ended the kiss, a sliver of saliva strung between our mouths as she continued excitedly. "John's cock is big and long...it feels like it will go on forever," she whispered in my ear as she added another finger and worked her hand inside me deeper.
"Its like heaven is wedged in your pussy, Mom...his thick meat worming its way against the insides of your sugar walls, making you squirm and moan and scream..." As she said the last she thrust all five fingers of her hand inside me and then I did let out a scream as she made a fist inside my cunt. "John pounds my pussy like a madman, Mom...thrusting hard and fast in and out of me, making me wetter, making me crazy, making me cum and cum and cum!"
My whole body spasmed as my son's future wife began to fist fuck me, just like my son sometimes does to me while waiting for his cock to revive. I knew immediately that he had done her the same way, as she began ramming her hand inside me to the wrist. I lost my speech as an orgasm exploded over me and I screamed as Lisa cried out, "Do you like it, Mom...do you like your son's cock? Is it making you cum? Could you cum on John's big thick cock, Mom...could you?"



My orgasm went on and on...with me clinging to Lisa's fist inside me, pounding my cunt hard just as my son loved to do! Through the tears, I could see Lisa's face lit up in ecstatic glee...loving the total depravity she had discovered with me...all her inhibitions washed away in the passion of our lovemaking.
As my orgasm faded along with consciousness, I knew that along with my son, I had found another soul mate...that she was equal to the passion and desire that I loved to share with my son and needed to have in my life.
Our ride home Monday morning was a happy one, much akin to the morning after I first made love with my son...both of us giddy with goofy, lovestruck smiles plastered on our faces. We held hands and talked as I drove us back home.
Lisa began addressing my bawdiness. "I really love the way you just let it all hang out, Gwen...Mom," she said. "I love the way you will say anything in bed...hearing you talk about John like that...heck, even thinking about it makes me wet. You are so honest and earnest when you talk about licking John's semen out of my pussy or having me describe John's cock when I'm fu-um fistfucking you..." Lisa looked over at me with those beautiful blue eyes. "Mom, do you ever think about fucking your son?"
I guess I should say I blushed all embarrassed like, but in truth I just grinned and winking at her said, "Maybe I already have!"
Lisa shivered and she blushed, even as she rubbed her jean covered pussy mound. "Oh God, Mom you make me wet!" she moaned. "I believe you would!"
I didn't think it was quite the moment to reveal the truth, but I thought I could start directing us towards it. "Well, maybe I will," I replied. I licked my lips and said, "I know I would love to taste how his spunk tastes coming out of your pussy!"
Lisa moaned and her jean zipper came down and she slipped fingers into her crotch. "Oh yesss! I want that too, Mom! I want to share him with you tonight!" She spread her legs wide, her hand disappearing inside her open zipper. My future daughter in law bit her lower lip and she fingered herself to orgasm. She kept her eyes on me as she told me over and over again that "tonight you drink your son's hot cum!"
We had a good trip home, Lisa fingering herself and then leaning over so I could suck her juices off her fingers...the thought of tonight's naughtiness keeping her incredibly aroused. Arriving home, John was thrilled to see both of us. We both received tremendous hugs and just watching John and Lisa soul kiss made me soak my panties. Later when I had a moment alone with John, I got my own lovers' kiss. Evilly, I refused to tell John how the weekend went...telling him simply to have faith that Momma would work it all out.
John was delighted when Lisa told him she wanted to spend the night. During another alone moment, John tried to apologize for not being able to make love to me, but I assured him he and I would find some quality lover time tomorrow. That evening, John and Lisa slipped off to his bedroom and I went to mine. The rooms were next to each other, so I enjoyed myself with a long masturbation session while John and Lisa fucked each other silly.
As if she had slipped her repressive restraints, Lisa was loud and vocal in her passion. I could hear her moans and sobs clearly as she begged my son to "Fuck me...fuck me hard, John! Fuck me...fill me up with your spunk! I listened proudly as my son did just that, fucking her to an orgasm and filling her up. Lisa surprised me then by urging John not to stop, but to continue fucking her. "I want you to flood my cunt with your cum, lover," she begged him! My son, always the attentive and giving lover, obliged Lisa and banged her for a long, hard fuck before filling her pussy even more with his hot semen. I was totally turned on...bringing myself off with my fingers several times as I listened to my son's moans and Lisa's screams of joy.
Catching my breath, I felt myself actually get more aroused as silence settled over my son's room. If I knew my son, two strong hard fucks would have him napping in a few moments, but what about Lisa?
My wonderings were answered in just a minute as my bedroom door opened and Lisa stepped inside looking incredibly beautiful, her hair a sweaty, tangled mess, her body glistening with fuck sweat, her full, perky breast bouncing with nipples hard and extended. She walked with that slightly bowlegged look of a well fucked woman, increased by the fact that she held a palm over her pussy mound. "I am sooo full of your son's jism, Mom!" she giggled. "I swear he must not have jacked off all weekend...saving it for me"
I licked my lips...it had been four days since I'd tasted my son's semen and I'll be honest, I was starved for a taste. I slipped out of bed and walked towards Lisa...my knees actually a little shaky. I found myself sinking to my knees in front of the lovely red-headed woman. Lisa withdrew her covering hand and a more lovely sight I've never seen. Her naked labia was spread wide, gaping open, my son's sperm oozing out of her still glistening, aroused pussy.
Without a word, I simply pressed my face to my future daughter in law's well fucked cunt and spearing her wide open folds with my tongue, I began lapping up John's spunk. It was delicious...his familiar tasty semen flavored with Lisa's sweet juices. Hungrily, I pressed my face more forcefully into her pussy, cupping her asscheeks in my hands while she whimpered with pleasure, hands in my hair, her thighs leaning into my shoulders as she trembled...already on the edge of orgasm.
As Lisa gasped and trembled to my loving ministrations, I buried my face in her slippery folds while my hands squeezed and spread her taut ass cheeks, my fingers sliding up and down the crack of her ass until my middle finger found her little brown hole and teased it...pressing against it, but never quite piercing. Her cunt, already sloppy with John's juices, was quickly flooded afresh as her cunt juices flowed heavily as I went down on my son's future bride.
"Awwwahhh, Mom!" Lisa moaned as her orgasm washed over her. I took her clitoris between my lips and tenderly sucked the extended nub making her sob anew as her orgasm intensified and then peaked. I eased her down to her knees and then with my face a sticky, tasty mess of jism and pussy cream, kissed her, sharing the sweet mixture of love juices.
We embraced there on my bedroom floor, kissing passionately with our arms wrapped around each other for a long time. When Lisa found her voice again, she murmured into my ear. "Did you like it, Mom? Do you like how John's semen tastes in my pussy?"
"I love it," I replied. "I just wish you could have the same experience...eating John's spunk out of my cunt, sweetheart!"
A soft groan escaped Lisa's lips as my words sent an aftershock of orgasm rippling through her body. I helped her to her feet and led my now sleepy lover back towards John's room. Quietly opening the door, I led her to the bed and helped her in beside my naked, snoring son. Lisa was asleep before her head hit the pillow.
For a long time, I watched my wonderful son and his lovely wife sleeping...both naked as the day they were born...so beautiful and erotic in their slumber that I could feel the pussy cream running down my thighs. My eyes came time and time again to my son's cock, half erect between his legs. Their combined juices still glistened on his magnificent penis. My heart ached with love and lust for my son and lover.
Suddenly, I found myself kneeling beside the bed, my head scant inches from my snoring son's cock. I took it in hand, admiring its heft, enjoying the pulsing warmth. I ran my tongue the length of John's cock, savoring again the taste of his semen and Lisa's juices...now partly dry and cool, but still a sweet nectar.
My son's dick quickly responded to my loving attentions, swelling to a magnificent pole of cockflesh. I took John's penis in my mouth, lovingly running my tongue over his velvety steel flesh, licking him clean of their sweet cum.
John moaned and shifted, rising up to see his mother sucking his cock. I let him slip from my mouth and held a finger up to shush him. My son smiled down at me...a smile that could melt my heart and turn my pussy into a molten, steamy mound of desire. He glanced over at his sleeping fiancée and then slipped from the bed. He offered me his hand and helped me to my feet. We kissed...a long and ardent kiss. When it ended, he licked his lips and grinned. "Have a good snack?" He assumed he was tasting my efforts of licking his cock and I chose not to reveal Lisa's visit and gift. My son took me by the hand and led me out of the room.
He started to lead me towards my bedroom, but I stopped and in a hushed voice, said, "No lover...right here...right now." I leaned against the wall and spread my legs, revealing my wet, furry bush, parted in arousal...my labia swollen and glistening with my juices. "Fuck me, John," I panted. "Fuck Mommy right here and now.
John closed in on me, lowering himself as he eased between my legs and then coming up with a swift, wonderful thrust, his erection slipping into my cunt...making me moan as his huge cock filled me up. He pressed my up against the wall and I raised my right leg and hooked it around his backside, using the leverage to thrust back, driving his cock home. His hairy chest felt exquisite as he pressed into, the wiry hairs teasing my very hard and aching nipples.
"I missed you, Mom!" John whispered as his tongue teased my ear.
"Momma missed you too, sweetheart," I gasped back as John began to ram his cock into my cunt with a swift piston motion. His thick throbbing meat felt so wonderful as it scrapped the cunt cream from my sugar walls...making my toes curl and my nails dragging trails down his back.
Our lips met and our tongue danced together in a ballet of desire while our joined crotches crashed together again and again...his pubic hairs tangling with my dense, black muff. Every inch of my flesh responded to my son's body as we became slick with sweat, becoming slippery and sticky...pleasure exploding from my pussy and traveling through every cell in my body.
The real world went away, leaving just my son and I in existence, wrapped in infinite layers of incredible orgasmic pleasure until I screamed into John's mouth and had a monster orgasm...intensifying as John emptied his load of hot semen into my hungry womb.
I could barely stand and my wonderful son picked me up in his strong arms and carried me back to my bedroom where he showered me with loving kisses until I drifted off to sleep.
I slept in the next morning, awakened only when I heard my bedroom door open. Lisa, freshly showered and in a fluffy robe hurried in, a naughty smile on her face. Behind the open door, I could the shower running and my son singing.
"Good morning, darling, how are you?" I said to Lisa.
Not saying a word, Lisa hopped up on the bed and kissed me, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth, making me moan in surprise as she fed me a fresh, hot load of my son's semen. For long minutes we remained lip locked, her feeding me John's spunk. Finally Lisa pulled away, a streamer of jism hanging for a second between our lips before breaking and splattering on my chest.
"Good morning, Mom," Lisa said in a chipper voice. "I just sucked your son off and thought you might like a fresh breakfast." She used her finger to scoop up the streamer on my tits and then sucked it clean. "God, your son tastes good." She kissed me again and said, "I gotta go, Mom...I'm late for work!" She scurried to the door and before she left, turned and said, "I'll see you tonight...afterwards?" She looked so lovely smiling at the thought of a repeat of last night.
"I'm looking forward to it, Lisa," I replied...but only if you'll eat Momma's pussy too!"
Lisa grinned evilly! "Whatever Momma wants!" She licked her lips and headed out the door. In a few minutes, I heard the front door slam and then Lisa's car starting up. Shortly afterwards my son came in the room, looking a little worn out. I giggled and said, "How long do you think you can survive with two lovers, son?"
John shrugged and grinned. "Long enough I guess to visit Doctor Campbell and pick up something to keep my dick up and running."
He climbed in bed with me and we snuggled and kissed for a little while. I was sure he could taste his own spunk on my lips, but he didn't ask me directly, instead asking me how our trip went.
I stretched out like a big cat, smiling nastily at him and said, "Beyond my wild expectations," I replied, choosing not to elaborate. John started to ask me something. I'm sure it had to do with how we were going to work things out, but I stopped his question with a kiss and said, "Just leave everything to Momma, son. Mom's going to work everything out."
John went off to work and I had myself a lazy day. Truthfully, that red headed minx had me just about worn out. I never would have imagined that sweet Lisa would be such a sapphic tiger when she dropped her inhibitions.
That evening the weather was really nice so we had a cookout, just the three of us and I felt like the star of the show, both my son and my future daughter in law sneaking little caresses and gropes of my body when the other wasn't looking. If one went inside, the other was kissing me or nibbling on the back of my neck, making me absolutely crazy with desire.
We watched a little television and then Lisa announced she was going to bed. She kissed me chastely on the cheek, whispering to me to not fall asleep and then after she went upstairs, John lingered behind to give me a long soul kiss. As he did so, I pulled down his shorts and breaking the kiss, sucked his already hardening cock into a long, stiff erection.
"Go fuck, Lisa, son," I said in a husky lust ridden voice, "Fuck her and give her a big load of your spunk...make her cum...fuck her like you'd like to be fucking me...make your mother proud!" I took his cock in my mouth again, swirling my tongue around his swelling cockhead. John moaned and ran his fingers through my dark hair, urging me to deep throat him. I resisted and let him slip from between my lips.
"Fuck her like you would fuck Mommy, John." I stood up and tucked his fine cock back into his shorts. "And, John..."
"Yes, Mom?"
"Pretend to fall asleep, but don't you do it. And if Lisa leaves the bed...wait ten minutes and then come to my bedroom."
John gave me a curious look and started again to ask a question, but I kissed him to keep him silent. "Go baby, go to your future bride. Trust your mother to make everything all right."
John hurried upstairs to Lisa and I went and took a quick shower, wanting to be fresh for what was coming. In my bedroom, I lit several candles, feeling myself getting wet as I heard moans of passion coming from next door...the headboard hitting the wall as it had so many times when I was under my son, being fed his big cock.
I heard Lisa's cries reach a crescendo just as John gave out his bull roar bellow that signaled that he was cumming. I sat on the edge of my bed, naked, legs spread as I fingered my pussy...teasing my long clitoris out of hiding...smelling myself...the aroma of my arousal already thick in my room.
A few minutes passed and I had myself on the edge of an orgasm...never quite letting myself peak. Lisa opened my bedroom door, looking lovely and sweaty, her hair bed tousled, a hand cupping her naked cunt and keeping my son's sperm from running out.
"I've been thinking all day about you, Gwen...um, Mom," panted Lisa. I almost cum every time I think of you licking John's spunk from my pussy." She reached me and I roughly pulled her down onto the bed, kissing her deeply before beginning a trail of kisses down to her breasts, red with John's lovebits...I added my own, biting her swollen nipples, tugging them with my teeth and making her gasp.
I groaned as I felt Lisa's fingers slip into my furry bush, finding my labia and thrusting into my cunt. I kissed my way down, rolling Lisa onto her back as my tongue slithered across her sweat slickened stomach and then further, licking across her pubic bone and then finding her gaping pussy lips...John's semen oozing across her pink pussy meat, still hot and creamy.
Lisa let out a moan as I fluttered my long tongue across her clit, a moan quickly muffled as I swung a leg over her head and lowered my own wet pussy to her face. We both moaned as we began to tongue each other. My tongue scooped up a thick blob of my son's semen out of Lisa's pussy and she ran her tongue deep into the cleft between my labia, slurping up my heavily flowing cunt cream.
Lisa was quickly learning my specific pleasure points and I was moaning with orgasmic delight as her tongue pressed inside me, swirling over my sensitive, wet flesh. Still recovering from the orgasm my son gave her, Lisa trembled and shook under me as I quickly sucked and licked her into cumming again.
We both rode out our orgasms and continued to happily pleasure each other. I wormed my middle finger into her tight asshole up to the first knuckle as I sucked on her clit, making her gasp and moan. We were both sweaty and the heady aroma of our aroused cunts filled the room.
Suddenly Lisa gasped, saying something that was muffled by my squirming cunt on her mouth. I felt added weight on the bed and then hands stroking my ass, lifting my pelvic region up just slightly, allowing Lisa to gasp, "John...omigod! Baby...what are you...OMIGOD!"
I felt the crown of John's swollen cock press between my labia lips and heard him say in a ragged voice, "It's okay, Lisa...Mom won't mind...she loves my cock!" My son then rammed his cock back home, making me cry out as he buried himself all the way inside me.
Even as I could hear Lisa continue to gasp, "Omigod," I urged my son on. "Yes, oh, YESSS! FUCK MEEE, SON! GIVE MOMMA THAT FINE COCK! YOU KNOW MOMMY LOVES GETTING OHHHH FUCKED BY THAT BIGGG DICK!"
John was as hard and as swollen as I could ever remember and I was honestly as wet as I can ever remember being...I could literally feel my own pussy juices spraying inside me, bathing my son's cock with hot cunt cream. As John began to thrust in and out of me, I was sure my juices were literally showering Lisa's face with each outward movement of my son's cock.
As the sheer erotic pleasure of John's massive dick being buried in me again and again swept over me, I found myself exploding into a massive orgasm as I realized that for the first time since John and I became lovers, someone else was witnessing our incestuous love. I collapsed on top of Lisa's body as my body was wracked with incredible, joyous pleasure. Just as I thought I could cum no harder, I felt Lisa's tongue slithering over my clitoris and I was suddenly screaming in erotic delight as every fiber of my being was overwhelmed by the monster orgasm of my life.
Through my own cries of pleasure, I could hear John groaning and grunting and I suddenly comprehended through my pleasure riddled mind that Lisa was in addition to tonguing my cock packed cunt, was licking my son's cream covered cock as it slid in and out of my pussy. I was helpless, lying there on Lisa's firm, sweaty body, my face pressed into her wet pussy which was flowing heavily with her own juices. I barely had the energy to weakly lap at her cunt.
Suddenly, John thrust deep into my womb, grinding his groin against mine, is hand taking hold of my body, rolling me over and off of Lisa, spreading my legs wide and then his own weight settling on top of me, my heavy breasts spreading out, flattened by my son's body. John wonderful cock never left my cunt, embedded deep in his mother's womb through his entire maneuver.
My body convulse with ecstasy as John resumed his hard fucking motion into my pussy. For a long time, the world winnowed away to just John and I, with Lisa's disembodied voices urging us on. "Fuck your Mom, John! Do you like it, lover? Do you like putting your big thing in Mommy's pussy! That's it, John, give it her...make your Momma cum! Fuck your Mom the way she loves it! Fuck her hard, lover!"



It seemed like I rode that orgasmic wave for an eternity, but finally it eased, leveling out to a delicious, continuous, plane of incestuous bliss. I slowly regained control of my body even as I reveled in the incredible sensations my son's cock was providing me.
"I love you both sooo much," I sobbed as Lisa crawled into view, her eyes filled with awe and lust, kissing her fiancée first and then leaning down to kiss me, offering me her tongue, my juices still sticky on her face. John's cock seemed to swell even more as he watched his future wife in a French kiss with his mother.
My god, how I craved my son's cock...my love for his thick member in me only equaled by my anticipation of my future daughter in law eating his semen out of my oh so wet pussy! I ached to have more of John in me even though he was burying himself in my womb with each hard thrust. I raised my legs up, pulling my knees back and then wrapping my legs around my son's back, my heels digging into his ass cheeks, urging him even deeper.
John lowered his head, adding his tongue to the duel between myself and Lisa. Her hand cupped my right breast, her palm rubbing over my hard nipple. I slowly ran a hand over Lisa's sweaty body, feeling her heart pounding with desire as she watched mother and son fuck. My hand slid down her stomach and between her legs, easily splicing through her cunt lips and into molten, sopping wet pussy flesh...her juices a hot, liquid stream pouring out of her. My hand slipped easily into her aroused flesh and I curled my fingers into a fist, making her scream with pain and pleasure.
I began fisting Lisa's cunt, keeping in time with my son's thrusts into my clasping pussy. John's pace began to pick up...his long, hard fuck was culminated and I could see his neck muscles tighten as he struggled not to cum.
"I love...you....MOM!" John groaned and with a roar, he buried himself in me to the root and began cumming, his roar quickly drowned by my screams of orgasm as he bathed my insides with his fiery jism, and by Lisa's cries as she came, bucking her pussy up and down on my clenched fist. Again I went to the beautiful place where orgasms live, the world now shrunk down to the cock inside my pussy and the hot, wet flesh spasming around my fist.
When I came back to my world, I was still fist fucking Lisa while she was partially lying on top of me, her face buried between my spread-eagled legs licking my semen filled cunt while John ran his still hard cock over my lips until I opened my mouth and sucked him in, my tongue a furious blur as I licked my own juices and my son's cum off his cock.
Eventually we all collapsed, exhausted from orgasms and we slept. Sometime early in the morning, we again made love, constantly moving from one to another...a mouth, fingers or cock in my pussy at all times...one organism with many limbs making love.
Morning came and both my wonderful darlings called in sick to work. John and I confessed all to Lisa, detailing our love affair back to its earliest heady days. I came clean with John's future bride about my plans to seduce her as a means for easing her into our world, but told her, "I wasn't prepared for the love I have for you...you are more than just my son's future wife and my lover...but I love you as I love John...something almost indescribable that gets more powerful every day.
Lisa admitted her own feelings for me being more than simple lust and confessed to being totally amazed at how turned on she was watching John make love to his mother. We talked all day in bed (between bouts of lovemaking), and John and Lisa insisted that although they would be the ones taking marriage vows, that from this instance on, we were all married to each other.
Three months later on a beautiful June day, I wept with joy as only a mother could as John and Lisa were married in church. They had plans to honeymoon in the Bahamas and after the wedding reception I went with them to the airport in order to drive the car home. Imagine my surprise when John took the car to long term parking. When I asked him why, he turned and grinned, "Didn't anyone tell you? It's your honeymoon too, Mom!"
He unloaded the car and held up my suitcase. "Lisa packed for you, Mom," he said, walking up and taking me in his arms. His lovely bride joined us in our embrace and they took turn kissing me as we waited for the tram to pick us up.
"I tried to pick out what you like to wear, Mom," said Lisa. "But the truth is, we don't plan to let you get dressed much anyway," she added before French kissing me while she and my son ran their hands over my trembling body.
It was a wonderful honeymoon and we sealed our love and devotion with countless incredible bouts of lovemaking. We've returned home and are making a special life for ourselves. My love for my son knows no equal and my love for my daughter in law grows by leaps and bounds every day. As we approach out first anniversary, we celebrate and give thanks for all the blessings we share...not the least of which is the life that even now is swelling Lisa's belly. We are lovers and family and I expect we will all live happily ever after.
The End
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Prologue:
And so the debate continues as to what and who I am. Many consider me a madman, a debauched villain or a new form of evil. Mayhap I am, although I embrace the fact that all great innovators have shouldered such criticism. I prefer the term pathfinder or counselor, seeking out truth and guiding those in need to it...to allow them to grasp their true destiny and become the people they were meant to be.
Picture if you will the simple place of enlightenment. A room of minimal possessions...twelve feet by twelve feet, the only furnishings a queen sized bed, a common wooden chair and a small refrigerator. On one side is a locked steel door. On another is a small shower/toilet alcove. Here we will place the blind, to discover their own path to the light that is the truth of their souls. I call it the I-Room.
The Third: Jacob and Megan
They are so quiet in slumber, so peaceful. In a few minutes they will wake, to find themselves in the absolutely escape proof confines of the I-Room and trapped with each other. Father and daughter, Jacob and Megan.
Jacob is a white male, some forty-nine years old. In outstanding shape for a man his age...well muscled, at five foot, ten inches tall and 175 pounds, his middle age spread hold off by long, arduous hours of exercise. He is handsome in a stern sort of manner. He sports an old fashioned crew cut, a style still favored by members of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, an agency to which he belongs. As a Special Investigator for the FBI, he has been involved in the investigations of the "kidnappings" of my previous visitors and has come closer to guessing the truth than anyone else, although he has been routinely ignored by those who chose to forget the obvious. He attracted my interest and subsequent investigation revealed his qualifications for being a candidate for the I-Room. He has been divorced from Megan's mother for fifteen years. He has never remarried.
Lying next to Jacob is his daughter, Megan. She is twenty years old and aside from hazel colored eyes, looks nothing like her father although indications reveal they have the same hard charging attitude in life. She is a lovely, young woman. Long, dark brown hair frames the face of an angel...an angel with full luscious lips. Her body is curvaceous and pleasing to the eye, her skin is olive toned, reflecting her mother's Greek ancestry. She stands five foot ten and weighs maybe 160 lbs. Her trim figure is accentuated by firm and ripe 36C breasts and a taut heart shaped ass. Her waist is slim and her legs are long and slender. She is in a word, breathtaking.
Both father and daughter are clad only in underclothes. Jacob wears boxer shorts and Megan wears a matching set of thong panties and bra. They make a striking couple and I look forward to their stay with me.
Jacob stirs first. He opens his eyes, adjusting to the currently dim lights in the room. He realizes he is not at home. He sits up slowly, assessing the situation, his eyes widening as he realizes it is his daughter lying next to him. He swings his legs off the bed, moving gingerly as his intelligent eyes take it the room. He stares at the chair next to the bed, and then notes the refrigerator. Standing, he walks carefully over and peers into the shower alcove. Jacob walks the perimeter of the room, stopping at the steel door. He notes the absence of a door handle, but runs his fingers along the seam of the doorway. He nods to himself...a grim look on his face and in a low voice says, "Damn it."
He returns to the bed and sitting next to his daughter, he stares at her with concern, worry and love...and perhaps something more. Finally, in a gentle manner that belies his gruff appearance, Jacob shakes his daughter's shoulder. "Megan? Megan, honey, wake up."
His daughter stirs, rolling over still half asleep. Jacob shakes her shoulder again and more loudly says, "Wake up, Megan. We've got trouble."
"Nooo, Daddy...wanna sleep," sighs Megan. Then her eyes snap wide open as she realizes she is with her father. "Dad? What are you doing in my..." She takes in the I-Room, then looks at her father. "Where the hell am I?"
Jacob shakes his head. "I don't know for sure...but I have an idea. Stay calm, Megan."
"Stay calm! I wake up in a," she takes a look around. "A fuckin' dungeon or something and you say stay calm?" She scoots off the bed and stomps around the room...stopping at the steel door and looking for a handle or knob.
"Yes, Megan. Listen to me for once. I think we're being held prisoner by a very disturbed person."
I know my cue when I hear it. "GOOD MORNING, SPECIAL AGENT. GOOD MORNING, MEGAN. WELCOME TO YOUR HOME FOR THE NEXT LITTLE WHILE."
Jacob tries to spot the speaker my voice is coming from. "You're the Creep, aren't you?" Megan's eyes go wide and her lovely face pales at my sobriquet that earlier visitors bestowed upon me and that the media has embraced.
"VERY ASTUTE, JACOB. OF COURSE I WOULD EXPECT NOTHING LESS FROM SUCH AN ACOMPLISHED INVESTIGATOR."
Megan edges closer to her father, fear etched on her face. "The Creep? Dad, what's he going to do with us?"
Jacob's jaw visibly tightens and he trembles with anger and frustration. "I don't know, Megan. Just stay..." He starts to say the word calm, but recalling her earlier reaction to his adage, stops.
"PLEASE, DO NOT BE AFRAID, MEGAN. NEITHER YOU OR YOUR FATHER HAVE ANYTHING TO FEAR FROM ME. YOU ARE SIMPLY MY GUESTS FOR A SHORT TIME."
"But why? Are you like the news says? You just get your rocks off making us be nude together," Her moods according to my investigation indicate she is mercurial and she demonstrates this most capably...going from anger to fear to anger again.
"YOU ARE HERE TO LEARN, MEGAN. TO LEARN ABOUT YOURSELF AND YOUR FATHER AND TO LEARN WHO YOU ARE TO EACH OTHER."
"To learn about my Dad?" Megan's voice is full of disbelief. "What's to know? My father's a jerk! I hate him!"
Jacob flushes and strides across the room. "Megan, control yourself. We have to stick together...we don't know what this...Creep will do." He reaches out to take Megan by the arm, but the young woman flings his extended hand away and stalks off to the opposite corner.
Jacob watches her intently as she strides away, her thong exposing her naked butt cheeks as she swings her taut ass haughtily. For several seconds, Megan's father is almost mesmerized by his daughter's mostly naked body. Megan turns abruptly and sees him staring at her. Jacob's blushing face turns a darker red and he spins around.
Looking up at the ceiling, he says, "Surely you realize you've taken this too far? The bureau will use every resource available looking for me...they will find us."
"I DON'T THINK SO, JACOB. I FEEL VERY SECURE THAT YOU AND MEGAN SHALL HAVE ALL THE TIME NECESSARY TO SEEK OUT THE TRUTH TOGETHER. NEVERTHELESS, FEEL FREE TO GATHER ALL THE CLUES YOU CAN. BUT, YOUR TIME CAN AND I HOPE WILL BE BETTER SPENT." I confess I am feeling abundantly confident.
Jacob asks me a few more questions, but I kill the microphone, feeling that continued conversation between us at this time will be counterproductive to what needs to take place between Jacob and his daughter.
Jacob finally gives up with questioning dead air. He prowls around the room, pointedly ignoring Megan as he seeks answers to questions that have no answers.
He stops and finally sits on the bed, glancing over to the corner where Megan leans against the wall, not realizing how sexually provocative she looks...her long, toned legs on fine display while her crossed arms are accidentally pushing her breasts upwards, causing the firm, heavy globes of flesh to almost overflow her low cut bra.
Jacob sighs heavily. "How have you been, Megan?"
"What do you care? I'm at school. I cash your checks every month. I don't call and remind you that you've got a daughter you parked in boarding school since she was fourteen."
Jacob's face reddens with anger. "That's not what I've done, Megan. It was the best solution given the demands of my job...what the agency wants."
Megan snorts. "Oh yeah...your job! Your job didn't force you to dump me in that boarding school before I was fourteen. We had a lot of good years together after Mom left. Then boom, I'm getting dropped off at St. Caleb's School for unwanted kids!"
Jacob stands up and starts towards his daughter. "Now that's just not fair. My job...you needed stability and you got a damn good education when you weren't getting thrown out of schools."
"Oh yeah, Father! I got a great education and no family while you were off pretending to be Sherlock Holmes and chasing women." Fearless, Megan stands nose to nose with her father, both now yelling.
"That's not true!" Jacob replies, glaring down at his daughter and sneaking peaks of her cleavage as well. Megan stands on tip toe, bouncing up and down as she argues, not realizing she is making her pert breasts bounce enticingly. Angry as Jacob is, his boxer shorts began to tent slightly. He suddenly feels his penis hardening and pressing against the cotton material. His face reddens further and he spins away from his daughter.
"This is so useless, Megan. We have to be a team and cooperate if we're going to get out of this situation." Jacob sits down on the bed, dropping his hands in his lap and tries not to look at his barely clad daughter. Megan barely contains an interested smirk as she eyes her father's obvious erection.
It is an old argument between these two. Megan was five years old when her mother and Jacob's wife left them, obtaining a Reno divorce and never attempting contact again. Jacob did a fine job raising Megan, balancing home life and work like an artist until Megan turned fourteen. As Megan neared her first year of high school, Jacob abruptly and without warning enrolled her at a boarding school nearly five hundred miles from their home in Maryland.
Needless to say, Megan did not take it well. She turned from a studious young woman into the school rebel. She was expelled from her first boarding school at age sixteen, following a string a dangerous pranks and a scandal involving an older male teacher. By the time she graduated from High School, she had been expelled from two other schools, both times for sexual scandals involving middle-aged, male teachers. My research also indicates that in the two colleges she has attended in the last three years, she has had affairs with five male professors, all over the age of forty-five, one event leading to a divorce.
On the other hand, Jacob has, despite Megan's charges to the contrary, been almost celibate, devoting his life to his career. His primary outlet for sex, are a few very discrete call services that cater to political and government agencies that he apparently only frequents when the pressure is too much.
For the rest of the day, father and daughter studiously ignore each other, although both take sneaking peeks of the other. As I dim the lights for the evening time, they both gravitate towards the bed. Jacob hugs the right edge of the bed as they settle down for the night. Megan slides towards the center, rolling onto her side and facing her father. In the dim light, she appears to be studying her father's rather muscular body as he seems to ignore her, staring up at the ceiling.
"Goodnight, Megan," Jacob whispers in a low, uncertain voice...maybe afraid that speaking will start another argument.
"Goodnight, Dad," she whispers back. A few minutes pass quietly. Finally, Megan reaches out with one hand and closes it around her father's hand. He starts slightly, not expecting it, but takes her hand. Silence continues until Megan's eyes finally close and she begins to softly snore.
Then and only then, does Jacob turn and stare at his daughter. There is a father's love in his eyes, but much more. His eyes roam hungrily over his daughter's lithe body...staring at her with the hunger of a starving man. He catches himself several times reaching out with his hand to caress her. Jacob mutters, "Damn it," under his breath and turns away from her...his free hand moving down against his again tented shorts and rubs his cotton covered erection with regret before he finally falls asleep.
The next morning, Jacob awakes early, the habits ingrained from many years of rising early every morning. He explores the shower alcove, emptying his bladder and then, glancing continuously back at his daughter, takes a quick shower. Finished, he stands and lets himself air dry while staring hungrily at Megan...his cock hardening again, until he begins to stroke himself, halting only as Megan sighs and begins to stir. Hastily and with some distaste, Jacob dons his old shorts. When Megan awakes a few minutes later, she finds her father vigorously doing pushups.
He studiously ignores her as she wanders to the alcove and sitting on the toilet, pees without shame, staring at her father's muscular form. She smirks as she wipes herself and then drops her thong panties to the floor. "Good morning, Dad!" she murmurs as she removes her bra.
Not glancing up, Jacob grunts, "Good morning, honey." Megan frowns as he doesn't look up and she turns and turns on the shower. I am interested in Jacob's self control now. He tenses up as he hears the water running. A minute passes, then two. Jacob's resolve doesn't crumble until well into the third minute of his daughter's shower.
Jacob glances up, his eyes widening as he gets his first glimpse of Megan's naked, adult body. Soap suds cling to her nubile form, emphasizing her body, rather than concealing it. He stares at her high, proud breasts, nipples hard, standing out like erasers on the tips of pencils. He eyes travel downward, over her flat stomach and further south to discover her dainty pubic hair, shaved to a small rectangle above her vagina...labia lips fat and at this moment, slightly parted and glistening from the soapy water.
Megan's father raises his eyes upward and gasps as he sees Megan looking back at him, a slight smile on her face, her hazel colored eyes offering a hint of possibilities. He is aware that his cock is suddenly fully erect and he turns away, sitting up with his back to his daughter and with some difficulty, begins to do sit-ups. Megan frowns at his sudden movement, but the frown quickly morphs into a naughty smile.
Jacob is still doing sit-ups when he hears the water shut off. Silence fills the room for long seconds until interrupted by Megan's voice. "To hell with this thing!" she says and Jacob pauses in his workout when Megan's bra flies over his head to hit the wall, followed quickly by her thong panties.
He stares at them like they are holy artifacts and after long seconds says, "Um...Megan, what are you doing? Put your, um...clothes back on!"
From behind him, he hears his daughter reply, "Like hell I will. You want to wear the same bra for more than a day, be my guest. Same goes for my thong...two days that thing has been up my ass...I am so over that!"
Jacob climbs to his feet and slowly turns. His daughter stands naked before him, running her fingers through her long, dark hair, trying to clear it of tangles. Jacob stares at his daughter and snaps, "Goddammit, girl. Get some clothes on! We can't go naked here!"
Megan rolls her eyes in derision. She steps forward towards her father and cups her breasts, squeezing them as she approaches. "Hello! They're just breasts, Dad! You know...boobs, knockers, titties? Everybody has 'em! Just tits, Daddy...no big deal!"

Jacob takes a step backwards for every step she takes toward him. Megan releases her breasts, one hand sliding downwards and between her legs, fingers slightly parting her already blooming vaginal lips. And it's just a vagina, Father! You know...pussy, twat, cunt! No big deal...I'm sure you've seen your share of pussies, huh Dad?"
"For Christ's sake, Megan, control yourself. Put your clothes back on!" Jacob stammers, absolutely flustered.
"Being naked is no big deal, Dad!" Megan fires back. "And it's sure better than walking around in nasty underwear. Besides, if the news guys are right...and us getting naked is what gets this Creep off, then maybe the sooner we get naked, the sooner we can get the fuck out of here!"
Megan turns around and returns to running her fingers through her hair, leaving her father to stare at his daughter's taut, shapely ass cheeks. He almost groans when Megan suddenly bends over, letting her hair fall over in front of her face as she works to get the tangles out. In doing so, she exposes her pussy, her labia parted to reveal wet, tender cunt flesh.
Jacob unconsciously rubs the front of his bulging shorts, seeking relief no doubt, from the powerful ache I'm sure he is feeling. He turns away, facing the opposite wall and says, "You...I mean we can't do this, Megan. Put your clothes back on." All he gets from his daughter is a snort of derision.
He walks over and picks up Megan's panties and bra. He stares intently at his child's soiled thong panties and for a moment his nostrils are flaring so much that I almost expect him to bury his nose in them and inhale her scent. Instead, he turns and stalks up alongside his daughter, his eyes roaming over her still bent over form, and he says as he holds out her underwear, "I'm your father, now do what I say!"
Megan straightens up and steps closer until her hard nipples are almost brushing her father's bare chest. "Read my lips, Daddy," she snarls with disdain. "NO!" She steps away from him, walking along the walls of the room. "I'm naked until I get some clean clothes, so deal with it, Dad! Stare if you want to...look away if you want. I don't care!"
She ignores him while he stands there for several minutes with her wadded up underwear in his hands and then with an evil grin, says. "I don't care if you go naked or not, but those shorts are starting to get rank too!"
The rest of the morning is spent in an uncomfortable silence. Jacob tries to ignore his naked daughter, but time and time again, he finds himself staring at Megan's beautiful body. Megan doesn't make it easier, not attempting any kind of modesty...she sits or lies down as she feels appropriate...legs often spread carelessly, showing off the moist, pink treasure between her thighs.
Shortly after lunch, Jacob takes his daughter's underwear into the alcove and washes them out as she watches with amusement. He wrings them out and brings them back into the room and hangs them over the chair to dry. Megan is stretched out on the bed, looking radiant in all her delicious glory. Jacob's eyes roam over her body. Megan looks at her wet undies, laughs and says, "I don't think so!"
Jacob's daughter eyes the almost constant bulge in her father's pant. "I think you need to get out of those shorts, Dad. They smell and it looks like things are anxious to bust loose anyway!" She reddens at her slightly risqué remark and grins up at her father.
Jacob's eyes widen at her remark and he starts to raise his hand as if to slap her, then he checks himself. "I can't believe you've become such a slut. I'm ashamed of you."
Megan laughs and gives him her middle finger. "How would you know, Father dear? You've ignored me for the last six years. How the fuck would you know what I am?" Her voice is an attempt at lightheartedness but is thick with bitterness.
They descend back into silence...a silence that lasts long into the evening. Jacob makes of point of ignoring his daughter, but taking every opportune moment to peek at her nude body. Megan says not a word, but will stare at her father daringly every single time she catches him looking at her. Not until long after I've dimmed their lights does the silence break.



Both father and daughter are lying prone on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. Jacob works himself up to speak, the tension evident in his clenched jaw. "I'm sorry I called you a slut, Megan." After a long silence, he continues. "Goodnight, Megan. I-I love you." He reaches out a hand to his daughter.
With a soft sigh, Megan whispers back, "I know, Daddy. Good night." She lets her arm drop from her body and she takes her father's hand for a moment, letting her fingers slip over his as if she was wiping them off. She rolls over away from her father, who is running his fingers over the wetness he suddenly feels on them. He brings his hand to his nose and sniffs. His nostrils flare widely even as his semi-erect penis stirs. He glances over at Megan and then hesitantly licks his fingers. Jacob groans and his cock stands at full mast, jutting out against his soiled shorts. He had no clue that in the almost darkness, his daughter has been fingering her pussy in a slow and lazy fashion.
Several minutes pass. Jacob's erection does not waver in the slightest. He can't seem to stop bringing his fingers to his nose. Finally, he eases off the bed and walks quickly into the alcove. His fingers are a blur as he stands over the toilet masturbating quietly but furiously. It doesn't take long and he explodes; his huge wad of cum splattering noisily into the commode bowl. He bites his lower lip and tries to remain silent. On shaky legs he returns to bed, turning away from his daughter's naked form.
He doesn't see his daughter, still awake, an evil smile on her lips.
The next morning, Jacob awakes first again. He gets up and relieves himself. He stops at the entrance to the shower alcove and stares at his daughter, sprawled on the bed. His cock hardens again and he turns and turns on the shower, shucking his shorts. I admire his restraint as he resists more than a few strokes of his aroused, swollen organ. He ends the shower and is about to pull on his dirty shorts when he glances into the room.
Megan is awake and sitting up, her arms wrapped around her pulled up knees, intentionally or accidentally exposing her almost bald pussy. She shakes her head in disgust, saying, "You should just let it go, Dad. Those things are almost stiff enough to stand up by themselves."
Jacob finishes pulling them up, grimacing as he does. "And you should cover up. Your things should be dry by now."
Megan rolls over and pulls her underwear from the chair. She fondles them and sniffs them and then drops them to the floor. "They're still damp and they smell funky. Ain't no way I'm going to wear them." She rolls back over, raising one knee up, offering her father a splendid view of her vagina. "And your shorts look pretty damn nasty, Dad. Take them off. We're both grown-ups now...it's no big deal being naked. You don't have anything I've not seen before."
Jacob stands there for a moment and then sighs. He is a man who doesn't like to concede defeat, but three days in those shorts have rendered them very unpleasant. In an abrupt motion, he shucks them off again and in disgust, kicks them into a corner.
It is Megan's turn to widen her eyes. Jacob's cock is fully erect, pointing straight out from him towards her. As he feels her eyes upon him, his long, thick penis jerks to an even more upright position, almost slapping him in the stomach.
Megan climbs from the bed and strolls by her father on her way to the shower. She smiles as she reaches out and brushes his arm with her fingers. "Okay, Dad. I admit I was wrong. I haven't seen anything quite that big before." She giggles and rushes off to the shower. She takes a long, sensual shower, taking her time to soap up her body, caressing herself until her spying father looks ready to explode. Megan struts around wet and naked when her shower is over as she again uses her fingers to get the tangles out of her hair.
As her father ogles her body, she loudly complains about the lack of a hair brush. Getting a painful strand of hair cleared, she looked up at the ceiling, "The least you could have done, Creep, is left me a fucking hairbrush!"
I key my microphone and reply, "NOTED, MEGAN. I'LL SEE WHAT I CAN DO." Megan jumps, startled at my voice. Even confined, a day or two without my voice and it is so easy to forget I am there.
"You scared the crap out of me!" she growls. She looks around at the ceiling...searching for a camera. "Are you happy, Creep?" she asks. "We're naked! Are you getting a good look or do you need a better peek?" As she did when she confronted her father the previous day, she manhandles her breasts, lifting them upwards as if offering them to me. I'd be lying if I said my mouth wasn't watering at the thought of sucking her lovely, uprights mounds of flesh.
Before I can reply, her father rushes across the room and grabs her by the arm. "Stop it! We don't know what we're dealing with! We don't know what will set him off!"
Megan angrily jerks away from Jacob. "Back off, Daddy! You do what you think is best, I'll do what I want!" She bounces away from him and leaps into the bed. "Hey, Creep! How about this? Is this what you want?" Rolling onto her back, Megan extends herself into a spread-eagled position, her labia lips parting. I think she's terrified, angry, and turned on all at the same time. "How's that for a beaver shot, huh? Is this what you were hoping for?"
"YOU'RE VERY LOVELY, MEGAN," I reply. "BUT, I DO NOT REQUIRE ANYTHING OF YOU, BUT TO BE MY GUEST FOR A SHORT WHILE." I cut the mike off and resume my observation of father and daughter.
Jacob is furious. He towers over his naked daughter, shaking a finger at her like he scolding a naughty child. "That was so stupid, Megan!" he says. "We haven't a clue about who or what this guy is. We don't know what might set him off. We know he's released two families, but for all we know, he's kidnapped and murdered dozens of others."
Jacob's words seem to be reaching his daughter, but in his ire, he goes too far and says, "So straighten your act up, Megan. Quit walking around acting like some street whore and act like the young lady I raised you up to be!"
Megan erupts in furious rage. "You didn't raise me up to be anything, Father! You dumped me off to be raised by housemothers and nuns, Father! I'll be and do anything I want! If I want to be 'ladylike,' I will. If I want to be a fucking slut, I will!" Megan glares up at her father, her face bright red with anger...and something more. "If I want to fuck the Creep, I will! If I want to fuck myself in front of you, Father, I will!"
As she says those words, Megan thrusts three fingers between her already blossoming cunt lips, ramming her fingers deep in her moist hole. Megan's face contorts with the pain of the forceful thrust and from the pleasure of it as well. Through clenched teeth, she gasps, "A-And, Father, dear, there's ahhhh, nothing you can do about itttahhh, unlessss you want to ahhhh, j-jack offfff!"
With astonishing fury, Megan begins to thrust her fingers in and out of her pussy in a blur of motion. Her other hand slides upward to her left breast and she teases her hard, pebble like nipples. All the tension of the past few days seems to be focused on her fingers plunging in and out of her wet, slick pussy. There is anger on her face...and lust...and need.
Jacob stands there for long seconds, his mouth gaping open in astonishment as his daughter writhes and twists on the bed as she finger fucks her wet snatch. His body trembles with desire and indecision. His mouth moves wordlessly until finally he manages to rasp out, "Megan...stop. This is awful. It's wrong...insane."
Megan is bucking upwards with her hips. "There's ahhhh nothing bad going onnn, Daddddyyy!" she pants. "If...if there's something wrong about mmmm, pleasuring myself...ahhhhhmmm, why is your dick hard, Daddy?"
Jacob is startled as he realizes that again his cock is so stiff it is slapping at his stomach. He spins away, staggering against the nearest wall. He rests his head against the cool concrete and tries to close his eyes, but he can't...unable to resist the urge to turn and look at his masturbating daughter time and again.
Megan's pleasure grows, building, urged on by her anger. She adds a fourth finger, almost fist fucking herself. Sweat pours off her naked body, making her fair skin glisten. Her moans give way to sobs of joy. Jacob cannot stop staring and his right hand wraps around his swollen cock and begins to stroke.
Tears run down Megan's face as she watches her father masturbating as he watches her pleasure herself. "Do I make aaaagoddd, make you hard, Daddyyy!" Her four fingers have her labia split wide...showing the juices that are absolutely pouring from her wet twat. Her fingers are thickly coated with her cunt cream.
I hold my breath as both approach climax. Jacob is now crying as well, his hand working in a blur up and down his shaft while Megan struggles for breath, taunting and urging her father on!
"Do you...yesssss! Do you likeee watching meee ohhhhh Dadddyyyy! Am I making youuu cummm?" she gasps in a ragged, lust ridden voice.
Jacob sobs and then begins ejaculating, his seed splashing against the wall. He struggles to continue standing as his knees begin to buckle. His eyes never leave his daughter.
The sight of her father ejaculating sends Megan over the edge and she shrilly screams, "DADDDDYYYY!" and goes into orgasm, her body going into helpless spasms as she buries her fingers inside her wet pussy, pressing them deep into her womb. Her body is wracked with waves of ecstasy for long minutes, before she collapses in a sweaty heap. Father and daughter stare at each other, both gasping for breath, both taking deep draughts of the air laden with the mixed, heady scent of their desires.
I wonder if this is the moment. Their gasps for air fade, giving way to the most strained silence the I-Room has ever experienced. Jacob wipes tears off his face...expressions of shame and desire warring for control of his face. His eyes bulge with hints of madness and I fear for the success of this particular experiment. He staggers over to the chair next to the bed, takes it and turns it towards the wall and sits down.
Megan curls up on her side, watching him, her facial expressions a mix of ire and need. I wait for one to say something to the other, but neither speaks. The silence lengthens...seconds growing into minutes growing into hours. Megan watches her father intently for some sign...anger, love, lust, I'm not sure. Jacob rarely glances her way, although when he does glance over, intense longing seems to be the overriding emotion on his face. Lunch passes and both eat in silence...they take supper in a quiet that is almost deafening in its intensity.
Megan spends the early evening hours roaming along the walls of the room, looking like a lioness on the prowl. She seems to shine with carnal need. I can almost smell the scent of her aroused cunt. A sexual flush seems to cover her entire body. Her nipples are hard to the point of throbbing. Jacob huddles in his chair, exerting as much self control as a man with a raging erection can.
When I finally dim the lights, Jacob slumps to the bed and collapses...his hard-on waving in the air as he stares up at the ceiling. A few minutes pass and Megan climbs up onto the bed, edging close to her father, lying on her side and staring at him. Long minutes will pass before Megan whispers, "I love you, Dad." She reaches out a hand and rests it on her father's chest.
Jacob sighs at the touch of his daughter's hand. "I love you, too," he mutters back in a voice thick with emotion. He doesn't move though. I really expect something to happen, but although both remain awake a very long time, neither one speaks or makes a move. I wait until both are sound asleep and then add something to the air mix to ensure several restful hours of slumber. I then enter the I-Room and leave a little gift.
The next morning begins as the others have begun. Jacob is up first. He quickly notices the item I've left. He picks it up, studies it, shakes his head and returns it to where he left it. He showers and walks around, letting the air dry his naked body, ogling his daughter's beautiful form.
Megan awakes to her father looking at her, his cock standing up at attention in tribute to her loveliness. Her face is a mixture of emotions as yesterday's events are remembered. Anger, Love, Embarrassment, Lust. Almost self consciously, she slides by her father, saying, "Good Morning," in a quiet voice as she passes him...his erect cock almost brushing her thigh.
Jacob tries to smile and in a hoarse voice replies, "Good morning, honey." He watches her hungrily as she sits and pees and then showers. He sighs unhappily like a man who knows what he wants, but doesn't know how to get it.
Megan is aware of her father openly staring at her and her eyes are drawn again and again to his long, thick penis which actually grows a bit more as she lathers up her body. She spends a good deal of time soaping and washing her vagina, labia already blooming to reveal the tender, pink flesh beneath, running her fingers over and through her already aroused pussy.
She emerges from her shower engaged in the now daily ritual of trying to use her fingers to comb out the tangles in her long, black hair. Jacob clears his throat and says, "Um...the Creep left you a present, I think." He reaches over and picks the hairbrush off the wooden chair and offers it to his daughter.
Megan squeals happily and her smile is so sweet and engaging, one could easily fall in love with her. "I can't believe it. He actually gave me a brush!" She spins and bounces around, joyfully, a beautiful sight that makes my slight effort worth the time spent a hundredfold. Megan looks up at the ceiling and shouts, "Thank you, Creep!"
I key my mike and reply, "YOU'RE WELCOME, DEAR." I click the microphone off, choosing not to engage them now. Despite my little gift, the tension in the room is incredibly thick. I suspect that today things will happen.
Megan happily begins to brush out her hair while her father watches her with a slight smile. Soon enough, she encounters some serious resistance, as in just a few short days, she has developed some nasty snarls in her hair.
Jacob watches her struggle with the tangles for a few minutes and then says in a low voice. "I could help you with that, Megan."
His daughter turns and looks at him, her expression one of surprise and skepticism giving way to a pleased, almost shy smile. "I'd like that, Dad," she says in a quiet, almost childlike voice...the first really peaceful words she has spoken to her father since they first awoke here.
She takes a seat in the wooden chair and her father takes the brush and standing behind her, begins to brush the tangles out of her hair. There are several sharp tugs and a few winces and whimpers from Megan before the tangles are gone. Jacob continues to brush her hair as it dries from her shower. Both seem at peace for the first time, although the sexual tension is still thick within the room. Although both father and daughter are calm, they both appear aroused.
Megan's nipples are hard, pebbly things and her legs are slightly parted, revealing her blossoming cunt lips, her pink meat glistening with sexual excitement. Jacob's penis is rock hard and is slipping between the wide slats of the chair back to poke his daughter in the back, although Megan shows no outward sign of the contact.
As Jacob works, Megan's hair regains its glossy sheen. "This is nice," purrs Megan.
"Yes, it is," murmurs her father in reply as he strokes her hair again and again.
"I used to love it when you brushed my hair after my bath when I was younger," says Megan. "That was my favorite times."
"Mine too, sweetheart," says Jacob his voice full of love and regret.
"I remember that last night on Martha's Vineyard; we were staying at that beach house on vacation when I was fourteen. The weather had been so wonderful...we'd played on the beach all day long and you took me sailing, Dad. Remember that?"
Jacob smiles and nods his head. "I remember, Megan."
"That last night, we sat on the deck and watched that storm off shore...lightning flashing on the horizon. I'd taken a shower and we were sitting in that big deck chair and you brushed my hair for what seemed like hours. That was the most perfect moment of my life," said Megan in a small voice.
"I was so happy and in love with you, Daddy. I knew you loved me...I could feel it just like I can feel it now." Megan's voice begins to rise...suddenly I can hear the anger building up.
Abruptly she stands up and swings around on her father. "And two fucking weeks later, you dumped me in that fucking boarding school!" She shakes a fist at her father, who backs up abruptly. "Why? Why did you abandon me like that? What made you stop loving me?"
Jacob's face is etched with misery as he stammers. "I never stopped loving you. I, uh, I did what was best...you needed better looking after because of uh, demands of work!"
"BULLSHIT, DADDY!" screams Megan. "I loved you! I was in love with you! You were my everything...my life! And you fucking abandoned me!" She rushes her father and begins to pummel his chest with her fists.
Jacob is appalled by the onslaught. He reaches out and grabs her by the wrists. "No, Megan, don't!" he begs. "I love you. I've always loved you. I didn't abandon you. It was for your own good!"
Tears flow down Megan's face as she says, "How could leaving me be for my own good! I loved you...I thought you loved me and you went away...even in summer, you kept me in boarding schools and camps! Why?" She screams her question into her father's face. "WHY?"
Shame flows across Jacob's face as he mutters, "Because...because I loved you too much. I was afraid of what I might...might do to you!"
Shock widens Megan's eyes. "Do? Do to me? What do you...?" Realization flows into Megan's face. She breaks loose one hand and grabs hold of her father's enormous erect penis. "You were afraid of fucking me with this thing?"
His face bright red with embarrassment, Jacob nods silently."
This does not mollify Megan. "Fine...that explains things when I was young, but..." Her voice trails off and she squeezes her father's cock till he moans and she is again nose to nose with him. "What about once I turned eighteen? YOU KNEW I LOVED YOU...EVERY GUY I EVER FUCKED I WAS PRETENDING IT WAS YOU!" She is sobbing now.
"I loved you so much...if you loved me, why didn't you come to me and deal with how you felt...how I felt!" Megan releases her tight grip on her father's cock, easing to a gentle stroke. Suddenly she leans forward and kisses her father roughly, her tongue running over his lips and forcing its way into his mouth.
Jacob grunts and tries to back away, running into the wall. "Megan, stop...we ...we can't do this."
Megan pursues like an unstoppable force. "Tell me you don't want it," she says. Megan again kisses her father, thrusting her tongue hungrily into his mouth even as she slowly strokes his hard dick. Jacob groans and responds to the kiss, releasing her other arm even as he offers his daughter his tongue. They kiss passionately for a long minute.
Jacob breaks the kiss, gasping. "It's wrong, Megan. You're my daughter...you can't..."
Megan grins evilly at her father. "You want it," she hisses and suddenly drops to her knees. "You want your daughter to do this...you want your Megan to suck this cock, don't you, Daddy?" Megan takes her father's penis into her wide open mouth, sucking his cock with experienced ease. Up and down, her head bobs as she takes more and more of Jacob's cock, until her lips are brushing his pubic hairs. The whole time, Megan is looking up at her father with soulful hazel eyes that match his own.



With a loud smack of her lips, Megan releases her father's cock from her lips, a string of saliva and precum linking father and daughter, cock to lips. "You like it don't you, Daddy...you like your baby girl sucking your big cock!" There is anger in her voice, and sarcasm, and underneath it all, hopefulness.
Jacob is speechless and he can only groan as he watches Megan return to his cock, sucking and licking with mad abandon...sucking him as if at any moment, this precious thing that she has longed for, for so many years, may yet be denied her. His cock becomes slick with his daughter's saliva, her eyes always looking upward, even as his fingers intertwine in her luxurious black hair, urging her to move even faster up and down his swelling cock!
Jacob cries out in sudden orgasmic pleasure and Megan makes gobbling sounds as she expertly drinks the hot, creamy semen of her father that suddenly explodes into her mouth. Despite her obvious and experienced talent, so much man cream is flooding into her, she can't swallow it fast enough and thick globes escape her luscious lips and oozes down her chin. Jacob's knees buckle and only by leaning against the wall does he manage to stay upright. He sobs with joy and love, "Oh my God, Megan! I love you! I've dreamed of you doing that!"
Megan is still working furiously and does her level best to not allow her father to grow flaccid. She sucks his cock, milking every last available drop of sperm even as she maintains his erection. Satisfied with his erection, she releases him and falls backwards, now in a horizontal position, propping herself up by her elbows. Megan grins at Jacob through cum smeared lips and sneers, "Is that all you ever dreamed of Daddy? Don't you want a little of this?" She relaxed onto her back and spreads her legs even as her hands spread wide her labia lips, revealing her sopping wet cunt flesh. Her inner thighs glisten from her freely flowing pussy juices. She thrusts her pelvis upwards, offering herself to her father. "Didn't you ever dream of fucking me, Daddy?"
Jacob's eyes widen and with a feral growl, he is upon his daughter's body, kissing her passionately as he climbs between her legs, cock hard and seeking shelter in Megan's hot, steamy cunt.
They literally catch me off guard. I barely have time to key the microphone and speak before Jacob can thrust his cock into his daughter's vagina.
"THE MOMENT OF TRUTH IS AT HAND!" I announce as I release the magnetic lock on the door, allowing it to swing open. "YOU HAVE DISCOVERED THE BASIC TRUTH ABOUT YOURSELVES. YOU MAY PROCEED TO EXPLORE THIS NEW ASPECT OF YOUR LIVES OR YOU MAY CHOOSE TO LEAVE."
Megan gasps, thrusting her pelvis up in an effort to capture her father's cock with her clasping pussy. She looks over at the open door in shock and dismay. Jacob gazes at the door for long seconds, frozen immobile, his erect penis brushing the wet, tender edges of his daughter's labia.
Megan moans and whispers, "No, Daddy, please!" She flings her pelvis upwards, enveloping her father's swollen cockhead in her pussy. "Fuck meee, Daddy. I've waited for soooo long! Fuck me now, Daddy!"
At the sensation of Megan's hot, slippery cunt flesh, Jacob turns and looks down at her with lust glazed eyes. With a wordless snarl, he thrusts his cock into Megan's pussy, burying himself inside her to the root in one swift motion. He wiggles his hips and then begins to piston himself madly in and out of his daughter's cunt.
Megan screams in joy, pain, and delight, as Jacob pounds his cock into her pussy again and again. Her legs rise up and wrap around his back, heels digging into his taut ass cheeks, urging her father to sink his cock into her, more deeply and more quickly!
Father and daughter kiss passionately, tongues dueling, licking and biting at each other like lust maddened animals. Their incestuous lovemaking is virtually wordless at this point. Groans and cries of sexual abandonment fill the air.
I grin to myself as I realize both are oblivious to the fact that they are making fierce love on a cold, concrete floor with a polyurethane coating. What pain they might be feeling from that is overwhelmed by the fierce carnal dance they are performing.
Megan's fingernails tear down Jacob's back as he bites and tugs on her engorged nipples. Her fingernails dig in to his butt above her feet, urging him to fuck her harder. Their bodies are slick with fuck sweat and with Megan's juices which are literally pooling beneath her raised ass. With each stroke of her father's cock, a stream of cunt cream pours forth...his cock is coated with her juices. Megan leaves love bits all over her father's chest and neck, drawing blood several times. Like cats in heat, their lovemaking is intense, passionate and violent, building in intensity as they approach climax.
Tears are pouring down Megan's cheeks, so powerful is the incestuous pleasure coursing through her body. As she begins to writhe under her father's strong body, she manages to sob, "I...Love...You...Daddy!"
Jacob sobs helplessly, so swept up in the moment that he has dreaded and dreamed of for years. At his daughter's words, he can contain himself no more and with a shout of ecstatic triumph, thrusts deep into Megan's pussy, and begins to cum inside his daughter's womb! Megan's orgasm detonates as her father's seed bathes her insides and father and daughter clasp each other's sweaty bodies tightly as they ride their incestuous orgasm to completion.
As they return to Earth, Jacob, his cock still tightly clasped by Megan's pussy, rolls over, allowing his panting daughter to rest atop his heaving chest. Between gasps for air, father and daughter kiss, tenderly one moment, passionately the next. Megan's slender legs drape down on each side of her father, revealing a wet pussy, jammed with cockmeat and dripping semen. Her labia visibly tremble with the little orgasmic aftershocks that continue to ripple over her body.
Still teary-eyed, she whispers to her father, "I love you, Dad! I'm coming home. I'm leaving school and I'm coming home forever. I'm not going to spend another day without you, Dad." She squeezes his still stiff cock for emphasis as she kisses him and whispers, "I'm never letting go of you, Daddy!"
Jacob kisses her tear-streaked face, nodding in agreement. "I love you too, Megan. My sweet little darling, can you ever forgive me for all the lost years?" he sighs, barely in control of his emotions.
His daughter kisses him tenderly...all anger seemingly vanished. "Just keep making love to me, Dad. As long as I'm in your arms, everything is alright." Again she massages his cock with her cunt for emphasis.
Jacob growls again and sits up with Megan in his lap now. Carefully with his hands on her hips and her arms wrapped around his neck, he moves into a kneeling position and then with great caution he slowly rises to his feet, his daughter still impaled on his immense erection. Megan moans softly as he walks them to the bed, her legs now wrapped tight around his waist, her juices running heavily, leaving cum drops on the floor.
With the same care, Jacob eases himself and his daughter onto the bed, his cock never leaving her wet, tight pussy! With amazing tenderness, Jacob begins to fuck his daughter, slowly thrusting in and out of Megan's jism drenched cunt. Father and daughter make love slowly. What had been violent animal passion earlier is now pure love expressed between Megan and her father...love on every level, joining them body and soul. In awe and appreciation, I gaze upon the purity of incestuous love as Jacob and his child become one being, perfect in its erotic simplicity.
This bout of lovemaking between the newly joined father and daughter lasts and last...Jacob steadied by two previous orgasms lasts for a long time. Megan mewls and coos words of love to her father between orgasms. The room becomes humid and thick with their sweat and scents as father thrusts his cock into daughter's steamy wet pussy again and again, daughter thrusting her body upwards to meet father's thick meat slipping inside her hungry cunt.
As time passes, Jacob rolls himself and Megan over, placing her on top. His daughter grins lewdly as she moves her legs to a squat position and begins to piston herself up and down on her father's swollen penis. Sweat drips off her face, long, black hair swaying as she rides Jacob, her firm breasts jiggling enticingly. A last orgasm begins to grow inside of her and she sighs, "I love you, Daddy!" before becoming slack jawed, eyes glazed with incestuous joy as she begins to orgasm and orgasm and orgasm. The view of his daughter quivering with incestuous ecstasy while impaled on his massive cock is too much for Jacob and he thrusts upward one last time and begins to fill Megan's womb with his thick semen again.
Time seems to stand still as daughter and father are locked together in orgasm. Finally, Megan collapses on top of her father. She whimpers as Jacob's penis finally succumbs to weariness and deflates and slips from Megan's semen packed cunt with a wet plop. Jacob kisses his daughter's tears away and both fall into a deep, restful sleep.
They awake several hours later in each other's arms. They both smile and kiss. I see no visible signs of shame or remorse. They cuddle for a long time before noticing the "honeymoon" gift of champagne, fruit, and cheese, I have left them.
As they examine my gift, I finally speak. "IF I MAY INTRUDE," I begin. "I WISH TO THANK YOU FOR THE PRIVELEGE OF SEEING THE TWO OF YOU MAKING LOVE. IT WAS INSPIRATIONAL TO SAY THE LEAST.
"You're welcome," replies Megan in a subdued voice.
Jacob stares up at the ceiling for a long time before responding. "Is this what you do? Bring family together so they'll commit incest? Is that what happened to the others?"
"I WILL DECLINE TO ANSWER THAT, JACOB. ALL VISITORS TO MY I-ROOM DESERVE DISCRETION. WHAT OCCURS IN THE I-ROOM STAYS IN THE I-ROOM.
Jacob cocks his eyebrow in curiosity. "But you brought us here hoping that we'd fuck...um, have sex?"
"I BROUGHT YOU HERE TO LEARN THE TRUTH ABOUT YOURSELVES. THAT IS MY ULTIMATE GOAL FOR ALL MY GUESTS. TO LEARN THE TRUTH ABOUT THEMSELVES...TO FULLFILL THEIR POTENTIAL. IN THE WORLD OUTSIDE, THERE ARE SO MANY BARRIERS THAT PREVENT US FROM SEEING THE TRUTH. THAT STOP US FROM PERCEIVING WHAT IS TRULY IMPORTANT. HERE, IN THIS ROOM, MY GUESTS CAN FACE WHAT IS REAL AND TRUTH AND ACT ON THE KNOWLEDGE GAINED.
"DO YOU, JACOB, REGRET WHAT HAS HAPPENED?"
Jacob blushes a little, but turns and puts his arm around his daughter's waist and kisses her on the lips. "No. My only regret is denying my feelings longer than I should have."
"AND MEGAN, ANY REGRETS?"
Megan shakes her head, smiling happily. "Only that you didn't bring us here earlier. All my wishes have come true." She says this even as she slips a hand down and begins to fondle her father's semi-erect penis.
"What happens now, Creep?" asks Jacob.
" FOR THE NEXT SEVERAL DAYS, YOU WILL CONTINUE TO BE MY GUESTS...TO CONTINUE EXPLORING THE NEW WORLD YOU HAVE ENTERED. CONSIDER IT A HONEYMOON, MY GIFT TO YOU. AFTERWARDS...AFTERWARDS IS UP TO YOU. YOU HAVE LEARNED THE ESSENTIAL TRUTH ABOUT YOURSELVES. WILL YOU REMAIN LOVERS?"
"Yes!" says Megan emphatically! "Now that I've had him, I'll never give my father up!"
Jacob grins and shrugs his shoulders. "I've learned I'm not going to win any arguments with her."
I laugh in agreement. I bid them good day and remain quiet, allowing them to resume their discoveries of each other. And discover each other they do. I observe as they treasure each little discovery of each other. Megan astonished at how accomplished her father is at cunnilingus, seeming to know exactly where and what to kiss and tongue, seeking and finding every special pleasure spot of her pussy, making her cum so powerfully, that she literally showers his face with her pussy juices.. Jacob ejaculating in disbelief at the marvelous control his daughter has over her cunt muscles. I am enraptured watching both discovering that they are each anal virgins and their efforts to explore that aspect of their sexuality.
Theirs is a splendid and entertaining relationship to watch. Daughter a liberal, Father a conservative...they argue about everything, but in the end, always making up with passionate, incestuous lovemaking.
A week passes in which Megan and Jacob hungrily feast on each other, becoming inebriated with newly discovered depths of incestuous love. Their last night they go to sleep, wrapped in each other's arms, bodies slick with fuck sweat. They awake in bed in a good hotel near their home. They talk a long time, astonished that they are suddenly free. They talk about what they are about to face and how to deal with it. They end with a last, passionate bout of lovemaking.
The media storm explodes as Jacob alerts his superiors of his return. His position as an agent of the FBI makes the media frenzy more frantic than ever. But, (and I am pleased to hear it), both father and daughter parrot the same testimony as my previous guests have provided. No mention is made or even hinted of their newfound relationship.
When questions of sexual activity are asked, Jacob relies on the discretion of the brotherhood of law enforcement to quash such speculations. Privately, the officials challenge Jacob on what happened, although he and his daughter stick to their specific stories. His role as an investigator in the previous episodes is speculated as a possible motive as to his "abduction" as well, leading authorities to place surveillance on the investigators as well.
As the media circus pulls up stakes and moves on to the next big story, Jacob quietly submits his resignation, ending a distinguished twenty-eight year career. He and his daughter move to Boston where he uses his reputation and contacts to begin a security consulting firm. Megan works as his personal assistant. At home, they are living as husband and wife. Each continues to surprise the other with their sexual skills.
Six months after their visit to the I-Room, I send my attorney to them to give them a deposit book for five hundred thousand dollars and an offer to live on my remote island, free from discrimination and ignorance. Much to my representative's surprise (and mine as well), Jacob refuses the money and the offer to come live with us. He flatly tells my attorney that while he appreciates that I have helped Megan and him to find a new life together, he finds the thought of taking money distasteful, perhaps even unethical. He also informs my representative that Megan and he are quite happy with their new lives and to thank me for that most valuable gift.
I am saddened that they haven't chosen to share their lives with my special community, but am happy knowing that they have taken the huge step to realize their full potential as each other's lover. I will always take care to watch Jacob and Megan. Their lives are worth taking note. In the time that has passed they have become closer...both as father and daughter and as lovers. So far, their union has borne only the fruit of their own happiness. But I know that more benefits will come. Megan has asked her father to give her a son.
Once again, I deem the I-Room to be a success. I will continue forward and anticipate the I-Room's next visitors.
The End for now...
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*
As I was driving my son and myself across the Brooklyn Bridge into New York City, I couldn't help recalling the saddest time in my life. Almost two years ago, I stood vigil with my husband as the cancer he'd battled for several years took him from us. We spent the last few days discussing his triumphs and the things he'd failed to do in his lifetime.
Charles was a good man. We'd met in college and married my senior year, me already six months pregnant with our son, Chad. I had a difficult delivery and we wound up having only the one son, although we tried for more children over the years. Charles was a good looking man, light brown hair and brown eyes, a stocky wrestler's build (he went to college on a wrestling scholarship), a winning smile and the confidence of a man who knew what he wanted and was able to get it. Mostly, it turned out, he wanted me. I fell in love with him the first time I saw him. We quickly became passionate lovers and then married with Chad on the way.
We had several wonderful years together. Chad was twelve when the cancer first appeared. Over the next four years, my Charles fought it valiantly before finally succumbing to the disease. Chad, now sixteen, stood by my side at the funeral, the spitting image of his father who would have been proud of the man his son had been forced to suddenly become. Over the two years since we buried Charles, my son and I have become very close. I doubt I could have gotten through my mourning period without my son to lean on.
I've become very attached to my son. One could almost call me a jealous woman. I haven't liked any of his girl friends and am almost ashamed to admit I am happy he is currently unattached and even more pleased that he has kept a promise to his father to remain chaste until he turned eighteen.. For his part, he's been urging me to return to the dating scene...to find a friend and possibly a husband. When I've scolded him about it, telling him I'm too old for such nonsense, he just laughs and tells me what a beautiful woman I am.
"Christ, Mom, you're only forty years old. And you're a great looking woman. I bet there are lots of guys who would give an arm and a leg to marry you!" he would tell me. I don't know, maybe he's right. I'd like to think I'm still kind of pretty. I've always been blessed with good skin and I've kept my figure. My boobs aren't sagging much, despite the weight of having 36 DD breasts. At one hundred-eighteen pounds and five foot-two inches, I've kept my 36-24-34 figure. My legs still draw a whistle when I get brave enough to wear a short skirt or go to town in my jean shorts. And I am very vain and proud of my hair, long black tresses that fall to the middle of my back.
I love it when Chad tells me how pretty I am, even though it makes me feel kind of naughty to hear my own son talk that way. My friends have teased me about how I need to cut the apron strings and quit being possessive and jealous over Chad.
Which make today's visit to the city even more difficult. Today, I am fulfilling one of my husband's last wishes. Today, I'm taking my son to visit the city's most luxurious bordello. My heart fluttered as I thought of the ornate business card in my purse that carried the words, "Fulfillment, a Tradition Since 1850," followed by a phone number.
I had long known about the tradition in Charles's family about the father taking his son to Fulfillment, New York City's oldest and finest whorehouse, for his first sexual adventure. Charles had been taken there by his father who had been taken there by his father and so on. Charles said the legend was that his father's male ancestors had been among the first patrons of Fulfillment way back before the Civil War.
I was also aware that occasionally Charles visited Fulfillment during our marriage. We both had grown up in promiscuous times and in our younger days had done some swinging with friends in the neighborhood, trading partners for an evening or even a weekend. Otherwise, I had never had an affair or even a one night stand, I knew Charles wouldn't have minded but I was never really tempted. It never bothered me that Charles went to Fulfillment on occasion, it even excited me when he'd describe some exotic beauty he had fucked and we always had great sex afterwards.
As Charles lay dying, he asked me to follow through on the tradition with Chad when he turned eighteen. I was both horrified and amused, a mother taking her son to a brothel for his first fuck? Charles pressed me on it though, making me promise that the tradition would continue. I couldn't refuse my husband and I finally agreed. Charles explained how things worked at this exclusive whorehouse. For a specific fee, one had lifetime privileges at Fulfillment. When my husband told me the fee, I had gasped, but Charles just laughed and said his own father had set aside money just so Chad could continue the family tradition. He gave me their business card and I tucked it away until a few days before Chad turned eighteen. I thought about it often, struggling with my own jealousy and the sheer weirdness of it. I was sure that Charles would have found my thoughts amusing.
I took the card from my jewelry box and while Chad was out with friends, called the number. A young sounding, very feminine voice answered. "Fulfillment, this is Alexis. How may we please you?"
"Um, my name is Diana, Diana Martin. Charles Martin was my husband."
"Oh yes, Mrs. Martin. Please accept our condolences on the loss of your Charles. He was a good man."
"Thank you," I almost whispered.
"I guess you are calling to make an appointment for Chad, yes, Mrs. Martin or might I call you Diana?"
"Please. Um, yes, my son turns eighteen next week." I was astonished that without a pause, this woman was talking as if she'd known us all our lives.
"Wonderful," the sexy voice chuckled. "Have you asked Chad for his preferences?"
"Uh...preferences, Alexis?"
"Oh yes, Diana. Fulfillment will grant his wish as to the type of women Chad prefers. His family legacy is to be with one of our finest ladies on his eighteenth birthday. We will provide the lady of his dreams, be she an eighteen year old cheerleader or the sexiest grandmother in New York City, Caucasian, African American, Hispanic or Asian."
I was almost speechless. Charles hadn't informed me of this. "I...um, I honestly don't know, Alexis. This is all so new to me."
Alexis giggled over the phone. "I understand, dear. You should talk to Chad. Get him to tell you what his fantasy woman is like. Just make sure you call us back over a day or two before his visit so we can make the appropriate plans."
We ended the call and I spent the next three days trying how to get the necessary information out of Chad. I mean, how do you ask your own son, "Honey, describe your dream fuck!" I wanted this to be the wonderful night that Charles would have provided his son, but it was going to be difficult. Chad had dated some in high school, but hadn't gravitated to any particular type of girl as far as I could tell.
I finally broached the subject while Chad and I were out to dinner at our favorite Italian restaurant. As we ate, I kept prodding Chad about various young ladies in the restaurant. His responses were of the usual, "I dunno...I guess," variety when I'd ask if this young lady or that young lady was pretty.
Chad finally put down his fork and looked at me quizzically. "What's up, Mom? Why do you keep asking me about girls?" This after I'd asked him if he thought our waitress, a pretty, buxom blonde, was pretty.
I could feel my face redden as I stammered, "Well...uh, I was curious. I wondered if there was a particular type of girl you found attractive. Maybe your old Mom is trying to fix you up!"
Chad looked at me with a surprised expression. "Are you serious, Mom? You really want to know the kind of woman I think is hot?"
"Well, yes. I am curious."
Chad nodded, a little amused. "Okay, Mom. Let's see..." He turned and looked about the room. Finally, he gestured a particular direction. I looked over to see a family of four sitting in a booth. Next to a woman about my age, was a teenaged girl maybe sixteen years of age with long red hair and a pretty, innocent face.
"Oh Chad, she's lovely. I bet she's about your age, too."
Chad snorted and said, "Not her, Mom! The woman next to her...her mother."
I almost gasped. "Her mother!" I studied the woman. She was my age or maybe a little older. Taller than me, but heavy breasted with dark, red hair. I turned and looked at my son. "You're telling me you prefer older women?"
It was my son's turn to blush. He shrugged his shoulders and replied, "You asked me, Mom. Yes, older women turn me on!" For some reason, his words sent a thrill through me.
"Look around some more, honey. See anyone else that uh, turns you on?"
Chad stared around the room some more, finally settling his gaze on a couple dining at an open table; a husband and wife, both in their mid forties. The woman was very lovely. A blonde with large breasts, her dress revealing a serious amount of cleavage and most of a shapely leg peeked through a long slit in her dress. "She's pretty sexy, Mom," Chad stated seriously.
"Anyone else?" I asked. A shiver traveled through my body, ending up between my thighs. I realized with a bit of surprise that my pussy was wet. I shivered again as I relished that sweet sensation of my labia lips rubbing together, becoming slick with my own juices.
Chad studied the crowded restaurant. He grinned and waved. "Look, there's your friend, Mrs. Brown. I think she's really hot!" I looked around and gasped. Just being seated across the room was my best friend, Jill Brown and her husband, Tom. A lovely woman, about my height and weight...her hair almost the same color as mine and our figures were so close, we could and have, borrowed each other's clothes. I managed a feeble wave and smile at the woman many people say resembles me so much that we could pass for sisters! Jill was wearing a off the shoulders summer dress.
I turned, barely able to look my son in the eye, feeling my face flushing...my skin like it was on fire. "You really think Jill is sexy, huh?"
Chad waggled his eyebrows in a lewd expression and replied, "Oh yeah! A woman that looks like Jill is about the sexiest thing alive, especially wearing that outfit! I think bare shoulders are sexy!" I stifled a groan as I felt my juices almost shoot out from my pussy. I was sure my panties were becoming soaked and wouldn't be surprised if I left a puddle on the leather covered bench in our booth. I realized that I was wearing a shell blouse myself that left my shoulder's bare and bared the upper portion of my breasts.
"I can't believe what you're saying, Chad. Good grief, all these women are my age." I tried to hide the sudden nervousness in my voice.
Chad grinned and said, "What can I say? I reckon I just want to find a girl like the girl dear ol' Dad found!" His eyes seemed to crawl over me and then he blushed and suddenly found his linguini very interesting.
When our conversation resumed, we drifted on to safer topics. Our dinner passed pleasantly, but we were both aware that we were giving each other funny looks now and again.
The next day, I again called Fulfillment and spoke with Alexis. I described what I hoped was Chad's preference, embarrassed as I described essentially myself to the woman, adding his likes in clothing. "Mmmm...very interesting, Diana," purred Alexis. "I know who would be perfect for Chad. We'll see you Friday evening at eight!"
The next few days, I was filled with all sorts of mixed emotions. I constantly argued with myself that Chad had meant nothing when he had been commenting on his tastes in women. Another part of me, the part that was responsible for my constantly wet pussy, argued that Chad had been flirting with me...his own mother! That he was sending me a message. Another part of me was filled with jealousy at the thought of another woman...any woman introducing my son to the world of sex. Through it all, only one thing kept me on course and that was my solemn pledge to my late husband to see this through to the end...to keep up the Martin Family tradition!
Friday, Chad's birthday, he and I drove up to New York City. It was a two hour trip and I finally broke the news to Chad of what his father's great gift was and of the long established family tradition. My son was dumbfounded...totally speechless for the longest time. Finally reality set in and a big grin broke out on my son's face. "Wow!" he kept saying over and over.
Chad suddenly sobered up and said, "Are you okay with this, Mom? You don't mind?"
I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs that of course I minded, that my son's heart and body should belong to no one but me, but I smiled and replied, "Of course not, Chad. This was your father's last wish for you, son."
He seemed satisfied with that and we lapsed into silence for most of the ride. I know he was thinking about his impending evening though. A bulge began to grow in Chad's pants...a sizable bulge and I had a hard time concentrating on traffic.
Finally we reached New York City and drove to the address Alexis had given me. It was a posh, old mansion. An attendant took our car while an elegantly dressed butler walked us past Grecian statues of Gods and Goddesses and inside to a sitting room. The place reeked of money and power and taste. Erotic paintings hung on the wall and here and there were placed art objects, intensely sexual in nature. We waited just a few minutes, both of us trying not to giggle from nervousness, when in walked two lovely women.
"Good evening, Diana. Good evening, Chad. We're so thrilled to finally meet you. I am Alexis." Alexis was a beautiful Eurasian woman. She was wearing a Christian Dior suit that hung perfectly on her lovely form. Her short, black hair was perfectly in place, except for a thick strand that hung attractively over her right eye. She approached us and kissed me on the cheek and then shook Chad's hand. "We're thrilled to finally meet you. I know Charles would be thrilled to see your family tradition continue!"
Chad was almost speechless and I managed a quiet thank you. There was a moment of awkward silence and then Alexis continued. "So, Chad I know you're anxious to get started. There are some formalities we need to take care of." She turned and gestured to the other woman, a short, gorgeous redhead, with an attractive zaftig figure wearing a white medical coat. "This is Doctor Claire. Chad, you'll need to step out with her. She's going to take a little blood test and check you out a little while your mother and I have a little chat, okay?"
Claire stepped up and took Chad by the hand. "I'm so pleased to meet you, Chad...Diana. Shall we, Chad?" She led my son away while Alexis gestured for us to sit.
She reached out and took my hand. "So, how is Mom doing? Are you okay, Diana?"
I let out a nervous laugh. "I guess so. I can barely believe I'm here, bringing my son here for his first...um..."
"Experience?" suggested Alexis. "I understand. I know it's difficult, filling in for your husband, but I'm sure he'd be so proud of you. It's not every woman or every mother who could be so open-minded." She squeezed my hand and her touch seemed strangely reassuring and a little more. Her dark eyes seemed to draw me in. I've rarely felt attracted to a woman, but I felt more than a little tingle from her touch and from her gaze. I felt my nipples begin to harden against my bra.
"Well, lets get the formalities over with. You have the fee?"
I reached into my purse and took out a thick envelope. This night would be expensive, but Charles and his father had planned this well. If this place was everything Charles had said it would be, the money would be well spent. Alexis took the envelope and slipped it into her jacket pocket.
She picked up a file folder and handed it to me. Here is Doctor Claire's medical report on the lucky lady that will be with Chad tonight. She passed her medical checkup as well as tests for STD's earlier today. Here at Fulfillment, we check each of our ladies every day that they are working."
"Wonderful," I replied, amazed at the clarity of the report.
Alexis leaned in again and squeezed my hand. "We find most of our clients prefer not to have to deal with condoms...you know how men are." She grinned and continued, "And I'll confess, many of our ladies also prefer it, sans condoms...it raises the level of intimacy. Of course, Chad can opt to wear protection."
I felt my skin heat up. "Um...it's his choice, but he's in such a state, I expect he won't even think about it."
Alexis laughed and then continued to fill me in. Chad and his future lover would have the next twelve hours to do...well, whatever Chad wanted as long as it didn't involve violence. We took a tour of the mansion. Alexis showed me the kitchen and introduced me to their cooking staff. "If your young man requires nourishment to keep himself going, he or his lady can simply call down to the kitchen. My lovely guide held hands with me as she led me up the winding staircase and showed me Chad's bedroom, a lavishly furnished suite with the biggest bed I have ever seen. Large mirrors decorated each wall.
"Most of our clients like a lot of playroom," Alexis chuckled, winking at me. She showed me the closets, full of fantasy clothes, various leather, vinyl and plastic instruments and toys. "Just in case any little fantasy needs to be carried out," said my guide. Alexis picked a long two headed, rubber dildo up off a shelf. "This is one of my favorites," she whispered coyly, winking at me again.
"Oh! So you also do...uh," I trailed off...my naïve upbringing showing up.
Alexis laughed and said, "Well, these days, I'm primarily management. But now and again, I like to spend time with special clients." I felt a spurt of my juices, soaking my already moist panties. I was amazed at how my body was reacting to this lovely woman.
We returned to the sitting room to await Chad's return. We drank coffee and idly chatted, mostly about Charles. "Of course, we didn't see much of him after he married you, but when he did visit, he talked about you constantly. I've wanted to meet you for a long time," Alexis said.
"Well," I stammered in reply. "He didn't mention any of you by name, but he told me about your...his adventures, and well, we always had great sex afterwards!" That seemed to please her.
She seemed about to say more, but a chime rang and Doctor Claire walked in with my son. He was flushed, obviously aroused judging by the large bulge in his slacks. Again, I felt a shivering delight spreading wetly between my legs. "Well, this young man is as clean as whistle and ready for love!" announced the doctor.
"Wonderful," cooed Alexis, glancing over at me. She pressed a button on the table and then stood up and walked over to Chad. Putting an arm around his waist, she said in a sultry voice. "Are you ready to meet your dream date, darling?" With her free hand, she palmed the bulge in his pants. She grinned over at me and said, "Oh my! I guess you are ready!"
Chad was beet red now and virtually speechless. Not everyday a madam rubbed his cock in front of his mother. He was spared answering when a woman entered the room. Chad and both gasped as we took in the beautiful, mature woman.




A black haired woman of maybe forty-five well aged years walked over and kissing Chad on the cheek. "Hi, Chad, I'm Eve. I've been anxious to meet you!" Her eyes were green and she had a cute, button nose, but otherwise, we might have been sisters. Her figure was a mirror of mine, displayed to best advantage by the short skirt she was wearing with a pullover sweater that left her shoulders bare and exposed so much of her breasts, that the very edge of her areolas' were peeking out. Her nipples, already hard, were poking out against the soft material of her sweater. Her legs were well toned and exquisite. She seemed to exude sexuality...I could even swear I could smell her arousal.
Eve closed in on Chad, blatantly rubbing herself up against him, her breasts mashing up against his tense body. A surge of jealousy ran through me even as I felt my own excitement increase as Chad's cock visible swelled inside his pants, making me wonder which would explode first, his cock or his pants!
Alexis laughed and said, "I don't know who is more excited, Chad or Eve?" She took my hand and said, "C'mon, Mom! Give your son a goodbye kiss and let him have some fun!"
Feeling very awkward and shy, I let myself be led forward to my son, leaning into him from the front (feeling the heat being radiated from him and his soon to be lover), and gave my son an almost shy kiss on the corner of his mouth. "Um...have fun, son," I said in a strained voice.
Chad looked ready to explode. "Thanks, Mom...for...for everything!"
Alexis gave a signal and Eve led him out of the room. I stood there for several seconds, torn between jealousy and excitement before Alexis broke me out of my trance. "Alright, Mom. Now let's get you situated."
I looked at her curiously. "Situated? What do you mean?"
Alexis's eyes went up in surprise. "You mean Charles didn't tell you?" she laughed and winked at Doctor Claire who was chuckling. "Oh, he was such a naughty fellow. You have a surprise in store for you!" She tugged at my hand. "C'mon! We'll need to hurry!"
She led me out another door and up a small set of stairs. It opened up into a large room, complete with a bed and a huge, adjustable lounger (like an immense hospital bed). Both were situated in front of a large window. I gasped as I realized we could see into another room...the room that Alexis had showed me earlier.
"Diana, dear. Part of your family tradition is that each young man's father was allowed to watch his son's first time with a woman. He could watch and if he so chose, he could enjoy things as well."
I stared in disbelief at Alexis. "You mean I can watch Chad fuck that woman?"
Alexis nodded. "Yes!" She smiled wistfully. "I was barely nineteen when Charles's father brought him to Fulfillment for the first time. I sucked Charles's father's cock while he watched your husband lose his virginity."
"Oh my God!" I was stunned and aroused at the same time. I felt strangely dizzy and set down on the edge of the lounger. I looked up at a noise, through the window and saw my son led into the room by a laughing Eve. She showered him with kisses. I watched with mixed emotions as Eve ran her tongue over my son's lips, grinned and then pressed her tongue into his willing and open mouth. She had her hands up under Chad's shirt, caressing his strong, stocky body.
As I watched, Alexis came up and placed a hand on my shoulder. "Of course, Diana, you can choose not to watch."
"Oh no! I want to stay!" I was shocked at how quickly I refused her offer. "I mean...I..." I couldn't explain myself. How can any mother explain that she is suddenly overwhelmed with the desire to see her son fuck someone?
Alexis leaned over and kissed my cheek. "I understand, Diana. This is terribly exciting, isn't it?" Absently, I noticed her sit down beside me.
I wasn't paying attention any more. My total focus was on the scene unfolding before me in the two way mirror. My eyes widened as I watched Eve end their passionate, wet kiss...a stringer of saliva strung between hers and Chad's lips. Slowly, the dark haired beauty sank to her knees. Eve quickly undid my son's belt and pants and slowly pulled them down to pool at his feet. She pressed her face to my son's crotch, inhaling his scent through his white briefs. "Mmmm! I can feel it throbbing, Chad. It feels so hard!" she said in a lust filled voice.
She tugged down Chad's underwear, freeing his very swollen cock, which immediately jumped up against his stomach. My gasp joined that of Eve's. My son was fucking huge! I instantly recognized Chad's cock as being longer and thicker than his father's penis, which had been the biggest I'd ever experienced.
Eve moaned with desire as she eyed it. "That's a really big dick, Chad," she giggled as she reached out to stroke it.
Chad moaned happily, his body weaving, trying to maintain his balance.
Eve wrapped her hand around it and slowly stroked, rising up slightly to bring it close to her lips. In a teasing voice, she said, "I know someone who's about to blow! I think we need to take care of this, so we can get down to some really serious fucking!"
Chad cried out with delight as the dark haired woman ran her tongue up and down his long shaft before whispering, "Let Momma take care of this big dick," and taking his huge swollen head into her mouth. She barely began to suck Chad's cock when he cried out, "I'm cumming!"
Eve gulped and then choked, unprepared for the massive explosion of my son's semen. He slipped from between her lips, cock jerking and hosing her face with a thick spray of his white, creamy spunk. Another streamer of thick sperm splashed across her pretty face before she got Chad's penis back in her mouth and began swallowing his cum.
Eve laughed and smacked her lips, unashamed that thick blobs of semen were splattered across her cheeks and chin. "This big cock knows how to cum!" she giggled! Chad was barely managing to stay on his feet so powerful was his orgasm. And I was close to orgasm myself. My panties were a sodden mess, pussy cream was pouring out of me so heavily. I ached with need, not having seen, touched or been fucked by a cock since long before Charles died.
In front of me, Eve eased her mouth off Chad's cock, his ejaculations now down to a few week spurts, streamers of cum stringing out between her lips and my son's cock and then breaking and splattering on her uncovered upper breasts. "Yeah...baby," she squealed. "I love the taste of your spunk, Chad!" Eve moved back in and sucked the last dribbles of semen from his cock.
Chad's cock, shrinking slightly was reinvigorated as he watched Eve scoop splatters of his jism off her face and enthusiastically sucked them off her fingers. His cock again stood pointing upwards, thick and monstrous. "Ah, youth," sighed Alexis beside me. Wrapping her hand around Chad's erection, Eve led him over to the bed.
With little urging, my son began tugging her sweater off of her, revealing Eve's meaty, voluptuous breasts. I gasped a little when he ran his hand over her areole and said, "It's just like Mom's!" He was right. My areoles were the puffy kind that stood out from my breasts, my button nipples then standing out from them another half inch. And I was shocked. How did he know that? Had he been sneaking peeks at me?
Eve laughed and undid her skirt, letting it swirl down to the carpet. "Well, how does the rest of me match up to your mother?" she asked coyly.
Chad was staring slack-jawed at the dark haired muff in front of him. I held my breath as we all waited for his surprise. With one hand still groping her heavy breast, my son ran his other hand up and down her thick mat of pubic hair. "I...I think Mom is hairier...there's more up to here." He ran his hand upwards above her V-shaped muff. My face burned with embarrassment and desire. The evil little...he had been spying on me! Then Chad gasped as his roaming hand suddenly found her wet slit and his middle finger slipped into her wet pussy. Eve pressed herself forward, forcing his finger deeper.
"Mmmm, that sounds sexy and nasty to me!" said Eve in a husky voice. She kissed my son and said, "Can I be your mommy for a while, Chad? Do you want to fuck Mommy? Do you, son?"
Chad moaned as the women led him closer to the bed. Eve eased herself back on the bed, spreading her legs wide for my son, revealing in her hairy muff, a glistening wet pussy!
Without hesitation, Chad moaned, "Yes!" and climbed between Eve's thighs, eagerly hunching himself against her, searching for the wet warm opening between her legs. Eve took hold of my son's hard cock, guided him into her wet pussy. His sobs of joy were matched by my sobs of excitement and jealousy as he cried out, "I love you, Mom!"
Tears ran down my face as my juices flowed down my thighs. I was incredibly aroused and in anguish as I was confronted by my own naked desires for my own son! My hands fluttered anxiously around my lap. My pussy was on fire and needed serious attention. It needed my son's attention! I cried in frustration, calling out to Chad.
"It's alright, Diana," whispered Alexis in my ear. "I understand." Suddenly she was in front of me, on her knees, a hand slipping up my skirt, long nails dragging along my thigh. "Let me help," she said softly as she pulled my skirt up, exposing my wet, sodden panties. I cried out with orgasmic delight as she pressed her palm against my aching, hungry mound.
"I...ohhhh, I can't," I gasped while thrusting my pelvis reflexively towards Alexis's hand. "I've never done...ummm...with a woman before," I sighed even as I lifted my ass up to let Alexis pull down my panties, exposing my soaked, hairy muff, spilt in the middle by my thick and aroused labia lips which had blossomed to display my pink, juicy cunt flesh.
Alexis smiled knowingly. "Does it matter, Diana? Just relax and enjoy it. If it had been Charles here, he'd be enjoying himself. Just watch your beautiful son pretend to fuck you." Alexis smiled up at me, her green eyes shiny with desire. "You can pretend its Chad doing this to you if you wish!"
The beautiful woman pressed her face into my hairy snatch, her warm breath making me gasp before her long tongue began to make me moan as she ran it over my sensitive lips before thrusting it inside my steamy pussy and doing all sort of delightful things that had me crying and squirming.
My cries joined that of Eve who was lost in rapturous delight as my son fucked her with all the youthful vigor a man of his years could provide. Chad's ass was a blur as he thrust his cock in and out of the older woman as fast and as hard as he could. As Alexis's tongue licked me towards orgasm, I watched in awe as my son fed Eve his massive log of cockmeat, now slick with her pussy cream. My son's lover had an expression somewhere between pain and pleasure, biting her lower lip with each deep thrust of Chad's cock.
I let out a sudden scream as Alexis rolled her evil tongue over my clitoris, working it further out from its hiding place and teasing me, taking me upwards till I thought I might explode.
I plucked at the buttons on my blouse, exposing my chest and rolling a heavy tit out of my bra, so I could tease my nipple just as Chad leaned over and took Eve's nipple into his mouth. "Oh, Chad," I moaned as I hefted my breast upwards and bent my head, taking my nipple between my teeth and biting it lightly. That combined with Alexis's talented tongue and her sudden insertion of three fingers into my pussy sent me over the edge and I screamed as my orgasm swept over me.
Erotic fire swept through me, carrying me to some almost forgotten sweet place. The world retreated to jumbled images...Alexis's face smeared with my juices, Chad's cock hovering over me and then inside me, a jumble of bodies that seemed to be me, Chad, Charles, Alexis, maybe others, all writhing in some kind of carnal dance. Pleasure seemed to build inside me and then explode and then repeat again and again. I screamed with the sheer erotic delight of it all until it seemed to build again to a place I couldn't contain...becoming so much pleasure I couldn't take it!
I came to myself again, still caught up in mind blowing pleasure so powerful it bordered on pain. I opened my eyes to find myself stark naked on the lounger, legs spread wide and Alexis licking my clitoris while her hand, buried inside my cunt was gently thrusting against my womb, each soft thrust giving me an intense orgasm. My heart felt like it was about to explode and I couldn't seem to catch my breath.
"St-stop...puh, puh, please!" I sobbed. "Can't. Can't take itttt!"
Alexis raised her face, my cream dripping off her chin. Smiling, she nodded and stopped. As gently as she could, she slipped her hand out of my clutching cunt, making me scream when I finally released her with a wet plop. I screamed one last time in orgasm and collapsed. Long minutes passed. Alexis curled up beside me, now naked as I was. She softly massaged my heaving breasts and cuddled and kissed me until I could talk again.
"Oh my...I think Mommy needed that," she said teasingly before rising up and kissing me on the lips. It felt strange to taste myself on her soft lips. Strange but exciting and I like it! I also found it pleasurable to feel her warm skin pressing against my sweaty, quivering body.
"That was...incredible," I finally managed to gasp.
"You were primed and ready, Diana," replied Alexis. "I can't blame you. I got just as wet as you when I watched one of my ladies here take my son's virginity. You really find your son arousing, don't you?"
I glanced through the mirror. Sometime in the middle of my orgasm, he'd switched positions. Eve was on her knees, face screwed up in an expression of cock born ecstasy while my son fucked the mature black haired woman doggie style. Eve looked to be emerging from the throes of a major orgasm. My lookalike was making almost animal grunts in rhythm with Chad's thrusts into her wet pussy.
"Chad's beautiful," I whispered. "I can't stop thinking about his cock. How big it is...how thick he is. He's so much bigger than his father!"
Alexis's hand stroked my body, running down across my stomach and slipping into my thick pubic hair, wet with my juices. "You keep thinking about how it would feel, don't you, Diana?" purred Alexis. "You're wondering what it would feel like to have your son's cock stuffed inside you...wondering could you get that magnificent penis all the way inside you."
I nodded. "I felt the same way," continued Alexis. "Watching some other woman spread her legs, taking all of my son's cock inside her and aching to have him feed me that big hunk of cock...splitting me wide open with his cock!"
I groaned as her fingers caressed my swollen labia, still gaping open after the fisting she'd given me. "Did you? Did you and your son...?" I couldn't bring myself to finish the question. Alexis just smiled and grinned at me. She stood up and walked to a closet. She milled around in it, searching for something. She looked over her shoulder at me, amused at my distracted attitude...my trying to admire her perfect butt (I am so jealous), and watch my son fuck Eve at the same time. Her mewling was taking on a louder, shriller tone and I knew she was approaching orgasm again.
"Ah, here we go," said Alexis, emerging form the closet carrying a long, rubbery object. I groaned as my cunt tingled in sudden anticipation. It was identical to the huge two headed dildo that she had shown me earlier. Like a cat stalking its prey, Alexis walked towards me. She was lovely with medium, pert breasts, her body showing no sign that she was older than me. Between her legs, her vagina was bare, clean shaven...her labia slightly parted and wet with her own arousal. She waved the dildo at me.
"Are you ready for some more fun, Diana?" Alexis asked me as she climbed back onto the lounger. She eased me back. "Make yourself comfortable. Make sure you can watch Chad." We both glanced over at the carnal scene in the next room. Eve had collapsed. She was laughing and crying at the same time, tears rolling down her face. Chad, his eyes wide and glazed with lust was crawling again towards Eve, his cock huge, dripping with cunt juice.
"Your son shows uncommon control, Diana. He's not cum since Eve sucked him off, said Alexis admiringly. "Wouldn't it feel great to receive that big load of spunk when he finally explodes?"
Alexis deftly inserted one head of the rubber toy into her pussy, making little satisfied noises as she worked a few inches of the dildo into her slick cunt. On her knees, she spread my legs and climbed between them, one hand holding the other end of the dildo. She ran it up and down my spread slit, making me quiver.
"Do you think this is what Chad's cock feels like, Diana?" cooed Alexis, pressing the dildo's head against my wet opening. We both glanced over at Eve, throwing her legs over my son's shoulders, his cock about to thrust into her hungry cunt!
"I love you, Mom," cried Chad as he slammed his meat deep inside Eve. Simultaneously, Alexis pressed into me, sinking several inches of rubber dick into my steamy pussy while at the same time pressing down with her pelvis and driving the other end deeper into her own womb!
Three women screamed in carnal delight. Eve's body spasmed in almost instant orgasm induced by Chad's frantic pounding of her well fucked and sensitive cunt. Both Alexis and myself flailed about, our own bodies' out of control actions, driving the two headed dildo deeper into each of our wet twats until her bald labia were rubbing against my furry bush. Our hips thrust back and forth as we held on to each other. Alexis's eyes were full of passion and determination as we fucked each other. All I could manage was a continuous, nonverbal series of sobs and groans while Alexis taunted and teased me. "Watch him, Diana! Imagine itss his cock inside ummm yesss, you!"
She ground her shaved pussy against me, her hands squeezing and mauling my heavy breasts. "Say it, Mom! Tell your son to fuck you! Tell Chad to fuck his slut, cock-craving Mommy!" Alexis frantically thrust herself against me...sweat flying off her near perfect body. Her voice rose with her rising excitement. "TELL YOUR SON TO FUCK YOU, MOM!"
I flung my pelvis upwards against Alexis, driving more of the rubber cock inside me and I let go of all inhibitions as I screamed, "FUCK ME, CHAD! OH GOD, PLEASE, BABY, FUCK ME FUCK MOMMY!" Alexis's laughing, lust filled face disappeared and it was my son on me...in me, filling my aching, needing pussy with his big cock. Eve's screams of orgasm were mine as my words trailed away to a hoarse drawn out cry of desire, need and pleasure. I was throwing my ass upwards, seeking more and more of my son's cock and through tears of pleasure saw his plunging in and out of Eve's cunt, her face becoming mine in the throes of orgasm.
Suddenly Chad flung himself deep into her pussy and he cried out, "I love you, MOM!" Eve's body went rigid, her blood engorged nipples on the verge of bursting and her eyes widening and I knew that Chad had reached climax. The expression of sweet pleasure and fulfillment on his face sent me over the edge into climax, even as part of me ached for my son's massive load of hot semen!
Alexis's lips were on my nipples even as she ground her hairless cunt mound against me, the rubber prick buried inside our steamy, wet pussies. Her fingers slipped down to our joined crotches, fluttering over my flowered cunt lips and doing things that sent me even higher with my orgasm. She cried out in orgasm as well and her lips left my nipples, teeth dragging over my swollen nubs and then we were kissing, Our tongues dueled and I tasted myself and my world exploded, pleasure taking on physical form...an intense brightness that enveloped me and then faded to darkness. I was falling into the darkness even as the ecstasy increased until it overwhelmed me and I blacked out, wrapped up and smothered by sexual pleasure.



I woke to see Alexis's smiling face. She was wearing a silk robe, her nipples still engorged and pressing against the fabric. Her hair was sweaty and wild and she glowed as only a well fucked woman can glow. She stroked my face. "Ahhh, you're back, Diana. For a minute, I thought I killed you. Forty-five minutes, you've had a nice nap!" She sighed. "That was the best orgasm I think another woman has ever given me." Her hand dropped to my breast, slowly circling my erect nipple. "Was it good for you, too?"
I tried to speak, but a little sob came out so I nodded instead. I felt weak and excited and wonderful and astounded...and full. It took a moment for me to understand and then as my pussy muscles flexed, I realized that I still had several inches of the thick dildo inside me. I swallowed and tried again. "Thank you," I replied in a hoarse whisper. "That was...I didn't know it could be like that with a...woman."
Alexis leaned over and kissed me gently on the mouth, her tongue barely brushing my lips. "Well, I don't think it was so much me as that well hung son of yours. Seeing him fuck Eve really aroused you." She licked her lips and added, "A lot!"
I turned my head to look into the next room. Chad was flat on his back asleep. Eve was curled up against him, her head on his chest, a shapely leg draped protectively across his legs. His penis, half erect and shiny with her juices rested against her thigh. Eve was asleep, her body still shiny with sweat, her hair bed-tousled. She looked beautiful and I envied her to the point of hatred. I sighed and realized that the sight of my naked son was making my pulse begin to race again. My pussy muscles throbbed and flexed, sending an aftershock of orgasmic pleasure coursing through my body.
"Oh my god, I want to fuck my son!" I whispered, awed at my own frank confession.
Alexis kissed me again. "Yes, I know. I understand."
I took her hand and squeezed it. "Alexis, you said you watched your son lose his virginity? You said it excited you?"
Alexis looked at me, an evil grin on her face again. "Oh yes. Doctor Claire was with me. I absolutely raped her I was so turned on watching my Louis fuck his chosen lady! She had to go fetch her favorite strap-on and she must have fucked me a dozen times before I tuckered her out."
"Then you didn't...I mean with your son... You didn't fuck him?"
Alexis blushed slightly, but her grin never wavered. "Are you kidding? I walked out of here, down to that bedroom and I fucked his brains out!"
My pussy contracted around the massive play cock in my pussy. I could feel my juices flowing again. I wiggled my butt around, seeking the delicious friction a cock provided. "You did! Do you still? Are you and your Louis lovers?"
"Oh yes," she sighed. "I still enjoy the occasional adventure here, but when I go home, I go home to my handsome son and his hard cock!"
Again a little orgasmic aftershock thrilled through me. I glanced again at my son and Eve. I so badly needed to be her...to feel my son's cum in my pussy! I wanted it now. I wanted Chad's beautiful, thick penis inside me...filling my womb, making me cum, making me a baby, making me complete!
Alexis laughed and took hold of the dildo, still slick with her cream. Slowly she began to ease it out of my pussy, saying, "I think you've had enough of this. I think it's time for the real thing. Are you ready?"
I nodded and then began to squirm and shiver as orgasmic sparks rippled through me as my clasping pussy grudgingly surrendered the thick rubber cock. I closed my eyes as the pleasure made me dizzy and it was several minutes before I could open them up again.
When I did open them, Alexis was standing before me wearing a sheer robe which did not conceal her lovely, trim body. "Recovered enough to go visit Chad?" she asked.
I climbed off the lounger on shaky legs and looked around for my dress. Alexis laughed and said, "Just come as you are. There's a direct route to their bedroom. No one will see you naked...which is a shame. You have a lovely body, Diana."
I blushed as I felt her eyes roaming admiringly over me. "Thank you. You're beautiful too!" I replied, feeling like a lovesick schoolgirl, fumbling words of admiration to a would-be lover.
Alexis gave me one last long kiss and then took my hand and led me out a door. True to her word, a short hallway that opened up into the bedroom next door. My breathing became more rapid as we approached the bed, my son and his first lover embracing and asleep. I glanced up at the huge mirror and wondered...would somebody be watching me. My mind felt giddy as I realized I was about to crawl naked into bed with my son. Was I brave enough, crazy enough to make love to my own son?
"Eve," I heard Alexis whisper. Eve opened her eyes and looked upwards. Alexis put a finger to her lips and in a scant whisper said, "You were wonderful, Eve, but Chad's mother will take over her son's education now."
Eve turned and looked at me, her eyes widening as she looked at my nakedness. She smiled at me and carefully disengaging herself from Chad, stood up. We faced each other, our bodies so similar that we could be twins. Apparently this situation was exciting her, as her nipples were swelling again.
"Oh, you are so going to love your son's cock, Diana. Chad's a wonderful lover!" Eve exclaimed.
I blushed more, convinced my skin was beet red as I stammered in reply, "Um, uh thank you! I just hope I can...um, be as great a lover to my son as you were!"
Alexis slid in and slipped an arm around Eve's waist. "Eve was magnificent, but there's nothing like a mother's love!" She kissed Eve while her other hand caressed the dark haired woman's hairy pussy. Then she crossed over to me and kissed me again. "For good luck," she said and then she held up three fingers. "And here's a little incentive, Diana. Imagine how good it will be when it's your cunt cream mixed up with Chad's spunk!"
She pressed her fingers against my lips. I opened my mouth in surprise and tasted my son's cum and Eve's juices. It was soooo good! I moaned as Alexis slipped her fingers out and sucked as much of the delicious mix off them as I could.
Alexis waggled her wet fingers at me and whispered, "Have fun!" and walked off hand in hand with Eve, disappearing through the door we'd just came from.
I stood there for long seconds after being left alone with my naked, sleeping son. I couldn't take my eyes off his beautiful body...so much like his father's when he'd been a young man. Muscled and stocky with a shock of my black hair above and below! Out of his thatch of black pubic hair, his cock emerged, thick and half erect and still bigger than most men erect! It made my knees weak and my pussy hot just to look at it.
I glanced once more at the large mirror and then didn't give it another thought. I eased into bed, curling up against my son's warm, firm body as Eve had done. I draped my leg over his upper legs, rubbing my hairy, wet thatch against his thigh. My breasts dragged against his skin, my nipples hard, rubbery and throbbing, aching to be taken in his mouth and sucked and bitten. Chad pressed back against me in his sleep, giving a contented sigh.
I slowly trailed my hand across his flat stomach and down into his pubic hair. Scarcely believing I was doing so, I wrapped my fingers around his cock, now slippery with a thick coating of his own semen and Eve's pussy cream. My heart was beating so hard I thought it would explode. I was so excited and it felt so...so right to have my son's penis in my hand. It was if it were meant to be! I could barely get my fingers around his cock. Slowly, I began to stroke Chad's cock.
Chad sighed happily in his slumber. His cock began to grow in my hand, extending, becoming huge and long. My cunt muscles began to spasm...hungry for my son's thick cock. I could smell my own scent now, mixing with the fragrant smell of Chad's jism and Eve's pussy.
"I love you, Chad," I whispered. "Mommy loves you and needs you. Mommy needs your cock!"
Chad smiled in his sleep and mumbled, "Love you, Mom."
I eased downwards...making my way to my son's crotch, unable to take my eyes off his now towering erection! I felt compelled to get closer. My nostrils flared and my senses reeled as I inhaled the scent of sex...semen and pussy cream, a scent becoming stronger and stronger as my face neared my son's hard penis. I couldn't help myself. I flicked my tongue out and licked the shaft of Chad's cock. The taste of sex just fed my lust. Chad sighed as I licked it again and again. I stretched out along side my son and took his swollen cockhead in my mouth, allowing my tongue to dance and flit over his spongy, but firm flesh. Chad's cock pulsed in my mouth. I began to suck him, barely able to contain my desire for him. I wanted to possess my son in every sense of the word.
Chad shifted and moaned softly, "Mom! Mom, I love you." I almost answered him, but couldn't yet bear to release him from my mouth. Slowly I took more of him...old talents beginning to come back to me.
I started as I felt his hand grip my ass, pulling my crotch towards him. I groaned around a mouthful of erect penis as I felt his breath on my sopping wet muff. I sobbed as I took more of him down my throat and I felt my own son's fingers ruffling through my hairy mound, sliding between my already blooming labia and slipping into my hot cunt. My body felt like it had caught fire as Chad's fingers swirled around inside my creamy pussy!
Just as my lips brushed Chad's pubic hairs and I was feeling immensely satisfied having successfully deepthroated my son's cock (oh, how Charles loved me doing that to him!), I almost choked on his flesh as I involuntarily gasped as I felt my son's tongue roll sloppily over my cunt lips and slip into my wet slit! Oh my god! My son had his tongue in his mother's pussy!
I bucked my cunt up against my son's face as I began to wetly and noisily sucked his throbbing cock. Chad had no experience in pussy eating, but he was an eager student and appeared to be listening to my muffled moaned and squeals as he sloppily lapped at my quivering, juice drenched twat, learning my magic spots
I felt an orgasm begin rise inside me and although I was enjoying his enthusiastic muff diving efforts, I wanted his cock inside me the first time my son would make me cum. I moved away, despite his protests and let his cock slip from between my lips...a string of precum stretching until it broke to splatter against my heaving breasts. I turned and gazed at my son, my hair down in my eyes. "Mommy needs her baby's cock deep inside her!" I growled in a husky voice.
Chad started to sit up, but laughed as I put my hand on his chest and pushed him back. "Oh wow...Eve...you seem so much like my Mom!"
He didn't realize Eve had been replaced with the real thing, but as I straddled him and my thicker, more unruly bush came into view and I hovered over his cock...my pussy lips trying to clasp and swallow his cock head, I think he started to realize it wasn't Eve about to fuck him. I whipped my head around, making my long hair fly away from my face. Chad's eyes widened as I lowered myself down on his thick pole. "I said, Mommy needs her son's cock and I meant it...son!" I said as my pussy enveloped his cock. Despite being stretched by Alexis's big dildo, Chad's monster dick was tight inside my cunt, stretching my flesh even more to allow him to cram his meat inside me. As wet and open as I was, I could only slowly work my way down, amazed that for all the cock I took inside, there was more to accept.
"Mom? Mommy, is this a dream?" Chad gasped as he tried to fling himself upwards, trying to bury more of himself in his mother's womb. His hands reached up and took hold of my heavy breasts, palms rubbing and teasing my erect, button nipples. "Oh Mom! I love you!"
"I love you too, Chad!" I replied, my voice rising as I worked more of his cock into me. "It's no dream, darling. Mommy's going to fuck her little boy and make him cum and cum!" My last words were a scream as my furry bush brushed his pubic hairs and I took all of my son's long, thick cock inside me...the head pressing deep against my cervix. My cunt muscles pulsed and massaged the length of his penis. I wanted him. I wanted to fuck my son and I wanted his seed. I rolled my hips, beginning the oldest dance in the world...the mating dance of a man and woman. Suddenly I knew I had to have his seed. Suddenly I wanted my son's child!
I ground my cunt against my son's crotch and leaned over to kiss him, reveling in the sensation of Chad's cock pushing deep into my womb as my heavy breasts dragged across his hairy chest. My lips found his and I sighed with contentment as our tongues danced for the first time. He wrapped me in his arms and continued to thrust upwards into my pussy while I sought to keep all of him inside my steamy wet snatch. We began to rock together as if we'd been lovers for years. We moved together so well, our bodies quickly becoming slick with sweat. I opened my eyes and found that Chad was looking at me. Our kiss ended with us both whispering, "I love you," to each other.
I felt so incredible. As wonderful a lover as Charles had been, our son was something more. All those half considered feelings of the past few weeks now blossomed into full blown love and lust for my son. His cock filled me as I have never been filled, the sweet, erotic pleasure it gave me spread through my entire body. Orgasmic fire flowed through my veins, growing in intensity with each thrust of Chad's lovely cock.
I sat up, arching my back as I dropped my weight on my son, feeling his erection slide upwards, scraping my insides, cramming me full of young cock. I imagine I looked like the very essence of incestuous, motherly love...my mouth open in raw, orgasmic pleasure, my nipples swollen and aching, my stuffed pussy on fire and flowing a river of pussy cream that thickly coated my son's long, thick shaft.
A massive orgasm took me by surprise, wracking my body with shock after shock of erotic delight. I sobbed, "I love you, Chad!" as he added to my orgasm by raising his hands to my heavy, hanging breasts and began massaging them and pinching and squeezing my hard button nipples.
I gasped for breath as my orgasm waned. Chad paused and I shook my head quickly. "No!" I pleaded. "Don't stop. Son! Mommy's needed this for a long time!"
Chad grinned up at me. "Don't worry, Mom. I'm going to be in you a lot from now on! I love you! This is my greatest fantasy come true!" For emphasis, my son thrust powerfully upwards as I was sliding down his cock, making me tremble with pleasure.
Our coupling became more violent now, more frantic! Our bodies slapped together with wet, smacking sounds as sweat and pussy juice mingles at our joined crotches. Chad's thrusts become more rapid and he put more into each thrust, making me tremble with little orgasms each time I accepted his cock. I leaned over and he raised his head and began sucking my breasts...the sensation of his tongue rolling over my hard, throbbing nipples making me cream even more. Without warning, my son suddenly bit my left nipple, making me scream with pain and pleasure and amazement. His father used to surprise me in the middle of lovemaking the exact same way!
Another orgasm crashed over me, sending me into a frenzy of nasty bed talk as my body convulsed with the pleasure my son was giving me. "YESSSS! OH YESSS, FUCK MEEE, CHAD! FUCK MOMMY! BURY THAT FAT COCK IN MOMMY'S PUSSY! MMMM, BITE MOMMY'S TITTIES! OH GOD, MAKE MOMMY CUMMM! MOMMY LOVES YOU! MOMMY LOVES YOUR BIG HARD DICK, SON!" I was now bouncing frantically up and down on my son's cock, swept up in orgasmic fury, seeking to get more and more of Chad inside me.
As my orgasm again receded, I became even more aware of the massive hard-on my pussy was clenched tightly around. Alexis's words, "Your son has uncommon control," came back to me. Chad had fucked his mother into two orgasms and showed no sign of reaching climax himself (although he had a beatific smile on his face as his mother massaged his cock with her cunt muscles). We smiled at each other, not speaking, our eyes alone conveying our love and devotion to each other. We savored the sensation of being joined together, cock, pussy and souls
Finally, my breath eased up and again I started to fuck my son. "Just lie back and enjoy this, son!" I said softly, my hands caressing his strong chest. Slowly, I began to ride Chad's cock, easing myself up and down his erection, working my pussy muscles to massage his massive column of cockflesh. Up and down, always slow...agonizingly slow. Sweat poured off my aroused body as I rode my son. Erotic bliss waxed and waned inside me, each time bringing me closer and closer to the brink of unprecedented pleasure. Chad began to moan and sigh as I worked his cock. As I rode my son, I heard echoes of a rock song from my youth, "Slow Ride," and I rocked my body in rhythm to that almost forgotten tune.
Sweet minutes that seemed like hours passed. Pleasure began to build again, reaching a peak and then going higher. I felt my own control begin to slip and I started to speed up. My pussy tightened around Chad's cock as I slipped down on him one last time and like a dam bursting, my orgasm detonated. I began to cum, my pussy juices bathing my son's penis in liquid heat.
Chad gasped as well and began to buck up into my womb and my orgasm went nuclear as for the first time my son flooded my pussy with his white hot semen and I mean flooded! I can't recall ever receiving the gift of so much spunk at one time! I lost grip on the world then as everything went away except for my son's face and his passionate cries of, "I love you, Mom!" and even that faded as pure orgasmic bliss of such intensity that I'd never experienced before took me away. If there is a heaven, this must be what it's like.
I came back to myself eventually, discovering myself on my back and my son between my sprawled legs, still thrusting his cock into my cum drenched-semen soaked pussy. Finally, his cock slowly deflating, Chad slipped out of my clasping cunt and fell over to my side. We both panted words of our love to each other. As we both began to succumb to exhaustion, I noticed the lights dimming and almost felt modest enough to blush realizing that Alexis and maybe others had watched my son and I make love.
I woke to the feeling of fingers touching me, caressing me, exploring me. My son's lips found mine and we kissed deeply like lovers always should. My hands found his cock, now impossibly hard again and I marveled at Chad's recuperative abilities. My son shifted on top of me, spreading my legs and then lifting them to his shoulders as he thrust forward, guided by my hand, into my sodden cunt. In the twilight of sleep, my son fucked me till I begged him to cum in me...to give me his seed and make me a baby! He liked the sound of that. I realized that the idea of me swollen with his child excited Chad as he again flooded my womb with another massive load of his semen as I writhed in orgasm beneath him.
Basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking, Chad talked quietly of his long secret crush on me. "I've been in love with you forever, Mom! Even before Dad died, I've known I loved you." Chad confessed that his father, my Charles knew how he felt. "Dad caught me masturbating to a picture of you in a bikini. He didn't get mad or anything." Chad squeezed my hand as he said, "Dad told me he was happy knowing I'd take care of you after he was gone!"
We both had tears in our eyes and I kissed my son's cheeks clear of his tears and replied, "I know he loved us both and is smiling down at us right now!" It boggled my mind to think that perhaps Charles had this ending in mind when he first asked me to take Chad to Fulfillment...that even as he was dying, he was making plans for my happiness. And I was happy. Now in the arms of my son, his semen trickling from my pussy, I was as happy as I'd ever been.



My son and I fell asleep again only to wake up to the smell of bacon and eggs. A beautiful young woman clad only in a wispy apron was setting a tray full of food down for us. In a lyrical Irish accent, she said, "Compliments of Madam Alexis." Both Chad and I watched her walk away, both of us appreciating the tautness of her firm butt. A tingle stirred feelings deep in my loins and I wondered silently what other hungers had been awakened in me by this place and by Alexis.
We ate ravenously and then my son and I began eyeing each other, anxious to continue what we had started when our hostess stepped into the room. Alexis was once again dressed, this time in a lovely dress that clung to her shapely form. She was carrying our clothes which had been cleaned and ironed.
"Good morning my dears," she said smiling. She leaned over and kissed me, long and slow and then walked around the bed and kissed Chad in the same fashion. "Mmmm, your son is a wonderful kisser, Diana. He must have had a good teacher," she said, offering me a wink. "I hate to say it, but it's time for you to go home. Of course, I imagine things will continue on at home."
Home! Suddenly all sorts of fantasies began to explode in my head. Fantasies of all the things my son and I could and would be doing as soon as we were home! We couldn't thank Alexis enough, but she kept handing the credit back to us. "This is what this house is all about, dears. Fulfillment of what we need and desire."
We dressed with Alexis's help. Chad stood goggle-eyed as Alexis knelt and helped me with my panties, pausing to press her face into my hairy puss for a moment. He was then struck dumb when Alexis helped him with his underwear, taking a moment to lick his again hard cock and then saying, ""Ah, your mother's creamy pussy cream, such a sweet taste on such a lovely cock!"
Alexis walked us out to our waiting car. She told us that she hoped we would return soon. "Chad's membership is paid in full, Diana and you...well, you are always welcome here." She kissed me again and then whispered in my ear as she deftly palmed my breast. "You make me wet, darling and you've not even tasted my pussy yet!" I knew immediately that we would return. That there were many more bridges to adventure left to cross.
Then we were gone, driving back across the Brooklyn Bridge. Chad and I could scarcely say a word. We just kept glancing at each other with the goofiest of grins. We were driving home to a new life and to fulfillment today and everyday for the rest of our lives.
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*
Never in my wildest imagination did I think that my son John's senior Homecoming celebration would turn out the way it did, with ramifications I still haven't fully comprehended. Since that autumn night almost a year ago, my life has literally turned inside out. I'm not complaining, mind you, it has been the best time of my life, but it has been such an incredible experience, I still cannot quite believe it.
My name is Debbie. I am married to Vincent, a dullard of a man who over the course of our twenty-five year marriage has become an absent husband and father. We have three children, Austin the oldest at twenty-four years of age who is working in an engineering firm out west, Katie who at twenty two is about to finish a B.S. in education at a college in Texas and my youngest (my baby!), John who is now nineteen. Shortly after John's birth, my husband lost interest in me sexually, frankly telling me that after bearing three babies and even though he still loved me, he no longer found me attractive. Over the last few years, we've even had separate bedrooms so that to quote him, "I can have some peace and quiet at night and not hear your yammering about sex, Debbie!"
This was a terrible blow to my ego and it would be a long time before I began to understand his feelings weren't so much about my looks, but about his issues with sex and motherhood. It took years, but I finally accepted that I'm still a fairly pretty woman. I knew then and even now that I'm not some sexy supermodel. I don't have a classic shape unless you consider Rubenesque sexy. I'm five foot in my stocking feet and I weigh 125 pounds. My legs and waist are just a little pudgy looking, more muscle than fat because I work out a lot. I wear a 36 DD bra and my boobs really stand out on my small frame. I'm all tits and ass as my husband used to say before he lost interest. The weight of my breasts hasn't caused too much sag, but they do slope almost to my belly button because I'm so darned short and my boobs are so big. I have blue eyes and wear glasses and keep my blonde-gray hair short in a pixie cut.
My story really begins about a year ago. It was John's senior year in high school and he turned eighteen shortly after the school year began. He was excited because he was a starter on the football team and he and a few of his long time friends would be the core of the team's defense. I was proud of my son and his achievements, marveling over how he'd grown since his freshman year, both emotionally and physically. He was a kind boy, helpful and caring around the house and full of life and joy. He never complained about having a mostly absent father as Vincent was always off on road trips for his company (and I knew full well, that quite often he was accompanied by some little tramp secretarial assistant).
I acknowledge that Vincent did provide us a good home, but it was a darn lonely existence and like any healthy woman I have needs...needs my husband never could fulfill. By the time Katie left home, Vincent and I were in separate bedrooms. I became quite the connoisseur in sex toys and had amassed a healthy collection of vibrators and dildos as well as a sizeable library of porno DVDs. Alone at night, I would do my best to pacify my sexual needs, but at best, it kept my lust at bay like a caged animal.
In the meantime, I was a good mother, taking care of my John and watching as he grew from a clumsy, awkward teenage into a handsome man. He and his friends Dell, Brian and Chuck dragged several chunks of exercise equipment into one corner of our basement that we'd turned into a recreation room and over their high school career have worked out and worked out until they were strong, muscular men. Even though John is my son, I found myself many times admiring his hard, muscled body...not out of simple lust, but because as a woman, I can appreciate a handsome man.
In his senior year of high school, all his hard work began to really pay off. Their high school football team had its best season in maybe twenty years and they rolled through September and most of October undefeated. Their Homecoming Game was scheduled for late October and everyone was very excited. A dance was planned for after the game and John had asked for permission for his three best friends to sleep over afterwards. Now I knew darn well that John and his friends planned to drink a little that night, but I also knew that they always designated one to stay sober and I was quite happy knowing that at least they'd sleep it off safe and secure in our basement rec room.
The game was exciting. All four boys shut down the cross-town rival's offense and John sacked their quarterback four times that night. I was in the crowd cheering them on...alone as usual. Vincent was across the country in Las Vegas attending a seminar with his latest secretary/slut. I barely had time to kiss John goodbye before he and the others dashed off to the dance.
I went home and expecting John and his friends to be out for several hours, decided to take advantage of the alone time. I stripped down and popped a dirty video into the bedroom DVD player and got out "Ol Sparky," my favorite vibrator and climbed into bed. I was having an enjoyable time teasing my pussy with "Ol Sparky" and watching a video where a young, well built and hung stud was fucking a mature woman's brains out. When I had several hours to play, I liked to gradually get myself worked up until I was writhing on the bed, covered with sweat, and aching with need before bringing myself to a screaming orgasm.
I was almost there...almost at the edge of a huge orgasm. I was teasing my clitoris with "Ol Sparky," and biting my lip as I watched the mature redhead on the screen sob with pleasure as her muscled lover drove his long, hard penis deep into her pussy. I was so close and then...the damned phone rang.
I moaned with frustration and somehow resisted the urge to ignore the phone and bring myself off, but my maternal instincts kicked in. As long as my son was out, part of me always fretted and nothing is scarier than a midnight phone call.
I turned off my vibrator and reached for the phone. "Hello?" I said, trying to keep my frustration out of my voice.
"Mom!" It was John, sounding happy and drunk. "Mom, how are you?"
"I'm fine, honey. Are you okay? Is anything wrong?"
"Oh...I'm good, we're all good, but we're kinda drunk and Brian took off with some girl and he's our designated driver and the party got busted up by Eileen's folks and um, could you come get us?"
I sighed heavily. So much for my own pleasure. Mom to the rescue. "Of course, John. Where are you?"
I groaned as he told me the address. It was a good thirty minutes away. I quickly dressed, throwing on a pair of sweat pants, one of John's T-shirts that I sometimes wore as a nightshirt and a flannel shirt as a jacket since it was a cool autumn night.. I skipped panties and a bra out of convenience. I grumbled as I drove my minivan through the October night, driving out to where this Eileen lived.
As I pulled up, my son and his friends leaped off the front porch, whooping and hollering and I had to laugh to myself. They could still act like they did when they were nine or ten. I got out of the van only to find myself picked up by my son.
"Thanks, Mom!" John crowed. "I love you!"
"Put me down, you big goof!" I said, somewhat embarrassed. My flannel shirt came unbuttoned and in the cool night air, my nipples immediately hardened even as my son danced around with me, causing my large breasts to flop and bounce. All three boys were giggling, and I wasn't sure if it was because of the way John was being silly or because they could see my grape sized nipples pressing against the fabric of my shirt.
No sooner did my son let me down than his friend, Dell gave me a big bear hug, again lifting me off my feet. "Thanks for picking us up, Mrs. Forrest! I sure didn't want to call my old man to come get us!" he said in a sing-song voice. I could smell the beer on his breath even as I felt my breasts mash against his hard chest. I felt my face turn red even as I felt a little electric tingle between my legs.
Even as I was set back down, Chuck grabbed me from behind, his arms encircling my waist and lifting me up. "You're the greatest Mom ever!" he said in an overly loud drunken slur even as my sloping breasts brushed against his muscular forearms. As I kicked my feet, I again felt a tingle between my thighs as my broad butt brushed against a solid lump in his slacks. My son's best friend had a woody!
"You idiots are all drunk!" I said laughingly, stepping away from them. My son and his buddies were hanging over each other laughing and giggling like silly young boys. "Get into the van!" I said, pointing to the open side door.
"Yes, Ma'am," they said in a sloppy chorus and clambered inside. I gathered myself together, taking several deep breaths, trying to quell the sudden nervous energy from being manhandled by three teenage boys. "I love you, Mom!" John crowed again, sticking his head out the passenger side window.
I shook my head and said, "Settle down, son." I turned away and went up to the house to make sure they hadn't caused any real trouble. It turned out that Eileen was one of their classmates whose parents were supposed to be out of town for the weekend, but who had returned in the middle of a homecoming party. Eileen's father was quite put out with everyone, but her mother was more amused than pissed. She assured us that the boys had caused no real problems and that John could leave his old Ford in their driveway until tomorrow.
Eileen's mother eyed me and I started to blush and wondered if my nipples were ever going to soften and if my sweat pants were showing a dark spot where my pussy, already wet from "Ol Sparky" was tricking juices down my thighs from being manhandled by the boys. "Are you going to be okay with those horny little shits?" she asked me.
I laughed and said. "I've been watching over them all their lives. I've changed their diapers, spanked them when they were bad and tucked them into bed when they were sleepy. I suppose I can handle them when they're a little drunk."
She shrugged and smiled. "Okay then. Personally, I wouldn't get too near them without a chastity belt and a taser." I laughed and told her, I wasn't worried. I returned to the van and climbed in to much cheering and singing from my drunken guys. As we drove home, they continued to thank me for picking them up and to tell me how much they loved me. I had buttoned up my flannel shirt before climbing in, but despite the cool October air, the van grew very warm very quickly. I finally undid the flannel shirt, hoping they wouldn't notice, but Lord help me, the boys did notice. Dell and Chuck kept finding reasons to lean forward to tell me thanks and that they loved me, taking long, hungry looks at my breasts bouncing as the van seemed to hit every pothole in the road. Their almost blatant stares unnerved me and excited me and my nipples stood out against the T-shirt, looking like large, ripe cherries.
Making matters worse, John who was leading the singing and praising of his mother, couldn't seem to take his eyes off my big titties, flopping and jumping against my T-shirt. I would have been horrified at any other time, but I suppose in my heightened and frustrated sexual state, I actually felt aroused. Yes, it turned me on to know my son was staring at my body! Thinking that here were three handsome and horny men and that they were ogling me made me wet! I might have been my imagination, but I could have almost sworn I could smell my own pussy in the small, warm confines of the minivan.
The trip home seemed to take forever, although part of me relished their stares. It had been a long time since I'd felt the appreciative stares of men. But as with all things, eventually our drive came to an end as I pulled the minivan into the garage. "Okay, you bunch of drunks, out of the car!" I said, climbing out and trying to look down in the dim light to see if there was a stain in my sweat pants. I could feel my juices running down my thighs and I shivered.
My son and his friends clambered out and moved into the house. The basement recreation room connected to the garage and they all tumbled in and fell into the old sofas that we kept down there. I followed them in, saying, "You boys know where everything's at. There's food upstairs in the fridge. Now stay out of trouble and behave!"
I headed for the door and stairs, but before I reached it, Dell had rose out of his chair and again hugged me to him. "Thanks again, Mrs. Forrest! You're awesome!" He hugged me tight against him, lifting me up and crushing my breasts against his body. I squeaked helplessly as he hugged me, his hands on my ass, squeezing gently.
Dell set me down, but before I could recover and retreat towards the door, Chuck embraced me, pulling me against him and telling me how he wished I was his mom, even as he mashed my short body against his tall body...my boobs pressed up against his midsection and I felt very faint as I realized I could feel his throbbing penis against my chest. I staggered away from him, trying to laugh off their actions and walked right into my son's arms.
John hugged me tightly against his muscular frame, lifting me off the ground, his hands cupping my broad ass cheeks. "You're the greatest, Mom! I really love you," he said in a low voice. I gasped then as he kissed me on the lips. His mouth was closed, but he pressed his lips firmly against mine for several long seconds before breaking the kiss with a loud smack. He and the others guffawed as he slowly lowered me down, my body rubbing against his as he set me down. My face felt like it was on fire as was my pussy. I'd never felt so hot between my legs or as wet!
Again, I tried to laugh it off. "You idiots! You are all a bunch of animals!"
"We can't help ourselves, Mrs. Forrest! You've been like a mom to all of us!" hooted Dell.
"Yeah," added Chuck. "We just can't help it! We all love you!"
I was flabbergasted. I tried to make light of it and said, "Well, Mom loves all of you too. Now behave and don't make too much noise tonight and leave the beers in the fridge alone!" I quickly beat a retreat out the door and up the stairs. My knees were shaky and weak and my head was spinning. Up in the kitchen, I leaned against the counter for support and tried to figure out what had just happened.
Was I so desperate and starved for sex that I was making myself think that my son and his friends were hitting on me or was my son and his pals really copping feels and coming on to me? I mean...this was my son, my flesh and blood! And his touch, the sensation of his eyes roving over my body had me so hot and wet that it felt liked I'd peed my pants!
I staggered upstairs to my bedroom and closed the door behind me. I glanced in the full length mirror on the wall. My nipples were jutting out from the fabric of my T-shirt. Omigod...those boys had certainly gotten an eyeful of my nipples! Looking downward, I was relieved to see that you could barely tell that there was a wet spot in the crotch of my sweat pants. I shucked off my sweats and a strong waft of my own scent filled my nostrils. I stroked my hand across my mound and marveled at how wet and aroused I looked. My pubic hair, blonde and sparse, did nothing to hide how excited I was. My thick labia lips were spread wide in the full bloom of sexual desire and my pussy was wetly pink with my juices flowing heavily out to dampen my thighs.
I slowly fingered myself, watching myself in the mirror before closing my eyes and seeing hard, strong, young men surrounding me, touching me, kissing me, spreading my legs. I saw huge, hard cocks waving at me, approaching me and as I looked upward, I saw my own son's smiling face and brilliant blue eyes. I whispered, "John...please fuck your mother," just as I suddenly heard my son bellow up from the kitchen, "MOM. CAN YOU BRING US SOME SHEETS AND BLANKETS?"
I snapped out of my erotic fantasy and choking down sobs of frustration, yelled back. "In a few minutes, honey!" Opening my eyes, I saw myself in the mirror again. One hand had yanked up my T-Shirt and was pinching an erect, blood swollen nipple and the other was rubbing my wide spread pussy; my middle finger plunged inside. My face was a portrait of desperate need and hunger. I looked like a wanton slut, desperate for a fuck. I stood up and shook my head. "You are so silly," I told myself. "You're awful, Debbie Forrest, for thinking such thoughts!"
I took a deep breath and resolved to gain control over myself. I stripped off my T-shirt and got dressed for bed. I grabbed the first gown I found in the dresser drawer and pulled it over my head. I looked at myself in the mirror and frowned. The gown has a plunging neckline that revealed a great deal of cleavage and exposed much of my breasts and the hem ended several inches above my knees. Its cream color wasn't transparent, but was opaque. My still hard nipples were outlined in detail as my boobs strained against the silky material, but my pussy was just a light shadow. Still, I didn't think it would be appropriate to walk around in front of the boys dressed like that. I went to the closet and pulled out an old, thick flannel robe that hung to the tops of my feet and put it on over the nightgown. Looking into the mirror again, I nodded in approval. Boring, bland, grandmotherly, nothing that would entice my son or his buddies.
I went to the linen closet and dug out sheets and several blankets. I went slowly back downstairs through the kitchen and then down the steps to the basement, feeling my self control and good sense returning with each step. I approached the door to the rec room which was slightly ajar. I could hear the boisterous noise of the voices of the boys and suddenly their words rang clearly in my ears.
"...love those massive jugs of your mom, John! I'd just like to bury my face in them forever!" Omigod, that was Dell's deep baritone!
"Shit yeah!" I heard Chuck chime in. "You're such a lucky bastard, Forrest. You actually got to suck on them big nips!"
I heard my son sigh. "I wish I could remember those days! Sometimes when I see Mom's nipples poking through her shirt, I just wanna rip her clothes off and suck her titties until she begs me to fuck her!" Again, I felt lightheaded and I plopped down on the steps. I felt like I was in a dream. No way could my son be talking like that!
"Damn...look at that would be motherfucker, Dell!" laughed Chuck. "John's getting a boner just thinking 'bout fucking his Mom!"
"Shut up," said my son. "You'd fuck her in a minute too, wouldn't you? Your dick's hard and all you did was cop a feel."
"Mmmm, mmm. I'd put up with sloppy seconds to pork your Mom," growled Dell. I bet her pussy's hotter than a firecracker and as tight as a virgin's!"
"Hey John, you got those pictures of your Mom down here?" asked Chuck. Pictures? What the hell were they talking about? I set down the linens and crept down towards the door. I peeked through the small opening and felt my jaw drop, heart stop and my pussy twitch madly.



I had a perfect view of all three boys on the couch, Dell was naked and my son and Chuck were wearing only T-shirts. John stood up and walked by the door, oblivious to his mother peeking at them through the door. His cock...omigod...his cock which was several inches in length and seemed impossibly thick and wasn't even completely hard, pointed his way as he crossed in front of me. Chuck and Dell were sprawled out on a sofa. Chuck's penis not as long as my son's, but was maybe a shade thicker. He had one hand stroking it slowly from the base to the tip of his thick crown. Dell's cock was longer than even my John's, but wasn't anywhere near as thick.
John stopped in front of an old overstuffed chair and bending over, tipped the entire chair back. Underneath, tucked into the springs, was an envelope. He pulled it out and tossed it to Chuck. Chuck pulled out several photos. A big, leering grin broke out over his face as he started to hand them one by one to Dell.
Dell's eyes grew wide as he looked at the photographs. "Goddamn, I have died and gone to heaven!" he groaned as his cock stiffened up. Your mom in a tiny bikini! She's fucking awesome!" I gasped. John had found old pictures of me from my early twenties, from when Vincent and I were first married and honeymooning in the Bahamas. That bikini had been white and tiny, barely a few strips of string. My breasts were almost completely bare in those pictures, spilling out on all sides! And there were pictures of me in that suit when it was wet and turned transparent. I knew Dell was looking at them, when his cock suddenly jerked to slap up against his stomach. "I wanna fuck your Mom!" he growled.
John laughed and said, "You have no fucking clue! I hear her at night, playing with her toys in her bedroom and it's all I can do not to run in there and jump on top of Mom and fuck her brains out and make her cum and cum like the old man never could. I see Mom every day, looking so sexy and beautiful and I fall in love with her a little more every time I look at her.
A sudden burst of orgasmic energy struck me without warning and I jammed my fist into my mouth to muffle any sound even as my pussy spasmed and pussy juice spurted out like I was peeing to splatter against my leg and flannel robe. My legs began to shake and I couldn't stand. I fell to my knees. I didn't know what had come over me. In all my life, I had never ejaculated cunt cream!
I had had no clue how John felt about me, his own mother. I was shocked and aroused and confused. All this time...all these years without a lover and beyond this door were three young men who would give me all the cock I wanted including my own son who talked about me like a man in love. "No! This is crazy," I whispered to myself. I pulled myself up and grabbed the pile of linens. I quietly slipped back up the stairs. I set the linens down on the top step and then in a voice that sounded calmer than I was, yelled down, "John! I left your blankets and stuff on the top step." I swallowed and continued, resisting the insane urge to tell the boys to come up stairs and fuck Mom, instead saying. "Don't stay up too late, boys. I, uh I love you!"
I closed the door and stumbled to a chair at the kitchen table and put my head in my hands. This couldn't be happening. Maybe I was going insane. All the years of Vincent's neglect had finally taken its toll. My need for a real cock had sent me over the edge and I was simply dreaming that my son and his friends were talking about me like I was some centerfold model in Playboy.
My heart began to pound as I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. They stopped outside the door and then went back down again. One of the boys had picked up the sheets and blankets. My pulse slowed down again. I marveled at my sudden reaction to the approach of my son or the other boys. Was it fear or excitement? I took several deep breaths trying to clear my head.
I heard steps again and felt panicky. I started to stand up and make an effort to flee the room. John swung the door open and bounded into the room. He was wearing gym shorts and a T-shirt. "Hi Mom," he said, seeing me sit there. He frowned a little and moved over towards the refrigerator. "Thought I'd get the guys some munchies." He glanced back over. "I haven't seen you wear that old robe in years."
Did I see disappointment in his eyes? "I was feeling cold," I said. My son stared at me and I couldn't keep looking him in the eye. I glanced downward, but that didn't help either. Now I was looking at the obvious bulge in John's gym shorts. Images of his erect penis danced in my mind. I felt my skin burn as I began to blush.
"Are you alright, Mom?" John asked, turning away from the refrigerator.
I shivered and said nothing. My son came over and put a hand on my shoulder. I wondered if he was trying to peek down my robe and pulled it closer. "Mom, what's wrong?"
His body brushed against my arm and I shivered again, imagining that I could feel his hard-on through my robe. My voice quavered as I replied, "Nothing. I'm fine, honey." I scooted back from the table and moved away from my son. I felt hot in the robe and my son in close proximity to me was making me feel hot in other ways. I stopped at the sink and filling a glass with water, took a long drink. I glanced back at John to see that he was studying me. He had a slight smile on his face.
"You know, don't you?" he said.
"Know what?" I replied, trying to sound nonchalant.
John walked towards me. You heard us talking downstairs, Mom. You know how I feel about you, that I love you! You know I want you, Mom!"
I scooted down the counter until I came to the corner. John moved to intercept me and I was trapped. "Honey, I'm your mother. You know we can't."
My son moved closer. "Tell me you don't want to, Mom. Tell me you've never thought about it." His hands came to rest on my hands. He leaned in and said. "Kiss me, Mom. Tell me how it makes you feel."
"John, you're my son, we can't..." my protest was cut off by my son's mouth pressing against mine, kissing me insistently. I groaned as his hands moved to my waist, pulling me against him. John's lips pressed more firmly against mine and I felt his mouth open and his tongue roll over my lips, the tip searching for a point of entry into my mouth.
I tried to protest and my son's tongue slipped into my mouth. Almost instinctively, I offered him my tongue, not wanting to do it, but almost compelled to let my tongue dance and tease with his. It felt so good, so right, so wonderful! I began to kiss him back, kissing my son like a woman kisses her lover.
I was gasping for breath when the kiss finally ended, John sucking my tongue and then letting it slip from his mouth. I tried to be good. "John, we can't do this. You can't fuck me. I'm your mother, that's incest!"
John smiled confidently. "Just tell me no, Mom. That's all you have to do. Tell me not to do this," and his hands massaged my breasts. I suddenly realized that while he kissed, he had deftly untied my robe and spread it open and off my shoulders. His hands squeezed my heavy tits, fingers digging into my meaty flesh through my nightgown. My robe slipped off my arms to fall noiselessly to the kitchen floor.
I moaned as waves of delight washed over me. My nipples throbbed against his palms, so sensitive that every bit of movement caused sweet sensations so powerful I thought I might faint. "You're my son. You shouldn't touch me like this. It's wrong!"
John smiled. "Just tell me no, Mom. Tell me to stop. Tell me not to do this." He squeezed my breasts. "Tell me not to do this!" One hand dropped down and under the hem of my nightgown, fingers suddenly slipping into the wet, sodden flesh of my pussy! John leaned in against me and whispered in my ear, "Tell me no, Mom." His fingers plunged into my wet hole, swirling around, seeking and finding my special places that wanted, no...needed to be touched.
My son's hand on my breast dropped to my hand and he took in and shoved it under the waistband of his gym shorts, placing it on his thick, hard cock. "Just say no, Mom and I'll stop," John whispered in my ear. "I love you, Mom. I want this. You want this. Mom, you need this." He pulled his lips away from my ear and kissed me. This time he didn't have to force his tongue into my mouth. I kissed him hard, thrusting my tongue into his mouth, tasting him. His fingers were like magic. One hand again, squeezing my breast, teasing the nipple while three fingers of his other hand thrust in and out of my pussy.
The kiss finally ended and my son whispered again, "I love you, Mom."
Tears ran down my face as I tried to form the words that would reshape my life forever. "Please, John..." I managed to get out. We stared intently at each other as I worked to speak. "Please, son. Please fuck me!" I kissed him again and stroked the long shaft of firm flesh in my hand. I kissed him more passionately than I had his father for many years.
As our tongues dueled and played, John dropped his hand from my breast and cupped my ass. With one hand in my pussy and one hand on my ass, he started to lift me up I flung my free hand around my son's neck to keep balanced. John carried me over to the kitchen table and set me down. His fingers slipped out of my pussy and he yanked his gym shorts down and then pulled his T-shirt over his head and flung it away. Then gripping his fingers in the silky fabric of my nightgown, my son ripped the garment apart, leaving me naked.
John's eyes roamed over my body and he sighed, "God, you're so beautiful, Mom!"
I looked at my son's naked body, his finely sculpted, muscled form and managed to whisper again, "Please, honey! Fuck me. Fuck your mother!" My hand which had never let go of his stiff dick, pulled his fat member towards my pussy, my legs now spread wide. I pressed the crown of John's cock against my flowered opening, feeling it throb against my own pulsating flesh. "I love you, son. Please fuck me!"
With a big grin that said that he had exactly what he wanted, where he wanted it, John replied, "I'd love to fuck you, Mom!" and my son pushed himself forward, driving several inches of hard, thick cock slowly into my aching, hungry pussy!
"OH GOD, YESSSS!" I screamed as my cunt filled up with cock meat. Any reservations about letting my son fuck me were swept away in that instance. Nothing in my forty-seven years had prepared me for this. Not Vincent's cock, not the handful of other guys I had fucked in high school or college, not "Ol Sparky" had prepared me for the absolutely most fantastic sensations of having my own son's massive penis fill up my pussy. It was glorious, it was erotic, it was right!
I felt stuffed as I felt John's pubic hairs brush my almost bare mound as the head of his cock pressed hard against my cervix. My legs came up and I wished they were longer so I could wrap them around my son's back, but I had to settle for pressing my knees into his side as my heels dug into his ass cheeks. I opened my mouth to cry out my love for my son and his wonderful cock, but all that came out was a wail of pleasure.
John leaned down and kissed me, his hairy chest mashing against my meaty breasts. I flung my arms around his neck again and staring into his smiling eyes, flung my pelvis upwards, seeking to get him deeper inside me. Every square inch of my flesh became ultra sensitive and his touch, inside and out, made me quiver and shake with pleasure. And then, oh and then my son began to fuck me!
He growled, "I love you, Mom! I love your tight, hot pussy!" and then he kissed me as he began to move and roll his hips, plunging in and out of me. He began slowly as I tightened my cunt muscles to clasp his stiff meat, trying in vain to keep my son inside me as long as possible. Each thrust took me a little closer to heaven. The heat our bodies were generating as incredible and before long we were both slick with sweat. John would kiss me then duck his head to play and nibble at my breasts, his hands pulled and lifted them, bringing my nipples to his mouth and then making me squirm with delight as he sucked and bit them.
My juices were flowing heavily and I could feel the puddle of pussy cream forming underneath me, feeling rivulets of pussy juice trickling down over my asshole and onto the kitchen table. The speed of John's thrusts picked up with each delightful stroke of his thick cock. I grunted with each thrust home. I marveled that such a long cock fit so perfectly inside my little body, but then again, my son was simply bringing it home to his mother...born of my flesh, it was if his cock was made perfectly for my cunt!
I could hear the creak of the old oak table beneath us as we rocked into each other, finding our rhythm, creating our incestuous dance of love. As I reveled in the carnal feelings that consumed me, a small part of my brain was simply trying to digest what was happening. I was committing incest with my son and I was happy about it. Long has John been the center of my life and now, my wonderful son was satisfying my most basic carnal needs, fucking me with the cock I was always meant to have.
Our movements became more urgent. John was fucking me as if his life depended on it, as if this might be the only chance he'd ever get to fuck his mother. My cries of pleasure became more pronounced. The incredible orgasmic sensations welling up inside me, originating from the center of my pussy threatened to overwhelm me. For one incredible drawn out minute, I stood at the precipice of pleasure and then my world exploded in an orgasm unlike anything I'd ever felt before. Ecstasy filled me, flooding every fiber of my being with unfathomable depths of pleasure. I writhed under the relentless pounding that my son was giving me...the incredible, confident fucking I would not have thought an eighteen year old could provide.
Just when I thought it could not grow more intense, John moaned, "Mom, I love you...I'm going to cummm!" and then my son's cock swelled and then began to flood my pussy with his hot sperm. My orgasm intensified a hundred fold and I bucked up against my son, driving his cock deeper into my womb as my back arched and I writhed violently on the table, impaled by my son's ejaculating cock.
As our bodies slammed together, our orgasms becoming one, I heard a violent and loud crack and for a second, my world began to tilt, then John's strong hands were clutching my ass cheeks and he was lifting me up, holding me as he continued to thrust upwards seeking to get deeper within me. As my weight settled on his erection, gravity served his purpose and my son's cock moved fractionally deeper into my cunt flesh, making my orgasm explode anew as I hung impaled on his throbbing cock. I think I partially lost consciousness then, aware only of John's skin on mine, his hairs scrapping deliciously against my hard nipples and his throbbing cock feeding me his steaming hot seed.
When my vision cleared, I found myself in John's arms, him holding me up, his cock still in my pussy, my cunt muscles clasping him tightly, milking him for any remaining semen. I shivered with delight and whimpered, "Oh honey, I love you so much. Thank you, thank you, thank you! You'll never know how much your mother needed this!" I kissed him enthusiastically.
"I love you too, Mom," John replied dreamily. "Um, sorry about the kitchen table." He turned to allow me to look down. One leg of the old oak table had snapped off.
I had to laugh and then moan because as John moved, it generated all sorts of intense feelings between my legs. "Oh baby...I don't care. I hope we break a thousand kitchen tables if it means you'll be fucking me like you just did. Good god, son, you're an incredible lover!"
John actually blushed. "You're all I've dreamed of for as long as I can remember. I love you, Mom."
I started to reply, but was interrupted by a yell from the bottom of the stairs. Dell's deep voice, "Hey, Forrest! Get yer ass in gear. We're starving down here!"
John smiled and looked at me, a question in his eyes. I knew what he wanted to ask, remembering that as far back as I could, John and his friends had always shared everything. I remembered their comments from just a little while before. I remembered their long dicks, getting stiff as they looked at pictures of me. My pussy spasmed at the memory, making John groan, as my cunt flesh tightened around his still swollen pole.
"Son, if you're okay with it, I'm okay with it. It's been so long, I'd love to overdose on your big, hard cocks!" I said, well aware that I had taken yet another step in changing my life forever.
John's eyes widened with surprise. "You are so awesome, Mom!"
I kissed him passionately. "I have a more than awesome son who knows how to make love to his mother!" I told him. "Now let's go see if Dell and Chuck know how to make love as well as my wonderful son does!" Still impaling me on his incredible cock, John carried us to the door and carefully walked us down the steps. By the time we reached the bottom, I was halfway back to an orgasm as every step down sent my son's cock plumbing the depths of my womb.
John opened the basement door and stepped into the recreation room. "About fucking time you cockknocker...." Chuck's good natured taunt trailed off. "Motherfucker!" he gasped.
Both Chuck and Dell were still on the couch. The boys looked slack jawed at my son and me, both of us stark naked, John's cock buried in my pussy. Both were wearing shorts. My old bikini pictures spread out between them. Dell's normally deep voice squeaked out, "Dude, you fucked your mom!"
John was grinning from ear to ear. "Duh! What was your first clue?"
The boys had spread the blankets down over much the open space of the deep, plush carpet. "Honey, why don't you put me down right here?" I asked my son
John went slowly down on to his knees and then set me gently down. With some regret, I let his cock slip slowly from my clasp. I groaned and rolled my head back as the sweet pain of surrendering my son's cock almost made me cum again.
I gasped for air and then looked at the three boys now staring at me. What a sight I had to have been. John's mother, naked and spread eagled, my son's juices oozing from my wide open twat. "Well, do you like what you see, boys?" I asked them in a husky, lust filled voice.
Now utterly speechless, their eyes busy roaming over my sweaty, naked body, they could only nod. Suddenly I knew the power that only a wanton slut could possess. All the fantasies of a lifetime were at my beck and call. I had three willing and able cocks...long and hard cocks to give me pleasure for as long as I could stand it. I could be as shameless as I wanted.
I ran my hands over my body, lifting my breasts up, pinching my nipples, making myself squirm as I brought one meaty tit up and sucked my own nipple. Chuck mumbled, "Oh fuck!" under his breath.
I turned my gaze to Dell. "Are you still up for sloppy seconds, Dell?" I slipped a finger into my flowered, semen frosted cunt. I swirled some of my son's seed onto my finger and then bringing it to my mouth, sucked it off. "Well, come to momma," I whispered huskily, beckoning to him with my now clean finger.
I didn't have to call Dell to dinner twice. He was up and his shorts were off in a heartbeat. With an almost manic look in his eyes, he was kneeling between my thighs and driving his cock into me, almost knocking the breath out of me as he plunged into me. It was good, but different from my son's cock. Dell wasn't as thick and slipping into me was no problem. I cried out as he probed my cunt deeper than John had, sinking almost two inches further into me. He sank down into me and on top of me, his ass moving in a blur, fucking me hard and fast. Like my son, Dell fucked with confidence and experience. He showered my upper body with kisses, not even hesitating to kiss me despite the taste of John's semen on my lips. Between kisses, he whispered sweet nothings to me, calling me Momma and telling me how beautiful I was, how much he loved my big titties, how hot my pussy was and how much he loved me.



It wasn't but a few minutes before he had my ass wriggling all over the blankets, my fingers clawing his back as I started to orgasm. His cock jerked inside me and sprayed a thick layer of cum inside my womb. As I screamed in pleasure, again a small part of my mind idly wandered away and speculated on whether I was too old to get knocked up. Then I wasn't thinking of anything as Dell added to my pleasure by biting my nipples...the light but sharp pain like fuel being thrown onto the fire of my orgasm. Oh god, I had forgotten how much I loved to have my nipples and breasts nibbled on when I was cumming!
Barely had the cobwebs cleared from my mind before I sensed Dell withdrawing (his cock seemed to go on forever as it slipped from my cunt!). "Christ almighty, John. You mom is the best piece of ass I've ever had!" Dell sighed, gasping for breath
As I caught my breath, Chuck moved into my range of vision, a hungry and scared look etched on his face. He looked so sweet though and my heart just about broke when he asked me breathlessly, "Mrs. Forrest, may I please fuck you too?"
I held out my arms to him and said, "Come to Momma!" I spread my legs as wide as I could, Chuck being both taller and heftier than either my son or Dell. He crawled carefully on top of me, being mindful of his weight. He was trembling something awful and it was only as he prodded around with his massive cock that I realized that he'd not done this before. "Chuck, are you a virgin?" I asked him.
Chuck nodded and said, "Yes, Mrs. Forrest!"
"I'm so flattered, sweetheart. Just relax, call me Mom and let Mom show you how." I reached down between us and guided his massive cockhead to my wide open pussy. I gasped as he pressed into me, seeking my wetness and warmth. Despite two enthusiastic fucks, his cock was so thick, it took a great deal of effort for him to worm it into my cunt. If I hadn't been so lubricated with sperm and my own copious amounts of pussy juices, I don't know if I could have done it! He was much thicker than my John!
We kissed and I flung my pelvis upwards and slowly he squeezed all that cockflesh into my steamy twat. "Ohhhhh, Mommmm!" Chuck groaned as he slipped deeper into me. "I love you!" He buried himself in me, his pubes finally tickling my skin.
"John...Dell, grab hold of my legs, spread me as wide as I can go," I gasped. The boys obliged me, each picking up one of my short legs and gently spreading me out. I cried out, "OH FUCK YESSS!" as Chuck's thick log sank a little farther inside me. "Now, Chuck, fuck me as fast as you can!" I begged my third lover.
Chuck obliged me, a bit clumsily at first, but with more assurance with each hard thrust into my pussy. I thought my heart was going to explode and tremendous waves of orgasmic pleasure swept through my body until it seemed that my pleasure centers were hooked up to an electric generator. I flung myself upwards to meet every thrust of my third lover's penis, anxious to keep as much cockmeat inside my wet, hungry pussy. It was almost as if I'd discovered the secret to true happiness. I laughed even as I sobbed with delight as I thought back to those "Happiness is a -- posters of my youth. I knew...I finally knew! Happiness is a big cock buried in my pussy!
Chuck bent his head and began sucking on my gorged nipples. I writhed underneath his large body, relishing the sinful sensations of his cock buried in me to the hilt, unable to speak, barely managing a series of lust filled grunts. I rolled my head around, seeing my son, John and Dell standing on either side of me, their cocks hard, waving in the air, the shafts glistening with semen and pussy cream. Suddenly I was starved for the taste of cock and cum!
Gathering my wits as best I could, I managed to blurt out, "Gimme cock!" and I licked my lips for emphasis. My son and his buddy grinned at each other and Dell nodded. "Go ahead, man! I bet your Mom's a great cocksucker!" The boys shifted, Dell taking both my legs and standing over myself and Chuck who was sucking and biting my breasts as he hammered my already well fucked cunt.
John squatted down, straddling my face and guiding his hard cock to my drooling mouth. My tongue flickered out, eager to taste my son. John groaned as I swirled my tongue around his wet, sticky cockhead, relishing the delicious taste that semen, pussy juice and precum produced. A small part of my brain registered alarm and surprise. I was taking my own son's cock into my mouth while his friend fucked my brains out!
I opened my mouth wider and sucked and licked John's cock, drawing it deeper into my throat, dimly remembering the techniques of cock sucking and deep throating, something I hadn't done in years. Then I groaned around a mouthful of hard penis as I felt Chuck's massive cockhead begin to swell and then I was trying to scream as another orgasm swept me up, triggered by the third consecutive load of young man spunk in less than one hour. Chuck felt like a firehouse, flooding my stuffed womb with hot, fiery semen. My orgasm sent me into convulsions and I think I became unconscious, but the pleasure, the sweet fucking pleasure kept going on and on.
As regained my sense of the world, I found myself on my knees. I had Dell's long cock in my mouth and my wonderful son was fucking me from behind. His strong hands were milking my tits, squeezing my meaty breasts and pinching and pulling my nipples while he thrust steadily into my pussy doggy style. I let Dell's long dick slip from my lips and in a wavering voice panted out, "I...oh, I love you, John! Feed Momma that big, fine cock!" I felt the rivulets of three men's semen dripping down my thighs, mixing with the thick carnal sweat that coated my entire body. I never felt more alive! I seemed to be in constant orgasm as my three fine men, lead by my handsome son, manhandled me like their sex slave.
John crowed, "Gonna cum, Mom! I love you, Mom!" and flooded my cunt with his steamy jism. As he slipped from me, Dell spun me around and rammed his cock home while Chuck knelt in front of me, offering me his cock to suck. When Dell had cum again, Chuck pulled me down and climbed on top of me again, draping my feet against his shoulders and fucking me until my voice was hoarse from screaming.
After that, everyone was sprawling on the floor, catching their breath. Six fucks! I had just been fucked six times! I curled up against my son, glowing with delight, appreciative of the hungry looks all three boys were giving me! My pussy ached in the most wonderful way -- a way it hadn't felt in more than a decade.
Chuck looked over at me like a love struck puppy. "Thanks, Mrs. Forrest! I love your pussy!"
Dell glanced over at me, waving his still half erect cock, covered with all our juices and added, "Hell yeah! You're something, Mrs. F.! I've never..." and his voice almost cracked with emotion. "I ain't never been fucked like that before." He grinned up at John. "Dude, you are one lucky fucker! That was so hot, watching your Mom suck my dick while you were fucking her!"
John wrapped his arms around me, one hand cupping and squeezing my right breast. "Yep, I'm a lucky and proud motherfucker!" He tilted my chin so I was looking up at him. I gazed into my son's brilliant blue eyes and felt my heart pound as a love I had never felt before almost overwhelmed me. "I love you, Mom!" he murmured gently and then he kissed me. My emotions swelled and I felt tears running down my cheeks and realized they weren't only mine, but my son's too!
This sudden new emotion was astounding. It was if all the motherly love I had for my son was suddenly increased a hundred fold and then melded to the undeniably fiery lust I felt between my legs for my own flesh and blood. A perfect joining of love and desire, unlike anything I'd felt for anyone before.
I kissed my son back, our tongues intertwining and dancing to music that only we two could hear. Our kiss went on and on, neither of us wishing to stop, almost oblivious to John's friends who were watching us kiss like long lost lovers who suddenly rediscovered each other. I turned and climbed into my son's lap, his renewed erection sticking straight up between my plumb thighs, the shaft resting and throbbing against my widespread and cum frosted labia.
Any weariness I had felt from fucking my three young men fell away as my son hugged my body against his. My need overwhelmed me and I raised myself up and capturing the head of my son's cock with my pussy lips, slowly sank down on my John's long, thick cock. I shivered with erotic delight as again my brain grappled with the thought that I was again fucking my son. As I came to rest on my son's lap, I marveled at how perfect my son's cock felt in my pussy. Don't get me wrong, Dell and Chuck have magnificent specimens of manhood, but John's penis was and is a perfect fit. When my son's cock is buried in me, everything feels...right! When my cunt muscles are massaging John's thick meat, everything in the universe is just where it needs to be...the world is as good as it ever gets!
Anyway, John and I began to rock together, me riding his erection, me knowing it was hard because of me and hard for me! Our kiss still went on, little moans escaping as our tongues danced on. Finally, John broke the kiss to groan loudly as I twisted and rocked on his cock, showing him how good his mother could make him feel just flexing her pussy muscles. "Oh, Mom!" he moaned throwing his head back. "I cannot believe how hot your pussy is!"
"You make Momma's pussy hot," I purred back. I glanced over at Dell and Chuck, both now with hard-ons that they were stroking. My lust rose up to new heights and demanded that I have them both now as well as my own son. An image from one of my favorite "mature" videos flashed in my mind and I knew what I had to do. "C'mere, Dell," I growled. "Come here. I want to suck that nasty cock!"
Standing next to me as I fucked my son, Dell sighed happily as I sloppily sucked his cock. Once it was dripping with my saliva. I commanded, "Put that hard dick in my ass, Dell!"
My son's friend stood there motionless, stunned at my request. "Huh?" Dell replied as if he was sure he hadn't heard me right.
I pushed John to the floor and then pressed my body down on his, burying his hard bone deep in my pussy even as I reached back and spread my chunky butt cheeks wide to expose my asshole. I could feel the wetness from where some of my juices and the boys' jism had run down and pooled around my puckered hole. I had never been assfucked before, but I was determined to find out what it felt like! "I said, Fuck Momma in the ass, Dell!
A big grin broke out on his face as he exclaimed, "Damn, John! I love your mother!"
He knelt behind me, straddling my son's legs, and guided his cock to my backdoor. He was trembling with excitement, but pressed his cock firmly against my anus. "Be gentle, honey, but start pushing and don't stop," I urged him in a lusty voice that showed more confidence than I actually felt.
John, showing uncommon maturity, whispered, "Kiss me, Mom and don't stop till Dell gets in."
I pressed my lips against my son's, slipping him my tongue just as Dell began to push. His cock head seemed incredibly huge and it felt as if he might split me in two. Pressure built and then pain flared briefly. I squealed as Dell's cock popped through my tight sphincter and pushed into my butt, then I squealed as his long pole steadily slide into my ass until with both boys' cocks inside me, I thought I would simply explode. The pain diminished as erotic pleasure filled me. It felt sinfully wicked and wonderful to feel the movement of their cocks, separated only by a thin sheath of flesh.
I began to orgasm, my body shaking violently as I was being fucked in both holes. Barely able to speak or move of my own volition, I waved Chuck over. "C-come here, baby," I gasped. "Let Momma suck that big peter of yours."
Grinning broadly, Chuck stood over us, his hands on my head, controlling my head's movement as I sucked back and forth on his massive penis. Could it get any better than this? I was sucking one of John's best buddies while another fucked me in the ass while my own son fucked my throbbing, cum soaked pussy! Every hole filled with hot, hard cock!
It was as if the four of us became one monster carnal beast. Our bodies became slick with sweat as we gradually began to move as one with all three boys focusing on me as the center of their universe. The world around us began to fade, to become unreal and the entire universe was my orgasming body and the three hard-dicked men who fucked me. Hands roamed all over me, touching, caressing, squeezing, sucking and pinching. I lost total control of my limbs, hanging from my lovers' cocks like a rag doll, able only to sob and moan and beg them to not stop!
My orgasm ebbed and flowed, becoming a white hot furnace of passion, then slowly winnowing down to three points of distinct, incredible pleasure before the flames of my lust stirred my orgasm back into a raging inferno. I sobbed and cried and screamed and laughed my way through orgasm after orgasm. My body burned with pleasure and pain and I embraced it all as sensations I had for so long hungered for and finally, finally was able to satiate myself in.
Dell was the first to lose control and I screamed with carnal delight as I felt the first massive spurt of hot semen deep in my ass. Dell was shaking and shivering as he came and with a loud and painful plop, slipped out of my ass, his last few ejaculations spraying spunk across my ass cheeks and back, his seed feeling warm and soothing on my skin.
Then Chuck groaned, "I'm cumming, Momma!" and began shooting thick wads of semen into my mouth. He tasted delicious, but I was feeling naughty and I let him slip from my lips and bathe my face with spurt after spurt of his love cream. It splashed across my nose and my lips and splattered against my chin and cheeks. I grinned like a madwoman, enjoying the sensation I'd offered my husband many times who had rudely declined.
I suppose the sight of semen dripping from his mother's face was too much for my son as John suddenly bellowed, "I love you, Mom!" and he flooded my womb with huge gushes of his steaming seed. I tried to tell him I loved him too, but all that came out was an incomprehensible scream of pleasure! I jerked and writhed, impaled on my son's ejaculating cock for what seemed a wonderful eternity riding through orgasm after orgasm until finally I collapsed on top of my son, both of us gasping for breath, our hearts beating rapidly as one.
John again wrapped his arms around me and whispered. "I should have become your lover a long time ago. I'm not ever letting go of you, Mom. I love you!"
Tears mixed with semen slowly ran down my cheeks as I replied, "I love you too, baby. Thank you for helping me to remember how wonderful it can be to be in love!"
Shortly after than, someone turned the lights and we all drifted into sleep. In my dreams, I was with my son and his friends and the pleasure went on and on. At some point in the middle of my erotic dreams, I awoke in total darkness, feeling hands on my body, lips caressing, kissing, tasting my cum smeared flesh. Someone spread my legs and slipped their cock into my cunt. I wasn't sure whose cock was now pleasuring my tender pussy -- sometimes it seemed as if it were John, sometimes Dell and other times I thought it was Chuck. Perhaps it was all three and I was awoken several times during the night by the lovemaking of each of my eager boys. Each time, it was gentle and sweet and in the end, deliciously erotic.
In the morning, or in truth, early afternoon, I woke up, sore and stiff. My pussy was as tender as I'd ever felt. I woke up to see three smiling faces staring at my naked body. I sat up and ran fingers through my hair and groaned, "Oh Lord, I must look awful." John dropped to his knees next to me and kissing me said, "Oh hell no. I think you're the sexiest woman alive, Mom!"
The other boys echoed his opinion loudly, thanking me for a wonderful night. I looked at each and saw no sign of regret or remorse in their eyes. I searched my own heart for any feelings of regret and was a little surprised to feel no shame. I had committed adultery and incest with young men less than half my age of forty-five. I would never again attempt or beg my husband for love and attention having found my soul mate in the young man I gave birth to and raised. I knew within my heart that whenever my son wanted me, I would happily spread my legs for his beautiful cock.
The boys treated me like a queen as I slowly woke up. They insisted on me lying back and resting while they went upstairs and cooked breakfast. We ate downstairs, me ogling the half erect meat hanging between their legs while they ogled my sticky, cum crusted body.
Finally, Chuck broached the question that I knew was on their minds. "Um, Mrs. Forrest, are we...um, that is, was this a one time thing or can we -- will we be making love again?"
I sat down my empty plate (I'd forgotten how wonderful it was to work up an appetite from a great night of sex!), and stretched like a cat. "Oh baby, of course we can do this again!" I gentled caressed my pussy and laughed. "Of course, I don't think I'd last long if I had you guys fucking me like this every day!" I looked over at my son and then said, "How about we just say, John can have you guys over any Friday night that you want for a sleepover."
"Or a Momma fuckover?" teased Dell, his cock thickening at the thought. John smiled at me and nodded in agreement. I could read his mind. I knew he was thinking that he wouldn't mind sharing me with his best buddies one night a week, because he'd be fucking me the other six nights!
Finally John mentioned that they needed to go pick up his car and I told John to take the minivan and let one of the others drive his old Ford back. Our wonderful night of passion was over, but I wasn't quite ready to let the boys leave. Another scene from one of my videos flashed through my mind.
I came up onto my knees and said, "My wonderful boys. Momma's too sore for a goodbye fuck, but maybe you'd all like to give Momma a thank you present?" All three looked at me with interest.
"Well, I've always heard that semen is good for the complexion and I was thinking that maybe you three studs might give me a sperm bath before you leave." All three of my handsome men gave a cheer and scrambled to their feet. As I knelt there before them, my son and his friends started a circle jerk, masturbating themselves as I smiled up at them. I encouraged them on by telling them how they'd made me feel the night before -- how it felt to have their magnificent cocks inside me and describing what naughty and nasty things we might do the next weekend.
Before long, I was being showered with semen - long ropes of hot sperm splashing down on my face and breasts from their swollen cocks. I rubbed their spunk into my breasts and face, mixing the three loads of semen together and licking off their mixed jism. The boys groaned and told me how hot I looked covered in their spunk and I laughed and told them how wonderful they all tasted. I felt like an absolute cock slut and I loved it!
After the boys each kissed and hugged me goodbye, I went upstairs, weary but ecstatic and proceeded to take a long, long hot bubble bath, allowing the oils and warmth of the water to sooth my sore and tender flesh.
By the time John came home, I was feeling somewhat refreshed and was in the kitchen preparing dinner for him. I had gone into my storage and found a slinky negligee from years before when I was trying to entice my husband back to my bed, and was wearing it and matching high heels.
John grinned from ear to ear when he saw me in it, saying, "Now that's a hot outfit, Mom!" And it was. It was long and sheer, light purple in color and showed off all my assets. We sat down to a wonderful dinner and then we went off to bed. I was still too tender for us to fuck, but John gently and lovingly showed of his pussy eating skills, using a butterfly touch that had me cumming over and over. I practiced my oral skills with him, learning every bump and vein of his beautiful cock. We fell asleep with our faces in each other's crotch after I introduced my son to the concept of the "sixty-nine."



Looking back, it seems amazing that overnight my entire life changed. I went from being a soccer mom to a son fucking, slutty mom. My marriage essentially ended that Homecoming night. Vincent and I are still legally married and live in the same house, but I never again attempted to be intimate with him. Compared to the magnificent lover that our son is, I wouldn't -- couldn't respond to him even when he did make overtures to me.
My life revolved around my son and the new found world of sexual freedom and decadence that he and his friends have introduced to me. My desires for my son have left me almost fearless. When Vincent is off on one of his trips, John and I are free to enjoy our carnal whims in any part of the house we desire. When Vincent is home, we are no less daring.
Neither of us think nothing of spending the night together in either my son's bedroom or my own and by nature I am a loud person in the throes of orgasm and I'm sure Vincent has heard my cries of pleasure many times throughout the night and many is the morning my husband has met myself or our son leaving the other's bedroom after a night of passion.
Quite often, I am on my knees in the shower sucking my son's cock when Vincent will walk in to wash his hands or to urinate. The shower door is opaque and I'm sure our forms are visible through the pebbled glass. Or perhaps, John will have me pressed against the shower wall, fucking me from behind and I'm sure my whimpering from John shoving his long, thick pole into my pussy or my asshole have left no doubt in Vincent's mind as to what our son and I are doing.
If Vincent is home on the weekend, he says nothing when I disappear downstairs to where John and Dell and Chuck are waiting for me, naked and cocks proudly erect. Likewise, he says nothing on Saturdays as I usually emerge from the basement, sometimes naked, always reeking of sex and splattered with sperm and go upstairs for my hot soak in the tub.
As time has passed, we've become even more open, more daring. Lately, I've taken to walking naked or barely dressed into the living room where my son and husband are watching a show or a game, I smile at my son and turn around and leave, confident that he will follow me to my bed.
I know I am intentionally rubbing my husband's nose in it, but I feel it is little recompense for all the years he treated me so ill. Vincent tried to take our son aside and stake out his "territory." I don't know what was said by either John or my husband, but Vincent was visibly shaken afterwards.
I consider my son to be my husband now. I belong to him body, heart and soul. I marvel at how gentle and loving my son is and treasure every minute we spend together, whether carnal in nature or not.
John is now graduated from High School and is attending a local community college, brushing up his basic academic skills before entering college. In about two years he plans to attend school two states away. We're making our plans for moving there. John tells me he cannot bear the thought of being so far away from his mother. For my part, I cannot conceive of ever spending another night alone. It is my happy fate to spend the rest of my life in the arms of my loving son.
The End
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Here's something a tad different from my usual stories. I've never really tackled a BSDM Incest story, so I'll be very interested in everyone's comments. I'm not sure whether this will continue, perhaps your input will sway me one way or the other. As always, this is a work of fiction and any resemblance to anyone living or dead is purely coincidence. All characters exist only within the confines of my imagination. Enjoy!
*
Growing up, I never really saw anything odd with my parents' relationship with each other. They always seemed happy and in love. I grew up as a single child in a happy, loving environment. That being said, I can't deny that Mom and Dad had their personality quirks. Lots of neighbors and friends would make little comments about how Mom wore the pants in our family. And there was a lot of truth to that, Mom certainly was in charge.
Mom is a beautiful woman. At age forty-eight, she still turns heads as she strides confidently down the sidewalk or through the local mall. My mom, Victoria is tall, five foot, ten inches, and has a lean, regal appearance. Mom always works out with a vengeance and there is very little fat on her bones. She has incredible legs that she shows off with short skirts and shorts. Her waist is narrow and she has medium sized, firm and perky, breasts. Her straight black hair is cut in a longish bob, the tips curling inward to frame her flawless face. Mom has brilliant green eyes that can burn right through a person like a laser beam. Best of all is her lush, full lips that just seem made to kiss.
Dad is less formidable looking. He stands the same height as Mom, has a runner's slender build. My dad, Tim, still jogs several times a week. He has the appearance of a nebbish bookkeeper which is what he is. He is not a confrontational or decisive person and has been happy over the years to lead Mom take the lead. He's been a good provider and despite his nickname Timothy the Timid (given to him by an asshole neighbor during a drunken Christmas party), he is I think, a strong person. I know I can always count on Dad.
As I have already said, Mom is basically in charge. She pretty much decides what goes on in our home, picking out vacations, deciding who does what chores and even picking out Dad's wardrobe, but she does listen to our input. Still, end the end, there is no doubt that "Victoria's in charge," as Dad likes to joke. It was never something that troubled me and it never seemed wrong. Mom and Dad were happy and so was I. In truth, I admired my mom's strong will and drive. I aspired to be as strong a person as my own mother.
Now when it came to sex, again, I never really gave it much thought. As long as I can remember and understood, I knew my parents had a healthy and steady love life. Many times I can recollect hearing their impassioned moans and cries emanating from their bedroom and sometimes from the master bathroom. They taught me early on that sex between two people that cared for each other was perfectly normal and nothing to be ashamed of.
Mom hasn't ever made a commotion about me occasionally masturbating in her panties, telling me just to make sure I put them back in the clothes hamper afterwards when she has walked into my bedroom without knocking only to discover me naked on the bed, with a pair of her silky underwear wrapped around my cock! Mom's smile told me that she was pleased that she could still make a young man's cock hard. Oh yeah, I've fantasized a lot over the years about my Mom.
Things changed the night my camping trip got canceled. I had just graduated from high school. A couple of my buddies and I were going to go camping upstate in the mountains, but as we drove up there, Deke's old Ford blew the transmission. Deke's Dad came up after us and arranged for the repairs upstate and then drove us back home. We were disappointed, but figured we'd get another shot in a week or so.
It was almost midnight when Deke's dad dropped me off in front of the house. I dropped my backpack and gear on the front porch and let myself in. I heard some noise in the den and saw that the lights in there were on. Figuring my parents were still up and watching a movie, I bounded into the room, saying, "Well, the trip's been canceled. That old car of Deke's blew up..." My voice faded into nothingness as I stared at Mom and Dad, seeing them as I'd never seen them before.
Mom was slouched down on the couch, her legs spread wide and her mostly naked body shiny with sweat. She was wearing a black corset-like garment that I later learned was called a "Black Widow," that left her breasts exposed and ended just above her crotch. In my head the word "WOW!" kept being repeated as I got my first really good look at my mother's pussy. Mom was blessed with the thickest, curliest pelt of black hair I'd ever seen in real life or in the fuck books I kept under my mattress. Her hairy bush was split wide as her long and thick pussy lips were spread, revealing glistening pink flesh. In one hand she held something that looked like a short whip with several leather strands at the business end
The real shock was Dad kneeling between Mom's legs, his arms locked behind him in some sort of shackles. His back was red with marks that I realized had been made by the whip. Dad's body was wet with sweat too. Dad rose up at the sound of my voice and I felt a little dizzy as I realized that the dripping wetness that covered most of his face was Mom's pussy cream. I was shocked even more when I realized he was wearing a dog collar, a leash attached and draped near Mom's free hand.
Mom, Dad and I all looked at each other for several seconds in absolute shock. What the fuck had I walked into? For the first time, I wondered just what Mom and Dad had been up to in their bedroom all these years! I was stunned that my mother and father were into anything kinky!
Then Mom smiled at me. "Welcome home, Thomas. I'm glad you're okay." Mom's voice was husky and breathless. I realized she must have been on the verge of orgasm or maybe coming down from an orgasm. Mom then turned to frown at Dad who was backing up. "Did I tell you to stop?"
Dad's eyes grew wide as he glanced over at me. "Victoria, we can't do this in front of our son."
Mom snickered and shook her head. "Thomas is eighteen years old. That makes him a man. It's high time he knew how things were. I think he can handle the truth now. Now get back to work, slave."
Mom turned back to me and gesturing over at Dad's easy chair, said, "Have a seat, darling."
"Mom? I -- um, I can leave, its okay." I stammered.
"No, Thomas, I want you to stay. I think you might enjoy this," Mom said cheerfully, as if she was suggesting we all watch a television program together. Then she turned to Dad who was still edging away, and in a cold tone I'd never heard before, said, "Timothy, if your tongue isn't buried deep in my cunt in the next five seconds, hell will freeze over before you ever touch me again." With a twitch of her wrist, she flicked the whip across Dad's back for emphasis, leaving light red marks like the others already streaking his back.
By now, Dad's face was bright red with embarrassment and shame. He quickly glanced at me and then with head bowed, nodded and said, "Yes, Mistress Victoria." I watched in total astonishment as my father pressed his face eagerly against my mother's pussy. Some part of my blown mind wondered idly how it felt to have Mom's thick pubic hair rubbing against your cheeks as you rammed your tongue deep into her wet twat.
"Sit down, Thomas. Your father is excellent at cunnilingus. You might learn something useful," Mom said in a teasing voice that was strained with the pleasure she was no doubt experiencing. Mom stretched, raising her arms above her head and arching her body, throwing her pelvis up against Dad's face, allowing him to get his tongue deeper inside her juicy cunt. Her breasts were exposed to best advantage and I enjoyed the view of her pert tits and her big round nipples thickened I suppose from my nursing on them as a baby.
Mom let out a long drawn out moan as Dad's head bobbed furiously. Mom glanced over at me, a lusty expression on her face. We said nothing for several minutes, Mom and I, we just watched each other. Even as Dad's efforts brought her to orgasm, her body quivering and stiffening up as the fuck sweat poured off her body, Mom said nothing to me, just smiling and grinning and gasping for air as her chest heaved.
Finally, her body relaxed somewhat, although she gasped, "Don't stop, slave, don't you dare stop, emphasizing her command with another lash of her whip. Dad mumbled something along the lines of, "Yes, Mistress," although it was muffled by pussy flesh. His body trembled with exertion, his muscles tense with long term effort.
Mom's breathing took on a more regular tone and she looked at me again. "Are you enjoying the show, son?" I nodded unable to speak. Mom looked pleased. "Your father and I met at a sex party, Thomas, a Bondage sex party to be exact. We knew from the first that we were meant for each other. Your father was a submissive even then and the first time I ever commanded him to eat my pussy, I knew I was meant to be his master. We've enjoyed this lifestyle ever since. All the years before you were born, we were into a lot of sexy, nasty things. Bondage, S&M, orgy parties. We were very active in the swing scene of this town. You'd be shocked at what goes on, son." She raised a suggestive eyebrow at me. "Or maybe you wouldn't. You are our son after all. You might just enjoy it."
Mom groaned a little, "Yes, that's it, Timothy. I like your tongue there. Please your mistress and she might just let you cum tonight." She shifted her hips a little and then continued. I could hear Dad's sloppy slurping as he ate Mom's pussy.
"Of course, we gave a lot of that up after you were born. Your father and I pretty much kept things in the bedroommmmMMMM," Mom shivered and slid her butt a little further out. "My ass, slave, get under me and lick my asshole right now!" Mom commanded my father.
Dad moved quickly, replying "Yes, Mistress Victoria," as Mom's juices literally dripped from his chin. He scooted under his wife, now on his back and nuzzled his face against her cheeks. It had to be uncomfortable for several reasons. His arms were still shackled behind his back and now I could see Dad's erection, standing stiff and waving in the air. His cock was swollen and purple and clamped with what I assumed was a cock ring. I'd heard about them, but had never seen one.
"Where ummmyessss -- was I? Oh yes. We pretty much keep our fun in the bedroom. You should see what we've done with the closets and all the naughty toys we keep there. The only time we come out to play is when you're sleeping over at a friend's or off on one of your camping trips. More tongue, slave," Mom said, slapping Dad's chest lightly with the whip.
"Any questions, son?" Mom smiled naughtily at me, her tongue running over her full lips. With Dad now beneath her, I was getting a perfect view of Mom's hairy and sopping wet pussy! I could feel my cock throbbing, a bar of steel aching to burst free from my jeans.
"Um...Dad really likes being um...?
"My slave?" gasped Mom as Dad worked his tongue a little deeper between Mom's ass cheeks. She gently ran the lashes of her whip across Dad's erection. "What do you think?" She laughed at my inability to answer her. "Yes, your father is a born submissive and quite the masochist to boot. Then Mom commanded, "Enough, slave!" and stood up. She looked like a wrathful goddess in her erotic outfit. "Stretch out, Timothy, your mistress desires to ride your puny cock!" She had picked up his leash and jerked him to his knees in one violent motion.
Dad moaned happily and knee-walked clear of the couch, coming to rest on his back in the middle of the floor, his cock waving in the air. "Thank you for the privilege, Mistress Victoria," he said in a subdued, but happy voice.
Mom straddled him and lowered herself into a squat, stopping just short of Dad's penis, her flowered cunt flesh almost kissing his cock. Mom looked up at me with that piercing green-eyed stare of hers that demanded truth. "Are you enjoying this, Thomas?"
Without hesitation, I replied, "Yes, Mom!"
"Is your cock hard, son?"
"Yes," I said in almost a whisper.
"Is it hard because of me?"
"Yes, Mom," I answered, my face burning as I suddenly began to blush.
Mom smiled, very pleased with my answers. "May I see your cock, son?"
I didn't answer, but simply stood up and undid my belt and shucked my pants and shorts off, letting them pool at my feet. My penis was proudly erect, almost slapping up against my stomach, it was so hard. Mom stared long and hard at my erection. I was secretly proud that it was obviously longer and bigger than my fathers. I really hoped Mom noticed that as well.
"That's lovely, Thomas. Isn't your son's cock gorgeous, Timothy?" Mom said, taking her free hand to tilt his head back to view my penis.
"Yes, Mistress Victoria. I am very proud," Dad gasped.
Mom again turned her attention to me. "Would you like to masturbate while you watch Mommy fuck her slave, your Daddy? Would you like to watch me fuck Daddy, son?"
"Oh, god, yes!" I blurted out. I almost came right there.
Mom looked happy with my response. "It would please your mother as well. Very well. Please enjoy the view, Thomas!" Mom lowered herself the rest of the way, taking Dad's cock in one swift motion. Mom's slender but muscular legs began to pump and down. Mom's eyes never left me as I sat back down and began to stroke off.
Part of me was convinced I was dreaming. I was jacking off in f ront of my mother as she watched me while she rode my father's cock. I couldn't take my eyes off Mom. She looked so incredibly sexy in her block corset outfit, sweat making her athletic body glisten. She rode Dad hard, bouncing up and down with abandon, making him grunt as she landed on top of his crotch, driving his cock deep inside her. Mom played with her nipples as well, pulling on the large, round rubbery tips and pinching them.
Dad groaned with pleasure and I suspect with pain. I wondered how long Mom had forced him to stay hard, denied the pleasure and relief of release. I'd never seen a cock look that angry before. Mom was already climbing towards orgasm, her pussy already sensitive from Dad eating her pussy. From the power of the scent of sweat and pussy that hung in the room, I guessed she'd had Dad pleasuring her for quite some time.
Overwhelmed by the mind blowing scene I found myself in, I was about to explode as well, I was struggling to hang on, not wanting this to end. Mom sensed my efforts and gasped out, "Thomas, do you need to cum?"
"Yes, Mom, I'm ummm getting close!"
"Will you do something for your mother, son?" Mom asked. "Will you do something nasty?"
Oh God! Just her asking me that question made me want to cum! "Oh yes, Mom! Anything you want," I almost sobbed.
"Stand up, darling. Come over to Mommy," she said, her own approaching orgasm evident in her voice.
I did, kicking free of my pants and shorts. I kept stroking my cock, trying to not cum. I stood in front of Mom wondering what she might ask. I wondered if one of my many fantasies about her was about to come true. Maybe she'd suck my cock or ask me to cum in her face!
"Thomas, I want you to cum in your father's face. Aim for his mouth, baby!"
Dad and I both gasped. I didn't see that coming. I opened my mouth to say I couldn't just as Dad managed to get out, "Victoria, no! This isn't ri-AUGGGH!" He stopped to cry out in agony as Mom lashed his chest with the whip, striking him so hard it raised welts!
"How dare you question me, you fucking dog!" Mom roared. "Open your mouth and stick out your tongue, slave." Mom took Dad's chin and tilted it up. "Timothy, you will catch as much of your son's sperm with your mouth and tongue as you possibly can or I'll tear your balls off and feed them to you. Don't you dare swallow a drop of our son's precious seed."
Mom looked at me, her anger with Dad evident in her eyes, mixing with lust as she whispered, "Do it, son! Jack off in your father's face." She reached out and wrapped her fingers around my wrist. She guided my hand up and down on my throbbing cock and with a gasp, I began to cum!
My first ejaculation actually splashed Mom across her tits and her anger changed to amusement and she guided me into pointing my cock downward and my second spurt splattered across Dad's face, striking his cheek and nose and across his lips and tongue. I felt dizzy as I saw a huge glob land perfectly on his tongue.
"Yessss," Mom cooed. "More, son. Feed your spunk to your father!" Mom's hand tugged on my arm, urging me onward. I groaned as the pleasure exploded in my cock and I ejaculated streamer after streamer of thick semen, splattering my father's face. My knees grew weak and I thought at one point that I might tip over, but Mom tightened her grip on my arm and it seemed as if she passed me some of her formidable strength to sustain me.
Finally, I had milked the last drop of sperm from my still mostly hard cock. Mom pulled me to her and kissed my cheek. "Go back to your seat, son. That was lovely!" she said. "Enjoy the rest of the show!"
I staggered back and sat down while Mom slowly moved up and down and Dad's cock, studying his cum covered face. She ran her fingers across her breasts, scooping up the sperm I had splashed her with. Slowly, as my father watched her, Mom licked my semen off her fingers. "Mmmmmm, it's delicious, Timothy, isn't it?" Mom murmured smacking her lips.
Dad could only grunt a reply, keeping his tongue extended, now coated with my spunk. His face was even redder now from the effort.
"You did your job well, slave," Mom said. "I will award you now." Mom rose until only the head of Dad's cock was inside her, her labia clasping the crown. My cock throbbed and began to revive at that erotic image. Reaching down, Mom flicked a fingernail over a latch and the cock ring snapped open and fell away from my father's penis. As Dad moaned with relief and need, Mom promptly slid back down his cock and said, "Slave, you may give your mistress your pitiful seed!"
Mom then leaned down and took Dad's tongue in her mouth, sucking it clean of my sperm. When their nasty kiss ended, Dad sobbed aloud, "Oh thank you, Mistress Victoria," and bucked his hips upward and began to cum. Mom cried out in orgasm and ground her crotch downward, taking Dad's dick deeper. As Mom shivered and convulsed in orgasm, she sloppily licked my semen off Dad's face. For several minutes it seemed as if they couldn't stop orgasming. By the time they seemed to calm down, I was hard again.
Still gasping for breath, Mom got to her feet, swaying unsteadily. She came straight for me, looking like some carnal feline stalking new prey. Mom had her evil grin as she came at me. I was amazed at how sexy she seemed. Her nipples were like large, ripe grapes, ready to burst and semen glistened and ran down her thighs, so much cum had been pumped into her by my father. Thick wads of Dad's sperm hung in her hairy muff and great glops of the thick whitish seed oozed from her open pussy.
Mom leaned over me and kissed me on the lips, her tongue faintly dancing across my lips, allowing me to taste myself. "Quite a night, huh, son?" she said in a laughing voice. "Looks like someone really liked this," she added as she briefly stroked my again stiff cock."
"I love you, Mom!" I said. I really didn't know what to say at this point.
I think Mom sensed my shock. "I think this is enough for one night, Thomas. Go to bed, darling and we'll talk later." Mom kissed me again, this time thrusting her tongue into my mouth. I almost came right then as I instinctively let my tongue begin to dance with hers. As Mom ended the kiss, she whispered, "I'm so proud of you, son!"



As she walked back to Dad, giving me a fine show of her tight, firm buttocks, she said, "Tell your son how proud you are of him, Slave!"
"Thank you, Mistress Victoria," said Dad in a small voice. "You did well, Thomas, I'm very proud of you. Thank you."
Mom reached down and took up his leash, forcing Dad to his knees. "Clean me up, Slave!" Dad immediately began licking his own semen off Mom's inner thighs before again burying his face in Mom's hairy crotch. Mom looked up at me and said, "Go to bed, Thomas. Mom and Dad love you."
I stood up, gathered my clothes and mumbled, "Good night." I went upstairs to my bedroom, scarcely believing that it had actually happened. Still, I only fell asleep after jacking off again, reliving the entire naughty, nasty spectacle in my mind. My dreams were filled with insane, erotic and powerful images of Mom and me fucking and sucking with Dad hovering in the background, sometimes involved, sometimes watching from the shadows.
I awoke wondering if it was all a dream, but knowing deep inside that it had all happened. I got a shower and dressed, the smell of bacon wafting upwards from the kitchen. In the kitchen, I found Mom fixing breakfast and humming happily to herself. I watched her from the doorway, feeling my cock harden as I recalled last night yet again. Mom was wearing jeans and a off the shoulder blouse that showed barely a hint of her lovely bosom. You would have thought she was wearing a sheer negligee from the reaction my cock had just seeing her. My heart pounded and I knew that I would never feel the same about my mother again. Simple fantasies were now replaced with the exciting knowledge of my Mom's overpowering sexuality.
"Good morning, Mom!" I said, my voice thick with desire.
Mom spun around and smiled at me as she had almost every day of my life. "Good morning, son! Isn't it a beautiful day?" She came over and kissed me on the cheek and then returned to the stove to finish scrambling the eggs and frying the bacon. Mom set a plate down in front of me and then began chatting about the weekend plans.
I listened eagerly, awaiting word that what had started last night was about to continue, but Mom rambled on about going out to shop and about her singing a solo tomorrow at church. I ate my breakfast in some confusion, wondering again if maybe I had just imagined and dreamed the whole thing.
Mom took up my plate and gave me a couple of chores to do around the house and told me she was off to the malls. As she gathered up her car keys and purse, I worked up the courage to say, "Mom, could we talk about last night?"
Mom paused in the door and studied me. She sat down her things and walked over to me. I had scooted my chair away from the table to face her and without breaking stride, Mom swung one long, jean clad leg over me and sat down in my lap, straddling me. Her arms went around me and Mom hugged me tight as she stared into my eyes.
"Son, last night was incredible, naughty and fucking fantastic." Mom kissed me tenderly before continuing. "But, let's take our time and not rush things. We both need to take a few days and think about what happened and what could happen."
My expression was one of disappointment, but Mom reassured me by rolling her pelvis against my obvious erection and saying, "Don't worry, son. Mommy isn't done with this big thing yet." She climbed off me, letting her hand slip across the bulge in my jeans. "And don't think that your mother didn't notice that her son is a lot better hung than her husband!" Mom winked at me then, the sort of wink that promised all sort of future naughtiness!
After Mom left, I sat at the kitchen table for a long time, pondering Mom's words and actions. I was thinking about maybe going back upstairs and jacking off when Dad walked into the kitchen, still looking sleepy and tired.
"Morning, son," he said, trying to look me in the face, but blushing as he did so. Dad poured a cup of coffee and took some bacon off a plate, came and sat down across from me. "Are you okay, Thomas?" he asked.
"Yeah, I reckon so," I replied. I grinned. "Well, maybe a little freaked out."
Dad grunted and sipped his coffee. "I imagine so. Not every day you find out your parents are kinky perverts."
I laughed and said, "I don't think you guys are perverts. Kinky, um yeah, but nothing wrong with that."
Dad sighed and nodded. "Well, we raised you to be open minded." He looked up from his coffee. "So you're okay with me being such a wuss?"
"I don't think you're a wuss, Dad. I mean, if I understand this whole dominant-submissive thing, you're just doing what turns you on. You do like the way Mom treats you?"
"Oh yeah, son! Like you wouldn't believe! Your mother just barking orders around the house makes me um, hard as a rock! And when we're really into the whole BDSM thing, I'm in heaven. I feel my best as a submissive."
"And what happened last night, Mom having me, um, cum on your face. You enjoyed that? You enjoyed getting hit with that whip?"
Dad shrugged his shoulders, wincing as he did so. "Yeah, I love being submissive, being humiliated like that and I confess I'm a bit of a masochist too. You know, beat me, beat me, I love it." Dad blushed deeply now even as he laughed. "Your mother and I are a perfect fit. Your mother was born to be a dominatrix and I was born to be her slave."
"And now, I'm going to be joining the fun and games?"
Dad smiled and again shrugged his shoulders. "Well, it's been a fantasy of your mother's for a long time. She's dreamed of fucking you and rubbing my face in it...the ultimate humiliation of seeing yourself replaced by your son."
I was dumbfounded to hear my father talk like this. "And you're okay with this, Dad? You're not going to be mad if I fuck Mom?"
Dad just laughed and said, "Son, my cock's hard just talking about it. If I didn't have strict orders not to, I'd be masturbating in a heartbeat!"
"Wow!" I said, not able to think up anything more intelligent to say. It was slowly becoming clear to me how much this was a part of their lives.
"Well, if I can't jerk off," said Dad, "I might as well be out playing golf." Dad got up and walking around the table, patted me on the shoulder and tousled my unruly dark hair. "Just remember, son. No matter what happens, your mother and I love you."
And that was all that was said about it for the next few days. I stayed home that night and it was just a regular night at our house. Mom fixed a killer meal, we watched an action thriller DVD and after the news, Mom and Dad went on to bed. Neither said a word about what had happened Friday night.
The only hint of things to come was at church the next day. After Mom sang her solo, she joined Dad and me in the pew, sitting between us. As the pastor gave his sermon, I glanced over at Mom and she turned and smiled at me as any mother might look lovingly at her only son. Then she winked that sexy wink at me and her hand came to rest high up on my thigh. I spent the rest of the church service with a monster hard-on.
Sunday came and went. I spent the afternoon and evening with my buddies while Mom and Dad had dinner with Reverend Marshall and his wife. I remembered Mom's words, "We were very active in the swing scene of this town. You'd be shocked at what goes on, son," and my imagination ran wild. I had visions of Mom and Bonnie Marshall, a short, big breasted woman, Mom in her black corset using her whip to urge a naked and dog collared Bonnie Marshall to eat her pussy.
Things were still normal on Monday and Tuesday. I was working at a building supply store for the summer, and I spent my days in a funk wondering if anything was ever going to happen. Mom had turned back into her usual bossy June Cleaver self and hadn't as much as hinted at what had happened between us. Dad was busy with work, not getting home until very late. I think he knew this was weighing heavily on my mind and a couple of times we exchanged knowing glances and then he would just shrug and smile. My frustration grew as Wednesday became Thursday.
In my frustration, I gave what might happen a lot of thought. I considered all the possibilities of where I would fit in this relationship. I wondered how I would react when the time came. More importantly, I wondered what my place in the relationship would be. Fantasies and my own secret desires pushed to the surface
Friday, I awoke with a start, the sun shining through my windows, and realizing that I had overslept. I reached for the stupid alarm clock, but Mom's voice stopped me in my tracks. "It's okay, Thomas. I turned it off. I also called you in sick. Your boss said he hoped you would be feeling better soon."
I sat up in bed and looked around. Mom was sitting in my office chair in front of my computer, turned to face me. She looked incredible. She was wearing a black baby doll of sheer silky material. I could see her breasts completely through the transparent fabric, my eyes drawn again and again to her large, thick nipples. Mom stood up and walked over to the bed. The hem of her negligee didn't quite reach Mom's crotch and I got another good look at the black thatch of pubic hair between her legs and extending outwards in a rough "V" pattern to end high above her pubic mound
"Mom?" It was a question, no, many questions in a single word.
Mom stroked my face with the back of her hand. "All questions get answered today, son. Go shower and get cleaned up. Go downstairs and get some breakfast and then come up to Mommy's bedroom." Mom ran her forefinger and middle finger over my lips. They were wet and I realized that I could smell my mother's scent. I licked my lips and realized she'd just smeared her own pussy juices on my mouth. "Mom grinned evilly at my surprised look. "Hurry," she said softly and then turned and marched out of my room.
You bet your ass I hurried! I showered and shaved. I dressed casual, just some gym shorts and a T-shirt. I went down stairs and gobbled up a couple of bowls of cereal and then sprinted up the stairs two at a time. Standing in front of Mom's door, I collected myself. I mean, I was breathing hard and my heart was pounding. I hesitated for a second before knocking on the door. This was a big step, a step way beyond my wildest fantasies. As I went to knock, Mom opened the door and smiled at me.
"Whatever are you waiting for, Thomas?" Mom asked with a laugh. She preened in front of me, showing off her mostly naked body and then pressed herself against me, her breasts pillowing against my chest and her hairy bush brushing against my shorts. As she leaned in for a kiss, I could smell her perfume mixing in with her scent, the heady mix making me dizzy and making me hard! Her tongue slipped into my mouth and our tongues teased and danced for long seconds.
Finally, ending the kiss, Mom took my hand and said, "C'mon in, darling. Momma's going to rock your world." She led me into the room and walked over to a door next to her closet, pausing only to pick a set of keys off the dresser. I knew that Mom and Dad had converted the bedroom next to theirs into a store room and additional closet space, but the entrance to the room from their bedroom had always been locked with a serious deadbolt. Frankly, it never really piqued my interest and I had never tried to get into it.
Mom unlocked the door, flicked a light switch and led me into a short, but wide corridor. I gasped as I looked on the walls. All sorts of sex toys and costumes and other things were on shelves and hooks. Mom paused and laughed as I took it in. There were vibrators and dildos and what I recognized from the girlie magazines as vibrating eggs. There were several leather outfits and masks and various types of dog collars including the one Dad had been wearing that night a week ago. There were manacles and handcuffs and chains. There were paddles and whips and feathers and things I flat out didn't recognize!
Mom squeezed my hand and said, "We call this the Toy Chest. C'mon." She led me through the passageway and unlocked a second door. If I was stunned by the Toy Chest, I was absolutely shocked by what we next entered. "This is the Play Room, Thomas," Mom said.
It was a fucking dungeon is what it was! "Omigod, Mom!" I whispered as I stared. The walls and floor seemed to be a mix of foam and rubber, soft, but barely yielding to our weight. On one wall, chains and manacles were inset. An A-frame device in one corner also appeared to have chains and manacles for both arms and legs. An oddly shaped block of furniture also had manacles and I realized that if a person was draped over this face down that their ass would be offered up on high. My cock throbbed at the possibilities. In another corner were a comfortable easy chair with a adjoining mini-fridge and a bookshelf with books and CDs and a CD player.
Mom pressed the keys into my hand. "These are yours, son. You now have access to our little secret playground. The big key lets you in and the smaller key works on all the cuffs and little locks." Mom turned and put her arms around my neck. "Now, it's time to ask you to willingly join our fun and games." Mom leaned into me, again grounding her body against me. In a mocking, teasing voice, she said, "Is my little Thomas ready to become Mommy's slave?"
In a split second, I had an epiphany. I knew what I had to do and I embraced it heart and soul. "No." I replied.
Mom was grinning, rubbing her breasts, nipples hard and swollen, against my chest. "Mommy's going to love..." Mom's eyes opened wide and she looked up at me. "Did you just say 'no?" she asked me, stepping back in disbelief.
I grinned at her and took her by the wrists, pulling her back against me, thrusting my groin against hers. "Didn't you ever consider another possibility, Mom? You've been the master for so long. Didn't you ever think that your master would arrive someday?"
Mom's eyes went wide and she exclaimed, "Not you. I'm the Mistress here and like your father, you'll serve me!" Even as she protested though, I could feel her nipples actually swell larger against my chest and the sweet, pungent scent of her cunt thickened in the air.
"Come now, Mom. You raised me. You served as my inspiration. You made me the strong willed individual I am. Tell the truth, Mom. You raised me and trained me to one day become your master." Just talking like this to my mother was a turn on. My cock felt like it would explode as I held Mom firmly against me. I leaned in and kissed her passionately, my turn to push my tongue into her mouth.
I'll give Mom credit, she fought back, struggling to break my grip on her wrist, trying to turn away from my kiss, but I pressed on, forcing my tongue between her lips. I almost came as I felt her moan and yield, giving me...offering me her tongue. We kissed like lovers, long and passionate and wet.
I ended the kiss, a long streamer of saliva joining our mouths. It snapped and splattered into her cleavage.
"Who's your master, Mom?"
Mom snarled and spat at my face. "Fuck you!"
I laughed and tightened my grip on her wrists, making her cry out. "Yes you will, Mom, but first acknowledge that your son is your master!"
Mom's face was a mask of pain and lust. "Never, you little dog! I'm your mistress! Let me go!"
It flashed through my mind to rip her clothes off, but I had a better idea. I squeezed her wrists tighter and Mom sobbed as she began to lower herself to the ground.. "Stop, Thomas. I -- I'm your mother! You're hurting me!"
"That's right, Mom. You are my mother and now you're my slave too and you love it!" Mom's knees hit the ground and I let her go. I loved the image of Mom on her knees before me and the taste of power was sweet! Mom looked up at me with tears in her eyes, but she was aroused. Her chest was heaving with excitement, her nipples swollen and erect, piercing through the filmy material of her negligee. Redness spread over her upper chest, her sexual flush betraying her true feelings.
"Admit it, Mom. You're excited. You want me to dominate you, to own and possess you. You've needed this. As much as you enjoy dominating Dad, submitting to me is an even bigger turn on."
Mom shivered and glared up at me, but said nothing. "Take that nightgown off, Mom. I didn't give you permission to wear it. Strip naked for me right now." Mom remained defiant and didn't move. "Your ass now belongs to me, Mom! Get naked for me now and your punishment will be light. Keep me waiting and I promise you it will be harsh!"
Mom gasped at the harsh tone in my voice. I'd never spoken to her this way before, with so much menace and control. Fingers shaking, Mom reached up and pulled the straps of her babydoll off and let the thing fall apart and down. Now she was naked. "Very good, slave," I replied and scarcely believing I was doing it, I reached down and took Mom by her long dark hair and dragged her across the room to the bench I'd seen earlier. Yanking her up and over it, I stretched Mom across the bench.
My own hands were shaking as I locked Mom's arms into place and then her legs. The second set of cuffs had the effect of spreading Mom's legs wide, revealing her wet pussy in the middle of her furry muff which was sopping wet with her cream. I had a hard time getting the ankle cuffs on her, my face just inches from her beautiful cunt!
"Oh, Thomas, please, you can't do this to me. I'm your mother," Mom whispered hoarsely as I stood over her, admiring her helpless and exposed body, ass raised high offering me her most private parts.
"Yes, you are. You're my mother slut of a slave." I replied. "But I didn't give you permission to speak, did I?" I turned and walked back to the Toy Chest. I picked up a few items. Standing in front of Mom again, I held up a leather face mask. It had air holes to breath through and removable Velcro patches for the mouth and eyes. Mom gasped when she realized what I was about to do.
"Oh no, no, no, no, son! You can't, you wouldn't!" Mom said, struggling in vain to get loose.
"Oh yes, Mom! My momma slut slave needs to learn her manners. You can't speak unless given permission." I knelt down and with a minimal amount of struggling, pulled the face mask over Mom's head. Her protests were feeble and quickly muted. I could hear her crying through the leather.
"That's better, Mom. Learn your place, my little mother fuckslut whore. But punishment is still in order," I whispered in her ear. Quietly, I moved around behind Mom, now admiring her tight ass and the way her pussy was so wet, her juices were running down her thighs and dripping from her cunt to pool on the floor. Mom moaned again through the mask, but quieted down. I stood silent for several minutes as Mom strained her head pick up a clue, a glimmer of what I was doing.
A full fifteen minutes passed and then without warning, I lashed out with a wooden paddle I had taken from the Toy Chest and slapped it across Mom's shapely cheeks. Mom let out a squall that both broke my heart and made me almost lose my load. I gave her another whack with the paddle and another. Ten licks with the paddle in all before I stopped. Mom's asscheeks were bright red and I knew she'd be sitting a bit uncomfortable for the next day or two. I was about to cum in my shorts which were damp with precum. I knew that if I even touched my cock I would come. Mom's body shook enticingly as she cried.
I walked around and removed the Velcro patch over her mouth. "So, Mom, do you think you'll remember to not speak without permission from now on?"
Mom's mouth pursed into a pout and I thought for a second she was going to scream and curse, but she just nodded and said, "Yes, son."
I laughed and replied, "From now on, the proper response will be, 'Yes, my son and master,' understand, Mom?"
Mom snuffled back a sob and replied, "Yes, m-m-my son and master."



"Very good, Momslut of mine. Now, maybe soon I'll reward your obedience." I put the mouth patch back on and walked away. Back in Mom's room, the shakes overtook me and I had to sit down on the bed. I couldn't believe what I'd done. I'd just beaten my mother with a wooden paddle and we'd both enjoyed it! I could smell Mom's arousal all the way in here. My cock ached with need. I tried to calm down, but my own lust was overwhelming. I could not calm down.
Several minutes passed and I could resist no longer. I stood up and quietly walked back to the Play Room. Mom was sniffling behind her mask, her body trembling with pain and need. She cocked her head left and right, sensing my movement, but not quite sure where I was.
Her inner thighs were soaked, as was the floor underneath. Mom's pussy lips were literally quivering, juices oozing from her aroused flesh. I crept up behind Mom and aimed my cock for her pussy. I hesitated just shy of her flesh, relishing the sensation of heat emanating from her twat.
Mom's head perked up, her instincts warning her someone was near. To her credit, she didn't cry or call out, at least until I had thrust home, burying my cock in the sweetest, most wonderful place ever! Though her mouth was covered, still she gave a loud, muffled scream as with one stroke I buried my long, hard cock in her to the hilt.
I didn't say a word, not giving her the satisfaction of being positive it was me, but rather, I simply fucked my mother hard and fast with long strokes. Mom's pussy, used to a smaller cock, felt deliciously tight and silky as I pumped in and out. Mom's cunt walls tried clasping my cock as I fucked her, making the sinful sensations all the more delightful. I loved feeding it all to her, grinding my groin against her upraised ass and pussy mound, feeling her heavy, wild hair against my flesh, our pubic hairs tangling and then tearing apart.
Mom's pussy was a slick, wet inferno, a far hotter pussy than any I'd ever encountered. The few girls I'd been with paled in comparison with my mother's pussy. Suddenly, Mom's body began to spasm, her arms and legs straining against her bonds. Her cunt muscles clamped down tightly around my cock. Her pussy bathed my cock with a sudden torrent of fiery pussy cream. Mom was cumming! I was making her cum!
Just the thought that it was my cock making my mother cream sent me over the edge! With a growl, I thrust my cock as deep as I could inside my mother and yielded to the sweetest sensation a man could ever know -- filling up my mother with my hot semen! Mom screamed anew and her convulsions turned violent as my orgasm only served as fuel to make her own more intense. I came and came, emptying a tremendous load of my seed into my own mother's womb.
As my ejaculations ceased, I abruptly withdrew from her clasping vagina and moved around in front of her. I ripped off the mouthpiece of her leather mask and said, "Open wide, Momslut! Clean your master's cock." I pressed my cock, lathered up with pussy juice and sperm, against her lips and Mom opened her mouth and took me inside. My knees almost buckled from the incredible waves of pleasure that Mom's tongue produced as it rolled over my very sensitive cock and as Mom sucked the last remnants of my seed from my still erect penis.
I was a happy man as for the next several minutes I permitted my mother the pleasure of cleaning and then sucking my cock. Mom threw herself into it enthusiastically, working up quite a sweat, her body glistening from her effort. She wordlessly groaned when I finally stepped back, my penis still long, thick and erect, and dripping with Mom's saliva.
I reached down and undid the mask, pulling it off to reveal Mom's sweat streaked red face, her luxurious black hair in a mad tangle. She looked up at me with some anger and fear. I smiled down and said, "You may thank me for making you cum, Mom."
Mom scowled, her eyes blazing even as she said meekly, "Thank you for my orgasm, my son and master."
I grinned and said, "You're welcome, Momslut. Would you like more?"
Expressions of desire fought with Mom's dwindling resistance to being submissive. Desire finally won and Mom whispered, "Yes, my son and master. Please fuck me again."
"Gladly," I replied. I walked around behind Mom again, her cunt now gaping open and dripping both semen and pussy juice on the floor. I put both hands on Mom's tight butt cheeks and spread them as wide as I could, exposing Mom's little brown asshole. Mom gasped, realizing what was about to happen even as I pressed my cock against her anus. As I pressed into her, forcing her anus to yield to my saliva covered dick, I said, "Mom, you have permission to yell and scream all you want." Then I popped my cock into her ass, her sphincter muscles suddenly relaxing as my swollen cockhead forced its way inside Mom's ass.
Mom cried out loudly in pain, her whole body going rigid as my cock invaded her anus. I groaned as her hot skin enveloped my cock. Her muscles seemed to pull me along and with several quick thrusts, had most of my cock up Mom's ass.
"OHGODOHGODOHGODOHGOD!" Mom sobbed over and over as I sank deeper and deeper into her bowels. Mom's ass was tighter than anything pussy I'd ever had before and beyond my own amazement for having had the nerve to assfuck my mother was my new found appreciation for a woman's ass.
Mom's cries of pain slowly leveled out to be replaced by moans of pleasure as I settled into a steady fucking rhythm. "MMMMMMYesssss! Fuck me, Thomas, fuck me my lord and master! Fuck Mommy's ass my son and master, with that big hot cock!." Despite being restrained, Mom made every effort to drive her ass backwards to meet my thrusts, desiring to take me deeper.
It wasn't long before Mom began to make "I'm cumming," noises. I began slapping her already reddened ass cheeks to urge her on. Mom began to shriek, louder with each slap of my palm, the mixture of pain and lust bringing her pleasure to new heights until she screamed incoherently as she again began to orgasm. Soon after, I exploded again, emptying a massive load of sperm in my mother's ass.
I withdrew and left the room, commanding Mom to be quiet and to not make a sound. I returned shortly from Mom's bathroom with a wet wash cloth. Mom, who tried to look subservient the entire time, sighed visibly when I bent down and unlocked her restraints. As I undid Mom's ankles, I admired the lovely sight of both Mom's anus and pussy leaking my seed. I was amazed at the amount of semen and pussy juice pooled on the floor
I walked over and set down in the easy chair. "Stand up, my Momslut."
Mom moaned and eased herself off the furniture block. Her body shook from the stress of the past hour or so. "Look down, slave. Look at the mess you made."
Mom stared down at the puddle of our mixed cum. "Did you have permission to leak my precious seed from your body, Mom?"
Mom flashed me a momentarily scornful look, but as I raised an eyebrow and lifted my paddle, she looked down hurriedly and softly said, "No, my son and master."
"Then you must be punished. Lick it up, Mom."
My mother glanced up astonished, her face flushing anew. "I can't, Thomas. Don't make me, please. I'm your mother."
"YOU'RE MY MOMSLUT, SLAVE!" I roared. I stood up and Mom cringed back a little. I felt both ashamed and exhilarated to have intimidated my mother so. "You will lick up our cum juices or I'll beat you and then you can lick it up."
Mom whimpered, but quickly sank to her knees and began lapping up the puddle of semen and pussy juice. Tears ran down her face as she did so, but I noticed that her nipples were as swollen as tight as ripe grapes. Watching Mom obey was already making me hard again. Mom was diligent and within a few minutes, had licked the floor's surface clean. "Did you enjoy your little snack, Mom," I asked. "Be truthful. I'll know if you lie."
Mom looked ashamed as she said softly, "Yes, my son and master. It was delicious."
"Good, I'm sure you'll have many such snacks in the future. Now, crawl over here and clean me up!"
Mom complied without argument and my cock came to full mast as I watched her sexily crawl across the room like a sleek jungle cat. She took the washcloth from me and proceeded to lovingly and gently clean my cock off. She kept glancing up at me, her eyes now simply filled with desire.
"My son and master, may I speak?" Mom whispered.
"Permission granted," I replied.
"My son and master, your magnificent cock is hard and swollen again. May I have the honor and pleasure of sucking my son's cock?" Mom raised her head up and smiled at me...the same smile I have treasured my whole life.
"I'd love that, Mom!" I said, reaching out and stroking her tear stained face. Mom proceeded to give me the blowjob of a lifetime. She took her sweet time, stretching it out, easing off when I came close to cumming and then resuming. Mom's tongue seemed almost supernatural in its ability to create pleasure. It was my turn to be trembling and sweating as over what seemed to be an eternity, Mom sucked and licked my throbbing dick.
As Mom brought me closer to the point of no return, she whispered, "Would my son and master like to cum on Mommy's face?" I nodded quickly and Mom wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and fluttered her tongue across the top of my cock and then began stroking my shaft as she let me slip free from her mouth. "Cum for Mommy, son. Please, cum for Mommy, my son and master."
And so I did! With a groan, I began cumming, shooting thick ropes of semen into Mom's face, splattering it across her forehead and into her jet black hair, across her nose cheeks and into Mom's hungry, open mouth.
The day went on from there. Mom seemed to quickly come to terms with her new status. We spent the day exercising a few erotic fantasies. I couldn't believe how many erections I was able to muster. In late afternoon, we took a long nap in Mom and Dad's bed, Mom in my arms, wearing nothing but a studded black leather collar that I thought looked good on her and that sexy black widow from the previous Friday.
After we woke up, we talked about the future and Dad and everything. I told her what I wanted to do. Mom made a few suggestions and then we went back to the Play Room to await Dad's arrival home from the office.
When Dad arrived, he found us locked in passion's embrace. Mom's arms were suspended from the A-Frame, she barely able to stand on tip toe and I was fucking her in the ass again from behind, my fingers teasing the clamps attached to her swollen nipples. Mom was wearing a ball gag, which did little to muffle her moans and sobs. My semen leaked from her pussy as well, having just finished depositing my third load of the day in Mom's sweet snatch.
Dad stood in the doorway, mouth gaping open in disbelief. His son covered in well earned fuck sweat and his wife's sweaty, jism smeared body taking her son's cock in the ass.
"There's a new Sheriff in town, Dad, so strip down and put on your slave collar. My Momslut's cunt needs a good licking and you're just the dog to do it!" I snarled.
Dad looked just dumbstruck and said, "Um, what?" as he stared at me pistoning my cock in and out of Mom's ass. "Uh, Victoria, what the hell is going on?"
"Mom's not in charge anymore, dog!" I crowed. "I'M THE MASTER NOW! GET MOVING, YOU FUCKING SLAVE OR MOM WILL BE WEARING YOUR BALLS FOR EARRINGS!" I roared.
Dad shivered and swallowed hard. He turned around and walked back to the Toy Chest, removing his shirt as he went. Over Mom's shoulder, I watched as my father hurriedly stripped off his clothes and put on his regular slave collar. His cock was so hard it slapped against his belly like it probably did when he was a teenager.
He came timidly into the room and with an expression of extreme humility, asked, "Master, do I need to use a cock ring?" He looked at me hopefully.
"Of course, dog....not that you'll be doing much cumming around here anymore." I said with scorn. Dad clamped on the cock ring and then returned to the room. I commanded him to kneel in front of Mom and eat my sperm out of her cunt. With amazement, Dad immediately went to it. Mom moaned and cried and shivered and had orgasm after orgasm, culminating in a monster cum as I gave her what I think was my seventh load of the day!
Exhausted, I pulled out, my cock throbbing with a dull, not unpleasant ache and staggered over and collapsed in the easy chair. "Slave, what are you waiting for? My Momslut has an asshole full of her son's spunk, go clean it out. Don't swallow it, though, she's probably ready for a snack!"
As I watched, Dad hurried around behind Mom and spreading her ass cheeks, buried his nose in her crack as he lapped my spunk out of Mom's butt. Mom continued to shake, barely able to keep on her toes as orgasmic waves of delight rippled through her body.
When Dad finished his tasty chore, I instructed him to remove Mom's ball gag and kiss her, sharing with her my thick, still warm seed. I ordered Dad to release her from her restraints and had her brought over to me. She curled up at my feet, her cum smeared face resting on my thigh. Dad was forced to kneel in front of me as I explained the new way of the world to him.
"I'm the master now. Mom belongs to me, not you. You're the low man on the totem pole, you're sucking hind tit for the rest of your life."
"Yes, my son and master," murmured Dad, his hard on throbbing more than ever.
"My word is law. If I am not here, then Mom is your master and you will continue to obey her every whim."
"Yes, my son and master," replied Dad.
"One last thing, Slave," I said. "There's a change in our sleeping arrangements. I'm moving into the master bedroom with Mom. She needs a firm hand and a large cock all the time."
Dad's jaw clenched a little. He was truly caught in a catch-22. I was taking his wife from him and rubbing his face in it, but his masochistic side really loved it. In a tight voice, Dad replied, "Yes, my son and master. Shall I move myself into your old room?"
I laughed derisively. "No! A proper dog always sleeps at the foot of his master's bed! You will make your bed on the floor of our bedroom where you will always have the privilege of listening to me fuck your wife's brains out every night!" This has been one of Mom's suggestions. She knew it would get Dad's masochistic rocks off.
Dad was shivering with effort now. His cock looked as if it might burst. "In a strangled voice, Dad muttered, "Thank you, my son and master!"
And so our evening ended, Mom and I watching Dad with some amusement as he fixed a little nest at the foot of the bed. I allowed him to take off the cock ring and masturbate while watching me fuck Mom on their bed. My head was swimming as I tried to grapple with the heady rush of the power I suddenly had over my parents. I mean, there we were, Mom spread-eagled on the bed, begging me to fuck her harder while I rammed my cock in and out of her while Dad stood off to one side, stroking his erection.
I commanded him to cum on Mom's face and within a few minutes he did. The sight of Dad's jism dripping off his wife's face was too much for me and I felt my balls tighten and the wonderful sensation of a cum racing up my shaft. I pulled out of Mom and scrambled up to straddle her chest, managing to hold off my own orgasm until I could splatter the meager remnants of my seed in her face (in my wildest masturbation crazes, I'd never cum eight times in one day!) Mom sucked the last drops of my semen from my aching, weary cock and then I ordered Dad to lick her face clean
My first night as lord and master of my parents' household ended with Dad, lying at the foot of the bed in a nest of blankets and pillows, no doubt embarrassed and aroused as Mom and I cuddled up on what used to be his bed, whispering sweet nothings to each other.
The last thing I remember is the sweet sensation of Mom's warm flesh pressing into mine, her long, shapely leg draped across my legs and her thick, furry muff scraping deliciously against my thigh and her lips nuzzling my neck as I drifted off to sleep, dreaming of our future. I dreamed of Mom dominating Dad and myself dominating Mom and all the exciting adventures that were our future.
The End?
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Well, I missed the Winter Story contest, but that's okay. Consider this my Christmas present to everyone here at Literotica. This is an expansion and/or rewrite of a story I wrote a long, long time ago for a website far, far away and now sadly defunct. I lost my copies of the story and recently decided that I would create a revised (and hopefully improved), version for you. This is the first installment. I have been asked often if this story is fiction or reality. My response is, "Do any of us truly know where reality ends and our dreams begin?" Enjoy. Please respond and share your opinions. Your feedback, negative or positive is important. Oh, and have a very Merry Christmas, one and all.
*
"Omigod! Look at it snow, son!" Mom looked over at me with amazement and joy on her face. We had just walked out of the mall, arms laden with last minute Christmas presents after several hours of shopping. The weatherman had mentioned snow might be in the forecast, but there were a few inches of the white stuff on the ground and in the dimming afternoon light, the clouds promised more snow, lots more. As we walked through the falling snow, I couldn't help but admire how beautiful Mom looked, her long black hair dusted with snowflakes.
We took our presents to Mom's old station wagon and went in search of a restaurant. At a local steakhouse, we ordered steaks and from our window seat watched as the snow piled up. "I think we might have made a mistake, honey," Mom said. "Maybe we should have headed for home as soon as I got here."
I looked at her and nodded, replying, "Maybe so. Even the weather guy didn't see this coming." I'd stopped at the bar on our way in and instead of sports, everyone was watching the weather reports on the Six O'clock News. An unexpected collision of polar and humid fronts was giving birth to a major snowstorm. The word blizzard was being tossed around.
Mom had driven down from our hometown in western Illinois to drive me back for Christmas break. I'm a junior at a local university in Chicago. I live off campus and ride the 'El" to school. No real need for a car, especially at today's scandalous prices. It was tradition for Mom to drive the four or so hours to pick me up for Christmas break. We'd spend the day catching up, going shopping and having dinner before heading home for the Christmas craziness. It was a chance for Mom and me to have a quiet moment together.
We left the restaurant with a couple of more inches of snow on the ground. Mom's station wagon plowed stolidly through the snow, but it was getting really messy now. On the radio, the report was to expect somewhere between twelve and fifteen inches of snow by noon tomorrow.
Near my studio apartment, we stopped at a local Korean grocery and used the pay phone there. Mom called home to discover that they were already snowed in. Dad wasn't happy, fussing that Mom should have known better and the roads there were in even worse shape. He complained until Mom cut him off, saying, "Just get over it, Harold. You and the twins can survive a few days without me. You'll probably enjoy Christmas even more." She rolled her eyes at me in disgust. Yeah, my father was a class act, bitching about his own possible discomforts rather than the safety of his wife.
Mom spoke to my younger brothers and reassured them that she'd miss them, but that they and their father would have a fun special Christmas all on their own. I imagine at sixteen, they weren't too broken up about it. Hanging up the phone, and wiping away a couple of tears, Mom shrugged and said, "Well, sweetie, I guess it's just you and me this Christmas."
I hugged my Mom, a shiver going through me. I have to confess, the thought of having my Mom all to myself for several days really appealed to me. I would miss my brothers, heck I might even slightly miss Dad, but I spoke the truth when I replied, "I can't imagine a more wonderful person to spend Christmas with, Mom."
Before we left the grocery, Mom insisted we do a little more shopping, fighting the other customers for last minute buys before the storm closed everything down. From there, we managed to get the station wagon back to my old apartment building and into the back alley where the parking slots were located. I usually used my space for storage, but stacking things up, we managed to squeeze Mom's old boat of a car inside.
We lugged our food and shopping up the five flights of stairs and then collapsed on the couch. On the little black and white television I kept in my studio apartment, the weather man was gleefully assuring everyone that with a projection of now twenty inches of snow, we would be having a very white Christmas. "So, just get comfortable and snuggle up with someone you love and enjoy the snow," he advised. Mom and I just grinned at each other, Mom's smile just a little mysterious. I laughed and said, "Let it snow, let snow, let it snow!" It was December 23, 1981 and I was spending Christmas with the woman I loved more than any other in the world.
Inspired, I went downstairs to the storeroom and brought up our old Christmas tree that Mom had given me when I first went off to college. It was an old artificial tree that I had grown up with. Mom had packed it full of old ornaments and lights. We spent that evening putting it up and thoroughly enjoyed decorating the tree as we recalled special memories evoked by specific ornaments and of hilarious disasters involving the tree and our efforts to decorate it in my youth. Miraculously the lights actually worked the first time we plugged them in. Mom clapped her hands and jumped up and down and I couldn't help but notice how her breasts bounced enticingly under her cable sweater.
We turned off all the other lights and cuddled up on the couch to watch our tree. I had some Christmas music playing softly on my stereo. Mom, her feet curled up beneath her, leaned into me, my arm around her and her head on my shoulder. "This is perfect," she said softly. "This is so..."
"Romantic?" I suggested, pulling her against me.
"Yes, romantic," she replied, looking up into my eyes. "This is how I always wanted Christmas to be like with your father. Cuddled up on the couch with the man I love, but...well, you know how he is." She left the rest unsaid.
"Yeah, I know. Guess you'll have to make do with me," I said it kind of jokingly, but also realizing she might take it as flirting.
"Actually, John, I prefer being with you. You always did know exactly what I like. I can't imagine anyone I'd rather be with right now. Thank you for this." Mom rose up and kissed me on the corner of the mouth. "I love you, son."
I leaned down and replied, "I love you too, Mom," before I returned her kiss. I missed the corner of her mouth and kissed her smack on the lips. I didn't rush it and the kiss lasted maybe five seconds.
Mom gasped a little and for a moment as I pulled slightly back, she looked as if she might kiss me back. We just gazed at each other for long time, the air full of tension. Finally, she smiled at me and leaned into me again, putting her head on my chest. "It's very romantic," she whispered and then she fell silent and the tension slowly drained away. The moment was wonderful and romantic and we watched our blinking Christmas tree for a long time, content to be in each other's arms.
As we approached midnight, Mom yawned and said, "I reckon I'll go to bed. It's been a long and interesting day." Then she sat up, laughed and said, "Good Lord, I didn't pack anything. I expected us to be home by now!" She stood up and stretched and said, "Can I borrow a T-shirt or something for a night gown?"
Inwardly, I groaned with desire. If Mom only knew how guys felt about seeing their woman in one of their shirts. I don't know why, but I don't think there's a guy alive that isn't turned on by the sight of a good looking woman wearing nothing but one of their shirts. "I'm sure we can find something, Mom. Unless you want to go au' natural like Aunt Debbie? Mom's sister is notorious for her nudist habits.
Mom kinda smirked and said, "In your dreams, John. You don't really want to see an old lady's sagging body!"
As I rummaged around in a dresser and came up with an old, comfortable sweatshirt, tossing it to Mom, I replied, "You might be surprised."
Mom blushed and said, "I'm going to go change. Why don't you fix up the couch for me?" Mom turned and stepped into the bathroom, smiling back at me as she closed the door.
I changed out of my jeans into a T-shirt and some baggy gym shorts. I then changed the sheets on my bed and pulled out fresh sheets and some extra blankets and made a bed for myself on the couch. No way was I gonna make Mom sleep on my couch. Heck, I fall asleep there half the time anyway.
I was sitting there watching the late news shows when Mom came out of the bathroom. Without thinking, I let out an appreciative wolf whistle. Mom looked downright delicious in my sweatshirt. It seemed to mold itself to her chest, drawing attention to her magnificent, meaty breasts and it bottomed out not quite halfway to her knees, looking a lot like a sexy sweater dress. It flattered her sexy legs big time.
"God, shut up, John. You're such a flirt and I am your mother!" Mom growled, although she looked pleased at my reaction. In any case, she stayed in the bathroom doorway, hands on her hips, posing for me for several seconds. Finally she moved on in the room, self consciously tugging the bottom of the sweatshirt downwards as if she was afraid of it rising up.
So, you've got my bed ready?" Mom asked, standing over me.
"Yep, I've changed the sheets on the bed. You're my guest, so you get the bed tonight." I pointed my thumb over my shoulder at the bed across the room.
Mom said, "I don't think so, honey. I'll be fine on the couch."
We argued back and forth for a couple of minutes, ragging each other good naturedly. Hell, I was fine with arguing because it gave me an easy excuse to ogle Mom's sexy body. Finally though, in an exasperated voice I said, "Mom, just quit arguing and get in my bed!"
Mom gave me the funniest look and as I realized what I'd said, I'm sure I had an odd expression on my face. I know from the heat I felt on my face that I was turning red.
Mom then gave me that funny little smile again and said in a quiet voice, "Well, I guess when a son commands his mother to get into his bed, she better do what she's told." She ducked down and kissed me goodnight, this time kissing me on the lips. I sensed her shiver a little and then she said, "Goodnight, son. I love you."
I watched her walk away and said, "I love you, Mom. Good night." I turned off the television and then the light next to the couch. Mom turned off the bedside lamp. We were in partial darkness, our only illumination the multicolored lights of our Christmas tree.
We both had trouble getting to sleep. I could hear the noisy springs of my old brass bed creaking as Mom tossed and turned several times along with some heavy sighs. I was restless too, not because of the couch, but because of the funny tension that was building inside my apartment. All my feelings for Mom were coming to the surface and I wondered if I would be able to restrain them while Mom was stranded with me here. As finally, I heard Mom's breathing settle into a soft, steady rhythm and heard her softly snoring, I began to think about our lives together and how we had came to this moment.
#
Growing up, I think I always knew I had a special connection with my mother. Perhaps it was that I was the first born child (I have two younger twin brothers). Maybe it was the fact that as an infant, I was gravely ill and might have died if not for Mom's determination that I pull through. And maybe it is simple fate. I believe that sometimes we're born with powerful bonds to other people, some that we only meet later in life and some we've known literally all our lives.
In any case, all through my childhood and into my early adult years, I knew that our relationship was more than simply mother and son and Mom knew it too. We were friends and soul mates. We could read each other's moods, sometimes it seemed like we could read each other's minds. Just being around each other seemed to cheer the other up. We were inseparable. I guess that made me a little weird in the eyes of my siblings and sometimes my friends. When the others were hell bent on playing outside or doing fun "kid" stuff, I would often be hanging out with Mom, helping her in the kitchen or out in the garden or just hanging out.
My father called me a "momma's boy," and in general regarded me with disgust. I wasn't anything like he'd pictured as the model son, I had little interest in football or hunting which were his primary obsessions in life. My younger brothers were much more to his liking and once they began to exhibit interest in his hobbies, he pretty much ignored me which was fine. If he was out doing his "man" stuff with my brothers, I had just that much more time to spend with Mom.
I was well into my teenage years before I realized I was head over heels in love with my mother. Oh, I was attracted to her as soon as puberty hit and Mom was the center attraction of my adolescent fantasies, but it took awhile to understand that what I felt was more than just teenage lust. I simply felt happier when she was around, and who could blame me? Mom was and is the most wonderful person I have ever known. Mom is kind and generous and loving and in my eyes, the most beautiful woman in the world.
The year of the Great Blizzard, Mom was forty-two years old, and stood five foot, five inches in her stocking feet. She had and still has a gorgeous, zaftig figure. Mom has large, heavy and yes, sagging tits, like great gourds resting on her chest, that are capped with thick and long nipples, as round as quarter. Mom has a slight stomach pooch and wide hips from giving birth twice, but still has a voluptuous figure. She's a little proud of her legs which are still very shapely and sexy. Red letter days are those in which Mom chooses to wear a dress that shows off her lovely legs.
Mom has lovely, pale skin and the most beautiful brown-green eyes. Her thick, black hair she wears long, hanging down below her shoulders and for years whenever possible, I would try and find reasons to press my face into her dark mane, relishing the scent of her hair. Mom always seems to have a fragrance of jasmine around her, mixed with her own natural scent which always provokes a reaction in me.
For her part, I think Mom slowly came to realize how I felt about her and also recognized that she had more than just chaste, motherly feelings about me. She told me often that I resembled her father who had died before she met my father and that I was the handsomest man she knew. I don't know about that. I grew up to be a stocky fellow, muscled, not fat. In high school and in college, I've worked for a soda drink distributor, loading up the delivery trucks. It pays well and keeps me in tip-top shape.
In any case, I knew that Mom and I often acted more intimately than the standard for mother and son. By the time I turned eighteen, we were often mildly flirting with each other, Mom treating me more like a spouse than a son. Certainly we acted more like a couple than did Mom and Dad. Sometimes, this seem to trouble Mom and she'd withdraw from me for a day or two, but like a moth drawn to a candle, our old familiar ways would always resume. But, until the Great Blizzard, we never really found ourselves in a situation that might induce our mutual attraction to lead to something else.
#
I woke up feeling somewhat out of sorts. I recalled a jumble of erotic dreams involving Mom and me, much of the kind that I'd had since I was a teenager. I was also feeling horny and I needed to piss really bad. My gym shorts were tented with a massive piss hard-on. I struggled out of my blankets only to hear Mom say cheerily, "Good morning, son!"
I looked up and my aching erection throbbed. Mom was in the kitchen area of my studio apartment, still wearing my sweatshirt and showing off those damn fine legs. Her long black hair was sexily unkempt from sleeping, making her look like some bedroom goddess in my eyes. She was cracking open eggs and dropping them into a frying pan. I suddenly realized that I could smell bacon. "Morning, Mom!" I said slowly, enjoying the sensations of waking up to find a sexy woman making me breakfast.
I stood up and stretched, realizing too late how my hard-on stood out against my shorts. Mom was looking over her shoulder at me. Breakfast in five minutes, John. You better go take care of things before you explode."
I again felt myself blushing and I hurried towards the bathroom while Mom giggled. I did my business and washed up. As I was reaching for a towel, I saw that hanging on the towel rod were Mom's panties. They were your standard white cotton panties, but just seeing them there made my cock began to swell again. I reached out and touched them. They were slightly damp and I realized Mom must have washed them out the night before, although they still carried her distinctive scent (and yes, I was known to occasionally sniff Mom's soiled panties). My cock jerked as I suddenly wondered what Mom was or not wearing under my sweatshirt.
I tried to adjust my shorts to conceal my rather large bulge and carefully walked back into the main room. Mom could hear the floor creaking and called out, "Breakfast is almost ready, honey. Where do you keep your toaster?"
I turned towards the kitchen area and stopped dead in my tracks. Mom was bent over peering into one of my bottom cupboards, sorting through my kitchen utensils. Mom's sweatshirt had ridden upwards, exposing her full, round butt cheeks and her pussy! Now I had caught glimpses of Mom's hairy bush over the years, walking into the bathroom and catching her by accident, but in this position, her cunt lips were very much exposed, blooming out of her thick pubic hair and exposing a thin, glistening pink line of pussy flesh. This was the holiest of grails for me. I'd dreamed of seeing Mom's pussy so many times and now it was exposed scant feet away from me!
I tried to reply, but only managed a garbled mumble. Mom turned her head to look at me with my pole-axed expression and realized what she was showing off. "OH!" Mom gasped standing up and tugging her sweatshirt down. "I'm so sorry, John!" We both stood there shocked and embarrassed. Finally, Mom laughed and said, "Where's the damn toaster?"
"Um. It's uh, in there." I pointed in the general direction of the cupboard doors over the stove or at least I think I did. My eyes kept moving back towards the hem of the sweatshirt, hoping against hope I'd get another chance to see my mother's pussy.
Mom turned away, trying to get things back to normal. She raised her arm and opened the cupboard door and then went to tiptoe to reach for the toaster, saying "How do you want your toast, buttered or - DAMMIT!" Mom realized too late that reaching for the toaster, she again exposed her bottom to me. I didn't get the crystal clear view of her pussy this time, but enjoyed the view of her dark hair covered mound and her luscious ass.
She spun around, trying to pull the shirt back down, but not before I saw her bush from the front. Mom's bush was a beautiful, wild mat of black pubic hair that grew in an unruly 'V" well above her pussy, gradually thinning out on her lower abdomen.
Mom's face was beet red as was mine and we stared at each other for a few seconds, the tension building until we both burst out laughing. "Get the damn toaster down, John." She moved out of my way, her laughter suddenly cutting off short as I reached up and got the toaster. I glanced over at her and saw that she was looking downward at my crotch. I glanced downward and saw the tent in my shorts. If I could get any harder, I'm sure my cock would have torn right through that cotton fabric.



"My god, John. I'm your mother!" she whispered, stepping away from me. Mom laughed nervously, suddenly trying to make light of things. "Settle down. I'm sure this isn't the first one you've ever seen."
I tried to laugh back as I handed over the toaster, but it sounded strained to me. "No, but it's the prettiest one I've ever seen. Mom, you're beautiful!"
Mom turned away, putting more distance between us. "Son, you shouldn't talk about me like that. I am your mother," she reminded me again.
I felt like we were reaching some critical moment in our lives and said, "Yes you are, and you're a woman too. The most wonderful, beautiful woman I know." I stepped towards Mom, my hand reaching out to her. I started to confess all my feelings for her, but she cut me off.
"Okay, that's enough. Consider this your Christmas present come early. Let's eat before breakfast gets cold." I recognized the edgy tone in her voice. It meant no further discussion was allowed. I looked into Mom's eyes and saw her need to put on the brakes right then and there.
I nodded. "Okay." I swallowed and turned for the small dinette table in the kitchen area. I took a seat. "Okay. Breakfast smells delicious. Let's eat, I said, trying to sound relaxed and normal. We ate in an uncomfortable silence. I kept squirming in my seat trying to get comfortable and trying to will my erection away, but every time I glanced at Mom, I thought of her naked pussy sitting a couple of feet away and felt my penis throb.
Mom kept dropping her fork and after the second time, I realized as she ducked down to pick it up, she was peeking at my hard-on under the table. She did it twice more before we finished eating and her face was now very red and flushed. I could following the heaving of her breasts as she tried (and failed), to control her breathing.
Afterwards, she excused herself and I cleaned up the morning dishes while she took a shower. She took a very long shower. At one point, I thought I heard Mom cry out and I went to the door and knocked. "Mom, is everything okay?"
"Y-yeah, John. I, um, just dropped the soap," Mom replied in a shaky voice. "I'll be out in a few minutes." I felt my face turn red as my imagination insisted on another explanation. Had Mom been masturbating? Had she been masturbating over me?
When Mom emerged from the bathroom, wearing her jeans and sweater, hair hanging wetly over her shoulders, we could barely look at each other, both of us with blushing faces. Mom sniffed at her sweater and said, "I don't know what to do. I don't have a change of clothes and these things are gonna smell rank before long."
I scratched my head and replied, "Well, I've got plenty of sweatshirts and sweatpants. They might not fit perfect but I doubt if we're going out much. There's a laundry room down on the first floor. Sometimes the dryer works, sometimes it doesn't."
I pointed out the dresser drawer full of sweats and jogging suits. I showered quickly and dressed. The bathroom smelled of jasmine, soap and steam and something else that made my nostrils flare and put steel in my cock. Maybe I was imagining things, but I was positive that I could smell my Mom's juices...her unique musk. My jeans felt extra snug and there was no way to hide the tell-tale bulge in my crotch.
I came out of the bathroom to see Mom looking alluring in an old blue jogging suit of mine, staring out the large window by our Christmas tree. In a pile on the floor were her blue jeans, sweater, bra and socks. The jacket which zipped in front, was open and I saw that Mom was wearing one of my school T-shirts. The cotton material was molded around Mom's heavy breasts, her thick nipples pressed against the shirt seeking freedom, hardened by the cool air seeping in through the old window frame.
"It's a winter wonderland, son!" Mom said as I stood beside her. And she was right. Almost two feet of snow was on the ground now. Virtually nothing was moving. There were no cars and just a few people struggling through the deep snow, moving towards or away from the few neighborhood stores that were open. I had a view of a small park one street over. There, kids were playing and having the time of their lives.
I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her against me. I couldn't help, but take sneaking peeks down at her breasts. Mom slipped her arm around my waist, leaned her head on my shoulder and we stood and watched snow continue to fall lightly on the city.
"I'm sorry I sounded rude earlier, honey," Mom whispered suddenly. "I'm a little bit scared."
"Don't be, Mom." I whispered back. "Whatever happens, I'm just glad I'm spending this Christmas with just you. Does that make me selfish?"
Mom chuckled a little and looked up at me with love in her eyes. "Maybe a little. Maybe I'm selfish too. I'm glad we have this time to ourselves too. It's needed to happen for a while now. I just need to take it slow." She rose, up on tip-toe and kissed me on the lips, again quivering a little as she did so. Mom's arms came up around my neck and the kiss went on. Still chaste, but insistent, her lips warm and soft against mine. Mom leaned into me, her breasts pressing against my body, nipples hard. I could feel Mom's heart beating wildly. My heart was pounding too.
The kiss ended and Mom stepped back just a little. "That -- that was nice, son," Mom said in an unsteady voice. She ducked her eyes and seemed to suddenly realize how erect her nipples were. Self-consciously, she pulled the jogging suit jacket closed and zipped it up. "Um, how about we see about washing my clothes?"
Fifteen minutes later we were in the laundry room. We had already started her clothes in the washer when I noticed an "Out of Order" note on the room's dryer. I showed it to Mom who groaned. "These things will take forever to dry out!" she said, fussing.
I shrugged and said, "Guess we can always hang them over the heating vents in my place, Mom." We left the wash to run its cycles and I suggested we go out and play in the snow. I ran back upstairs for our coats and Mom and I went outside. Walking was tough, but we made our way down the block to Mr. Lee's grocery store.
There were a surprising number of people out now as the snow drifted silently down. Most were quite cheerful, given Christmas Eve off by old man winter and as Mom and I walked, her arm through mine, we were given many a Christmas greeting. Mom's worry lines smoothed out and she was all smiles by the time we walked into the store.
Mom called home and spoke to the boys. Dad fussed at her some about having to fix Christmas dinner, but Mom sharply told him to put his nose into a cookbook. "Honestly, Frank, you'd think you'd never cooked before." Mom wished him and the twins a Merry Christmas now because we were unsure whether we'd find a working pay phone on Christmas Day.
We walked out of the store and I steered us towards the park. Mom sighed and said, "Well, at least the boys' presents are at home." She looked up at me and patted my arm. "You're the one getting the short end. All your presents are at the house."
Stopping and facing Mom, I hugged her to me. "I've got my Christmas present right here. I get my lovely Mom all to myself this Christmas!" There, on the middle of a Chicago street, I kissed my Mom. Again, it was chaste, but long. Mom's arms went around my neck again and she leaned into me, pulling my body against hers. Warmth seemed to spread from her lips, filling me with her heat and her love. I was vaguely aware of people occasionally walking around us in the snow, mostly smiling at the couple, obviously in love, kissing in the snow.
When it ended, we continued to walk. Mom had her head down, a little pleased smile on her face. We wound up in the park, walking in other folks footsteps until we came to the crest of a small hill where grownups and kids were sledding. We watched them for a while, then Mom spoke up and said, "Doesn't that look like fun. Don't you wish you were doing that?"
I laughed and said, "Yeah, I remember us sledding on Watson's Hill when I was a kid. This really makes me wish I had a sled."
Mom shrugged her shoulders and said, "Who say's you need a sled?" Before I could ask what she meant, she lashed out with her boot and kicked my feet out from under me and down the hill I went, skidding down on my back.
I came to a stop at the base of the hill, sputtering and not knowing whether to laugh or cuss. I rolled over and climbed to my knees. A few kids were laughing at me and I looked up to see Mom bent over with laughter. She laughed so hard that she lost her footing and it was my turn to laugh as Mom came slidding down the hill head first.
I moved to catch her, kneeling and raising her up in my arms. Mom also didn't know whether to laugh or cuss so she did both. I fell away from her, I was laughing so hard and I could barely manage to say, "Serves you right!"
Mom tried hard to scowl at me, but couldn't stop giggling. Finally, she held out her hands and said, "Help me up, John, I've got snow in my pants!"
I stood up, walked over and helped her up. I tried to dust her off, but as I brushed her backside, Mom did a little dance. "Oh crap, I've got snow up my butt! It's sooo cold!" That made me laugh even harder. Mom got an evil look and said, "Oh, you think that's funny. Here, you try it!" and she took a chunk of snow clinging to her shoulder and deftly jammed her hand into my pants.
The howl that I let out when that icy stuff hit my crotch would have woken the dead. "Oh, you're gonna get it now, Mom!" I growled. Mom laughed and ran, but didn't get far before I managed to tackle her, pushing us both into a snow drift. We both yelled and screamed as we flung fistfuls of snow at each other. I took a handful of snow and yanked upwards on Mom's jacket, pulling it and the T-shirt up, exposing her alabaster skin. I stuck my hand up under her shirt, intending to rub her belly with the snow, but suddenly felt my fingers brushing against something, heavy and meaty. Mom's scream suddenly cut short as we both realized I was touching her naked breast. Time seemed to slow down. We stared at each other as my fingers rested against her soft flesh.
Suddenly, I snapped out of it, withdrawing my hand and whispering, "Sorry, Mom!"
Mom saw alarm on my face and immediately tried to defuse the situation. "Oh, you will be sorry!" she giggled as she planted a chunk of snow in my face. She rolled free of me and took off running again. She moved off about thirty feet and put her back to a tree. She stood there breathing heavily, watching me and I cannot ever recall seeing her more lovely, her cheeks red from the cold, eyes so brilliant and alive, hair flowing wildly over her shoulders.
I walked up to her, my arms out wide, hands open, free of snow. Mom opened her arms and I stepped into her embrace. I leaned into Mom and we kissed again, mouths closed, but exhilarating just the same. Then as we kissed, chests together, hearts pounding, Mom opened her lips slightly and I felt her tongue brush against my lips. I opened my lips and flicked my tongue out to greet Mom's probing tongue.
Mom moaned a little, her body pressing against mine as we soul kissed tentatively like young lovers. I felt her crotch grind against my thigh and her arms tightened around my neck, pulling me closer as our first real kiss became more passionate. My hand came around from her back and slid up Mom's front, almost touching her heaving breast when Mom broke the kiss off. A little string of saliva hung between our tongues for just an instant, only to break and splatter against Mom's lips. She licked it off with a slow movement of her tongue almost as if she were savoring my taste.
Mom shivered and said, "We better head back home, darling."
We tromped through the snow back to my apartment building. Mom seemed to be struggling a little as we walked, periodically letting go of my arm to yank on her jogging pants. "Something wrong, Mom?" I asked.
"It's this damned jogging suit," she replied. "It's a little big on me anyway and after playing in the snow, they're soaking wet and the weight is making them sag!" I found this funny, but restrained myself from teasing Mom. We made it back to my building and collected Mom's wet wash and trudged up to the fifth floor.
"Good God!" panted Mom. "That climb is a killer."
"Yeah, but it help keeps me trim!" I struggled to fish out my keys while holding the wet clothes. Finally, I said, "Here, catch," and I tossed Mom's clothes to her.
Mom reached out with both hands and caught her clothes neatly as her jogging pants fell down around her ankles. I paused with my keys in my hand, ready to unlock the door and just stared at my mother who was now naked from the waist down! Mom's thick, hairy bush was like a magnet to my eyes. I couldn't take my eyes off the sweet vision between Mom's legs!
Mom made a little "Eep!" noise and then said, "DAMN!" She looked down and sighed. "I guess I'm just determined to show you my pussy today, son!" She stood there, her arms full of wet clothes and then said, tapping her foot, "Well, c'mon, John, it's getting cold out here!"
For emphasis, Mom threw her wet bra at me. I snapped out of my reverie and mumbling, "Sorry, Mom!" I turned and tried to unlock the door. It took me several seconds as I kept fumbling as I tried to both unlock the door and take glances back at my half naked Mom.
Finally the door swung open and Mom shuffled by me, her face beet red. "I swear -- Men!" she said, rolling her eyes at me. I followed Mom inside, admiring her lush butt cheeks. Inside, Mom dropped her wet clothes into a chair and announced, "I'm freezing, son. I'm going to take a hot shower."
Mom kicked off her boots and then stepped out of her jogging pants. Walking slowly and half naked towards the bathroom, Mom unzipped her jogging jacket and then pulled it and her T-shirt over her head and dropped them to the floor. I stood, slack-jawed, watching Mom's naked body as she walked to the bathroom. At the door, she turned, giving me a splendid view of her body, especially her magnificent, sloping breasts in profile. Mom's nipples were swollen, amazingly thick and long, just seeing her turgid digits made my mouth water, awakening old hungers and appetites.
"Honey, I'll need some dry clothes for when I get finished." Mom said and she disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind her. Mom was in there a long time. When she emerged, she had regained her modesty, hiding behind the door and asking me to pass her some clothes. She spent the day wearing my snuggest sweat suit. The pants were still too big for her and she had to be careful, but the sweatshirt, hugged and molded itself to her large breasts.
The afternoon then passed with Mom and me tip-toeing around each other and the growing feelings between us. After we ate supper, I tried to bring up what was happening with Mom one more time, but she just shook her head and said, "John, I need a little more time. We've been moving towards this for a long time, please be patient for a little while longer."
We spent the evening watching the old Alistair Sim version of "A Christmas Carol," on the television. We sat cuddled up together on the couch, a blanket draped over us. Mom's body was pressed firmly up against mine. I could feel her breasts move as she breathed. We held hands and once in a while, Mom would squeeze my hand and I would look at her only to find her staring intently at me. During most of those moments, we would kiss, sometimes chastely, sometimes with the passion that only lovers ever experience.
After the movie, we watched the news, the weatherman gleefully predicting another five or six inches of snow overnight. Mom went and got ready for bed. I tuned the radio into a station playing bluesy, slow jazz Christmas music. I changed into some boxer shorts and a T-shirt. Mom came out wearing only the sweatshirt, again looking sexy as hell as it showed off her shapely legs and was just long enough to make me wonder what she had on underneath. "Mmmm, I like this music, John," Mom said, swaying a little in time to the tune.
I smiled and replied, "Mom, would you like to dance?"
Mom grinned from ear to ear. "I'd love to, son!" I turned off the lights, turned on the Christmas tree lights and took Mom by the hand and walked her to the middle of the room in front of the blinking Christmas tree. Mom put her arms around my neck and I wrapped my arms around her waist and we slowly moved to the music.
As Nat King Cole sang about chestnuts and such, Mom rested her head against my chest and whispered, "I love you, John."
My heart felt like it would burst and I whispered back, "I love you, Carrie."
Mom sighed and pressed herself more snugly against me. "Son, do me a favor. In public when necessary, call me Carrie, but when we're alone like this, please remember to call me Mom."
She lifted her head to look me in the face, her eyes glittering with love and I think desire. "Whatever we are, whatever we become, you and I are always mother and son . Never forget that, John."
I could barely make my voice rise above a whisper, "I won't. I love you so much, Mom." We continued to dance, our movement slow and steady, almost melding into one being, both our hearts beating in rhythm. I pulled Mom more tightly against me, relishing her warmth, her softness against my body. My hands seemed to slowly stray downwards, finding their way underneath Mom's sweatshirt until almost with a start, I realized I holding my mother by her bare ass cheeks. Her skin was soft and hot to the touch. I slowly realized I was as hard as a rock, my cock pressing against Mom's stomach.
Mom sighed and then seemed to realize how I was holding her. She tensed up a little, but didn't pull away from me until the current song ended -- the "I'll be home for Christmas," song that ends with "...if only in my dreams." As the tune ended, Mom said, "Well, we better get some sleep. It's almost Christmas. Mom rose up and kissed me gently on the lips. "Good night, John. I love you, son."
"I love you, Mom. Goodnight." I watched Mom climb into bed. I lay down on the couch and again, hearing Mom's occasional sighs and tossing and turning, took a long time to fall asleep. I thought about the day we'd just had. I thought about how close we had seemed to come to becoming more than mother and son. We were right on the cusp, I was positive of that, of becoming lovers. I was more than ready and I believe Mom was too. She would just have to let her mind catch up with her heart and take that last breathtaking step. I fell asleep imagining a life where Mom and I were lovers, wondering how long it was going to take. In truth, I wished for a Christmas miracle. You know something -- sometimes Christmas wishes do come true.
I woke up suddenly. I glanced at my watch which said it was almost 1:00 A.M. Christmas morning was here. I realized Mom was standing beside the Christmas tree, staring out at the window at the falling snow. She was bathed in a multicolored glow from the lights of the tree. Mom had taken off my sweatshirt and was wearing a lovely negligee. White, I think, but seemingly all colors of the rainbow as it reflected the Christmas lights of the tree.
"Mom? Everything okay?"
It's so beautiful out there, a perfect Christmas snow, son," Mom said softly, glancing back at me. She held out her hand to me. "Come see, honey."
I climbed off the couch and wearing only my boxers, I went to my mother. She took my hand and guided me to stand behind her, my arms wrapped around her upper chest. She leaned back against me, her soft, plush asscheeks pressing into my thighs. I was very much aware of how much of her body was showed off by the gauzy nightie. I could literally look down from above her and see so much of her beautiful body.



Mom's breasts were very much visible, the outfit offering a generous view of her cleavage and the rest covered by a very transparent material that hid nothing. I could even see freckles just to the right of her left nipple which was thick and swollen. Mom's breasts were slowly rising and falling as she was taking deep breaths in an effort to stay calm.
"Isn't it lovely, John?" Mom sighed, her head resting on my chest. "I don't know when I've seen a snow so beautiful." And it was lovely out. Big, heavy flakes were falling, illuminated by the street lights, sifting down to join the heavy white blanket that seemed to have swallowed up so much of the city.
I hugged Mom tightly, relishing the way her bottom seemed to press against my legs. Mom's skin was almost feverish in its heat and she was radiating warmth and her scent, tinged with that waft of jasmine that always seem to be a part of her. "It is lovely, Mom, but not as lovely as you." I shifted us just a little, enough so that we could see our reflections in the window. I could see my mother's sexy body, barely hidden in her negligee, breasts and her bountiful muff clearly in the glass. "You're beautiful, Mom. The most beautiful woman I've ever seen.
Mom smiled, a pleased look on her face. She turned around in my arms, not a bit ashamed that she was rubbing her meaty breasts across my lower chest as she did so. "Do you like this gown, John? I bought it at the Mall the other day thinking maybe I'd try and get a reaction from your father, but I thought even then that you'd appreciate it even more. Maybe I always knew I was getting it for you, darling."
"It's great, Mom. Thank you."
Mom wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her body more firmly against me. "We can't ignore this anymore, can we? I love you, John. I love you as my son and I love you as the man you've become. I want us to be lovers, son." Mom looked up at me, her green-brown eyes wide and anxious. I couldn't help but love her more. Did she think there was even a slight chance I'd say no?
"Oh, Mom, I can't think of anything I want more. I love you, Mom. I've dreamed of this for so many years. I've wa-"
Mom put a finger against my lips, shushing me. "No more dreams, my darling. Now we make our love real." Mom stood up on tip-toe and kissed me. Her lips pressed firmly, hungrily against mine. She parted her lips and I sucked her tongue into my mouth. I could taste her. The essence that was her scent was present in her taste and it was an essence that I had hungered for so long. We kissed, our tongues kissing as well and we both tightened our hold on the other. I was kissing my mother as a man kisses a woman, as a husband kisses his wife. It was right and it was perfect.
My hands slipped slowly down her back and cupped Mom's bountiful ass cheeks. I lifted her up and as I did so, Mom raised one leg and curled it behind my thigh, using it for leverage to raise herself higher up my front. We both groaned with need as I felt her furry pussy slip across my cloth covered bulge in my cock. Mom reached down and between her raised foot and one hand managed to tug my boxers down. My cock sprung free, slipping into the thick forest of her furry bush. I could feel delicious heat and wetness.
I continued to lift Mom up and she now had both legs wrapped around my middle, trapping my cock against her lush, hairy mound as her legs crossed behind my back and her heels dug into my butt cheeks. In a flurry of motion, Mom relied on me to hold her up and tore the nightgown off her body, gasping, "I need to feel your body against mine, son."
And like that, for the first time, we were naked body pressed against naked body, mother and son in a lover's embrace. We kissed there in the window, oblivious to anyone who might be watching from another window or maybe flying by on their sleigh. My Christmas wish had just come true.
Mom reluctantly ended our kiss and hunching her hips against my crotch, whispered, "Take me to your bed, son. Make love to your mother."
"My honor and my pleasure, Mom. I love you." Carrying my mother carefully, I walked us across the wide room to my bed. The springs creaking as I knelt on the mattress, I eased my mother back until she was on her back and I was kneeling between her thighs. My cock throbbed as I gazed down at the most heavenly sight imaginable, my mother, naked and aroused in my bed, her legs spread wide, waiting for me to make love to her.
Mom was a sight that would have made any artist weep with joy with her long black hair fanned out on the pillows, heavy, meaty tits heaving, her hard, long nipples throbbing while her spread legs revealed a heavy muff glittering with carnal juices, Mom's vaginal lips blossomed wide, revealing her glistening pink flesh, rivulets of pussy cream flowing through the folds of her cunt. Mom's mouth was open as she breathed heavily, her eyes full of incestuous love, desire and need. Mom's hands were raised, her fingers waggling at me in a 'come hither,' motion.
"Merry Christmas, Mom. I love you," I whispered as I lowered myself on top of her.
"I love you, son," Mom gasped back, excitement now in her voice. "Merry Christmas, lover." Mom flung her pelvis upwards, meeting the probing of my cock. The head of my penis slipped between her labial lips and I groaned at the sweet warmth that enveloped my flesh. As inch after hard inch of my dick buried itself in Mom's tight pussy, her warmth, her wetness, her silkiness felt so right. Mom sighed, "So big!" as I buried myself in her to the roots and I was in awe of how right, how perfect it was. My cock and my mother's pussy seemed to be made for each other.
Without a pause, our instincts kicked in and Mom and I began to move together as if we'd been lovers for years. Mom's legs came up and back as she gripped me with her thighs, her heels pressing into my flanks, guiding the pace of my thrusts. I rested on her big, pillow-like breasts, enjoying the sensations of her hard, thick nipples scraping against my hairy chest. I brought my mouth to hers and we teasingly kissed each other, tongues reaching out to lick a lip or to dance together before finally we pressed our mouths together in a passionate kiss of soul mates.
The old brass bed began singing a song of lustful abandon, the old metal springs and posts creaking, marking the rhythm of our incestuous lovemaking. As we moved together and kissed, we kept our eyes open, losing ourselves in each other's gaze. Mom's pussy clasped at my shaft, resisting every movement my cock took to withdraw and then gently caressing my flesh as I sank back into her moist, creamy flesh. Buried deep within Mom's womb, her whole body seemed to throb with desire, massaging my cock flesh before I again began to move. With each deep thrust, Mom's eyes grew wider and seemed to beg for more.
Mom's arms uncurled from around my neck and she reached back and gripped the brass rails of the headboard and used them for leverage to thrust more fiercely at my delving penis. Mom spread her legs wide and then wrapped them around my pistoning ass, digging into my butt. Mom suddenly broke the kiss, crying out as an orgasm began to explode inside her, "More, lover! Fuck Mommmm harder, deeper, Johnnn!" A look of joyous disbelief broke out on Mom's face. "Omigod! Making me cummmm, John! You're making Mommm cummm!"
Tears began trickling down Mom's cheeks and she bit her lip as almost overwhelming waves of pleasure swept through her. Mom's body began to spasm, her pussy tightening around my cock, deeply buried in her creaming flesh. I bit my own lip, focusing on the minor pain to keep my own incredible pleasure from sending me over the edge. Mom arched her back as she continued to orgasm, her face now contorted with ecstatic sobs.
Finally, Mom goes limp like a puppet whose strings are suddenly cut. Her legs slipped down and she sniffled as she gasped, "Whoooo - I've never cum like that before, sweetheart!" Her words made my cock throb with pride and I think it swelled up even more because Mom let out a happy moan and reaching back to grip the brass railing again, said, "Make me cum again, son!"
Beaming with pride, I slowly began to thrust into Mom's white hot pussy again, building the pace gradually and relishing every little grunt or sigh of happiness that my cock brought my mother. Mom caught her second wind and began to return my thrusts, making our now sweaty bodies slap loudly together. I rose up on my hands and began to really fuck Mom hard, grinding my groin against hers as our pubic hairs met, tangled and then tore apart in a wicked sensation. I gazed down at Mom as she writhed underneath me, enjoying the erotic spectacle of her heavy, meaty tits rolling and bouncing all about. Carefully, so as not to break our incestuous dance, I reached down and lifted her legs one at a time and draped them over my shoulders.
Mom began to scream as now I sank to the deepest parts of her womb, touching her as nothing ever has. Her orgasm was instantaneous and massive. Her heavy flowing cunt juices bathed my aching cock and suddenly her cunt muscles clamped down and began milking my shaft. I thrust deeply into Mom one more time, burying myself deep as I grabbed one heavy, flopping breast and raising it upwards, pressed my lips to her hard nipple. I nipped the rubbery digit lightly, but it took Mom's orgasm to an even higher level and the tremor that swept through her body sent me over the edge and I began to flood Mom's pussy with thick streamers of my semen.
Mom's entire body seemed to clench up as she screamed and convulsed beneath me, her cunt clasping my dick tightly, literally sucking my jism out of my body. I let her throbbing nipple slip from my mouth and moving up, kissed her roughly on the mouth, driving my tongue between her lips. We kissed hungrily, madly, passionately as we rode out our mutual orgasms. It seemed for a moment as if I might never stop ejaculating, as if I had held back for years, saving my sperm for the one pussy that deserved it the most, my beloved mother's.
Gradually, things began to calm down. My flood of semen became a trickle with Mom's milking cunt sucking the last few drops of my seed as we caught our breath. "My god, Mom," I gasped. "That was incredible!"
Mom nodded wordlessly, tears still running down her face, managing only a, "Uh hummm."
Mom began to shiver uncontrollably and I looked at her with concern. "Mom, are you okay?" I started to climb off Mom, but she reached out and hugged me, her arms and legs wrapping around me. Mom held me tightly and had a good cry. I was torn between worry over my mother and being really aroused by her urgent embrace. Mom even seemed to clamp down on my semi-hard cock, unwilling to release me from her wet, cum filled pussy.
Several minutes passed and Mom's sobs began to fade, eventually becoming sniffles. Again I asked, "Mom, is everything okay? Did I hurt you or something?"
Mom eased her embrace so that I could look at her. "I love you so much, John. I never, ever thought I could feel so much -- so strongly about a man, especially my own son."
"Why are you crying, Mom?"
She choked out a laugh, sniffed and replied, "Women do that sometimes, son. When their man gives them an orgasm so powerful and overwhelming, sometimes it just overcomes us and we bawl our eyes out." Mom wiped her cheeks and kissed me. "Thank you, darling, for the most wonderful moment of my life."
We kissed again, long and lovingly. Then with some regret, I moved off Mom, my cock slipping out of her warm and wet womb. Mom curled up against me and we kissed some more, bodies entangled.
"We're in trouble, aren't we?" Mom said as she ran her hand over my chest.
"What do you mean, Mom?" I raised up to look down at her angelic face.
Mom sighed and said. "We've danced on the edge so long. Knowing we were attracted to each other...loving each other more than just mother and son." She stroked my face. "John, we can't go back to the way things are. I don't want to. We're lovers now. I haven't had sex with your father in two years and from now on I won't let him near me. I love you, John and only you. You're my man now."
My heart felt as if it would explode. I thought I might have a cry now. How long had I imagined this moment? How long had I dreamed of Mom talking to me this way? "I love you too, Mom. I don't want anyone else...just you, my beautiful, wonderful Mom!"
We both held each other silently for a long time in the dark, both of us feel joy for finally being together as we were meant to be, but there were also many questions that hung there unanswered. Finally, I asked, "So, what about Dad?"
Mom snorted and said, "I wish I could just say he could go to hell, but..." She paused, trying to keep her contempt under control. "Your Dad and I are through. Our marriage has been dead for years. But we've stayed together for the twins. They graduate from high school in two more years and the day after that I'm filing for divorce. Until then, you and I..." Mom's voice trailed off and I felt myself tensing up. I was afraid she was about to say, "Until then, we can't be together."
Mom as always seemed to read my mind and smiled encouragingly as she reached down and stroked my semi-erect penis. "Until then, we will simply have to seize the moments whenever we can. We have to be careful, but you're my lover now. I'm not giving this lovely cock up for anyone."
Mom kissed me again, leaning into me, the weight of her meaty breasts feeling delicious on my skin. Mom pushed me onto my back and began to kiss her way downwards. She stopped at my nipples, circling the hard nubs with her tongue, making me groan as she nipped them with her sharp teeth.
Her tongue traveled further south as she gave me butterfly kisses down below my stomach. Mom ran her face across my groin, her breath feeling incredible as she rubbed her face in my pubic hair. Now lying between my legs, Mom looked lustily at my rapidly hardening cock that she slowly and lovingly stroked.
"This is the best Christmas present I've ever had. It's given me more pleasure in one night that I had in a lifetime with your father," Mom said. She giggled and waggled her eyebrows. "And it's a lot bigger than your father's cock too!" I think I swelled with pride as well as desire. And then another fantasy become reality as my mother began to suck my cock.
Mom sucked and licked me, cleaning up our juices from our first lovemaking. I clawed the sheets as Mom showed me that despite a lack of practice, she knew how to suck her son's cock. "I was quite the cocksucker when I was younger," Mom said teasingly after licking my shaft. "That's a story for another time, though," she added as she moved upwards, not letting go of my erection as she straddled me.
"Oh god, Mom!" I moaned as Mom placed me inside her and slowly slid down the length of my hard dick. I felt myself swell inside her as I gazed at her lovely face, an sneering expression of pure carnality unlike anything I'd ever seen before in my mother. Mom began to ride me, lifting herself up down on my cock, her fingernails tracing circles on my chest as she looked down at me.
"I love you, John," Mom cooed as she moved, gradually building up speed. Mom's pussy was the ultimate wet velvet glove, wrapping my flesh in fiery, liquid warmth. Mom began to bounce up and down, her sagging, heavy tits rolling and swinging wildly. I began to meet her thrusts, unwilling to part with an inch of her hot, sopping wet and so incredibly soft cunt. Being buried to the hilt in Mom's pussy just seemed so right -- the perfect natural state that I'd been seeking all my life!
"I'm gonna cum, Mom!" I moaned after an eternity of sexual bliss. Mom was carnality incarnate, her long hair wet with sweat and swinging around her face, her lovely skin dripping with sweat, her scent thick in my nostrils, urging me to cum.
"Cum in me, son!" Mom gasped, on the edge of orgasm herself. "Give me your seed, lover. I want it. I need your spunk, John! Fill Mommy up with your sperm babies! Make me pregnant, son!"
"YES!" I cried as Mom's words sent me over the edge as never before and I bucked upwards, seeking to bury my cock deep in Mom's pussy, my mind exploding with images of Mom, huge with child...my child. I flooded Mom's pussy with another incredible load of semen.
Mom blinked in surprise and squealed with delight as my hot semen inside her sent her into another tremendous orgasm. Mom moaned and cried and could nothing more said than, "JOHNJOHNJOHNJOHNJOHN!" over and over again.
Again our mutual orgasms ended with Mom in tears. Not as concerned now, I held her tightly and let her cry, relishing the feel of her hot tears on my neck. When she regained control of herself, she tried to move off me, but I held her firm, saying, "I'm not ready to let you go, Mom." My cock was still inside her although softening. I wanted nothing more than to hold her, for us to remain joined, two loving bodies made into one.
"This is forever, Mom," I whispered to her. "I love you, Mom."
Tears welled up in Mom's eyes again and she said, "We are forever, son. I love you too!" We kissed and snuggled and gradually exhaustion took us and we fell asleep, Mom and I, joined cock and pussy and soul to soul on the best Christmas morning of my life.
I woke to seeing and hearing snow splatter against the window and to savor the joy and utter contentment I felt in my heart and the wondrous pleasure of Mom's lips wrapped around my cock. The covers were kicked off the bed and Mom looked like a heaven sent angel between my legs, my erect penis in her mouth. Mom watched me as she sucked and licked me, momentarily letting me slip from her lips to say, "Merry Christmas, baby! I don't know if Santa's come yet, but I think you're about to!" Mom winked at me as her little naughty gibe thrilled my heart and then went back to work on my cock.
For a minute, I just continued to lie there, wallowing in the incestuous joy of the moment. However, my own desires quickly got the best of me, especially the desire to make Mom as happy and ecstatic as I was. Mom groaned in protest as I gently disengaged myself from her sweet lips. "I'm not done!" Mom growled.
I climbed over Mom, rolling her onto her back. "It's okay, Mom, I just want to please you as well."
Mom squealed as I buried my head between her legs, rubbing my face vigorously in her thick, black pubic hair. "Omigod! John -- oh my!" Mom gasped as my mouth sought out her pink slit, my tongue slicing between her wet labia lips, urging her pussy lips to spread and reveal her tender, cum slickened cunt flesh. I then moved to straddle Mom's face and she took the hint easily, taking my cock back into her mouth, even as I began to lick my mother's juicy pussy.
My mind reeled at the carnal and incestuous vision we two made. Mother and son, locked in a passionate sixty-nine, my fingers digging into Mom's thick ass cheeks as I buried my face deep within her creamy pussy, dragging my tongue across her pink wetness, urging her clitoris from hiding and making Mom cry out with pleasure. Her juices tasted sweet and salty, mixed with my semen from earlier, and tasted like ambrosia of the gods. My face quickly became soaked with Mom's cunt cream, her scent filling my nostrils, making me heady with lust and love and swelling my cock.
For her part, Mom was showing me unsuspected talents with her expert cocksucking, taking my cock deep into her throat while her tongue brought me closer and closer to the edge of orgasm. Too quickly it seemed, we both brought each other off, Mom flooding my mouth with copious amounts of pussy juices while swallowing thick shot after shot of my semen. Our mutual orgasms came slowly down and we stayed locked in position for a pleasurable eternity.
When we finally rearranged ourselves, I looked at Mom and started laughing. "Hi, Santa baby! Love your frosty, white beard!" Mom had not quite managed to swallow all my sperm and thin blobs were hanging onto her chin and her left cheek and smeared on her upper lip.



Mom raised an eyebrow and then used a finger to scoop some of my seed off her chin. Mom licked my cum off here finger and then leaned in, saying, "I always taught you to share!" and kissed me, smearing my own semen against my lips and face. We fell back into the bed, laughing and kissing until we were out of breath.
Finally, I said, "I wish we could do this every Christmas, Mom."
Mom purred happily and replied, "Sounds wonderful to me. I'll see what I can do." We curled up together and Mom began to softly snore. I held her for what seemed hours in my arms, looking down at the most beautiful woman I have ever known, marveling that this voluptuous, black haired woman, my mother was now my lover. Mom was smiling in her sleep, an angelic smile of one who is perfectly content. Finally, I drifted off to sleep as well.
I woke to the smells of breakfast and Christmas dinner cooking. Mom was up, singing to herself as she cooked, wearing my sweatshirt and no longer worried about showing off her meaty ass or her lovely, furry pussy.
Mom gave me a cock hardening kiss as she served me breakfast, her hand stroking my penis as she watched me eat. I helped her get the ham into the oven and then she said, she needed something in her oven as well and we retired to the bed for a sweet bout of lovemaking.
Our Christmas Day passed by too quickly, our time divided by eating, talking and making love. Mom and I couldn't seem to keep our hands off each other. Even when my cock reached its temporary limits, I couldn't leave her alone, taking my sweet time in eating Mom's pussy, rendering her into a babbling, sobbing mass of orgasming woman.
And we talked -- oh, how we talked! Things that had long been in our hearts were finally said that Christmas Day. Mom confessed that she had long harbored intense feelings for me -- "Not just lust, John, although I dreamed of your cock so many times," Mom said, "But, just knowing that I was in love with you, but thinking it was just a phase for you was so terrible. I knew you were infatuated with me, but I thought it was a phase you'd pass through and then move on. I've expected and feared for years that some girl would steal you away from me. I know it would be the right thing, but I knew it would break my heart!"
"No one's going to steal me away, Mom. I'm your's heart and soul." I said in return, hugging her tightly. I confessed to her that I think I had been in love with her since I was a young teenager. "I was helping you plant flowers one day and I looked up from working a flower bed and you were maybe ten feet away, kneeling. You were dressed in old cut-off jean shorts and a skimpy halter top, that old green one with the bandana pattern, you remember? I looked up and you were looking at me and there was something about the way you were smiling at me. Your cheeks were dirt stained and you had your hair pulled back in pigtails and I felt my heart just swell. I could barely breathe, you looked so beautiful and happy and your smile did something to me, Mom. Since that day, I think I've been head over heels in love with you."
I felt myself becoming choked up. "I guess I always have wanted this to happen, but I never really thought it would." I stroked Mom's face and said, "I'm the luckiest son in the world!"
Mom did tear up then and leaned into me, kissing me after whispering, "I love you so much, John!"
Our talk took us down many different paths. Mom discussed how unhappy she had been all the years, her lustful needs suppressed in a loveless marriage. Mom aroused herself as she talked about her desires and fantasies over the years, aching to be a part of the sexually free movements of the nineteen sixties and seventies. "There's a part of me, son, a sluttish, nymphomaniac side of me that has dreamed of becoming unleashed to satisfy all my naughty desires, to becoming besotted with sex, to celebrate my sexuality in front of the whole world." There was a hungry tone in Mom's voice, a quiet intensity that was both daunting and arousing. I wanted to see that side of Mom unleashed.
Mom also piqued my curiosity as we discussed the incestuous nature of our relationship. We both agreed that the knowledge that we were mother and son was a very special and maybe essential ingredient to our relationship. I told Mom I couldn't imagine loving anyone. "Who loves a son as much as his mother?" I said.
Mom nodded thoughtfully and replied, "Well, maybe we do come by it naturally. Incest runs in our family." That got my attention and I asked Mom what she meant, but she just smiled and said she wasn't ready to talk about that yet. "Someday soon, John, but let your mother have a few secrets a few months longer." Nothing I could say could make her elaborate on that, but now I was definitely intrigued.
Our Christmas ended with Mom and me lying on a thick quilt in front of the Christmas tree, naked as the day we were born, using each other to keep warm. There, illuminated by the blinking lights, I made love to my mother again. We were both weary and a little sore, but this was a sweet, slow expression of our incestuous love that seemed to carry us into a dream world where Christmas seemed to go on and on as we treasured and enjoyed the ultimate Christmas gift of each other's love. For what seemed a joyous eternity, I thrust my hard, aching cock into Mom's slick, burning pussy, my eyes focusing on Mom's face as I kept her on the edge of orgasm, her mouth open as she panted, her eyes reflecting her desire, love and pleasure, and then biting her lower lip as finally our passion crested and once more I gave Mom a thick load of my seed, triggering her own incestuous orgasm.
That wonderful moment also seemed to be suspended in time and even now, twenty years later, I remember that moment, our sweaty bodies cemented together, Mom's bountiful tits bouncing and rolling as she shook with orgasmic delight, her low crying of my name, Mom's arms and legs locked around my body, demanding a tighter, even more intimate embrace as her womb massaged and milked my cock of my semen.
We fell asleep there, under the Christmas tree, Mom curled up against me, holding on to me tightly as if I was a Christmas miracle that would fade away come morning.
Come the morning, we were still there, still in a lover's embrace. Christmas Day was over, but the love that had found bloom on that holiest of days was not about to fade, but was destined to be eternal, growing not fading as time has passed. Mom and I are still lovers, husband and wife in all ways that matter.
We knew the snows would melt or be cleared, that Christmas would soon be a memory, but we also knew that snows would come again, that Christmas would return as it always will. This was simply our beginning and there is so much more to tell...
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This is a continuation of my story, "Christmas with Mom," and you might want to read it first. I appreciate all the positive feedback from the first installment, it is very gratifying. I hope you like the second installment as well. And yes, there will be more.
As always, you may assume that this is a work of fiction and that all characters exist only within my mind, but as always, what is one man's fantasy is another's reality...it all depends on your perception, doesn't it. All one can really hope is that you, dear readers, enjoy the story.
Words cannot quite capture my feelings after becoming Mom's lover on Christmas morning. I wish I was a poet or an artist or a composer. Perhaps I could then do some justice in describing this new world that I now find myself in. Everything changed with our first intimate dance of love and lust, both passionate and exhilarating. I know that I could not help the goofy grin that was perpetually plastered on my face. And words simply fail to capture the beatific glow that Mom now exhibited. I knew now that it was my life's mission to keep Mom looking this happy for the rest of her life (a job I merrily carry on to this day.).
In the days after Christmas, as Chicago and the rest of the Midwest began digging itself out, I could not keep my eyes off my mother, amazed that this woman who'd I'd been in love with practically all my life was now mine. My mother, who had nursed me, cared for me, tended to my wounds and encouraged me to explore the world around me, my mother was now my soul mate, my lover.
The day after Christmas, we took things easy, just enjoying each others company, savoring our new found intimacy. And Mom admitted a little sheepishly, "John, I'm kinda sore." She laughed as we embraced under the Christmas tree, wrapped up in our blankets and each other after waking up, "I swear, it almost feels like I lost my virginity again last night. It's been a long, long time, since anyone made love to me like you did, son." She reached down and stroked my already erect cock. "And I've never had anything as big and long as this inside me. I guess you did fuck virgin territory!" she giggled as I pulled her in for a kiss.
Truth be told, my cock was also aching a bit, but it was that pleasant 'I've had a lot of great sex kind of ache,' so I wasn't complaining a bit. It was a wonderful day, our lusts momentarily sated, but there was no uncomfortable "what do we do now," atmosphere left behind. We have always been comfortable just being together and I think that even without sex, we enjoyed an equally intimate time together. We talked and napped and kissed and just spent the day 'cocooning' as they used to say. I enjoyed the freedom of cuddling up with Mom as we slept and savored the delicious feel of her warm body against mine when we woke up.
In the late afternoon on December 27, Mom suggested a nice, long soak in the tub. The best thing about my apartment was that it had an old fashioned claw foot tub that two normal size people could squeeze into – emphasis on "Squeeze." It took a little wiggling and adjusting, but we both managed to fit in the tub. We sat at opposite ends and adjusting our legs, found ourselves joined at the crotch, my semi-erect cock resting against Mom's furry mound.
We spent most of the morning in a hot bubble bath, continuing our talk from the day before, Mom looking at me with an expression that few sons have probably ever seen in their mother's eyes; a look that signaled desire, lust, love and utter and complete happiness.
Something had been on my mind, a memory of Mom straddling me, crying out her orgasm and begging me to make her pregnant. I reminded Mom of that moment and she smiled mysteriously and wiggled a bit in the water as if the image was making her horny. "Mom, did you mean that? Would you really like to have a baby with me?"
Mom sighed as she smiled sadly at me. "Well, I think that's just natural. A woman wants to have a baby with her lover and the thought of having my son's baby in my belly really makes me wet, John."
"But...? It really sounds like there's a 'but' in there." I said
Mom sighed again, her breasts heaving into sight as she did so, swollen nipples peeking out briefly. I had an image of Mom's heavy, sloping breasts becoming swelled with mother's milk and my cock stiffened a little more. "But, I'm forty-two years old, honey," Mom said. "And I had my tubes tied after your brothers were born. I might be able to get that procedure undone, but at my age, getting pregnant is a long shot. And like we talked about, I don't expect to divorce your father for another couple of years." Mom raised her right foot and gently brushed my chest with it, the movement making her thick matted mound rub deliciously against my cock. "After that, well, son, we'll just see what happens."
I felt Mom roll her pelvis slightly, raising up so my cock was brushing against her blooming pussy lips which felt like hot, wet silk. "I suppose I should ask you, John. Would you like to make a baby with your Mom?" Mom was grinning evilly at me now.
I flexed my hips to counter her movement. "Mom, the thought of you pregnant alone makes me hard. The thought that I could make your belly and breasts swell because I put a baby inside you is almost enough to make me cum!" I thrust forward and my now iron hard cock slipped a couple of inches into Mom's hot pussy. "I would love to make Mommy pregnant!"
Mom groaned, a little bit of pain, a whole lot of pleasure and bit her lip as she moved forward to take more of me into her. I moved deeper into Mom's pussy on my own, finally our arms were wrapped around each other as sitting in the tub, we became joined, cock and pussy. "I love you, Mom!" I stammered as I felt her mature cunt muscles wrap around my cock. Sitting face to face in the bubble filled water, Mom and I couldn't move easily, but it's amazing what delicious pleasures a man and a woman can derive from the slightest movements when making love!
Mom kissed me hard, her body shivering with excitement as her wet, soapy body pressed against mine; her heavy, meaty breasts pillowing out against my chest, her thick nipples making me shiver as they scraped against my flesh. Mom's legs wrapped around me, digging into the small of my back as she thrust herself against me, taking me deep within her fiery womb.
Mom cried out against my mouth as I thrust back, my hands cupping her ass cheeks to hold her against me as I shoved my cock into my mother's hungry pussy. It was a long, sweet fuck, our slow in and out motions making things last forever. Sweat poured out of our bodies, joining the bathwater which didn't seem to cool off. Our incestuous lovemaking seemed to keep the water and ourselves steaming hot.
For what seemed hours we both crept towards the edge of climax. Mom and I stared at each other, our mouths slightly open in awe or disbelief that we were again consummating our desires for each other. Our eyes held the real expression of our deed. Looking into Mom's eyes I could see the desire and love that she had for me. I saw her raw, naked, incestuous passion steadily growing towards the moment of no return and I knew that the same look was in my own eyes. I was making love to my mother, my woman, my soul mate! Each gentle, slow agonizing thrust into Mom made us groan and sigh. We seemed to reach climax together, Mom crying gently as she pressed her face against my chest, her arms holding me so tight, her nails digging slowly into my back as our mutual pleasure mounted and mounted until finally, my cock buried deep in Mom's pussy, I cried out, "I love you, Mom!" and let myself go, ejaculating my seed into her steamy cunt.
Mom screamed, her voice muffled against my chest and I felt her subtly thrust a little more, taking me a fraction deeper into her pussy before her vaginal muscles clamped down tightly and enhance my pleasure by constantly milking me of my semen. I held on tight to Mom as she convulsed in orgasmic delight. Her long, black mane of hair ticked my nose as she shivered and I could smell her distinct jasmine tinged scent, mixed with sweat and our lusty, combined musks.
We sat in the middle of my old bathtub for what seemed an eternity, our orgasms seeming to go on forever. I couldn't believe how much semen I pumped into my mother's body. I couldn't believe how I seemed to be able to produce such intense orgasms in my own mother! Her chest heaved against mine, both our hearts pounding as we struggled to regain our breath.
Finally though, Mom shifted to look up at me, her face streaked with tears. "That was wonderful, John." Mom kissed me then, tenderly, her tongue dancing with mine. "I don't know how I can leave you, son," Mom whispered. "I want to stay with you here and never go back."
"I know, Mom," I replied softly. "That day will come, though. Not soon enough, but someday we'll be together forever."
Eventually we climbed out of the tub, not wanting to turn into prunes. We spent the evening on the couch, making out and talking more. I tried to press Mom about other things she'd said, "Incest runs in our family," being a comment that hung tantalizingly between us. Mom was adamant though, and told me she would answer that when she was ready.
Mostly Mom talked about her suppressed desires. "Like I've told you, John, I think at heart, I am a slut. I can't tell you how much I want to just open up the windows and tell the world that my son is the best cocksman I've ever known. That I fuck my son and that I love it and I love him more than anything on Earth!"
I'm sure you can imagine how swelled my ego was at that moment, not to mention how swelled my cock was. I mean, this was my Mom. Mom of the matronly dresses and the conservative pantsuits. Mom of the PTA and Cub Scout Den Mother and Sunday School teacher. Mom, who without fail, had dinner ready every night, helped with homework and tucked us in at night. My cock throbbed as she talked about her desire to throw away her conservative clothes and begin dressing provocatively. "I know I'm no thin model, but dammit, I've still got a nice body, son!"
Mom shrugged off the blanket we had ourselves wrapped in and cupped her meaty breasts, lifting them up and squeezing them, her fingers digging deep into her tit flesh. "I mean, I know these boobs aren't perfect anymore, but I think they're still pretty damned terrific!"
I kicked off the blanket to show how much I appreciated Mom how much I appreciated her body and we both laughed as my hard-on pointed its swollen head at her. "Mmmm, now that's a compliment," Mom cooed, sliding off the couch and moving between my knees. Taking me in her right hand, Mom kissed the head of my cock and whispered, "Mommy just loves her son's big penis!"
I spent the next several minutes moaning as Mom showed her appreciation for my compliment. I looked down at Mom and again was completely in awe. Mom could suck my cock a million times and I think each time, I would be in awe that my wonderful Mom was between my legs, sucking my cock with naked passion and hunger.
Finally, I pulled Mom up and into my lap. "Baby, I don't know," Mom sighed as my cock slipped between her flowered, wet lips. "Mommy's awful sore."
"Shhhh," I replied, shushing Mom with a loving kiss. Our tongues danced and dueled as I gently eased Mom down the length of my stiff meat until finally our pubic hairs were entangled and I felt her mound against me. "We're not going to move, Mom. Let's just sit here, mother and son, joined cock and pussy and savor the moment." My hands gripped Mom's voluptuous ass cheeks tightly, restraining any movement.
"Mmmm, savor. I like the sound of that," Mom purred, leaning her naked body into my mine, her breasts like large pillows against my chest. For long minutes, our only conscious movement was kissing. As the minutes passed, involuntary movements took over as my cock throbbed powerfully inside my mother's vagina and her cunt muscles began to massage my penis of their own accord. Her internal temperature seemed to be steadily increasing, going from warm to hot to fiery in scant seconds. I could feel her wetness literally flowing from her pussy, drenching my thighs.
The sensation began to get to Mom. She broke the kiss to moan and gasp, "Omigod, son. I can't keep this up." Mom's ass was trying to flex to increase the pressure, to create movement and friction, to bring fruition to our joining, but I held her firm and allowed little movement..
Pleasure was thick in her voice and I grinned as I replied, "Wait, control it if you can, Mom. Let it happen on its own." In truth, I was in dire need of release as well. Mom's pussy muscles were incredible, squeezing and milking at my cock and I wondered which of us would lose control first.
We kissed a little more and then Mom buried her face against my shoulder, gasping and whimpering, wanting to make the incredible pleasure increase just that one sweet fraction that would bring orgasm. I could feel Mom's heart, beating wildly. Her pussy was a steam furnace now, roasting my cock with her fiery wetness.
A sob broke her lips and then I felt Mom bit down on my shoulder, her sexy little overbite breaking skin as her orgasm suddenly detonated. Tighter than I might have believed possible, Mom's cunt clamped down around my cock and my cock was coated and bathed in a lava hot flood of her pussy cream. Her sob drew out to become a cry of "Ohhh godddd, I'mmm c-c-cummmminggg!"
Mom's incestuous orgasm triggered mine and I felt my cockhead swell and then begin ejaculating my pent up load into Mom's womb. Wordlessly, I roared my pleasure as jet after scalding jet of my semen blasted into Mom's pussy. My own heart was beating so fast that I feared it might explode.
As orgasms faded, we slumped together, gasping for air and laughing and crying and so happy that we had finally made this leap and become lovers. We fell asleep on the couch, my cock still nestled in Mom's pussy, her head on my chest, feeling safe and loved in each others embrace.
By December 28th, Chicago had dug itself out enough to get the "El" running again and some of the braver taxis were out and about. Heads were rolling downtown as the city government spent most of its time pointing fingers about how long it had taken to dig out of the snow. As for Mom and me, they could have waited a few days more.
On the twenty-ninth, Mom and I walked down the newly shoveled sidewalks to the Korean grocery and called home. I kept teasing Mom about how she was walking a little bowlegged and she grinned and blushed and said, "Between my bowed legs and the big smile, everyone in Chicago should know that my son was keeping me well fucked." Mom talked to the twins, who reported that the roads were pretty much clear now, but still drifting at night. When Dad got on the phone, Mom told him that she expected to be home tomorrow. Mom looked at me as she said it, her expression that of a condemned prisoner. "I guess we'll make the Miller's New Years party after all."
Dad said something in reply and Mom's eyes widened. "What? You're taking the boys where?"
"You mean I'm going to be alone until the 3rd of January? Well, Christ, Harold. I might as well stay in Chicago with John. I don't want to spend New Year's Eve alone."
Mom's face broke out into a disbelieving grin. "Well, be careful. Take care of the twins. Tell them I love them." Dad hung up and Mom barely got the phone into its cradle before leaping into my arms.
"Baby, you can keep fucking Mommy until after New Years," Mom squealed, drawing more than one amused or shocked glance from customers. Mom literally climbed up me till her legs were wrapped around my waist. Despite our bulky coats, I managed to keep us both together.
"Your father decided to dump our New Years plans and take the boys on a hunting and ice fishing expedition up in Northern Wisconsin. Some of his buddies own a cabin up there. Frank decided to take the boys along!" Mom kissed me passionately and if I couldn't have leaned against the wall, I imagined we would have toppled over. "Son, are you looking for a date for New Year's Eve?"
I laughed and replied, "Not any more!"
We had lunch in a little coffee shop and talked it over. Mom was serious about a date for New Year's. She began planning a solitary shopping expedition and told me that she was leaving the details to me. "I expect dining and dancing, sweetheart!" Mom said.
I stared at Mom, again seeing a new side of her. For the first time, I could really imagine Mom as a teenager, excited about going to the Prom. "It's a deal, Mom, but I expect you to be wearing something really sexy. I want to show off my hot Mom to the entire city. I want everyone to know I'm the luckiest motherfucker in the world!"
Mom glowed, both pleased with the compliment and excited about her opportunity to live out long suppressed fantasies. After lunch, Mom decided to venture off downtown by herself to do a little shopping. I saw her off in a taxi, getting a wet, hungry kiss that left the taxi driver wide-eyed, and left me with a small ache in my heart. For the first time in several days, I didn't have my mother within arms reach and it made me a little sad.
I occupied myself by organizing plans for our New Year's Eve. I took my suit to the cleaners, they assuring me they'd have it ready by December 30th. I then proceeded to make a call to a friend. He was an ex-roommate of mine who owed me a few favors and he happened to work for his uncle who ran a well known nightclub downtown. A couple of minutes later, I had us reservations for a nice dinner and dancing (their orchestra specializes in old, big band music from the Forties and Fifties), well into the wee hours. You want to live in Chi-town, make all the connections you can! My last stop was at our neighborhood pawn shop, where I made a purchase after careful study of the goods.
Mom didn't get back until early evening, carrying in several shopping bags with a mischievous smile on her face; a smile that grew larger as she realized that she could smell supper cooking. "And he cooks too!" Mom exclaimed as she put the bags away and came running into my arms. "Your father has never cooked a meal for me, not even once!" Mom kissed me and rubbed herself against me. She was wearing her jeans and her sweater, but I could feel from the way her breasts pressed into my chest that she'd left the bra off. I brought my hand up and cupped one of Mom's meaty tits, the feel of it in my hand making me hard again.
Mom brushed her hand over the crotch of my sweatpants and then palmed my burgeoning erection. "Mmmm and your father never got this hard for me in his life!" Mom began tugging my sweats down, asking as she began to squat, "Will dinner keep? I need a little snack right now.
I ran my hands through Mom's long hair as she swallowed my stiff dick. Mom's tongue felt so incredible. It seemed as if it was magic, the way Mom made it swirl and dance around my swollen flesh. "Um, it's um, stew, Mom. It needs to simmer a while longer anyway."
Mom made an agreeable noise and continued to lick and suck my hard penis. Even though Mom had now sucked me off numerous times in the past week, seeing her squatting before me, sucking me as her big, brown eyes watched me, studied me, developing her knowledge of how to best please me.
Too soon I felt the unstoppable urge to cum and gave Mom a warning. She burbled something and if it's actually possible to grin while sucking cock, Mom did it and as I began to cum, Mom deftly drank my semen, not losing a drop this time. Even after I was spent, Mom continued to suck me. I was so weak in the knees I thought I might pass out and fall over, but the sensations that Mom's tongue offered me were so exquisite that somehow I managed to stay up. Again I wondered how Mom had come to be such a wonderful cocksucker. When and where did she pick up those skills? And when would she tell me?



New Year's Eve couldn't come quickly enough, but Mom and I spent the time well, visiting museums, making love and just spending time together. As I said, it wasn't (and isn't) just about the sex. Just being with Mom, be it washing the dishes, reading quietly, taking a walk, or watching her sleep, fills me with a deep and abiding joy. I remember years later Mom and I watching that Tom Cruise movie at the theaters and when they first used the line 'You complete me,' Mom and I turned and smiled at each other. We've understood the concept of 'you complete me' for a long, long time.
Finally though, the day came. I picked up my suit and while Mom was getting ready, I got dressed. It's your basic black suit with black tie. I refer to it as my 'Blues Brothers' suit. Nothing fancy, but it works for all occasions. I even had a nifty black Fedora to complete the ensemble. Anxiously, I paced while Mom got herself together.
Mom suddenly hollered, "Baby, I'm coming out. I hope you're not disappointed." I could hear the apprehension in her voice. She stepped out of the bathroom, stopping me dead in my tracks. "Mom," I gasped, my throat feeling tight even as the butterflies began to dance in my stomach. "Mom, you're beautiful."
Mom was more than beautiful. She was an avatar of erotic beauty unlike anything I could have imagined. I think she was fulfilling her fantasies as well as mine. Mom's beautiful black hair, combed until it had an almost glowing luster cascaded down around her bare shoulders. Mom was wearing a short evening dress, the hem scant inches below her crotch, showing off her luscious thighs and shapely calves to full effect in combination with her stiletto heels.
The dress was a sparkling electric blue, the material interwoven with metallic pieces. It was strapless with a wide, revealing scoop neck that both seemed to lift Mom's bountiful breasts and allow them to almost spill over the top and sides of the dress. Fully half of Mom's huge tits were exposed and her aureoles would be exposed if the dress slipped even another millimeter. And I realized again the erotic allure that bare shoulders offered. My mother posed for me exuding sex. I don't think I'd ever seen such a display of unashamed, sluttish beauty in all my life.
I truly understood Mom's desires to be an exhibitionist for the first time. Our society's normal mores and culture would look at Mom and disapprove of a middle aged, Rubenesque beauty flaunting her treasures so brazenly, but I understood. Mom's self esteem, her self image may be the healthiest I've ever encountered. Mom knew she was a woman and a sexual being and she reveled in it and so justly wanted to flaunt her sexuality and her sheer womanliness. And in my honest and absolutely biased opinion, my mother was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.
It was a proud and beaming son that guided his mother into a taxi that New Year's Eve night. A warm front had moved in, allowing Mom to wear a simple wrap around her bare shoulders and not hide anything of her sexy outfit. My biggest worry as we headed downtown was that the cabbie would wreck the car ogling Mom's bountiful cleavage in the rear view mirror rather than keeping his eyes on the road.
Mom grinned knowingly at me, acknowledging his stares with a sexy wink even as she and I made small talk with him about the blizzard. When we arrived at the nightclub, I paid him off and began to hand him a tip and for the first time in my life, was turned down. He waved my money away and said, "I done got me my tip, pal. That's one good looking woman you're with!" His eyes crawled over my mother's voluptuous body and as he pulled away, he murmured. "Kid, you're one lucky motherfucker."
I laughed and called after him, "You got that right, buddy!"
Proud as a peacock, I led my mother inside, relishing the awestruck stares that greeted her almost as much as she did. A few prudish types frowned or pointed, but virtually all the men (and not a few of the women), seemed to look at Mom with envy and desire. Mom's sheer display of sexuality seemed to overwhelm any conventional sense of beauty. In the elevator, folks stole constant glances at the mature beauty that I had on my arm.
Several floors up, we arrived at the nightclub. We were shown to our table and I proudly helped Mom sit and savored the glow as she basked in the attention she was receiving. The band was already playing a classic called, "Fly me to the Moon," and that is how I think we both felt. We had been swept up and out of our ordinary world and were now living a life known only to a privileged few who dare to escape conventionality. As the band's crooner sang the words, "Darling, kiss me," I leaned down and gave Mom a kiss to convey to her how proud I was to be with her.
I scooted close enough to put my arm around Mom's shoulder, my fingers brushing the top of her exposed breast flesh and leaning in, asked her, "Does this meet with your approval, Mom?"
Mom nodded and as her hand slipped under the table and onto my inner thigh, replied, "Oh yes! Thank you, John. I love this!"
Our waiter turned up and I couldn't help but grin. It was my old roomie, working tonight in his Uncle's business. Tony's eyes grew very wide and for several seconds, he couldn't get his mouth to work right. It moved, but nothing came out. I knew Tony would be shocked. We'd been roommates at the University our Freshman and Sophomore years and he'd met Mom more than once. Even more, he and I had kept no secrets from each other. Many were the late night bull sessions when I had confessed my desires for my mother and he had admitted he'd had an affair with both his cousin and an aunt. Now he stood practically drooling over my mother.
"Um, hi, Mrs. Hamill!" Tony stammered. "You look beautiful tonight!"
Mom preened under his gaze, doing a little wiggle with her shoulders and leaning forward to offer him a better view of her bountiful cleavage as she offered him her hand. "Thank you, Tony. I am just so thrilled to be here," she said, her voice becoming thick with lust as she added as she caressed my thigh, "With my son."
Tony's mouth got wider and he murmured, "Wow!" as I winked knowingly at him. He managed to take our orders and stagger away, his pants bulging in front.
Mom looked at me, her face a mixture of surprise and naughty delight. "Tony knows, doesn't he?"
I shrugged my shoulders and said, "He knows I'm here with my mother, the sexiest woman in Chicago tonight and that I'm the happiest son in Chicago tonight!" I stood up and offered Mom my hand. "Mom, may I have this dance?"
Mom's smile made her glow and she replied, "Yes, you may. You can have every dance with me the rest of my life." Mom stepped into me, her arms going around my neck and her body pressing into mine, her body's warmth spreading to me and she kissed me. My mother's tongue snaked between my lips and I tasted her and relished it. We kissed and kissed and kissed some more and somewhere in the middle of the kiss we began to dance.
I don't know the name of the song. It was an oldie, maybe from World War Two. I remember some words, passing into my consciousness – "Somewhere there's music," and "How high the moon," but they were like clouds we passed through. Our bodies were pressed firmly together as were our lips. Mom and I rode the music like eagles gliding on the air currents, oblivious to everything except ourselves. I was conscious of Mom's body against mine, of her big brown eyes staring into mine, of her hard thick nipples pressing into my chest, of her heart beating rapidly in rhythm with mine, of my penis, achingly erect pressing against my pants, pulsing against Mom's belly, and of her scent, her arousal mixing with that hint of jasmine to create a truly delicious aroma.

We danced and danced through the night. I vaguely recall a delicious steak dinner and like young lovers, Mom and I feeding each other bites of food. I recall sips of champagne, but with no intoxicating effects as I was already drunk on incestuous love. Mostly I remember old, beautiful songs, "Unforgettable," "As Time Goes By," and others, Mom always in my arms, soft and close and always warm. She declined other men's offers to dance and with minimal effort, the world went away, winnowing down to just us two, making love through dancing and intense gazing. I felt my soul being drawn into Mom's beautiful eyes to become forever hers. It was lust and desire and most of all, love.
I vaguely remember people watching us, smiling as people do when they see two people together who are so undeniably in love with each, the smile that recognizes that passion or yearns for it themselves. I'm sure some figured out our relationship. I called her Mom and Mom called me son as often as she said my name. I don't recall anyone criticizing or frowning disapprovingly. I think the absoluteness of our love overawed and convinced everyone privileged enough to see us that here was the real thing and it made everyone around us happier for the knowledge that such love could and does exist.
Suddenly we found ourselves on a balcony overlooking a great water fountain several stories below, illuminated by brilliant lights of many colors. Mom and I and others were joyously counting down the last seconds of the year. Horns blew, people screamed or blew noisemakers. Mom and I embraced, crying out, "Happy New Year!" to each other. We kissed passionately as others sang 'Auld Lang Syne,' not coming up for air until the noise had faded somewhat.
Almost breathless, Mom and I held each other, watching each other. "Happy New Year, Mom. A new year and a new beginning for us," I said softly.
"A new life for us, darling," Mom replied. We leaned on the balcony's ramparts, and looked down at the brilliant lights below. A conga line of people were dancing around the fountain. I turned back to my mother and took a deep breath. I wanted to do something and was working up the courage.
"I love you, Mom," I said as I reached out and took her left hand. I stroked her hand and then slowly began to tug on her wedding ring, working it off.
Mom laughed nervously and said, "John, what in the world are you doing?"
I slipped the ring off Mom's finger and set it on the balcony's edge. "You're not Dad's wife anymore, Mom. He's not really your husband except on a stupid piece of paper. You're mine now and I'm yours. I don't want you to wear his ring anymore." With my free hand, I reached inside my coat jacket and pulled out a small black box.
Mom's eyes went wide and she looked down at the removed ring and then up into my eyes. "John? You can't – you shouldn't..." Her voice trailed off as I opened the box. Inside was a woman's wedding ring, a slender circlet of gold with subtle lines and designs etched into the metal. It had an antique charm to it and I knew the moment I found it that Mom would love it. When the pawnshop owner confirmed that the ring was Mom's size, I knew that it was meant to be.
I picked it out of the box and began to slip it onto Mom's ring finger. "Someday, somehow, we'll say the words in front of God and a minister," I whispered solemnly. "And someday, I'll get a ring that is worthy of you, but for now, my mother, my lover, my wife, wear my ring." I slipped it all the way onto Mom's finger. I leaned down and kissed her ring finger and then rose up and kissed my mother the way she deserved to be kissed every day for the rest of her life.
When our kiss ended, I pulled back. Tears ran down Mom's face. She laughed nervously. Looking at the ring, Mom said, "Oh son, its lovely. I can't believe you... John, it must have cost a fortune!" Mom rushed into my arms and kissed me all over my face, finishing with a knee weakening soul kiss that I would remember to the end of my days.
As we again paused to catch our breath, Mom asked the obvious question. "What happens when your father notices my ring?"
I laughed and replied, "Do you really think, Mom, that in a million years, Dad's actually going to notice?" Mom grinned and shook her head silently.
We gazed into each other's eyes and then Mom glanced down at Dad's abandoned ring. "What should we do about this?" Mom asked.
I studied for a minute and then looked over the balcony and down at the water fountain. "Make a wish, Mom" I suggested.
Mom's eyes widened as she realized what I was suggesting, then that naughty grin of hers that I love so much spread across her face. "I wish that every year from now on will be a better one that the year before for my son and I!" Winking at me, Mom flicked her finger and the ring sailed off the balcony. We barely managed to follow its flight before it plopped unnoticed into the fountain.
"Let your son kiss you, Mom, for luck," I said, gathering the love of my life in my arms again. I pressed my lips against Mom's and offered her my tongue. Mom moaned a little as our tongues danced and caressed.
Mom's body leaned into mine. Her skin felt warm to the touch. A brilliantly red sexual flush spread across her exposed cleavage and upper chest. As our kiss ended, she thrilled me by nipping and sucking at my tongue one last instant. "Son, take me home. Take me to bed," Mom sighed.
The doorman miraculously found us a cab and we clambered inside. I barely managed to give the driver our address before Mom was climbing all over me, kissing me and running her hands under my coat and into my shirt. Mom was rubbing herself against my thigh, her short dress riding up, exposing her thong underwear. I'm sure the cabbie was getting a splendid view of Mom's lush ass cheeks. I hope he enjoyed the view. I intuitively understood that that would please Mom even more. The heat emanating from between her thighs was intense. Mom's musky scent filled the cab.
"I love you, John, my sweet lover son," Mom gasped between excited kisses. She rubbed herself against me, one heavy breast rolling free of her dress momentarily, her erect nipple dragging across my chest before I helped her back in, taking a moment to squeeze and maul her meaty tit and suck her swollen nipple before tucking it back inside the dress.
Mom was sucking on my fingers and rubbing my swollen crotch while I rubbed my fingers over the sopping wet material of her thong panties. Mom kissed me aggressively, possessively, insistently, pausing only to whisper loudly all sorts of naughty things. "I need my baby's cock! Mommy needs a good fucking right now. My baby is making Mommy's pussy so wet."
Mom guided my fingers under the silky material of her panties, allowing my digits to slip through her thick, pussy juice covered bush and between her thick labial lips and into the wettest, hottest pussy I'd ever known.
We got back to the apartment building none too soon. I helped Mom out of the car and while she leaned against me, kissing my neck and undoing shirt buttons so she could kiss my chest, I managed to fish out and throw some bills at the cabbie and told him to keep the change. I'm not sure what denominations the bills were, but it made the driver happy and he hollered, "Thanks! Happy New Year's! You guys have a good night!"
Mom, looking every bit a slut in heat, her dress all tangled, one breast exposed to the nipple, grinned at him through her slightly mussed hair and said in a drop dead sexy voice, "Oh we will, sweetie. Mommy and her baby are going to have a lot of fucking fun!"
I don't know which I was more of – shocked at Mom's words and behavior or aroused by her words and behavior. I know I was certainly sporting a monster erection that threatened to burst out of my slacks. The cabbie drove off as I led Mom inside and we attempted to climb the stairs and make out at the same time.
Somewhere along the way, Mom removed her panties, rubbing the juicy crotch against my lips while she said in a sing-song voice, "Somebody's made Mommy all wet!" Neither Mom nor I had drank all that much, but Mom wasn't drunk on liquor or champagne, but was intoxicated on our incestuous love. By the time we began climbing the last flight of stairs Mom had my cock out and was stroking it.
We were a few steps from the top when we somehow stumbled and Mom was on top of me. Mom kissed me, giggled and said, "I need to taste you, John!" and she slithered down me and took me in her mouth. My head was spinning as if I was drunk. I don't know if I've ever been so aroused. I felt big! I felt as if I could stay hard for a month. Looking down to see Mom's full lips wrapped around my erect dick made me swell even more.
Suddenly Mom scrambled up my body, demanding, "Fuck me, son!" She raised her dress up, exposing her thick, black, hairy muff, glistening with her juices, her pussy lips blossomed like a lily nestled in her thick bush, and she sank down on my throbbing, aching cock, my hard meat slipping deep into Mom's steamy, slippery pussy.
"OH GOD YESSSS!" Mom screamed. "FUCK ME, JOHN! GIVE MOMMY THAT DICK!" Mom rode me hard for several seconds, her face focused on mine, her intense desire and need. Her pussy felt so damned good, hot and slick slipping up and down on my hard penis.
Finally, with every ounce of determination that I could muster, I reached for the stair rail and heaved us up, throwing my weight back against the wall to keep us from toppling. Mom came up with me, wrapping her arms and legs around me as we moved, her cunt tightening around my cock to keep us joined. Slowly, on unsteady legs, I climbed the last steps and eased us to my door.
While Mom hunched herself against me, driving my cock deeper into her twat, I fumbled with my keys. I'm not sure how I managed to get the door unlocked. My own needs and desires were overwhelming all other considerations, but then we were inside, the door was kicked shut and I was easing us onto the bed, still joined – son's cock and mother's pussy.
There was a violent flurry of flying shoes and clothes – how Mom's slinky dress didn't get torn or damaged, I'll never know and then we were mostly naked, Mom's bare legs wrapped around my back, both of us sweating, our skin feverish to the point of bursting into flame, her heaving breasts spreading out against my chest as I crushed myself down into her, kissing her hard enough to draw blood while I thrust madly into her wet, burning cunt.
Incestuous lust and love combusted and we were on fire, a blaze of consummating passion, cock buried in pussy, sweat slick bodies slipping against each other, grinding against each other, seeking to find a deeper purchase on each other until we found a state where mother and son became one single incestuous being.
Mom cried and screamed as I drove my cock into her pussy, clawing my back as she urged me on, "FUCKFUCKMELOVERSONJOHN! OHHH GODDD FUCK ME FUCK MOMMMMMMY WITH THAT COCKKK MAKE MEE CUMMM JOHN!"
Mom's pussy muscles, like slick, silken cords of steel wrapped themselves around my cock, milking, massaging, worshipping my erect penis as I wormed my way in and out of my mother's womb. I ducked my head to nurse at my mother's breast, licking her sweet sweat off her pendulous tit before taking her thick, swollen and throbbing nipple between my lips, biting the rubbery thing and sucking it, making Mom squirm even more underneath me.
We were caught up in the sheer incestuous carnality of the moment. Mother and son unleashing all restraint, reveling in our desire and lust for each other, becoming absolutely intoxicated in the sensation of each other, delighting in the feel of a son's swollen cock slipping through his mother's incredibly wet and slick and oh so tight cunt!
Mom's juices were flooding from her, baptizing my cock in her incestuous creams, her tantalizing scent permeating everything, mixing with our sweat to make the room seem like a bordello steam bath. Mom's scent mixed with her natural jasmine smell to become a lust inducing vapor that invaded my senses and spurred me on to even greater passion. Without an iota of guilt or remorse, I fucked my mother as a man gone insane on love.



Mom rolled into orgasm, her body arching against mine as it struck. Mom screamed wordlessly as her body shook and convulsed, her pussy becoming a fiery furnace as I savored her steaming juices and continued to thrust in and out of her. Mom's orgasm waned and for a few minutes she could only sob and moan as I continued to pleasure her helpless body.
Gradually Mom began to respond again, tightening her grip on my cock, her hips rolling in time with mine, perfecting the moment of deepest penetration as I grunted with the effort. The sheets were now soaked with our sweat. It flew off me in waves as I continued to hammer my cock into Mom's cream drenched pussy. Mom's wordless moans slowly evolved to words of encouragement, words of love and words of desire and need.
"Don't um stop, John. Fuck me, lover son! I-I love your ahhhh cock, baby. So good in me – feels sooo gooood! Fuck me son. Don't ever stop fuckinggg meee, John!"
Faster and harder, I plunged deep into Mom's pussy. My own urges to orgasm were now racing to keep pace with Mom. I could feel her orgasm building inside her, becoming an unstoppable sexual beast. Mom's eyes were wide open and staring at me, filled with love and desire and with an intense, almost fearful expression as if she wasn't sure she could endure the intense sensations that were almost upon her.
I could hold on no longer and with the triumphant roar of a rutting bull, I thrust deep into Mom's pussy and began to cum. I exploded with intense jets of hot, thick cum, ejaculating so much and so hard, it almost hurt. As I bathed Mom's womb with my semen, she lost control too and screaming my name, crossed over into an orgasm so powerful that she almost bucked me off her.
The room filled with sounds of pleasure and delight and with the musky aroma of cunt cream and semen. I came and came and came. My orgasm was so intense I imagined it undoing any doctor's procedure, allowing my seed to impregnate my beloved mother. I consider it a tribute to his abilities that our glorious monster orgasm didn't make Mom pregnant right there and then.
Mom bucked and bounced against me, her heavy, meaty breasts rolling all about. She stiffened at the height of her orgasm and as I fed her womb my last large stream of jism, Mom gasped, "I love you and went limp." I collapsed on top of her and as her pussy muscles worked involuntarily, milking the last of my spunk from my aching cock, I was amazed to find that I was crying.
After several seconds, Mom's eyes fluttered open and her body shook as an orgasmic aftershock rippled through her. Mom began to cry as well. We held each other as tightly as our exhausted bodies would allow, sobbing words of love to each other. I finally eased off Mom and then drew her against me and we cuddled and fell asleep in the early morning hours of the new year of our new lives; mother and son, man and woman and as far as we were concerned, husband and wife.
My sleep was filled with dreams of the time when we would be able to fully share our lives, living completely as lovers, as spouses and still as mother and son. I woke in the early light of dawn and watch Mom sleep, looking so happy, the slightest hint of her evil smile on her lips. I pondered what the days ahead would be like. I knew that hard times were likely in our future, but that in the end, we would find ourselves together.
I knew that in a day or two, Mom and I would be separated for a time. Distance and obligations would delay our being together, but I also knew that we could never be truly apart. In the dizzying days of the last week, the love that had begun at Christmas and that we had begun to explore the depths of over the last few days, had joined our souls together for all eternity.
Mom loved me and I loved Mom. Our love would surpass all time and distance. No obstacle could withstand the intensity of our passion for each other. Mom and I were and are one, body and soul. I wondered where our path would travel. I had no real idea where it would lead, but I knew we would travel it forever together, Mom and me, and that was enough for now. The story books are true you know, love conquers all and there is no love stronger than that between a mother and son.
To be continued...
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Okay, here is a first for me. A brother/sister tale. File this under the fun and silly category - just a spur of the moment story that has somehow evolved into a story of three parts (Part Two is almost finished and should follow along about 5-7 days after Part One). I expect all the usual brickbats about "size", but doggone it, it just seemed right for this story. Still, I want all your comments - positive or negative. Your feedback inspires me!
As always, this is a story of fiction. Any resemblance to individuals alive or dead is purely coincidental. All characters exist only within the confines of my imagination (and while it may be crowded in there, it sure is a lot of fun! Enjoy!
*
There has always been a running joke in my family, that "what big sister wants, big sister gets!" And there is some truth to that. My name is Megan and I'm the oldest of three children in my family. I'm twenty-two, just having finished my senior year at an Ivy League school. Next year, I'm off to Medical School in California. I have a twenty year old sister, Karen who is in the Air Force, and an eighteen year old brother, Danny who just graduated from High School. Our parents are nice, but usually preoccupied with work or social events. Dad runs an accounting firm and Mom owns an office supply store.
Now, I don't consider myself a slut or anything, but I really, really enjoy sex and all of my young adult life, when I get horny for someone, I don't let anyone or anything get in the way of satisfying my pussy's cravings. When someone makes my cunt wet, well, what big sister wants, big sister gets! College has provided me a smorgasbord of sexual partners, both male and female, some students and some professors as well as other fun people I found outside my college life.
I don't think I'm the hottest gal on the planet, but I'm not bad either. I'm five foot, four inches tall and one hundred and thirty pounds and all girl. I've got long, black hair, blue eyes, and I like to keep a nice, all over tan. My figure is a trim 36D-22-34. I work out regularly (including lots of sex) and have a toned body. I'm particularly proud of my tight ass. I keep my bush neatly trimmed, leaving only a little black 'V' above my pussy. My breasts are firm and high. I know they'll start to sag eventually, but in truth, I think they'll make me look even sexier. I foresee myself being a hot MILF someday!
This past spring, my parents and my little brother, Danny came up to visit me. Mom and Dad stayed in a hotel and Danny slept on the couch at my apartment. I think Mom was trying to get a little private time in with Dad. Good for them, but I had to cancel a fuck date with my senior biology professor. Couldn't have Danny around while Professor Gold was making his big sister scream!
Little brother and I had a good time. We went out on the town and I snuck him into a bar for a couple of beers and let him ogle a few of my female friends. He even worked up the courage to ask a couple of them to dance. We wound up back home, laughing at an old Saturday Night Live rerun before calling it a night. I realized that Danny had grown up a lot this past year and had actually turned into a nice guy after years of being the pesky kid brother who used to gross Karen and me out. My gal pals at the bar commented that he was a nice looking hunk with good manners. This directed at the little shit who used to regularly sneak his pet tarantula into my bedroom.
In the middle of the night, I got up for a drink of water and passed by Danny in the living room on my way to the kitchen. In the glow of my aquarium, I could see Danny sprawled out on the couch, snoring. He'd kicked his blanket off him and I stopped in my tracks, stunned by the monster emerging from his white briefs! My little brother was having a dream time erection and it was definitely not little! My somewhat expert opinion was that Danny's penis was at least eight inches long and thick, maybe the thickest I've ever encountered. His cock head and maybe two inches of his shaft had slipped past the waistband, peeking around and I thought in the dim light, I could see a little precum glistening at his pee slit.
I have to admit, I stood there for a long time, literally drooling over my brother's amazing boner. I mean, who knew? And it suddenly hit me that my girlfriends were right! Danny is a fine looking specimen of a man! He is almost six feet tall and well muscled from his years on the high school baseball team. The truth is that Danny is a dreamboat with his blue eyes and long, sandy colored hair. I think that if it weren't for the fact that we were sister and brother, I would have woken him up right then and convinced him to fuck my brains out. As it was, I finally got my drink of water and retired to my room where I dug my trusty dildo, Mister D, out of a dresser drawer and had a nice, long masturbation session, envisioning Danny riding me until I was clawing the sheets and screaming into my pillow.
I woke up the next morning, having dreamed of my baby brother's cock all night. I could not get the image of Danny's cock out of my mind. As I showered, I kept imagining that fine looking penis inside me. Even after I woke him up, I found myself acting different around him.
I'm sure he was confused as to my loving sister demeanor. I got all huggy and touchy-feely on him as I fixed us both breakfast. It gave me no small satisfaction to watch Danny grow another tremendous boner as I rubbed my titties against him as I served him his bacon and eggs. It didn't hurt that I'd chosen a scanty outfit to wear. I was wearing a shortie T-shirt that left my stomach exposed and that was actually a little small for me, molding itself against my braless breasts and anyone could see how turned on I was just by my hard nipples, jutting out a quarter of an inch and resembling pencil erasers. I was wearing gym shorts that were also maybe a size too small, exposing the lower halves of my tight ass cheeks.
Danny had a hard time eating his breakfast as his eyes crawled all over my sexy body. Even after our parents arrived and we went out shopping, although I dressed more appropriately, I still used my body to tease my little brother whenever possible. As Dad drove us uptown, I managed to show off my nearly transparent panties to Danny as I "accidentally" raised the hem of my mini-skirt up too high as we climbed into the back seat. I kept leaning over and whispering things to Danny as well, giving him the chance to look down my blouse and ogle my cleavage.
At dinner that evening, I would lean over and chat with little brother, often placing my hand high up on his thigh and stroking it gently. Danny struggled all evening to keep a calm look on his face. By the time Mom and Dad decided to go home, my brother was one hot and bothered teenager. I hugged Mom and Dad goodbye and then once they were in the car, turned and gave Danny a very passionate hug.
"I'm going to miss you, little brother," I whispered in his ear. I ran my hands up and down his chest. "Of course, you're not so little anymore, are you? My baby brother went and grew up on me and is a big, sexy man now!" I hugged him again, grinding my body against his, happy and gratified to feel that big hard-on in his jeans. I kissed him on the corner of his mouth, flicking my tongue out just a touch and saying, "I am so looking forward to us spending time together, little brother!" I had an evil grin on my face as I watched him climb into the back seat of Dad's car, trying to hide that big bulge in his jeans.
As I waved goodbye, I could feel my juices running down my leg. I was so turned on that my panties were a sodden mess, unable to hold my wetness. I could see Danny looking back through the rear window and I blew him a kiss. I knew right then that I was going to fuck my little brother.
By the time I graduated in May, I had my plan of seduction pretty much mapped out. With a little wheedling on my part, I convinced my parents that since I was off to medical school in September, that I should be allowed to just have fun this summer, leaving me plenty of time for sunbathing, late night partying and such. As part of my plan, I also argued that I could keep an eye out on Danny, keeping him out of trouble before he goes off to college this fall. My poor baby brother, he had no clue what he was in for!
The first week home, I began to put my plan into action. Whenever Danny was out somewhere, I did a lot of snooping in his room and as with most young, horny guys, I found a considerable stash of girlie books, complete with what I knew where cum stains. I even felt a bit of a thrill as I noticed the newest magazines' stains were on pages that featured slender, dark-haired girls that resembled me.
I spent a little time inspecting little brother's stash, curious as to where his interests lie. There were your standard magazines, Hustler and Penthouse and such and to my surprise, a few books that featured mature women. These showed signs of a lot of use, as did a couple of Incest digests. I smiled to myself and wondered just what all Danny was into and just who he fantasized about. Mom was an older, more fuller figured model of me with ash blonde hair. I felt my pussy tingle and moisten up as I let my imagination take me places I had never really considered.
But, I finally shook my naught thoughts off and sabotaged my brother's privacy. I rearranged his stash so that it would be more easily found. By the time Danny got home that evening, he was a dead man and didn't even know it. Mom found his porno stash in his underwear drawer when she was bringing up some fresh laundry and she hit the roof. I stayed in my bedroom until the yelling was done.
When I emerged from my room, I passed by Danny's open door and saw him sitting dejectedly on his bed. "Guess you're in the dog house, huh, kiddo?" I asked.
Danny sighed slowly. "Oh yeah, Meggie. I'm in the shit something awful."
"Dirty books, Danny? I'm surprised at you. You should have plenty of girlfriends to take care of you and not some naughty fuck books."
Danny raised his head sharply. I'd never used that kind of language around him. He saw me grinning and I'm sure the old sibling hostilities were rising back to the surface until he realized I was wearing a little Daisy Duke ensemble that showed more than it covered. I had on cut off jeans that were riding low on my waist and a little bandana halter top that showed off much of my pert tits. If Mom or Dad came up the stairs, I'm sure there would have been a lot more yelling. As it was, I thought my baby brother's eyes were going to pop out of his head.
"So did Mom throw your stuff out?"
My little brother nodded as his eyes roamed voraciously over my mostly naked body. "Yeah, she did. And I'm grounded for the next three weeks. That's practically most of the summer! I'm eighteen for crying out loud!"
I mimicked Mom. "I don't care if you're fifty! My house, my rules!" but Danny didn't crack a smile. I made the saddest face I could, but then smiled and said as I winked at him, "Well, cheer up, little brother. At least you'll get to spend more time with me." I stuck my tongue out at him and winked at him again, then I turned and sashayed away, giving him a good view of my swinging hips, the blue jean material running up my ass crack like a thong.
I spent a lot of time over the next week in the back yard, working on my summer tan. I wore (by today's standards), a modest bikini. Danny spent a lot of time in the back yard as well, Mom having given him a list of chores to keep his mind off all that lost pornography. He was mowing and trimming and weeding all day long. Of course, he didn't seem to mind, especially when I was out there getting some sun. I worked hard to strike some really provocative poses as I sunned and Danny worked and from behind my sunglasses it was both amusing and arousing to watch Danny work with a constant enormous hard-on.
Of course, he was taking breaks constantly and I think it was more than my imagination that I thought I could sense movement at Danny's window during these breaks. It made me wet just thinking about Danny stroking that big shaft of his while drooling over me. Eventually, I would get so turned on, I would have to retire to my room and have a little fantasy session myself.
Sometimes I would time it right and be coming into the house as Danny was coming back out. Danny always was sweaty and red-faced and grew redder as he watched me walking towards and by him. The third time this happened, I stopped in front of him, bringing my bikini clad body very close to his and placing my hand on his sweaty chest and asked him coyly, "Danny, what are you always doing up there in your room alone?" I had an evil, knowing smile on my face as I asked.
Danny tried to stammer some excuse and scuttle away, but I leaned into him, putting my hands on his shoulders and said, "Hey, baby brother, its okay. You don't have to answer!" I stood there, my body leaning into for several long seconds. My body warm from the sun and his body warm from his exertions. It felt good. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine, I could feel his chest beating wildly.
I kissed Danny on the cheek and walked on by him, dragging my breasts across his chest, letting him feel my hard, little nipples. I somehow managed not to break down and laugh until I was in the privacy of my own bedroom.
It was Friday before I discovered that Danny was stroking off in my panties. I was doing a load of laundry and as I started to drop a pair of my panties into the washer, I felt something wet and sticky on them. I stopped and looked closely at them and then laughed. "That little shit!" I crowed to myself. There was an impressive wad of jism coating the crotch of my panties. My little brother had been upstairs just an hour or so earlier while I had been sunning. Upon further inspection, I found stains in two more pair of my soiled panties. I knew that this was going to be easier than I thought, but teasing him a little more was going to be half the fun.
Saturday, I suggested to Mom that we go shopping. At the big mall, I steered us eventually into a fancy lingerie shop. Mom was amused, but allowed that maybe she could find something that might fire up Daddy. "Your father's years are showing, Megan. It takes a little more to get him fired up these days," she confided in me.
We both tried on several outfits, Mom finally selecting a sheer peignoir. I tried on some pretty daring things, but found a nice baby doll outfit that really showed off my legs and offered more than a hint of cleavage. The material was solid, nothing see-thru and I modeled it for Mom and asked. "Do you think this is alright for home? I mean, I don't want to be inappropriate around Dad or Danny."
Mom snorted in amusement. "I doubt Daddy would notice and -- well, you could be covered neck to toe in granny flannels and your brother would pop a woody. He's just at that age."
I was caught off guard and just stared at my mother. Mom looked at my shocked expression and said, "You've been helping with laundry. You know he's jerking off in your panties, don't you?"
"Mom! I mean omigod!"
Mom laughed and replied, "It's nothing new, Megan. He was masturbating in my panties until you came home. I expect he'll go back to using mine once you're off to school."
"You don't mind, Mom?" I asked, trying to digest this new revelation.
Mom sighed as she tried on another nightgown, this one a long, satin garment, with a plunging neckline. I had to admit, she looked good in it. If it didn't get Dad charged up, she should probably check his pulse. "No, not really, Megan. Danny's eighteen and terribly shy with girls. I reckon every boy his age jacks off every chance he gets. He'll grow out of it." Mom grinned and winked at me. "Besides, it's kind of flattering when you think about it."
Mom and I continued to shop, but that was the last mention of Danny's sex life or lack of one. My mind was racing though and I wondered if Danny was a virgin. That had my pussy tingling and red hot and I fidgeted all the way home, anxious to finger myself to a wet orgasm. Not only did I ache to fuck my brother, now I desired to claim his virginity as mine.
Now I began to increase my efforts to get Danny worked up. The next few days, I teased him with my bikini during the day, rarely changing into anything else until Mom and Dad got home in the late afternoons. In the evenings, I began to monopolize his time. Dressing in my baby doll negligees, I would cajole him into playing some board game or watching a movie with me. He never turned me down and seemed so cute, trying to pay attention to whatever we were doing, but being distracted as he tried to surreptitiously tried to ogle me when ever he had a chance -- and I made sure he had lots of chances.
By the middle of his second week of being grounded, Danny was turning into a massive, tormented giant sized hormone. I knew it was time to turn up the heat. Wednesday morning, I replaced my modest bikini with something I'd picked out with Danny in mind before I'd graduated.
I was careful to wait until Mom and Dad went to work before appearing downstairs in my new bikini. It was red in color, what little there was to it. It was comprised of three small triangles of cloth, the top portions barely large enough to cover my nipples and most of my aureoles. The bikini bottom molded itself to my pubic mound, clearly outline my lips and slit. It was cut so low, that my little pussy mustache peeked out.
I walked calmly into the kitchen where Danny was eating his cereal. I acted nonchalant, striding past him to open up the refrigerator to get some orange juice. Danny stopped eating, his spoon in mid air, dripping milk and corn flakes.
I struck a sexy pose and grinning, said, "So, you like, huh?"
Danny gulped for air and in a squeaky voice replied, "Does Mom and Dad know about that suit?"
"Who cares what they like, little brother? Do you like it?"
Danny just stared hungrily for a minute before he managed to say, "It's a sexy suit, Meggie, but surely you can't wear it at the beach."
I laughed and winked. "I never planned to. This is just for us to enjoy around the house."
Danny reddened and said, "What do you mean, 'us,' Megan?"
I sat the orange juice bottle down on the counter and then did a little pirouette, in front of my brother, showing him my practically naked ass, the thong string disappearing between my cheeks. "Now, Danny. I know I've been turning you on here lately. I know you've been jacking off into my panties while you watch me sunbathe, dreaming of us doing all sorts of nasty things. Do you deny it, little brother?"
Danny's face turned so red, I thought he was going to have a stroke or something. He didn't speak, but instead dropped his eyes and slowly shook his head in shame.
I walked over to him and used my index finger to raise his chin up so he could see my face. "It's okay, Danny. I don't mind, you know." I stroked his cheek with my finger. Softly, I continued, "You turn me on too, little brother. Don't worry. I'm not going to tell Mom and Dad." I ran a hand down from my breast, across my flat stomach and brushed my fingers lightly across my barely covered mound. "I picked this out especially for you."
Danny's lip trembled and he lifted his hand up and for a second, I thought he was going to cup my breast. He lost his nerve though and stammered, "R-r-really, sis?"
I leaned down and kissed him gently on the lips. As he moaned, I replied, "Really. I love you, Danny!" I stood up and walked away. My own heart was beating madly. I knew without looking down that my bikini bottom had a rapidly spreading wet spot.
I headed towards the family room and the sliding doors that led out to the back room. I stopped and looking back, said, "I'm going on out to catch some rays, baby brother. If you want to go upstairs and make yourself comfortable, I've left you a little something to help you along."



I went on out, looking a lot more confident than I felt. My plan was working perfectly, but even so, I was nervous. It's not everyday that you come on to your brother like a horny slut.
Out on my blanket, I kept watch on Danny's bedroom window, as I slathered sunscreen on myself. Within a minute, I saw the curtain move. I smiled to myself. I was sure Danny had found the satin panties I'd left him. I'd worn them to bed last night and had masturbated in them three times as I fantasized about Danny and his big cock, the last time just before I'd come down stairs this morning.
Now I was envisioning my brother stroking his long shaft, running the slippery, wet satin over his hard meat, inhaling the aroma of my pussy cream that permeated the material of my panties. My pussy sizzled at the thought and I found my hands slipping downward involuntarily to between my thighs. I lightly ran fingers across my wet bikini thong, sending shivers of delight through me.
It was a hot summer morning. I was quickly drenched with sweat and mixing with the sunscreen, my skin absolutely glistened. The wind wasn't stirring, not a bird was singing. It was absolutely quiet. Long minutes passed. Occasionally I thought I heard low moans coming from above and then I could distinctly hear Danny's voice gasp, "Oh, Meggie!" I shivered as a little orgasm thrilled though me. I felt happy and proud. Can anything be more edifying for a girl's esteem than to know her brother just shot his wad over her?
I soaked in the sun's rays, luxuriating in the summer warmth when I realized I could again here little moans wafting downward from Danny's open window. Danny was going at it again. Another orgasmic tingle shot through me. Again! Again? Don't you just love teenaged boys?
Abruptly, I stood up and strode inside. Quickly, I padded barefoot up the stairs and burst into Danny's room. Sure enough, he was sitting on the edge of his bed with a bird's eye view of the backyard. Danny was naked and in his hand, wrapped in my panties was his magnificent dick!
Danny looked at me, panic in his eyes. Despite being scared, he continued to stroke his cock a couple of more times before he could master himself. I could see thick, whitish streamers of his jism streaking his shaft, adding lubrication for his second round of masturbation.
"Oh, I'm sorry, Meggie," he cried. Danny crouched over, trying to cover himself. "Get out, please."
"Oh, Danny, it's beautiful!" I cooed. "Don't be shy and don't stop," I added as I came across the room. "I'm thrilled that I can make my handsome brother want to jack off!"
Danny looked at me in absolute disbelief. "Really?"
I looked around and then pushed a load of his dirty clothes off an old wingback chair he kept in his room. I sat down and draped one long leg over an arm of the chair. "Really, baby brother!" "I just thought I'd bring the object of your fantasies a little closer and this way I could watch you masturbate that big cock of yours!" I stroked the inside of my left thigh with one hand and rubbed my breast with the other.
"What do you say, baby brother," I said in the best, sexy little girl voice I could muster. "Jack off for me, Danny."
Danny stared at me for a long time. I guess I was like some wild, erotic nightmare or a bad dirty joke. A sexy young woman, practically naked, comes strolling into your room, but the catch is, it's your sister! I palmed my pussy and rubbed it slowly. "C'mon, Danny. You know you want to. Touch yourself, little brother."
For a moment, I thought Danny was going to jump up and run out of the room, but then his hand moved. I caught a glimpse of his massive cock head, so big and round, I wondered if I could fit it inside my pussy. Of course, immediately, my next thought was, 'I'll make it fit!"
Mesmerized, I watched Danny's erect penis as intently as he was watching my barely clothed body. "Danny, that's the biggest cock I have ever seen!" I purred as I watched him stroke off. "I can't believe you don't have a bunch of girls just lining up to ride that big stick!"
Danny blushed and said, "I -- um, I never, I mean I really tried, but there was a girl, you know Angela, but she um -- said it was too big." I got what he was saying and you have to give him credit. It must be hard to try and talk intelligibly while trying to masturbate in front of your sister!
"Ohhh, you mean you're a virgin, little brother?" I wiggled in the seat. "That means some lucky girl out there is going to be the first to take that big monster inside her. That makes me wet just to imagine it! See?" I pressed two fingers into the wet ribbon of cloth that made up my bikini bottom. The material disappeared into my pussy, exposing my blood engorged labial lips and much of my pink, glistening pussy flesh.
Danny's eyes went wide and as he stared at my pussy, he gave a meek, "Oh!" and then began cumming a river of semen. The first shot arched across the room to splatter at my feet. Subsequent shots fell short, but there were a lot of them. My brother should could cum!
I pressed a finger against my clit which had emerged swollen from its little hood. That was all it took to make me orgasm and I treated my brother to a display of what a woman looks like when she cums. It was stronger than any orgasm I had had while fantasizing about Danny while playing with Mr. D.
It was a few minutes before I could stop trembling and managed to look over at my little brother who was still panting and looking back at me. His hand was covered with his spunk. I was tempted to tackle him and lick his creamy, white stuff up, but I resisted the urge. "Whew!" I said. That was fun! I love you, Danny."
The goofiest grin broke out on Danny's face and he replied, "I love you too, Meggie!" He looked at me expectantly. No doubt his mind was running through all sort of possible naughty futures.
"Well, maybe we can do this again sometime, sweetie," I said, standing up on unsteady legs. Danny's grin got even bigger, although he began to blush again as I said as I walked out the door, "You better clean up all this spunk, little brother, unless you want to deal with Mom again."
I took a long shower, remembering Danny's long, thick penis, and then took a nap, dreaming of riding that cock for hours and hours. When I woke up, I had every intention of heading outside to catch a few more rays and maybe tease Danny some more. I picked up my discarded bikini which smelled of sweat and pussy, decided that I liked the mix and maybe Danny would too and put the bikini back on.
I fixed myself a little snack and ate it at the kitchen window. Outside, I could see Danny attacking one of his assigned chores with a vengeance. Dad had cut down a small tree in the back yard earlier in the spring and now Mom wanted Danny to yank out the left over stump and roots. Danny was certainly giving it his all. Apparently he had been hacking and yanking at it most of the morning since our little encounter. Working off nervous energy, I guess.
I admired his body as he worked ferociously on the stubborn roots. Danny had on sneakers and a pair of jeans and nothing else. His broad, strong chest was slick with sweat. The muscles on his arms were corded and knotted with effort as he slowly pulled and yanked those tree roots out of the ground.
I felt my nipples harden as I watched my brother. Damn, he was a hunk. I felt my pussy, already moist, began to get aroused. I could feel my labia becoming swollen and sensitive, sending little jolts of pleasure through me as my slippery lips began to rub against each other. As I walked into the family room and stood at the glass patio door.
I pushed my little bikini aside and began rubbing my pussy slowly as I watched Danny work out. I had myself worked up to quite a state before Danny noticed me. He smiled and then his jaw dropped in astonishment as he realized his sister was pressing her nearly nude body against the glass door, one hand squirming around between her legs.
He stared at me as I played with myself for a few minutes and then he rubbed the growing bulge in his jeans in appreciation. I beckoned at him with a finger and then turned around and walked off. I was upstairs and climbing into Danny's bed when I heard the patio door close and his voice calling out, "Meggie? Megan, where are you?"
I stretched out like a cat on his bed, savoring my brother's smells. Sweat and semen and his natural scent permeated the sheets and blanket. I didn't bother responding. I knew he would figure it out in a minute.
Danny came bounding noisily up the stairs and after searching vainly for me in my bedroom, he approached his and cautiously opened the door. I grinned up at him and waggled my fingers at him and said, "Hi! What took you so long?"
"Um -- um -- um, I don't know," he replied sincerely. He ogled my lean form lying across his bed, tits about to roll out of the string bikini material. I was lying on my side and I raised my knee and showed him my exposed pussy, lips spread wide like a jungle flower, exposing the steamy pink flesh of my cunt. :"Um, Meggie, what are you doing?"
I again beckoned him towards me. He came to the edge of the bed, his swollen crotch scant inches from my face. I could smell him. A man's scent, mixed with the sweat of hard work. It might have been my imagination, but I thought I could smell the musk of his cock and pubic hair as well. "Meggie?" Danny didn't know how to finish the question.
"I was watching you, Danny. I realized that you've been pulling roots all day long and that maybe," and I reached out and palmed his bulging crotch, "maybe you needed someone to pull your root for you."
Danny swallowed and said nothing. I smiled up at him, lovingly and slowly unzipped his fly. I reached in and immediately found cock. My little brother wasn't wearing underwear! My fingers wrapped around (barely), his thick shaft. It throbbed with power and desire. With my other hand, I undid the button on his jeans and then tugged on them. Danny's jeans fell down, leaving him half naked. I had his long cock in my hands and now, close up, I guessed that maybe my estimation of his dick was a little off.
"Good God, little brother, how long is this thing," I whispered as I began to slowly stroke it.
"Nine -- um, nine and a quarter inches," Danny replied hoarsely. I had to snicker. I have never met a guy yet who hadn't measured his hard-on carefully and tell you down to the last fraction how long he was! Still -- damn! Nine inches plus.
"Does this feel good, baby?" I whispered as I slide my hand up and down his shaft. "Do you like big sister jerking you off?"
Danny nodded as he alternated between watching me masturbate him and ogling my body. I reached out with my free hand and took his right hand. "Here, little brother, touch me." I placed his hand on my breast. I guided him in rubbing my tit. My firm breast slipped free of the bikini and he rubbed his palm against my hard nub of a nipple. It felt good. I released his hand and let him play with it on his own while I continued to stroke him off.
"So soft, Megan," Danny said. He squeezed and stroked my tit, teased and pulled on the nipple until it was throbbing so much that I thought it might explode.
Touch me," I whispered.
Danny looked at me in confusion. He had a handful of tit and didn't understand. "Touch me, baby brother," I said again and spreading my legs, thrust my pelvis forward, offering him my wide open and wet pussy.
I didn't have to tell him a third time. Danny removed his hand from my tit and moved forward a little, placing his knee on the mattress as he leaned over. His hand was shaking as he placed it firmly on top of my pussy mound. I pushed my pelvis upward and rolled my hips, making his fingers slip over and between my wet cunt lips.
"Danny!" I whimpered. His hand felt so strong and big and my need suddenly became so great! "Touch me, Danny, touch me more!"
My brother's fingers were quickly coated with my juices as he rubbed my quivering flesh. "Oh, Megan," Danny breathed, his voice full of disbelief that he actually was touching his sister's secret place. "You feel sooo wet and hot!"
As I stroked his throbbing meat, I looked up at him and said, "In me, Danny. Put your fingers in me." I was surprised by the pleading quality in my voice, but my pussy was demanding attention. Danny responded by awkwardly probing with his index finger. After an initial fumbling, he slid it into my wet hole and gently swirled it around. His touch made me moan, but it wasn't enough.
"More, baby brother! Put more in me!" Danny added his middle finger and I moaned, "More, oh god please, more!" I hunched against his fingers and sobbed happily as he added his ring finger as well. His fingers were long and large, but my need escalated. I gripped his wrist with my free hand and as I stroked him frantically, I cried out, "MORE! I WANT ALL OF IT. PUT YOUR HAND IN ME!"
Danny gasped, totally speechless and stunned, not sure what he'd gotten himself into. Still, he knew to do as he was told and I grunted as he wormed his entire hand inside my cunt. I shivered and managed to squeak out, "Now, make a fist, Danny!" Then I screamed! It was one of those soul shattering, almost too much orgasmic pleasure screams as Danny clenched his fingers into a ball of flesh.
"Meggie! Are you alright?" Danny groaned.
I clamped my thighs down on his inserted hand as in fear, he started to pull out. "Yessss," I hissed, trying to keep in some semblance of control. "Now, start slowly and gently, fuck me with your fist, brother!"
I yelped as he shoved his fist inside me a little too hard, but Danny was a fast learner and quickly discovered that when it comes to fist fucking, a little goes a long way. He didn't so much as thrust, but press into my insides and he was gentle. "OH YESSSSSS! THAT'S IT, FUCK ME, DANNNYYY!" I sobbed. My orgasm erupted inside me, exploding outward from my pussy, running madly along my entire nervous system. Every nerve seemed to be tingling, my nipples felt as if they would explode. I had to be careful not to yank his cock right off his body, still managing to stroke it with a light, but rapid motion. "DON'T STOP, FIST ME, BABY BROTHER, FUCKING FISTFUCK ME!"
It was too much for my little brother and I felt his cock swell and then pulse powerfully and he was spraying my tits and stomach with his hot, sticky semen! Long seconds passed as we both bayed like dogs, reveling in our mutual orgasms. His cock was like a fire hose. Danny's balls jerked and bounced and pumped incredible spurt after spurt of man juice on my mostly naked body.
It was a long time before we both came down. When I could speak normally again, I told him to unfurl his fist, wincing a little as his hand expanded inside me and then crying out a little as he withdrew his fist from my clasping cunt.
"Megan, did I hurt you?" There was fear on my dear brother's face and I think I fell in love with him a little right there and then.
"No," I gasped. "Sometimes a little pain's the price for feeling fucking awesome!" I milked his half-erect penis, getting the last dribbles of spunk from him. "And brother, that was fucking awesome.
Danny was grinning from ear to ear and gazing at his pussy cream drenched hand. It was coated with my juices, thick blobs of it in fact. It had been a long time since I'd cum like that. I looked down at myself. My stomach and breasts were liberally dripping with semen. With my free hand (I wasn't ready to let go of his magnificent manhood yet!), I ran two fingers through the warm, creamy jism.
"Mmmm, this looks good enough to eat," I said and then I did just that. I lapped Danny's cum off my fingers and it was delicious. It was just a tad salty, but definitely tasty. I felt a fresh throb of excitement run through Danny's cock. I guess it's not everyday a brother gets to watch his big sister eat his spunk.
Danny's eyes glowed with an almost animal lust and he glanced down at his own cum covered hand. "Go ahead, little brother," I said as I scooped up some more of his semen from my stomach. "I think I taste pretty good and others have told me I have a sweet tasting pussy!"
My little brother brought his hand to his mouth. His nostrils flared as he inhaled my scent, then he licked it. I felt very flattered when he smiled like a little boy who just tasted chocolate for the first time. Danny licked some more off and smacking his lips, said, "I love it, Meggie. You taste delicious!" I felt his cock stiffen up a little more.
I was about to suggest he taste it at the source when we heard a car door slam. We both froze and then the door leading to the garage opened and we heard Mom call out, "Anyone home?"
We both leapt up and I kissed my brother on the lips. "This isn't over! We're just getting started," I whispered, tasting my own juices. "Stay cool, baby brother!" I hurried to the door and opened it quietly and listened. I could hear Mom down in the kitchen and the rustling of bags and the opening and closing of cupboard doors. She was putting up groceries. I winked at Danny and slipped out of the room.
When I reached my door, I could hear Mom call out to us again. "Where is everyone?"
"I'm up here, Mom," I called out. "I think Danny's getting a shower. He's been working hard today, yanking on roots and stuff!" I felt a trickle of cooling liquid on my belly and scooped up more of Danny's semen and sucked my fingers dry. "I'll be down in a minute!"
Needless to say, things were very interesting that evening, especially as we ate dinner. I admit that for all my bravado, I was a bit nervous and Danny just looked freaked. He mumbled his way through an account of his efforts to remove the tree stump out back and he could barely look at me without blushing. Dad was oblivious, but Mom gave Danny a few odd looks.
I wondered how Mom would have reacted if when she asked her son what he'd done today, he replied, "Aw, not much, Mom. Did some yard work and I fist fucked Megan while she jacked me off. You know -- the usual." Actually, wondering how Mom would have reacted actually made me a little wetter than I usually am.
Fortunately, Mom's mind was on other things. Dad was off in the morning for a weeklong seminar on new tax laws and they were coordinating last minute travel plans to the airport. Mom used to hate Dad going out of town, but I reckon as the years cooled down Dad's libido, she has gotten used to it.
After dinner, I gave Danny some space and went with some girlfriends to a movie and out for a few drinks. It was pretty late when I rolled in. The house was dark as I went inside and upstairs. Mom opened her door and peered out, whispering, "Everything okay," just as she's done since I was a kid. I guess Moms are always moms no matter how old you get.
I told her I was and she nodded, smiled a little oddly and after whispering, "Good night," closed her door.
As I opened my door, I heard Danny open his door. Damn, my little brother looked hot. He was wearing only his briefs and his thick cock was hard and peeking out above the waist band. I felt a little spurt of my juices soak my cotton panties. My brother's eyes were full of desire and if our parents weren't home, I'd have deflowered him on the spot. As it was, I blew him a kiss and mouthed the words, 'Tomorrow, little brother.' I pointed to his hard on, waggled my eyebrows and then whispered, "Better save it for tomorrow, Danny. You're going to need it!"
I licked my lips at him for emphasis, winked and sauntered through my door. It was all I could do to resist getting Mr. D out and easing my own desires, but I've learned over the years that anticipation can sometimes make the moment even sweeter. Still, I tossed and turned for a very long time, falling asleep only as I heard rain splatter against my window and thunder rumbling lowly off in the distance.



In the morning, I woke to the sound of the garage door opening and then closing. Mom was running Dad to the airport before going off to her store. I slipped out of bed and stood naked at the window. I watched as Mom and Dad drove down off the street in a steady rain. No tanning outside today. I smiled to myself and let my hand run lightly across my stomach, fingers slipping to brush my already moist labia lips. No tanning for me and no yard work for Danny, but I was pretty sure I could keep us both busy.
There was a knock at my bedroom door and I felt all warm and tingly. Little brother was anxious to pick up from yesterday. "Come in, little brother," I sang out as I turned around.
The door opened and Danny stood there. He still had on his briefs and as far as I know the same massive erection he'd had the night before. "I -- um, was wondering if you were awake, Meggie and I ...," he trailed off as he saw me standing naked and unashamed against the window.
I gave him a few minutes to digest it all, although he'd seen me practically naked the day before. I hoped I came up to his fantasies and expectations. My hair was sleep tousled, but I think that's a good look for me. I spread my legs apart just a little more, allowing my already aroused pussy to bloom outward, exposing my glistening pink flesh to my brother. I gave my shoulders a shimmy to make my high sitting, pert breasts bounce a little, feeling my nipples swell and stand up, anxious to be sucked and nibbled.
"Good morning, little brother," I said huskily. "Do I meet my brother's approval?" I beckoned him towards me. "Naughty brother, letting his cock get all hard and long over his sister's naked body." I beckoned him again, urging him to come to me, feeling like the spider urging her mate into her web. I felt a trickle of pussy juice ease down my thigh.
Danny took an uncertain step and then another and then came to me, his eyes full of lust and desire and love. As he reached me, I fell to my knees and yanked down his underwear in one swift motion, allowing his magnificent tool to slap me in the face.
"Danny, this is a monster cock!" I whispered earnestly before I slipped my lips over the head of his cock. It was a bit of a stretch, no denying it, this was the biggest hunk of dick I'd ever encountered! Still, I sucked a goodish portion of Danny's cock into my mouth and began to suck and lick my brother for all I was worth.
Danny groaned as I swirled my tongue expertly around the crown, savoring his musky, un-showered taste, his hair pubes tickling my chin and cheeks as I took more of him in. I felt his knees almost buckle against me and then sensed that he was leaning forward, his hands stretched out and gripping the window sill behind me for support.
It felt absolutely sinfully delicious to imagine the erotic image that might be seen if one looked up and into my bedroom window to see my brother's naked body obscured by my bobbing head. What would the neighbors think? Screw them -- well, okay, I already had fucked Mr. Smith, the elderly gentleman that lived next door. That's a story for another time.
"Oh Meggie, that -- your tongue is fantastic!" Danny moaned as I rolled my tongue up and down his thick shaft. I then let all of his cock slip out except for his massive cock head and sucked and teased it something furious with my tongue as I massaged it with my lips. My tongue danced and played, teasing his piss hole one second and then fluttering over his flared ridge the next. All the while, I slipped my hand up and down his saliva slickened pole.
Little brother began to jitter on the balls of his feet and I knew I was taken him to the point of no return. "AAUUGGHHH, DON'T ST-STOP MEGGIE, PLEASE YEEESSS, I'M CUM CUMMMING!" And my baby brother did! He let loose with a virtual torrent of hot semen that exploded into my mouth. It had that salty sweet clean taste that only a young man's sperm has and I gobbled it down as fast as I could, barely keeping ahead of the flow. Danny certainly had healthy balls to produce so much baby juice.
I let Danny slip from my lips just as his last ejaculation weakly spurted out, frosting my lips with his hot seed. Danny grinned down at his big sister as I licked his cream off my lips like a cat finishing up a saucer of milk. I rose then, kissing my way up his body, bestowing a kiss on that still mostly erect slab of cock meat, then his pubic hair, rubbing my face against his wiry pubes, then his stomach and then kissing and licking his hard little nipples before kissing my brother on the mouth with as much passion as I could muster. I thrust my tongue into Danny's mouth, allowing him the pleasure of tasting himself. He didn't seem to mind as he kissed me back. My brother wrapped his strong arms around me, pulling my naked body against his body as he showed me how well he could kiss.
When he finally let me go, I was a little weak-kneed myself. "Thank you, Megan," Danny whispered to me.
"You're welcome, baby brother," I cooed back at him. "But if you really want to thank me, maybe you could return the favor." I stepped back and sat down on the window sill. I spread my legs, showing off my pussy.
Danny stared down at my cunt, his face reddening as he slowly knelt down on the rug. "Um, Megan -- I um, I haven't done this before." He confessed.
"Well, it's high time you learned, Danny. If you can eat pussy, there isn't any woman you can't please!" I reached down and spread my labia wide apart to reveal the folds of my wet snatch. "Just bury your face in my honey box and have at it. We'll work on technique as we go along."
Damned if that's not what my little brother did. Like a starving man, Danny shoved his face into my pussy, eagerly lapping with his tongue. I began to cum almost immediately, maybe because he was a born pussy eater or maybe because it was my little brother, my flesh and blood licking and lapping my wet cunt! I slipped my hands into Danny's longish hair and tugged and directed him as he ate me out. Again, I wondered if any neighbors were watching me sitting in the window, my naked backside squirming as my brother fluttered his tongue over my sopping wet pussy flesh.
My baby brother was an excellent student, taking notice of my sighs and moans as he tongued me. When he licked a special spot, he paused and focused on it, learning precisely what I liked and practicing it until I was shaking with passion. Then he would move on to find another spot, occasionally returning to the earlier places as if reminding himself of what I liked. Danny was patient and eager and he seemed content to eat me for what seemed like hours.
Before long, I was seeing lightning flashes of great orgasmic intensity as Danny had my pussy throbbing with pleasure. His tongue just seemed to instinctively know where to go and it seemed like it was everywhere at once. I sobbed as he probed deep into my sugar walls, licking the cream right off my pussy flesh. I cried as he ran his tongue up and down my labia lips, pausing to suck the meaty folds into his mouth. I screamed as he played tag with my clitoris, teasing it and taunting it and eventually sucking it like a tender nipple until I was in full orgasm, grinding my crotch into his face.
Pleasure washed over me for what seemed an eternity and then I realized that he'd stopped and that he was kneeling between my legs, most of his face glistening with my cunt cream. I wiped tears out of my eyes and said, "Wow! Danny, I wish I had thought to do this a long time ago. Little brother, you can eat me any time you want!"
Danny rose to his feet and we kissed again, this time my brother sharing with me my own taste. We kissed and kissed and as we kissed, we began to rub against each other, enjoying the sensation of naked flesh on naked flesh, my hard nipples tracking across his mostly hairless chest. Best of all was the sensation of his long cock, fully erect, rubbing against my belly, dribbling precum across my skin.
Lust enflamed us both. The fire between my legs demanded new attention. I craved his cock, needed it in me as I have never needed cock before. Without words, we eased over to my bed. Danny pushed me down onto my back and then climbed up after me, scrambling to get between my legs. I spread myself wide for my brother, offering him my sex, flinging my pelvis upwards, anxious to have him bury his monster cock inside my wet, insatiable pussy.
Kneeling between my thighs, Danny's cock jutted out, so hard and erect that it slapped up against his belly. From that perspective, it looked so fucking huge and a little part of me shivered in fear of his enormous penis. Then Danny thrust forward, using his hand to guide his penis to my blossomed cunt. I slid my hand over his and took over and guided it forward until it was nestled in the opening of my pussy, the head partially inserted.
In a little girl voice that I used to use on Daddy to get my way, I whimpered, "Fuck me, baby brother. Give your big sister what she wants -- what she needs!"
Danny's eyes glazed over and with a growl, he thrust eagerly into me and I thought the world imploded around me. OH MY GOD! MY BROTHER'S COCK WAS BIG! BIG AND LONG! I screamed in absolute sheer pleasure that bordered on pain as Danny plunged deeply inside me, seeming to never stop, to sink ever farther into my womb until unbelievably finally, his pelvis slammed into mine, his wiry pubic hairs tickling my bare labia.
My scream took Danny by surprise and I think he would have immediately yanked himself out of me, but my cunt muscles slammed down tight around his wonderful cock and with a mighty effort I was amazed later that I pulled off, I raised my legs and wrapped them around my brother's back, trying to hold him into place. As I did so, his cockhead slipped marginally deeper inside my womb and I thought I might pass out, so intense was the pleasure coursing through my body.
"Don't you fucking move, Danny!" I sobbed. I could feel the tears coursing down my cheeks. I've never felt so full, so packed with cock in all my years and yet there was more to it than just a big, damn cock. This was my own flesh and blood -- my baby brother joined to me, cock and pussy, giving me pleasure.
"I love you, baby brother," I cried out in a sing song voice. I think I finally understood the allure and sweet taboo of incest. Suddenly, this was more than just another conquest, another adventure. As I rode a wave towards orgasm, I knew that I'd traveled to a new country, one I would never want to leave.
"I love you too, Megan," Danny gasped and I knew it was true. No man had ever looked at me the way my brother did, with such passion, desire, love, knowledge of me that no other man could ever hope to have. We looked into each other's eyes for long minutes as we savored the feel of our joined flesh, throbbing and pulsing, each second growing stronger and stronger.
"Ohhhh, Dannnyyyy," I moaned as my orgasm washed away all restraints. I began to buck and convulse against Danny, grabbing him by the shoulders and pulling him down as I hunched my cunt against him, seeking, demanding that his cock find a way to get deeper within my womb. As I writhed underneath my brother, he began to slowly thrust in and out of me, each sweet motion of his cock taking my orgasm to greater heights.
I suddenly realized that my orgasm wasn't subsiding, that Danny and his huge dick were sustaining and increasing my pleasure with every passing second. Seconds became minutes. My energy ebbed and flowed as Danny pounded me with his wonderful penis. I came and came and came, sometimes thrashing about wildly, flinging my pussy upwards to meet his thrusts and sometimes lying there spent, happily letting his cock abuse my throbbing pussy.
Our bodies became coated with sweat which seemed to mix with the heavy scent of my pussy juices that poured out of me and thickly coated Danny's cock. I clawed the sheets and I clawed Danny's back and we kissed and I bit his shoulder and bit his chest, drawing a trickle of blood. I writhed and begged and pleaded for him to stop, to not stop, to fuck me forever. I cried and I laughed and I screamed and went completely out of my head until the sun exploded and I felt my insides being bathed in hot, molten semen and my orgasm simply expanded until all reality was transformed into absolute pleasure and then I spiraled into semiconsciousness.
My last glimpse of reality was the sensation of Danny kissing me, his body on top of mine and both of us whispering words of sweet love to each other. We feel asleep then, the sound of rain splattering against the window, the two of us still joined cock and pussy, my last wish being to never let him slip from inside me.
I woke to the sound of Danny calling to me. I was alone in my own bed and it was still raining outside. I glanced at my alarm clock. It was almost noon. I sat up and stretched, smiling as I savored the sweet sensation that comes from a nice long stretch after mind blowing sex. My pussy throbbed with the memory of my little brother's cock buried deep inside me. "Meggie, wake up!" I heard Danny hollering from downstairs. "I've fixed us something to eat!" Was that bacon I smelled? I realized I was ravenous.
Naked, I strolled downstairs and into the kitchen. Danny was bare-chested, wearing only jeans. I admired his strong, well muscled chest. My brother gestured to the table, gawking at my naked body as only an eighteen year old could. "I've fixed us breakfast, er, maybe lunch. I smiled delightedly. On the table were plates of scrambled eggs, bacon and out of the can biscuits. No lover had ever made me breakfast before.
"Aren't you sweet, Danny!" I exclaimed as I hugged him, grinding my body against his. I felt his penis pressing against the denim material. I kissed him, wanting to let the kiss go on forever, but had to also deal with my hunger. We sat down and began to eat, hardly able to keep our hands off each other. We both wound up eating with one hand and touching each other with the other hand. I unzipped Danny's jeans and freed that humongous cockstand of his, slowly stroking it, while his hand caressed my breast, teasing and pinching my nipple.
"You're making me so wet, little brother," I said between bites of scrambled eggs. "Mom's going to be pissed when she sees pussy stains on her kitchen chairs."
Danny glowed with pleasure. "Well, then maybe we should go back upstairs, Meggie." He gulped down the last strip of bacon and washed it down with a big glass of orange juice.
Hand in hand, both of us giddy with the delight of new lovers, we walked upstairs. We never made it to my room as Danny tugged us into his bedroom tossing me on the bed. He shrugged off his jeans and I scrambled to the edge of the bed and took my brother's cock in my mouth again. I could taste both his semen and my juices on his big dick. I wanted to taste his seed again, but my pussy needed immediate attention too.
"Want to do a sixty-nine with your big sister, Danny," I said coyly after letting his penis slip from my mouth. I looked up at him hopefully.
"Hell, yeah!" Danny exclaimed, his eyes wide with excitement. I knew he knew what a sixty-nine was and what young man would turn that down.
I tugged him up onto the bed and pushed him down on his back. I swung around and straddled his face, my pussy hovering scant inches above his face. I looked down between him and was amazed to see pussy juice literally dripping out of my wet cunt and splatter against my brother's face. Danny had his tongue extended like a kid trying to catch snow flakes.
"Thanks for lunch, baby brother, now here's dessert!" I giggled and I lowered my cunt, grinding it into Danny's face. I moaned as his tongue assaulted my tender and sensitive flesh, and then quickly devoted myself to pleasuring my brother's cock. I began to lavish all my cocksucking talents on his massive pole, using my tongue to caress and bath and clean his rigid meat.
I licked Danny's monster cock while his tongue explored my pussy, revisiting and confirming all my sweet spots that he'd discovered only a short time before. We both quickly began to make garbled moans of pleasure as we made love to each other. Danny's hands were caressing my tight ass, spreading my ass cheeks, tracing a line down my ass crack and tentatively teasing my asshole, quickly learning that teasing my puckered hole brought very enthusiastic moans from his big sister.
I sucked and licked and danced my tongue around Danny's penis, becoming a little erratic as he fluttered his tongue over my clitoris and made me cum. Suddenly, I needed to have his cock inside my pussy again and as he cried in protest, I fell off him. His protests died quickly as I growled, "Fuck me, little brother! I need your cock in my cunt right the fuck now!"
I moved to straddle Danny and attempt to impale myself on his pole, but Danny moved quickly as well and in an eager voice asked, "Can we please -- um, can we do it doggie style, Megan?"
Danny's earnest and eager request delighted and thrilled me. I was happy to comply and scrambled to my hands and knees and waggling my tight ass at him, said, "I'd love to get fucked by my brother from behind!"
"I love you, Meggie!" Danny gushed as he moved behind me. He was so excited, it took him several attempts to line up his cock with my pussy. I raised my hips upward, lowering my head down, offering him a better angle and with a triumphant cry, my brother drove his cock home.
I responded with a scream of delight as again I felt my pussy become stuffed with so much cockmeat I could barely stand it. "I love your big cock!" I cried again, thrusting myself backwards to help Danny completely bury his rod in my womb. He ground himself against my taut buns and leaning down against me, slipped his arms around my waist, sliding his hands upwards to cup my breasts.
"F-fuck me, Dannnnnyyy!" I wailed as my cunt muscles tried to clasp his long shaft. "Fuck m-me with that biggggg dickkkk!" Danny began to slowly thrust in and out of me, his shaft and cockhead literally scraping the walls of my womb, making me feel sooo full. My nipples throbbed as they scraped the palms of his hands. Danny's fingers sank into my tit flesh as he sought leverage to better his movements in and out of my pussy. I tried to help, thrusting back as best I could, but my senses were overloading with pure, ecstatic delight and it was all I could do not to gnaw on the sheets.
"I love fucking you, Meggie," Danny gasped through clenched teeth. "You are so hot. Your pussy is so hot and ummm, tight! I love you, big sister!"
My little brother banged me like we'd been doing it for years. Perhaps in our incestuous love, we were operating on an instinctive level, fucking as brother and sister just coming naturally to us. For the first time, I felt things that I'd never felt before. I felt the need to get Danny deep inside me, to let him give me his seed at the deepest level -- to make me pregnant with his child, to be a vessel for his life giving seed, to orgasm with the knowledge that we were joined with the holy purpose of bringing new life to the world. Even as I knew this wouldn't happen as I had long been on birth control pills, I ached to become mother to my brother's child. Just the thought brought me crashing into orgasm, my pussy bathing his cock in my steaming juices.
Sweat flew from our bodies as we fucked, the room thick with the scent of our sex as our bodies slapped wetly and loudly together. "CUM IN ME, BABY BROTHER, GIVE ME YOUR HOT SEED, DANNY!" I wailed. I worked my cunt muscles, massaging my brother's mammoth shaft, urging him to cum. My orgasm was growing stronger and I wanted, no, needed to feel my brother's thick, hot semen bathing, filling my womb.
"OHH, MEGGIE!" Danny moaned and he rammed himself deep inside me one last time. His fingers dug deep into my tit flesh, reminding me that pain was part of pleasure as well and then it was my turn to scream as his cockhead swelled and then my brother began cumming inside me, hosing my insides with his sperm.



"YESSSSS! CUM CUM CUM IN ME, LITTLE BROTHER!" I screamed joyfully. "FILL ME WITH WITH YOUR SPUNK!"
I raised my head off the mattress, lips curled in ecstasy only to look right into our mother's face, her eyes wide in shock as she yelled, "WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON!"
With all the control any daughter could muster while her brother was spraying his semen inside her womb, I managed to gasp, "Hi, Mom."
To be continued...
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Now I've been in tight spots with my parents before. I wrecked Daddy's car when I was sixteen. I had to explain why the police picked me up for Drunk and Disorderly after I graduated from High School and once had to explain why my boyfriend of the moment was naked in our back yard. I even fast talked my way past explaining why I got fired from a summer job at the local Dairy Queen (I was having a little girl on girl thing with the boss's wife!). But how does one explain to one's mother how and why her son had just filled her daughter's pussy with a massive load of hot sperm?
My baby brother, Danny still had his massive prick buried in my spunk filled pussy, the last spurts of semen bathing the walls of my womb. I could barely speak as I tried to clear my head from the tremendous orgasm still echoing through my body. I could feel my large breasts swinging slightly as Danny made a few last involuntary thrusts into my body. Both of us were staring at our mother, standing in the doorway to Danny's room.
Mom was wide-eyed and red-faced, her expression one of shock, anger and something I couldn't quite pin down. Of course, I was a little preoccupied, what with a large cock still buried inside me.
As I meekly gasped, "Hi, Mom," Danny moaned in absolute horror and fell back from me, making me groan as orgasmic energy rippled through me as his long, thick shaft slid out of my clasping cunt. I felt a small splash of hot wetness on my butt as he did so and knew that he'd sprayed the last of his semen on my ass.
"Mom," I squeaked, "I can explain..."
I never had a chance. Mom charged out of the door way, hands flying and slapping my face and arms as she screamed, "HOW DARE YOU! YOU FILTHY SLUT -- WITH YOUR OWN BROTHER!" I tried to scoot away and got a stinging slap to the ass as well.
"Mom! It's not Meggie's fau -- OW, OW, OW!" Danny cried out as Mom turned her rage on him, slapping him and forcing him to retreat to the headboard.
"SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP!" Mom screamed. "YOU'RE BOTH DISGUSTING, RUTTING LIKE FILTHY ANIMALS." Mom turned back to me, her hand reaching out to grab me by the arm. I scooted away, but Mom got a good grip on my long, black hair and as I cried out in pain, Mom pulled me off the bed.
"Get out of here," Mom snarled at me, giving me a shove towards the door and then a slap on the ass. "Go to your room, Megan Louise!" Mom spun on her heels and pointed her finger at Danny. "And you stay put, mister. I'll be back to deal with you!" She started towards the door, but turned her head and said, "And for god sakes, put on some pants!"
I tried to stay ahead of Mom, but she closed the distance and drove me towards my bedroom with a series of painful slaps to my ass and back. Mom growled, "Get in there, Megan!" as she slapped me one more time on the ass. My butt cheeks were burning and I was starting to get pissed as I scooted into my room, Mom hot on my heels, slamming my bedroom door shut behind us.
"Of all the filthy, disgusting, perverted acts, Megan," Mom began. "Incest with your own brother! You horrible, awful whore!" Mom went to slap me again, but I batted her hand away with my arm.
"Give it a rest, Mom," I shouted back. "We're both over eighteen! We're both adults!"
Mom stepped right up in my face. "Your brother is barely eighteen! He's probably still a virgin or was until now!" Mom's expression changed somewhat to one of regret mixed with anger. "I expected better from you, Megan! What if he got you pregnant?" Mom was as upset as I've ever seen her. She was breathing hard, her breasts heaving against mine through her dress.
I snorted derisively. "Not hardly, Mom. I take precautions. This is no big deal. We both made our choices, we're okay with it."
"It is a big deal! You're fucking your brother. It's a sin!" Mom took a deep breath. "IT'S INCEST, MEGAN!" she screamed at me.
Suddenly it dawned on me -- the part of Mom's anger that was unrecognizable. I couldn't help but grin as a thrill ran through me. "What's wrong, Mom?" I said. "Jealous?"
Mom's hand lashed out, this time balled into a fist and Mom decked me with a punch to my chin and I found myself sprawled on the floor, Mom looming over me, fists clenched, ready to hit me again. "How dare you, you filthy slut," Mom hissed at me.
I decided to go for broke. "C'mon, Mom. Who's kidding who? Be honest and tell me you've never thought about it. Tell me you've not fantasized about Danny fucking you."
Mom gasped and I thought she might start kicking me, but she stood there, quivering with anger and sudden confusion. "I never - I would never even dream..." Mom gasped.
I rubbed the tender spot where Mom had slugged me and looked up at her. "Yeah, right, you never thought about it all those times you found his spunk in your panties. You know he fantasizes about you. We both know Daddy hasn't been exactly keeping you warm in bed and there's a handsome young man stroking his dick down the hall thinking about you and if you weren't fantasizing about him, you're a liar, Mom."
Mom opened her mouth to snarl something at me, but it didn't come. I gazed up at my mother, considering her fully for the first time, not just as a mother, but as a woman, a very attractive woman. My pussy, still throbbing from my little brother's attentions, began to burn anew.
As I've said, before, Mom is basically an older version of me. Except for her Ash blonde hair, colored to hide the gray, we were physically very similar. Mom's breasts were heavy, a bit larger than mine and I'm sure sagging a bit from nursing three children and from gravity, but still delicious looking. Mom was wearing a simple backless, summer dress. The neckline plunged just enough to expose the very tops of her breasts. With all the last few minutes exertions, her dress was just skewed enough to reveal a good bit more of her fleshy tits. Mom's waist was still trim from twice a week workouts, although her hips were larger, more womanly, again the blessing of bearing three children. The dress ended just above her knees, showing off trim and shapely ankles. Suddenly, I hungered to know what was under that dress.
"You've dreamed about Danny and his monster cock, haven't you, Mom?" I whispered. "You've stared at his loads of semen in your panties and you've wondered. You've wondered what it would feel like to have his hot spunk inside you. You've fantasized about how his semen tastes." I licked my lips. "I bet you've licked Danny's semen right off your panties, haven't you, Mom?"
Mom's face turned a deep red and couldn't meet my eyes until she gathered her anger together and snapped, "You're a filthy-minded whore, Megan. I cannot believe you're my daughter."
I ignored the desperate jab and pressed on. "You wonder all the time how it feels, how it tastes when it's fresh and hot from your son's cock, don't you, Mom?" Lying there naked on the floor, I propped myself up on my elbows and spread my legs brazenly, drawing Mom's eyes downward to my gaping pussy and the thick blobs of hot semen slowly oozing from my cunt, coating my labia and inner thighs.
Shivering with lusty excitement, I ran a finger across my pussy, scooping up a thick glop of my little brother's sperm. As Mom watched thunderstruck, I sucked Danny's creamy spunk off my finger. "I can tell you, Mom. Danny's semen is delicious!"
Mom began to tremble, unable to tear her gaze away from between my thighs. Slowly, Mom sank to her knees, landing between my widespread legs, whispering, "Oh my dear God!" Tears began to trickle down Mom's face.
I slipped two fingers into my pulsing vagina and scooped up another load of Danny's semen, kept oven hot in my fiery snatch. "It tastes really good, Mom." I sat up and offered my fingers to her. "Would you, would you like to try it some of Danny's sperm, Mom?"
Mom whimpered and inched a little closer, leaning in, offering me a splendid view of her cleavage. A fresh flow of pussy cream flooded my cunt as I watched Mom actually lick her lips as she stared at the whitish juices of her son's penis. Mom, using every bit of restraint she possessed, froze in place, her lips just scant inches from my offered, cum coated fingers.
I was consumed by delicious, naughty urges as I whispered, "You know you want to taste Danny's sperm, Mom."
I brushed Mom's lips, smearing my brother's jism across them and Mom groaned and seizing my arm with both her hands, sucked my fingers into her mouth, her tongue hungrily licking up her son's seed. Mom sucked and sucked, scouring my fingers clean before she released them, sobbing, "It tastes wonderful!"
I stroked Mom's face and then eased myself back, spreading my legs again. "There's more, Mom. Please help yourself."
Mom's eyes widened again as she realized what I offered and then she abandoned all restraint and dove between my legs. "Ohhh, Mom!" I groaned as Mom slammed her face into my cunt so hard, she actually slid me backwards a little. Like a greedy toddler unleashed their own birthday cake, Mom began to sloppily gobble my pussy, her tongue lapping madly at my pussy lips and thighs, seeking and licking up baby brother's spunk.
I intertwined my hands in Mom's thick hair, pressing her face against my hunching mound as she lashed my pussy with her tongue. As Mom's ravenous tongue slithered across my erect clitoris, I let out a cry as an orgasm welled up inside me. Again, as when I took Danny's virginity, I felt that I was crossing a bridge with no return possible. Again, I was entering a new land of possibilities. MY MOM WAS LICKING MY BROTHER'S SEMEN OUT OF MY PUSSY AND MAKING ME CUM!
Mom's tongue drove deep into my cum-filled twat, scooping up copious amounts of Danny's spunk, soaked in my own cream. My orgasm overflowed me and I bucked and twisted against Mom's face, seeking - needing to get her tongue deeper inside me.
"Ohhhhhh, Mom!" I squealed. "You -- you're making ME CUMMMM!"
I felt Mom's body tremble against me and she seemed to respond to my words by increasing her efforts, her tongue scouring my sugar walls for every drop of her son's cum and my juices and her lips sucking my labial lips into her mouth, nibbling and kissing me until I was seeing stars. An idle thought flashed through my mind -- was Mom just a natural like her son or did Mom have more than a little experience in eating pussy?
I almost jumped out of my skin as I suddenly felt Mom's hands slipping up my fluttering tummy and grasping my breasts. My orgasm reached full intensity as I felt Mom pull and twist on my hard nipples while her tongue washed over my clitoris, somehow finding the most exciting spots to tease and probe. I could hear mom slurp and gobble as I flooded her mouth with a gush of cunt cream!
I twisted and squirmed as Mom continued to fondle my body and eat my pussy. Mom began to slow her efforts, seeming to sense my orgasm waning and then with one last, almost regretful flick of her tongue, stopped and sat up.
"That -- that was wonderful, Mom!" I gasped, shivering with delight as I tried to sit up. "I love you, Mom!"
My mother stared at me for several seconds, looking sexy with semen and pussy juices smeared on her face. Without saying a word, she leaned over and kissed me, opening her mouth and accepting my tongue without complaint. We leaned into each other, kissing passionately for what seemed long minutes, but was probably just a few seconds. Mom suddenly broke the kiss and still not speaking, climbed to her feet. She walked over to the window where a few hours ago Danny and I had orally pleasured each other. Mom looked out the window at the still rainy day.
"Mom?" I climbed to my feet and walked towards my mother, admiring her backside. My desire to see Mom naked was growing stronger. "Mom, are you okay?" I whispered as I stood behind her.
"I -- I don't know, Megan. You and your brother have turned my world upside down." Mom snickered. "And to think, I came home early, thinking to surprise you both with dinner and maybe going out to a movie. I guess I got the surprise."
I slipped my arms around Mom's waist and kissed her on the nape of her neck, sending a shiver through her body. "I'm not sure, Mom, but I think maybe we've both got surprised here. Last thing I ever expected my mother to do was eat my pussy like she'd been doing it all her life." I slipped one hand upwards and cupped her breast. Even through her bra, I could Mom's nipple, hard and erect. It seemed much larger than mine.
Mom moaned and leaned back into me. "I cannot believe I'm doing this," she sighed. Feeling encouraged, I slipped my other hand downwards, finally cupping Mom's mound. Through her dress, I could quickly sense the heat coming from Mom's pussy. As I rubbed, I quickly felt her wetness bleeding through the light cotton dress.
I kissed my way down Mom's bare back, bending my knees and letting my hands slide downwards until I reached the hem of her dress. Slowly, the material wadded in my hands, I rose back up, running my tongue up Mom's back, watching the gooseflesh rise as I did so. Mom raised her arms straight up and let me slip the dress over her head. I let my eyes roam over Mom's body. She was wearing French Bikini panties that almost disappeared in the crack of her bountiful ass cheeks. Tossing her dress aside, I again hugged Mom around the waist, nibbling on her neck as she rubbed herself against me.
Moving my right hand downwards, I slipped my fingers through the waistband of her panties and cooed as I encounter not a single hair. Mom's pussy was completely bald, her slick, wet flesh hot to the touch. "Ooooh, Mom!" I sighed. "You shave your pussy! I love it!"
Mom groaned and hunched her pelvis against my probing fingers. "I did it to try and turn your father on. It didn't work, but -- MMmmmm, I like the way it feels."
I stroked her bare, slippery pussy and whispered back, "I like the way it feels too, Mom!"
Trembling, she turned carefully in my arms and facing me, pressed her lips hungrily against mine. As our tongues danced, my right hand fingered Mom's steamy, sloppy wet snatch while my left hand worked the clasp on the front of Mom's bra. It snapped open and Mom's large tits fell out, jiggling as they were freed. Mom's breasts had a lot of heft and surprisingly little sag, full, gourd like breasts that lay high on her chest. Mom nipples were maybe three times the size of mine, round like nickels, swollen and standing out almost half an inch. I stepped up so our breasts were mashing against each other, nipples catching and dragging with each other.
I slowly slipped my middle finger inside Mom's pussy, marveling at how her lips grasped at my digit. I curled my finger upwards, probing for Mom's G-spot and was almost immediately rewarded with a panicked, muffled groan from Mom and a spray of her juices. Mom was unable to keep the kiss going, sobbing, "Oh, Megan. What are you doing to me?"
In response, I swiftly began to squat, bringing Mom's bare cunt to eye level. Mom's pussy was lovely, a pink, flowering orchid, thickened labial lips dripping with nectar. Mom's clitoris was peeking out already from its hood. I pressed my face against her hairless snatch and gave her a big sloppy kiss centered on her swollen, penis-like digit, ending the kiss with a long, slow lick of her slit with my tongue. Mom's cream was sweet and salty, much like my own juices, but different still, perhaps age gave it its delectable flavor.
"OHHH, MEGGANNN!" Mom cried, suddenly unable to keep to her feet. Her legs gave out and Mom began to sag. I eased her downwards, rolling backwards until I was flat on my back and Mom was on her knees straddling my face. I've never seen a woman cum like Mom. Her juices were flowing almost like ejaculations, bathing my face. The air was thick with her powerful scent, enflaming my senses and awakening my sexual hunger.
Like a starving madwoman, I began to eat my mother's cunt. I was caught up in a frenzy, trying to lick her sweet cream from her soft pink flesh and suck on her pussy lips and tease her clitoris all at once. Mom rolled her hips, giving me a slightly better vantage point to eat her and I literally buried my face in her wet pussy, my nose rubbing against her throbbing clit as I swirled my tongue inside her, sucking up her flood of cunt cream.
Minutes passed as I licked and sucked and nibbled Mom's tender, delicious flesh. Mom sobbed and moaned and at one point began to scream, only to run out of air as I used every bit of pussy eating talent I possessed to bring my mother pleasure. God only knows what poor Danny was thinking down the hallway. Probably thought we were beating each other to death!
After a while, I managed to slip two fingers into Mom's spasming pussy. As I fluttered my tongue across the wrinkly flesh surrounding her clitoris, I again began to curl my fingers, probing for and finding Mom's G-spot. Her reaction was immediate. Mom began to rock uncontrollably, her pelvis grinding against my face as she sprayed her cunt cream into my open mouth. If it wasn't for the sweet taste of Mom's pussy juices, I would have thought Mom was peeing on me (and even that thought kinda turned me on, although I've never been into that sort of thing!).
Mom's orgasm was violent and my head throbbed as she beat me with her pelvis and her thighs tightened and loosened against my head in pulse with the erotic waves of pleasure roaring through her. Mom's loss of control excited me and spurred me to tease her even more with my mouth, slurping up her creamy juices as my fingers sought even more sensitive and responsive areas.
Mom suddenly began gasping, "Nonononononono! Got to -- OMIGOD, MEGANNN, I CAN'T BREATHE, STOPPP!" Mom flung herself off me, collapsing against the side of my bed, head down against the sheets, gasping for air. (that weird little part of my mind wondered idly if she could smell her children's mixed juices, still drying on the sheets). Mom's body shivered as she tried to get herself under control.
I climbed to my feet, feeling rivulets of her juices trickling off my cheeks to splash on my chest. Even my hair was sticky wet with Mom's juices. Her lovely scent was thick in my nostrils, it was almost as if I'd bathed in Mom's pussy juices. "C'mon, Mom, I'll help you," I whispered as I helped her up and onto the bed.
Mom flopped over on her back, her chest heaving heavily as she gasped, "I -- I thought m-my heart was going to stop. Oh, Megan, I have never cummed like that before!"
I climbed up next to Mom, lying on my side and cuddling with her. I slid my hand upwards from her belly to cup her meaty breast, rubbing my palm against her turgid nipple. It throbbed, pulsing in time with her fast heartbeat. "Ohhh, you haven't seen nothing yet, Mom. Wait till Danny fills you up with that big donkey dick of his!"
Mom's face, already quite red, darkened more and she covered her face with her hands. "Oh my god! This can't be happening. Even if I have fantasized about this, it's sooo wro..."
"No it's not, Mom!" I said in a scolding tone that I realized was Mom's own. "You've dreamed about it. Danny's dreamed about it. You're both over eighteen and Daddy hasn't been holding his end up!" I leaned in and kissed Mom gently on the mouth, allowing her to taste herself. "Hell, Mom, its only not wrong, but you deserve this! You're a wonderful Mom and I'm glad we can offer you a little pleasure."



Mom's eyes were shiny and she gave out a long, drawn out sigh. "Good lord! If this was a little pleasure, a lot of pleasure will probably kill me!" Mom bit her lip, betraying sudden nervousness. "Danny's awfully big, isn't he?"
I grinned and rolled my eyes. "You're going to be one proud and happy mother by the time you're done with your little baby boy, Mom!"
That set off the giggles in my mother and that's a sight I'll treasure to the end of my life; Mom, still in the grip of a sexual flush, giggling like a little girl. Her laughter was contagious and hugging Mom to me, we laughed and laughed until we were almost in tears. The giggles faded as we suddenly found ourselves kissing passionately, working ourselves into another state of absolute horniness. There was an expression of absolute lust or absolute madness in Mom's eyes -- maybe both. I realized I wasn't the only one who knew they had passed a point of no return.
"Well, Mom, are you ready for your son?"
Mom took a deep breath, held it for long seconds and then let it slowly out. She nodded and then in her best 'still pissed off mother voice,' hollered, "DANNY, GET IN HERE RIGHT THIS INSTANT!" A few seconds passed and we heard nothing. Mom winked at me and yelled, "DANIEL JONATHON, GET YOUR BUTT IN HERE RIGHT NOW!" We then heard the door to Danny's bedroom open and then the slow trod of feet walking down the hall. Danny was trudging along like a man going to his execution. For a second, I thought we would break down giggling again.
The doorknob turned slowly, the door opened up and then my little brother edged into the room. He was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. He was looking down at his feet, apparently expecting to die at any moment, not even noticing that we were naked.. For such a magnificent lover, my brother could be such a dork!
"Danny," Mom said in a commanding voice. "I'm very disappointed in you."
Danny sniffled a little and raising his head, began to apologize. "I'm so sorry, Mom, I know I -- I -- I -- Mom? Meggie?" My baby brother looked as if he'd been whacked by a baseball bat. His eyes roamed over the naked bodies of his sister and his mother. To make matters worse for him, Mom was slowly spreading her legs wider while I was casually slipping my fingers through her bald pussy lips. We looked like two wanton sluts -- or at least I did. My hair was a wild, cunt cream soaked tangle, my face still glistening with her juices. Mom, well, Mom looked like the hot, mature and naked mother that she was.
Mom continued to speak sternly. "Son, I am very, very disappointed in you. Here your mother and sister are naked and wet and waiting for you and you're still dressed?"
"Mom?" Danny repeated. I snorted. For a guy who had a little while ago had been giving his sister the fuck of her life, my little brother could be really slow in figuring things out.
"Danny, get those damn clothes off so Megan and I can see that fine cock of yours!" Mom demanded.
A look of disbelief on Danny's face evolved into a grin and he tugged his T-shirt off, revealing his flat, well muscled stomach and then he unbuttoned his jeans and skinned them off. Mom and I groaned as one as little brother's incredible cock sprang free, rising stiff and thick to the sight of his naked sister and mother.
The sight of Danny's long and hard cock energized Mom. She immediately went into motion, pulling herself up onto her knees and moving quickly to the edge of the bed. "Come here, son!" she gasped, reaching out a hand to Danny. As he complied, Mom took hold of her son's cock, caressing it as he moved to the edge of the bed. "It's sooo big, sweetheart!" Mom cooed as she stroked it with both hands.
"Oh, Mom!" Danny groaned. "I can't believe you're here. That you and I..."
Mom rose up, her hands still stroking Danny's cock, and kissed her son on the mouth. Danny let out a tiny squeak as Mom slipped her tongue into his mouth. I can't blame him -- it's not every day you get French kissed by your mother. "You didn't really think I'd let your big sister keep you all to herself, did you, Danny?" Mom panted as she broke the kiss.
Unbidden, Danny's hands went to Mom's breasts, cupping and kneading the tits he once nursed on. Mom purred happily as Danny caressed her flesh. They kissed again, tongues dancing happily as they shared a wet, sloppy kiss. Mom then kissed her way down Danny's chest, stopping to nip at his small, hard nipples. Mom continued smooching her way downwards until she buried her face in her son's crotch. "I can smell your sister on you, sweetheart," Mom whispered. "Can I taste her on this big cock as well?"
Mom licked Danny's cock from its base to the top of his cock head, swirling her tongue this way and that over his thick shaft before taking his cock in her mouth. "Ohhh, Mom!" sighed Danny as Mom sucked his long shaft in. I raised my eyebrows as Mom took most of my little brother's cock in her mouth -- I mean, who expects to discover their Mom knows how to deepthroat a cock?
Danny's fingers intertwined in Mom's ash blonde tresses and he used them to hold Mom's head in place as he slowly thrust his cock back and forth through her lush lips. Mom's heavy breasts swung back and forth in time with her son's thrusts.
Finally, as Danny protested, Mom pulled back, licking her lips and grinning. "I can't wait to taste your sperm, son, but I want your big penis in my pussy the first time I make you cum!"
Leading my little brother by his cock, Mom guided him into bed and onto his back. Danny's cock waved proudly in the air, glistening with Mom's saliva. Danny turned his head and looked at me, a big, silly grin on his face. "This is the greatest day of my life!" he murmured to me. I had scooted up to the headboard, one leg pulled up against my chest and the other hanging off the bed. My tingling cunt was on fire as I began to play with myself.
Mom straddled Danny and paused, her blooming cunt lips hovering just above the leaking tip of her son's massive, erect penis. "I have dreamed of your cock for so long, Danny," Mom breathed as she spread her pussy lips and lowered herself onto his dick. Mom groaned as his enormous girth spread and filled her pussy. Again, Mom bit her lower lip, looking incredibly sexy as she reacted to the pole she was taking inside her body. Slowly, inch after inch of cock meat drove upward into Mom's womb.
"Oh Jeez, Mom!" gasped Danny. "You're so wet and hot. Your pussy's on fire!"
"You -- Are -- So -- Big!" moaned Mom. Sweat broke out on Mom's forehead and chest. "I didn't, MMMMMM, think it was possible to feel soooo stuffed! OH GOD, SON, I LOVE YOUR COCKKK!" Mom squirmed a little, trying to get all of her son's cock inside her. At the end, there was still a little daylight between Danny's cock and Mom's pussy, but baby brother, flung his hips upward and Mom let out a soulful sob as Danny buried the rest of his cock inside Mom's womb, his wiry pubic hairs tickling Mom's bald mound.
Mom leaned forward, resting her hands on Danny's strong chest, her nails digging into Danny's skin as the first wave of cock induced orgasm crested and washed over her. "You're so tight, Mom. I love you!" moaned Danny, his hands cupping Mom's breasts. For a couple of minutes that seemed to stretch into eternity, both mother and son were almost absolutely still, joined intimately together as lovers, savoring the sweet sensations that they were experiencing. I think the world went away for Mom and my little brother. They were staring into each other's eyes, expressions of long pent of desire etched on their faces as they relished a mother and child reunion of the most erotic kind.
"I love you, Danny," Mom finally whimpered. "Do you like it? Do you like Momma's pussy?" Almost imperceptibly, Mom was beginning to move her hips, slightly rising and then lowering her cunt on Danny's cock.
"I love your pussy, Mom," Danny replied. "Sooo hot and wet and smooth, Mom."
Mom gradually increased her movement. "Momma's going to fuck you, sweetheart. Momma's going to make this big dick feel soooo good!" With steadily increasing intensity, Mom began to ride Danny, her movement becoming easier as her cunt became used to her son's girth and as Mom's incredibly wet pussy coated Danny's thick cock.
I was so entranced by the image of my mother fucking my brother that I almost jumped when Danny's hand touched my leg. Although Danny only had eyes for Mom, my sweet brother had not forgotten me. Danny's palm slipped up my inner thigh, fingers brushing and then spreading my pussy lips.
As Mom bounced up and down on Danny's cock, my little brother slid his fingers into my aching, hungry pussy -- and I mean his slid all his fingers into my wet slit. "Ohhh, Danny!" I moaned, my pussy still sensitive (and a bit sore) from his efforts earlier in the day. "OH, DANNNYYYY!" I screamed as Danny, remembering his lessons from yesterday, curled his fingers to make a fist inside my cunt.
Mom glanced over at me. I'm sure she saw me shaking, Danny's hand in me to the wrist, but her eyes were glazed and from experience I was sure that her entire being was fixated on that tremendous log inside her. The fact that her son was about to start fist fucking her daughter would be irrelevant as long as her son also was giving her the fuck of her life.
Mom's cries of pleasure were joined by my own as Danny began to slowly fist me, moving his elbow back and forth, gently pressing his clenched hand deep into my womb. Each thrust made me writhe in uncontrollable ecstasy. As my little brother pushed against my cervix, I would clamp my thighs down, holding him fast until the incredible sensations overwhelmed me and I would be forced to let him go.
Mom's cries drowned out my own as she somehow found the strength to go from her knees to a squatting position and began to ride roughly up and down on Danny's stiff penis. Mom's bountiful breasts bounced wildly like oversized softballs as she slid up and down on his cream covered pole. A sexy sneer twisted Mom's face as her first son induced orgasm whipped her body into spasms. Mom tried to continue riding Danny's cock, but had to constantly pause to gasp for breath and simply regain control of her convulsing body. Mom would sink till she was fully impaled on her son's cock, weeping or laughing as the mood struck her, always moaning her love for Danny's cock.
"I LOVE YOUR COCK, SON! LOVE, LOVE, LOVE YOUR BIGGG MONSTER DICK. SO THICK AND LONGGG, SO MOTHERFUCKINGG BIG, DANNYYY! MOMMA LOVES YOU, SON! I LOVE YOU SOOO MUCH, DANNYY!"
Mom and Danny's sexy fuck went on and on and on. Mom would collapse prostrate on Danny's chest, her pelvis barely moving as his cock throbbed and pulsed inside her pussy. Once Mom regained a semblance of control, she would kiss Danny passionately and then rise up, the very image of incestuous glory, stretching her arms to the sky, pulling her heavy breasts taught and crying out happily as she ground her crotch against her son's penis. Then Mom would once again begin to move up and down, her leg muscles bulging with the exertion, fucking Danny until again she was swept up into orgasm.
Danny's efforts to fist fuck me became irregular as he was distracted by the efforts of our mother to pleasure him. I didn't care. Moving or not, his fist propelled me to multiple orgasm, spurred on by the erotic sight of Mom, her lusts unleashed, fucking her son unashamedly.
Suddenly Danny groaned, "I'm gonna cum, Mom!" I screamed as he unfurled his fist and slipped out of me. My brother's pussy cream covered hand reached up and he grabbed Mom's breast smearing my juices across her tit. "I want to cum in you, Mom!" he growled through clenched teeth. He was struggling to hold off as long as he could, savoring that sweet moment of teetering on the edge of orgasm.
Mom slowly sank down Danny's shaft, coming to a rest with her son's cock buried in her to the hilt. "Yessss," Mom hissed. "I want your seed in me, Danny! Give Momma all your hot sperm!"
With a triumphant roar, Danny's pelvis bucked upwards and driving into Mom's womb as deep as possible, my little brother began pumping his steaming semen into Mom's pussy. Mom stiffened as her womb was suddenly hosed with fresh, young sperm and then Mom let out the most soul-wrenching wail I have ever heard as her son's seed sent her into a nuclear detonation of an orgasm.
Mom's body stiffened and she screamed like she was hooked up to an electric chair as she convulsed helplessly, her entire existence now centered on the huge fuck pole flooding her pussy with potent, hot sperm. Mom's cries trailed off, her mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure but her orgasm struck her with wave after wave of tremendous erotic sensations lashed her body and soul.
Danny grunted with each ejaculation, the sensation of Mom's pussy wrapped tight around his shaft, no doubt urging him on and on to empty his balls of all his life giving seed. Mom's orgasm reached its peak and she cried out a triumphant, lusty "YES!" and then fell off her son, sobbing as her pussy grudgingly surrendered his still stiff rod.
Acting totally on sexual instinct, I moved quickly then, helping Mom roll over onto her back and then spreading her legs apart. I had a sudden ravenous need to eat Mom's pussy, now overflowing with my baby brother's semen.
Mom's bald cunt was gaping wide open and oozing semen and her own juices. Never have I had a greater need to eat pussy as I did then. The exciting fragrance of Mom's and Danny's mixed juices, were like a drug, making me dizzy with lust. With a sob, I dove between Mom's legs and began licking her twat hungrily.
Mom jerked as my tongue rolled over her blood swollen labia, scooping up her juices and Danny's delicious spunk. Mom's hands entangled in my hair as one second she tried to push me away, the intensity of her pleasure too much and then the next, pulling me back, thrusting her pelvis against my mouth so I could further pleasure her as I ate her cum filled cunt.
Eventually, the effort was too much for Mom and she lay helpless and speechless beneath me, moaning as I sucked and licked and nibbled at her creamy pussy. Occasionally I would pause to catch to catch my breath for a minute or two, Mom trembling underneath me, thinking it was over, but then I would without warning again dive into her pussy, taking long ice cream licks at her tender flesh, making Mom begin to cry out anew her pleasure..
Suddenly, I felt hands on my ass, raising my butt upwards, I knew what was about to happen, but was still unprepared for the incredible intensity of Danny's cock suddenly pressing against my cunt and then pushing into me, stuffing my womb full of pulsing cock meat. I screamed into Mom's pussy, my warmth breath intensifying the pleasure that my tongue was giving her.
We were now all linked together, three incestuous beings becoming one dynamic sexual entity, joined cock, pussy and mouth. This wasn't my first threesome, but never had I been more aroused. Never had I felt this way -- so euphoric, so complete and so carnal. I was irrevocably converted to the faith of incest. This wasn't heaven, but as I slurped up Mom's and Danny's juices while my baby brother plowed his massive penis into my womb, I was certain I was experiencing the next best thing.
Danny was really giving it to me, his cock worming in and out of my wet and stretched pussy. Before long, I was almost as limp and helpless as Mom from the orgasmic energy rippling through my body. I felt my legs giving out and I began to sink downwards, but my little brother gripped me by the hips and kept my ass lifted up as he relentlessly fucked me. Danny had already cum four times today and in the little conscious thought left to me, I was both awed and a bit scared as I realized that Danny would be able to fuck me for a long time before he had to orgasm.
As Danny battered my body, his thrusts forced my face into Mom pussy and we fell into a lovely rhythm where I would take my baby brother's cock deep in me to the hilt, his thrust forcing my mouth and tongue into Mom's wet, creamy cunt. I stuck out my tongue, taking long licks at Mom's clitoris with each thrust of Danny's hard dick.
Time seemed to stand still. The universe narrowed down to my brother's lovely penis, my orgasming pussy and Mom's juicy cunt. Orgasms came and went, each one more intense than the last. I finally found myself so incapacitated by orgasmic delight that I couldn't eat Mom anymore. I simply pressed my face into Mom's syrupy sweet twat, letting her slick, silky pussy bathe my face and fill my nostrils with her delightfully pungent smell. I was dimly aware of her juices running down my face from my forehead to my chin.
Danny began to grunt with his efforts and his thrusts picked up speed. Baby brother's cock seemed impossibly huge and when I didn't think it could get any bigger, I heard him hiss from a far distance, "Megggggiiieee!" and his cockhead swelled against my cervix and then my womb was being sprayed by searing hot semen.
A firestorm of sweet pleasure exploded in my pussy and rapidly spread throughout my body, sending torrents of erotic joy rippling through my veins. I screamed my ecstasy into Mom's throbbing pussy. I felt my heart swell and I thought it would simply burst from the strain. Incestuous pleasure swamped my senses, turning everything white and in that brilliant whiteness, I simply lost myself.
Hours passed -- I was dimly aware of that. I slept, I woke. Eventually I was aware that it was night. I was paralyzed with orgasmic exhaustion. I sensed that the bed was rocking and that Mom was sobbing, crying out my brother's name. I faded out again, Mom's voice pleading in my ears, "Fuck me, Danny! Give Momma that fine big cock! I love you, son!"
More time passed. I awoke to find someone slowly licking my pussy. I sighed and moaned, squirming with delight. I was pretty sure it was Mom. Danny has just a hint of a beard. My orgasm carried me back to sleep where I dreamed of Danny's cock cumming and cumming and Mom and I swimming in an ocean of hot white semen -- Danny's semen, drinking and drinking and never getting our fill -- of Mom and I sharing mouthfuls of my baby brother's spunk. I had visions of Mom and I in a tight embrace, floating in the air -- face to face, breasts to breasts and pussy to pussy, somehow Danny filling both of us at the same time with his massive meat as we kissed and caressed each other.
At times I couldn't tell where my dreams stopped and reality set in. I was lost in a carnal and incestuous world that both aroused and fulfilled me as nothing has ever before. I was lost and I hoped that I would never be found, fated to live out my life wrapped in a steamy cocoon of incestuous sex.
I opened my eyes and it was morning, the sun's early rays streaming through my window. I was nestled against someone soft and warm. I looked up into Mom's loving eyes, a happy and contented smile on her face. I felt her nipple harden under my cheek.
"Good morning, Megan," Mom whispered softly. Her arm was draped around my shoulders and she pulled me in for a tight embrace, lowering her face to kiss me, her tongue darting playfully into my mouth.
I stretched and groaned, feeling weary muscles pop and complain. "Good Morning, Mom. How are you?"
Mom sighed happily. "I am wonderful and sore and tired and happy and still trying to believe what I've done to my daughter and son."
I giggled. "Well, some of it, we did to you, especially Mr. Big Dick. Speaking of whom, where is my baby brother?" Mom tapped my shoulder and pointed behind me. I turned slightly to see Danny sprawled out on the right side of the bed, one leg dangling off into the floor. His mouth was open and he was gently snoring. Even sleeping, his cock at half mast looked enormous. I looked back at Mom. "Did you wear him out?"



Mom sighed happily. "I'm not sure. I think it was kind of a tie."
"Wow. I wonder how many times he got his rocks off yesterday?" I speculated aloud. We counted and recollected the best we could. I sucked my little brother off once and he fucked me three times while Mom recollected being fucked by her son three times -- twice after he'd fucked me unconscious. We looked at each other and then gazed at Danny with a touch of awe. Seven times in twenty-four hours -- ahhh, nothing like a teenage boy!
"He sure is something, Mom," I said with admiration. My pussy was sore, but I was actually aching for more. Just thinking of Danny's cock, made me wet!
"Yes, Danny is," replied Mom. "It's the greatest sex I've ever had."
"Even better than Daddy?" I asked. I'd never given Dad much thought before as a sexual person, but recent experiences were teaching me I needed to look closer to home for fun and games.
Mom sighed and said, "Well, in our younger days, your father was hell on wheels, but these days..." Mom's words trailed off and she got a distant expression on her face before finally snapping out of it and hugging me again. "These days, Megan, I doubt he'd respond to a hot little number like you strutting naked in front of him."
"Oh, really," I said, skepticism in my voice. I felt that familiar exciting tingle between my legs. The image of Daddy naked with a hard-on popped into my head. God, I loved a challenge. "Mom, is that a dare?"
Mom laughed and started to say, "No," but stopped and looked at me, naughty speculation in her expression. Mom grinned evilly and shook her head. "No. Not even a luscious little slut like you could turn your Daddy on."
I shivered with excitement. I felt the warmth and wetness began to grow from within my pussy. "That is a dare. Okay, Mom, you're on!"
To be continued...
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When Daddy walked out of the airport terminal, the first thing that struck me about him was how unhappy he looked. Not mad and not quite sad, but like a man carrying a load that is almost too heavy for him and knowing that he was going to be carrying it for the rest of his life. He moved to the edge of the skywalk and gazed up and down the lane looking for Mom. Mom had deliberately not told him that I was going to pick him up. This was a part of my plan.
His eyes passed over me, pausing I think to appreciate the pretty young woman in the skimpy summer dress. He didn't realize it was me until I began waving and bouncing up and down, calling out, "Hi, Daddy!" I can't blame him for not realizing it was me. I was wearing sunglasses and the dress was meant to draw and hold the eye. The hemline of the dress was thigh high, almost like a short tennis skirt and the top was a shell top that left the shoulders bare and bared the upper portions of my 36D breasts. I wasn't wearing a bra and the lightweight material molded itself around my large, perky breasts, leaving no doubt as to the size and condition of my nipples (and at the moment, my nipples were hard and standing out!). I'm sure that as I was jumping, I was giving Daddy a delicious display of jiggling titty flesh! To finish my sexy appearance, I was wearing high heels that really called attention to my long, tanned legs.
Daddy seemed taken aback when he realized that he was staring at his daughter and between my legs, I could feel a sudden bloom of wet warmth. I realized that I really did like the thought of my father regarding me as a sexual being. He crossed the pickup lane to where I was parked and I rushed to him and almost leaping into his arms, gave him a big hug.
"Welcome home, Daddy," I gushed, kissing him on the corner of his mouth and then on the cheek for good measure even as I rubbed myself up against him.
"Thank-thanks, Megan. Um, where is your mother? I thought she was picking me up." Daddy seemed a little perturbed. Daddy was an orderly guy, wanting everything to always go off as planned. Deviations always perturbed him. I wanted to bust out laughing. Poor Daddy – he had no idea what was in store for him!
"Mom had to go upstate to a fabric place and will be back tomorrow. She took Danny with her," I said as I opened the rear door of the station wagon. I posed prettily for him as he tossed his bags in the back. Winking saucily at my father, I added, "I guess you're stuck with me tonight, Daddy."
Daddy was trying to ogle me without appearing to be ogling and just grunted back, "Well, she could have called."
"Well, something big came up, I guess and she needed to give it her full attention," I replied. It was the truth. The something big was Danny's cock and I was sure that Mom was giving it her full attention in a motel on the outskirts of town! I squelched any thoughts of jealousy by focusing on my new obsession – the seduction of Daddy!
I asked Daddy if he wanted to drive home, but he said he was tired. I unlocked his door and then climbed in. I could feel Daddy's eyes on me as I carefully climbed behind the wheel. My dress slipped upwards, showing off my tan thighs and when I was settled, I knew that the hem was just a hair short of showing Daddy my lacy white panties. I hooked up my seat belt, aware that the pressure from the strap was also tugging on my shell top downwards, exposing more of my titties.
"I'm glad your home, Daddy. I've missed you," I said, reaching over and patting him on the thigh. "It's been a long time since it was just you and me."
"Yeah," Daddy mumbled as he continued to stare at me. His face was flushed a little. "I'm sorry." He was silent for a little while. "I was thinking while I was at that conference that I don't spend enough time with you and your brother and..." Daddy paused and sighed. "And your mom. I reckon I need to do something about that."
I studied Daddy as I drove us home. Dad was fifty-four years old. He was a little paunchy, but not bad for his age. He was five foot, eleven inches tall and weighed around two hundred pounds. He worked out once a blue moon, but golfed a lot, never using a cart, but walking the course to get his exercise. Daddy's hair was a salt and pepper mix that I thought was very attractive.
"Well, tonight there is no work, just you and me, getting to know each other again. Y'know, I'm not the little girl you used to tuck into bed and check under the bed for the boogey-man. I'm all grown up now!"
Daddy stared openly at me now. "Yes you are – a grown up woman." He shook his head. "You remind me so much of your mother at your age."
"Really?" I replied.
"Yes. She was maybe a year older than you are now when we first met. She came in as a temp secretary at the firm I worked for in the old days." Daddy leaned back in his seat and smiled. "I remember the first time I saw your Mom. She was wearing a green sweater and a red, plaid miniskirt."
"Oooh, was it love or lust at first sight?" I said teasingly, winking at him again.
Daddy's face got a little redder. "Well, love, I suppose – hell, it was lust. I knew I wanted your mother from the second I met her."
"Mmm, my Daddy – the ladies man!" I cooed. "So, how long did it take you to nail Mom?"
Daddy jerked as if I'd pinched him. "Megan! You shouldn't talk like that – that's not appropriate."
I shrugged (not unaware that doing so gave my breasts a nice, enticing bounce), and said, "Hello? All grown up now, remember. I know about sex and fucking, Daddy. I was just curious as to how you and Mom got together."
Daddy had jerked again when I used the word 'fuck.' I thought he was going to clam up, but I had a sense that maybe Daddy needed to – no, wanted to talk about Mom and himself. Maybe Mom was wrong in that Daddy was just not interested anymore. I tried to urge him on. "C'mon, Daddy – spill the family secrets. I know you weren't an angel when you were single. Lord knows Granny Simmons talked about what an incorrigible young man you were until you settled down with Mom."
Daddy snorted. "That first day I met your mother, we, um – went out for drinks afterward, she invited me back to her place for dinner and well – we made love for the first time that night."
"On the first date!" I gushed, trying not to laugh! "You fucked Mom on your first date?"
Daddy's face was now a deep, dark red. Embarrassed, Daddy shrugged and said, "Well, your Mom was and is a beautiful, sexy woman. I can't believe any man in his right mind would say no to your mother. I sure didn't and we've been together ever since."

"Aww, that's sweet, Daddy. Tell me more about you and Mom."
Daddy laughed and said, "Well, I don't know if there's all that much to say, Megan. Your Mother and I dated for a year, we lived together for two more years and then we got married after your mother got pregnant." Daddy grinned at me and added, "Pregnant with you." He stared out the window for a minute and then continued. "Your mother was the horniest thing when she was pregnant. We were wild lovers before that, but when she was carrying you and later pregnant with your sister and your brother, your Mom was like a rabbit. She about wore me out!"
It was my turn to blush. I hadn't been prepared for Daddy to be so forthright. I wondered if he was just unconsciously responding to my seductive flirting or if it was something more – he had seemed so serious and maybe lonely when I saw him walking out of the airport terminal. All I could of to say in reply was, "Wow!" The rest of the drive home was mostly silence as I tried to decide how to proceed.
I helped Daddy carry his bags upstairs to his bedroom. He stood there and looked around the empty room. He had an odd look on his face and he sniffed the air two or three times. I felt my face burning as I wondered if he could smell the aroma of sex. In the seven days since he'd been gone, most of Mom's Danny's and my waking hours had been spent in one or another's bedroom, fucking like there was no tomorrow. We'd aired out the rooms, but still...maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I could sense a hint of semen and cunt cream in the air.
"Daddy, I know you're bushed. Why don't you unpack while I run you a hot bath? You can take a long soak while I take care of dinner."
"That sounds nice, Megan," Daddy replied. He turned and regarded me, openly staring at his daughter.
I decided to remind him of how much of a woman I had become and hugged him again, taking a long time to unwind my arms from around his neck after grinding myself against him. "I'm so glad you're home, Daddy," I whispered in his ear. "I love you."
Daddy sighed as he didn't shy away from my body pressing against his. "I love you too, Megan." He watched me walk to the door where I turned back and smiled at him. He shook his head with a smile and said softly, "So much like your mother." I shivered just a little as I realized that there was more in Daddy's gaze than a father's fond look.
By the time my father was unpacked, I had him a nice bubble bath ran. My parents' bathroom sported a huge stand alone claw footed tub, big enough for two grownups and I was tempted to just be waiting for him, naked and wet in the tub, but resisted the urge. I was determined to seduce Daddy fast, but everything in its own time, right?
I told Daddy that his bath was ready and to climb in and I'd go make him a drink. When I got back with a double Scotch, no ice, Daddy was in the tub, making little contented noises. I handed Daddy his drink, wishing I could see more through the bubbles and wondering what his cock looked like. Mom had said that it was nowhere near the size of Danny's, but I didn't care. In my youthful escapades, I have discovered that every cock has its own charms.
Daddy took a sip and sighed, "Just what the doctor ordered, Megan. I needed this. I am so tense." He sat the drink on the edge of the tub and sank a couple of inches lower into the water.
On impulse, I dropped my hands down to Daddy's shoulders and gave them a squeeze. He started a little, but didn't move away or say anything. "God, Daddy, you are tense!" I said. "Your muscles are all knotted up. Here let me help." I went down on my knees and I began to massage Daddy's shoulders and while I expected a protest, all Daddy did was sigh. His muscles were tight, but I worked at them hard. I made myself a little wetter between my legs by pretending I was some massage parlor whore giving Daddy a businessman's special.
Daddy groaned and softly said, "Your hands feel sooo good, honey!" I kneaded his shoulders for several minutes, pleased that I was making Daddy feel good. Before I thought about it, my hands wandered down to his chest and I rubbed his pectorals, my palms gliding across his small, hard nipples nestled in a tangle of wet chest hair. Daddy groaned happily, "That feels soo good, baby." Daddy stiffened then, and sat up quickly, sloshing water over the rim of the tub as he realized what he had said. "Um – you said something about dinner, Megan? I'm starved."
I sighed, wondering where we might have taken this particular moment. Score one blocked pass to Daddy. Still, I had cards to play. "Right, Daddy. Give me thirty minutes." I stood up, suddenly realizing that Daddy's movement had splashed the front of my dress with water. I grinned to myself and walked around the tub, making my way to the bathroom door. I turned and showed off my wet front to Daddy. Daddy's eyes went wide as he stared at my chest. The water had turned the material all but transparent, my breasts and nipples clearly visible. "You made me wet, Daddy," I purred as I ran my hands over my front. "Shame on you, you naughty Daddy!" I said in the same little girl voice I would use to get him to buy me an ice cream cone or a candy bar. Before he could reply, I fled the room, giggling as I went.
I quickly changed, opting for that naughty Daisy Duke ensemble I had earlier teased Danny with. The tight blue jean shorts felt good digging into my ass cheeks and hugging my aching, sodden pussy tightly. I quickly took care of dinner. I admit I'm a terrible cook, so I ordered us some Chinese takeout and it was delivered promptly.
I called Daddy down to dinner, enjoying his goggle-eyed stares at my sluttish outfit as he descended the stairs. He was wearing sweat pants and a T-shirt and despite his middle-aged paunch, looked very handsome. I took his arm, allowing my breast, already overflowing the halter top to brush against his arm as I walked us into the dining room.
I had laid out two place settings at the dinner table and had lit some candles to give us some atmosphere. I poured us some wine and we sat down to eat. Daddy loves Chinese food and he went at it with gusto. When he slowed down, we began to chat, discussing my going to school out west and how my sister was doing in the air force.
Finally, I took a sip of wine and decided to make a move. "Daddy, can I ask you a question?"
Daddy smiled at me and replied, "Sure, Megan, ask away."
I leaned forward, emphasizing my cleavage and said, "You know, you were talking about you and Mom being wild lovers. I can remember that. When I was little, I don't know how many times I woke up in the middle of the night hearing you making Mom scream. I wasn't scared, because Mom told me that's how Mommies and Daddies make babies and show each other how much they loved each other."
Dad blanched. "Megan, I don't think we should be talking like this."
I shook my head. "No, its important, Daddy. I – I mean, you two don't fuck like you used to. I don't remember the last time I heard you fuck Mom to an orgasm. Don't you love each other anymore?"
Dad almost spilled his wine as he grabbed the glass and drained it. "Megan, this is none of your business."
"But it is, Daddy. You guys are my parents and if something's wrong, me and Danny and Karen have a right to know. Don't you find Mom sexy anymore?"
"Of course I do! I love your mom – it's just – I don't want to talk about it."
Daddy started to scoot his chair back, but I was out of mine first and was in front of him before he finished standing up. I grabbed him by both wrists and looked him in the eye. "Please, Daddy. Let me help. Talk to me!" I pressed my argument by simply pressing myself against Daddy's chest. My breasts pillowed out against his chest and I hugged him. "Please, Daddy. I love you and I just want to help you."
We stood silently for a long minute. Daddy's arms went tight around me and I was sure I felt a throb against my thigh. "I love you too, Megan," Daddy whispered. "But there's nothing you can do for me. Honey, your Dad just got old." As if admitting it made it so, Daddy let me go and slumped back into his chair. He looked so sad, that I felt guilty for my naughty plans, but I realized I could help him – and Mom.
I knelt down in front of him, well aware I was giving him a bird's eye view of my breasts. "Tell me, Daddy. What do you mean?"
Daddy breathed heavy, staring at me. I was wondering what was wrong. I rested my chin on his right knee, putting me at eye level with his crotch. I expected to see more evidence that I was getting through to him, but there was nothing. "Daddy?"
Daddy took a deep sigh and then said, "I love your mother, Megan. I know she's gone way beyond reason to excite me. She set up that romantic weekend when we visited you in the spring. She has tried to make herself more attractive to me – Lord, you don't know..." His voice trailed off and I knew what Daddy was thinking of.
"You mean like when she shaved her pussy for you?"
Daddy's jaw dropped in surprise. "You know about that?"
I nodded vigorously. "Yes, Mom told me. Didn't Mom's bald pussy turn you on?"
Dad groaned and rocked back and forth. "Oh God, yes! But I couldn't get it – I'm impotent." A sob broke loose from his chest and I almost cried for my father. "I've been to the doctor. I've got bottles of Viagra and other things in my medicine cabinet. It works for a moment, but my mind wanders. I worry about work and things and getting old and losing your mother. Then things – things just stop working." Daddy fell silent again, looking like his life was over.
I stood up and said, "It's okay, Daddy. I think I can help you."
My father looked up at me and sighed. "How?"
"Do you trust me, Daddy?"
Daddy looked confused. "Of course I do, honey, but how...?"
I pulled Daddy to his feet. "Daddy, I want you to go and take one of those little blue pills right now." I handed him my glass of wine, still half full. "Go into the living room and wait for me. Make yourself comfortable."
Daddy looked at me with fear and confusion. "One of my pills? Oh, Megan, there is no way you and I – NO!" He pushed away from me, his hand falling on my mostly exposed breast.
I clasped my hand tightly against Dad's, holding it to my tit. "Do what I say, Daddy. Do it for me. Do it for Mom. Do it for yourself." I leaned in and kissed him, catching him off guard. He kept his lips clamped and I had to be satisfied with rolling my tongue over his closed lips. "I love you, Daddy. Let me help," I implored him. "Go take your pill, Daddy and go to the living room. I'll be back down in a little while."
I kissed Daddy again. His resolve was weakening a little. I kissed him and he kissed me back, mouth still closed and I felt his hand tighten on my breast. "Do it for me, Daddy." I whispered and pulled away from him. I could feel cool air on my nipple and realized without looking down that my right tit had spilled out of the halter top. I did not try and fix it. I walked backwards away from Daddy, letting him see my breast. "Do what I ask, Daddy. You won't be sorry," I whispered.
I turned and hurried upstairs. I squirmed out of my shorts, amazed at how wet the almost worn out crotch was with my juices. I jumped in the shower for a quick freshening up. I found myself getting really excited. I had imagined simply teasing Dad until he was ready to rape me, but all of a sudden, I found myself more excited by the prospect of being the one to revive my father's libido. And you know, it never occurred to me that I couldn't do it!
Twenty minutes later I was easing my way back down stairs, now dressed in the very negligee that Mom and I had joked about a week or so before. Not transparent, but very revealing. I paused at the living room door, wondering what I would do if Daddy wasn't there. I hadn't heard the station wagon start up, but he still could have fled the house. I took a deep breath and stepped into the living room.
And there my Daddy sat. He was in his favorite overstuffed leather chair, a drink in his hand. I had to smile. Daddy looked like a kid about to embark on his first date. "Daddy? Are you ready for me, Daddy?" I said softly as I entered. I stopped about five feet in front of Daddy. I wanted him to have a good look at his little girl, now all grown up.
Daddy's eyes roamed over my scantily clad body. The plunging neckline put most of my breasts on display, my hard nipples outlined clearly as they pressed against the silky material and the short hem barely covered my crotch. "What do you think, Daddy? Do you think I'm pretty?"



"Lord, Megan – you're beautiful!" Daddy murmured. "But, we shouldn't be – we, um you shouldn't be going around dressed like that. This isn't right. It's not decent!" He took a long sip of his scotch and continued to stare at me.
"Now Daddy, we're both grownups here. And besides, I'm going to help you with your – ah, problem, remember?" I sauntered towards my father, studying him like a cat studies its prey. My hands toyed with the hem of my negligee and I watched Daddy's eyes widen as I teased the hem up and down, offering him glimpses of my pussy. Before Mom left the house this morning, she'd shaved my cunt and now I was as bare and as smooth as the day I was born.
"See anything you like, Daddy?" I whispered coyly as I stood before him.
"Ohhh Megan," Daddy whispered back. "We can't do this, can we?"
I pushed my knee between Daddy's knees, spreading them apart. As I knelt between my father's legs, I replied, "We are doing this, Daddy." I reached out and palmed his crotch. Through the cotton material of his sweatpants, I could feel his cock – not quite erect, but throbbing all the same. "Did you take your little blue pill, Daddy?" I asked.
"Y-yes," Daddy stammered.
"Good boy. Now let's get these things off." I reached up and tugged at Daddy's waist. He lifted his hips and I pulled his sweats and his shorts down. I worked them over his bare feet and threw them over my shoulder. "Mmmm, this lovely thing has potential!" I reached out and took Daddy's penis in my hand. It had reached about half mast and I could feel his pulse throbbing within it. Daddy shivered as I slowly stroked it.
"Now Daddy, I just want you to relax and enjoy yourself," I said, looking up at him as I lowered my mouth to blow on his penis. "And if your mind starts to wander and you start thinking about work, just remind yourself that your lovely cock is in your daughter's mouth." I felt a jerk and Daddy's cock grew a little in my hand before I took the half erect thing in my mouth.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned as I began to suck on his manhood. I rolled my tongue around and over his cockhead, tasting dribbles of precum as Daddy squirmed in his seat. I bobbed my head up and down rapidly, sucking vigorously on my father's dick, pulling the partially erect meat taut, always staring up at him as I worked his cock towards full mast. For a second, I let him slip from my mouth and whispered, "I love my Daddy's cock!" Then I devoured him hungrily. Daddy's cock responded, getting longer and harder by the second.
I reached out and found Daddy's hands and placed them on my head, encouraging him to guide my motion. "Oh, Megggggiieee!" my father sighed. I stared up at him as I sucked, never taking him from my mouth except to show him how my tongue could dance around the crown of his cock, swirling it over the swollen head of his penis.. And finally, Daddy's cock was hard and stiff as a steel rod.
Mom spoke truth. Daddy was nowhere as large as Danny, but he was still a respectable size. A touch longer than what I refer to as the traditional six inches and he was nicely thick. Best of all, Daddy's shaft had a little curve to it – upwards and to the right that I was sure would feel sinfully delicious when it was scraping my sugar walls.
Daddy's fingers were tangled in my long, dark hair, guiding my movements – now fast and then slow. I submitted to his commands willingly, my eyes staring up into his, conveying my love and my incestuous desires to my father. I deep throated my father, burying my nose in his graying pubic hair, inhaling his definitely masculine musk as his wiry pubes tickled my cheeks and chin. Slowly, I slipped back up, letting my tongue play along the length of Daddy's shaft.
I sucked and I sucked until Daddy's breath was ragged. He tugged at my hair, forcing me to let him slid from my lips. "Meggie, Daddy's gonna cum!"
"I smiled and said, "Good. I want you to cum in my mouth, Daddy. Your little girl wants to eat your cum!" I took him in my mouth again, sucking my father's cockhead while my tongue fluttered madly.
Daddy grunted over and over, becoming louder until he bellowed, "Megan!" and then my father flooded my mouth with his semen! I had to gulp quickly as Daddy's first spurts were massive and thick. I realized Daddy hadn't cum in a long, long time. I swallowed, but despite my best efforts, a little sperm leaked out of my mouth and dribbled down my chin. His spunk tasted delicious – greatly different from Danny's. It was stronger and saltier – like some wines, I guess sperm can benefit from being aged.
I sucked and licked for all I was worth. Daddy's hands trembled in my hair and he sobbed, "That's sooo good – your mouth is so goddamn sweet, Meggie!"
Finally, Daddy released the last feeble spurts of his sperm and I let him slip from my mouth. I quickly scooped up the blob of semen on my chin and sucked it off my fingers, finishing up by sweeping my tongue over my lips and saying in that little girl voice of mine, "Thank you, Daddy! Your sperm is delicious!" I rose up and kissed Daddy as he sat thunderstruck, my tongue sweeping into his open mouth and teasing his tongue before he knew what had hit him. I wondered if he realized he was tasting himself as we kissed. Nevertheless, Daddy finally responded to my kisses, his arms came around me and he pulled me to him in a ferocious hug, my tits pressing against his chest and his semi-erect cock throbbing against my belly.
I toyed with the idea of dropping down and sucking him hard again, but then a better idea occurred to me. I climbed up higher, straddling my father and rubbing my bare pussy against his penis. I began to hunch myself against his half-erect cock. Breaking our kiss, I gasped, "Get hard, Daddy! I want you in my pussy, Daddy! Can you feel how wet you've made me, Daddy?" I squirmed against him, rubbing my flowered and wet pussy against my father's penis, bathing it with my juices. As I did that, I tugged Daddy's shirt off and rubbed my titties against his bare chest.
Daddy's hands drifted from my waist to my ass cheeks. He kneaded my butt, spreading my cheeks and adjusted me to better rub against his cock. I felt it flex and jerk. "Please Daddy, get hard for me. I want my Daddy's big cock in my wet cunt!" I kissed him again, passionately and sloppily as I ground my feverish body against him. I was really aroused and suddenly it wasn't a game anymore – I needed to get fucked by my Daddy! I needed to feel his hot seed inside me.
"Don't you want to fuck me, Daddy?" I moaned.
"Yessss!" hissed Daddy and then I squealed with delight as I felt his cock swelling and pressing against my pussy lips. Thank God or thank Viagra – I didn't care – my Daddy was erect again! Daddy kissed me again – hard enough to make my head spin and then his hands were cupping my ass cheeks and raising me up. I spread my thighs as best I could (thank god for oversized, overstuffed chairs), and Daddy lowered me onto his shaft.
Daddy moaned and whimpered as my labia lips began to clasp at his erection and I began to sink down on my father's cock. I mewled as I felt the curved tip of his penis rub along my cunt walls and then sobbed "Yes!" as Daddy lowered me down the entire length of his shaft until his pubic hair was tickling my slick labia.
I was filled with desire and wonder. Daddy was nowhere near as large as Danny, but his cock had turned my pussy into a throbbing molten furnace. I don't know if I've ever been so aroused as incestuous desires consumed me. This was my father fucking me! The hard cock that had spilled the seed that gave me life was now buried to the hilt in my cunt! Just the sinfully delicious thought of it sent me into an almost immediate orgasm.
"Fuck me, Daddy!" I squealed as shockwaves of pleasure consumed me. Arching my back, I involuntarily presented my tits to Daddy and he wasted no time wrapping his lips around one hard nipple – his tongue flickering over the hard bump and then as I cried out, Daddy began biting my nipples, almost hard enough to draw blood. I loved it. It took my orgasm to a new level of intensity and I felt my cunt contract around Daddy's cock as I frantically hunched myself up and down on his Daddy-cock.
I'm sure we were quite the erotic sight. Daddy and daughter joined in carnal congress in that big, overstuffed chair. My feet pushed down into the seat cushion on either side of Daddy's body, as I leveraged myself up and down on his cock. I leaned into him as he sucked and chewed on my nipples – Daddy pausing once in a while to moan an endearment to me. "I love you, Meggie. Daddy loves your tight, little pussy! So hot and sweet. Daddy loves you, baby!"
My orgasm seemed to level out, never quite fading and occasionally rising in strength as I plunged myself up and down on my father's hard penis. My fingers dug into Daddy's shoulders, nails digging deep enough to draw blood. Remotely, a part of me was realizing that I had discovered a profound truth. Incest is best! I have always loved sex, but family love was taking me to incredible new levels of erotic pleasure and I wondered if I would ever again be satisfied with sexual partners outside the family!
Daddy again cupped my ass-cheeks and began to work me up and down on his cock. We kissed and I could taste my own sweat on Daddy's tongue. We were both covered in fuck sweat and as our bodies collided and collided again you could hear our bodies slap together noisily.
My pleasure began to escalate and I became dizzy with sexual delight – at some point, control of our incestuous fuck passed from me to Daddy. I moaned, helpless in the midst of my orgasm as Daddy suddenly ground me down on his cock. Keeping me firmly impaled, Daddy scooted himself forward until he was on the edge of the seat cushion. Then carefully, as if I were a very fragile item, Daddy lowered us both to the carpet, leaning me back as he did so until I was on my back and he was on top of me, cock still buried in me to the hilt.
Daddy's hands slid down my thighs and then he was lifting my legs upwards, spreading them out and then draping my long legs over his shoulders as he curled me up into a ball. Daddy grinned down at me, his eyes full of hunger. "Now, Megan, I have you right where I want you," Daddy gasped.
Daddy's stare was a little intimidating. I suddenly comprehended that I was about to a fucking to remember. To urge him on, I whispered in my little-girl voice, "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck me hard!"
Daddy growled and did just that. Like a jackhammer, Daddy began pounding his cock into my pussy. I screamed and sobbed as my father relentless fucked me like it might be his last act on Earth. In and out, Daddy fed me his cock, twisting and rolling his hips as he buried that sweet cock of his in me again and again.
Daddy fucked me with the vigor and determination of a mature man that knew that having already orgasmed once, he would be able to go a long time before his next ejaculation.
The living room soon reeked of sex – of wet, excited pussy and of the fuck sweat of an incredibly aroused father and daughter. Likewise, the air was filled with the sweet music of our lovemaking – our moans and cries and little endearments to each other. Each time Daddy's body slammed into mine, it fed the lusty fires rippling through my body. My orgasm grew and grew. Daddy never stopped. Once in a while, he would slow down his hard thrusts, but with sweat falling from his face, Daddy would simply grin, take a couple of deep breaths and resume his hard fucking thrusts.
My orgasm suddenly went nuclear – the heat between my legs becoming a raging inferno. I felt my juices bathing Daddy's cock as I screamed, "DADDDDYYY, I'MMM CUMCUMCUMMMINGGG! My body began to convulse, lost in the thrall of orgasmic fury. My cunt locked down on Daddy's penis, furiously massaging him. Daddy looked into my face, twisted into a lust crazed visage and moaning my name, Daddy began to cum.
Daddy pumped his huge load of semen – the same semen that gave me life – into my womb, sobbing, "I LOVE YOU, MEGAN! DADDY LOVES YOU SO MUCH!" Our mutual orgasms seemed to go on and on. We were both in tears as our bodies began to slow and relax. I felt an almost divine grace as the warmth of Daddy's seed warmed my womb.
My legs sprawled on either side of us and Daddy stayed on top of me, keeping his weight on his knees and arms, his slowly softening cock still buried in me. He kissed me passionately as he whispered, "Oh darling little girl. I don't know how I can ever thank you! It has been so long, Megan – you have no idea. You're a wonderful lover."
"So are you, Daddy," I replied, stroking his arms. "I love you so much. If you want to thank me, don't ever stop offering that lovely cock!"
We kissed some more. Finally, I felt Daddy slip out of my pussy and I sighed. "Let me clean you up, Daddy." I slipped from his arms and crawled around until I could take his cock in my mouth. Daddy groaned as his still sensitive penis reacted to my hungry tongue. I licked Daddy clean of our mixed juices and then continued, but it was soon apparent that Daddy was going to need some time to revive.
I looked up into his eyes and smiled and shrugged. "I think Daddy could use some rest," I teased.
Daddy grinned and then a huge yawn overtook him. "Guess I could use a nap at that," he replied. "Care to join me, little girl."
In my little girl voice, I teasingly replied, "Can I sleep with you in your's and Mommy's bed, Daddy?"
Daddy turned red, but climbed to his feet and offered me his hand. "Of course you can, Megan." Hand in hand, Daddy and I climbed the stairs and then in my parent's bedroom, Daddy picked me up and carried me to the bed. He climbed in after me and there, naked, we cuddled, relishing the feel of each other's warm skin. Daddy wrapped me in his arms and there, feeling as safe as I ever have, I feel asleep in Daddy's embrace.
The sun was shining when I woke up the next morning. I stretched like a big jungle cat and smiled as I felt just so damned good! My pussy had not stop tingling and as I lay there next to my father, I considered the fun and games I had enjoyed now in the last week with my family and it just made my bald little cunt steamy wet.
I glanced over at Daddy. He was snoring softly, a bit of a smile on his face. I wondered what he might be dreaming about. We'd kicked the blanket off in the middle of the night and I looked at the half erect cock that had given me life and that had given me so much pleasure last night. I choked back the urge to wake him up immediately and slipped out of bed. I glanced at the bedside clock. It was 7:45. I padded to my room and placed a call on my cell phone. When someone answered, I spoke three little words. "Come home now," and hung up.
I went and freshened up a little and then still naked, returned to my parents bedroom. As I walked, my hand teased my quickly moistening cunt as I anticipated the fun and games about to descend on our household. Daddy was still sleeping as I slipped into bed, turning to face away from him and wrapped my hand around his cock. I stroked it gently as I leaned into my father's crotch. I slipped my mouth around Daddy's cock and began to suck him. I could still taste me on his penis from the previous night's loving.
When I heard Daddy moan in his sleep, I swung one leg over his body so my crotch was straddling his face. As I continued to suck his cock, I carefully lowered my mound to Daddy's face. My labia lips had bloomed, revealing my aroused pussy flesh. Daddy was stiffening in my mouth and I heard him whisper, "Oh God, yes!" I wasn't sure whether he was talking in his sleep or was awake until I felt him move a little and then Daddy's tongue rolled up the length of my soaking wet slit. I shivered as his morning beard teased and tickled my bald cunt.
Daddy wasn't having impotency problems at this moment. His cock quickly hardened as I rolled my tongue over his swollen cock flesh. Daddy's hands massaged and spread my butt cheeks as he fiercely tongued my pussy, running his tongue from the top of my aroused cunt down to my little button of an asshole. I let out a muffled groan as Daddy's tongue, stiffened and poked my anus, sending an entire new set of wonderful sensations coursing through my body!
The room soon filled with the noise of our oral love, both of us merrily licking and sucking. Daddy was like a starving man as he tongued and nibbled my pussy, making me claw the sheets as he quickly found my most sensitive spots. Idly, I wondered how many times when I heard Mom's moans in their bedroom, it was because of Daddy's pussy eating skills. For myself, I took Daddy to the edge and kept him there, not allowing him to cum.
Finally, I realized that we weren't alone. I glanced up to see Mom and Danny taking in our lusty sixty-nine. Mom's hair was bed tousled and both she and my brother looked as if they had quickly thrown on clothes (in Mom's case, she still had her pajama's on), and driven here from their motel on the edge of town – which of course is exactly what happened.
Mom was staring avidly as I sucked her husband's cock. In her eyes was a gleam of yearning, a gleam that gathered intensity as Daddy cried out, "I'm cumming, Meggie!" Danny was at her side, his arm around her waist. He looked thunderstruck as he watched his sister giving their father a blowjob. Daddy's cock throbbed and then he began to ejaculate in my mouth. It was another serious load of cum – wad after thick wad of hot sperm. I sucked him furiously, wanting every drop of his seed.
As Daddy's load slowed down and stopped, I winked at Mom. She took her cue and in a loud voice announced. "What in the world is going on here?" Daddy jerked and literally bucked me off him as he struggled to sit up. I landed on my knees, watching Daddy stare as Mom came striding up. I doubt he noticed she was wearing silk pajamas as he stared shamefaced at her, his face dripping with my cunt cream.
"Jenny! I uh – uh, don't know what to say."
Mom towered over us, looking as pissed as she had when she'd walked in on Danny and me. "There is nothing to say, is there, James? I come home to find you giving our daughter the sperm I've been hungering for, for so long." She glanced over at me and winked. I had said nothing because it's hard to talk when you have a load of semen in your mouth.
"I guess there's nothing to do but this," Mom continued. She climbed up on the bed and came to me as I moved towards her. We came together, Mom kissing me passionately as I opened my lips and offered her Daddy's seed.
Daddy gasped as he watched us kiss, passing his semen back and forth, our kiss becoming sloppy, sperm smearing our lips and running down our chins. "What the hell is going on?" he gasped. His eyes widened as Danny (looking nervous as hell), carried out his part, climbing on the bed behind Mom and began to unbutton her pajama top. Danny still had his jeans on, but he'd shucked off his T-shirt.
"What the fuck are you doing, Danny?" Daddy rasped.
To keep Daddy from moving towards him, I reached down and wrapped my fingers around my father's still mostly erect cock. Danny pulled Mom's pajama top off her, revealing her slightly sagging, but magnificent breasts – her nipples rock hard and jutting out. As Daddy stared bug-eyed, his son then reached around and cupped Mom's breasts, fingers pulling on her engorged nipples. I stroked Daddy's dick and Mom and I broke our kiss and gave Daddy a cum smeared grin.
Licking my lips, I smugly said, "We're turning our world upside down, Daddy. We're making it better – more exciting! Tell the truth, Daddy. Doesn't it make you hard to see to see your wife and daughter eating your cum together?"
Daddy stared at us silently, but the evidence was in my hand. Daddy's cock was rock hard and standing up proudly. Mom stared down hungrily at her husband's hard penis. "Ohh, James, you don't know how I've missed your cock." Mom's hand moved down to take Daddy's cock from my grip. With practiced eased I watched as Mom began to masturbate Daddy's erect dick. "Fuck me, James – please, darling – fuck me."



Daddy stared at Mom for several seconds. Danny stepped in and I was proud and aroused by my baby brother's audacity as he slipped a hand between Mom's legs and rubbed her pajama covered mound. Mom bit her lip and moaned, "Please, James - fuck me!"
Danny removed his hand to let Daddy see Mom's darkly stained crotch. "Dad, Mom's really wet for you! She's missed you so much!" Danny licked the moisture of Mom's juices off his fingers.
Daddy growled, "You always were a slut, Jenny – that's what makes you so damn hot!" Reaching up and grabbing Mom by the shoulders, Daddy pulled her down on top of himself and kissed her violently, not seeming to mind that his own seed was smeared on her face. I grinned in triumph at my little brother and together we tugged off Mom's pajama bottoms, leaving her completely naked in her husband's arms.
Mom and Daddy kissed as Mom hunched her bottom against Daddy's hard cock. "Here, Mom, let me help!" I said. I ran my fingers through her hairless twat with one hand and used the other hand to guide Daddy's cock to his wife's sopping wet pussy.
Once I placed his stiff meat between Mom's spread labia, she let out a triumphant cry and sank down quickly, engulfing Daddy's erection. I eased back and cuddled on the edge of the bed with Danny as we watched our parents fuck.
There is something incredibly sensuous and beautiful in watching two life long lovers in the act. Totally familiar with each other's bodies, knowing every sensitive nook and cranny and understanding what moves bring their partner the most pleasure – my parents became a living work of great erotic art.
Mom rode Daddy with confidence, her large tits bouncing hypnotically as she moved her legs up to a squatting position and allowed herself be totally unrestrained. Daddy wore the grin of a man who having lost his greatest treasure had suddenly had it handed back. His hands caressed Mom's naked form, roaming over her breasts and arms and stomach, becoming familiar with his wife's body once more.
Mom cried out in pleasure as she fucked Daddy, running her fingers through her unruly ash blonde hair and then shaking her shoulders and making her tits bounce enticingly as Daddy's cock filled her with erotic delight.
I felt Danny move away and then quickly return. The bare skin of his thigh against my leg told me he had shed his jeans. I tore my eyes away from my parents' lovemaking long enough to glance at my handsome baby brother. Out of his lap, his thick, massive pole stood straight up, slapping his belly. I reached out and stroked Danny's stiff penis and whispered as I again stared at Mom and Daddy, "So, Mom didn't wear you out, huh?"
Danny sighed, "Not for lack of trying. Mom just can't seem to get enough." He chuckled and added, "Well, to be fair, neither can I." His hand slipped behind me and he trailed a finger down the crack of my ass until he came to my own sodden cunt. I moaned as he slipped his finger into my pussy and slowly made a circular motion. "How about you, Meggie – have you had enough?"
I turned and kissed my baby brother, sharing Daddy's taste with him. He didn't seem to mind. "I could live to be a thousand years old, little brother and never get enough of your monster dick!" I replied. "Shall we join Mom and Daddy?"
Danny just nodded and pulled me in front of him. He was kneeling and his cock was a spear jutting out. He pulled me back against him and impaled me on his long – oh, so wonderfully long and thick penis. I cried out as his huge cock head forced its way inside my cunt and then began to fill me with his long shaft. We were both kneeling, my ass sliding up his thighs as little brother hugged me to him. He kissed my neck and whispered, "I love you so much, Meggie! You've saved our family!"
We rocked together, Danny's cock moving slightly within me, making me crazy with incestuous desire as we watched our mother and father make passionate love. The air became thick with carnal aromas as two hard cocks fucked two incredibly wet pussies. Danny's fingers were pinching my hard nipples and he nibbled on my ear as we eased back and forth, little brother's cock throbbing powerfully within my womb, making me crave his seed. Before us, Mom moaned in pleasure and cried out her love to our father.
Daddy cried out, "I love you, Jenny!" and then groaned as he thrust his hips upward fiercely and sobbed, "I'm cumming, sweetheart!"
Mom's body stiffened and she groaned, "Yes, lover! Give me your hot spunk – it's been too long, James. She sank down, impaling herself fully on Daddy's cock and then began to flail her arms as Daddy began filling her cunt with his semen. Mom looked over at us, an expression of exquisite delight on her face as her tears trickled downwards. Mom cried out to us, "Your Daddy is making Mommy cummm, my babies!" She reached out a hand to me and I took it. Mom squeezed my hand hard as her orgasm erupted and Mom sobbed out, "Your Daddy is cumming in Mommy!"
Both Mom and Daddy were moaning and then I felt Danny groan and as my own orgasm suddenly sneaked up on me and I felt my baby brother's cock swell and then begin flooding my insides with his hot seed as I realized that this incredible scene of our parents mutually orgasm was so intense it produced orgasms in us as well! The room was filled with satisfied moans and sighs of family pleasure as mother, father, son and daughter orgasmed together.
As we drifted down from cumming, Mom sighed, "I can't believe how much I love this!" She slipped off Daddy's slowly shrinking cock and rolled over on her back, limbs all akimbo. Between her spread thighs, her wide open cunt glistened with her juices amid globs of Daddy's seed. Danny's cock stopped spraying my pussy with his semen and I lurched forward, crying out as Danny's cock popped out of my pussy (both a sweet and painful sensation – damn, he is so big!), and I straddled Mom and dove between her legs. Eating Daddy's cum out of Mom's cunt suddenly became very important to me!
Mom squealed with pleasure as my tongue began lapping at her sensitive pussy flesh, but she also reacted quickly to use her hands to tug my hips downward so she could press her mouth against my cum filled pussy. Busy as I was, I heard Daddy say in amazement, "Wow!" and Danny respond with an agreeable, "Yeah!"
Both men watched Mom and I eat each other out for the next several minutes, both of us only stopping when the pleasure was simply overloading our nervous systems. We finally stopped, both of us gasping as we pulled each other up to a sitting position. Our faces were smeared with cunt cream and jism and we kissed, completing the mingling of sperm and pussy juice from all four members of our suddenly very close family, as Daddy and Danny clapped in appreciation.
To further show their appreciation, my father and my brother fixed us breakfast when we all finally gathered up the strength to climb out of bed and go downstairs. Sitting naked at the dinner table, we ate ravenously (is there anything that builds up a good appetite like hot sex?), and talked about the sudden change in our family relationships.
Daddy was almost slack-jawed as I gave him the details of how I seduced Danny and then how we pulled Mom into our incestuous desires. I climbed onto Daddy's lap and wiggled my naked butt against his semi-erect cock as I told him, "And then I bet Mom I could seduce you – I even bet her I would have you in bed by this morning."
"And it didn't even take the little slut that long, did it, James?" Mom observed in a wry voice.
Daddy blushed and grinned. "Um, about four hours or so, right, Megan?"
"Well, I had your cock in my mouth in about three hours, Daddy. Of course, I was coming on strong!" I replied, proud of myself. I turned and grinned at Mom and said, "Of course, Mom was eating my pussy in about fifteen minutes after walking in on Danny and me, so she can't criticize!" It was Mom's turn to blush as I stuck my tongue out at her.
Daddy shook his head in disbelief and muttered, "I can't believe this is happening."
Danny swallowed the last of his breakfast and said in a worried voice, "Dad, are you okay with this – with us all being together?"
Shrugging his shoulders, Daddy said. "I don't know what to think about this, son. My daughter and son fucking and my son and wife fucking and my daughter fucking me and..." Daddy trailed off for a minute, suddenly aware that his actually describing our incestuous adventures was pumping a little blood into his cock and getting him hard again. Then he grinned. "But, I made love to my wife this morning for the first time in I can't remember when and I fucked my little girl last night and your mother looks happier than she ever has, so – yeah, I'm okay with this!"
Mom and Danny clapped at his words and I turned in his lap and gave him a long, soulful kiss. When we came up for air, Mom was sitting in Danny's lap now, the two of them kissing passionately, Mom hunching her pussy against little brother's erect penis. We all grinned at each other and then Mom gave us our marching orders.
"Okay, Daddy and I are going up and take a shower and get ourselves nice and clean. Danny, you and your sister go get cleaned up too." Mom waggled a finger at us. "Now, no fucking yet – save it for our bedroom! I expect to see you kids in twenty minutes in our bedroom." Mom winked and said, "Don't bother wearing clothes. I want to see both my children naked as the day they were born!"
Danny and I had a fine time lathering each other up in the shower and I think Mom and Daddy did too. We could hear them giggling and laughing down the hall in the master bathroom. We dried each other off and I dried my hair while Danny stood behind me, tickling me.
We entered our parent's bedroom to see Mom kissing Daddy on the bed. Daddy was on his back and Mom was cuddled up against him, hunching her hairless twat against his hip while she stroked his cock. They beckoned us over and we all looked at each other expectantly. Finally, Daddy spoke up and said, "Well – how shall we proceed?"
Mom and I grinned at each other and Mom with a bit of chagrin replied, "Well, Megan and I did have a bet and the stakes were who would get to try something special first." Mom sighed. "Megan won, so she's in charge."
I giggled as I rose up on my knees and began giving directions. "Okay, first, we need to get our men here stiff as can be." I curled up next to Daddy. "I want you to watch Mom suck your son's cock, Daddy." I reached into his lap and took his semi-hard cock and began to pull on it gently.
We both watched as Mom pushed Danny over on his back. His already proud erection was quickly swallowed by Mom who entertained Daddy and me with her deep-throating ability. I could feel the blood flowing into Daddy's penis as he watched his wife suck his son's cock. After a few minutes, I said in my best little girl voice, "Isn't that nasty, Daddy? Watching Mom suck Danny's prick is just fucking nasty?"
I leaned over and began to suck Daddy's cock. Daddy groaned as his hands stroked my long, black hair. He groaned more when I let him slip from my mouth and whispered, "Get hard for me, Daddy. I need your hard cock. I need your hard cock in my ass!"
Daddy's eyes widened and I could feel more life flowing into his cock. His erection was moving along nicely. I glanced over at Mom and said, "Is Danny ready for me, Mom!"
Mom let go of Danny's cock, a streamer of precum suspended between her upper lip and Danny's penis. Mom winked as she flicked her tongue out and severed the streamer, lapping up the part that didn't splatter against her breasts. "Hard as a rock and ready for love," Mom purred.
Mom and I moved past each other, Mom lowering her head to suck Daddy's dick while I straddled my baby brother. I sighed happily with anticipation as I felt the immense crown of his lovely cock pressing against my labia. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, I lowered myself down on Danny's pole. I looked over at Daddy who was avidly staring at me. "Get hard for me, Daddy! I need your sweet cock in me too!" I whispered coyly to him. I think I even batted my eyes!
Daddy gave me a guttural growl and Mom moaned appreciatively as she let Daddy slip from between her lips. Watching his little girl stuffing his son's cock in her pussy really got Daddy going. Mom climbed on board his stiff dick telling him, "We need to get you nice and slick for your little girl!"
When I felt Danny's wiry pubes tickling my bare cunt, I leaned forward "and kissed him. God, my little brother's cock felt so incredible. It didn't seem possible that I could fit anything else inside my body – not that I wasn't going to try!
"I need you, Daddy!" I moaned, looking over at him. My aroused cunt was stuffed with Danny's cock and I was leaning down against him, my tits pillowing out on his chest, his chest hair teasing and scratching against my swollen nipples. "I need your cock in me, Daddy! Please assfuck your little girl!"
Daddy groaned, "Oh my God!" as Mom climbed off him. My father's erect penis was shiny with Mom's juices. Mom looked almost as excited as Daddy. She was breathing heavily – her breasts moving up and down in almost a hypnotic dance. Mom helped Daddy to his knees and then led him over to Danny and me. Danny's body was slick with sweat as he resisted the need to begin fucking me hard. Keeping one's cock buried inside a tight cunt must be hard work. The urge to fuck was something instinctive and powerful – it was all I could do to not start riding his massive pole right then and there!
I reached back and gripping my ass cheeks, I spread them wide, revealing my tight, brown hole. Mom was fingering herself and she brought up her hand covered with her hot, creamy pussy juices and smeared them against my anus. I looked back. Daddy was lining up his erect penis and I felt him press it lightly against my ass-hole. "Dadddddy!" I begged. "Fuck me! Please fuck my asshole, Daddy!"
"Yesss, baby girl!" Daddy growled and he pressed against me – his hard dick pushing against my round little hole and then I felt an electric shock as my sphincter muscles yielded to Daddy's cock head and it popped into my asshole. "Damn it, you're tight, Megan!" Daddy panted and he thrust forward.
Another inch of his wonderful hardness slipped into my anal cavity and I heard myself scream out in pain and pleasure. My body went rigid and the only action I could control was my screams of delight and agony as Daddy's juice covered pole slid slowly and steadily up my ass. I no longer felt full – I felt as if I was about to burst open. I sobbed as I felt Daddy's cock sliding along my little brother's stiff penis, separated only by a thin membrane of skin. "OHOHGOD!" I managed to moan as I felt Daddy's balls slap against that little space between asshole and pussy.
"Jeezus!" gasped Danny. "I can feel Dad inside you, Meggie! Can you feel it?"
If I had been able, I'd have whacked Danny up side his head. Could I feel it? Good god, I was impaled on two hard cocks, filling me as I had never been filled before – of course I could feel it! All I managed was a nearly incoherent sob of "Yuh-yuh-yessss! Lu-lu-OHGOD! I – I –I Love YA-YOUR C-COCKS!" And I did. I was cumming so hard, I could not move, little shivers the only visible sign of the nuclear orgasms that felt like they would tear me apart. Sparkles of light danced in my vision. For a moment, I thought I would faint, but I was determined to enjoy and savor every minute of my orgasmic pleasure...and I wanted more.
With every bit of will power, I turned my head to Mom and pleaded, "Mu-Mom, sit – sit on Dan – uh, bro- brother's fu-face!"
As Mom moved to straddle Danny's face, he wiggled in anticipation and his thick cock wormed a little inside me and an even more powerful wave of orgasmic energy pummeled my body. In response, Daddy shifted a little, making me groan even more. Mom sat down on her son's face, her butt now in my face. As Mom rubbed her bald cunt against Danny's mouth, I rested my head against her soft ass cheeks as I rallied my strength to make my next move.
It took a little longer than I thought it would. By the time, I felt I could move, Daddy and my baby brother were making minute movements in and out of me, sending additional tremors of sinful, incestuous pleasure coursing through me and Mom was moaning as Danny's tongue explored and licked his mother's pussy.
With strength I didn't realize I had, I slowly brought my arms up, placing my hands on Mom's ass cheeks. I felt Mom shiver as I spread her globes to reveal her asshole. I plunged my face forward, literally burying my face between Mom's cheeks. I pointed my tongue and began spearing Mom's asshole, making her gasp anew. It was only as I began to rim my mother's asshole for the first time that I realized with regret that we weren't videotaping this. I know it would have been an incredibly erotic sight to see our family all joined in incestuous intimacy!
Daddy and Danny found a gentle, rocking rhythm, barely shifting their hard cocks in and out of my pussy and asshole, but each fractional move of their shafts against my hyper-sensitive insides kept me in an orgasmic daze. I felt like I was on fire inside and out. Sweat made all three of us slick. Mom too was coated with fuck sweat as her son and daughter tongued her fore and aft. Mom's ass tasted rich and funky, enhanced with the scent of her copiously flowing cunt cream as Danny lapped at her glistening, aroused pussy meat. Her cries of passion increased with each probe of my stiff tongue inside her butthole.
Daddy and my little brother both groaned with delight as their hard dicks throbbed inside me. I think it even turned both men on – feeling the sensation of their cocks rubbing against each other, separated only by a thin layer of flesh. Lord knows I was certainly feeling their cocks stuffed in my pussy. I was so tightly packed with cock meat, I could discern every bit of their little bumps, ridges and throbbing veins as their shafts scraped the walls of my pussy and asshole.
With my tongue writhing inside Mom's butthole, I moaned with each little movement of my loving men's penises and my moans, combined with my stiff, teasing tongue made Mom squirm with incestuous delight. I could hear Danny puffing for breath in between frantic slurps of Mom's orgasming pussy.
Carnal noise filled the air, fighting for space with our earthy, sexual and incestuous scents. My body throbbed and pulsed, filled with orgasmic energy to the point where I expected to simply explode and die of incestuous pleasure. With what little focus remained to me, I concentrated on rimming my mother's asshole. My head swam at how my little naughty plan to seduce my baby brother had led to this – almost my entire family making fevered love to each other.
Then Danny groaned through a mouthful of pussy flesh and juice, "I'm cumming!" My world was consumed by holy fire as Danny thrust deep and began cumming in my womb. His sweet semen was like hot lava, bathing my insides with his incestuous seed. My entire body seized up in convulsive orgasm. My anal muscles clamped down on Daddy's cock and he groaned in response and I felt him shiver as he unloaded another bucket of sperm in my asshole. The world went away and I was enveloped in a cloud of incestuous pleasure and impaled on incestuous spears of cockflesh. I was as near to heaven as a living person can get.
I may have passed out. Certainly I had been lifted to a higher state of consciousness for what seemed a blissfully long time. When I came to myself again, it was to the pain/pleasure of feeling Daddy's cock pop loose of my sphincter muscles. My bowels felt flooded with his semen. I pulled away from Mom's spread ass cheeks, her brown hole glistening with my saliva while her butt cheeks quivered as she orgasmed. I glanced back at Daddy. He was lying flat on his back, his chest heaving as he gasped for breath. He grinned at me and winked, mouthing the word,"Wow!"



Mom moaned and toppled off my little brother. With a dreamy, pleased smile, she turned around and began kissing her son, smearing her lips with her own juices that covered Danny's face.
I tried to pull myself off Danny's still hard cock, but I was trembling and shaking and weak from my orgasm which seemed to have gone on forever and which still impaled on my little brother's horse cock, threatened to erupt again. I couldn't do it and to be honest, I wasn't sure how much more pleasure I could take. "Danny," I whimpered. "Help me! I can't get off your big dick."
My baby brother grinned evilly as he lifted his head to see his big sister stuck on his cock. "Seems to me you already got off – several times in fact!" He and our parents began to laugh. I tried to laugh, but it brought me even closer to another orgasm. As I moaned, Danny took pity on me. Sitting up, he took me by the waist and lifted me up. The awesome sensation of his thick pole scraping along my throbbing cunt sent me over the edge anyway and I began to cum again, culminating in a heartfelt scream as his swollen cock head popped out of my pussy.
I collapsed in a heap on my arms and knees, trembling like a little frightened animal as pleasure jolted my body repeatedly. A few minutes seem to pass by before I felt hands caressing my body. Soft lips kissed their way down my back. A wet tongue traced a trail along the crack of my butt, circling around my cum-filled backdoor and then slithering into my sperm flooded cunt.
"No! No more, please!" I whimpered in a pleasure filled purr that made me a liar. In the past week, I had become very familiar with that tongue and now I wiggled with pleasure as Mom scooted underneath me and began to eat her son's baby juice out of her daughter's pussy. I squealed with pleasure as Mom pressed her lips to my cunt hole and literally sucked Danny's sperm and my cream out of me. She delved with her tongue, finding little blobs and deposits of semen and gobbled them up.
My orgasm simply extended itself – not as violently intense, but incredible all the same. I sighed happily as Mom's pussy eating slowed down and then ended. Then I felt Mom spread my taut ass cheeks. Before I could protest or cheer Mom on (I'm not sure which I would have done at this point!), Mom pressed her mouth to my sperm packed asshole and her tongue dug in and began scooping up Daddy's seed from my butthole.
From around us, I heard groans and I opened my bleary eyes just in time to see Daddy and Danny resting against the headboard. Danny was grinning and Daddy was all agog. As he stared avidly at us, I realized his cock was already hard again. I guess that just goes to show you what happens when a father watches his daughter's mother eat his jizzum out of his little girl's ass! Again, Mom seemed to alternate between tonguing and literally sucking semen right out of me. My fingernails dug into the sheets as I reveled in what seemed to be a forever orgasm. I had lost the power of speech and could only cry and moan to show how wonderful my family had made me feel.
Then Mom climbed up and over me and was kissing me, sharing remnants of Danny's and Daddy's seed with me as our tongues communed and our breasts mashed together. We didn't have long because suddenly Mom was dragged away.
"Mom's turn!" announced Danny! Mom's carnal display with me had both her men aroused and now it was father and son taking on Mom. I crawled up to the headboard to watch my little brother and Daddy wrestle Mom around until she was sinking down on Danny's pussy, grinning nastily as she took every inch of his thick, long penis inside her pussy.
Her eyes locked with mine as she leaned forward, her heavy tits swinging like pendulums as Daddy moved behind her and spread her ass cheeks. "Fuck me, lover – show your children what their Daddy does to Mommy!" Mom moaned as Daddy slowly wormed his cock up Mom's ass even as Danny's cock filled her cunt completely.
I then watched the fucking of a lifetime as Mom's husband and son fucked her with gusto. Any possibility of a hair trigger ejaculation was long gone and Daddy and Danny were in it for the long haul. I watched avidly, Mom's gaze always returning to mine. Her eyes betrayed her feelings of lust, pleasure, love and undeniable incestuous desire. Mom gave as she good as she got for a long time, throwing herself against her men's cocks, seeking to take them deeper with each thrust. Eventually she had to yield to the tidal wave of orgasmic pleasure that rendered her into a rag doll, buffeted helplessly by two hard cocks, her tits bouncing and swinging as she shook and convulsed in thrall to cock induced orgasm after cock induced orgasm.
As she struggled to stay coherent during her constant orgasms, her gaze at me began to have a pleading quality. I struggled to my knees and crawled over to her. Mom held out her arms and we embraced tightly, her lips again finding mine. I became her anchor then, the source of strength that allowed her to not be swept away, lost forever in orgasmic bliss. Arms tightly wrapped around each other, I felt her hard nipples pressing against my tits even as my stiff, swollen nipples pressed into her soft, pillowy breasts, as we kissed passionately, minute after minute until she lost control of herself as Danny and Daddy finally flooded Mom's ass and pussy with their hot, delicious semen.
Exhausted and exhilarated, one by one, my family fell asleep in a tangle of bodies and limbs. Daddy and Baby Brother fell asleep first (men – I swear!). Mom stayed awake a little longer, unable to rest as I tongued her pussy clean of Danny's semen. Finally though, as I gently tongued her gaping asshole for Daddy's seed, I heard Mom's moans and sighs gradually turn to snores. Then I fell asleep, my head between my mother's legs, Daddy's seed on my lips and Danny's cock nestled against my bald pussy lips. I couldn't see, but I bet we were all smiling.
And so my story comes to a close. My initial little naughty adventure has changed the lives of my entire family. We are closer than we have ever been before. The rest of the summer was one long family orgy. Plans have been changed.
I am in med school out west. Danny changed universities and is attending the same school as me as a freshman. Daddy shocked us all by retiring. He sold his accounting firm, saying it was high time he started enjoying life and his family. Mom has appointed a store manager who runs her store now and Mom devotes most of her time to family concerns – of course, the primary concern in our family is being together and continuing our exploration of the world of incest.
Daddy rented a large one bedroom apartment (all this naughty family needs!), for Danny and me and he and Mom are out often, staying for weeks at a time. Mom and Daddy travel a lot, seeing all the places they were too busy to see while raising us kids, and according to Mom, catching up on years of lovemaking.
Danny and I occasionally find someone outside the family that we fuck, but we both mostly are too attracted to each other to even notice other potential partners and when Mom and Daddy are in town, well – the rest of the world just ceases to exist.
We're all looking forward to this summer. Daddy has already rented a place on the Gulf coast for the entire season. I am excited about all the family being together again and Mom and I have a new bet going on – see, my sister Karen is coming home on extended leave in early June. We've all missed her and cannot wait to see how she fits into our redefined incestuous clan. If you're lucky, I'll have more to tell you soon!
Probably Not The End!
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Well, now for some completely different! I have always enjoyed stories from our fellow writers from India, especially those who have approached incest from almost a mystical/religious aspect. It has long been on my mind to create a story in homage and appreciation to our Indian writers. Finally, here it is. I hope it is enjoyed and that I haven't trampled on anyone's faith. I'm sure it is rife with geographical and theological errors and I pray I haven't offended anyone. I look forward to everyone's comments. Enjoy!
Oh, and as always, this is a work of fiction. All characters exist only in my imagination and any coincidence is purely accidental.
*
BEHOLD -- YOU ARE THE CHOSEN OF DANTESHWARI. EMBRACE THE BLESSINGS AND THE REBIRTH SHE OFFERS YOU NOW. OPEN YOUR HEART AND NOW LOVE FOR ALL ETERNITY. ACCEPT THE SACRED GIFTS OF LOVE AND FAMILY AND BE AS ONE. YOU ARE THE BLESSED OF DANTESHWARI!
The words are spoken by a voice so beautiful, it almost makes one weep with joy to hear it. I am in a warm, safe place. Mist seems to roil around me, but there is a presence -- someone standing before me. I am in a prone position and I suddenly realize that I am terribly aroused. Between my legs, I am moist and feverish. It is all I can do to not fling my pelvis upwards, seeking something to bring me relief. I am wearing a gauzy material wrapped around me, but allowing me to reveal my nakedness beneath and to show my sex, flowered and glistening, ready for love.
A shadowy body moves in the mist. I suddenly see a cock, long and thick, beautiful to behold. I look up, but I do not see a face. Still, I want him -- I want it. I offer myself up to him, thrusting my pubic mound forward, suddenly aching to have him. I squint, seeking his face as that lovely cock comes closer and closer. Scant inches away I can feel his need, his desire, his heat mixing with mine to become a fiery blaze. The words come again, "ACCEPT THE SACRED GIFTS OF LOVE AND FAMILY AND BE AS ONE. YOU ARE THE BLESSED OF DANTESHWARI!" I can almost feel the head of the cock beginning to brush my slick labia and...
I sit upright in my bed, my heart is pounding and I can scarcely breathe. "Noooo," I sigh. I look around and I can see Joseph asleep under the sheet next to me. It is a hot night and I can feel the humid air wrap around me like a thick, sodden blanket. I can hear animal and insect noises coming from the forest. I realize that I am very horny. The ache between my legs is almost unbearable. That was such a weird dream! I have never had such an erotic dream -- so intense and so real!
I turn and cuddle up to my husband. I kiss the nape of his neck and as I whisper, "Joseph, love me. I need you to love me," I drape my arm over his body and slip my fingers into his underwear. I wrap my hand around his cock and stroke it gently. "Wake up and love me, honey."
My husband swims up out of sleep and makes a 'Hurumph' noise and pushes my arm away from him. "Darling, please -- I want you to make love to me," I say, hating to hear the pleading in my voice.
"Christine, it's the middle of the night," My husband growls in a sleepy voice. "You're too old for such foolishness. I've got to be up early for goodness sakes." He scoots away from me and burrows his head deeper in the pillows. For a moment, I want to argue with him, but I open and then close my mouth. I try and ignore the hurt I feel and I quietly slip out of bed and pad quietly out of the room and down to the bathroom.
There is a window in there that I have often found myself standing at in the early hours just before sunrise. When the dawn comes, the sun begins to illuminate the forest -- jungle really, that surrounds our village. It is beautiful and it is at that those moments than I am truly glad to be in India.
Joseph and I are missionaries. We've been in India for almost fifteen years. We have lived and worked in this small village in the Bastar District in the state of Chhattisgavh. For Joseph, it is his calling -- his work, although I don't he's ever been truly happy here. He has had little success in converting the local peoples, although they tolerate his efforts very politely and patiently. Our son, Jeff has lived here since he was three years old. It is really the only world he has ever known and he tells me he wants to live here forever, despite the attractions and bright lights of America that he knows of from our periodic visits home.
I run a school here. There has been some friction between Joseph and me for a long time in that while his church has languished, my school has thrived. Over the years, I know that I've helped pave the way for many a child from our village to lead a better life.
And over the years, I have come to love India. In truth, although I sometimes get homesick for the United States, like my son, I too believe I could live out my life here. There is something magical and powerful about this land -- something ancient and majestic that calls out to me, that has captured my heart. I was raised a Christian and still believe in God, but I quickly became enraptured in this place where religious toleration is so vital to much of its culture. Its easy acceptance of polytheism has entranced me -- there is room for my God, but room for so much else as well.
My life would be a very good one except that my marriage to Joseph has turned to ashes over the years we have lived here. My husband was once a passionate lover and we enjoyed each other's company for many years, but as India seemed to awaken and expand my reality, Joseph seems to have shrunk in body and in spirit. I cannot honestly recall the last time we made love -- honest, true passionate love.
Still, as barren as that part of my life is, I feel fortunate. I have a wonderful, healthy son who has a good heart, I have my school and I have made many friends here in the village. My roots have sunk deep here. The villagers take me as one of their own, accepting this blonde, forty-six year old woman as if I were born here.
As I watch the dawn approach, my mind again turns to my erotic dream and to that perfectly formed cock. Just picturing it in my mind makes me wet between my legs. Standing beside the window, I slip my fingers through the waistband of my panties and into my furry bush, finding my slippery labia lips and spreading them apart.
As I have done many times in the years since Joseph misplaced his ardor, I begin to masturbate, imagining that long, thick penis inside me, fucking me, making me moan! I plunge fingers in and out of my pussy, clinging to the window sill with my other hand. As the heat of pleasure grows between my legs, I let my imagination build a body around that hard penis. It is muscular, a young man's body, strong -- capable of taking control of me, mastering me, making me -- yes, making me orgasm!
I try and stifle my cries of pleasure as I begin to tremble, two fingers plunged deep in my pussy while my thumb feathers over my engorged clitoris, fanning the flames and taking me over the edge. I close my eyes, seeing myself kissing that young man's chest, licking his nipples as he makes me cum, filling me with his fiery seed. He seems so familiar.
I come abruptly out of my fantasy as I hear the jangling of my son's old fashioned alarm clock. The quiet time is over. Day has begun. I am trembling as I climb into our shower, flickers of pleasure running through me as my orgasm tries to outlast its stay.
Even a quick, cool dousing doesn't end my naughty thoughts. Masturbating has done nothing to quell my desire for a man's cock -- for my dream lover's cock. All through breakfast and as Jeff and I walk to school, my dream stays with me. As I teach English and Science to my young students, my mind wanders back to my dream and that lovely, long penis. By the time I get home and begin to cook dinner, my panties are a sodden mess. When I climb into bed, Joseph already asleep and snoring away, I find myself hoping against hope to have the dream again. Wouldn't that be wonderful, I think to myself, knowing full well that it won't happen.
I discover that sometimes wishes come true. I discover that sometimes a fulfilled wish is a curse.
BEHOLD -- YOU ARE THE CHOSEN OF DANTESHWARI. EMBRACE THE BLESSINGS AND THE REBIRTH SHE OFFERS YOU NOW. OPEN YOUR HEART AND NOW LOVE FOR ALL ETERNITY. ACCEPT THE SACRED GIFTS OF LOVE AND FAMILY AND BE AS ONE. YOU ARE THE BLESSED OF DANTESHWARI!"
The words are spoken by a feminine voice that seems so powerful and lovely and erotic, it would arouse anyone, male or female. Again, I am in a warm, safe place. Mist roils around me, but I sense a presence -- he is standing before me. I am prone and terrible aroused. I need to spread my legs and find a way to soothe the fire between my legs, but I am paralyzed. I cannot move. Something moves in the mists. I see him, face still in shadow. I see his cock, so huge and swollen and suddenly I can move. The silky material of my sari falls away as I open my thighs, revealing my wet cunt, labia flowered in a thick mat of brownish-blonde pubic hair. I want him -- I want his cock. I offer myself up to him, thrusting my pubic mound upwards until my wet, slick flesh brushes the crown of his penis, submitting myself to him. Her voice speaks again. "ACCEPT THE SACRED GIFTS OF LOVE AND FAMILY AND BE AS ONE. YOU ARE THE BLESSED OF DANTESHWAR!" It is time. My body strains to reach him, to envelope his erect dick. I need it as I have never needed something before. I feel his cock begin to sink into my flesh and...
I am awake, sitting up in bed, my straining arms reaching out...to nothing. "Nooo, please, God, noooo -- bring it back!" I whimper. My entire body is trembling with need. My nipples are erect, pressing against the cotton of my nightdress, my panties are soaking wet. I am sweating -- not because the night is hot and humid, but because of my arousal. I know that it is fuck sweat that trickles down between my heaving breasts.
I glance at Joseph, stirring and mumbling, "Will you settle down, woman? Go to sleep," before drifting back into slumber. I slip from the bed and strip the sticky, wet clothes from my body, letting the night dress and panties fall to the floor. I move quietly down the hall to the bathroom and closing the door, I turn on the light. With shaky hands, I get a drink of water and then consider my image in the mirror.
The eyes of a mad woman look back at me. I have now had the dream for thirty nights in a row -- a month of being so close to having my dream lover, to being fulfilled, but always in the end, interrupted. I masturbate every morning, but it does not sate my desire -- my hunger, I am still in need of satisfaction. I want, no, need that cock. I know that in my heart. Until my dream lover can complete our act of love, I am left bereft and aching.
For the first time in my life, I fear I am losing my mind. This dream occupies my thoughts night and day. Each night I pray for the dream to continue to completion or to vanish and never plague me again. I do not know how much longer I can continue. I cannot make heads or tails of this.
I gaze into the mirror at myself and wonder why I can't make my husband love me. I don't think I'm unattractive -- at least for a forty-six year old woman. Hard work and the heat of this region have kept the weight off me. As I look at my reflection, I have to smile. I have a 40DD-28-36 figure that works well for my height of five foot, eight inches. I have a little pooch to my stomach left over from having my son, but otherwise, my body is pretty firm. My breasts sag a little from gravity, but are still full and attractive. Blonde hair, blue eyes and tanned skin make me attractive, I think. I have great legs, well muscled and smooth. I don't why I am unattractive to my husband. I often think he construes religious virtue with celibacy.
Now I wonder if his neglect has manifested into some sort of mid life crisis for me -- that I am now slipping into madness with these dreams. As I stare at myself, again, my fingers find their way into my pussy, rubbing and thrusting hungrily into my wetness. My free hand cups one of my heavy breasts, stroking and pinching my hard nipple. I can almost feel my dream lover -- his hands on me, his cock inside me, his mouth on my breast. In the mirror, I imagine him standing in front of me, fucking me as my legs are wrapped around his waist. I feel his mouth on my breast, sucking and biting my hard nipples, biting them as I run my hands through his blonde hair...
I open my eyes. "Blond hair?" I whisper aloud. I wobble -- a little off balance, my head swimming with need. I haven't seen my dream lover's face. I wonder where I got the blonde hair from. I stand there in a daze for I don't know how long. Then I hear Jeff's clock go off and it is time for the real day to begin.
I shower and get ready to go to school. I fix Jeff breakfast and can't help but smile as he comes bounding into the kitchen. He is a good son. He quickly gobbles up the simple food I've prepared and I watch him fondly. Jeff has become a man, I realize. He stands six foot tall and is handsome. His lean, well muscled body is on exhibit as he wears a lungi, a traditional Indian garment that wraps around his waist, leaving his torso exposed. The Indian sun has bronzed his body and has bleached his blonde hair to a bright white.
Suddenly, without warning, I am envisioning his body as the one in my dream. My heart begins to pound even as I feel a tingle in my cunt...warm wetness spreading between my legs. As Jeff takes his plate to the sink, my eyes are drawn down to his crotch, where even through the comfortable, loose cloth of his lungi there is a discernable bulge and I envision the cock of my dream lover hanging between my son's strong thighs.
I gasp and shake my head, trying to clear my mind of the disturbing visions I am suddenly entertaining.
"Mom? Mother, are you all right?" Jeff is suddenly standing beside me, his strong hand on my shoulder, looking down at me, his face full of concern.
"Uh -- Um, yes, I um, I'm sorry, honey. I just didn't sleep too well last night."
"Yeah, I think I heard you tossing and turning a lot, Mom. Is there anything I can do?" Jeff rubs the tight muscles in my shoulder and I grunt happily.
"That feels good, son," I murmur in reply, smiling up at him. Then I glance downward. His crotch is level with my face and there is definitely a bulge in his lungi -- a very distinctive and large presence! I scoot away from the table -- images of my dream lover's cock exploding into my mind.
I look up nervously as I stand. My son is staring at me intently, eyes full of concern and it seems something else. Maybe it's my imagination, but it feels like he's looking at me appreciatively, the way his father used to look at me back in college! Or maybe, I am going crazy! I can feel myself blushing and I turn away, taking my dishes to the sink and trying to act normally. "We better get off to school, Jeff. It wouldn't do for the teacher or her son to be late."
Jeff looks at his watch and nods in agreement. "Oh wow, it is almost time for school and I told Bimal I would meet him before classes!" He looks at me expectantly. "Are you sure you are alright, Mother?"
I smile at his formality, so much more common here than in America. He hears it so much here, he often calls me that instead of Mom. "I'm fine, honey, go on, meet your friend." And like a whirlwind, Jeff grabs his backpack and is out the door. I keep the smile on my face until he is gone and then I slip to the floor and sob. What is happening to me? Am I going stark raving mad? My sex fantasies now mixing with thoughts of my son -- am I going insane? My mind flashes back to my masturbation fantasy in the bathroom. My fantasy lover's hair was the exact blonde color as my son's!
I wail like a baby until I hear Joseph stirring in the bedroom. How do I explain my madness to him? I can't, so I wipe my eyes and struggle to pull myself together. I come from hardy Alabama stock. I can soldier on.
I am only five minutes late to school. My students greet me and we begin the day's Science lesson. The day passes slowly and I struggle and fail to keep the horrible thoughts out of my mind. Images of my dream lover come and go. I envision myself being brutally fucked by him, unable to see his face until at the moment of orgasm my eyes open wide as I cum and then I can see his face -- my son's face, Jeff's face twisted in a deliriously happy expression as he cums inside me. My students sense my distraction, my troubled spirit and bless their little hearts, they are as good as gold.
I maintain my composure until classes are over and they run out to play or go home. I break down and begin crying, increasingly more intense until I am almost hysterical. Suddenly, my door opens and in walks another teacher -- my best friend, Ramita. She teaches Mathematics at the school and her son, Bimal is Jeff's best friend.
"Christine, I would like to go over the plans for the tests next..." Ramita's voice trails off as she sees me sobbing at my desk. In an instant, Ramita is by my side, kneeling and taking me by the hands. "Oh, Christine! Whatever is wrong, my dear? What can I do to help?"
I fall into my friend's arms and just cry. Ramita's arms wrap around me, comforting me and making me feel safer just for her presence. I cry for a long time before it peters out with sniffles. Ramita finally lets me go, her sari wet with my tears. She pulls over a chair and sits close to me, taking my hands and softly asking, "Christine, how can I help you? Should I go summon Joseph?"
This makes me want to cry again. "I can't talk to Joseph, he thinks I'm awful as it is!" I say in a halting, gasping voice. I tighten my grip on her hands. "Ramita, I think I'm losing my mind."
Ramita cocks her head and she looks at me curiously with her deep brown eyes. "Losing your mind? Christine, you are the most level headed person I know. Surely whatever is troubling you, we can deal with it, yes?" She reaches over and hugs me. In my constant state of arousal, I am more aware than ever over her physical presence, especially as her massive bosom presses against my own smaller breasts. I feel a fresh spurt of wetness within my lust filled cunt. I am embarrassed and appalled at my sexual response. "Tell me what is wrong, Christine and I will help you," she whispers in my ear.
Suddenly the words just begin to gush out of me. "It's these dreams, Ramita! I've been having these crazy sex dreams every night and I can't get them out of my head and I'm thinking crazy stuff all the time -- seeing this man's cock and I'm constantly horny, um, I mean I'm aroused thinking about sex all the time and thinking all these unnatural thoughts about...about..." I can't bring myself to say anything about Jeff and the terrible images in my head. Ramita is looking at me oddly and I think she's thinking I've gone mad too. "Every night, it's the same thing. A faceless man about to fu-fuck me and then that lovely voice telling me I'm the chosen of Danteshwari and I see his..."
I trail off as Ramita lets go of me and shoves her chair backwards, an utterly stunned expression on her face. I'm thinking that I've scared her when she hisses, "You hear someone speaking that you are the chosen of Danteshwari? Tell me the exact words, Christine! Tell me now!"
Startled out of my tears by her shocked expression, I begin to utter the words that over the course of thirty nights have become imprinted indelibly on my brain. "Behold -- you are the chosen ones of Danteshwari. Embrace the blessings and the rebirth she offers you now..." At this point, Ramita joins in and we speak them together, "Open your heart and know love for all eternity. Accept the sacred gifts of love and family and be as one." I am the one shocked now and I am staring silently as Ramita finishes the words.



"You are the blessed of Danteshwari!" Ramita stares at me now silently with an expression somewhere between horror and awe.
"How did you know?" I whisper. My voice rises and cracks as I say, "Tell me what's happening, Ramita!"
My good friend opens her mouth and then closes it. She lowers her head and I can see that she is shaking. "This cannot be. How can you..." Ramita lifts her head, her dark eyes now ablaze. "How is this possible, Christine. You are American. This should not be happening. These dreams -- they are not for you."
I reach out and take hold of her wrists, gripping them tightly. I can barely keep myself under control as I whisper to her, "How did you know those words? How can you know what I've been dreaming?"
Ramita stares at me for a long time. Finally she whispers back, "Because, Christine. I too am having those dreams."
I shake my head in disbelief. "That is not possible. No one shares their dreams."
Ramita gives me a tentative smile. "They do, my dear, if the dreams are of a divine origin. Danteshwari sends us these dreams."
"Danteshwari?" I again shake my head. It doesn't make sense. I recognized the name from the time of my first dream, it is a local deity. Many miles outside the district capital, Jagdalpur, there is a famous temple dedicated to Danteshwari and there is an annual celebration of her -- she is a female and motherly aspect of the Hindu Gods. Despite of my love of this place and my acknowledgement and acceptance of their faith, I find myself suddenly confronted with the truth that I never really accepted that there could be other gods within the world.
Ramita puts a finger to my lips and shushes me. "Hush now, Christine. We must not speak of it further. I must consult Naija, she will know what to do."
Naija is an old woman in the village -- perhaps the oldest woman in the village, although nobody knew her true age. She is the local midwife and is considered a wise woman, maybe even a holy woman. In truth, she might be the most influential person in the village, maybe within the whole region. She has an incredible amount of influence. It was only when she brought her great, great granddaughter to my school that others in the village warmed to it and made it a success. Every Sunday, she sits on the front row in our little church and listens intently to Joseph's sermons, a slightly perplexed expression on her face as she strives to make sense of our faith. I cannot blame her, it doesn't always make sense to me.
Standing up, Ramita reaches out and squeezes my shoulder. "Do not worry, Christine. I am sure Naija will know what to do. I will come see you later this evening. Everything will be alright."
I am still dumbfounded, but just hearing my good friend speak those words gives me comfort. I watch her walk away and I gather up my things and walk home. As I step into the house, I can smell the aroma of a casserole. Following the smell, I see that the dining room table is set for two. In the kitchen, I find Jeff busy washing dishes.
"Mother! I wanted to surprise you!" he says, bounding over to hug me. He tells me his Dad has gone to the next village over to lead a prayer group meeting this evening and won't be back till late, so he decided to make me dinner as a surprise.
"Well, I guess you did, honey!" I reply. I shiver a little as my son wraps his strong arms around me and pulls me to him. I feel my breasts pillow out against his bare chest and I imagine I am blushing as I feel my thick nipples harden, the long bumps pressing against my bra and blouse, aching to touch male skin. For a moment I struggle with the urge to press my lips against his as my vagina begins to burn with lust. I control myself and peck him on the check, content for the moment of just being in a handsome young man's embrace.
Jeff helps me with my bags and tells me of his day. I sit at the table and listen to my son ramble on about things, especially about his and Bimal's plans for starting a farm. As he talks, I can't help but admire his young body. He is tall and well muscled and beautiful and again I can't help but compare his body to that of my dream lover. My panties become sodden and I am appalled to find myself unconsciously dropping my hands into my lap to rub against my slacks.
Jeff and I eat and then he is off to run about with Bimal, no doubt to flirt with the many pretty young girls of our village. I sit on the living room and try and read scripture, seeking comfort in God's words, but not finding them tonight. I pray for help and deliverance for my evil thoughts. I am on my knees when there is a knock at the front door and I hear Ramita call out, "Christine, are you here. May we visit please, with you?"
I struggle to my feet and at the door am surprised to see Ramita and the old holy woman with her. In all the years, we have been here, Naija has never visited us. "Please come in," I say. The woman has the history of countless decades etched on her face. Her eyes are a brilliant green and as she enters she studies me with an uncomfortable intensity.
Inside, we all sit and there is an uncomfortable silence. Finally, Ramita begins, "I have spoken to Naija about your dreams and how I cannot imagine how this has happened. This thing that is happening, should not be happening to you, it is..."
Naija holds up a hand for silence and in a raspy, ancient voice, says, "Hush, daughter. You are smart and educated in the matters of the world, but of the province of the divine, you should not speak." Naija stands up and shuffles over to me. She holds out her hands and I give her mine. Her grip is incredibly firm for someone so old.
"Since times so ancient, they have fallen out of memory, there has been a pact between our goddess, Danteshwari and this village. Once every generation, she marks the worthy women who have lost their husbands to receive her blessings. That holy time has come again." The old woman glances over at Ramita. "Ramita is one who is so blessed. Ten years she has been a widow, her husband tragically lost."
I nod. I know this. Ramita's husband had been killed in a train wreck several years ago, leaving Ramita a widow with two children, her oldest Bimal and a younger daughter.
"And so it is with the blessing of Danteshwari. Those bereft of marriage and who prove worthy are offered a blessing from the mother Danteshwari, in remembrance of service long ago. Ramita's dreams are the mark of Danteshwari. She does not dream alone. Others in the village have also been so blessed." Naija names other women of the village. I recognize a few; Nilaya whose husband abandoned her and their four children and disappeared into the vast population of New Delhi, and Mamata, another widower, her husband killed in military service.
"But, Naija, why me?" I implore her. "I am not Hindu, I am an American and I am married. My husband is here, he's alive."
The old woman shrugs. "One does not question the wisdom of Danteshwari. You are of our village now -- who cares where you come from." She pauses and looks deep into my eyes. "And as to your marriage, tell me now the truth, daughter Christina. Tell me your marriage is alive. Tell me your marriage has not died of your husband's neglect."
I feel my face burn with shame and with anger. Naija leaned in so close, I can feel her warm breath. "Is your marriage dead, Christine Matthews?"
I feel tears running down my face, leaving searing tracks on my skin. "Yes," I whisper. "It's been dead for a long time." I begin to cry and am surprised to feel the arms of the old woman close around me. Her arms are strong and she pulls me against her and lets me cry myself out.
When I am done, she looks down at me, her eyes blazing with a holy light. She turns to Ramita and nods. "She has the Mark of Danteshwari. The holy mother has decreed it."
"What does that mean," I ask, still sniffling. "What do these dreams mean? Are they going to stop? How can we all be sharing the same fucking dream?" I stop suddenly. I am shouting and I did not mean to curse in front of this old woman.
Naija smiles and pats my cheek. "Stop asking questions. Simply accept what is to come. In a fortnight, all answers that you seek will be yours. There is a...rite that must be observed and that you must participate in. Once it is completed, your dreams will end. At dusk the first night of the full moon, Ramita will come for you and you will have your answers."
The old woman turns and hobbles towards the door. "Walk me home, Ramita. I am old and tired and there is so much to do." I try and say more, but she turns and puts an old gnarled finger to her lips. "Shhhhh, Christine. Be patient. For now, it must suffice for you to know that you are not insane." She gives me a big, mostly toothless smile and says, "Have joy, daughter. You are blessed of Danteshwari. It is a most wondrous thing!"
BEHOLD -- YOU ARE THE CHOSEN OF DANTESHWARI. EMBRACE THE BLESSINGS AND THE REBIRTH SHE OFFERS YOU NOW. OPEN YOUR HEART AND NOW LOVE FOR ALL ETERNITY. ACCEPT THE SACRED GIFTS OF LOVE AND FAMILY AND BE AS ONE. YOU ARE THE BLESSED OF DANTESHWARI!
My need is so great it hurts as I hear those words. There is carnality now in the voice. Each syllable ratchets up my desire as I writhe on my back, the strands of material that make up my robe, parting to reveal my feverish, aching, needing sex. My dream lover approaches. He is naked, his cock swollen and long. His beautifully sculpted body is entrancing. I need him. I cannot move except to spread my legs wide and fling my pelvis upwards, offering myself, begging for relief in body language.
My dream lover climbs between my legs, his head still shrouded -- first in mist and then in shadow. My blood engorged nerves can sense his cock almost touching my wet, hot flesh. My labia can almost clasp him. I ache to draw him inside me. He is almost there, sooo close. I look up. I can see his eyes -- they are a reflection of my own blue eyes. I know that there is less than the length of a hair's distance between his hard cock and my wet pussy. Its time -- it's finally time...
And I am upright and awake, tangled in my sheets, sobbing and whimpering, "Nooo! I need it," as my fingers are buried deep in my pussy. I have practically my whole right hand fucking my burning cunt as I try and seek relief. I arch my back as I make myself cum, knowing that it isn't enough -- that I need more -- I need the cock of my dream lover. I sob aloud as my orgasm washes over me. The relief I seek isn't there, even though I am overwhelmed with pleasure.
The only thing I am glad about is that Joseph isn't here. He has journeyed far, to New Delhi for a missionary conference. He left three days ago and will not be back for at least a week. I have masturbated at every free moment since he left, aching for the release that will not come. I am glad he is gone. I have begged him for sex many times since Naija talked to me and he has spurned me at every turn. Now with him away, I can't humiliate myself again by begging for his love.
"Mother? Are you okay?" Jeff is at the door. "I heard you cry out. Did you have another bad dream?" He opens it a little, and I pull the sheets around my nakedness. I cannot see him in the darkness. There is the rumble of thunder in the distance. We have had storms for two days.
I find my voice and rasp hoarsely, "Yes, another bad dream, Jeff. I'm sorry, darling. I didn't mean to wake you. Go back to bed, son."
"I was dreaming too, Mother." There is a long pause. "Are you sure there is nothing I can do for you?"
"You're sweet, honey, but no. I'm alright now. Go back to bed, darling."
"Yes, Mother," my son replies and I hear footsteps as he retreats. Then there is a flash of lighting and for a second, I can see my son's silhouette against the wall. I gasp. I see the shadow of his cock, hard and long and extending from the shadow of his body silhouetted against the wall. I know my son tends to sleep naked in hot weather, but I had no idea he had been at my door naked and hard.
Again for the countless time, my images of my dream lover become mixed up with images of my eighteen year old son. I know I'm going mad, despite what Ramita and Naija say. I cling to one hope. It's been a fortnight since I spoke to Naija. Tonight this must all end. I know that things cannot continue as they are. If the dreams do not end, I know I must leave. Return home to America and have myself committed.
I cannot continue this existence. I will leave my son and find some way to cleanse my mind of this mad, erotic desire. Find a way to erase that beautiful, hard cock from my mind. Even as I speak, again I discover my fingers have ventured forth on their own and are buried in my pussy, again attempting to scratch an itch I cannot seem to reach.
I fear what my state of mind is doing to my son as well. I have walked around in a constant state of arousal like a cat in heat. I can smell my desire constantly and I am changing panties several times a day as they become sodden with my juices. I've lost count of the times in the last several days that Jeff has been in the same room with me and has sniffed the air, brow furrowing in confusion and curiosity as he smells his mother's wet cunt advertising its need.
I've pitied my poor son as I watched him develop erections as he catches my scent, not realizing his body is simply responding to basic carnal instincts. And it has been a struggle not to touch myself in front of him. Like itches I cannot scratch, my hands are constantly moving of their own volition, touching the burning spot between my thighs or caressing a hard nipple through my blouse. I know he has caught me touching myself and I want to hang my head in shame, not wanting to think what he must think of his crazy mother.
The day crawls by, but at least I can suffer alone. Jeff and Bimal leave at noon for a weekend camping trip. Although the jungle is not tame, both boys are eighteen and competent. They have gone camping by themselves many times and I am not worried.
I shower and dress in the late afternoon. I wear a white blouse and khaki shorts. I sit on the porch, waiting for Ramita to arrive. I watch the sun travel slowly downward and try not to ignore the carnal fantasies running through my mind. I have to change my panties once, and then, oh thank God, and then Ramita comes down the street. It is almost sunset and she walks swiftly down the street, dressed in an orange and blue sari, her dark hair pulled back into a bun.
I meet her in the yard and see that she looks as tense and as tired as I do. It suddenly dawns on me that she too must be suffering from the desires that these dreams bring and I feel ashamed that I have not been more supportive of my friend.
"So, are you ready, my friend," she asks in a breathy voice. We look into each others eyes and I see the weariness and the yearning in her dark brown eyes that I see every time I look into a mirror. I nod slowly and then as one, we move together and embrace, hugging each other tightly. "It will all be over soon, Christine. Be strong a little longer, my dear," Ramita whispers in my ear.
"Yes," I whisper and we join hands and I let myself be led back up the street. We quickly make our way towards the edge of the village. As we walk I realize there are others walking with us as well. Ramita seems to be following a woman a hundred yards ahead. I soon sense someone behind us as well. I turn to see the widow Mamata following us, a look of weary anticipation on her face. Further behind her, comes Nilaya, hand in hand with another woman. I do not know her name, but I recognize her face. Her husband passed away a few years ago, a victim of lung cancer -- Joseph and I had called on them to pray over the poor dying man. Other than we women walking, the village seems deserted. No one is out and about. There is an almost eerie silence.
We walk and we walk as the sun begins to set. We reach the edge of the village and with some alarm, I realize we are stepping into the thick growth of the jungle as the sky slowly darkens. We follow others onto a narrow path and soon are deep in the gloom of the dark jungle, although it is not as dark as I would have thought. Moss hangs from tree branches and clings to trunks and as night comes on becomes luminescent, giving off a silvery glow that provides us plenty of light to follow the path.
As we make our way, the noises of the jungle seem muted as if the animals and insects have paused out of respect to our passage. We walk deep into the jungle. At one point, I sense movement at the edge of my vision and almost unable to believe my eyes, I see a Bengal Tiger's head emerge from the thick undergrowth. It watches us with avid interest, but I do not feel fear. It is aware of us and we are aware of it -- there is almost a sense of communion. I suddenly comprehend that it is a female and there is jolt of understanding, of oneness with the creature. As I pass it, the tiger nuzzles my hand as if to offer encouragement. I am filled with a sense of wonder and for the first time in weeks I believe that perhaps there is a resolution waiting for me at the end of our path.
We walk on, how long I'm not sure, time seems to have altered. Night has fallen, but how late it is, I have no idea. The land begins to rise, we are approaching hills and then the path emerges in a clearing. On the far side of the clearing, there is a rock face and I see a woman step to it and into an opening -- a cave.
Ramita guides me towards it. I do not hesitate. I follow my best friend into the cavern. A narrow passage awaits us. It takes us deep under the hill. Torches mounted in the cavern walls light our way. Then we are in a large chamber. It is warm and humid. As my eyes adjust to the dimly lit room, I see steam rising from a pool of water. There are a few women already in the pool, bathing. The woman we followed in is disrobing and for the first time since our journey began, I truly feel uncomfortable. My Protestant faith has instilled in me a terrible sense of modesty.
"Before the rite must begin, we must bathe and be purified in the holy waters that Danteshwari provides," Ramita says to me in a tone I'm sure she uses to mildly chastise Bimal. I look at her and she is already disrobing, her massive breasts exposed. I stare in surprise. Ramita smiles back at me, amused I think by my expression of embarrassment. She reaches out and strokes my cheek affectionately. "Come now, Christine. We are women. There are no secrets between us. Hurry now, we must bathe."
Ramita continues to disrobe. I watch her unable to tear my gaze away, even as I begin to unbutton my blouse. For the first time in my life, I openly stare and admire another woman's naked form. Ramita is a generously built woman. Slightly stocky, she is what we used to call Ruebenesque. She stands maybe five foot seven. Her breasts are incredibly large. I guess maybe by American measurements, her breasts are maybe 50EE, huge udders that lay upon her chest like giant gourds, her dark, almost black nipples are round like quarters and standing up almost half an inch. Ramita's skin is flawless, a beautiful brown. From below her round tummy rises a forest of thick, black pubic hair. Her arousal is evident, her thick labia lips slightly spread, a tropical orchid in a forest of black hair and as she moves, she offers hints of creamy, glistening pink flesh.
Ramita smiles again at my gaze, a little more shyly now as she looks at my body. I slip off my khaki shorts and panties and am aware that my own desire is evident with my flowered cunt lips and the hardness of my long, erect nipples. "My friend, Christine, you are beautiful!" Ramita whispers.
"So are you, Ramita. Your body is -- is um, glorious!" I reply, barely able to believe my own voice. Ramita shakes her hair out of the bun and it falls down her back and she is now incredibly beautiful -- truly the glory of Indian womanhood.



Together we step into the pool. The water is perfect -- hot, but not scalding. Somehow, a sponge is in my hand and I began to wash my body. Ramita turns away from me, showing off her full, womanly ass cheeks. "Christine, would you help me please and wash my back?" she asks shyly.
"With a shaky hand, I do so, slowly, softly running the sponge down her back and over her ass cheeks, taking my time as I run it back along the crack of her ass.
"May I help you, Christine?" a voice says from behind me. I look over my shoulder and I see Mamata standing in the pool behind me, naked and lovely. She holds a sponge in one hand. I feel my face turn a blazing red, but I nod my assent. I shiver as she rests a hand on my shoulder and uses the other hand to run the sponge over my back and down the back of my legs. I let out a little gasp as Mamata runs the sponge back up the inside of my thigh, brushing my pussy from behind before running it over my ass.
Ramita turns to face me and we are suddenly bathing each others front sides, running the sponges over each others face and breasts. I lift Ramita's right breast, marveling at its heft as I bathe her. I run the sponge over her breast, inadvertently teasing her turgid nipple again and again. I shiver and close my eyes for a moment as I relish her touch when her sponge slips between my legs, sluicing the wonderful hot water down my open pussy.
Minutes pass as we wash each other. I turn and wash Mamata's front, exploring and cleaning her slender form, marveling at her still perfect smallish breasts and her almost hairless pussy while Ramita washes my legs and my ass. Our scents are thick, mixing in the air to become an intoxicating aroma. I am aware that the other women are similarly engaged in this erotic bathing. We all are slowly crawling towards orgasm when Ramita suddenly stops and shakes her head. She leans into me, her huge breasts like incredibly luxurious pillows and kisses me tenderly on the lips. "We must move on, my friends. Danteshwari awaits." She says, her voice tinged with need and a little regret.
With some regret, we emerge from the pool. Awaiting us are small earthen jugs. Mamata lifts one up and dips her hand in. It emerges glistening. "We must anoint ourselves with this sacred oil," she says and turning to Nilaya, she drizzles it on her naked form. She passes the jug to Ramita and then begins to rub the oil into Nilaya's skin until her dusky body shines with it. There is a hint of jasmine and spring flowers in the air, now mixing with the aroma of our arousal.
I feel the warm liquid spill across my breasts and then Ramita's hands gently kneading it into my skin. Her touch is almost heaven and I sigh happily. She rubs it quickly all over my body, not a bit shy as she plunges her hand between my legs, her fingers slicing through my wet cunt. A foreshadowing of orgasm sends a tremor through my body.
The jug is handed to me and I do not hesitate. I pour the anointing oil over Ramita's voluptuous body and pass the jug on. With loving attention, I massage the oil into my friend's skin, all modesty abandoned. I do not hesitate at all, in fact, it is with delight that I rub the oil into the thick mat of Ramita's bush, relishing the feel of her sodden cunt flesh, so hot and alive as I run my fingers through it and rub it into her meaty breasts, massaging her fleshy tits until they glisten.
Too soon though, Nilaya steps to the wall of the chamber and from a small alcove, pulls forth folded garments. "The time approaches, my friends. The Rite of Danteshwari draws near." Nilaya announces. We each take the offered garments. It is a Sari of diaphanous silk. Ramita helps wind the folds of transparent material around me. Unlike a traditional sari, it offers little modesty and I realize I am now wearing the garment of my dreams. We are, despite the garments, almost naked and with an easy movement, our sex can be revealed.
"It is time, my friend." Ramita says and we embrace one last time.
"Thank you, Ramita," I whisper, unable, unwilling to let her go and I hug her tightly. "I love you, sister." I say impulsively.
Our embrace ends and Ramita's eyes are shiny with tears. "Yes, we are sisters now," she replies. "I love you too, dear Christine." She takes my hand and leads me into a new passageway. Deeper into the hill we ascend. My heart is beating loudly. I realize I am more aroused now than ever before. My thighs are wet with my cream. My legs feel weak and I am trembling.
We emerge into a new chamber, suffused with a brilliant, soothing light. It is a huge chamber. In the center is a high platform or alter, maybe fifteen feet high. In a broad circle around it are rectangular slabs of crystalline rock. Each is topped with thick pads, sheets and pillows. There are twelve total and I realize that there are twelve of us.
Ramita lets go of my hand and walks purposefully towards one. My eyes fall on another slab and I feel compelled to go to it. Once there, I climb up into it and ease onto my back. It is perfect. It is the bed of my youth, my virginal bed, my marriage bed. It is the perfect place. I could rest here for all eternity.
"DANTESHWARI HAS SUMMONED YOU AND YOU HAVE ANSWERED HER CALL!" A voice calls out, echoing through the chamber and I recognize it. I look upwards to the altar and there stands Naija, the old holy woman. She stands tall and proud, powerful despite her age or perhaps because due to it. She slowly turns and looks at each of us.
"YOUR DREAMS HAVE BROUGHT YOU HERE TO RECEIVE THE BLESSINGS OF THE MOTHER GODDESS -- TO EMBRACE THE LOVE OF DANTESHWARI. ARE YOU PREPARED?"
As one, we all cry out, "YES!" our voices full of carnal desire. Deep inside me, I am amazed that I feel no fear, that this moment seems perfectly normal, that this sort of thing happens everyday to a girl born in Northern Alabama.
Naija holds up her arms to the cavern ceiling. "IN THE ANCIENT PAST, IN TERRIBLE AND BLOODY TIMES, DANTESHWARI CALLED UPON OUR VILLAGE TO DEFEND HER IN A TIME OF WAR AND STRIFE. OUR VILLAGE GAVE HER OUR HELP WILLINGLY AND WITHOUT HESITATION. OUR LOSSES WERE HORRIFIC, BUT IN THE END, DANTESHWARI WAS VICTORIOUS AND SAFE FOR ALL ETERNITY."
As the old woman speaks, it seems as if she begins to change. Perhaps my vision is failing, but there seems to multiples of her, diverging and coalescing constantly. Before my eyes she seems to become younger and somehow more than human. Naija looks at each of us, her eyes becoming brilliant and of all colors. Suddenly she is more than herself and I behold a beautiful woman, hair flowing long and black, her body now naked and dusky and lush and fertile. Her essence seems to cry out, "Behold, I am female -- I am motherhood incarnate!"
In awe, I realize I am in the presence of a Goddess or at the very least, her avatar on Earth. "IN GRATITUDE, DANTESHWARI MADE A PACT WITH THE WIDOWED WOMEN OF THE VILLAGE. ONCE EACH GENERATION, THOSE WOMEN WHO HAVE LOST THEIR BELOVED WILL HAVE ANOTHER. DANTESHWARI WILL OFFER THOSE WHOM SHE HAS MARKED THEIR TRUE LOVE, THEIR INTENDED SOUL MATE. THE MARKED OF DANTESHWARI WILL HAVE THE ONLY ONE WHO CAN TRULY APPRECIATE A MOTHER'S LOVE!" A thrill runs through me. My dream lover? Is he here? Is my dream about to become reality and come to fruition?
Niaja/Danteshwari lowers her voice, yet it becomes more powerful, more melodious and beautiful. I recognize the words even as I recognize the lovely voice.
"BEHOLD -- YOU ARE THE CHOSEN OF DANTESHWARI. EMBRACE THE BLESSINGS AND THE REBIRTH SHE OFFERS YOU NOW. OPEN YOUR HEART AND NOW LOVE FOR ALL ETERNITY. ACCEPT THE SACRED GIFTS OF LOVE AND FAMILY AND BE AS ONE. YOU ARE THE BLESSED OF DANTESHWARI!"
There is movement in the shadows. I sense the approach of someone. Towering over me suddenly is my dream lover. His smooth, muscular body looms over me, having come up from behind. He is naked and he is hard. I yearn to reach up and take his erect penis and draw him inside me, but I cannot move. His face is in shadow, but I see his brilliant blue eyes, peering intently, hungrily at me from the darkness. His cock stretches out above my face -- if I could move, I could raise my head just slightly and lick it.
"YOUR BELOVED OFFERS HIMSELF TO YOU. AS YOU HAVE DREAMED OF HIM, HE HAS DREAMED OF YOU! A SON'S LOVE FOR HIS MOTHER CALLS OUT TO DANTESHWARI AND SHE HAS SEEN INTO HIS HEART OF HEARTS!" Naija intones in a joyous voice. "BE SECURE IN HIS LOVE, FOR IT IS THE HOLIEST LOVE OF ALL -- THE MOST SACRED, FOR WHO COULD LOVE A MOTHER MORE THAN HER SON!"
My son? My eyes widen as the shadows clear and I see my son standing over me. The cock I have dreamed of is my son's! The hard, sculpted muscular body I have dreamed of is my son! Danteshwari intones, "NOW IS THE MOMENT OF CHOICE. YOUR SON OFFERS HIMSELF. HE OFFERS TO JOIN HIS LIFE WITH YOURS FOR ALL TIME. LOVE IS AT HAND -- TRUE, DIVINE LOVE! LET THE SHAKTI OF DANTESHWARI ENVELOPE YOU AND INFUSE YOU AND JOIN YOU NOW! YOU ARE MOTHERHOOD! YOU ARE WOMAN! LET THE EMBODIMENT OF THE DIVINE FEMININE MAKE MOTHER AND SON AS ONE! "
Jeff walks around me and climbs upon my bed of rock, climbing between my legs. Love and desire are etched on his face. "I've dreamed of this, Mother," he sighs. "You deserve love, you've lived without it for so long. I offer myself to you, Mother. To be one with you, mother and son -- wife and husband forever." My legs spread of their own volition, spread for that magnificent erect penis between my son's thighs. It juts out proud and eager, precum glistening on the glans. A thrill goes through my body even as my mind cries out, "No! This is taboo -- this is incest -- this is wrong!" A lifetime of western teachings demands that I refuse, but already I can feel the love swelling within my heart.
"I love you, Jeff!" I moan, suddenly having found my voice. "Be my love, darling! Be the man I always dreamed of -- be my lover, my husband and my son!"
Tears run down my son's face as he moves closer, his cock on an unerring path to my pussy. He is so close, so close. I feel the heat of his body as he moves over me, lowering himself -- his cock is so near now. I want my son as I have never wanted anything before. I steel myself to once again wake up, my dreams in tatters, but this is no dream. "I love you, Mom!" moans my son and I fling my pelvis upwards, meeting his cock and I feel the head of his cock press between my labia, press forward and down and he is inside me. My son's cock is inside me, moving deep, deeper, filling me and at last satisfying that long ached for need. My wonderful son is fucking me!
I throw my head back and scream out of sheer joy as Jeff's cock drives into my pussy, going further than his father ever dreamed or was capable of. He is big and long -- bigger and longer than I had imagined or could have hoped for. I scream with happiness and lust and relief, my voice one of many, a chorus of incestuous delight as all around this chamber, mothers and sons become one for all of eternity.
Out of the corner of my eye, I see Bimal on top of Ramita, her arms flung outward and her legs spread wide and high, her toes curling in delight as her son sinks his cock into her wet and hairy pussy, her tongue curling up over her upper lip as she savors the sensation of incestuous cock making her dreams a reality.
My own legs are encircling my son's back, my heels digging deep into Jeff's buttocks as I arch my back and thrust upwards to meet his downward stroke. I scream out in sweet triumph as I feel my son's pubic hairs grinding and tangling with mine while his cockhead presses into places no man has touched before. Jeff is huge and I feel so full -- a sensation that is erotic and holy and naughty all at the same time.
Jeff lowers himself down on me, my breasts pillowing out against his strong chest. My son has a beatific smile on his face as his lips near mine and we kiss as lovers for the first time. I sigh as our tongues meet and begin to dance, exploring and probing, tasting each other for the first time. My arms come up and I wrap them tightly around my son's neck. With arms and legs, I wrap myself firmly around my son's body, holding his precious cock deep within his mother's womb -- my womb. Long unused muscles come to life and I work my cunt to show my son how much his mother loves his cock.
"ALL PRAISE TO DANTESHWARI!" cries out a beautiful, young Naija. Long dark hair sweep around her head as the room fills with divine power. Without actually laying eyes on everyone else, I know that every mother and son here have joined at this holy moment. "YOUR LOVE IS YOUR TESTAMENT TO DANTESHWARI. MAKING LOVE IS YOUR WORSHIP! YOU NOW AND ALWAYS HONOR DANTESHWARI WHEN MAKING LOVE. YOU HAVE ACCEPTED HER BLESSING AND WILL EMBRACE IT FOR ALL ETERNITY!"
The Goddess's words seem to spur us on and mothers and sons begin the age old dance of love and lust with a vengeance. Jeff begins to thrust slowly back and forth, worming his cock in and out of my cunt's jealous clasp. I refuse to loosen my embrace, relishing the sweet feel of his flesh, hot and slick against mine. My nipples, swollen to the point that they feel like they could explode, rub deliciously against his smooth, hard muscled chest. His lips kiss their way over my face and then my neck, biting me lightly as he seeks my tits. My heels pound into my son's butt cheeks, urging his thrusts on. Our love expands and explodes into so much more. At the core, we are love, but we are also caught up in sheer, incestuous lust. We wrap ourselves up in it like a warm blanket. We allow ourselves to become intoxicated on our love and lust, taking deep draughts of incestuous passion as my son sinks his cock into my pussy juice flooded hole again and again.
"I love you, Jeff! Fuck your mother! Fuck Mother -- she needs it sooo much, son!" I sob out as we rock together, becoming one.
"I have wanted to fuck you for so long, Mother," gasps my son as he plunges his hard, long cock in me again and again. "Forever, Mother. I will love and fuck you forever!"
All around us the sounds of lovemaking fill the chamber, creating the most angelic of songs. In my mind I can see images of the others as in our lovemaking all in this chamber are sharing in the joy of everyone. As I savor the wondrous experience of having my pussy packed full of my son's thick and long cock, I am also experiencing the feel of Bimal's extra-long penis sliding in and out of Ramita's oh so wet pussy. I can feel the delicious sensation of Mamata's cunt struggling and succeeding to expand to accept her son Jamal's incredibly thick cock.
The power within the chamber flares brightly as twelve mothers simultaneously have their first son induced orgasms. The intensity of my pleasure literally takes my breath away and I sob with joy as I begin to cum, all my hunger and need of the last many weeks washing away in incredible torrents of incest induced orgasm!
Somehow, I managed to retain my grip on my son's body, arms and legs wrapped around him as my pelvis drives my cunt upwards, impaling myself on his swollen penis. I cling to him, urging myself to merge with him, to become one with him.
My body burns with lust and desire, recreating me, making me feel reborn. I am young again -- young and in love and in heat and I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with my man, my son, my intended exploring the depths of our love!
My orgasm ebbs, but does not completely diminish and I am hanging on at the edge of carnal bliss as my son continues to fuck me and fuck me and fuck me. Suddenly, I feel his cock head swell and an incredible throb of power run through his shaft and I am keenly aware that he is about to cum. My womb becomes aware, wanting to clasp him tightly, to become what it was always meant to be, a receptacle for my lover's seed. I am suddenly conscious of the fact that I want my son's child; that to be a mother is to be a giver of life and I want to carry the fruit of my son's seed and make us a baby.
"Cum in mother's pussy, son!" I hiss. "Let's make a baby! Let's make a love child, Jeff!" I use my heels to press my son downward, to bury his life giving cock as deep as possible inside my womb. Time slows down and my senses seem to greatly magnify. I can feel the swell of semen as it flows through his shaft and then erupt inside of me, bathing my womb with his potent seed and triggering in me an orgasm unlike any I have ever experienced.
As mother and son and lovers, our voices rise as one as we cry out our incestuous love and passion. Jet after jet of hot, incestuous semen scalds my insides, seeking my life producing eggs. Despite my forty-six years, I instantly know I am fertile and that my son is about to make me pregnant and I weep tears of joy as well as pleasure as I orgasm and orgasm, my sexual joy intensified by the knowledge that my son has impregnated me.
Jeff's lips press against mine and we kiss passionately as our coupling peaks and then peaks some more. I think for a while that my son will never stop ejaculating inside my womb and that I will never stop orgasming. We have become one -- man and woman -- our souls joined forever, coupled with the life we have created. I feel Danteshwari's gaze turn on us and feel her love and joy and I understand a fundamental truth. To love and bring forth life is to honor Danteshwari's gift with the greatest gift we have to offer.
Finally, the world comes to a stop and we are joined cock and pussy on our bed of crystal. My son and I whisper sweet words of endearment to each other, each completely aware of the other, almost as if we have established a telepathic link. Around us, we hear the gasps and sighs of satisfied lovers. We turn and lock eyes with Ramita and Bimal. Somehow, she has found her way on top of her son. Her long black hair is hangs wetly down her back and her breasts heave mightily as she recovers from what must have been a terrific orgasm.
We smile at each other and with a glance share the knowledge that we both carry our sons' babies. Nearby, Mamata weeps with joy as her son comforts her. Nilaya and her oldest child are already again engaging in an incestuous dance of love, Nilaya straddling her son and pistoning up and down on his cock.
Jeff turns to me, his hand cupping my full breast lovingly. "I love you, Mother. Ours will be a wonderful life."
I kiss my son and reply, "Ours is a wonderful life. I love you, son. Now, please -- make love to your mother again." My son growls lustfully and I can feel his still partially erect cock swell inside me. The delightfully sinful sensation of having my son's cock grow to full girth and length inside me has me in the throes of an incestuous orgasm before he even begins to thrust in and out of me again.
Again we join a choir of lovemaking as mothers and sons again begin to fuck lustfully all around us. We seem to be outside of Time itself as we make love. We are lost for what seems hours, then days -- years and centuries and eons, cocooned in our sexual desires. My son and I make love and fuck, sometimes at a snail's pace, every fraction of an inch's movement an orgasm in itself and sometimes we are like the beasts in the jungle, caught up in fierce, incestuous lust, fucking and sucking, clawing and biting.
My memories of the rest of that first night blur into a montage of erotic fulfillment. I recollect sucking Jeff's cock and feeding on his sweet semen. I remember riding him like a cowgirl, bucking up and down on his swollen saddle horn. I can envision my son taking me from behind, thrusting deep inside me as my heavy breasts swing back and forth like a drunken pendulum. I recall my son and I locked in the embrace of a sixty-nine, tongues playing across sensitive flesh, making each other cum again and again.
I remember us in a thousand different positions, embracing and surpassing the knowledge of the Kama Sutra until our bodies absolutely glow with orgasmic energy. Mostly, I can recall our final orgasm suffusing our bodies and growing in intensity until we have moved beyond this mortal plane of existence, bodies locked together in orgasmic unity becoming one with the universe. When the sheer power of my orgasm, fueled by the heavenly sensation of my womb being flooded by my son's semen, I scream and open my eyes and find that we are floating in space, surrounded by countless stars that flare in acknowledgement of our own incandescent pleasure.



Through it all, we are aware of the presence of Danteshwari, knowing that she smiles upon us. As I surrender to the power of our ultimate orgasm, I manage to whisper, "Thank you -- thank you for your gift."
I am pretty sure as I slide into unconsciousness, wrapped in a blanket of sheer, incestuous love, I hear a divine voice whisper back, "YOU ARE WELCOME, DAUGHTER."
When I awake, it is dawn. Jeff carries me in his strong arms as if I were a child. I am naked as is he. I look up into his eyes and see his love for me. We don't have to say it aloud to each other. We know it for absolute truth. I love my son. He loves me.
Other sons are carrying their mothers home alongside us. Ramita's arms are draped around Bimal's neck, her head against his chest. Her eyes are closed and she has a smile on her face that belongs to an angel. My heart swells with happiness for her. The village folk are emerging from their homes to greet us -- to welcome us back. They sing prayers and praise to Danteshwari for her blessings -- for the continuing fulfillment of her pact with the village.
With head held proud and high, Jeff carries me home. He takes me to his bed and gently lowers me to it. Naked, we cuddle up together and sleep. The dream is gone. In it's place are new dreams showing us our life together. When we wake, my son and I make love again. It is as wonderful as the first time -- perhaps even better. As I writhe under my son's body, his cock making me squirm and moan with incestuous pleasure, I know that each time we make love, it will be more wonderful than the time before.
Five years pass. In everyone's eyes, my son and I are husband and wife, our wedding rites performed by Danteshwari herself. When Joseph came home, I demanded a divorce and he agreed. I think this land had already defeated him and he simply wanted to leave anyway. He left for America and we never saw him again.
My son and I are so happy. He works the land, the gift of farming evident in his touch. I teach to this day. And together, we raise our children. Damika, our daughter is five, conceived the night my son and I were first joined. She is joy personified. Naija thinks that she will someday take her place as the village's holy woman. Our son, Jack is three and is the apple of our eye. My belly is swollen with our third child. My heart tells me it is another daughter. I will name her after Naija, who will never admit it, but is pleased by that.
Each day we give thanks to Danteshwari for the gifts she has showered us with - our love for each other, the blessing of our children and for gifts unlooked for yet given with love. It has only been recently that I realized that I have stopped aging. Naija has explained that all the mothers blessed by the Goddess have stopped aging and that we will not resume aging until our sons have reached our age, so that we might travel the road of our lives together until the end.
We are home, my son and I. I know we will never leave. We will never want to. I am forever a daughter of India and in love with my son, married to my son, happy with a life given to me by the grace and blessing of Danteshwari.
The End
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Part 01: Spring Break with Mom
This story is a continuation of "Christmas with Mom" and "New Year's Eve with Mom." To give it some semblance of continuity from here on out, all future parts will run under "Mother & Son -- A Love Story.
Sorry that continuing this tale has taken so long to get out to you. This proved to be a difficult part to write. What often hurts an incest story's credibility is how so many people suddenly get brought into the incestuous relationship. Whether the story is thinly disguised truth or simple fiction, the trickiest part is conveying a sense of reality. What I hope is to keep you wondering if many of the people and the places within this story are or were real. In the end as with all things, you decide. Either way, I hope you enjoy. I look forward to your comments and critiques. My inspiration is y'all.
P.S. Consider this a shameless plug, but if you didn't read "The Mark of Danteshwari" please give it a try. I think it was one of my better stories, but very few gave it a look. I really want to know what you think of it.
*
Isn't it funny, the little things that can keep you sane? At Christmas, my world was turned upside down as my greatest fantasies and desires came true. In a snow locked Chicago, my mother and I finally succumbed to our unrequited love and become soul mates, joined in body and heart. By New Year's Eve, our bonds were cemented permanently and we both know that, although it will take some years, eventually we will be able to carve out a life that will never again be lived separately.
But for the time being, we both ached from the physical distance that separated us. Mom and I had hoped to get together for a few brief days at the end of January or by St. Valentine's Day at the latest, but alas, that was not to be. One of my younger twin brothers took a bad spill on a ski slope in mid January. He fractured his leg in three places. Oh, he would recover, but he needed a lot of care. Mom knew her place was there, and I understood that -- it was after all, her caring, loving soul that drew me to her. But I hated the separation anyway.
The thing that kept me sane was a picture taken of us on New Year's Eve. We were at the Dinner Club and an employee was taking pictures for sale. I popped for the photograph and it arrived in the mail a couple of days after Mom went home. It shows two people who are intimate and very much in love. We are sitting on a divan where we were sharing a drink and resting for a moment from having danced most the night away.
Mom is curled up next to me, her short dress showing off a lot of thigh. Mom is leaning into me, her right breast almost spilling out her strapless, low cut dress, my hand cupping her left breast as only a lover can. Mom's hand is high up on my thigh. I remember that moment perfectly. We are happy and I am aroused. Slow dancing with Mom has kept me hard most of the night and at the moment she knows that her hand is dangerously close to the bulge in my pants. She is grinning mischievously into the camera. I can close my eyes and still smell her. Sweat mixed with that ever present hint of jasmine, with the scent of her arousal delicately mixing in and wafting around us.
Whenever I started to feel too blue, I took the picture out. I studied it as I grew hard, remembering the feel of Mom's soft skin, the taste of her mouth as we kiss. I would remember the utter perfection of Mom's body against mine and the way we seem to fit perfectly body against body, mouth to mouth and cock to pussy. I usually masturbated then, calling out to Mom as I ejaculated. I missed her so bad. The winter and the cold went hand in hand with my misery and I knew it was even harder on her.
I at least could sit here and look at this picture and masturbate and call out to her. Mom was stuck in a house that held the ashes of a dead marriage. She loved and loves the twins, but they were much like the old man in their attitudes and behavior. I have no doubt they love Mom in their own way, but for too long, they have viewed her more as a convenience and live-in servant than a mother and woman. I cannot imagine how lonely she must have been.
Winter was long and passed slowly. I went to class and to work. I did what I must, but my mind and heart were not in it. My thoughts lingered on my mother and the question of when I would see her again. I called home once a week, but she was never really able to talk. I couldn't write for fear that the old man might open the letter by accident. Mom haunted my dreams, beautiful and often naked, but almost always just out of reach. Winter was long and it passed slowly, but Spring was coming and I knew with Spring, my one true love would be with me again.
#
My dearest love,
There aren't words to describe how much I love you and how much I miss you. I know you're lonely, son. I'm lonely too. Each morning, I wake up, the need to be in your arms so great, I almost cry when I roll over and you're not there. In the evenings, sleep comes hard because I am not curled up with you, feeling your body warm against mine, our sweat slowly drying after making love and your seed inside me, reminding me of my sweet son and lover.
Stay strong, John. I know that our day will come. We will steal our moments in the meantime and they will be all the sweeter for the rarity of their occurrence. I miss you so much, sweetheart. I roam through this house that is no longer my home, aching to turn and see your smiling face and rush into your arms and kiss you and let our love sweep us away.
When your brother's asleep, I steal into your bedroom, trying to absorb your presence there. I step into your closet and hold your clothes to my face, inhaling your scent and remembering us intertwined on your bed, joined together, you swollen inside me. When I can, I lie on your bed and imagine you here with me, making love to me, making me moan and squirm. I play with myself, pretending you are deep inside me until I find some release. It is never fully satisfying, but it will have to do until I am in your arms again.
Soon, darling, it will be soon. Your little brother mends quickly and arrangements are being made. Your spring break is coming and I have such plans for us. Be patient, my love, I will be with you soon.
Love,
Mom
#
I read Mom's letter again, my body rocking a bit as the El rolls along.. It came two weeks ago and Spring Break was now upon us. I haven't heard from Mom since the letter. My last call home, my brother answered and told me Mom was out shopping. I chatted with the dork for a while, but hung up finally, frustrated that I didn't even get to hear her voice. I finished my last mid term and collected my check from the bottling company. My supervisor kidded me about taking a week off and "goin' down to Florida and sniffing out some young tail," as he passed me my paycheck.
I got off the train at my stop and walked down the street to my apartment building. The weather of early April was still cool enough to wear a heavy sweater, but you could smell Spring in the air -- like the world was coming back to life after a too long hibernation.
I walked upstairs and stopped at my door. It is open. It had been locked when I'd left. Either my heart's desire was about to granted or my television would be missing! I let my bookbag slip from my shoulder so I could sling it at a dope addict and stepped warily in the room. It was dim, the shades drawn and utterly quiet. And then I heard her voice -- to my soul it was like a drink of cold water to a man dying of thirst.
"Hello, my love." I turned and saw my mother leaning against the kitchen counter, lovelier than I remembered. Another man passing her on the street might note a pretty, middle aged woman, but to me, my mother was the most beautiful woman in the world. Mom stands five foot, four inches tall and has black hair. It had been longer the last time I saw her. She'd cut it shorter, almost a pageboy and very becoming -- it framed her lovely face drawing attention to her big, brown eyes. Mom had on a tight, V-necked sweater that showed off her tremendous cleavage as the material molded itself to her heavy gourd-like breasts. Her bra did little to hide her erect nipples. She was wearing a knee high skirt that emphasized her shapely calves. My cock began to swell just at the sight of her.
"Mom!" I said softly and then I was moving and we were in each other's arms, our lips pressed to each other as our tongues became reacquainted. Her body felt so right pressed against mine. The flames of passion raced through us as we hugged each other tighter. My hand caressed her ass cheek over the material of her skirt and then I started to bunch the material up until I could feel the soft as butter skin of her ass. I squeezed and then ran my finger upwards until I touched her panties.
Mom broke the kiss, giggling and trying to wriggle out of my groping grasp. "Stop it, son! We don't have time."
I pulled her close and nuzzled her throat and whispered, "Then we need to make the time. We need to make up for all the time we've been apart."
Mom replied with a deep throaty moan and pressed herself against me as I again squeezed her ass cheeks. I ran my tongue along the curve of her upper breast and with my free hand, placed her hand on the jean covered bulge in my crotch. Mom sighed again and after briefly squeezing my blue jean covered cock, again pushed me away.
Mom's face was flushed as was her upper chest. Again she laughed and shook her head. "I'm serious, John. We have to go. We've got a plane to catch!" She picked up an envelope from the kitchen counter and waved it at me. I could see the symbol of a major airline on the envelope.
"A plane, Mom? What plane?"
Mom giggled again and hurled herself back into my arms. "The plane that's taking us to Florida, you silly boy!" Mom was having fun teasing me and enjoying every minute of it. "It's Spring Break and Momma is taking her lover son to Florida." Mom kissed me, rubbing her breasts against me as she did so and then slipped one last time away from me.
Bending over, she lifted up my duffel bag and handed it to me. "I packed for you, son. Let's get moving before we miss our flight."
In the car, on our way to O'Hare, Mom laid it out for me. "Your brother is able to get around pretty well now and I told your father I was going to take a break and visit your Aunt Debbie." Mom grinned like the cat that ate the canary. "I think your father was suspicious until I told him I was taking you along to get some sun." Mom stuck her tongue out at me and gave me her best naughty look.
She went on. We had a 1:00 flight to Tampa and would pick up a rental car there and drive on to Aunt Debbie's home on up the coast. "I figure we'll be at Debbie's by six o'clock," Mom said. "We should have just enough time to walk on the beach before dark, son."
"Sounds great, Mom," I replied, trying to sound enthusiastic. I gave Mom a half-hearted smile.
Mom looked at me curiously. "John, is something wrong?"
I shrugged and tried not to sound disappointed. "If we're staying with Aunt Debbie, we won't have many chances to be -- uh, be together, will we?"
Mom responded with a loud, amused, "HA!" She eyed the traffic ahead and then reached over and trailed her fingernails over the bulge in my jeans. "John, your Aunt could care less if I fucked you right on the living room rug. I'm going to have more trouble keeping Debbie away from your big cock, son."
Mom had to work hard to keep from laughing. I guess my stunned look was pretty comical looking. Mom patted my thigh as she navigated traffic. "I thought you knew, son. Your Aunt Debbie is a slut." She winked at me and added, "I guess it runs in the family!"
I tried to get Mom to expand on her comments, but she stalled me just as she had about the comments at Christmas about incest running in the family. As we parked at O'Hare, Mom simply said, "It will be easier to explain once we're at your Aunt's in Florida, sweetheart. Be patient a little longer, son and Momma will make it all clear!"
We spent our time on the flight, cuddled up, drawing some raised eyebrows as we kissed and made out between bouts of catching up. Just to kiss Mom again was like finding religion. I knew that the world still turned and everything would be alright.
Off the plane in Tampa's humid weather, Mom ducked into a restroom and changed tops, trading her sexy sweater for an equally sexy cotton pullover with a deeply scooped neck. I instantly recognized that Mom has shed her bra as well and the light green cotton blouse molded itself tightly to her tits. As Mom noticed my appreciative stare, she blushed slightly and I watched as her nipples swelled and stood out prominently. The blouse was so tight I swear I could see the little bumps covering her areoles. My mouth watered and it was hard to drive our rented car up the coast as my eyes kept drifting over to Mom who was sprawled sexily in the passenger seat, flashing her panties at me whenever she got the chance. There was a very dark wet spot in the middle of her crotch and I realized Mom was just as horny as I was.
It was a two hour run up the coast to Aunt Debbie's. She had a two bedroom bungalow two blocks from the Gulf Coast shoreline. She lived in a little bitty town, populated by graying hippies and other refugees from the 1960s. In those days, the area was extremely liberal, not yet having succumbed to Reaganomics. It would eventually get the tourist treatment and all the residential neighborhoods are long gone, replaced by fern bar restaurants, T-shirt shops and ugly, multi story hotels. But back when, it was a helluva place for a private vacation.
Only getting lost once, we found Aunt Debbie's street and pulled into her driveway, stopping behind a vintage 1965 convertible Mustang. We had barely climbed out of our rental when the front door opened up and Mom's sister came bouncing down the drive, crying out, "You're here, you're here!"
Aunt Debbie is a piece of work unlike any other. She was then forty-five years old, almost three years older than Mom. She was a lanky five foot, nine inches tall and had a finely sculpted body -- not a spare ounce of fat on her aside from what Mom later confirmed were almost authentic tits. Like Mom, Aunt Debbie is big breasted, but where as Mom was satisfied with an all natural appearance, Debbie had work done to perk them up. She paid well for good work and they were light years beyond the bowling ball look that so many get with plastic surgery. Her hair was bleached blonde which suited her personality and appearance.
Aunt Debbie came running down the drive wearing a bandana halter top and the shortest shorts I have personally ever seen on a woman. Her long legs were perfectly sculpted and toned, accentuated by stiletto heels, her stomach was flat and she was almost every man's wet dream. If Mom wasn't around, I'd have found her incredibly hot. (Okay, I did find her hot, but to me, Mom was the ultimate woman, everyone else came in a far back second place).
Mom ran up to meet her sister and they jumped into each other's arms. They locked lips and it took me a minute to realize they were French kissing while hands roamed freely over both bodies.
When they finally stepped apart, Mom turned with her arm around Aunt Debbie's waist and gestured to me. "I know it's been six years, Sis, but you do remember your nephew John, don't you?"
Aunt Debbie looked at me with such frank lust that I felt my face begin to burn. She slipped from Mom's embrace and moved towards me. "Oh My God! This little boy with the glasses grew up to become a fucking hunk of man! Damn, Carrie, you hooked yourself a stud!" Aunt Debbie threw her arms around me and ground herself against me, throwing one leg up and wrapping it around my back, lifting herself up to kiss me.
Like she did with Mom, she wasted no time offering me her tongue and out of surprise more than anything, I accepted it and offered her my own. We kissed passionately for what seemed at least a minute, her rubbing her crotch against my jean covered cock which was swelled to the point of being uncomfortable being constricted by all that denim.
It was only when Mom growled, "Down, you slut, this man's mine!" that my aunt let me go. Suddenly, I was one horny and confused young man. Mom and Aunt Debbie moved off towards the house holding hands while I lugged in the bags.
Inside, I found both of them cuddled up on a leather couch, hands fluttering as they chattered excitedly. Mom looked up and said, "There's my motherfucker!" in a voice that conveyed her lusty delight at having her son being her lover.
Aunt Debbie grinned lewdly at me and I said in a ragged voice, "So, um -- Aunt Debbie knows everything about us?"
Mom nodded and replied, "I've never kept any secrets from my big sister, son. I called her up and told her about us the day after I got home."
Aunt Debbie chortled and said, "Of course, it runs in the family, so it doesn't come as any surprise."
Before I could follow up that remark, Mom gently elbowed her sister and said, "Well, John and I haven't discussed that yet -- maybe we can talk about some of it later tonight or tomorrow."
My aunt snickered. "You've at least told him what a slut you were when you were younger, haven't you?"
Mom began to blush herself and grinning like a little girl caught with her hand in the cookie jar, replied, "Well -- no real details." Mom looked up at me and said, "Maybe tonight, we can talk about it."
Laughing, Aunt Debbie climbed off the couch and said, "This is gonna be so much fun!" She pointed at a big sun shaped clock on the wall and said, "But if you're going to visit the beach today, you better start shaking those asses. You've got maybe two hours of sunlight left."
Mom began hurrying about. She dug into one of her bags and pulled out two bags. Handing me one, she said, "Here, baby! Run in the bathroom and change!" Then she turned around and headed to what I guess was the guest bedroom. She paused at the door and gave me a mischievous grin that made my heart pound and said, "Hurry! Momma's got a big surprise for you!"
In the bathroom, I discovered to my horror, that Mom had bought me a Speedo bathing suit. I opened the door a crack and hollered, "I can't wear this in public. I'll get arrested!"
Aunt Debbie laughed and said, "Honey, around here, you can wrap your boner in a band-aid and it will be legal."
I pulled the Speedo suit on and looked at myself in the mirror. I'm glad I keep myself in good shape, but I had to blanch at seeing so little of myself covered up. I basically covered my balls and cock and for the first time, I had a vague idea of how a thong must feel! In my embarrassment, my cock had dropped to about half mast. I was worried that if I got hard in this thing, it was going to be very snug! I'd have to be careful or something might decide to peek out!
Feeling my face blushing, I stepped out of the room. Aunt Debbie was sitting on the couch and gave a long wolf whistle. "Hey, hey, little sister, you need to get out here and check out the package on this stud!" My aunt winked at me and palmed her crotch, rubbing it vigorously until we heard the door to Mom's bedroom open.
"Well, what do you think?" Mom asked in a voice that held both naughtiness and uncertainty. I turned and was almost floored. I had seen Mom scantily clad to the point of scandal before and I had seen Mom naked. Nothing had prepared me for the incredible carnality that Mom now put on display.
Mom had on a bikini or at least it would have been a bikini if there had been more cloth to it. As it was, it was a bikini top consisting of two triangular pieces of light green cloth and some string. The top barely covered Mom's nipples, leaving much of her areolas exposed. Tit flesh jiggled and overflowed the material. I would not have covered a dime bet that the strings would hold up for more than 10 minutes.



The bottom was a bikini thong that consisted of a slightly larger strip of light green cloth that barely covered Mom's sex and did not hide much of her unruly bush of dark hair. The cloth molded itself to Mom's cunt mound, her labia lips evident. To complete the ensemble, Mom had on a pair of high heeled sandals that highlighted her shapely calves and her lovely, but meaty thighs.
Mom spun around, confirming that it was indeed a thong she was wearing as her lovely ass jiggled into sight. "So, John, do you like Momma's outfit?" Mom asked coyly!
All I could do was nod for the longest time. Mom giggled and walked up to me, pressing herself against me as she palmed the growing bulge in my Speedos. "Oh my!" she whispered in my ear. "I think my son approves of my outfit!" Mom looked up at me, pressing her massive tits against my bare chest. My stunned silence seemed to make her nervous. "You do like it, don't you, son. You don't think its too nasty, do you?"
I smiled, seeing my Mom vulnerable like this made me love her all the more. Remembering our conversations over Christmas about how Mom had yearned for years to express her powerful sexuality filled my heart with joy that she was finally living her dreams. "You're beautiful, Mom," I whispered back. "And nasty and sexy and glamorous and I will love whatever you wear." I kissed Mom, my hands cupping her bare ass cheeks and pulling her up and against me. My fully erect penis was threatening to burst loose from my swim trunks. When our kiss ended, I added, "I don't think you could ever be too nasty, Mom!"
Mom grinned and wiggled her lush body against mine, "I will consider that a dare, John."
Aunt Debbie pointed out that we would soon run out of sunlight and after kissing us both with that wicked tongue, pushed us out the door. With Mom on my arm, we began to stroll towards the beach two blocks away. My initial embarrassment quickly faded as Mom's confident sexuality erased any doubts and my pride for the incredibly sexy woman on my arm grew as we went down the sidewalk.
The area was not crowded, but there were many people out and about. Mom drew some hoots and car horn honks from passing cars, but more direct and thrilling were the stares and whistles and appreciative looks from our fellow pedestrians. Two young mothers, pushing baby carriages side by side stared openly at us. One was redheaded and seems to have a slight frown of disapproval on her face, but the other grinned broadly and gave me an appreciative stare and gave Mom an even longer look, hunger evident in her face.
Two old men, retirees I suspect, had a chess game set up on a folding table in a front yard. From their lawn chairs, they ceased playing to watch Mom and me strut by. Mom winked at them and moved merrily on, quite aware that with little constraint, her large tits and meaty ass cheeks were bouncing in rhythm with our steps.
One of the old guys let out a long sigh and nodding at me, said loudly, "Boy, you are one lucky motherfucker!"
I grinned back and said, "Man, you have no idea!"
A young teenaged boy, delivering afternoon newspapers stared stunned at Mom's bouncing breasts until he ran into a trashcan and crashed, spilling newspapers everywhere. Mom and I tried not to laugh as we helped him up and gathered up his papers. He never said a word, just kept his eyes locked on Mom's almost naked breasts, until we moved on, anxious to see the Gulf of Mexico.
And finally, there we were, standing on the white sands of the town's beach, staring out at the glittering blue-green waters, a warm wind blowing in from offshore. Mom and I held hands and walked down the mostly deserted beach. This place had not been 'discovered' yet and so it was almost only locals and of course, one deeply in love, incestuous couple. It was easy to imagine Mom and me alone, the only people in the entire universe.
"I missed you so much, John," Mom said. "I wasn't prepared for how much I would miss you."
I slipped my arm around her waist and pulled her close as we walked, enjoying the simple touch of her hip against my leg. Even that was enough to arouse me and my cock was at full mast. Mom was excited too -- her thick nipples were erect and stretched so tight against the cloth that I could make out the little crinkles in her large, rubbery nubs. "I missed you too, Mom," I replied. "I don't think I realized how badly in love I was with you, until I didn't know when I would see you again."
"I can't tell you how many times I wanted to just walk out the door, darling and come to you," Mom whispered. A sad little smile crossed her face, "But, as much as I love you and ache for you, I'm..." Mom's voice faded.
I pulled her a little closer to me. "You're a Mom with responsibilities," I finished for her. "It's okay, Mom. I wouldn't have fallen in love with you if you weren't the most loving Mom in the world." I stopped, turned and faced Mom. "We will have our time, Mom. We'll steal the moments we can until you don't have any obligations." I took her left hand and lifted it up. She was still wearing the wedding band I had given her. "Once we're both free, I'll put this wedding band on you for real and we'll never have to spend another day apart."
Mom smiled at my little speech and stood on tip toe in the sand to kiss me. Just as her lips met mine, she whispered, "Don't forget the nights, son. When we are free to be ourselves, we'll never spend another night apart."
Mom and I kissed. We kissed for a long time, tongues twirling and dancing, feasting on the taste of each other, unable to quench the hunger we had for each other.. People occasionally came by, but we were pretty much oblivious. We were close to the shore and we began to feel the water roll in washing over our feet. The tide was starting to come in. The sun was still above the horizon -- sunset was perhaps forty-five minutes away.
As our kiss ended, Mom looked at the sun above the western horizon and then nodded towards it and led me by the hand into the water. It was amazingly warm and felt good on our aroused bodies. Mom and I danced and jumped around splashing each other until we found ourselves waist high in the water -- or waist high on me - almost tit high for Mom.
We moved together and embraced and Mom literally let herself float upwards, wrapping her hands around my neck as we kissed. Mom's left breast rolled free of her bikini top as she rubbed against me and I felt her rubbery nipple drag up my chest. Mom hunched her bikini clad pussy against me and said in a quiet and eager voice, "I need you inside me, John. Fuck me right now!"
Hanging onto my neck with one arm and floating in the water, her legs spread on either side of me, Mom reached down and tugged my Speedos down far enough to free my aching, throbbing erection. "Oh, Mom!" I gasped. "I have missed you! I have missed this!" As Mom pulled the crotch of her swimsuit to one side, I cupped Mom's meaty cheeks and lifted her up, oblivious to everything around me. Mom spread her legs and I felt my cock brush her thick bush before touching wet, slick cunt flesh and with a moan that mingled with Mom's sighs, I eased her down on my cock.
I was trying to be gentle, but Mom pressed downwards and in as her legs wrapped around my back, her heels digging anxiously into my butt cheeks. She leaned back a little, her fingers intertwined around my neck and cooed, "Yessss, son! Fuck me, baby, with that fine cock!" Mom hunched against me, worming my cock in and out of her fiery pussy, while I struggled to maintain my balance in the water and to hold onto her, the most important woman in my life.
Mom threw her head back, her lips curled in a snarl of incestuous pleasure. Mom moved on my cock back and forth, the movement making her meaty, heavy tits bounce around hypnotically, the nipple on her exposed breast swelling to the point of bursting.
Around us, life went on. A young woman jogged down the beach. An old man glanced at us once in a while as he ran a metal detector across the sand. A couple strolled by, throwing a Frisbee to a golden retriever and giggling as they ogled us. Maybe the very naïve would think we were simply embracing out in the water, but even with Mom's back to the beach and our joined cock and pussy slightly under the waves, it had to be unmistakable that we were fucking. Nobody seemed to care.
In and out, Mom pistoned her hips, never letting me go completely, her bushy muff tangling with my wiry pubes as she would grind herself against me, savoring the sensation of my hard penis inside her molten pussy, before slowly sliding upwards, her labia clinging to my cock shaft, stubbornly resisting the withdrawal of my cock.
I ducked my head and got my lips around Mom's rubbery nipple. I slathered my tongue back and forth across her blood engorged nub and then gently bit down on it, making my mother moan. I sucked on Mom's tit as if I was drawing milk from it and Mom groaned, "Don't stop, John! I love it when my baby sucks on Momma's tits -- I always have!"
Water swirled around us, pushing against us, but I kept my balance and used the motion of the waves to thrust into Mom's molten pussy flesh as she continued to fling her pelvis against me. I drove my cock deep inside Mom's womb, our pubic hairs tangling as we ground ourselves against each other before Mom slowly pulled away and then we did it all over again, both of us moaning and grunting with the sheer pleasure of cock sliding inside pussy, pleasure amplified by the knowledge that we were mother and son and in love!
Too soon, I felt the irresistible urge and pulled Mom close, sinking deep within her cunt and gasping, "I'm gonna cum, Mom. I'm going to cum inside you, Mommalove!"
Mom managed to moan, "Yes! Cum in me, son, make Momma -- OHHHHH!" before I began to ejaculate and flooded Mom's womb with my hot semen, triggering her orgasm in the waning minutes of the day. We kissed hungrily as our bodies melded into one being with a single purpose, to carry out the ancient desire to procreate with the one you love. Mom's cunt massaged and milked my cock, demanding my steaming seed that it had been denied for so long. I hugged Mom to me tight, trying to sink as much of myself as I could inside her warm, motherly womb, delighting in the pleasure and comfort that only a mother can provide.
As our orgasms receded, the world seemed to be suffused in a heavenly golden glow. I thought at first it was simply the effect of our long denied sexual delight, but realized the sun was about to set and had turned the ocean around us gold with its warm rays. It was a beautiful setting to be in as we savored our first orgasm after so many weeks apart. "It's good to be home, Mom," I whispered with a grin, rolling my hips to prod Mom's insides with my still mostly erect penis.
Mom smiled back, her eyes still glazed with the intensity of her orgasm. She slowly squeezed my cock with her muscles as she replies, "It's good to have my son home, right here between my legs where you belong, John."
As the sun began to sink below the horizon, I waded towards the shore, still inside Mom, her legs still wrapped around me. Finally as we reach the edge of the beach and with some regret, I lifted Mom up off me and sat her down on the ground. Her legs are shaky and she hung on to me keep her balance. A few people stroll by us, giving us amused glances as we tuck each other back into place.
We recovered our shoes and slowly strolled back towards Aunt Debbie's home. The light was getting dim -- dusk had arrived, but Mom still drew appreciative stares as we walked. Mom giggled as she tried to adjust her bikini bottoms. "It keeps rolling off my pussy," Mom whispered to me. "And I think your jism is running down my leg."
I glanced down and sure enough, her swimsuit had managed to roll to one side, exposing Mom's hairy bush and her still open labia. My semen was leaking out and a streamer was making its way down Mom's left inner thigh. Mom was embarrassed and excited with her audacious behavior. I was in awe at my mother's awesome sexuality unleashed to its full potential for the first time in my life. Further, it gave me great joy to see Mom revel in her unleashed carnality.
By the time that we reached Aunt Debbie's, we were both shaking with desire again. We stepped around to the back of the bungalow where Debbie kept an outdoor shower for showing the ocean water and sand off. Mom got it running and we both jumped under the showerhead, letting the slowly warming water sluice ocean, salt and cum off our bodies. Shivering under the initially cool water, Mom and I hugged to share body warmth which immediately led to hugging and then the touch of her skin made me mad with lust. I ripped the scant strands of fabric off Mom's body while she tugged down my Speedos, freeing my again proudly erect cock.
Mom lunged at me, kissing me fiercely, grinding herself against me in a sinfully delightful manner. I shivered at the touch of my mother's bare breasts flattening against my chest while her hairy bush humped against my erection. I pushed her back against the wall of the fence wall that separated Aunt Debbie's property from her neighbors, holding Mom's hands up above her while I kissed her and took little love bites on her sweet neck.
Mom bit my lip and moaned, "Fuck me, John. I need a good son fucking right now, dammit!" She twisted around in my grip and thrust out her ass. Mom leaned over, jerking free of my hands and leaned against the wall. She shook her meaty ass at me and hissed, "I need my son's cock, fuck Momma now!"
I reached out and spread Mom's ass cheeks, raising them up slightly and with a fierce growl, rammed my cock home. Mom cried out as I sank my cock in her to the hilt, sobbing, "YESYESYESYESYESYESYES!" at the top of her lungs. I leaned over Mom, kissing her neck as I plunged in and out of her steaming pussy. I brought my hands around and found Mom's heavy hanging tits, squeezing her full tits and pinching, milking her swollen nipples.
Mom's pussy gripped at my cock like slick, fiery velvet as I moved back and forth, her muscles clamping down hard as my cockhead neared the entrance of her cunt, refusing to let her son escape completely.
Mom's body shook delightfully to my incestuous assault, thrusting back to meet my cock and envelop it as I buried it deep inside her again and again. Mom's moans just inflamed my need and I was like a rutting bull, anxious to please my mother and to again find the primal release that only she seemed to be able to provide.
"Oh Goddd," Mom sobbed as an orgasm began to explode inside her. I felt her knees begin to go and I eased us down to the concrete. We were both caught up in our incestuous desires to mind the discomfort of kneeling on concrete. Now on hands and knees, Mom and I fucked as the warm water rained down on us, mixing with our sweat in the humid air, creating a fine mist of our mixed scents.
At the height of her orgasm, Mom threw herself upwards and back, pressing herself against me as her hands flew around purposelessly. She turned her head and we kissed, our tongues courting and darting together. I wrapped my arms tight around her and held her against me as I suddenly exploded again deep in her womb, shooting jet after jet of semen even as she came again, bathing my cock in her fiery cream. My left hand was pressed against Mom's belly and I could feel her muscles there fluttering and jumping as orgasmic pleasure wracked her body.
Mom moved suddenly forward and off my still spurting cock, spinning around on her knees and catching the next shot of my semen across her face before she could get her mouth around my cock.
I groaned loudly as suddenly Mom had my oh-so sensitive cockhead between her lips, sucking on my cock and slurping up our mixed juices that coated my shaft. Mom's fierce hunger was incredible as she became an avatar of incestuous love, sucking my cock dry of my semen. I shook with delight as Mom's tongue reacquainted itself with my penis, lovingly caressing it and cleaning it of semen and pussy cream.
Finally we were in each others arms, kissing again and sharing the taste of each other. I reached up and fumbling, turned off the shower. Our chests were heaving for lack of oxygen and we embraced and kissed and whispered little words of endearment to each other.
As we came back to earth, we were suddenly aware of more moaning. Glancing out of the shower area, we saw on a chaise lounge, Aunt Debbie, naked and sweaty, three fingers plunging in and out of her pussy at tremendous speed, already in the throes of an orgasm. Her cunt was spread wide and I could see that Aunt Debbie kept her pussy shaved bald unlike Mom who is as natural as it gets. Debbie's nipples, longer and thinner than Mom's were standing up, one being pinched hard by her free hand as she finger fucked herself while staring at us.
We watched Mom's sister masturbate until she came, thrusting her pelvis up while burying most of her hand in her cunt, never saying a word, but moaning constantly until it became a long, drawn out cry of lusty fulfillment!
She collapsed back onto the lounge chair and watched us as we struggled to our feet and walked towards her, still dripping wet from our fuck in her shower. Aunt Debbie struggled to speak, but failed at first. She shook her head and then coughed. "That is -- was, the most beautiful sight I've seen in more years than I can remember, Carrie," Aunt Debbie gasped. "The last time I saw anything like that was Daddy and..." Aunt Debbie couldn't finish, but pointed at us and grinned.
I looked at Mom curiously. Daddy? Their Daddy? With who?"
Mom, her face flushed from lovemaking seemed to be turning redder. I started to speak, but Mom put a finger to my mouth. "Shush for now, son. Let's get inside and have dinner and then..." Mom paused and grinned down at her sister who was still idly twirling her fingers inside her slick, hairless cunt. "And then, the three of us can have a chat."
I went on inside while Mom and her sister talked. I glanced back as I went in the patio door. Both women were laughing and Debbie had her free hand idly sliding up Mom's inner thigh and I couldn't help but gasp as I watched Mom give a little jerk as her sister palmed her hairy pussy. I wanted to stay and see what happened next, but decided to give them a little privacy. I have to admit I was a little jealous and more than a little mind blown. Mom was my lover and I was envious of anyone touching her besides me and it was freaking me out a little that my Mom and my Aunt were acting like old lovers. I had never really considered Mom and another woman before -- although the thought made me stiffen up considerably!
Mom came in a little while later, a little smile on her face that turned into a broad grin as she saw me dressing for dinner. "Um, honey, you know Debbie tends to practice nudism. I figured we might as well go comfortable as well." Mom approached and kissed me, gently stroking my again erect cock. "Are you okay with that?"
I shrugged and replied, "I suppose so. I hope nobody minds if I walk around like this." I wiggled my hips and made my hard-on wave around.
Mom laughed and said, "Well, just be sure that you don't hurt anyone with it." She gave my penis another affectionate caress and added, "And make sure you don't stick it in anyone besides me." She paused and winking at me, said, "Unless you get permission from Momma first!"
Dinner went well. I was distracted by the presence of two very lovely and naked ladies. Aunt Debbie had prepared us a seafood dinner -- lots of shrimp and scallops and to Mom's amusement, oysters. Aunt Debbie just shrugged her shoulders and said, "Well, you know John's a healthy, growing boy hanging out with two horny women. I figured he would need all the help he could get."



Finally, we finished and after cleaning up the dishes, we moved to Aunt Debbie's bedroom where we climbed up on the biggest bed I have ever seen. When Mom complimented her sister on its size, Aunt Debbie laughed and said, "When I fuck I like to have lots of playroom."
Mom and my aunt had me climb up between them and we relaxed against the headboard. I looked expectantly at both of them. Aunt Debbie had a naughty grin. Mom's smile was much more uncertain and she was blushing.
"Sooo, Carrie. Where should we start?"
Mom shrugged and then said, "Well, I'm not sure. I was going to start with you, but you let slip about Daddy..."
They both giggled and I rolled my eyes in exasperation. "Okay, ladies -- I'll tell you what -- why don't I ask some questions." Mom and her sister giggled again and nodded. I took a deep breath and said, "Mom and I are not the first to be in an incestuous relationship in our family, right?
Mom bit her lower lip while Aunt Debbie nodded and replied, "That's correct."
I felt my heart beating faster as I asked, "Who was the first?"
Aunt Debbie looked at Mom and nodded. Mom licked her lips and in a quiet voice replied, "Daddy -- your grandpa and your great-grandmother, Polly."
My eyes opened wide in surprise. I never knew my grandfather, Tom. He'd died when Mom was nineteen. But Mama Polly! I was thunderstruck. Mama Polly had passed away when I was twelve. She had been one of my most favorite people in the world -- the uber grandmother type. Mama Polly fucked her son? I looked at my Mom and could only say, "Um, wow!"
Mom nodded. "Daddy and his mother became lovers before he married Mama. They were lovers up until he died."
Aunt Debbie chimed in, "Yep, we were teenagers when we found out. Almost walked into Polly's house one afternoon and saw them through the screen door. Mama Polly was bent over her kitchen table and Daddy was giving it to her good and hard!" She sighed and said, "One of the hottest things I ever saw -- just like today!" She laughed and reached down to stroke my fully erect penis. "Good god, Carrie. Your son's cock even looks like his, doesn't it?" I glanced over at Mom to see how she was reacting to her sister touching my dick, but my mother just winked at me.
Mom sighed, "Yes, but John's is a touch longer." There was motherly pride in her voice and I felt myself swell, but then her words sank in and I turned to her and said, "How do you know, Mom? Did you and Grandpa Tom -- were you lovers."
Mom blushed bright red and shook her head. "Not ready to talk about Daddy and me, not yet." Her voice sounded strange, a little strained.
Her sister jumped in and said, "You ever seen a picture of Daddy and Polly?" Aunt Debbie reached behind me for an inset shelf in the headboard. From it, she pulled out a thick photo-album. She flipped to the first page. It held a large picture of my grandfather and my great-grandmother. It was a normal photo. They were both wearing 1950s era clothes, Grandpa Tom in a suit and tie, his fedora hat set at a rakish angle.
Mama Polly was wearing a flowered dress, her immense bosom almost overflowing the modest outfit, showing off cleavage and clearly straining the buttons up the front. She was even then a chunky woman, full figured and short, all tits and ass. They were sitting on a small couch (a divan, maybe), and Polly was leaning into Tom. Even with the conservative setting and clothes, they didn't look like mother and son, they looked like passionate lovers. The way they held hands, the tension in their bodies and the gleam in their eyes -- you couldn't help but know these two were lovers.
I looked at Mom and grinned. It reminded me so much of the New Year's Eve photo of us. "Did they know that you two knew about them being lovers?"
Mom nodded. "Yes. Probably right from the first time we peeked at them. Daddy finally set us down and told us that loving family wasn't wrong. That between two people who love each other that way, there is no sin in God's eyes." She sighed and continued. "Daddy taught us both that sex was natural and something to enjoy and that as long as you didn't force or hurt someone, who you love is alright."
"And Daddy certainly practiced what he preached, didn't he, Carrie?" giggled Aunt Debbie.
"Hush, you terrible slut," Mom shot back. "I told you, I'm not ready to talk about that yet." She pointed at the book and said, "Go on and tell him about you and me."
I turned my head quickly to stare at my aunt, feeling my cock swell as I imagined Mom and her together. "You and my Mom -- you've been lovers?"
"Well, it seems natural, doesn't it? Your Mom and me, we got our Daddy's blood in us. We both were fascinated with sex and we shared a room until I left home when I was twenty-two. Just seemed natural we'd become a couple of slit-lickers!" Aunt Debbie flicked her tongue out and waggled it at Mom who laughed, her voice full of amusement and embarrassment.
Aunt Debbie went on. "By the time your Momma graduated high school, we already had a reputation for being sluts. It drove our mother crazy knowing we were known for being cock suckers!"
Mom snorted. "Well, I was certainly a cocksucker in those days. I never met a dick I didn't like or sucked!"
Aunt Debbie turned some pages and stopped at a display of several black and white photos. "Check it out, John. You mother was one hot slut in those days," teased my aunt.
I studied the photos and gasped. They were of my mother and she was young -- maybe eighteen! The first pictures showed her in a poodle skirt and a tight V-necked sweater, her large breasts high and pointing at the camera, her exposed cleavage daring for the times. The following pictures showed her in various forms of undress, top off, bra and panties and finally stark naked. I felt my cock throb in my aunt's hand as I stared at the teenaged version of my mother - tits setting high and proud, her hair long down her back and even then, a thick patch of pubic hair between her legs. Her figure was much trimmer then, with a flat stomach, hips not yet widened by pregnancy. "You were beautiful even then, Mom," I said in an awed voice.
Mom sighed and said, "Thank you, John. I'll never see that figure again!"
I tore my gaze away from the photo album and turned to my mother and kissed her. "You're even more beautiful now, Mom," I said. "I wouldn't have you any other way!"
Aunt Debbie crinkled her nose and said, "Awww, aint love grand, Little Sister?"
I turned to the next page. "Whoa!" I exclaimed. Aunt Debbie had joined Mom in the pictures, looking tremendous in the buff. They were in somebody's back yard and posing for naughty cheesecake pictures with each other.
"That was the summer after I graduated High School," Mom said, "I came up to visit Debbie and Luke."
I looked confused. Aunt Debbie cleared things up by adding, "Luke was my first husband. He died in Vietnam in 1966. He's the one taking the pictures." I turned the page and gasped again. The pictures became more graphic. Mom and my aunt were kissing and touching in these pictures. The setting changed to a bedroom and I felt like I was about to cum when I looked at a picture of Mom, her mouth gaping open in the throes of an orgasm as Aunt Debbie licked her cunt!
The next page held pictures of Mom returning the favor! Aunt Debbie's lips were curled in a ferocious sneer of pleasure and her long legs were spread wide as Mom had what looked like two fingers in her while she licked her sister's fat clit. In the pictures, her pubic hair was much like Mom's, but trimmed to a neat rectangle.
I turned again and looked at my mother. Her face was bright red and she looked a little nervous. Nodding, Mom said, "I want to be honest with you, John. I haven't been with a woman other than Debbie since I was married, but I wanted you to know that I like pussy as much as you."
Aunt Debbie turned the page and again I looked at pictures that absolutely stunned me. I was looking at my mother as a teenager -- on her knees alongside her sister and both were licking a long hard cock. The man in the picture well muscled and had a square jaw and a buzz cut head. I could see part of a elaborate tattoo on one forearm. He was grinning at the camera while Mom and Aunt Debbie ran their tongues up his erect shaft.
"That's Luke, honey," whispered my aunt. "The great love of my life -- god, what a cock that boy had!" There was a bit of sadness in her voice and wistfulness. Later I would have to reconsider my aunt's legendary black sheep reputation, but at that moment, I was reeling from seeing my Mom in those pictures, looking unashamed and happy as I have only seen her when we've been together. In the subsequent pictures, I could see Mom and Aunt Debbie taking turns sucking on Luke's cock. Then there were pictures of him cumming on both their faces, long ropes of jism splattering their fair skin. Following that were shots of Mom and her sister licking his sperm off each other's faces. The last two shots were of Mom and Aunt Debbie kissing and then of their faces scant inches apart, a streamer of semen running from one set of lips to the other.
All this time, Debbie had been slowly stroking my cock. The sight of my mother and my aunt sharing another man's jism was too much. "I'm gonna cum," I said in warning.
Aunt Debbie looked at Mom and said, "With your permission, Carrie?"
Mom said, "Of course -- we're family!"
My Aunt Debbie lowered her head to my crotch while Mom moved to kiss me. My aunt's warm mouth covered my cock head and began to suck on me as Mom's tongue slipped between my lips. I exploded in Aunt Debbie's mouth as I moaned my pleasure against Mom's lips. I twitched and jerked as my aunt sucked my seed from my cock. As Mom and I kissed, Aunt Debbie murmured her pleasure around my spurting cock. I felt Mom's hand on my cock as well, gently massaging and stroking it while her sister's hand slipped down and gently massaged my testicles.
When I stopped cumming and Mom ended our kiss, I slumped back against the headboard and gasped for breath. Aunt Debbie lifted her head and gave us both a semen frosted smile. Mom didn't hesitate, she leaned across me and kiss her sister. I watched with amazed awe as my mother and my aunt swapped my sperm back and forth before ending their kiss much as they had in the picture. A long strand of semen hung between their lips, finally breaking to splatter against their chins and breasts. With what seemed like practiced ease, they quickly licked my remaining seed off each other's naked bodies.
"Well, that was nice for everybody, wasn't it," remarked Debbie as she slipped off the bed. She picked a wrist watch off the bedside table and said, "Damn, I'm late! If I don't hurry, my dates will give up on me and go home!"
Mom shook her head and said, "Your dates? You don't have to leave, Sis!"
My aunt laughed and said, "Oh, I want you two to spend your first night back together by yourselves! You've been separated too long! Besides, I met the cutest couple a couple of days ago. They're vacationing here from West Virginia and are just my type -- nasty as can be and I love their accents! It reminds me of Kentucky. I promised them we'd get together."
As she spoke, Aunt Debbie was dressing, throwing on a simple short, summer dress, not bothering with a bra or panties. She added a pair of high heels that really called attention to her long, shapely legs.
As she leaned over and kissed us, Mom said, "I feel like we're chasing you off, Debbie."
Aunt Debbie kissed Mom again and said, "Quit worrying, Carrie. Stay here and keep getting reacquainted with your son. Fuck his brains out. Let him fuck his mother's brains out. You never know when you'll get a chance to be together again." She paused and then my aunt's face became serious. "You two are head over heels in love with each other. I could see it from the moment you got here. Do you know how rare that is? Enjoy each other, sister and nephew -- that's an order!" Mom's sister kissed me again and stroked my half-erect cock and as she climbed off the bed, "Now that is one sweet cock, Carrie. You are so lucky!"
Then my aunt was out the door. We heard her fire up her Mustang and roar off down the street. Mom turned to me and pressed her full figured body against mine, her damp pubic hair tickling my cock and said, "I know this was a lot to take in, son. Are you okay?"
I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I got to admit, my head is spinning a little. I mean, you told me sort of how you feel about sex and your desires and joys and I could see that spirit in you New Year's Eve, but to know you were like that when you were my age or younger -- to see the proof of it..." I let my words trail off even as I took Mom's hand and held it. "It's just been so wild, seeing your Mom as June Cleaver and then to know you've had all this bottled up inside you -- wow!"
Mom tilted her head, a worried expression on her face. "Does it bother you, son?"
"No," I replied and I kissed Mom, tenderly and lovingly. "It's just who you are, who you've always been, it made you, you. It made you the woman I love." I pulled her close and kissed her again. "I love you, Mom."
"Are you okay about what you've learned about our family -- about Daddy and Mama Polly and Debbie and me?"
"Yeah, you know me, Mom. I'm a big believer in family traditions." Mom laughed at that and I thought about pressing the question about Grandpa Tom, but decided to ask about something else on my mind. "Mom, were you okay with Aunt Debbie sucking my cock? What if she wants to fuck me?"
Mom reached down and took my cock in her hand. Just her touch alone was enough to begin its recovery. "Well, she did ask my permission and she's family." Mom looked up at me, her expression sexy and mysterious. "We swore to be faithful to each other and I know you would never be unfaithful, but Debbie is special -- she's my sister and we've shared everything that we loved since we were young. If you're okay with it -- I'd love to see you pleasure your aunt. Now if some sweet young college thang comes after you that's not family, I'd rip her to pieces!" She squeezed my cock gently for emphasis. "This fine dick belongs to me!"
We kissed again and I pulled Mom on top of me, enjoying the sensation of her soft, fleshy body against mine. Mom asked, "Are you okay if Debbie and I make love? It's been a few years and she's the only woman I've been with since I married your Daddy. My sister and I have always been close even though we sometimes have spent years apart"
I squeezed her ass cheeks, urging her to run her hairy bush against my cock, seeking to find her wet pussy and slip my hard cock inside my mother. "Like you said, she's family. I know whose bed you'll be in at the end of the day!" I replied. Mom's words had actually excited me and I really had it bad to see Mom and Aunt Debbie make love and to maybe join in. I wasn't sure how Mom would feel about that though, but it was like she was reading my mind.
Mom lifted her ass just enough and I felt her pussy lips swallow the head of my cock. With a happy sigh, my mother slowly lowered herself down on my stiff pole. Her fingernails dug into my shoulders as she shivered and said in a dreamy voice, "And you would always be welcome to join your aunt and me. We'd make -- mmmmmm -- a wicked threesome!"
Mom words thrilled me even as the sensation of her wet, velvety sugar walls squeezed and massaged my shaft as she eased down to the hilt until her thick bush became tangled in my pubic hair. Mom moaned softly as she wiggled her bottom against me, relishing the sensation of being stuffed full of her son's cock. "How did a mother get so lucky?" she sighed as she leaned in over me, her meaty tits hanging down, thick, erect nipples brushing my chest.
"It isn't luck, Mom," I gasped back as she began to roll her hips as she pressed her knees against my hips, tightening her cunt's grip on my cock. "It was destiny -- God's will. We've been given a gift and we both were brave enough to accept it. What you told me about Grandpa Tom -- he understood it, I think. That between two people who love each other the way we do, there's no way it's a sin in God's eyes."
Mom's eyes welled up with tears and as she leaned down to kiss me, she whispered, "My god, son, you remind me so much of your grandfather!" We kissed with as much passion as we had ever mustered. We embraced tightly as we kissed and as we made love. Mom worked her hips up and down, her pussy fiercely resisting any surrender of any amount of my cock. Her pussy was a molten furnace of incestuous desire, bathing my erect penis in liquid fire.
Our bodies quickly became slick with sweat in the warmth of the Florida evening, I licked Mom's sweat off her neck and inhaled her wonderful jasmine tinted scent as she moaned in response to my movements as I began to match her fuck motions, moans that turned to passionate sobs to not stop. "Mmmmmmuhhh yesss, John, love me, baby! Love me, fuck me, never stop, fuck me, son forever fuck me!"
Our two bodies became one -- our motions became one, each bringing sweet delight to the other and to ourselves to the point of our pleasure becoming one unified entity. As we kiss and fucked, I rolled us over so that I was now on top. Mom brought her legs up, heels digging into my butt as her arms hugged me tight, wrapping me in her motherly love. I strove to drive my cock deeper into her womb seeking the ultimate depth, the holy place that would bring Mom to the pinnacle of an incestuous orgasm. Our tongues danced and probed as we kissed, our eyes open and staring into the loving gaze of the other, seeing the joy of our incestuous love reflected in each other face.
Speaking stopped, the only noises were our sweat slick bodies slapping together, our muffled moans and gasps and sobs and the sweet, wet sounds as we came together -- son's cock and mother's pussy!
Then together we reached climax, our bodies convulsing and arcing together, an explosion of incestuous delight that spread outward from our joined loins, expanding and increasing in intensity until we were enveloped completely. I bathed the insides of Mom's cunt with my semen even as I felt a flood of her steaming cream flood around my cock. We gave ourselves over completely to our incestuous love and reveled for long minutes in the knowledge that we forever linked to this moment by sharing our love for each other totally and without reservation.
In the aftermath of our lovemaking, I rolled us over again, bringing my mother back on top of me, her naked body radiating the sweet warmth that only fine sex can generate. Mom's pussy held my penis firmly, unwilling to let go, soaking me in the sticky, wet heat of her womb. We again whispered our love to each other and then grudgingly slipped into sleep, still tightly embraced, joined as our hearts were joined, never desiring to let the other go. It was the first good night's sleep either of us had had since I had watched her drive away at the beginning of the New Year.
Late the next morning, we were awakened by the noise of the phone. Mom stirred first, calling out, "Debbie, hon? Are you here, Sis?" Mom was cuddled up with me -- one shapely leg thrown across my thighs. When she got no response, Mom sighed and reluctantly moved away from me and picked up the phone.
"Hello? Debbie? Where are you? You're going where? Miami with Tom and Laura -- uh, huh. How long will you...?" You know we're only here for seven days, right? That's sweet, Sis, but I -- um, we were hoping to spend time with you too." Mom looked at me and rolled her eyes.
"Yeah, that's no problem, Debbie. Have fun. We love you, too."
Mom hung up the phone and rolled back over, scooting as close to me as she could. She nuzzled my chest with her face. "Is everything okay, Mom?" I asked.



Mom let out a sigh of exasperation. "I swear, my sister is a crazy slut!" She turned her lovely eyes upwards to look me in the face. "That couple from West Virginia she went off to visit? They're off to Miami and then maybe to the Keys. She's not even coming home -- she keeps an emergency bag in her trunk for, as she puts it, 'Whenever she finds a couple of lovers as kinky as she is and wants to get away for a while.'"
Mom moved closer and kissed me. "I really think she's trying to be sweet and give us some alone time. That's my fault -- I guess I've fussed a lot about being separated from you for so long. She said to stay here and consider ourselves on our honeymoon."
I kissed Mom back and said, "I'm liking Aunt Debbie more all the time. A week to ourselves at a sunny beautiful beach with the sexiest mother any son could ever hope to find -- sounds like paradise to me!"
Mom cooed at that and whispered back, "Every day with my precious son is a day in heaven!"
And so it went. Mom and I spent the next seven days gorging ourselves on each other as we enjoyed the beautiful weather and the beach. We made up for many cold and lonely nights and deepened the bond that grew between us, becoming more of a couple everyday.
We made love as often as our bodies would allow and worked on our vacation tans in between. Mom became the talk of Aunt Debbie's neighborhood as we strolled back and forth to the beach. I alternated between my new Speedos and my older standard swim trunks while each day we were there, Mom unveiled a new and scandalous swimsuit. My favorite was a technically one-piece suit that was simply a thong bikini with two straps attached that ran up and covered Mom's nipples and most of her areolas and tied around her neck. It was scarlet in color and contrasted well with Mom's light skin and black hair.
I felt honored to have Mom on my arm, parading down the streets to the beach each day, my mother practically naked for all that her swimsuits covered of her bountiful body. I love the simple pride that showed in her eyes as she declared to all that saw her that she was a woman, proud of her body -- unafraid to display it, virtues and flaws alike, to anyone and everyone. I also confess a certain amount of pride as people looked at me, wondering who this lucky guy was who so obviously had the heart of this voluptuous goddess that was on his arm.
The two old chess players quickly became members of Mom's fan club, eagerly awaiting our sojourns to the beach. Mom was charmed by them and we would pause and chat with them most days. We never out and out said we were lovers, but I did introduce Mom as my mother and both dirty old men had grins a mile wide ever after. Mom free admits that she was responsible for the local paperboy wrecking his bike at least twice that week as well. We may have been a source of scandal in my aunt's neighborhood, but as we were to learn in subsequent years, this was one of the last refuges of pure, accepting hedonism left over from the free wheeling sixties and the indulgent seventies and we would come to cherish this place as a refuge to openly be who we were.
At night we would usually go out to one of the small local restaurants. Mom wasn't dressed as scantily as for the beach, but sexy enough to turn heads. Short denim skirts and scoop necked T-shirts or light cotton summer dresses were the usual apparel for Mom on these outings, bras and panties packed away in her suitcase for the duration of the vacation.
One restaurant, called the Brass Dragon, had a small dance floor and a jazz quartet and several nights, we danced till they closed, moving to the slow, sensuous music. It seemed at times that we were caught up in their slow, languid improvisations, as we moved as one, bodies pressed together in the sultry heat, all but fucking on the dance floor as the band played. It was as if our love was providing them with inspiration.
Our last visit ended as the house lights came up and we and a few other couples ended our dances/lovemaking. The sax player nodded, grinning at us and said, "Pleasure jammin' wit' y'all." He saluted us and added, "Ain't it good to be in love?" All we could do was say 'yes' and thank him for a wonderful time.
We made love at the beach several times (in the water of course -- sand and fucking don't mix all that well, no matter what the movies show you), and we watched several lovely sunsets in the throes of incestuous orgasms. When I look back now, more than twenty-five years later, I think of that trip as one of those perfect moments. It has remained a cherished memory for Mom and me through the years.
We spent our last morning of our trip making love. I woke up just before dawn, intensely aware of Mom's naked body curled up against mine. Just feeling my mother's bare flesh inflamed my senses. As Mom softly snored, I eased my way down, gently urging her to roll onto her back and then gently moving her legs apart.
I could smell the aroma of our last bout of lovemaking, intense as I brought my face close to Mom's hairy bush, our mixed love juices dried in her thick, hairy muff. I ran my hand through the wild, unruly forest of hair of Mom's mound, finding her slit and slowly running a finger up and down, making Mom sigh happily in her sleep.
Out of instinct, Mom undulated her pelvis up and down against my teasing finger and quickly her thick labia lips began to flower, spreading apart to reveal glistening pink flesh. I continued to run my finger up and down, making Mom wetter with each stroke. "Johnnn," Mom sighed in her sleep. In a sing-song voice, she continued with, "I love you, son." Her hand rose up into the air and fluttered and then dropped again to the sheets. "Momma loves her John."
I eased forward and slowly ran my tongue up the length of Mom's folds of pussy flesh, drawing another sigh. I slowly licked my way around Mom's now very wet cunt, using my fingers to spread her flowered pussy wider, exposing more of my mother. She groaned in her sleep as I fluttered my tongue over her clitoris, urging it out of its hood. I slipped a finger inside her and gently probed for Mom's G-spot. Her lower body was writhing more now. Still asleep, Mom's legs rose up -- she moved her inner thighs in to hold my head in place. I was gobbling her pussy now, slurping up her creamy juices and fingering my mother with knowledge only her lover could have.
Mom began to croon in her sleep, urging her dream lover on -- knowing instinctively that it was me. "Love you, sonnnn! Love me, love your mother. Yessss, John, make love to me darling!"
As Mom neared an orgasm, I returned my full focus on her clitoris, swirling my tongue around her swollen penis-like nub. Mom cried out as the first jolt of her orgasm exploded inside her. Pressing against her G-spot, I felt her insides convulse and then a torrent of pussy juice flooded her cunt.
Mom woke up with a violent start, screaming, "OH GODDD YESSSS MAKE MEEE CUM JOHNNN MAKE MOMMMMMMY CUMMMM SONNN!"
Greedily I lapped up Mom's heavy flowing cream, savoring her sweet taste, returning again and again to tease her clit with my tongue, trapping it gently between my lips and fluttering my tongue over it. Mom's fingers slipped into my hair, alternating between pulling me tighter against her muff and trying to push me away as her sensory system almost overloaded on the intense pleasure I was giving her.
By the time I finished, Mom was helpless, legs splayed widely as she patted her chest and gasped for breath. I was out of breath too, my face absolutely drenched in Mom's nectar like cunt cream. "That -- that was incredible, John. I thought, ohhh, I thought my heart was going to explode!"
I rested my face on Mom's furry mound, inhaling her fragrance and enjoying the look of utter contentment on her face as she struggled to recover. Finally, I saw that special glint in her eye and I heard my mother say words that will always thrill me. "John, your mother needs more of your good loving. I need my son's cock!"
I lifted myself up and kissed my way up Mom's voluptuous body, tongue running over her massive, jiggling breasts, stopping to tease and suck at her swollen nipples, feeling her rapid heartbeat as I eased myself down as she spread herself wide, rolling her hips upward to the perfect angle to receive my erect penis. "Ohhhh, Mom, you are just heaven on earth -- your pussy so warm and sweet," I sighed as I sank my cock into her welcoming cunt, all syrupy and hot.
Mom tried to raise her legs up and wrap them around my back as she usually did, but she had to drop them and sighed, "I can't do it, son. You've wiped your mother out!"
As I buried my cock in my mother to the root, I leaned down and kissed her, my lips still coated with her own juices. When the kiss ended, I whispered, "Just lie there and enjoy it, Mom. Let me do all the work."
Mom laughed and said, "My hero! Fuck me, son. Give Momma a good fucking this morning."
Like a man possessed, I proceeded to do just that. With my mother spread-eagled on the bed, I began to fuck her as fast and as hard as I could. Mom, already on the edge of orgasm from being eaten by her son, quickly began to sob as my powerful thrusts into her pussy triggered another powerful orgasm. Mom quivered underneath me, barely able to move as cataclysmic pleasure wreaked havoc with her nervous system, rendering her unable to do anything more than just enjoy a good fucking from her lover son.
For long minutes I rammed my cock in and out of Mom's fiery pussy, relishing her almost wordless grunts and groans almost as much as the look of divine pleasure etched on her face. This was my purpose in life -- this was what I was put on Earth for, to give my mother the incestuous and carnal joy that she so richly deserved. As good as Mom's pussy felt wrapped around my cock, the true pleasure was the honor of giving my mother orgasm after orgasm. Being my mother's lover was and is my life's work!
As Mom eased down from her second cock induced orgasm, I eased my pace, taking my sweet time and enjoying the sensation of slipping my meat into Mom's juicy and steaming pussy. Mom moaned appreciatively at the change of our rhythm. After a few minutes, she gathered her energies together and began to respond to my thrusts. Mom gave me a lewd grin as she raised her hips to meet my thrusts
Sweat rolled off my brow to splatter on Mom's bouncing tits and she gave a groan of approval as I ducked my head down and licked it off her massive breasts. Raising my head, Mom's mouth found mine and we kissed hungrily as I tried to make an effort to keep my thrusts slow and controlled. I felt Mom's legs once again trying to rise and wrap around my back, but she still was too enervated for that. I clasped an ankle and lifted her right leg up, draping it over my shoulder. It tilted Mom to an angle and I could feel my hard penis slide along her sugar wall, with more pressure on one side. Mom shivered and in a long drawn out moan, said, "Ohhhhh, I like that, Johnnnn!"
I began twisting my hips as I plunged in and out of Mom's pussy and could not help but increase the speed and strength of my thrusts and Mom began to gasp -- short bursts in time with the end of each thrust as I buried my cock deep in her womb. Quickly, Mom's gasps turned to sobs.
I reached down and took Mom's left ankle and raised her leg up and draped it over my shoulder as well. Mom cried out, "Oh yessss, baby! Get deeper in me, son! Fuck me deep, John!" I felt my cock plunge deeper into Mom's sodden, furnace like cunt, her legs up and over my shoulders as I curled her up, making us more compact. My hips regained their former momentum and again I was fucking Mom furiously.
Mom began to wail, "CUMMMMINGGG JOHNNN! MAK-MAKING MOMMMA CUMMM! LOVE YOU JOHN SON LOVER FUCKER MAKINGGG MEEE CUMMM!"
I felt Mom's pussy walls tighten around my shaft and then without warning I went over the edge as well and I began to ejaculate my seed deep in Mom's womb. Mom began to spasm as her body convulsed with orgasmic energy. She flung her legs wide and then they fell as once again she was helpless -- a rag doll in the throes of an incestuous orgasm as I ground my pelvis against hers, seeking to deliver my semen as deep within her cunt as possible.
My lips found hers and we kissed wildly and sloppily as our bodies writhed and bucked with carnal delight. It seemed as if I would never stop cumming and I trembled as my cock shot jet after jet of hot jism into Mom's hungry, milking pussy. The intensity of the moment was almost overwhelming and we both had tears in our eyes. "I love you so much, Mom," I whispered. "I can't imagine life without you." I leaned down and kissed the tears off her cheeks.
Mom hugged me tight and whispered back. "I know, John. You've made me so happy. My darling son -- you've brought your mother back to life."
"My god, do you to know how beautiful you two are?" said a soft voice in the doorway.
"Debbie?" Mom asked as we both turned to look. I eased out and off of Mom -- a little spooked that we had been so wrapped up in ourselves that I hadn't heard anyone come into the bungalow.
Aunt Debbie walked into the room, a smile on her face and tears in her eyes. She wiped her eyes with one hand and with the other, reached behind her and released something that let her dress fall away from her, leaving her naked. "I couldn't help but watch," she sighed. "You two remind me so much of Daddy and Polly -- so passionate and in love. I almost felt like I was in church, there's such a divine aura around the two of you."
She climbed up on the bed, kneeling at our feet. "Couldn't let you leave without saying goodbye," Aunt Debbie said. "I had to make sure I stole a kiss or two from y'all before you go."
Mom grinned at her sister and replied, "Just a kiss, Debbie?'
A completely naughty and lusty expression filled my aunt's face. "Well, I hoped I might find mother and son engaged in such incestuous lovemaking as I just watched. I have always had a fantasy about Daddy and Mama Polly that I never got to fulfill and well..." her voice faded as she leaned forward and gently stroked our legs.
"And what fantasy was that, Big Sister?" Mom asked, excitement evident in her voice.
"You and I would be hiding in the shadows, watching Daddy and Mama Polly and when they were done, we'd see Daddy pull his long ol' dong out of Polly's puss, it covered with their juices and Mama Polly's pussy just full of Daddy's jism." Aunt Debbie moved forward, her hands on our thighs now and we scooted to make room for her between us. Mom's sister looked at her and then at me and she winked in such a naughty way that my cock began to throb.
"I always dreamed of finding out what a son's cum tasted like inside his mother's wet pussy." Aunt Debbie sighed and continued, "But Polly was an old-fashioned woman and never even hinted that she'd let a woman touch her, but right here is my sister..." Aunt Debbie moved closer and brushed her hand over Mom's wide open pussy and then she leaned towards me and lowered her head down to my crotch. "And here is her son, just having fucked and waiting for someone to clean them up!"
"Oh my god," I whispered as my aunt wrapped her lips around my semi-erect penis.
"First the appetizer," hissed Aunt Debbie and she sucked and licked my cock clean of my semen and Mom's creamy sauces. Her tongue swirled and probed and had me clean as a whistle and stiff as a board in no time!
"Delicious," she cooed as she lifted herself up and kissed me on the mouth, offering me her cum slickened tongue. She pressed her breasts against mine, her nipples poking me and I could fear her excited heart beating. Aunt Debbie then turned to her sister and said, "You are so lucky, Carrie, to have a son that loves you this much!" She scooted over to Mom and embraced her, their mouths clamped together and kissing hungrily.
End the kiss with a bold lick of Mom's lips, Aunt Debbie began to kiss her way down Mom's voluptuous figure, Mom sighing and saying, "It's been too long, Debbie!"
Mom's sister paused between Mom's wide spread legs. Aunt Debbie breathed in deeply, inhaling the strong and arousing scent of Mom's creamy cunt and my thick load of semen. My aunt flicked out her tongue and then fiercely thrust her face into Mom's pussy, her thick pubic hair scratching Aunt Debbie's cheeks while she hungrily tongued Mom's pink folds, lapping up thick streamers of my semen drenched in Mom's cream.
Mom's hold snapped back as her sister's ministrations on her sensitive cunt flesh immediately began to move her towards the realm of incestuous orgasm while I stared in awe at seeing for the first time, a woman making love to my mother. My emotions were all over the road -- a mix of jealous, lust and flat out amazement! Mom's hands quickly tangled in Aunt Debbie's bleach blonde hair, keeping her sister in place as she eat my mother out with carnal abandonment. My aunt's ass wiggled back and forth, her bald pussy wet and open, almost winking at me as it peeked out from under her taut ass cheeks.
Mom wordlessly moaned and groaned, her face screwed up in orgasmic delight -- her squeals rising and falling in pitch as her sister induced orgasms ebbed and flowed. Aunt Debbie lapped Mom's pussy furiously for several minutes until she paused and said, "Carrie, if you don't tell your son to fuck me, I'm going to just scream!"
Mom's eyes came into focus just long enough to find me. She tried to speak, but could only huff a little as the tongue lashing her sister was giving her was simply too intense. Mom licked her lips and finally managed a quick, urgent nod before letting out a cry as Aunt Debbie fluttered her tongue against Mom's swollen clit.
I trembled as I struggled to my knees and waddled behind my aunt's upraised and exposed ass. Aunt Debbie murmured, "Yesss," against Mom's pussy as I put my hands on her butt cheeks to hold her steady and to lift her just a fraction as I lined my cock up with her wet and bloomed cunt. Aunt Debbie lifted her face up from Mom's pussy, her chin dripping with cunt sauce and my semen and looked over her shoulder and said, "Hard and fast, sugar! Fuck Auntie Deb until you put a nice juicy load of spunk in my pussy, John!"
As she bent again to lick Mom, she gave a surprised, "OHHH!" as I obliged her and rammed my cock home, burying my erection all the way inside her hot pussy!" My Mom's sister's twat was hot and wet, a little roomier than Mom's, which made me wander about her trip and the friends she went to Miami and the Keys with.
Then it was my turn to give out a cry as her muscles contracted around my cock, massaging my shaft with deft expertness. As I began to thrust in and out of Aunt Debbie's steamy, sopping wet pussy, her sugar walls did their best to impede my progress, clasping to my shaft like sweet, oiled satin. I reached under her and massaged her enhanced titties, marveling at their shape and heft. Eventually, I focused on her nipples, the thin long rubbery things actually exciting me more as I played with them -- they were so long!
Gradually, we all began to move into one rhythm, our moans and sighs in unison as my hard thrusts into Aunt Debbie's cunt, drove her mouth against Mom's pussy, making both women grunt in ecstatic pleasure while I groaned as my aunt's sweet pussy flesh tried to trap me deep within her womb. The room, already fragrant with a week's worth of mother-son lovemaking, became thick with a new scent, completely incestuous in nature as mother's pussy and son's sperm mixed with the arousal of aunt's pussy, all to create an aroma that could do nothing but arouse one's desires.
Mom, writhing in pleasure under her sister's talented tongue, opened her eyes and our gazes locked. My mother managed a grin as we both continued to derive pleasure from both ends of Aunt Debbie's body. Mom's knowing, amused expression, calmed me down a little and it was if we shared secret knowledge telepathically as the three of us continued to make love. Even as we were three, Mom and I seemed to share a special extension of that pleasure, a separate incestuous delight that was ours and ours alone.



Aunt Debbie began to moan more and her body began to shake. As her pussy muscles clamped down around my shaft and her sweet juices coated and bathed my cock in her liquid heat, I felt myself reach the point of no return. My face told my mother everything she needed to know and she nodded and in a lust filled voice, gasped, "Do it! Give Debbie your hot spunk, son!"
With a bellow of satisfaction, I thrust deep into my aunt's cunt and began to cum, flooding her creamy insides with my hot semen. Aunt Debbie gave a muffled squeal as Mom held her sister's head against her pussy as they both bucked and writhed in orgasm.
When I was spent and after I had slowly withdrawn from my Aunt's spasm-wracked cunt, and she had collapsed beside me, showering me with kisses, she said between gasps for air, "Omigod, Carrie -- he's marvelous. You are so lucky!"
Licking my lips, tasting Mom's creamy sauces in Aunt Debbie's kisses, I replied, "No, I'm the one who's lucky. I have the perfect sexy mother as a lover, who has a hot aunt as a sister!"
Mom giggled as she caught her breath and rolling up onto her knees, said, "We're all lucky, my darlings. I'm lucky to have a son who knows how to make his mother happy with that fine cock and I'm sisters with a woman who knows the value and beauty of family love." Mom crawled on all fours till she was able to part her sisters legs, leaving them wide spread as she added, "A sister who at the moment is full of my son's tasty spunk!"
Without a further word, Mom dove between Aunt Debbie's legs and began licking her cunt, using her tongue to draw out thick wads of my semen, mixed with her sister's pussy juices. I watched amazed as Mom showed off just how well she could eat pussy. I think I learned more about cunnilingus in those scant minutes than in a lifetime as I studied Mom's use of her tongue on Aunt Debbie's pussy.
Mom licked my aunt's pussy until Aunt Debbie screamed her delight, her fingers clawing and tearing at the sheets. In a lust induced frenzy, I watched in awe as my aunt scrabbled and scooted around until she was on top of my mother and they wrapped arms and legs around each other in an incestuous sixty-nine, sister licking sister, showing me the depth of their passion for each other. It was a thing of beauty and I confess to moving around, viewing both women from different angles as they ate each other out with incredible familiarity.
By the time my mother and my aunt were spent in their passions, I was again sporting a massive erection, throbbing and aching from previous effort and present hunger. I'm not complaining -- the ache in my cock was the kind that you only achieve through tremendous, wonderful sex of the best kind. It was the same sensation of aching muscles gained through a job or effort that was pleasing to do.
Mom and Aunt Debbie eyed me hungrily for several minutes and then both crawled across the bed like predatory felines stalking their prey. Both women pounced on me and gave me a joint blow job that I will remember the rest of my life. Both women licked and sucked and teased me -- their tongues rolling over and around the crown of my cock and up and down my hard, long shaft. At one point it was as if my cock was trapped between a passionate soul kiss between Aunt Debbie and Mom, their lips surrounded the head of my cock and their tongues sliding deliciously over my swollen head as they sought each other's tongues out.
I almost passed out as I ejaculated, my mother and her sister, dueling with their tongue to lap up my hot, thick semen. When my vision cleared, Mom and Aunt Debbie were sitting there, grinning like two cats that had swallowed the canary.
And then alas, our time was up. Mom and I had to leave shortly afterwards. It was an intense goodbye, full of meaningful caresses and kisses that almost led to us missing out plane. It ended with me backing the rental car out of the driveway as Aunt Debbie stood naked in her doorway, hollering, "Next time, Little Sister, we don't let your son out of the bed! Make him take his vitamins and keep him healthy or we might just fuck him to death!"
That drew a couple of raised eyebrows as we pulled away. "I guess that might get the neighbors to gossiping," I said, trying not to laugh.
Mom sighed and replied, "I doubt it. Compared to some of Debbie's antics, they might think this is tame!"
As we drove towards the highway that ran parallel to the beach, we passed Mom's two elderly admirers. Mom leaned out the window and called out, "See y'all next time!" and for the hell of it, raised her T-shirt and flashed the two dirty old men.
As we moved on, I could hear one of them holler, his voice fading, "Kid, you're still a lucky motherfucker!"
Mom settled back into her seat and grinned at me, raising her shirt once more for my benefit, showing off her meaty, gourd shaped tits for me to admire, nipples still red from my bites earlier that morning. "He's right, you know. I am the luckiest motherfucker in the world, Mom. Thank you for this vacation."
Mom sighed and leaning over, kissed me on the cheek. "We're both lucky, son." She eased back into her seat and sighed again. "I won't be able to walk right for a couple of weeks, but I can definitely say that I got lucky -- over and over again."
The plane ride back to Chicago was uneventful -- in truth, we slept most of the way back, cuddled up to each other in our seats. It was early evening when we got back to my apartment. We walked down to the Korean grocery where Mom checked in with Dad and the twins, telling them that she decided it was too late to drive back and that she would crash at my apartment. The old man fussed, apparently he was running low on laundry, but Mom told him to deal with it and hung up on him. She sighed and looked at me. "I have less patience with him every day, especially now, knowing I have a better man in my life." I cannot fully describe the way that made me feel, except to say it made me love my mother all the more and ache for the day when we would be together forever.
We went out and had a bite to eat and then went back to my place and fell asleep, both of us worn out from the week's fun and games Sometime in the middle of the night, we both woke to find ourselves locked together, cock and pussy. Who had initiated it, I'm not sure. It was one of those sweet, dreamy time fucks where Mom and I both only become fully conscious as we are deep in the throes of our lovemaking.
This has always been one of my favorite ways to make love. Emerging from dreams erotic and mysterious to find myself wrapped in Mom's arms and legs, a passionate and incestuous embrace, my hard cock buried deep in Mom's warm, wet and motherly cunt. In the dim light, I see Mom's face, desire and love and sweet ecstasy etched on her face, her calling my name as I slowly and steadily thrust myself deeper and deeper inside her. Orgasm sweeps us both, wrapping us up in our love and pleasure and then allowing sleep to reclaim us, taking us back into our dreams, still joined -- mother's pussy and son's cock, back into dreams of us and our life yet to be lived, our life together.
The next morning, Mom and I finally had to part at least for a while. We kissed for a long time, neither of us willing to let the other go. Finally, Mom kissed me one last time, whispered something in my ear, stroked my face and saying, "I love you, son," climbed in her car.
I watched Mom drive off, her whispered words still echoing in my ear, giving me hope for the future, something to get me through the next several weeks. I watched Mom's car turn the corner and disappear as I listened to her words again.
"John, when your semester ends, you and I are taking a trip. I'm taking you home, son -- home to Mama Polly's. No more secrets, my darling. When we're home, Momma's gonna tell you everything!"
To be continued...
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"Now, Mrs. Porter, I'm not sure what's going on with Josh. He just doesn't seem motivated." My son's Economics teacher shifted in his seat, trying to surreptitiously scope out my breasts as he continued to discuss the problems Josh was having in his class. I shifted a little away from Mr. Delson, wishing I hadn't picked out this particular sweater to wear to the Parent-Teacher conference. The V-necked cashmere sweater clung too tightly to my breasts and too much cleavage was exposed and this horny guy couldn't resist letting his eyes crawl over my partially exposed breasts.
I sighed unhappily as I listened. Since starting his senior year, my son had been listless, preoccupied, distracted and unreliable in his duties for his classes – not taking notes, not turning in homework, not studying for quizzes and tests. In short, my son was about to fail and not graduate if he didn't make a complete turnaround. It had been the same with each teacher I had visited.
I finally had to retreat from Mr. Delson's continuous litany of my son's problems, him rehashing them over and over as he stalled for more time to eyeball me. I stood up and backed out of the room, trying to be polite, saying, "I'll have a good talk with Josh and we'll get him turned around, Mr. Delson," I stammered before I turned and fled, hating the fact that he was now staring at my butt. I regretted wearing the dressy jeans I had on. They were probably a little too tight and I hated thinking about the dirty movies going on in my son's teacher's mind.
Things didn't get any better when I went and visited Mrs. Henderson, Josh's English Teacher. She was close to my age and I'd known her for years – I saw often at the local health which I frequented often in an effort to keep my figure in check. She had had my son for English every year that he'd been in High School. "Corinne, he's been this way since the semester started," she told me. "Josh has always been a lively student – always participating in class, always keeping a high B+ or an A in my classes. But now, missing assignments, he's doing terrible on my tests and he's squeaking by with a C- only by my good graces. He's looking at best a 'D' or worse if he doesn't turn it around."
"I just don't know what has happened with him," I replied, not quite telling the truth. "I've been hoping it's just a phase Josh's going through and that he'll snap out of it."
Mrs. Henderson pursed her lips and studied me for a minute. She appeared to be struggling with a decision. Finally she nodded and as she unlocked a drawer, she said, "I think, I think I have an idea, Corinne. I'm not sure I should show you this, but if anyone can help your son, I think it will be you." She reached into the drawer and pulled out a sheet of notebook paper. "We were reviewing for a test over Shakespeare last week and instead of writing notes, I caught Josh drawing this. I took it up."
She handed it to me. I looked down and gasped. It was a picture of a naked woman drawn in colored pencils. Josh had always had artistic talent, but the detail here shocked me. My son had drawn a woman in a reclining position, hints of a sedan or sofa around the edges. She was a woman on the edge of voluptuousness, with full, mature breasts, a stomach on the edge of flatness and roundness, legs that were long and shapely. Between her open thighs was a neatly trimmed bush pointing downward towards a thick lipped vagina, partly open. Somehow, Josh had even managed to portray a hint of wetness in the slight opening
The woman's eyes were hazel and her hair was long and unruly, hints of red in the dark brown hair. Lips were apart, conveying a gasp of excitement, her expression one of joy or maybe arousal. Silently I noted how talented my son was. I recognized this woman and this body. I should – I looked at it every morning in the mirror.
"Oh my goodness," I whispered, feeling my face begin to burn. "I don't know – I don't know what to say, Doris. What will happen, what kind of discipline will he..." I lost my voice.
I felt the room spinning, steadying only when Josh's teacher reached out and squeezed my hand. "It's all right, Corinne. I didn't show this to anyone, Josh's not in trouble for it. I knew you'd be here for parent-teacher conferences and that we would be talking."
Mrs. Henderson continued on. "I think it's fairly obvious what's wrong with your son, Corinne and I think everything will work out okay. I know you fairly well and I'm confident you can deal with this situation."
I looked up from the erotic drawing and blurted out, "How? My god, I can't even begin to think of how to take care of something like this. Should I take him to the doctor? Maybe a psychiatrist? Where do I begin, Doris?"
She looked me in the eye and took a deep breath. "Mrs. Porter – Corinne, as one mother to another who raised two boys, I just know that deep down you know in your heart how to help your son." She paused and then said slowly and carefully. "All Josh needs is his mother's love. It takes bravery and patience, but I know you can do it. Do it for your son and in the end, do it for yourself. I know he is all you have and you want him to be happy. I want you to feel free to call me if you need a word of encouragement or advice."
My eyes grew wider with each word she spoke. Was I losing my mind or did I truly understand what this woman was saying to me? My whole world seemed to be falling apart and I could scarcely believe I comprehended what she was suggesting.
I needed to escape. I glanced at my watch and giggled nervously. "Oh my, look at the time. It's getting late and I know you have other parents to see." I rose up, folding up my son's drawing and shoving it in my purse. "Thank you, Doris – um, Mrs. Henderson. Thanks for everything."
Josh's English Teacher rose up with me. She took my hand and then gave me a quick hug. "It will be alright, Corinne. You have a wonderful son and you're a good mother. I know that you'll know what to do."
We left it at that and I fled her room and walked quickly through the halls, convinced that everyone was staring at me and my red face. I felt like everyone could literally read my thoughts and I felt so ashamed. I reached the parking lot and climbed inside my minivan, the "Mom Mobile" as Josh had dubbed it. I pulled the drawing out of my purse and for a second, marveled at the talent and detail my son had put into it. Then I burst into tears. This was all my fault.
Where do I truly begin? I am a single mother, thirty-nine years old and raising a son, Josh who turned eighteen this past summer. He started a year late to school due to having scarlet fever when he was six and losing too much time in the fall of what should have been his First Grade year. I divorced Josh's father ten years ago, when it became apparent that his job and his beer drinking cronies came first. He drifted away and we haven't heard from him since. I do well as a buyer for a department store in town. We aren't rich, but we have a good life.
My son has been my pride and joy – my source of inspiration and strength all these years. He's been a good son, until his senior year, a hard working student and except for a couple of speeding tickets, hardly a worry. He has always been shy around the girls, but started to date a little after he turned seventeen. I was maybe a little jealous, but I thought I was okay with it. I knew he had to grow up someday.
Myself, I have dated off and on, even came close to getting remarried once, but he suddenly announced plans to send Josh off to boarding school and I sent him packing. My sex life has been mostly a solitary one – confined to my bedroom with the usual toys in a bedside table drawer.
I've always considered myself to be a good looking woman and I have never been ashamed to dress a little sexy to show off my looks. My son's drawing was dead on accurate. I am a tall woman, five foot, nine inches tall. I still have a good figure, but it takes a lot of work – I'm always working out, either at the gym or to an exercise tape, you may have even seen me walking around the neighborhood. The exercise has kept my long legs shapely. My figure is 40DD-27-38, and as the years go by, I'm getting more voluptuous, but I know that my body, combined with this big mane of hair that looks bed-tousled constantly can still turn heads. The problem has always been finding a decent man to share myself with.
Maybe it was my sexy outfits that started the problem. I favor clothes that flatter and sometimes flaunt my figure. I wear dresses that are shorter than most women my age would wear to show off my great legs and I've never been one to hide the fact that I have tits. I like people to know I am all woman! Maybe, I'm too immodest around the house. I usually don't think much about running around in bra and panties in front of my son – I've been doing it all his life. In summer, I spend a lot of time in the back yard getting my tan. I don't wear scandalous bikini's, but with my figure, but I guess I'm still showing off a lot of skin.
Maybe it was my hugging and cuddling with Josh that started the problem. I've always been demonstrative with my affections and because Josh is always there and he is practically my best friend, I have always showered him with physical affection. I just didn't think how maybe as he got older, hugging and kissing on him could cause problems – or maybe I'm lying to myself, maybe I knew exactly what I was doing, especially over the past couple of years as I watched him mature and start to notice girls and I realized that one of these days he might just leave me. Maybe I was competing for his affections, flirting with him to remind him that all those high school girls weren't the only ones who loved him.
But, all that didn't matter. I knew exactly what brought on Josh's current problems. It all began a week or so before the school year started, back in late August. It was hot and humid – one of those nights that you can't get comfortable, that you develop an itch deep inside you that only a sweaty, sheet clawing orgasm can bring you any semblance of relief. It was one of those nights when you and your man will wrap yourselves up in the sticky heat as you wrap yourselves up in each other, slipping and sliding and grinding your way to erotic satisfaction.
Josh was out fishing at the lake with some buddies and I decided to scratch my itch with "mother's little helper," a life like flesh colored dildo, twelve inches long and with a rotating, vibrating head." It was an expensive toy that I'd found online, but worth every penny.
That night it seemed that I played with myself for hours, spread out on my bed, most of the dildo inside my pussy, bringing myself agonizingly to the edge over and over, never quite having that big orgasm, but rather letting the little explosions rule. My body was quivering and slick with sweat. My tits were bouncing about madly, nipples swollen like ripe, oversize cherries. I felt the perspiration running down my cheeks, rolling across my heaving breasts, trickling in my hair. The sheets were soaked with sweat. It felt so sweet. I imagine I was quite the sight, a woman, stark naked, knees drawn up and spread wide, eight inches of rubber cock buried inside her cunt, nipples hard and swollen and a sneer of absolute lust etched on her face, on the verge of a screaming orgasm.
I must have been quite a sight. Lord knows I had my son rooted into place. I don't know how long he had been in the doorway watching me – long enough to have sprouted an erection that he was rubbing through his khaki shorts. That wasn't the really important question though. The important thing to ponder is why didn't I stop? Why didn't I scream and yell at Josh to close the door? Why didn't I scramble to cover myself with a blanket or sheet? Why didn't I calmly tell Josh to give his mother some privacy and excuse himself? Why didn't I do any of those things?
Or maybe, just maybe, the really important question is why did I do what I did? I looked at my son and I smiled and I just continued to masturbate. I continued to plunge and work that big dildo in and out of my pussy, my other hand dividing time between my clit and my swollen nipples.
My son watched and it took all my self control not to cum right then and there. I prolonged it, giving my son quite the show. After a few minutes, Josh nervously, hesitantly began to push his shorts down. His cock, long and lovely and so big, popped into view. Rather than tell Josh to go to his room, I just smiled and continued to masturbate as my son watched me and began to slowly stroke his hard prick.
Minutes passed by or maybe it was hours. You could smell our sweat and our sex as we masturbated. We were brazenly ogling each other in the light of my bedroom lamp. I marveled at the length of my son's cock, inches longer than his father and with much greater girth. I could see the precum glistening on its head as he stroked, pausing occasionally to smear it over the swollen crown with his thumb.
I felt myself reach another crest and this time there was no going back, I couldn't forestall my orgasm any longer. I plunged the dildo deep into my cunt, taking almost all of it, deftly flicking the switch on the end to increase the intensity of its movement. A huge bubble of sweet pleasure swelled up inside me and as it burst and flooded my body with the most intense orgasm I had experienced in years, I cried out, "Ohhh, Josh!" My body began to convulse in orgasm and it was all I could do to keep my hand in control of my pretend cock.
Josh's eyes widened as he watched me begin to cum and he whispered, "Mom, I love you!" and his body stiffened and he began to cum – his semen bursting forth in jets of white, flying across the room as if seeking me. The intensity of my son's orgasm drove him to his knees as he continued to stroke and urge forth his young man's spunk. The sight of my son cumming because of me, propelled my orgasm to greater intensity and the room was filled with our moans of mutual pleasure as we came and came.
When the world returned to normal, we stared at each other, suddenly aware of the enormity of our actions. The words 'WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!' roared through my brain as I realized what had just transpired. I stared with a mix of desire and self loathing at my son as he gave a last stroke to his now half-erect penis. He smiled at me so lovingly, it almost broke my heart, especially as I girded myself to speak to him.
"Josh – go to bed, honey. We'll talk in the morning." Not thinking, but acting out of instinct, I chose that moment to pull the dildo out of my pussy, making myself jerk and moan as it slid out with a wet plop.
My son gawped at my sex toy, glistening with my juices and then as my words sank in begin to look crushed. "But, Mom – I wanted to..." He stopped speaking as I held up my hand.
"In the morning, son, we can talk. Do what I tell you now. Go to bed, Josh."
"Yes, Mom," my son said in a voice so full of disappointment and sadness that I almost sprang out of my bed to go and embrace him and tell him to stay. Instead, I watched as he got to his feet, cock going limp (but still amazingly big), and murmuring, "Good night, Mom," trudged out of my room, looking back once with such longing as I have never seen in a man.
It was a long night and I got very little sleep. My mind swam with thoughts of what I had done – what we had done and the boundary lines that had been crossed. I was ashamed and embarrassed as I wondered how we could ever get past this one event. And yet, at the same time, I was aroused. My son, hard and erect for me, his mother, cumming buckets for me, his mother. My mind kept seeing that cock, my pussy tingling as I wondered what it would feel like buried in it to the root. Deep inside me, a part of my soul whispered that I should go to him, comfort him and reassure him. I resisted that urge, even as imagining it made me wet all over again.
In the morning, he came into our kitchen cautiously, disconcerted when I didn't do my traditional morning greeting of a warm embrace and a kiss on the corner of his mouth. I was dressed as conservatively as possible, a long, fluffy flannel robe on that hid my body from anything approaching a provocative display.
As he approached me, wearing only pajama bottoms, I waved him off, pointing to a chair at the breakfast table. As I piled up bacon and eggs onto two plates, I couldn't help but let my eyes wander over to him, admiring his maturing body. He'd taken to working out in the afternoons with one of his friends who'd set up weights in his Dad's garage. Josh muscles were becoming well developed and he looked very good.
I tried to banish such thoughts from my mind as I set down our plates and sat down across from him. A tense silence filled the room as we began to eat. Finally, I set down my fork and looked at him. He was staring at me like a lost puppy and had barely touched his food.
I took a deep breath and began. "Josh, what happened last night was wrong and I'm sorry. I should have put a stop to it as soon as I saw you. You shouldn't have been looking at me and I should have told you to leave."
Josh's face fell and it was like I took all hope away from him. "Why was it wrong, Mom? You enjoyed it, I know you did."
I felt my face burn as I tried to reply. "I cannot deny that, honey, but we're mother and son. We shouldn't be acting like that – that's wrong. Someday, with the right girl, Josh, you will do things, but we can't be like that."
"Why not, Mom? You loved it! I loved it and we love each other. I don't want some girl. I want you, Mom!" Josh was trembling and my heart ached for the pain I knew I was causing him.
"We do love each other, son, but we can't love each other that way – we just..." my voice cracked as a remnant of my fantasies from last night flashed through my mind – a vision of us lying together, naked, in the throes of passion. I banished the naughty image from my mind and continued. "It's just wrong, Josh and we have to put last night behind us and get back to normal."
I stood up and began to move away, but Josh reached out and took my hand. "But, Mom, if we both liked it, if we both want it, how can it be wro-"
I stopped him and put a finger over his lips. "Hush now, son. It happened, but its over – we're going to get back to normal and that's my final word on it!" I stepped away and Josh slowly released my hand. He was on the verge of tears. Inside, I was shaking like a leaf and I think now that if he had grabbed me or had tried to kiss me, all resistance on my part would have collapsed and lord knows how far we might have taken it.
But...Josh didn't. He obeyed me and things went back to normal. Well, that's not true. Things were different. Josh became withdrawn and quieter. There was an awkward distance between us now. An uncomfortable knowledge of our shared intimacy that now put some normal things out of reach. I wasn't hugging or kissing him as much and was unnerved when I did he would quickly retreat to his bedroom, usually sporting an erection in his pants.
For a short while, I tried to dress more modestly, but old habits are hard to break and honestly, I don't think it would have made any difference if I had been dressed in an old potato sack dress or a street walkers outfit, I think I would have given my son a hard on just the same.



He wasn't the only one who was retreating to the bedroom for relief. I think I almost wore out "mother's little helper," and went through several sets of batteries. I dreamed of my son, incredible, carnal, incestuous dreams that left me wet and shaking when I would wake up.
This is how things began. This is how things led up to this moment as I wiped the tears from my eyes, started up the minivan and left the school parking lot. Secretly, I had thought that maybe Josh was getting over what had happened, that he was about to "snap out of it" as I had said to Mrs. Henderson. His teachers had now given me testimony that told me that he hadn't snapped out of it and that if something wasn't done, my son was going to fail his senior year of high school.
When I arrived home, I found that Josh had made dinner, a simple casserole, but still, I was very touched that he had made the effort. As he finished preparations for our dinner, I sat down at the kitchen table and took off my high heels. I leaned over to massage my feet. When I began to straighten up, I found my son staring at me and realized that leaning over, my tight sweater gaped open and he could see right down my top. I was wearing a low cut bra and I knew he had seen most of my breasts. Sure enough, he was already sporting a hard-on in his jeans.
I felt an incredible tingle between my legs. As I shifted, I could feel the moistness building in my pussy and that sweet, almost intangible deliciousness as my labia lips rubbed together. I looked back at my son, feeling the same naughty desires welling in me as I felt his eyes roam over me. Unlike his horny Economics teacher's gaze, my son's frank and hungry stare excited me.
I pushed the feelings away and focused on the plate of food my son sat down in front of me. We ate in silence for a long time. It was good, just hamburger and cheese and veggies, but Josh had fixed a good meal. I swallowed a mouthful and slowly licked my lips, saying, "You're a good cook, honey!" I immediately regretted licking my lips as Josh's eyes widened slowly. Somehow, I knew that if his erection had faded, I'd just brought it back up again. I was suddenly obsessed with finding out. I dropped my napkin and bent over quickly to pick it up.
Under the table, I watched his hand jerk away from the enormous bulge in his pants. He had been rubbing himself! I sat back up with a satisfied grin that quickly went away as I realized I had to keep myself in control! More silence ensued until Josh spoke up, "So did everything go alright at the teacher conference, Mom? Or, am I in trouble?"
I let out a long sigh. "Well, we both know you're in trouble, young man. I'm just not sure what I need to do about it. Mrs. Henderson and I had a long talk about what's going on and I need to mull some things over." I gave him a wink to show I wasn't too angry and said, "Consider yourself on parole until then and stay out of trouble."
Josh's breath caught when I mentioned his English teacher and our dinner conversation died out again. When we were done, I volunteered to clean up, telling my son, "It was a wonderful meal, honey. Why don't you go ahead and run on up to your room. It wouldn't hurt for you to crack open your books and get some studying done."
Josh hung his head and said, "Yes, Mom," and trudged on out of the room. As I cleaned up the kitchen, I pondered my dilemma and all of Doris Henderson's advice, wondering if I wasn't trying to put too much meaning into her words. Over the years, she had spoken of her sons' problems at school and with the law. Somehow she had turned both her sons around and both were now college graduates with good jobs. The youngest still lived at home while he worked in a local law firm. I tried to apply her words with her own past situation and was both excited and scared of my conclusions.
Upstairs, I passed by my son's room, my bare feet barely making a noise. I started to knock and tell my son goodnight, but stopped as I heard a low moan and then my son's voice call out, "Yessss, Mom! I love it when you suck me like that." My mouth dropped open and then I covered it with my hand before I could make a sound, whether a squeak or a scream, I don't know!
I was nailed to the spot as I listened. I put my ear to the door and could now hear more. There was a soft slap of skin and I knew he was masturbating vigorously. Now and again, he called out to me. "Mom, that's it, use your tongue. You love your son's cock don't you, Mom? Yes, I want that wet pussy, Mom. I want to fuck you – spread those fine legs, Mom and let me at that wet puss!" Finally, I could hear him reach climax, calling out, "Yeahhhh! I'm cumming, Mommy! Cumming for you."
Horrified and incredibly aroused, I quickly retreated to my bedroom where I was quickly out of my clothes and fingering myself frantically with one hand while the other hand fumbled for my dildo. I hammered myself vigorously with my play toy and brought myself to orgasm quickly – one fist jammed in my mouth to muffle my screams. Exhausted, I fell asleep, images of Josh naked and doing all sorts of things to me running through my mind.
The weekend passed with us both warily keeping our distance. If we were in the same room, I was constantly aware of my son's gaze on my body. I tried not to be provocative, but even a T-shirt and old jeans seemed to give him an erection. Sunday morning, I wore a tasteful dress to church, but I guess it showed off too much leg and clung to tightly to my bosom because Josh, dividing his time between my exposed legs and my breasts, had a hard-on all through Reverend Sumter's sermon. I wasn't much better. By the time services were over, my panties were drenched, I was sure that everyone (especially my son), could smell my arousal, and I was thankful that my dress was dark colored and could not show any wet spots.
The rest of the day, Josh sequestered himself in his room while I moved about the house restlessly. An idea was forming in my mind – one that a few days ago, I would have been aghast to even consider. I had doubts, Lord, did I have doubts, but as the hours passed, the idea became clearer and more reasonable in my mind. By evening, I was fairly sure I was going to have the courage to carry it out, but I decided I needed a little extra support.
It was almost ten o'clock when I picked up the phone and dialed a number. "Hello?" I heard Doris Henderson say.
"Mrs. Henderson – um, Doris? It's Corinne Porter."
"Corinne! Hello, dear! Is everything all right?" I could hear concern and excitement in her voice.
"Yes. I think so. I think I know what to do about my son, but I wanted to ask you a question?"
"Certainly, dear! Please ask away."
"When you dealt with the problems your sons were having – how you dealt with them, do you have any regrets?"
There was a long pause on the other end and then a chuckle. Doris replied with a voice full of happiness and joy, "Oh no, Corinne – no regrets whatsoever! I'll be honest," she added with more emotion that before, "Every night I go to bed and every morning I wake up, thanking God that I did what I did. Everything turned out so much better for my boys and for me."
I could feel my pussy moisten at her words and at the sheer joy in her voice. "Thank you, Doris, that's all I needed to know. Good night."
"You're welcome, my dear," Doris replied. "I wish both of you every happiness." She hung up. I sat the receiver down and stood there for a long minute. I knew I had reached a defining moment, that I was about to cross over to a place from which there was no return.
"It's time," I breathed aloud. I turned and hurried upstairs to my bedroom. In my bathroom, I took a long, hot shower, washing myself thoroughly. I blow-dried my hair, fixing it up and applied a little makeup. I padded naked back into my room and considered what I should wear.
I settled on a baby doll negligee, one I never wore around Josh. In fact, I hadn't worn it in over three years, not since I had an overnight trip with my last boyfriend. It was white and sheer to the point of that I might as well be naked. I decided to not bother with panties. I added a pair of high heels – what we used to call in high school 'fuck me pumps.' Gazing in the mirror, I thought I looked drop dead sexy. My large breasts were almost spilling out of the top, hanging on only by the grace of my hard nipples and the hem of the negligee ended teasingly just below my pussy.
Satisfied with that, I donned my old flannel robe, cinching it up tightly by the sash and walked out of my bedroom and down the hall. Knocking at my son's door, I called out in a tremulous voice, "Josh, are you still up? I need to talk with you – may I come in?"
I heard Josh say in a strained voice, "Wait a moment, Mom! I'm not decent." I heard a rustling of covers and other noises and had to smile. Considering what I was about to say to him and how he felt, I was touched by his consideration. "Okay, Mom, come on in."
I opened the door and stepped in. My son's room wasn't too messy, he never liked to let his room get too out of hand. He was sitting on his bed, wearing gym shorts and a T-shirt. He had a pillow on his lap that he was handling nervously. I smiled to myself, imagining what he was trying to conceal. I looked around and walked over to his computer desk and dragged the old, wooden straight backed chair he used over towards the bed, stopping maybe two feet from my son. Sitting down, I happened to glance at his bedside table. There was a photograph of my son and I at the beach from a couple of years ago. We were laughing into the camera, arms around each other's waist. I was wearing a little yellow bikini that was probably less modest than a mother should wear. I felt my pulse quicken as I put two and two together and knew exactly what my son had been doing. So much the better, I thought to myself.
I sat down and said, "Josh, we need to have a serious talk."
My son looked at me miserably, I guess expecting me to lower the boom over his grades. "Yeah, Mom, I know."
"You're failing your senior classes, honey. Your behavior has got to stop. You need to tackle your studies like you used too."
"Yes, ma'am," Josh hung his head. "I'll do better, Mom."
"Yes you will, son. But we need clear the air a little first. I know all this is because of what happened between you and me back in August. I know you're fantasizing about me all the time instead of focusing on your studies. That has got to stop."
Josh's face began to burn and I felt heat on my skin as well. "I tried, Mom, but I want you so much – it's all I ever think about. I want you, Mom, I want to fuck you and be your lover and for us do things sooo much!" Again, my heart ached as my son poured his heart out to me.
Calmly I replied, "I know, Josh. I want you too." Josh's head snapped up, a stunned expression on his face.. I pressed on. "Your studies are so important, we've got to do something to get you turned around, honey." I took a deep breath. "So, Momma has come up with a plan."
I undid my sash and let the robe fall off of me onto the back of the chair, revealing my barely clothed body in my sheer negligee. "Oh my gosh!" Josh gasped as he took me in. My breasts heaved with excitement, barely contained within the flimsy fabric. I had my knees primly together, hiding my vagina, but more than hinting at my trimmed black bush. My legs were completely exposed, made even more curvaceous by my high heels. I thought Josh was about to leap the short distance between us and attack me, his eyes were shining so brightly with lust.
I held up my hand and said, "Sit still, Josh and hear me out. I've come up with a way to motivate you into getting your grades up to where they ought to be." I licked my lips and composed myself. This was a big step, a final, no looking back step and as confidant as I hoped I sounded to my son, I was frankly, scared to death.
"From now on, your mother is going to be wearing a lot of sexy outfits like this around the house to motivate you to do better. And when your work improves, Momma's got some rewards for her handsome son." I tried to sound sexy and naughty as I spoke. "When you bring home a quiz with a 'B' grade or better, I'm going to give you a handjob"
"You mean you'll..." Josh made a fist and did an up and down motion.
"Yes, son, I'll jack you off." I winked at him then, enjoying the shocked look on his face. Next, if you bring home a test grade with a 'B' or better, Momma's gonna suck your cock, son." I rolled my tongue around my lips for emphasis.
Josh's face split into a big grin. "I can't believe this is happening!"
"Mmmm, well that's not all, son." I set my hands on top of my knees. "In six weeks your next report card comes out. If you get all 'B's or better, Momma's gonna let you stick that big cock of yours here all you want." Slowly I spread my knees apart, baring my pussy to my son. I was so wet and aroused, I knew that my labia were spread wide and he was looking at my slick, glistening pussy folds.
"You mean it, Mom?" Josh almost hollered in disbelief.
I reached down with one hand and slid my fingers between my pussy lips, letting him see the wetness on my fingers and then slowly slipping them back upwards, wiping my pussy juices on my trimmed pubic hairs, making them glisten with my arousal. "Of course, I mean it, son," I replied. "We've both denied our feelings and look where that's got us. We're going to be lovers, Josh and in the process, you're going to graduate on time with good grades." I stuck my tongue out at him and smiled wickedly. "Tell me your mother doesn't know how to motivate."
Josh just shook his head. "I must be dreaming. I fell asleep and I'm dreaming."
I stood up and approached my son. I bent over and kissed him. Chaste at first, pressing my lips firmly against his mouth. I eased my tongue out and rolled it against his lips and when he gasped at the sensation, I slipped my tongue inside and found his own, taunting it, teasing it until we were dueling, letting the delicious feeling of tongue sliding against tongue envelope us both, sending us both shivers to run up and down our spines. Is there anything like that first sexy, passionate kiss?
When our kiss ended, I whispered, "Did that feel like you were dreaming?" Glancing downward, I realized that my right breast had rolled out of the negligee, my heavy breast, still firm and gourd-shaped, was swaying gently. I reached out and took Josh's left hand and placed it on my breast, palming my hard, cherry sized nipple. "Does that feel like you're dreaming, Josh?" I asked.
I straightened up, holding Josh's hand to my tit and then I took his right hand and guided it between my legs. I steered his hand across my bush, letting his finger tips brush along my wiry pubic hairs. I guided his hand downward and pressed it against my wet, steamy folds. I moved my hand to take control of his forefinger and middle finger and guided them inside me, hearing him take a sharp intake of breath as his fingers sank into my creamy cunt. "Do you feel like you are dreaming, son?" I breathed.
In a voice full of fear and desire, Josh replied, "No."
I worked his fingers deeper until I feel his knuckles brushing my throbbing flesh. "Do you like it, son?" I asked in a husky voice. "Isn't it nice and wet? Hot and creamy? I let go of his hand on my breast and reached out and tilted his chin up so our eyes met. "Wouldn't it feel good to put your hard cock in my pussy, son?"
"Oh yes, Mom!" Josh almost sobbed.
I stroked his cheek gently and smiled. "Then study hard and it will happen, baby. I have faith in you and I know you can do it."
As I leaned over to kiss him again, he replied, "I will, Mom. I promise!"
When our second lovers kiss ended, I moved to my knees, regretfully letting Josh's fingers slip out of my pussy. "Now, as a show of good faith and to seal our deal, son, Momma's going to give you a little treat – a sneak preview you might say." I said. I lifted the pillow off Josh's lap and tossed it on the bed. As I suspected, he had been hiding a magnificent erection. His hastily donned shorts couldn't contain it, the large head of his penis, poking out of his waistband. "Oh, son – it's beautiful!" I murmured as he lifted up his butt so I could slide his shorts off to pool at his feet.
It was beautiful and hard and standing proudly, rising up from his pubic hair like a mighty tree trunk. "It's so big and long," I cooed, wrapping my fingers around it. "I think this is the biggest cock I've ever hand in my hand, Josh," I looked up into his still disbelieving face and grinned. "This is going to feel so good in my pussy, son!" I said teasingly. "I can hardly wait!"
I slowly stroked his shaft, letting my fingers run up and down, gently squeezing him as I did so. "That's – wow, um, so good, Mom!" my son gasped.
"I'm glad you like it, baby," I replied. Precum pooled around his pee slit as I stroked my son off. "You're going to like this even more!" I lowered my head and ran my tongue slowly over the top of his swollen head, lapping up my son's precum. I swirled my tongue around and over his cock head again and again, before taking the swollen knob in my mouth, sucking and licking – my heart beating rapidly as I pleasured my son orally.
"Ohhhh, yessss. I can't believe it. Yessss, Mom! I love your mouth on my cock," Josh babbled as I began to bob my head up and down, taking more of him into my mouth with each movement. As I sucked my son's cock, I kept my eyes fixed on his face, keeping his gaze locked downward, wanting him to see his mother sucking him off."
As I licked and sucked, running my tongue up and down his long shaft of stiff meat, I reached out and found his hands and brought them to my head, encouraging him to intertwine his fingers in my thick mane. It sent a thrill through me as he took the hint and began to control my movement, slowing me down, guiding me to spend more time on certain areas of his cock.
Any doubts I had about my plan were at least temporarily dispelled. This felt so right, so perfect, that I knew that it was meant to be. I had walked this world for thirty-nine years, had fallen in love several times, but not until now did I feel that I had found my soul mate. I was pleasing the only man I really cared about and I felt like I could do this the rest of eternity and feel like my life had not been wasted.
I took Josh completely within me, deep-throating him and making him moan as he felt his cock being squeezed by my reflexive throat constrictions. I worked his cock with every bit of experience I could summon, trying different things and gauging his facial expressions as to what he liked most. As I sucked Josh's wonderful penis, I could feel his pulse pounding along the veins in his shaft and as his heartbeat began to quicken, I knew he was about to cum.
"I'm –I'm going to blow, Mom," Josh gasped. I can't – I'm going to cum, Mommy!" Bless his heart, he tried to pull away and I pitied the girl or girls that had maybe given him a blow-job before but refused to let him cum in their mouths. Such a waste! I gave my head a little shake as I clamped my lips around his shaft, holding his cock head firmly in my mouth. I sucked and fluttered my tongue over his swelling flesh and then as my son sobbed, "Love you so much, Mommmmm!" he exploded in my mouth, his hot semen gushing and flooding my mouth.
I marveled at how delicious my son was! Thick wads of salty, sweet fluid coated my waiting tongue and I swirled it around even as I continued to suck his throbbing dick. I swallowed again and again as I marveled at the sheer quantity of sperm my son was producing. I felt liquid heat splatter against my inner thighs and even as I ate my son's spunk, I realized I was having little tremors of orgasm and was actually ejaculating pussy juice!



I didn't let a drop of his precious seed spill from my mouth and I continued to suck his cock even after the spasms left him and I had milked him dry with my lips. Josh's cock was still at half-mast when I finally, regretfully let him slip out of my mouth. I gave him one last gentle kiss on the crown of his penis and then stood up slowly, brushing my body against his as I did so, letting his feel my breast drag along his chest before I kissed him one last time.
Josh was soaking wet with sweat and still trying to catch his breath as I pressed my lips against his. I offered him my tongue and he took it without hesitation, not caring that I now offered him a taste of himself.
When our kiss ended, I smiled and stroked his face tenderly. In a soft, motherly voice, I said to my son, "Now, I want you to go to bed and get a good night's sleep, Josh. Tomorrow, I want you to start hitting those books and earning those rewards." I closed the distance between us until we were literally nose to nose. "As bad as you want this, son, remember your mother wants it even more!" I said in a husky whisper.
I turned and walked to the door, knowing my son was getting a good look at my almost naked ass (thank goodness for all that time in the stairmaster!). At the door, I looked over my shoulder and smiled, "Good night, son. Sleep knowing that your mother loves you more than anything in the whole wide world!"
Josh replied in a voice that cracked with emotion, "I love you too, Mom."
I closed his bedroom door and on suddenly shaky legs, quickly returned to my own bedroom. I jumped on the bed, suddenly in great need of relief. I didn't even take the time to reach for my dildo, but was on my back, legs spread and four fingers plunging quickly in and out of my wet cunt. Frantically, I masturbated myself until the room was spinning and I came in a blinding rush of images and sensations, envisioning my son's cock taking its rightful place in my pussy! Sleep came easy then, my dreams filled with images of my son and I doing all sorts of wonderful things.
The next few days passed in a sort of a sex hungry haze. True to my word, I dressed sexy around the house to inspire my son as he studied his ass off. While he was at school Monday, I took a half day off from work and went shopping for some around the house lounge wear, negligees and other outfits.
When Josh arrived home after school that first day, I greeted him wearing a black corset, garters and stockings and high heels. The corset lifted my breasts up to overflow their half cups, exposing my breasts from the nipples up. The black stocking and the stiletto heels kept drawing Josh's attention to my long legs and the nakedness between my legs.
I worried a little that my appearance might prove too much a distraction to my son, but he went upstairs and did his homework without complaint, not emerging for three hours after we had finished eating. I checked his homework while he sat next to me on the living room couch. I gave him permission to play with my nipples while I reviewed his work. After he corrected a few minor mistakes, we kissed and necked for a long time until I sent him back to his room to study for another hour with instructions to study – no masturbating allowed.
When his hour was up, I went to his room and I encouraged my son to jack off while I posed for him, fingering myself a little while I watched Josh stroke his cock and explode. I tucked him in and told him to get a good night's sleep.
The pattern repeated on Tuesday as I wore a sheer red nightgown about the house, the long folds of material parting when I sat to reveal my long legs and my pussy whenever I sat down. His homework contained no errors when I checked it that evening. That evening, I brought my dildo along with me to my son's bedroom and we enjoyed a mutual masturbation session after Josh's studies were done.
On Wednesday afternoon, Josh burst through the door, reminding me of his earlier years when something exciting happened at school, and he couldn't wait to share it with his mother. He was waving a sheet of paper, but drew up short as he scoped out my outfit consisting of a diaphanous light blue and low cut top, nipples clearly visible as the filmy material clung tightly to my breasts and a pair of high cut bikini panties which had the same diaphanous fabric in the crotch. Just putting them on had made me wet and the material clung wetly to my mound, outlining clearly my cunt lips.
"Wow, that looks hot, Mom!" my son said, eyes roaming hungrily over me. Then he remembered he had something to show me. "Oh, look at this, Mom!"
"What is this, honey?" I asked, looking it over and feeling my heart beat faster as I spotted in red ink at the top of the page, '100' and 'A+' circled with an attached comment, "Remarkable improvement!" I looked up at my son, a smile growing on my face.
"Delson hit us with a pop quiz today in Econ and I aced it!" He was almost jumping up and down and in his excitement he wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tight. "Can you believe it, Mom, I aced the sucker!"
When he finally let me go, I put my arms around my son's neck and gave him a long and tender kiss. "Well, I guess your mother owes you a nice hand job tonight then, doesn't she?" I whispered in his ear. I cannot describe how it made me feel inside to see the glow on my son's face then.
After dinner and studying and homework were all done, I made my way to Josh's room and asked him to make himself comfortable on his bed. I had to laugh as he leaped into bed, still wearing his shorts and a T-shirt. "Honey, I want you to enjoy this, so get all naked for your mother," I said with a laugh. I laughed more as Josh became a jumble of knees and elbows wiggling his way out of his clothes.
I stopped laughing as I realized how handsome my son was. His broad chest and well muscles arms and legs made my pussy tingle. The already erect pole between his legs, pointing at the ceiling took that tingle and turned it into a pulsing current of orgasmic energy that raced around my body again and again.
I sat down on the bed next to my son who was stretched out with a big, boyish grin on his face. I placed a hand on his chest and slowly moved it around – caressing him lovingly. "You are so handsome, son," I sighed. I slid my hand down to his stomach and then into his curly pubic hair and around and under his cock to cup his balls which I caressed oh so carefully, drawing a happy gasp from him.
I moved my hand up and wrapped it around the base of his hard penis and added, "And you're sooo big, Josh." I giggled and said, "You're so much bigger than your father!"
My son blushed and then laughed. "Really? You're not just saying that, Mom?'
I shook my head. "I'll never lie to you, son. You are huge compared to him." Slowly, I stroked his shaft, ending by gently squeezing his cock head and smearing his pre-cum around. "I can't wait to have you inside me, filling me up, stretching my pussy and cumming inside me." As I talked, I continued to stroke my son.
"I can cum inside you, Mom, really?" Josh said in awe. "I don't have to use a rubber?"
I giggled and said, "Oh no! I want to feel my son's cock when I wrap my pussy around you, not latex!" I meant it too. I already had an appointment to see my doctor about resuming birth control pills. Even that seemed like too much – part of me was experiencing a powerful yearning to mate with my one true love and make him a father.
I continued on, whispering descriptions of what lay in store for my son – the adventures we'd have in the near future and how I could hardly wait. Finally, I could see Josh's need in his eyes and felt it in the throbbing meat in my hands. "I'm gonna – oh, Mom, I going to..."
"Cum for me baby," I urged him. "Cum for Mommy!" Like Old Faithful, Josh obediently began to erupt. I had angled his cock slightly towards me and was rewarded with a tremendous spurt of semen that splashed across my face. I squealed with surprise and delight as his second spurt landed in my mouth and on my chin. The next few shots splattered across my chest and then he lost power and his last few strong ejaculations flowed out and over my stroking fist.
With my free hand, I wiped up dripping jism from my face and licking it off, managing to say between tastes, "Good shooting, honey! Waste not, want not!" I finished by licking the thick coat of his seed off my hand and then teased him after giving him a passionate goodnight kiss by leaning down and giving the head of his cock a kiss goodnight as well.
Thursday night, I again stroked him off after he brought home an 'A-' on a Calculus quiz. I could see his old confidence returning as well as a growing excitement over our newly created relationship.
Friday, my son presented me with two test papers that he had made 'A's" on as well as another quiz with a 'B' grade. I let him chose when to get his rewards and later that night I knelt between my son's legs and sucked him off with great satisfaction.
Sunday after church, I showed my son how long and sweet a blowjob could be after first jerking him off. His needs tempered, I sucked his cock for nearly an hour, lying between his wide-spread legs on my bed, making him squirm and moan and sweat until he was begging for mercy and he exploded with a massive load that I hungrily drank.
Weeks passed by and I saw the son that I so dearly loved return to me. His grades leapt upwards quickly and with each time that I stroked my son's cock or went to my knees and lovingly sucked him off, I felt our bonds strengthen and become more than just mother and son. Our household was a happy one and we grew closer together than ever before.
The Friday before grade cards were sent out, my son walked triumphantly into the house and presented me with six tests with the lowest grade being a '95'! I was especially pleased with his '100' on his English exam, a note in Doris Henderson's hand on it, saying only, "Only a mother can help a son do as well as Josh has done. Be proud of yourself, Corinne and enjoy!"
We spent most of the weekend in bed and I'd be lying if my jaws weren't aching by Sunday evening. But I felt well fed on my son's seed. I even dared finger myself while he watched and recovered from my oral pleasures. As a bonus reward for all his fine efforts, I masturbated and let Josh lick my pussy cream from my fingers, telling him it was another sneak preview of things to come.
Wednesday, report cards were mailed out and Josh was like a kid on Christmas Eve, barely able to contain himself. I was tempted to give him a bonus blow job to take the edge off, but instead naughtily insisted that he even refrain from masturbating that evening.
As I tucked him in, I told him, "Darling, I want you to save it. The first time you're in me, I want to get flooded with your seed!" I kissed him goodnight and then as I had done since we had begun our new relationship, I kissed him on the head of his cock. That night I had worn the black corset and stockings again and I think that was his favorite outfit – I'd not seen his cock flag all night. We both had a restless night I think. Come to think of it, I felt like a kid on Christmas Eve.
I saw Josh off to school the next day and then called out sick for the rest of the week. I had a suspicion that once my son and I made love, we might never stop. It was a warm day and had been steadily raining since early morning. There was an element of electricity to the air as if a storm were about to break wide open, even though no storms were in the forecast.
It seemed like many hours passed by as I watched from the living room window for the mailman, but it was only 9:30 when he strolled up the walk and deposited my mail. I hurried to retrieve it and tore open the envelope from Josh's high school. I had been sure based on the grades and comments coming home what I would find, but still, looking at my son's report card and seeing the six 'A's and one 'B+' made me almost cum in my panties.
I had had a vague idea of how I wanted to celebrate this with my son, how to make the first time with my child a special one, but suddenly, a fresh idea just occurred to me.
I went upstairs and showered. Naked, I went into my bedroom and selected a pair of high heels that I knew Josh liked – not my 'fuck me pumps' or the stiletto heeled pair, but a pair of strap on high heels that my son had often complimented me on, even long before our relationship changed. Naked, wearing only the high heels, I went downstairs and from the hall closet I took my rain coat out. I put it on and studied myself in the mirror. It was a trench coat cut that ended a few inches above my knees. With the belt pulled closed, you couldn't really tell that I was naked, although I was showing off a tremendous amount of leg and thigh and one would have to assume I was wearing a low cut blouse or sweater as you could see a good deal of my upper chest. As long as I didn't bend over, I didn't think anyone would know.
I grabbed my car keys and purse and drove out to my son's school, feeling like a shameless slut as I drove wearing only my raincoat. My heart felt like it would burst out of my chest as I stepped inside the school. The office was down a long corridor and I managed to arrive during the end of a class change. I was jostled by rushing students once or twice and almost giggled madly as I envisioned my coat falling open and standing naked surrounded by all these young men and women.
In the office, I informed the secretary that I needed to check my son out of school. I told her that we had urgent family business to tend to and told her my son would not be back the rest of today or tomorrow. She was very polite and told me she would summon Josh immediately and get his assignments for the rest of the week.
It felt warm in the office and the vinyl coat was making me sweat something awful. I could rivulets of perspiration running down between my breasts and I was fairly sure the wetness that was trickling down my inner thigh wasn't sweat. I could have sworn I could smell my arousal wafting up from below. I wondered if anyone else could smell me.
"Mrs. Porter, how wonderful to see you!" I turned around, jumping a little and betraying my nervousness. Doris Henderson stood in the doorway, holding a manila folder.
"Oh, hello," I replied. "It's good to see you too."
She came up close and took my hand, taking me in, a look of curiosity on her face. "You've been on my mind a lot lately, dear. I just wanted to tell you how impressed I am with how you've turned your son around."
I squeezed her hand and stepped closer to her. "Thank you, Doris. I have to give you part of the credit. Your words and encouragement have meant so much – to me and Josh. I – I don't know when I've been so happy."
Josh's teacher beamed at me. "Have you received Josh's report card yet?"
"Yes, that's why I'm here." I leaned in towards the shorter woman, aware that my coat might gape open and reveal my nakedness. In a conspiratorial whisper, I said, "I promised Josh something very special if he did well on his report card and I'm here to deliver on it."
I paused for several seconds, giving Doris plenty of time to stare at the right places and work it out. She smiled and sniffed the air, her eyes suddenly widening. "That sounds exciting. I'm sure you are both going to enjoy it!"
The secretary returned then and told Doris that Principal Horton would see her now. Doris kissed me on the cheek and said, "Enjoy yourselves, Corinne. One of these days when we run into each other at the health club, let's sit down and have a good, long chat, shall we?"
I grinned at her and nodded my head vigorously. "I would love to do that, Doris."
I watched her disappear into the inner offices and then almost jumped out of my skin as someone dropped a hand on my shoulder. "Mom? Is everything alright?"
I turned around and smiled at my son. "Honey, I'm checking you out of school for the rest of the week."
Josh looked at me with concern. "Is something wrong, Mom? What's happened.?"
I just shook my head and said, "You and I have some family business to attend to, remember? I said it would come up after your report card arrived..." I arched my eyebrows and winked once at him, relishing the sudden dawn of comprehension on his face.
With his assignments and books in hand, I put my hand through his arm and we walked out of the office and down the hallway which had become practically deserted. Josh noticed that I was sweating and asked, "Are you okay, Mom. If you're hot, why don't you take that raincoat off?"
I grinned up at my son and in a soft voice said, "That might cause a little hubbub, son." I lowered my voice to a whisper. "I'm not wearing anything under this raincoat." It's funny just how fast a young man can grow an erection. By the time we walked out the front entrance, Josh had a bulge in his khaki slacks that threatened to burst the seams.
The rain was still falling steadily, the warm water feeling wonderful on my face as we hurried to my van. I handed my keys to my son to let him drive, both of us laughing as we splashed through water puddles climbing into the minivan. Josh started up the car and then glanced over at me, his eyes coming to rest on my legs. The raincoat had pulled up as I climbed in and was now just short of my pussy. Josh had a tremendous view of my long legs. His gaze traveled upwards, pausing where the raincoat opened at my neck and upper chest and then up to where I panted, both from running and my growing arousal.
"You're really naked under that coat, aren't you, Mom? Josh asked. I grinned and nodded. We're really, finally going to do it, aren't we, Mom?" Josh said softly.
I reached out and caressed his rain dampened hair. "Yes, darling we are. Mother and son are going to be lovers," I replied. "Let's go, Josh."
My son grinned and pulled out of the school parking lot. He drove carefully and I'm sure to both of us, too slowly. There was such a powerful tension in the vehicle – like we were hooked up to massive generators. We neared our neighborhood and approached the entrance to the local park where Josh had played when he was little. A naughty idea sprung full blown into my mind and I whispered, "Pull in here, Josh, drive through the park."
"Mom?' Josh replied in confusion.
I grinned at him in such an evil way, I know his cock had to have throbbed in response. "Do it, son. Listen to your mother." Josh obeyed me and we slowly drove through the park. It was completely deserted. All the little ones and their mothers were home doing rainy day activities. The old folks who sometimes walked or sat on the benches were home or at the Mall. We had the park completely to ourselves.
"There," I said, pointing to a small secluded parking lot near the playground. "Pull in there and park." Josh did so, still looking confused. "Leave the keys under the seat, baby. We don't want to lose them." I climbed out of the car and motioned for my son to join me. He did so, his zippered gray hoodie getting darker quickly as the steady rain fell on us.
I walked around and took my son's hand and led him towards the playground, a mixture of swings and see-saws and other childhood things that had been here for decades. In a remote corner, hidden from the park road, was an old fashioned jungle gym, a mushroom dome of steel rods, crisscrossing and still looking strong even though two or three generations of children had climbed on him. In this safety-obsessed world, most of them have been dismantled, but around here, nobody complained about its existence. A great old oak tree loomed over it, providing shade for about half of the structure and giving it even more cover from the rest of the playground.
I led my son around to the far side, away from the protection of the old tree. "Mom? What in the world are we doing?" Josh sounded a bit scared and confused. I'm sure he had imagined our first time would be in my bed, my legs spread wide for his lovely cock. Later tonight, I would fulfill his fantasy, but right now I had other plans.



I let his hand go and stepped up to the domelike structure, leaning back and resting my butt against the steel bars. "Doesn't this rain feel wonderful, son?" I asked Josh. "As we were driving home I was thinking how good it would feel to fuck my son in the rain like this and then as we passed the park, it just came to me." I unbuckled my coat belt and as I slowly opened up my coat, I said, "You had a lot of good memories playing in this park, son. But Momma is going to give you a memory you will never forget!"
I opened my coat wide, spreading my legs apart, letting the jungle gym support me and keep me balanced. I opened my coat wide and showed – no, offered my son my naked, aroused body, glorying in the sweet feel of the warm rain showering down on us.
Josh looked at me, his mouth gaping open in surprise and amazement. I couldn't tell if he was just getting soaked or if he was crying as he said in a choked voice, "Oh Mom, you are so beautiful."
"I'm so proud of you, son. You worked so hard and now it's time for your reward. Josh, come here and fuck your mother!"
Josh didn't hesitate a second, but rushed to me, his hands cupping my face as he kissed me. A thrill ran through me as my son pressed his lips against mine, conveying his passion for me, but also so much more. He was a man taking possession of his woman, making her his very own. I moaned into his open mouth as shivers ran through me and I felt a little weak in the knees. I needed my son. I needed Josh's cock inside me.
I fumbled at his belt, unbuckling it and unbuttoning his slacks – unzipping him and freeing his aching cock. I felt his rigid flesh spring and press against my stomach and again I moaned into our kiss, one hand encircling and stroking his long shaft while the other hand worked his shorts and pants down his legs. Our kiss ended as he moaned, "I love you so much, Mom! Your hand feels sooo good!"
We were both panting like we'd ran a mile and I managed to gasp in reply, "Wait till you put that big thing inside your mother, you're going to love my pussy, son!" I let him go and reached out and used my hands to rip his button-down dress shirt apart, baring his strong, muscular chest. I leaned in and ran my tongue over Josh's nipple and then nipped at it slightly before again kissing my son, murmuring, "Now! Fuck me now, Josh, Momma needs it sooo bad!"
I felt Josh bend his knees slightly and then with my help guiding him, my son's cock poked me, brushing against my creamy, wet flesh and then found it's way into the flowered opening of my hungry cunt and then – oh, god, then Josh was thrusting upwards, his cock filling me up, spreading me, steadily upwards and I threw my head back and sobbed triumphantly, "YESSSS!"
How do describe it? I don't know that any words can do it justice. There is that sweet sensation you get with accepting any cock into your womb, the delicious feel of a man moving into you – filling you with himself, but with my son, there was so much more, an intimacy unmatched by any I'd ever experienced, a closeness of recognition of this flesh being my own, a sense of something missing finally returning, merging and becoming one, all the while producing in every cell of my body, pleasure unlike any other. This is as close to touching God as any human can ever hope for.
My son's thrust pushed his cock into me, sinking his cock fully in me with one wonderful and swift movement. I let his weight press me against the jungle gym and I lifted my long legs up and wrapped them around his waist, crying out with joy as it allowed his erect penis to sink a little deeper inside me. "Do you like it, son? Do you like Momma's pussy – because I love your cock, Josh!" I sobbed as I hunched myself into him.
"Yesyesyes, Mom!" my son growled as he slightly withdrew and then thrust again. "I love it – you are so hot and wet and deep!" Josh's words gave way to a mannish grunting as he was consumed in lust with my naked body. The rain bathed us in its warmth, mixing with the sweat our bodies produced as we hunched and grinded into each other – each movement of his erect cock against my clinging cunt flesh, sending ripples of orgasmic delight coursing through my veins. I could feel my toes clenching as the incestuous pleasure of my son fucking me was almost too intense to bear.
My first orgasm overtook me without warning and I sobbed my pleasure into the heavy rain, my body spasming and arching, allowing me to thrust my pelvis more forcefully into my son. I felt my head knock against the metal bars behind me, but any pain I might have experienced was overwhelmed by the incestuous delight my son's cock was giving me. My head thrown back as it was, pulled my breasts taut and Josh took the opportunity to suck my nipples and maul my meaty breasts with his hands.
Josh's hips never stopped moving, his hard, thick shaft continuing to plunge in and out of me, despite my pussy's best efforts to clasp him tight. As my orgasm began to wane, Josh had been rolling his tongue over my nipples, flicking my hard, rubbery tips. Without warning, my son bit down on my right nipple, not hard enough to draw blood, but still hard. The pain it produced, mingled with my ebbing orgasm and suddenly the world exploded for me in white hot, incestuous pleasure as another orgasm ignited between my legs and consumed me.
My son moaned, "oh my god, Mom – your pussy – OHGODYESSS!" as my muscles clamped down and held his throbbing cock in place and was baptized in my flooding cream as I came as no man has ever made me cum before. When I didn't think it could get any more powerful than that, Josh's cock head swelled and I swear I could feel his cum racing up his long shaft to emerge in a torrent, flooding my womb with his fiery seed. We were both elevated to a high plane of existence, becoming one body, one mind and one soul. We shared our thoughts which were solely focused on our love for each other as from between our legs radiated a bright shining sun of orgasmic energy fueled by our incestuous lusts.
When I came to myself again, I found my body galvanized and locked into place against my son, my thigh muscles aching from trying to maintain their grip on Josh's body, pulling him against me more, so I get more of him inside me. His hips jerked as he fed me spurt after thick spurt of his semen. We were both crying, our tears mixing with raindrops.
As we regained control of our bodies and as Josh emptied the last of his sweet seen in me, we again kissed, trembling with the power and intensity of our first joining, happy in the shared knowledge that it was but the first of many couplings to come. We were still locked cock and pussy, embracing tightly. The rain continued to shower us, giving us a gentle, romantic baptism into our new lives.
When I could speak, I said, "That was incredible, son. You are an awesome lover."
Josh's face glowed with pride as he responded, "I can't believe it, Mom. That was so different – so wonderful. I love you, Mom!" We kissed again, basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking, savoring each sensation as we shifted or moved. Even the sad realization of Josh's cock reducing, the feeling of his penis slowly withdrawing out of my clasp brought me pleasure. I finally released him, my legs trembling with effort and I stood upright.
My leg muscles quivered with exhaustion as I squatted down quickly and cleaned my son's cock off, relishing every lick of his exhausted cock and the taste of our mixed juices. I stood up, yanking Josh's sodden pants up as I rose. Josh was soaked to the skin now. "We better get going, darling. I can't have you catching a chill and getting sick," I whispered as I tucked his penis back into his shorts and buttoned and zipped him up. "Momma needs you too much.
We walked back to the 'Mom Mobile' and climbed in. I had left my coat open and we were lucky no one saw me walking practically naked through the playground with my darling son. We were silent as we drove the rest of the way home. I pulled into the garage and once we were inside, I let the raincoat fall to the kitchen floor. "Just strip in here, Josh," I told him. "Let's get ourselves a hot shower before..." I let the rest go unsaid, but my son's grin told me he understood.
Josh shucked off his clothes quickly, but as he did so, I realized he was staring downwards at my legs. I glanced down and had to stifle a laugh. My body was still glistening with rainwater and sweat, but standing out was the trickle of Josh's semen trickling down my inner thigh. Josh's penis began to twitch and stir.
Upstairs in the shower, washing each other turned into caressing each other and that turned into making out as the hot water and steam swirled around us. Our shower ended with Josh on his knees while I gripped the shower nozzle overhead moaning as he ate my pussy out for the first time. The tile enclosure echoed with my screams as I had a violent orgasm from Josh's talented tongue. I marveled that my eighteen year old son could go down on a woman so well, but his tongue seemed to be everywhere and his gentle yet firm touch on my clit as he tongued it and then gently sucked the swollen nub had me literally ejaculating cunt cream into his hungry mouth.
When it was over, I could barely stand, and was in a daze as my son helped me out of the shower and toweled me off. "Where did you learn to do that, Josh?" I murmured as I leaned into him, my big breasts pressing against his chest, my hand idly stroking his again erect cock.
Josh blushed and said, "I guess you just know how to motivate your son, Mom. I mean, look what you did for my grades." He finished patting me dry and kissed me gently and tenderly. "I've dreamed of doing that for a long time, Mom – I guess I've practiced in my mind a hundred times over and when I was licking you, it just seemed as if I knew what you would like." He kissed me again, more forcefully and passionately before saying, "It just seems like it was meant to be – that we're meant for each other."
I wiggled with delight at my son's words, rubbing myself against his naked body. Josh's words excited and amazed me and I felt it too. Since the first moment way back when Josh had walked in on me – deep down, I think I had always known we would reach this moment, this point in our joined destinies.
"Take me to bed, son." I whispered, my voice growing husky with desire. "Make love to me. Make love to your mother."
Josh's eyes glowed with hunger and purpose and taking my hand, he led me to my bed – our bed now. As I spread my legs and Josh climbed between them, his hard cock aimed at my wet pussy, I said, "I'm so proud of you, Josh. You've worked so hard for this and become a man – my man. I'm yours for as long as you want, son, forever if you wan – uhhh YESSSSS!" Josh pressed his cock into my slick folds and with one hard thrust, conveyed his answer and I knew as he sank deep inside my womb that I was his, his forever and ever. I could envision a lifetime of mother son love, of incestuous and domestic happiness as my son fucked me with that magnificent cock.
We made love throughout the night, my son becoming a stud stallion, mounting me again and again until we sank into a sex sodden slumber, briefly satiating our incestuous desires. In between we talked and giggled as we discussed our new lives. I assured Josh that I would continue to honor our agreement regarding his school work, although I also assured him, "I am yours anytime you want me, son."
I was utterly confidant that he would continue to excel at school and thrilled when he said he looked forward to getting his future rewards as he was thrilled to get such gifts from his mother.
And so six months later, I was sitting in the bleachers, glowing with motherly pride as I watched my son walk across the graduation stage and accept his diploma from the high school principal. As Josh walked off the stage, he looked and found me standing, cheering him in the stands and my son blew me a kiss. I shivered, both with happiness for my son's success, but also because of the sweet sensation of having a thick load of his semen warming my cunt and making my panties wet. Josh had insisted on fucking me in the Mom Mobile just before we climbed out to attend his graduation ceremony and I was more than happy to comply.
I returned his kiss with one of my own and as I sat back down, I saw Doris Henderson sitting several rows below looking back at me. She smiled broadly and gave me a sexy wink before turning her attention back to the ceremony. I couldn't help but notice a family resemblance between her and the young man sitting with her, or that she and her son were holding hands. I gave a silent prayer of thanks for her help in changing my life and that she would always know the same happiness that she had helped Josh and I to find.
Josh is now working on his bachelor's degree with a furious passion. He plans to be done in just three years and I know he will succeed. Not only do we continue to carry out our old agreement for quizzes, tests and grades, but I've sweetened the pot. Josh wants to give me a baby and the day he picks up his degree, I'll throw away my birth control pills. Just the thought of my belly being swollen with my son's child makes me wet and my son's cock hard. We both wait for that day anxiously and we practice constantly. We both know the power and joy of love and motivation that exists between a son and his mother and that for a man and a woman – a son and a mother such as we, anything is possible.
The End
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Chapter 02: My Summer Vacation with Mom
Here you go -- another part of the storyline that began with Christmas with Mom & New Year's Eve with Mom. A bit confusing perhaps, but hunt those stories up before beginning the M&S: A Love Story storyline. I want to thank you all for so many wonderful observations and suggestions and questions. I take all your comments seriously and have hopefully addressed a few with this installment -- not all, but some. Stick with us, it will be a long and hopefully delicious ride.
I love that so many of you want this to be just about John and Carrie and the heart of the story is their story alone, but as we weave the razor's edge between fiction and reality, one knows that in life, our lives touch upon many others (unless one is marooned on a desert island and some of Literotica's other contributors have written about that). It will be impossible to not bring others' lives into this as John and Carrie touch their lives and are touched in return. Truth must prevail and to tell the tale truthfully (be it fiction or nonfiction), I must report it as John and Carrie live it.
Again, please keep your comments coming -- you are my inspiration and you give me valuable insight I would otherwise not have. I'll shut up and let the story begin. Enjoy!
"Yesssssss! I love it, John. Harder, son, fuck me harder!" Relishing every sweet second of thrusting my cock in and out of Mom's pussy, I marveled at the situation I found myself in. My mother was bent over our family kitchen table -- a place where I had eaten many a meal fixed by Mom, a place where I had done countless hours of homework. Mom's long, flowery dress was thrown up over her back, revealing her lush ass cheeks and no panties. Her thick pelt of pubic hair was split by thick, pink labia, embracing my cock as I moved it in and out of her wet, clasping pussy. Just the thought that this was my mother I was fucking added to the carnal pleasure I was wrapped up in.
Mom moaned and shivered as she gripped opposite sides of the table, knuckles white with effort as she braced herself as I worked my cock back and forth. My hands slipped underneath the fabric of her dress and found her breasts, unfettered by a bra. I cupped her massive tits, palms rubbing against her thick swollen nipples. "I love you, Mom," I whispered. "I love making love to you -- fucking my mother, making her cum!"
Mom pushed back against me, meeting my thrusts and moaned, "Yes, make me cum, son! Make Momma cum before your father gets home!" I glanced at the clock on the wall -- one of those silly cat clocks with the moving eyes and tail. I realized my father would be pulling up at any second and I did want Mom to have an orgasm before the old man's presence clouded up the house. "Yessss, like that. I love your cock, John!" Mom moaned as I started rapidly and violently thrusting into her slick pussy while my fingers pinched at her rubbery stiff nipples.
We heard the loud rumble of my father's pick-up truck pull in off the street and I slammed myself deep into Mom's womb, letting the sensation of her pussy muscles clamping down and milking my shaft take me to the brink and beyond. As I flooded my mother's pussy with my hot semen, Mom moaned and sobbed, "Cummming, son! You are making Momma cum, darling!"
For a few, long drawn out seconds, it seemed as if I wouldn't be able to stop shooting sperm into my mother's womb and even more unlikely that she would able to release her tight, loving grip on my penis. We both sobbed aloud our incestuous pleasure as we heard the old man's truck door open with a creak and then slam shut.
Mom's body trembled with effort as she struggled to regain control of herself, still in the clutches of her orgasm. We heard the garage door roll upwards and then my father clattering with something at his work bench. As we heard his footsteps come up the short set of steps that led into the utility room next to the kitchen, Mom's cunt finally relaxed enough for me to slip out her wet, hot embrace. Mom spun around, letting her dress fall down to conceal that she wasn't wearing any panties, and bent over to give my still mostly erect cock a quick, hungry suck before yanking up my khaki shorts and kissing me.
When my father walked into the kitchen, I was sitting at the table, a bowl of half shelled beans in front of me. Mom was now bent over in front of the stove, peering in at a roast that she had in the oven. Even as the old man grunted a greeting, I couldn't help but admire Mom's voluptuous ass and smile at the thought that unseen, my sperm was starting to leak out of her wonderful pussy.
Dad glanced at me and shook his head. I guess the fact that a son was helping out in the kitchen was a sign of my lack of manliness. "Where's the twins?" he asked, reaching into the refrigerator for a beer.
Mom turned and replied, "Over at school. They had a briefing today on their trip They'll be home by dinnertime." My brothers had for several years attended a church camp and now were senior counselors. They would be gone for four weeks, helping out with camping, sports and canoeing activities. They loved it and wouldn't have missed it for the world.
My father grunted and said, "Well, I won't be. Me and some of the fellows decided to get up a summer bowling league. We start tonight."
Mom looked dismayed. "But I've got a roast in the oven! Aren't you going to at least sit and eat dinner with us?"
My father snorted and said, "Nope. I'll get something at the bowling alley. Besides, we're gonna talk about our fishing trip to Montana -- got lots to plan." Dad was planning to take a week's vacation to go fly fishing in Montana with his friends. He hadn't consulted Mom, just told her when he would be going. My father walked out of the room without another word and Mom looked at him with disgust and then shook her head.
I know there was no love lost between them -- that there hadn't been anything but the ashes of a long dead marriage between them for many years. Dad had turned a cold shoulder to Mom long before I became her lover.
Still, one had to admire Mom as day in and day out, she tried to be a dutiful wife and a good mother. Perhaps it was because we were now lovers that I seemed so much more in tune with what was going on around the house and I marveled that my father and my brothers took this wonderful woman for granted. More than ever I could see that my brothers were their father's sons. They came and went, always respectful to Mom, but seeing and treating her like she was more or less the house servant than the most important woman in their lives.
I smiled at Mom and she smiled back, warming my heart and making my cock stir with desire. At forty-two, Mom was in the bloom of her beauty. Her straight black hair framed her face, drawing focus to her blue eyes that crackled with life. Mom had a sexy, Reubenesque body -- her sexy figure dominated by her heavy, pendulous breasts and her still curvaceous legs. It was hard to imagine what was wrong with my father that he pretty much ignored my mother.
He walked back through the kitchen, carrying his bowling ball bag. He finished off his beer while staring out at the back yard. "You finished trimming the hedges, John?" He asked.
"Yes sir." I'd spent the day getting our yard into good shape. I'd trimmed all the bushes and the hedge. I'd even repaired the back gate and fixed a few loose boards in the backyard fence.
"Make sure you clean them shears up before you put them away," my father muttered.
"You're welcome." I replied, sarcasm in my voice. In the light of my love affair with Mom, my contempt of my father was greater than ever.
He glanced at me, frowning and said, "Smart-ass." He turned and headed for the door. "Don't wait up. I'll be late," my father said and then he was gone. We heard his truck start up and move away. On the bright side, that was the most he had said to me at one time since I got home.
Mom moved to me and climbed into my lap. "Your father is such a jerk. I'm sorry he couldn't even pay you a decent compliment about your work."
"It's all right, Mom. What he thinks doesn't matter. The only thing that's important to me is the woman in my arms right now. I love you, Mom. I'm the luckiest man on the planet."
Mom grinned and ground herself against me, her massive breasts feeling wonderful against my chest, despite the fabric that separated us. "I love you too, John." We kissed then, our mouths opening and tongues dancing together in a passionate soul kiss." "And you're the luckiest motherfucker on the planet is what you are!" Mom added after the kiss.
And Mom was absolutely correct. Since Christmas my world had totally turned around. As I watched Mom finish up cooking dinner, I considered how lucky I was. I was in love with the most wonderful woman in the world and wonder of wonders, she was in love with me. I mean love -- not just lust (although we were blessed with that too).
My mother was my true soul mate. When we were apart, I was incomplete, a part of me missing, leaving a tangible ache within me that would not subside until I was with my mother again. When I was with Mom, everything seemed better, brighter, more intensely alive. We could be sleeping, taking a walk or a drive, reading quietly together -- everything seemed better when Mom was around. And I wanted so much for her -- her happiness and well being was now my primary concern. To see Mom smiling with joy made my heart soar. We fit together perfectly, our personalities meshing together to become one being. At times, it was almost as if we could read each other's minds. I had no doubt then and do not now doubt at all that this was meant to be.
And then there was the lust. In all my days, I've never felt the burning passion for anyone else that I feel for my mother and all these years, I have basked in her carnal desire for me. Neither of us is ashamed to admit that the fact that we are mother and son has made our love and lust for each other all the more powerful. There is almost an indescribable wonder to know that this person you are joining with -- sinking your flesh into theirs -- is in fact your own mother.
There is tremendous carnal satisfaction knowing that as you put your cock inside your mother that you are returning home -- to the flesh of your flesh. I will never know as much sexual gratification with anyone like I have experienced as my mother's lover. Mom feels it as much as I do, insisting to this day that I call her Mom rather than her given name whenever possible. "We are mother and son, after all," Mom likes to say. "When you say, 'I love you, Mom,' while your cock is inside me, son -- it sends such delicious chills through my body!"
And in those early days, that first summer after Mom and I become lovers, there was the added excitement to our lusty desires that we were carrying out our love affair right under the old man's nose! I know that some would castigate us for violating the vows of my parents' marriage, but in truth, Dad had abandoned those vows long before Mom and I first kissed as lovers. I had merely claimed the love of a wonderful woman who had been emotionally abandoned by whom I consider the greatest fool to ever have lived. And I am not ashamed to admit that I to this day derive some Oedipal satisfaction that I had taken my father's place as Mom's husband and lover in every way.
It was early June and I had been home almost two weeks. Mom had driven to Chicago and after spending a night sating ourselves with incestuous sex, we had returned to the town where I had grown up. Mom and I quickly discovered that despite the near constant presence of Dad and my now seventeen year old little brothers, we could not keep our hands off each other. It seemed like every possible moment, we were in each others arms, kissing and making out like newlyweds. We took awful risks, that in retrospect should make us tremble with fright at what we gambled with not to be caught, but we could not resist our incestuous temptations and in those early weeks in the house where I grew up, we made mad, passionate love whenever we could seize the moment.
Several mornings, Mom had rushed into my room and sucked my cock while Dad was taking his morning shower. I had insisted that Mom lose her panties whenever possible and she had taken to wearing long, flowing summer dresses that were easy to lift up and give me access to her constantly wet pussy. Twice I had fucked Mom standing up at the sink while just a few yards away, my father and my brothers were watching the Cubs' game on television. I fucked Mom in my parents' bed while my father and his buddies grilled burgers in the back yard. Many nights, Mom crept into my bedroom and we made love while my father and brothers snored ignorantly in rooms on either side of mine. We knew that at any moment we could be caught and that made our incestuous lovemaking all the more powerful.
Time alone, safe from interruption came soon enough though. The following Sunday afternoon, Mom and I saw the twins off to their church camp, waving goodbye to them as they waved back from the passenger bus carrying them off to Wisconsin and the wilderness church camp that they enjoyed so much. Dad was due to leave three days later, but Mom told him that she was traveling to Kentucky to visit her grandmother's old place and that I was going along to help drive. Dad grunted in his disinterested fashion, too busy preparing for his fishing trip and barely managed to say goodbye when we left early Monday morning.
With each mile we traveled, we became more and more relaxed, enjoying the lovely summer day and each other, able to be openly a couple once again. We drove most of the day, stopping to spend the night in middle Kentucky in what folks call Bourbon country. We spent the night in a quaint, old Bed & Breakfast inn, making love into the wee hours of the morning in an old fashioned brass bed, much older and nicer than the one in my apartment. I relished the image of Mom underneath me, her legs wrapped around my hips as she gripped the brass rails of the headboard while I thrust my swollen cock into her hot pussy, our joined bodies deep in the old soft mattress. The old bed squeaked and rattled with our every movement.
The next morning as we ate breakfast with the other guests, we drew several curious and interested looks from our fellow visitors and I wondered if it was the banging and thumping of the brass bed or our impassioned cries of orgasmic pleasure that had likely kept others awake. Mom blushed like a new bride and I beamed with pride. As we packed our things to go, Mom ran her hand over the brass filigree of the headboard and said, "When we finally are living together, I want us to have a bed like this, son." Mom's words thrilled me. I loved it when we talked about our future -- that Mom and I living together as lovers and husband and wife as well as mother and son was not just a fantasy, but something that would soon be a reality.
By midday, we had moved on into eastern Kentucky, winding our way deep into the Appalachian Mountains. It had been several years since I had been to Mom's childhood home, but I remembered most of the route that took us to her hometown where we checked into a motel for the night. Mom was pensive and a bit distracted, I think anxious to go visit her old home, but it was getting on towards late afternoon and she decided to wait till morning. We spent the late afternoon and evening strolling around the town as Mom pointed out various places of her youth -- her old high school, the still open soda shop where she and Debbie and their friends would hang out, and the now closed Princess Movie Theater.
That night, Mom surprised me when we climbed into bed with a request to just cuddle with her. I was more than happy to oblige her, wrapping my arms around my mother and just holding her naked body close to mine. I could feel her breath on my chest as she nuzzled me and I could smell that sweet aroma of jasmine that seems to cling to Mom as I stroked her black hair. We lay there awake for a long time, not speaking, but just being, comfortable in the silence with the knowledge of the love that existed between us.
The next morning, we got off to an early start, Mom looking absolutely delicious in a strapless summer dress. Having left the old man and the boys behind, Mom had returned to her sexier outfits and was incredibly hot in her yellow dress that left much of her meaty breasts uncovered and although the material clung to her body tightly, it seemed to give the illusion that at any moment Mom might simply pop out of the dress.
We made a few stops along the way -- a flower shop for three bouquets and several miles out of town on an old and narrow road, we stopped at an old roadside grocery to pick up old fashioned bologna and crackers and drinks for a picnic lunch. Twenty miles or so from town, we got off the main road and on to a gravel road that wound up into the hills for a few more miles. From there, we took another gravel road that went steeply up and led us halfway up a hill where we pulled into the front yard of an old house.
I remembered this place well. As a child, we had often visited Mama Polly's home. An old tobacco barn stood up along one side of the hill, the old wood structure leaning dangerously to one side. Mama Polly's house was still in good shape, the walls and windows intact. Mom had inherited it from her grandmother and paid a local man to keep an eye on it and do any necessary repairs.
Mom handed me the keys and I unlocked the front door. It was old, maybe a hundred years or more, built when craftsmen did the work and even a simple place like this had fine detailed work that was evident everywhere you looked. A two story house, mostly open space downstairs with the living room and dining room running together -- the kitchen and a storage pantry walled off to the western side. Upstairs were four bedrooms and a bathroom (added only in the 1950s -- an outhouse still stands outside).
We walked into the kitchen, Aunt Polly's old wood stove still sitting in one corner and an old, roughly hewed table, made smooth from constant use, in the middle of the room. I remembered what Mom and Aunt Debbie had said about my grandfather and Mama Polly. I pointed to the table and asked, "Um, is that the table where Mama Polly and Grandpa..."
Mom looked at the table for a long time, seemingly lost in thought -- maybe remembering things from long ago. Finally she nodded and gave me a wicked grin. Moving over there, she replied, "Yes, the same table where I first saw my Daddy fucking his mother." Mom leaned over the table on the side that faced a side door and gave me a sultry look. "Mama Polly was leaning over the table like this, her dress thrown up and her front buttons undone with her enormous titties hanging out. Daddy was fucking her hard from behind. Polly was throwing her butt back to meet Daddy's cock. Kind of like what we were doing the other day." Mom wiggled her own voluptuous ass for emphasis and winked at me. "Maybe later, we can recreate the moment!"
I felt my cock hardening in my jeans and in a husky voice, I replied, "God, I hope so!"
Upstairs, we walked through the empty rooms, Mom showing me where on a sleepover at their grandmother's, Debbie had first tasted Mom's pussy. "I imagine Mama Polly heard my moans and squeaks and she knew what was going on, but she left us be." Mom laughed out loud. "The next morning, Debbie's face and mine were so red from rug burn from our furry bushes cause we just kept eating each other out all night long, but Polly never let on that she knew."
Downstairs again and in the kitchen, both of us kept glancing over at the kitchen table. Mom finally turned to me and said, "John, when we're free and clear and able to live our lives as we want, I want us to move back here. We'll fix this place up and make it our home. I love this place -- its home to me and I want to live here with you."



Mom's words made me shiver, not from fear or worry, but with heartfelt delight. In a voice tight with emotion, I said, "Why not, Mom? This place has a feel about it. It understands our kind of love -- it will be a place we can share that love again."
Mom laughed and jumped into my arms, showering my face with kisses and rubbing herself against me. We kissed deeply and I had my hands under her dress, discovering she had abandoned her panties again as I cupped her bare cheeks. Mom had my cock half way out of my pants before she stopped and took a deep breath.
"Whoa, son. We need to wait a little while."
"I want you, Mom." I said with some urgency. Being this close to Mom and not having her for over a day was making me a little horny.
"I know, John. I want you too, honey." Mom moved back into my arms and said, "Can you wait just a little while longer? I need to show you something and talk a little more." Mom's voice was full of desire, but also something else -- need mixed with something I couldn't identify.
"Sure Mom, anything you want," I said, willing my cock to wilt, but not succeeding very well.
We locked up the house and Mom led me on up the old gravel road on foot, Mom carrying the flower bouquets and me carrying the picnic basket. We walked in silence, enjoying the warm weather -- birds singing and insects humming and the gentle rustling of the leaves in the trees. We held hands as we walked and I began to hear Mom humming an old gospel tune -- I wasn't sure of the title.
In a little while, we reached another clearing, one that held a neatly manicured and very old cemetery. The caretaker of Mama Polly's property also kept up our old family cemetery. We walked in and walked among the rows of old tombstones, some barely legible, some with names lost to time. As we approached a newer set of stones, I heard Mom sigh. We stopped in front of a pinkish marble stone that had Mama Polly's name and dates on it and a short sentence below it inscribed, "Nothing so precious as the love of one's mother."
"Hello, Polly, sorry it's been so long," Mom whispered and kneeling, she sat a bouquet of flowers in a marble vase on the side of the stone. I think Mom said a short prayer, but her attention kept shifting to the stone beside Mama Polly's. Mom reached for my hand as we stepped towards it and I saw tears run down her face.
"I'm home, Daddy." Mom said in an almost inaudible voice. We stood before my Grandpa Tom's gravestone. Again, Mom knelt and clearing off the old and dried flowers that were in a small vase, she set the second bouquet of flowers inside. Below his name and his dates, was a short inscription and I felt a shiver as Mom ran her fingers over the words, "Beloved Father." Mom was silent for a long time, studying her father's grave.
"I miss you, Daddy, but I'm doing fine. I brought your grandson with me. I wish you could have met him." Mom reached up and taking my hand, gently urged me to kneel beside her. "You'd like him, Daddy. He reminds me of you. John's a fine young man and you and Mama Polly would be so proud of him. He loves me and takes care of me and I love him too."
Mom wiped her tears and laughed, a little embarrassed.. "I guess you think I'm silly, don't you?"
I leaned over and kissed the last of my mother's tears away. "No, not at all, Mom. I think I love you even more -- this was a special moment." We stayed a few more minutes and then Mom urged me to climb to my feet.
"I love you, Daddy," Mom said. "We'll come back and visit with you more very soon, I promise."
"We promise, Grandpa," I added, my words making Mom's face glow with happiness.
Mom and I visited a few other graves -- we couldn't visit her mother's grave because Granny had insisted on being buried in her own family's cemetery several miles away. We spent a little time in front of a small gravestone, Mom informing me that this was her little brother's grave -- that he'd died of heart problems when he was just two years old. We placed the last bouquet of flowers here.
Mom pointed out various ancestors and told a few stories about our family and then said, "C'mon, son, there's a place on up the mountain I'd like to show you."
Hand in hand, we left the cemetery and instead of returning to the gravel road, Mom guided us onto an old and almost gone footpath leading upwards. It was dark and shady, cooler here as the old oaks and hickory trees loomed over us, providing us with lots of shade.
The trail grew steep at times and I was glad that I was in good shape. Mom, who I knew exercised to keep her legs looking good and to keep her voluptuousness from becoming too much, seemed to have no problem walking the trail either. Mom looked at me and laughed. "When I was a young girl, I could run right up the side of this mountain."
Suddenly we stepped into a small, sunlight glade, surrounded mostly by trees. It was grassy and filled with wildflowers. With songbirds twittering and a gentle breeze cooling it against the sun, it was almost as if God has dropped a little chunk of heaven right in our laps. Off from the trail was an opening in the trees that afforded us with a beautiful view of the valley below. We could even see the old tobacco barn near Mama Polly's old place.
"Wow, this is beautiful, Mom." I said. I turned to see her pulling an old quilt out of the picnic basket. I was surprised to see it -- it was one of Mom's most treasure items, a homemade quilt made and given to her by Mama Polly. She shook it out and laid it on the grass.
Mom knelt down on it and held out her hand to me. "Come sit with me, son." I sat down beside her and then was pleasantly surprised when Mom urged me to lay my head in her lap. I cannot tell you how enjoyable it was to rest my head on Mom's soft thighs, Mom's loving face looking down at me while she stroked my hair.
"This is kind of tough for me, John, so bear with me." Mom giggled nervously, like a child in trouble. "It's silly, I know, considering what has happened to you and me, but still, this isn't easy to talk about, so thank you for being so patient since Christmas."
Mom took a deep breath and began. "You already know about Debbie and myself. We've been lovers since we were teenagers. You know that I had a reputation as a bit of a slut when I was younger." Mom stopped and grinning added, "And it was a reputation that was absolutely true."
Mom reached out and stroked my face, "And, I imagine you've already figured out that Daddy and I were lovers." I nodded slowly. Mom went on, her face intense with a mix of arousal and wistfulness. "I wanted Daddy from the moment I first watched him make love to his mother. I wanted his cock inside me with every fiber of my being and he knew it too -- long before we ever spoke of it. It wasn't just lust -- it was love. I was in love with my father, just as I'm in love with you now. On a spring day just after I turned eighteen, Daddy and I had a picnic up here, right where we are, son. On that wonderful day, I gave Daddy my virginity."
Mom looked at me carefully to see if I was shocked or upset. I wasn't -- as she had said, I'd put what had been said and unsaid together and it didn't bother me at all. If anyone could understand the joy and happiness that incestuous love can bring it was me. Knowing Mom had known that joy before we became lovers made me happy -- it made me feel better knowing that before Mom endured years with my cold father, that she had already experienced a passionate love.
Mom dropped her hand to the quilt and ran her fingertips over a slightly reddish-pinkish spot, faded with age. "The blood never quite came out," Mom murmured. She looked at me and said, "My daddy took my cherry right here in this spot and on this quilt." Mom's voice quavered as she said, "This place is very special to me. Daddy and I shared many wonderful moments here together that I cherish. I want to share this place with you, now and forever, son."
Silence hung in the air for several seconds, the sexual tension thick between us. "Please, John, help your mother make some new memories."
And then we were kissing, passionately, excitedly. We tugged and pulled at each others clothes as we kissed, our tongues urgently intertwining and caressing. I tugged Mom's dress down, revealing her meaty breasts, nipples swollen, thick and throbbing. My hands were drawn to them, kneading and squeezing her lush tit-flesh. We stood up, our lips never parting and Mom quickly unzipped me and pushed my jeans and shorts down. We finally broke the kiss as Mom shed her dress and I pulled off my shirt and stepped out of my jeans pooled at my feet. I kissed my way down Mom's lush body, nuzzling and nibbling her nipples and then licking my way down across her belly, teasing and making her squirm and giggle as I tongued her belly button.
Once more, I savored the feel of her heavy, thick bush against my face as I kissed my way into her pussy, using my fingers to spread her thick, long lips to reveal her aroused, steamy pink flesh. Mom's fingers tightened in my hair as she urged me to press my face firmly against her wet twat. The sweet, ravenous hunger that I had for my mother flared up and I pulled her down onto the quilt, spreading her out before me, an offering to the incestuous desires of our love.
I moved between Mom's wide spread legs, trailing my fingers up her inner thighs and then under to cup and lift her ass cheeks, rotating Mom's mound up slightly to bring it into alignment with my body. My cock was so hard it slapped angrily against my belly and as I moved upwards, nearing her hairy mound, I had to reach down and position my cock to place it in Mom's sopping wet flesh.
Mom arched her back, throwing herself into me, impaling herself on my erect and swollen penis as I began to slowly plunge into her hungry cunt. "Yessss, soooo sweet, John! Give Momma that fine dick, son!" Mom pulled her knees back and wide, opening herself up to me as I sank forward, my body coming to rest lightly on her soft, pillow-like breasts, kissing my mother as I began to piston my cock in and out.
In the warmth of the June sun, we both began to quickly sweat from our passionate exertions, making our bodies, both slick and sticky at the same time. It felt so good to have Mom's breasts, slippery with sweat, slide up and down against my chest, her rubbery nipples, hard and swollen, dragging against my flesh. Sweat ran down Mom's face and I licked it off happily, enjoying the taste that was so uniquely my mother's. Mom's pussy was sopping wet with liquid fire, her silky, creamy pussy juice coating my cock, bathing it in sweet, incestuous oils as I plunged in and out of her pussy.
Mom had no inhibitions out here in a place that was so special and sacred to her, screaming out her pleasure as I fucked her. It was a passionate, carnal fuck and I understood now why Mom had made us wait to make love. A day's restraint added new urgency and power to our mother and son lovemaking. Our need was more vibrant, possessing more sexual energy than I would have expected. There was almost a divine aspect to it, we were worshippers in the Temple of Incest, caught up in a religious fervor.
Even though we were both absorbed in the moment, totally devoted to the pleasure of each other, there grew in both of us an awareness, a sense of others, as if we were being watched. Even as we would both frantically and quickly glance around to see who was observing us, before returning our focus to the ultimate joy of mother and son joined cock and pussy, we did not see anyone, but still we knew someone or something was there.
Mom intuited it first and acknowledged it first. "Are you watching, Daddy? Can you see it, Daddy -- Mama Polly? My son is fucking me, Daddy -- just as you fucked your Momma," Mom moaned and sobbed as I thrust my cock into her again and again. "He's wonderful, Daddy! I love my son fucking me! He makes me happy just like you made Mama Polly happy with your big cock!"
I was speechless, partly from hearing Mom talk like this, but also out of awe, because Mom was right. I never met my grandfather and knew Mama Polly only when I was a child, but I felt them -- they were with us, watching a son fucking his mother. They were there in more than spirit, observing, encouraging us, offering us their blessing.
I suddenly knew that if I rolled my hips just a little differently, like so... "Oh God!" Mom moaned, her eyes widening in surprise. I knew that Grandpa Tom had just guided me -- that that little movement was something he'd discovered about Mom many years ago and that to my dying day I would never forget when pleasuring my mother.
Time seemed to slow to nothing on that warm summer day and Mom and I seemed to make love for what seemed like an eternity of sweet, incestuous bliss. We carried on a sacred family tradition until finally Mom's creamy and hot pussy was too much for me and I gasped, "Oh god, Mom! I'm gonna cum -- gonna cum big inside you, Mom!"
Mom's pussy wrapped itself tightly around me, holding off my orgasm for the seconds it would take for Mom to catch up with me, then as the warmth of her slick cunt exploded into furnace heat and bathed me in her incestuous cream, I lost control and flooded Mom's womb with my seed. We embraced tightly as we hunched into each other, cumming and cumming. My cock sprayed wad after wad of semen in Mom's pussy as she screamed, her hands cupping my ass cheeks, pulling me tighter and tighter against her mound.
Tears of incestuous joy rolled down Mom's face as she pulled me close and kissed me over and over. "I love you, I love you, I love you, son," Mom panted over and over. I was rendered speechless, so powerful was our lovemaking and I could only kiss Mom back as we slowly came down from our incredible orgasm.
In the afterglow, we cuddled, talking quietly in that lovely little glade. Mom told me of her love affair with her father and how for a little over a year, they became drunk on each other. Mom confirmed my suspicion that Aunt Debbie also was Grandpa Tom's lover, but that it was with Mom and separately with Mama Polly, that my grandfather shared his heart. I held Mom tightly as she tearfully recounted her father's early passing.
Grandpa Tom had been a strong and healthy man -- a full time coal miner and part time farmer, but for all his strength and love, he had been taken quickly with an aggressive form of bone cancer that late 1950's medicine couldn't combat. It was only then, after Mom had helped Mama Polly care for and bury Grandpa Tom that she had left this place that she loved so well.
Holding Mom in my arms, I let her cry her old grief out and then vowed to her that we would make this place of her grandmother's come alive again -- make it a celebration of life and love as she remembered it. We sealed our vow with another bout of lovemaking, this time slow and tender, the only sounds beyond the rustle of the breeze and the birds singing, being Mom's slow, breathy sighs as I brought her to orgasm twice before giving her another load of my semen.
At one point as we lay, basking in the glow of our love, I asked Mom, "Having grown up with these experiences, Mom, why were you so hesitant for us to become lovers? I know you knew how I felt about you, even before Christmas."
Mom shrugged her shoulders. "I don't know, baby. It's always hard taking that first big step. Risking your heart is very tough. I was lucky enough to have known real love once in my life. Even though I thought I knew how you felt about your old mother, I could barely believe that I was going to get lucky in love a second time."
"But I am lucky -- I have you, sweetheart and I'm so happy." Mom yawned and cuddled up closer in my arms. "I love you so much," Mom said in a sleepy voice.
Naked and in each other's arms, we fell asleep then, taking a restful nap, safe as we slept, watched over by the spirits of Grandpa Tom and Mama Polly. We woke, feeling well rested and had our picnic in our lover's glade and spent the rest of the day walking around the property, going over Mama Polly's house and talking excitedly about how we would someday set up housekeeping in this wonderful place like a couple of newlyweds.
#
We spent the evening in our hotel room, again making love, missing that nice brass bed from the other night, but still making enough noise to draw complaints from the adjoining rooms. We woke up late in the morning, pleasantly tired from our lusty lovemaking. We spent the day touring quaint old antique stores in the area, Mom loving to find odd bits of this and that amongst the clutter, especially little jewelry pins and broaches.
As the day came to a close, I found a little angel broach that reminded me of Mom in Chicago making her snow angels in the park after the blizzard. I showed it to Mom and she cooed happily over it. As my reward, I got a cock-hardening kiss that seemed to go on and on, drawing all sorts of looks from other tourists passing through. Beaming proudly, with Mom on my arm, we took the pin up to the sales station to pay for it.
As the sales lady rang us up, she kept looking oddly at Mom, finally peering over her glasses and saying, "Carrie -- is that you, sugar?"
Mom cocked her head and stared back. Her eyes went wide with sudden recognition and in a shocked filled voice replied, "Emma? Emma Johnson, is that really you?"
I watched with some curiosity as the woman scurried around from behind the counter and embraced Mom. From their excited chatter over the next minute or so, I figured out that this lady and Mom were childhood friends. I assumed she was about the same age as Mom, a little woman, barely five feet tall with a pleasingly round, butterball figure and light brown and gray hair.
Mom finally turned to me and said, "John, this is Emma Johnson. She and I were friends all through school. We sat on the bus together everyday." Mom stepped over and put her arm through mine and said, "Emma, I'd like to introduce you to my son, John"
There was an awkward pause for a moment as both Emma Johnson and I stared in surprise at Mom. There could have been no way Mom's old friend hadn't seen us kissing like the lovers we were and I would never have thought Mom would be so brazen about our relationship with someone else we knew except for Aunt Debbie. Mom for her part stared back at both of us, her face a mixture of pride and defiance. Once more, I was in awe of the deep resolve and strength that dwelled with my mother.
Emma finally broke into a mischievous grin and she shook her head, "Same old Carrie, I see, nothing's changed."
Mom replied, "You'd be surprised, Emma, I sort of lost my way, but I'm finding myself again." She squeezed my arm. "John and I are very happy."
Her friend nodded and her grin turned into a big smile. "I can see that, sugar. Well, I'm happy for you. I know your daddy would have approved." She stepped up and hugged Mom again. I could barely hear her whisper into Mom's ear, "Good for you, Carrie. I'm glad you're happy."
Mom and her friend chatted for a few more minutes, catching up on others from older times. I was under the impression that not many folks were still around from the old days. Emma told Mom that she was still with her Bill and that both their daughters were off in college and doing well. Mom told her friend that maybe soon, they could get together and visit more. "I'm hoping that within the next couple of years, we will be moving back. We're going to fix up Mama Polly's place and settle down here."
That seemed to delight Mom's old friend and as we left, she called out, "Hey Carrie, if you and your son are still around on Sunday, come out to the old church. We'd love to have you visit. Old Reverend Simmons still attends and I know he'd he'd love to see you."
Mom grinned and to my surprise, she blushed. "Maybe we will, Emma. If we don't make it, give Bill and Reverend Simmons my best."



Outside as we climbed in our car, I looked at Mom and said, "I can't believe you did that. Aren't we taking a risk letting someone else know about us?"
Mom sighed and shrugged. She looked through the windshield as she replied, "Maybe, son. But things are different down here, especially for those of us back in the mountains. We all kept each other's secrets and respected our way of life. That Daddy and I were lovers wasn't exactly a secret in those parts. It happened a lot up there -- hell, it still does, I imagine." Mom winked at me. "Emma's Bill is her older brother."
I felt my jaw drop. "Really?" I said. I glanced back at the store. The thought of someone else actively involved in an incestuous relationship sent a tingle through me -- my cock beginning to swell as I imagined it.
"It's true, son. Its not like everyone here is screwing their relatives, but it did happen a lot back then and I suspect it's still going on today." Mom laughed and again shrugged. "You know all those hillbilly jokes about incest had to start somewhere."
I just shook my head and replied, "Oh yeah, Mom. We have to move back here." I have to admit, but it was a turn on knowing that others knew and accepted that I was my mother's lover. It made my cock hard to think that we could possibly live in a place where everyone would know Mom and I fucked and accepted it.
Later that night, I received another surprise from Mom. We were making love -- Mom slowly riding my cock as I lay under her enjoying the sight of my mother rising and falling on my stiff penis, her pendulous breasts bouncing majestically as she did, Mom's mouth slightly open and an expression of sweet carnal pleasure etched on her face. In the middle of our delicious incestuous fuck, Mom suddenly stopped, slowly sinking downwards until she had all of me inside her. Mom's skin glistened with sweat and the effort had her on the edge of breathlessness.
"Son, I've been thinking a lot about Emma and her husband and the fact that they have two daughters." Mom looked at me a little nervously.
I sighed as I felt Mom's pussy muscles slowly massage my shaft as I remained deep in her womb. "And?" I asked, trying to urge her on.
"We talked about kids before, remember. Everytime we make love, I have this desire that you will make me pregnant."
"Yeah, it's exciting to think about, Mom. But, you've got your tubes tied, right?"
Mom nodded and then bit her lip. Being completely impaled on my cock had her right on the edge of orgasm. "I've had a dream about us having a baby, John."
I smiled. "Tell me, Mom!"
"Actually, I've had the dream twice, darling," Mom replied. "We're together, playing in a grassy field. We have a beautiful daughter, blonde haired and maybe four years old. I can see it as plain as day. You helping her fly a kite. I don't know her name, but I know she is ours."
I felt my heart pounding. Just the thought that Mom and I had a baby together made me love her even more than ever before. "Sounds wonderful, Mom."
Mom looked at me, her face full of arousal and shyness both. "I've talked to my doctor about getting things undone and my chances of having another child. She said it was possible and that maybe I have four or five good years left." Mom leaned forward, her heavy breasts scraping my chest as she brought her face to mine and her pussy's grip on my cock tightened. "When the twins graduate next spring, I'm leaving your father. The next day, I'm going to have my tubes untied if you say its okay, son. I want to have your baby, John."
I kissed Mom gently, then more passionately as our desire for each other grew. "Nothing would make me happier than to give you a baby, Mom," I whispered when our kiss ended.
Mom cried out as my answer and our mutual desire to bring a life made from both of us overwhelmed her. I felt her juices flooding over my cock, hot and slick as she began to orgasm and I began to cum right along with her, my pleasure increased by the knowledge that we would one day soon make love and create a new life from our incestuous love.
In the afterglow of our lovemaking, Mom resting on top of me, still joined cock and pussy, Mom said between gasps for air, "What will we name our darling daughter?"
I kissed Mom and replied, "There is only one name that will do. We name her Polly, Mom." That made Mom cry and I rocked her until she stopped and we made love once more before falling asleep. That night, I dreamed for the first time about our daughter. We were all on the banks of a stream, Mom and I and our little Polly. No kites this time, but we were teaching her to fish. Mom was right, our daughter would be beautiful.
#
The next day we set off for another place that Mom wanted to show me -- a place that had been special to her in her youth. A two hour drive from Mom's hometown is a natural wonder call Cumberland Falls. It lies within a state park and gets thousands of tourists per year. Mom had talked about it often over the years and I was looking forward to seeing it.
We had a pretty, scenic drive to get there, although the nicest scenery was in the car seat next to me. Mom was looking very sexy in another summer dress, this one that had straps that tied around her neck. It had a scooped neckline so I enjoyed the sight of Mom's lush tit flesh jiggling as we drove along, her clearly visible nipples telling the whole world she wasn't wearing a bra. The material was a red and white checkered pattern and had an old fashioned yet erotic appeal about it. It was short, the hemline well above her knees and showing off her shapely thighs and legs. Mom had her hair in a set of pig-tails and I told her she looked like a really slutty version of Dorothy from the Wizard of Oz.
Mom giggled and slowly raising her dress, revealed that she wasn't wearing panties again. "Well, son, anytime you want to pet Toto, go right ahead," Mom said, as she ran a hand through her thick, hairy muff.
At the park, we bypassed the tourist shop and strolled hand in hand along the path that took us out to the top of the falls. "I've always loved to visit here," Mom told me as we walked along, climbing a set of concrete steps towards the falls. It was a humid, muggy day and the waterfall produced a mist that felt good on our skin. Halfway up the path to the falls, we came to a broad overlook platform that looked down on the river below the waterfall. Boulders and rocks were strewn along the shore, weedy trees and bushes growing amongst them.
As we admired the view, Mom said, "I always thought this was a romantic place. Like Niagara Falls, but without all the tourist claptrap." Mom put her arms around me and said, "Perfect place to have a honeymoon."
I had a disposable camera with me and I told Mom to pose while I took her picture against the picturesque scenery. I laughed and took a picture when Mom struck a cheesecake pose against the railing, raising one leg up and exposing a nice bit of thigh. I urged her to keep posing while I took several pictures. Mom had fun mugging for the camera. Another couple, maybe in their mid-fifties was on the overlook with us and looked amused as we horsed around.
Mom suddenly turned to the man and said, "Would you mind taking my son's and my picture?"
The gentleman raised an eyebrow when Mom called me son -- we'd been acting more like the lovers we were than the traditional mother and son. Still he said he'd be happy to and I moved to join my mother. Out of instinct, we moved together, Mom hand around my waist, my arm around her shoulders, my hand resting familiarly on the upper swell of her right breast. Mom's body was pressing into mine and our free hands found each other before we said, "cheese."
We chatted a little with the other couple -- they were a couple from Ohio on vacation, Roy and Patricia. They were both fascinated with us as we talked -- no doubt dying to ask us about our relationship, as we called each other mother and son and acted like honeymooners. I think we were turning them on as they drew closer together as we chatted, eventually holding hands too and Roy's other hand falling possessively on his wife's butt.
We decided to move on to the falls and saying our goodbyes, left them there, watching us curiously as we climbed on, Mom and I holding hands. Near the top of the falls, we were held back from the falls by a safety railing. Even as far back as we were standing, we could feel the power of the waterfall. The vibration of all that falling water rumbled through the rocks and into us. The powerful vibrations were even sexually stimulating -- Mom's nipples went from semi-erect to massively swollen, jutting out from the gingham material of her dress like thick nobs in the fabric.
Mom looked at me strangely after a few minutes and then said, "C'mon, let's go down below the falls." Taking me by the hand, Mom led me down another pathway that wound downwards to the bottom. Here we were quickly dampened by the mist that hung here in the air. We worked our way over the rocks, through narrow passages created by large boulders and clambered over old trees swept over Cumberland Falls and caught up in the rocks below.
Finally in the middle of a tangle of large boulders, Mom stopped in front of a low, flat and wide slab of rock, maybe three feet high. Mom leaned against it and facing me, said, "Make love to me, John."
My eyes widened in surprise and I looked around. "Now, Mom? Right now?"
Mom nodded urgently and replied, "I found this place the first time I visited here when I was a teenager. I always dreamed of my man -- my husband making love to me here in this beautiful place. Mom raised her dress, revealing her furry bush, labia spreading to display her aroused, slick cunt. "I need my son's cock in me right now, John. Please fuck me, son!"
Any thoughts of propriety went right out of my mind and I began to undo my jeans, letting them fall to my ankles as I stepped between Mom's thighs. She spread her legs in welcome to my stiff penis. The head of my cock brushed into her thick, wet muff and I used my hands to take her thighs and lift them, scooting Mom back onto the rock a few inches. My hands guided Mom's legs to go wide and then upwards and I draped Mom's shapely legs over my shoulders as I shoved myself violently inside her slick, molten hot pussy.
"OHHHHH YESSSSS, FUCCCCKKKK MEEE, SONNN!" Mom screamed, flinging her head back as I sank deep into her womb. My hands, now free, quickly undid the neck strap on her dress and I tugged down the front to reveal her bountiful tits, wobbling and rolling as I began to thrust into her hard and quick.
A sneer broke out on Mom's lips and she began to hiss in her excitement as she bucked her hips to meet my thrusts. "Goddd, fuck me, John. Fuck Mommmmmyeeessss! Give meee that good soncock, baby, give Momma the fucking she needs!"
I ducked my head and found a swollen nipple of Mom's, securing it firmly with my teeth, making Mom moan and shiver as I plunged in and out of her creamy furnace of a pussy, Mom's sugar walls clasping at me, scraping her sauces off my shaft and then bathing it again with her oven-hot, creamy juices. Sweat mixed with mist to dampen our skin, our bodies so hot, the moisture almost sizzled off our skin. Mom's frantic, pleasure filled moans filled me with a terrible, lusty hunger and I rolled and shifted my hips to get more of me inside her roasting, juicy pussy. The humid air grew thick with the aroma of Mom's pussy juices, mixing with our fuck sweat and I inhaled its intoxicating fragrance, adding fuel to my incestuous lust.
Mom moaned and began to orgasm as I ground my cock deep into her womb while tugging on her nipple with my teeth, nearly drawing blood. Mom's body arched hard against mine, almost knocking me backwards, even as Mom's pussy spasmed around my cock. I beat back the urge to cum myself, trying to remember that year's Cub's lineup until I had mastery of myself again. Mom's orgasm had barely begun to fade away before I triggered it again with fast and furious pumping of my cock into her cunt.
I pressed forward, curling Mom up, letting go of her nipple and finding her mouth as I hammered my cock in and out of my mother's wonderful pussy. As we kissed, Mom's screams of pleasure became muffled and muted grunts of joy as our tongues danced and courted each other. Mom raised her hands and her fingers tangled and pulled at my hair. The heat and pleasure building in our joined loins made it difficult to distinguish what parts of us where who's. It was as if our flesh merged into one, our ascent towards pleasure melding together and Mom and I climaxed together, our kiss breaking and we both bellowing our delight together, our roars of passion blending in with the mammoth roar of the falls.
The intensity of each blast of semen into Mom's pussy made my knees so weak I thought I might collapse, but Mom lent me strength with each squeeze of her pussy muscles. We continued to kiss as we orgasmed together, interspersed with little whispers of "I love you!" to each other.
Finally, we gathered ourselves together and I eased Mom's legs down off my shoulders and helped her sit up. Mom's meaty tits heaved up and down as she tried to regain her breath. We embraced, kissing between gasps for air.
Suddenly, we were aware of the noise of applause. We looked around for the source of the noise, but saw nothing. Then Mom looked up and giggled, "Oh my god, John! Look up."
I did and replied, "Uh oh!" Above us was the large overlook platform and there were maybe seven or eight people staring down at us, clapping their hands and whistling. We stared stunned for a minute and then Mom gave them a wave and they cheered her all the louder as her large breasts swayed from her movement. I helped Mom pull up her dress amid boos from our spectators and then yanked up my pants to some boos, but not as many as Mom had received.
We looked at each other like kids caught with their hands in the cookie jar and then Mom said, "We should probably go before someone calls a park ranger."
I laughed and said, "You're probably right, Mom." We moved to go, but I took her in my arms first and said, "But thank you for sharing your fantasy with me. Even if I knew I was going to get arrested, I would have done it anyway." I gave Mom a smoldering kiss to cheers from our fans up above and then we began to make our way out of the rocks.
We didn't get far before we ran into Roy and Patricia, both obviously aroused and Mom and I both immediately sensed that we'd had observers closer than the overlook platform. They both looked as if they were ready to shed clothes and fuck as well. Roy's arm was around his wife, cupping her breast and her hand rested close to his crotch.
They stared at us in something akin to disbelief until Patricia muttered, "That was incredible!"
Mom grinned and replied, "Well, maybe you should try it yourself." Mom raised up the back of her skirt to show off a red spot on one ass cheek. "You might get a little scrapped up on these rocks, but I bet it will be worth it!" Patricia moaned and leaned her face into her husband's chest, even as her hand moved upwards to cup his bulge.
Mom and I grinned wickedly at each other and continued our retreat. Mom's face was beet red and I could feel my face burn as we passed folks on the walkways up above on the way back to our car. A few folks pointed fingers our way or just grinned and waved at us. Despite her embarrassment, I could see an expression of exultation on Mom's face as again she had been allowed to unleash her sexuality in public.
As we drove back to our hotel, Mom kept me hard most of the way, turning to lean against her door and exposing her hairy pussy, her bush flecked with shiny drops of my semen. It was hard to keep my eyes on the road as Mom pleased herself by slowing fingering and caressing her sperm soaked cunt, occasionally slipping a finger into her puss and scooping up a blob of my seed that she would slowly and naughtily suck off her finger, grinning at me evilly the whole time.
I listened as much watched as Mom took her time in bringing herself to orgasm, fingering her sticky pussy and playing with her swollen clitoris. Needless to say, by the time we arrived back at the motel, the car reeked of aroused pussy and my cock literally ached with need.
No sooner did we close the room door than Mom was on her knees, unbuckling my jeans and releasing my cock and taking me into her mouth. Mom knew that I was in need of relief and spared nothing in her efforts to bring me off. My fingers twisted in her hair as my mother rolled her tongue expertly over the crown of my cock before taking my shaft deep into her mouth, her eyes always turned upward to my face, conveying the depth of her desire and love for me. From deep throat to returning to just sucking on the head of my cock while her tongue fluttered like a crazed butterfly over my sensitive glans, Mom literally willed me to give her my sperm and I sobbed happily as Mom made me cum and swallowed my semen like it was the nectar of the gods.
We woke the next day to the sound of rain and we spent the day in our room, making love, ordering delivery food and talking. I was eager to hear more of Mom's past. Mom talked at length of growing up in the mountains of Eastern Kentucky and how isolated and remote things were. "We rarely got to town when I was a kid. Folks back in those hollers tended to stay to themselves and despite being God-fearing, religious folk, there was so many currents of rebellious behavior that I suppose still exist to this day." Mom told me.
"Moonshining still goes on and I reckon now some grow 'pot.' And of course, there seemed to be a lot of family loving going on. I reckon back knowing maybe five or six families that had someone involved with someone else. Even our hellfire and brimstone Reverend Simmons was married to his sister. He preached to us that all love was good in God's eyes -- that love is the perfect form of worship and most people followed that line of thinking, including Daddy. We weren't some cult, though -- a man that raped or forced a woman or girl in these parts could find himself dead awfully quick."
Mom trailed a finger across my chest. We were lying naked on the bed, heads propped up with pillows. "How about Granny? How did she feel about all this?"
Mom sighed and said, "Momma had a hard life growing up and she didn't trust love of any sort. I'm sure she knew about Daddy and Mama Polly before she married him. Daddy and Polly cooled things off once Daddy married Momma, but when our youngest brother died, Momma changed. She just withdrew from everyone like she was afraid she'd get hurt again. I think she became afraid to love anyone, especially us. Daddy turned back to his mother finally."
"She just pretended not to know about Daddy and his mother and about Daddy and me later on. We didn't flaunt it in her face, but she did know. All those years afterwards though, she never let on, never mentioned it once. If it really bothered her, she never said. I think in some ways, she just couldn''t bring herself to risk her heart again." Mom shrugged her shoulders. After Frank started to withdraw from me, I think I understood Momma better and for many years I thought that hers was the life I was condemned to lead." Mom looked into my eyes and smiled brightly. "But I was wrong wasn't I? I was just waiting for you and now you've rescued me!"
Mom leaned into me for a kiss and we made love, slow and sweet, Mom moaning, "Thank you, son," over and over the whole time that I was thrusting my cock into her steamy cunt. As I sank my cock into Mom's welcoming flesh over and over again, I knew it should have been me thanking her, that I had so many things to be thanking her for. For bringing me into this world, for raising me to be the person I was, for being brave enough to again leap into this magical world of incestuous love and make all our dreams come true.



Later on in the evening as we lay in each others arms, fucksweat slowly drying on her our bodies and slowly getting drowsy, I asked Mom, "So, what would you like to do tomorrow, Mom?"
Mom didn't say anything for a few seconds, but finally replied, "Well, baby, tomorrow is Sunday, isn't it?" She rose up and looking me in the face as she slowly stroked my cum-sticky cock said, "How would you feel about taking your mother to church?"
To be continued...
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Here is another earlier effort of mine that was on another website, now just a dim, but fond memory. It is completely overhauled as new characters stepped forward and presented themselves. I hope you enjoy it -- it was fun to visit this one again. However, I must apologize up front for the deplorable pun near the end of the story -- when I rewrote it, I changed the family name from McGee to McCoy for no real reason and it was not until the moment presented itself that I committed the sin of punning. As always, I look forward to your comments and criticisms -- please take the time to offer me input, it is invaluable.
Oh yes, this is a work of fiction, any resemblance to anyone living or dead is purely coincidental. All characters exist only in the story and in my head. Enough already -- read and enjoy!
*
A few years back, my younger sister, Pam caught the genealogy bug and began researching our family tree. It became a tradition at family get-togethers for Pam to regale us with her latest discoveries. Tracing back our family tree became a passion with her and she very diligently researched our past whenever she had a spare moment from taking care of her husband and their children.
It intrigued me as well, although not on the same level as it did Pam. I did help her out when I could, often accompanying my sister to various courthouses and cemeteries as she ran down facts and clues about our family. It was fun to help my younger sister out. Growing up, we'd had all the usual disagreements and conflicts between siblings and being three years older than her, I ran with a different crowd. In helping her with her research, I got to finally start knowing my sister as a person. I began to realize how smart and funny and personable my sister was. I enjoyed our time together and finally it hit me one day, we were more than brother and sister -- we had become good friends.
Pam's great moment of triumph came when she announced she had traced our family back to the mid 1870s to a married couple named Sean and Mary McCoy. She found a pre-Ellis Island record that indicated that they had journeyed to America on an old steamship called the Athena around 1874 and that they had come from Ireland, hailing from a small village in County Kildare near the city of Lendip.
Later that same year, Pam would turn thirty-seven and for her birthday, I conspired with her husband to surprise her with plane tickets to Ireland for a week's worth of further genealogical research. My sister cried like a baby and then hugged me. We planned the trip to coincide with her summer vacation at her job and for her husband to accompany her and make it a second honeymoon.
As luck would have it however, her husband, a public accountant, had to spend that week at a new tax seminar and couldn't go. At the last minute, Pam begged me to go with her on the trip so she wouldn't be alone. At forty years old, I had been divorced for three years and with no children and had over a month of vacation time built up. I hadn't had a real vacation in years and it sounded like fun. A few phone calls and we were able to book a second hotel room and get things sorted out. Our mom happily volunteered to watch Pam's kids (we all knew darn well that Grandma McCoy was going to spoil them rotten).
The first few days were a lot of fun as we toured our ancestral homeland and laughed and cut up across Ireland. I took great pleasure getting to know my sister even better and enjoyed having her on my arm as we took in the sites. I marveled secretly that my little sister had grown up into such a vibrant, funny and I'll be honest, beautiful woman.
Pam was rather short at five feet, one inch and a bit stocky, all boobs and butt as I've heard her joke more than once. Pam does have nice and sizable breasts and I have caught myself staring at them more than once, especially as she favors sweaters and blouses that are deep cut and a bit revealing. Seeing the upper halves of my sister's breasts jiggling as she strides along are not uncommon. It made me feel a little weird thinking of my little sister in sexual terms, but I would dismiss the thoughts from my mind and go on -- until they cropped up in my imagination again.
Pam's most eagerly awaited moment of the trip was her appointment with the local village priest who was going to help us look for some records on our ancestors. The father turned out to be a very old priest who insisted on being called Father Donald. We watched with interest as he went back through the parish church's records.
Finally, after perusing many pages of his documents, he gave a hurumph of satisfaction and told us, "Now here we finally have it. A Sean McCoy, born 1854, and Mary McCoy, born 1856. There is even a notation that Sean and Mary left for America in late 1873."
Pam squealed with joy as Father Donald showed us the spidery scrawl of a long dead priest who had kept the records so long ago. Pam, ever inquisitive, asked Father Donald, "Is there any mention of Mary's maiden name? I've never seen a reference to it."
The old priest looked at her oddly and said, "Dear lady, her maiden name is McCoy, just like her brother, both born to James and Deirdre McCoy."
Pam's expression was one of confusion and she replied, "No, no, no. Sean was married to Mary and they traveled to New York City where Mary gave birth to our great, great, great grandfather in 1874. They weren't brother and sister, they were husband and wife."
The priest studied my sister for a long minute before replying in a tone that implied he did not make such mistakes. "My lady, there is no confusion in these records. The Sean and Mary McCoy that departed from County Kildare in late 1853 were brother and sister. Are you sure that you found the right girl in your research? Perhaps you have been tracking the wrong McCoys."
Pam nodded vigorously and pulled a copy of a document she had found on their entry into the United States. The paperwork indicated that both were from County Kildare, Ireland, the birthdates matched up down the day of the month and there was check in the box indicating that they were married. "See, they came over together on the Athena -- a married couple, not brother and sister."
Father Donald sighed and said, "Ms. McCoy. I'm not doubting your research, but I am suggesting you consider the facts. Sean and Mary were brother and sister."
Pam was getting a little riled and I squeezed her shoulder to offer support as she said with a little heat in her voice. "But that's ridiculous! They were married and had a baby together and three more children over the years! They couldn't be brother and sister -- that would be..." Pam stopped speaking and covered her mouth. She turned and looked at me in horror before turning back to stare wordlessly at Father Donald. It took a moment for the reality of it to kick in with me as well.
Father Donald sighed and reached out and took my sister's hand. "Think nothing of it, lass. That sort of thing happens now and again. It has gone on since the beginning of time, I'm thinking, and still goes on today."
"But that means my whole family began with -- with..." She couldn't finish her sentence. My sister reached out to squeeze my hand.
"Incest?" finished Father Donald. "Well, it happens, Ms. McCoy and probably between more brothers and sisters than any of us expect -- God forgive them." He smiled at Pam again, "But I'm sure the good Lord will pardon me if I say, if'n your ancestors Sean and Mary did commit the deed and the worse thing is that they're the roots of your family -- well, that cannot be too terrible a thing can it? The worse thing you can say is that your family was created out of love and in the Lord's eyes, I cannot believe that he would find too much wrong with that."
Pam struggled to reply, but couldn't find the words. Father Donald pulled out a notepad and writing something down, saying, "Well, if you want to seek more proof, I suggest you visit old Brian McCoy. He would be one of your cousins, several times removed, I'm sure -- the son of one of Sean's and Mary's brothers." He passed Pam the note and continued, "Here are directions to his farm. He's not a bad sort, a little crotchety in his old age -- being I believe ninety-one years old now." Father Donald grinned and said, "Not a young pup like me -- I'm seventy-nine myself."
We thanked him for his help and kind words and wondered out of the parish church in something akin to shock. Pam took it harder than me as we walked back towards our hotel. "Sean and Mary were brother and sister?" she said over and over, more to herself than to me, almost as if she were trying to convince herself of it.
"I think Father Donald was right, Sis," I started. "From everything you've found out about them, it sounds like they had a good life and if they hadn't been committing inc..." I stumbled over the word. "If they hadn't been lovers, we wouldn't be standing here now." I reached out and took her hand. I tried to come up with more comforting words, but had to settle for hugging her when she hurried into my arms. Sometimes a pair of friendly arms around you can do so much more than any words.
We were standing on an old stone bridge spanning a large stream and if I had been with another woman I would have thought it a romantic place and a romantic moment, but of course, this was my sister in my arms, snuffling against my sweatshirt.
Still -- feeling my sister's very shapely body pressed against mine had me responding as a man. I was quite aware of her full breasts flattening and spreading out against my lower chest. I even fancied I could feel her nipples pressing through the fabric of her bra, although I am sure it was just my imagination. I felt my penis begin to harden, sliding down my trouser leg, seeking space. I shivered as I felt her thigh against mine, but didn't move even though I was aware that she might soon feel my arousal.
I felt her shiver suddenly and pull back, wiping her eyes and laughing embarrassedly. "Thank you, Jake," she said. "I'm glad you're with me. David would just find this all horribly funny and I couldn't take that right now."
"My pleasure, little sister," I replied. And indeed it was -- I hoped I wasn't blushing and I hoped my erection wasn't too evident. Then, Pam caught me off guard by stepping up to me again and going up on tip-toe, kissing me on the corner of my mouth. As she did, her thigh pressed against the bulge in my pants and so the thrill that shot through me was in part from the touch of my sister's lips and from realizing that she could feel my hardened cock.
When she stepped back again, my sister looked at me a little oddly and then said, "Sorry, big brother. I hope I haven't embarrassed you."
I laughed and shook my head and then taking Pam's hand, led her on across the bridge. "Hey, not at all." I quickly changed the subject. "What say we find some lunch and then go find our cousin Brian?"
Pam agreed to this and so we lunched at a pub near the hotel, not saying much. Pam's mind, I'm sure was busy mulling over this morning's revelations. I was mulling over my sudden sexual reactions to my sister. This was something that was both shocking to me and incredible thrilling. As we quietly ate, I confess that a series of fantasies rolled through my mind. Images of my sister naked, kneeling before me burned themselves into my brain as I speculated on what Pam looked like naked. What shape were her nipples? Was my sister's pussy hairy, trimmed, or shaved? What would she be like in bed, submissive or a sexual tiger?
Every so often, Pam would look up from her food or turn her gaze from the view from the nearby window and smile at me, sending me further into my newly acquired fantasies. It took a while to bring them under control, but finally while she went to the restroom and I inquired about directions to Brian McCoy's farm, I was able to shake my naughty thoughts off and will my hard-on to shrink away.
Driving on the wrong side of the road helped keep my mind off my sister as we drove through the Kildare countryside, marveling at its beauty. Our directions were good and I only got us turned around once before we pulled into a driveway that ended at a modern looking house. Pam sort of pouted as she looked at the house then she laughed, "I think I was expecting the little cottage that John Wayne and Maureen O'Hara had in "The Quiet Man."
We climbed out of the car and from a shed nearby emerged an elderly fellow who did look like he had been in the cast of "The Quiet Man." Not much shorter than my own five foot, ten inches, he was somewhere between eighty and a million years old, gray hair sticking out from under his cap and smoking a pipe. He had thick glasses on and used a cane, but came quickly up through the tromped down grass path that led back to his house, calling out in a reedy voice, "Good day to ya. What brings you fair folk out to visit an old man? Are you lost?"
He approached us and then stopped and stared at us for a moment. "Well, I don't believe we met, but I'll bet my farm that you're both McCoys -- ye got the look about ya, sure enough."
Pam looked at me, her eyebrows raised and after we both closed our dropped jaws, I said, "I'm Jake McCoy and this is my sister, Pam."
The old man grinned at me and replied, "Americans, are you? Come home to track down the family roots? There's no inheritance for you -- I'm stone broke, ya know."
I opened my mouth to reply, but did not have a clue what to say, but the old man just laughed and said, "I'm just funning with ya, boy. I'm Brian McCoy and glad to meet some lost family." He stepped closer and shook my hand. He took Pam's offered hand and gave it a quick shake and then a kiss.
"Father Donald sent us to talk to you. We've been tracking back our ancestors and he thought you could tell us about Sean and Mary McCoy," said Pam in a subdued voice.
Brian rocked back on his heels and his eyes widened. "Well, I'll be damned. The prodigals return!" He turned and motioned towards the cottage. "Come on, we'll have a cuppa and see what I can tell you. He began walking away, shouting, "Moira! Moria, put on some tea, we have company!"
Moira turned out to be his granddaughter, a woman close to our age and having more than a slight resemblance to Pam physically, the biggest difference being a lovely mane of reddish-orange hair. She welcomed us in as family, and despite looking at Pam a little queerly, she scurried about making us comfortable and fixing us tea and producing some pastries. Once we were settled in, Brian fixed us with a steely gaze and said, "So you be the line of my Da's older brother and sister?"
Pam gasped a little and said, "So it's true? Father Donald is right? Sean and Mary were siblings?"
Brian nodded and said, "Aye -- fell head over heels in love, they did and Uncle Sean got his sister with child. Would've been a scandal I'm sure, but they ran off to America when me Da was about thirteen. No one outside the family ever knew for sure, but I'm sure there were those that speculated about it."
He looked at my sister's crestfallen expression and said, "Now girl, don't take on so. People fall in love all the time -- sometimes it shouldn't have been and sometimes nothing can stop it. Such was the case with Uncle Sean and Aunt Mary. You both look like fine folk -- so I'd think their union was blessed, wouldn't you?"
Pam nodded slowly. "I suppose, its just come as such a surprise. Are you positive? There couldn't be some sort of mixup?"
The old man snorted and turned to his granddaughter and said, "Moira, bring me my book." She smiled at us and left the room. Brian continued, "No mix up, child. My Da told me the story many times. Sean and Mary were always close and scarcely a boy could say a word to Mary or tip his cap and he might face Sean's protective wrath. In truth, Mary never showed a sign that she fancied anyone -- anyone exceptin' Sean. Sean confided in my Da, telling him how he had these feelings for his sister. Told Da that it wasn't lust he was feelin' but love."
Brian lowered his voice and said, "Da told me he seen them once -- out in the old barn we used to have. Said they were making love in the hay up in the loft." The old man's face softened and he smiled. "Da said they looked like two angels, faces full of love as they had their way with each other. He said, it was the most beautiful sight he'd ever seen."
Moira returned with a large, leather-bound book, loose leafs of paper sticking out here and there. She sat it on a small table and Brian scooted his chair closer to it and opened it up. "Mary told her mother that she was with child and she lifted her husband's purse and gave Sean and Mary running money. Told them to go to America and live their lives." Brian sighed and said, "Da says his mother got a terrible hidin' for that, but she did not mind. It was for her kids, may the good Lord keep and bless them."
He pulled out a yellowed envelope and from it showed us a letter. "My grandfather told Da to burn anything that Sean and Mary ever sent to them, but Da kept a few letters and such. The first letter he sent home, he sent money to repay what they had took. Da always respected his brother for that. Here, take a look at this." Brian handed the letter to Pam and we read it, me looking over her shoulder.
DA,
JUST A FEW WORDS TO APOLIGIZE FOR LEAVING YOU WITHOUT SO MUCH AS A GOODBYE. MARY AND ME CANNOT STAY -- WE CANNOT LIVE OUR LIVES THERE AS WE WANT AND NEED TO. I KNOW YOU WILL BE ANGRY WITH ME FOR A LONG TIME, BUT WE WANTED YOU TO KNOW WE MADE IT TO AMERICA. IT WAS A ROUGH PASSIGE IN THE BELLY OF THE BOAT AND MARY BEING SICK MUCH OF THE TIME. WE HAVE WOUND UP IN A PLACE CALLED PITTSBURG AND I HAVE FOUND WORK HERE.
MARY IS GOOD AND HAPPY AND WE HAVE A WEE LITTLE ONE. YOU ARE A GRANDFATHER, DA. MARY GAVE BIRTH TO A LOVLY LITTLE GIRL. WE NAMED HER JAMIE, DA. SORT OF AFTER YOU.
PLEASE DON'T BE ANGRY, DA. WE HAD TO LIVE OUR LIVES OUR WAY. IN NOONE ELSE'S ARMS COULD MARY AND ME BE HAPPY. AND WE ARE HAPPY, DA AND IN LOVE. MAYBE IT'S WRONG AND MAYBE IT'S RIGHT. IF I BURN IN HELL FOR THIS, IT WILL BE WORTH IT.
WE WILL WRITE YOU FROM TIME TO TIME AND MAYBE YOU CAN ONE DAY FORGIVE US. WE LOVE YOU, DA. MARY AND I BOTH LOVE YOU AND MA AND THE YOUNGER ONES.
SEAN
The letter was dated from late October in 1874. Pam wiped her eyes and handed the letter back to Brian. "Thank you," she said in a small voice. She reached out and found my hand and squeezed it tight.
Brian accepted the old letter back and tucked it away with great care. Moira leaned in and said, "Show them the picture, Grandpa." She looked up at us and said, "The family never heard a lot from Sean and Mary, but they did send a picture a few years later.
Her grandfather fished through his book and came up with a photograph. He handed it to Pam and she took a look and gasped. I looked over her shoulder and I gasped, saying, "My god, that could be you, Sis. Both of them look like you!"
It was a photograph of Sean and Mary, a little girl sitting on Sean's lap -- maybe three years old and in Mary's arm was an infant, probably not yet a year old. They were in clothes of the period and sitting stiff and formal -- barely a hint of a smile on the adults' face, although the little girl appeared to be on the verge of laughing.. The cause of my amazement was that Mary was a near twin for my sister. The same face with minute differences. The old fashioned clothes barely hinted at them having the same build, but I would have been willing to bet the house on it.
And her daughter -- I remembered what Pam had looked like as a little girl and their Jamie was the spitting image of Pam when she was little. Moira nodded in agreement. "I always thought I looked a wee bit like Mary," she said, "But I near enough fell over when I met you, cousin."



She gave my sister a wink and then laughed when Brian added, "Aye, I thought for a moment my Aunt had somehow come back to us after all this time! It was all I could do not to hoot and holler."
Pam studied the picture for a long time before looking up at me and smiling. "This is who we are, isn't it, Jake? We are their blood. You even look a little like Sean. You have his chin and his nose."
Brian laughed and said, "Aye, he's got the old McCoy proboscis, he does!" touching his own nose. That set us all to laughing. We stayed way into the evening, taking dinner with Brian and Moira. The old man told us how to his dying day, his grandfather never forgave Sean and Mary and how over the years, the letters came further and further apart. We filled them in how the family moved on to Kentucky and then West Virginia and settled there.
Brian told us how he was the last of his brothers and sisters left alive. "Born in 1916, I was and I plan to celebrate in 2016 as well." He made us promise to attend his centennial birthday party when it came. He had several children by two wives, Moira being the youngest daughter of my daughter, Tilda. "She's a good girl," he said, patting Moira's leg with fondness. "After her husband passed, she offered to move in with me and take care of me in my declining years -- which of course we're still waiting for," he finished with a wink.
Pam showed Brian her research on the America side of the family and promised to send him a copy of everything she had and he promised that before we left, he'd have Moira run to the village and photo-copy all his family material. It was a delightful evening and one Pam and I would always treasure.
Brian and Moira walked us out to our rental car and as we said our goodbyes, he looked at Pam and said, "Are you feeling better about Sean and Mary being siblings now, Pam?"
Pam nodded and said, "I think so. They were in love -- how could they help it, I guess."
Brian smiled and said, "Quite so, lass. And if truth be told, I suspect a little family loving happens in most families, especially when like ours, the lasses are so lovely." Before we could laugh at his joke, he added looking at Moira, "Why, many's the time I've considered showing this wee girl the joys of a mature man," and then he goosed her.
Moira screamed, jumped and as she landed, gave her grandfather a playful slap on the back of his head. "Brian John McCoy -- the awful things you say in front of guests! You should be ashamed." She tried to sound angry, but was laughing and I suspect, although I couldn't tell in the dim light, that she was blushing. The old man just looked please with himself.
We all finished our goodbyes and Pam and I climbed into the car. "Oh my," breathed Pam as we watched granddaughter and grandfather return to their home. Halfway down the path, Brian's hand wandered over to cup one butt cheek of Moira's jean clad bottom. She didn't move it and it rested there until they disappeared inside and closed the front door. We both grinned at each other and Pam, now accepting that our direct descendants were brother and sister, giggled, "Maybe Sean and Mary came by it naturally."
Back at the hotel, my sister thanked me for my support during a very unusual day, giving me another warm hug and kissing me, this time more than on the corner of my mouth -- still chaste, but enough to send a shiver through me that ended between my legs and inspired my cock to begin swelling.
After seeing Pam to her room, I went to mine and showered. As the water cascaded down on me, I gave my semi-erect penis a few strokes, for a moment imagining that it was my sister caressing me. I'm not sure why I didn't finish, but I stopped and finished my shower. I climbed into a fresh pair of boxers and a T-shirt and got into bed and tried to make sense of the rugby game on the room television.
I had been watching for almost an hour when there was a knock at the door. When I opened it, Pam stood there, her curly hair still damp from a shower and dressed in a mid-thigh length nightshirt with a light cotton robe over it. "Did I wake you, Jake? I couldn't sleep."
"No, me neither. Been trying to watch rugby on the TV. Come on in."
Pam had brought some of her notes with her and we relaxed on the bed, shoulder to shoulder and went over them, me occasionally recalling something she hadn't written down or her clarifying a partial recollection of mine. Before climbing onto the bed, my sister had shed the robe and was relaxing in just her nightshirt which made it very difficult for me to concentrate.
As my eyes roamed over my little sister's body, I quickly got a wish granted as I realized that she wasn't wearing her bra. Her cotton nightshirt molded itself tightly around her meaty breasts and gave shape and definition to her nipples. They appeared to be thick, round and maybe the size of nickels, definite bite sized bumps that appeared to be semi-erect. I've mentioned that Pam is a bit stocky, her thighs pleasingly plump and her legs very shapely and as my gaze wondered up and down my sister's lush, ripe body, I felt my cock harden, making a prominent bulge in my boxer shorts. I shifted as if I was trying to get more comfortable and attempted to hide my erection. When I moved, Pam shifted with me and wound up leaning into me somewhat, her head resting on my chest.
There was silence for a few minutes and finally Pam said, "I just can't get them out of my head."
"You mean Sean and Mary?"
Pam nodded and replied, "Yes -- my heart just aches when I think what they had to do. Run away from their family, journey to a new and strange world, all alone, just each other." She snuggled up against me more, her heavy breast pressing against me.
"I just keep seeing them, all alone in the hold of that steamship, no one to turn to except each other -- cold and scared and sick holding on tight to each other -- their love the only thing keeping them together." Pam's hand moved and came to settle on my stomach. Suddenly it felt warmer in the room, the heat source radiating outward from us.
In a quiet, subdued voice, Pam continued to talk. "I can see them there, half hidden in the shadows, holding on to each other, kissing each other for the comfort it gave them -- making..." My sister's voice almost cracked with fierce passion, "Making love deep in the hold of that ship." Her fingers on my stomach curled, her nails scratching against my shirt, pressing into my flesh.
"Can you see them, Jake -- brother and sister, clinging to each other, making love? So sweet and powerful -- I can see it as clearly as if they were right here in front of us -- Mary riding Sean, slowly, carefully, mindful of the baby inside her, chasing away their fears as they made love."
I could feel Pam's heart beating, hard and fast -- mirroring my own pounding heart. I could barely breath as I felt my sister's hand slide slowly down, making its way to my boxer shorts where my cock bulged angrily against the cotton cloth.
Pam raised her head to look me in the eye. "It had to be beautiful, Jake. A love like that -- so precious and unstoppable -- a love like no other -- a beautiful, wondrous love that maybe only a brother and sister could share." My sister moved upwards till we were eye to eye, our lips scant millimeters apart. "I can see that love, almost taste it, Jake. I --I want to feel that love, big brother. Do you -- can we?"
I answered her question with a kiss, my little sister's lips parting to accept my tongue as I crushed my mouth against hers. Our bodies seemed to surge together as my hand came up to cup her meaty breast while her hand palmed my fabric covered cock. It felt like I'd fallen asleep and stepped into a fantasy dream. My sister came up, moving over me and straddling me as we kissed, our tongues like dervishes, slick and soft and so sweet as we tasted each other. Pam's bottom came to rest on my hard cock and I marveled to feel my own sister rolling her hips knowingly as she dry humped me.
My right hand cupped her breast and squeezed, I could feel the hardness of her engorged nipple. My left hand found its way down to the hem of her nightshirt and slipped under and cupped her fleshy ass cheek. Pam moaned at my touch and our kiss, already intense, increased in passion. My left hand began to explore and I realized with wicked glee that my little sister had come to my room without panties! My fingers trailed down her ass crack and under until they were slipping through a thick bush split by hot, slick flesh.
Pam sobbed, breaking the kiss to look at me with such desire and need. "I want you, Jake. Please fuck me -- fuck your little sister."
I began tugging her nightshirt off, pulling it over her head and staring in awe at the lovely body on top of me. My sister's breasts were magnificent. Huge, gourd shaped mounds that despite their weight and having nursed two kids sagged very little. Her nipples seemed to pulse, swollen like ripe fruit. As she rose up to pull my T-shirt off me, I could see the thick lush bush of her pubic mound in which a lovely, thin lipped pussy spread open, shiny with her juices.
Pam fell into me, kissing me again, her nails slowly raking down my arms and then my sister was kissing her way downwards, tongue doing circles around my hard, pebbled nipples, before she teasingly bit at them -- the whole time watching my face. Pam kissed her way further down until her tongue made me shiver as she teased me at the waistband of my shorts.
"I wanna see just how big my big brother is," she whispered. I groaned with anticipation as I lifted my hips and allowed my cock to spring free. Pam cooed with delight as she watched it wave in the air, pointing straight up, stiff and throbbing.
"Omigod, Jake!" Pam said with a lusty grin. "I had no idea you were so -- so nice!" She worked my shorts off and flung them away and crawled upwards, her meaty breasts swinging freely, to grip my erection in her small hand. "David's got a nice cock, but you -- you're really big!"
"Big for my beautiful sister!" I moaned. "You are so lovely, Pam. I haven't been able to take my eyes off of you!"
My little sister giggled and said, "I know -- it's been such a turn on having your eyes crawl over me the last few days. I kept seeing that thing in your pants pop up and it made me feel sooo good." She stroked my cock slowly from root to head, bringing her face so close I could feel her warm breath. Pam looked up into my eyes with such lust it took my breath away and said, "I have to taste this meat,"
"OH YESSSS, SISSSS!" I cried out as my sister took me into her mouth, her tongue greeting my cock with teasing swirls and licks and then with a little muffled sigh, Pam showed me that she could deep throat with the best of them With exquisite slowness, my sister bobbed up and down on my hard dick, her tongue seemingly everywhere at once. My fingers ran through her curly head of hair, trying to urge her on here or to slow her there, but Pam was in control and sucked her brother's cock as she determined best. All I could do was lay back and enjoy it.
Too soon I felt the undeniable pressure rising and hissed a warning, "Pam -- oh jeezus, I'm going to cum!"
Pam raised her head up, letting me pop from between her lips and said in a husky voice, "So go ahead and cum, Jake. Your sister could use a snack!" Then she locked her lips around the head of my cock and began to suck while her tongue was fluttering around my sensitive flesh. She continued to stare at me, her brown eyes urging me to give up my seed.
"Oh yessss, I love you, Pam!" I cried out, bucking my hips upward, wanting more of her wet warmth inside her loving mouth. Like a collapsing dam, I let loose with a mighty flood of semen, cumming like I hadn't since I was a young man. Pam's lips kept a tight seal on my cock and let none of my massive load trickle out. She gurgled her approval of my taste as she swallowed and sucked, her fingers stroking me, urging my spunk up and out -- milking me for my seed.
My sister drained me dry -- at least for the moment, but did not stop. I bucked and writhed as Pam continued to suck me and pleasure my ultra-sensitive flesh with her tongue, making me claw the sheet and laugh and groan as she pleasured me. It finally dawned on me that my little sister was working to keep me erect. When she was satisfied, Pam lifted her head, a stringer of saliva or semen stretching out and then snapping against her freckled skin, a determined grin on her face.
"Now I have you tempered, Jake, and you're going to last a long time for your little sister.. I want -- no, I need to be fucked by my big brother." Pam came sliding up quickly to straddle me, her thighs opening up as she aimed my slick shaft at her spread labia. As I brushed her wet flesh, I could feel her heat. She lowered herself slowly until the head of my cock was pressing into her opening. "Oh, this is going to feel so good!" Pam said with an excited tremble in her voice. "I love you, OHHH, big brother!" Pam sobbed as she slowly impaled herself on my cock.
I groaned with the sweet pleasure of feeling her surprisingly tight pussy wrap itself around my cock, giving ground gradually, her slick sugar walls hugging itself to my pole until I was in her completely, feeling her pubic hairs tangle with mine as my cock head pressed into her cervix.
Pam bit her lower lip and closed her eyes as she savored the sensation of being complete filled and she gave a powerful shudder that made her lovely breasts roll. I reached up with both hands and palmed her fleshy tits, rubbing my palm over her hard, blood gorged nipples.
For a few minutes, Pam just sat there, barely moving her hips. She raised her hands to cover mine as I massaged and teased her breasts. Her breathing increased rapidly and she finally whimpered, "Jake, you're making me cum!" She began to shake and shiver, her nipples swelling even more to my surprise as I felt her juices flowing over my cock, bathing it in her slippery hot cream.
"This. Is. How. Sean. And. Mary. Must. Have. Felt!" Pam managed to haltingly mutter -- each word an effort to get out as she tried to keep herself under control in the midst of her orgasm. "Oh my god, Jake, who knew brother and sister fucking could be so wonderful!" Pam sobbed as she leaned forward, dragging those pillow like tits across my chest as she strained to kiss me. "Though garbled by lips and tongues, I understood her next words, "Please, fuck me, brother!"
Pam began to slow piston herself up and down on my shaft, rolling and twisting her hips as she did. As we soul kissed, I began to thrust upwards to meet her downward movement, making her gasp each time our joined bodies slapped together. Our bodies quickly caught on to each other's rhythm and either by instinct or genetics, we began to fuck as if we had been lovers for years. Our need for each other became a ravenous beast and we hungrily fucked each other, relishing each deep thrust and savoring each reluctant withdrawal.
"I love you, J-Jake," Pam stammered as she lifted her head, her eyes wide with excitement and her upper lip curled up with a lusty sneer. "Fuck me, lover, fuck me like Sean fucked Mary!" Pam was approaching another orgasm, her pussy clasping and clutching at my thrusting cock. I could feel the heat between her legs increase and the silky wetness threatened to become a flood.
As I lifted my hips to meet her downward stroke, I groaned, "I love you too, Pam, my sweet sexy sister. I love you so much!" Her steamy flesh swallowed my cock, burying me deep within her womb again and again. My sister's cunt clung to me, literally scrapping her juices off my shaft only to anoint them again as her cream flowed forth like a life giving fountain.
"Ohhh, god -- yesss, make me cum, brother, make meee cummm!" Pam suddenly wailed dropping down until I was completely swallowed by her cunt. I felt sharp pains in my shoulders and Pam's fingers dug deep into my skin, drawing blood. Her pussy clamped down tight, demanding total surrender as she began to cum and I willingly gave myself up, the need to ejaculate suddenly insistent and I bellowed wordlessly as I tried to thrust upwards to get deeper into my sister's womb as I came inside her. Our orgasms fed on each other and for long, joyous minutes, we both knew only the wonderful, incestuous pleasure that only brother and sister can give.
Finally, Pam pitched forward, collapsing on top of me, her legs splayed out on each side of my legs, her pussy still clenching my cock, throbbing as she milked me for my last drops of hot semen. "Love you, Jake," my sister half sobbed and half sighed. "I always had a crush on you when we were young."
"Really?" I replied, as I stroked her slick, wet skin, my half-erect cock still throbbing inside her cum filled pussy.
My sister sniffled a little and kissed me. "Really. I used to think I would marry you and we'd have a family together." She laughed, a little embarrassed at her confession. "That was before we were old enough to know better." Pam showed off her control of her cunt muscles and gave my cock a little squeeze that drew a shivering moan from both of us. "I've fantasized for years about your cock -- wondering how big it is. I figured I would never find out and then this morning's revelations just made everything so -- so possible. And the way you kept looking at me!" Pam yawned and said sleepily, "I really loved how you stared at me -- like a hot sexy woman.
"That's because that's what you are, Sis," I said. "I love you too -- I'm just sorry it took us all the years to discover each other."
From where she rested her head on my chest, my sister looked up into my eyes and said, "Meee too, big brother. But now I have you and I'm never letting you go." Pam yawned again and it slipped right into a gentle snore. I watched with wonder my lovely sister sleeping and how we came to be in bed together and then I was asleep myself.
My dreams were carnal as never before -- full of Pam and I making love in every position we could think of. Somehow, it always came back to Pam riding me. Towards the end of my dream I felt that we were no longer alone. As Pam bounced happily up and down, squatting on my cock, I looked beyond her and on an old fashioned divan sat our great, great, great, great, great grandparents -- as alive and as vibrant as they were one hundred and thirty years ago. Mary's Victorian clothes were undone, baring her chest and her full, ripe breasts, so much like Pam's were fully exposed. Sean's cock was sticking out from the fly of his trousers, his sister's hand wrapped around it.
I touched Pam on the shoulder and pointed. She turned to look and both Sean and Mary nodded at us, their smiles encouraging us to continue. Never taking her eyes off us, Mary bent over and took Sean's cock in her mouth and she sucked him with the same mastery that Pam possessed. We watched each other and Pam giggled happily as Mary finally stood up, lifting her voluminous dress upwards to reveal no undergarments -- her bush full and thick. She mounted Sean, still facing us and we continued to fuck, each pair of siblings enjoying the show of the other.
Mary rode her brother hard, leaning forward on her toes and swinging her tits lewdly, grinning unashamedly at her own behavior -- glorying in the incestuous love that we all shared. Sean reveled in his sister's bawdy behavior much as I enjoyed Pam's behavior. I shared a knowing smile with my ancestor and he grinned back and winked as suddenly we both began to cum in our sisters, sending them into orgasm as well. Pam's shrieks of ecstasy filled in the silence of Mary's orgasm, but both sneered and arched their bodies in carnal delight as they accepted their brothers' semen.
The dream began to fade like smoke in the wind, both nodding happily to us again before we found ourselves alone -- and suddenly awake. I saw consciousness flicker into Pam's eyes even as I realized that we were again in the throes of lovemaking, Pam shivering violently with orgasmic tremors as she rode me.



Pam looked around behind us, but saw nothing, but I think we both had a thrill run through us as we recognized that we had shared the same dream. Pam's body was slick and shiny with sweat and she was losing power to move as exhaustion and her orgasm overwhelmed her.
I took the initiative and gasped, "Hang on!" Hands on her waist and my cock buried deep in my sister's cunt, I rolled us over, bring me on top. Pam's legs fell wide on each side, trembling with her effort. I reached down and picked both her legs up, lifting them upwards until they were spread like a V for Victory, tilting her pelvis up and managing to slide a fraction more cock into her sweet, sloppy wet pussy.
Pam's eyes widened as I took control of our lovemaking and rested her legs against my chest. I leaned forward, hands on either side of my sister's lovely face and then I began to fuck her, fast and hard. "Yesssss!" Pam hissed happily. "Fuck meee, Jake. I love my big-dicked brother!"
We went at it with incestuous passion. Pam regained some of her strength and thrust herself up to meet my cock's downward plunges. She writhed underneath me, bit and scratched at me like a wildcat in heat. Our sweaty bodies slammed together with violent slaps as we consumed each other, gorging on each other like a starving man at a feast. I relished watching her breasts roll and bounce wildly with each of my thrusts, making it a game to duck my head and catch her swollen nipples with my teeth.
All too soon, we again reached climax, her orgasm triggering me and I marveled that for the first time in years I had had ejaculated three times in one night. At the height of my climax, I felt as if I could keep fucking my sister until the end of time. Gasping for breath, I rolled us both back over and let her rest on top of me. Again, we whispered sweet endearments to each other until we were both fast asleep. Sean and Mary did not invade our sleep again, but the dreams were full of our new found love and that was more than enough.
Daybreak found me lying between my sister's legs, lapping at her tender, well fucked pussy flesh. Pam awoke gradually, mewling and moving her thighs to trap my head against her pussy. I plunged my tongue in deep, savoring her taste, still seasoned by my earlier loads of semen. "When I heard her sigh, "Ohhhh, Jake -- I love you soooo much!" I knew she was awake and aware. Any worries that what we had shared was a one time thing only were quickly dispelled as I teased, licked and sucked my younger sister to another orgasm. I felt a great gush of her pussy juices splash against my chin as I gently nibbled her clitoris with my lips and she sobbed and begged for me to never stop.
Her breath became ragged and I didn't stop until Pam gasped, "I think my heart is going to explode!" at which point I took pity on her and stopped, rising up and kissed her, sharing her own wetness with her. My cock began to stiffen as she licked her own cream off my face.
I held off my own pleasure long enough for us to have breakfast sent up to us. We ate a hearty meal while we discussed what had happened and what was yet to be. We danced around the delicate parts until we had both finished eating.
Wearing only a short robe, my sister climbed into my lap. "Jake, no matter what else happens, promise me we will make this last."
I kissed Pam and replied, "Forever, Sis. You are the best lover I've ever known."
"And no man, not even my husband ever made me cum like you have, Jake," Pam said, wiggling her voluptuous ass against my groin.
We talked about the future and Pam told me, "I still love David -- I could never leave him, but I want you too."
"And you'll have me, Pam. We will just make our own time -- be careful and just see what the future brings."
The rest of our trip was a head spinning whirlwind of seeing the sights, researching our family tree and bout after wonderful bout of lovemaking. We managed to spend a little more time with our cousin, Brian. He and his granddaughter came out and had dinner with us at a local restaurant the last night of our visit. We had a marvelous time -- Brian telling us hilarious story after story about our family, making us laugh until our sides hurt.
Moira stayed at his side and seemed more wife than granddaughter and more than once I noticed her casually drop her hand down off the table to rest on his thigh -- to which the old man would give her a sly wink and continue merrily on with his story. For our part, Pam and I tried not to act like honeymooners, but there seemed to be this compulsion to reach out and touch each other and to give each other knowing, loving glances, becoming oblivious to everyone else.
He told a few stories that included Sean and Mary and hinted at other McCoy family loving scandals -- "And that would include the McCoys over in Celbridge -- why I know a certain young man who's kept a smile on his dear old Ma's face for years."
Moira gasped and said, "Why, you dirty old man! Just you hush and what might go on behind closed doors -- let stay behind closed doors." She shook her head and laughed. "I never know what he will say next -- obsessed with the family's dirty secrets, he is.
Brian leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. "Pardon me, granddaughter. I don't consider them dirty secrets -- just family. I'm not one to judge -- none of us are, I suspect. If you have two people in love, why can't ye take it as that and celebrate their joy rather than hide it away. Being in love with a wonderful woman, I would want to shout it to the whole wide world at the top of my lungs."
Moira blushed and then smiled. "I believe you would if you could, you dirty old man. I love you, Brian McCoy." She leaned in and kissed him, this time on the mouth and we got to watch the old man blush.
We continued to talk and enjoyed a wonderful dinner. When the ladies excused themselves to visit the ladies room, we watched them walk off, enough in face and body to be sisters. Brian let out a long, happy sigh and said, "Now that, lad, is a sight good enough to put lead in yer old pencil, tisn't it?"
I had been in the country long enough to know the proper response and winked back at him as I replied, "Aye, 'tis."
"We're lucky, Jake. You and I are members of a family that produce the finest looking females in the world and if some of us cannot keep our hands off them or our cocks in them, well -- can anyone truly blame us?" He grinned at me and continued on in a conspiratorial tone with a merry glint in his eye. "Tis truly a wonderful woman who can give a ninety-one year old man a stiff one."
I took the bait and said, "Moira seems like a wonderful woman."
Brian smiled and replied, "She is that, son. I was blessed the day she moved in with me. She may kill me someday, but I'll go with a smile on me face." He paused and considered me. "And you and Pam -- has your quest for knowledge changed you?" and the old man grinned evilly as he watched me blush.
I struggled for the words and finally said, "Yes, it has brought us as close as any brother and sister can be. I love Pam more than ever."
Brian picked up his glass of ale and lifted it high. "Then I drink to your joy, lad. Mayhap our family is just inclined to be more loving when it comes to family, but I consider it a blessing. To the love of family, Jake, to the love of family and all the happiness it brings!"
I joined him in the toast and we were finishing it when the ladies returned. "And what were you drinking to, now?" asked Moira.
I'm sure she wasn't surprised when Brian answered her with, "To all the happiness and pleasure that family can bring."
Moira rolled her eyes. "Good Lord! Leave it to a man to toast getting his willy pleasured now and again. You've plenty of other reasons to celebrate family."
Pam was quick on the uptake and despite blushing a bright red, said, "Well, pleasuring a willy can bring a girl pleasure too. I'm not sure that I wouldn't want to toast that too."
Brian broke out in a hearty laugh and said, "Well said, young Pam, well said! No doubt about it, you're the real McCoy!" He paused, realized what he had said and laughed all the harder at his pun and we all couldn't help but join in.
Finally, when we laughed ourselves out and wiped our eyes, Brian stood up, hugged us both and said, "Well, we best be off now, granddaughter. This is these young folks' last night on the island and I'm sure they want to spend it in good old McCoy fashion." He kissed Pam on the lips and then kissed me on the cheek. "All our love to you and all the other American McCoys, tell them one and all, they're always welcome here."
We each received a warm kiss from Moira, it seeming almost supernatural how she kissed like my sister and how she felt when she pressed her body against mine. Brian talked with mock jealousy and said, "Don't be kissing him too long, Moira. Tis time we got home and you tuck me in my bed."
Moira whispered goodbye and then slipping her arm through her grandfather's arm, walked away. As they did, Pam and I both smiled as we could hear her fussing at him, "Ah, Grandpa -- I know what you want tucked and I know where you want to tuck it, you filthy old bugger." As they came to the exit, both looked back at us and gave us a naughty grin.
"Do you believe that old man is actually balling his granddaughter?" I said as they vanished from sight.
I felt Pam's arm slip around my waist and she pressed her luscious body against mine. "There are no secrets in the ladies room, Jake." She looked up at me with a merry smile. "Moira said with a little help from Viagra, that old man makes love like a man half his age. Brian's only problem is it takes him longer than most to finish up -- not that Moira is complaining."
Pam came around to embrace me, her arms going around my neck. And speaking of complaining, big brother -- if I'm not naked and making nasty love with you in ten minutes, you're going to hear complaining like you've never heard before!"
"Let me settle the check and get you back to the hotel, little sister," I said before kissing her. It turned out that Brian beat me to the punch and had taken care of the bill before he'd departed, allowing Pam and I to hurry back to our room, thankful for every second our naughty old cousin had given us.
As we rode up in the elevator, I couldn't keep my hands off my sister. I had her pressed into the wall, face forward as I nuzzled her neck and had my hand under her skirt, fingering her wet and fiery cunt -- if Pam had worn panties tonight -- she'd lost them somewhere during dinner.
In our room, we frantically clawed the clothes off each other and fell into the bed, kissing passionately as our bodies caressed each other. Pam found herself on her knees -- head down on the sheets, raising her meaty little butt high in the air. I knelt behind her and spread my sister's ass cheeks wide and brought my erect cock to her spread pussy lips.
"Please fuck me, Jake -- make love to me. Take me, brother and fuck me good," my sister moaned as I teased her opening, brushing my cockhead against her slick, steamy flesh. Each time I eased my cockflesh over her quivering pussy, Pam let out a low, almost desperate moan of desire, hunching her ass back against me, eager to take me once more. I teased her further by pressing my cockhead into her cunt only to withdraw it again and then again. I stared down at my cock, now glistening with my sister's pussy juices - almost in awe at such a sight. Just the knowledge that the head of my cock was shiny with my little sister's cunt cream made my cock throb and I think I even swelled a little more!
"Don't tease me anymore, Jake, please give me your cock -- fuck me like the sexy brother you are!" pleaded my sister, lust thick in her voice.
"I love you, Pam," I said hoarsely, surrendering to my own incestuous desires and thrusting hard to my sister's wet, molten pussy. I sank my shaft deep, not stopping until I was inside her to the root, my pubic hairs tangled with the hair of her lush bush. I growled with lust, but my voice was drowned out by Pam's long drawn out cry of pleasurable anguish.
"SOOOOO BIGGGGG!" Pam sobbed as I slowly withdrew and then quickly thrust deep again. "L-l-love you b-big brother," she gasped as I withdrew slowly and then thrust hard again and again. I reveled in the sensation of her body stiffening with each thrust as jolts of pleasure coursed through her compact, stocky body. My sister's pussy contracted around my thick penis so that every slow withdrawal was an exercise in sexual joy. Her wet, silky flesh clasped my cock so deliciously as I thrust in and out of her pussy.
"Tell me that you belong to me -- that I can have your sweet little sister pussy whenever I want," I hissed as I fucked my younger sister.
"YESSSSS!" Pam sobbed as she clawed the sheets with her nails. "I'm yours, Jake -- anytime you want -- my pussy will always be wet for you, big brother. I love you fu-fucking meeee. Don't ever st-stop -- just keep fucking meee!"
I had a sudden need to kiss my sister and I withdrew and flipped her onto her back, falling between her legs and quickly burying my stiff dick deep inside her again. The old jokes are wrong -- kissing your sister is so sweet. Her tongue met mine and they danced, wet, slick flesh rolling and curling over each other, a wonderful representation of what our bodies were completely joined in doing.
Pam's every touch was the act of making love -- whether it was her pelvis flinging itself upwards to meet my downward thrusts, her fingernails scouring my back bloody, or her nipples scratching against my chest. Pam's legs hooked behind my thighs, using them for leverage as she pushed into my thrusts. Our bodies simply joined and became one -- our flesh melded in the heat of our incestuous passion. Our flesh was on fire, a carnal blaze that began between our legs, where we were joined and spreading out until we were generating enough heat to burn down the building.
When it couldn't possibly get more intense, it did, as we both lost control and yielded ourselves to fiery orgasms. I drove my cock deep into Pam's womb and began to ejaculate, crying out hoarsely as my semen gushed forth in geyser bursts. Pam sobbed as her orgasm swept over her, swelling her nipples to the point of bursting and flooding her cock crammed cunt with her steaming juices.
We kissed desperately as our bodies locked in place, straining to be inside each other, trembling with the effort and the intensity of our pleasure. In the afterglow, we whispered words of love and made promises of commitments to each other. The latter were unnecessary, we knew we were forever joined by the week's events, but we enjoyed pledging our devotion to each other.
Our journey back to the United States was a study in savoring every moment we were together -- each of us seeing the other in a new light. Brother and sister and passionate lovers -- forever joined in our souls and as we would discover shortly, joined as parents.
Pam thinks our daughter was conceived the first night we made love in Ireland. I think our little girl was created in the passion of our last night together in the land of our ancestors. In any case, we are both proud parents of a healthy daughter. True, I share her with Pam's husband, David, who proudly strutted around after Pam revealed her pregnancy. I don't mind -- he is a good man and a good father and I am happy to play the devoted uncle. When the time is right, we will tell little Mary the truth about her parents and her family. Our secret hurts no one in our view.
In the meantime, Pam and I get together often, making love and pursuing our genealogical pursuits in equal measure and we feel satisfied with the time we have. Pam thinks our moments together are more intense because of the limited time we can spend together. We stay in contact with Brian and Moira and even hope to convince them to come visit us sometime in the near future.
We expect to continue our adventures for many years to come and with good reason -- Pam and I have decided to explore the maternal side of our family tree. We cannot wait to see what we will find and of course, we will enjoy the journey as well, together, heart and soul.
The End
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Well, this story has a different genesis than most of my work. It is based on an online chat conversation that an internet friend/reader of mine shared with me. You can, like me, speculate on whether this was fantasy or real -- she swears it is, but as with most things on the internet, you either have faith or you do not -- the great thing is, you get to chose whatever works for you. I have embellished it somewhat, adding the aspect of a webcam and any technical errors are solely my fault. I have never owned a webcam nor do I have time to chat (when would I have time to write?).
I will be interested to get your feedback, not only about the story, but about how I structured the story as well. And yes, somewhere down the line, there will be a more conventional sequel. This is a work of fiction, all characters are imaginary and any resemblance to anyone living or dead is purely coincidental. I look forward to hearing from you -- enjoy!
*
Isn't the internet a wonderful thing? I mean, you have all this access to all kinds of information and entertainment and so many ways to communicate with people. I was pretty much computer illiterate until my son taught me and now I don't know how I ever got along without it. My favorite thing is the chat sites. I joined one of the major chat sites and it was as if the whole word opened up for me. All these interesting people out there to meet and talk with -- I quickly became hooked on chat and eventually it would change my life forever -- but I'm getting ahead of my story. Let me introduce you to myself.
My name is Carmen and I'm 41 years old. My husband and I divorced many years ago and he left the area and we lost touch with him, which is no loss for me, but has been hard on our son, John. He missed having a father dearly, but I did the best I could to be a mother and a father to my son and I think he's turned out okay. At the time of the events I will relate, John was a senior in high school, just turning eighteen. We live in a nice, but small house in a rural area of Indiana. I work as the manager of a flower shop and while we're not rich, we do get by okay.
As I already said, I love the chat sites and came to make many friends online over the last few years. The best friend I ever made online is a woman named Donna from California. Like me, she is divorced and raising a son who was the same age as John. In our first conversation, we both laughed over and over as we kept replying to each other's responses, "Me too!"
We kept tripping across each other in different chat rooms and just enjoyed talking to each other about everything (in between fending off the underage boys and the dirty old men that keep pestering us for cyber-sex). We found that we shared the same tastes in movies and music and that we had shared many of the same experiences growing up, despite me being from Indiana and her from California and Nevada.
It was like I found the sister I always dreamed of. Donna and I shared our relationship triumphs (far too few) and our relationship disasters (way too many). Through the ether of the internet, we wiped each other's tears and cheered each other's triumphs.
We were also proud mothers, bragging about our sons and their accomplishments as they made their way towards graduation and laughed and fretted about their own adventures with love as they went through puppy love and then first serious crushes and heartbreaks as well as their misadventures -- Donna and I consoling each other when we had to punish them for some silly thing or another.
As time went on, Donna and I became so close in our internet chats, we found ourselves able to talk about the intimate details of our lives -- almost no detail of our sex lives were kept back from each other, as we described the rare occasions we had lovers as well as what we liked sexually. We even admitted to becoming aroused talking about such things with each other and like a couple of giggling teenagers at a slumber party, we would masturbate together, describing our naughty fantasies as we fingered ourselves.
Late one night as we came down from mutual orgasms, Donna first broached a subject that would set our course towards a life changing event. As I slowly stroked my still throbbing pussy, my leg draped over the side of my chair, Donna asked me, (forgive me if this is awkward, but I'm not sure how else to write this).
Donna: WHEN JOHN HIT PUBERTY, DID HE EVER PEEK AT YOU?
Me: LOL, OF COURSE -- HE'S A BOY. YOU KNOW HOW THEY ARE WHEN PUBERTY HITS THEM -- LOL!
Donna: OH YES, SHANE WAS THE SAME WAY. I COULDN'T CLIMB OUT OF THE SHOWER OR CHANGE CLOTHES WITHOUT HIM BARGING IN!
Me: LOL, OH YES AND ALWAYS PEEKING AT ME WHEN I WAS OUT IN THE BACKYARD, SUNBATHING!
Donna: LOL -- BET THAT WASN'T ALL JOHN WAS DOING!
Me: LOL -- YOU KNOW IT! AND I IMAGINE SHANE WAS DOING THE SAME!
Donna: OMG! YOU SHOULD HAVE SEEN HIS CUMRAGS! I BET THAT BOY SHOT OFF FIVE TIMES A DAY!"
Me: SAME HERE LOL!
I felt my pussy tingle afresh as we talked about our boys peeking at us. This was naughty talk and it felt like nothing had before. Then Donna pressed me for more information.
Donna: DOES HE STILL PEEK AT YOU, CARMEN?"
I moaned a little, and a fresh trickle of juices oozed from my cunt as I slipped a finger inside, shivering a little as my labia clasped my probing digit. I remembered a moment a few weeks ago as I was drying off in the bathroom and John has walked in unexpectedly, finding me fully naked. We had gaped at each other for several seconds as he gawped at me. Then I managed to wrap the towel around me and told him I'd be finished in just a minute if he needed to pee. My son had fled the room, but not before I could make out a discernable bulge in his cutoff jeans.
It wasn't the first time my son had "accidentally" walked in on me in the shower -- over the years, he had caught me naked many times, but I wrote it off to a typical boy's case of raging hormones. I paused before I continued to type. This was a little beyond anything we'd ever discussed before, but I considered Donna a good friend and I wanted to be honest.
Me: YESSSS. JOHN CAUGHT ME NAKED COMING OUT OF THE SHOWER JUST A COUPLE OF WEEKS AGO.
Donna: SHANE STILL PEEKS AT ME TOO. LAST SATURDAY I SAW HIM IN MY BEDROOM MIRROR PEEKING AT ME WHILE I WAS GETTING DRESSED.
Me: LOL -- WHAT DID YOU DO??
Donna: YOU'RE GOING TO THINK I'M TERRIBLE!"
Me: WHAT? TELL ME, DONNA!
Donna: (BLUSHING HERE!) I GOT A LITTLE TURNED ON AND DECIDED TO TEASE HIM. JUST AS I FINISHED DRESSING, I ACTED LIKE I DIDN'T LIKE THE OUTFIT I PUT ON AND I SO I STRIPPED IT OFF.
Me: OMG! YOU DIDN'T!
Donna: I DID! EVEN CHANGED MY PANTIES AND BRA AND GAVE HIM A LITTLE SHOW WALKING AROUND THE ROOM NAKED!
I groaned a little and plunged three fingers into my pussy. I know I should have been horrified, but her words on the computer screen had me as wet as I could be. I was terribly aroused at the thought of my friend teasing her son. I guess I got focused for a moment on my own gratification because Donna had to prompt me.
Donna: CARMEN? ARE YOU STILL THERE? HAVE I OFFENDED YOU?
I hastily pulled my fingers from my throbbing cunt and without thinking, typed a response with my free hand while figuring out what to do with my dripping fingers. I giggled as I impulsively stuck them in my mouth and sucked my own cream off.
Me: I'M STILL HERE! NOT OFFENDED, DONNA, BUT A LITTLE TURNED ON!
Donna: WHEW -- BREATHING A SIGH OF RELIEF HERE! I THOUGHT YOU MIGHT HAVE STOPPED TALKING TO ME. THIS TURNED YOU ON, CARMEN?
Me: OH GOD YES! YOU WOULDN'T BELIEVE HOW WET YOU JUST MADE ME!
Donna: REALLY? BE HONEST NOW. DOES IT TURN YOU ON WHEN JOHN PEEKS AT YOU?
I shivered as I considered her question and was faced with the realization that I was about to confess to something that would be considered terrible by most people.
Me: MY TURN TO BLUSH, BUT YES, I GET EXCITED WHEN HE PEEKS AT ME! HE'S NOT THE ONLY ONE WHO RUNS OFF AND MASTURBATES!
Donna: LOL GLAD TO KNOW ITS NOT JUST ME! ARE WE A COUPLE OF TERRIBLE MOMS OR WHAT?
Me: I DON'T KNOW -- MAYBE A COUPLE OF HORNY MOMS! LOL! THAT'S WHAT HAPPENS I GUESS WHEN YOU'RE AROUND A GOOD LOOKING YOUNG MAN ALL THE TIME!
Donna: CARMEN, HAVE YOU EVER CONSIDERED TEASING HIM?"
Me: MMMMM JUST IN MY FANTASIES!
I could not believe I just told her that! After the last bathroom incident, John had fled to his room, no doubt to masturbate, and I had done the same. I remembered lying on my bed, knees drawn up and spread wide as I finger fucked myself as I dreamed of parading around in front of my son in all sort of nasty ways.
Donna: I CANNOT BEGIN TO DESCRIBE HOW HOT IT MADE ME TO SHOW OFF LIKE THAT! I DON'T THINK MY PUSSY HAS EVER BEEN SO WET AND HOT! THERE WAS A RAGING INFERNO BETWEEN MY LEGS!
Like the one between my legs that was growing now. I gave up trying to type with both hands and returned two fingers to my sopping pussy.
Me: HAVE YOU DONE IT AGAIN SINCE THEN, DONNA? HAVE YOU WANTED TO?
Donna: I HAVEN'T, BUT YES, I HAVE WANTED TO. DO YOU THINK YOU COULD TEASE YOUR SON?
Me: OMG! I DON'T KNOW. I WISH I COULD BE THAT NAUGHTY AND BRAVE.
Donna: I WILL IF YOU WILL!
Me: WHAT! YOU ARE SO NAUGHTY, DONNA!
Donna: WHY DON'T WE BOTH BE NAUGHTY MOTHERS, SWEETIE! I KNOW YOU WANT TO!
Me: I CAN'T BELIEVE I'M EVEN TALKING ABOUT THIS! WHAT WOULD WE DO?"
Donna: I DON'T KNOW -- MAYBE WE SHOULD BOTH FIND A WAY TO TEASE THE BOYS BETWEEN NOW AND TOMORROW NIGHT AND WE'LL TELL EACH OTHER WHAT WE DID. AGREED?
Me: I CAN'T BELIEVE I'M SAYING YES. SHOULD THIS BE NUDITY OR WHAT?
Donna: UP TO YOU, CARMEN, BUT I THINK WE CAN BE NAUGHTY TEASES WITHOUT GETTING BUCK NAKED, DON'T YOU?
Me: I WILL TRY. TALK TO YOU TOMORROW NIGHT THEN?
Donna: OKAY. GOOD LUCK, CARMEN. I HAVE TO GET OFF HERE AND MASTURBATE FOR A WHILE! LOL!
Me: WAY AHEAD OF YOU, SUGAR! LOVE AND KISSES!
I clicked off the internet and focused on fingering myself. I felt like a wanton slut as I threw my other leg over the arm of the chair, leaving myself spread wide as I plunged three fingers in and out of my pussy while my other hand feathered over my swollen clitoris. I moaned through clenched teeth as I began to orgasm, trying not to get too loud and disturb my son who I hoped was asleep in his room next to mine.
I shivered and jerked as spasms of pleasure rippled though my body and a part of me wondered what my son might make of the new stains I was leaving on the cushion of my office chair. I was absolutely dripping wet -- my cunt cream literally pouring out of me. When I could finally get up, I stumbled on to bed on shaky knees and fell asleep wondering what I had gotten myself into.
The next morning, I woke up after a night of strange, troubling yet arousing dreams -- sex dreams of vague bodies joined together, my son's face shifting in and out of view as I engaged in carnal act after carnal act with some unknown person. I felt like I hadn't had a good orgasm in a month and that everything I did or touched triggered a sexual response, be it the pulsing energy of the shower or the way my skin felt as I slipped on a pair of plain cotton panties and a bra as I dressed.
As I raced around getting ready to go to work, I pondered how I was going to "tease" my son before ten o'clock tonight. I saw my son off to school, driving away in his second hand beater of a car and then racing off to work myself. I was preoccupied with the problem all day and kept screwing up flower orders and having to redo them.
When I walked into my house that afternoon, I was worn out. Who knew that being naughty could be such hard work? I trudged up to my room to change before cooking dinner. I shed the skirt I had worn and started to unbutton my blouse, but stopped halfway when I glanced in the mirror.
Now I think I'm pretty good looking for a woman of forty-one. I'm five foot, three inches tall, and maybe I could lose a few pounds, but I had a great little figure -- my breast size being 36d, my tits look larger on my little frame and my legs are good. I wear my blonde hair long with just a hint of curls and I have blue eyes. I know my son loves to peek at me and who could blame him, I thought to myself. I'm still a cutie!
I took off my blouse and undid my bra, admiring my still relatively firm breasts, cupping them as I looked at myself in the mirror, my large button nipples getting hard as I brushed them with my fingers. I shed my plain cotton panties and slipped on thong panties, turning to admire my firm tush and giving my butt a little shake as I looked at my bare cheeks. I slipped back into my blouse -- a dress shirt really, leaving my bra on the floor. The bottoms came down to about mid thigh, exposing plenty of leg. I left several buttons undone and bent over to experiment, looking into the mirror to confirm that in that position, anyone could look right down my blouse and get a great view of my tits hanging down. "I can't believe you're doing this, Carmen!" I muttered to myself, giving myself one last glance in the mirror.
I went back downstairs and got started on dinner. Overall, I wasn't dressed that differently than I might have been usually. I often ran around the house in a blouse or nightshirt and panties. Of course, I usually had a bra on as well as plain and functional white cotton panties. It would be interesting to see how long it took my eighteen year old son to notice.
John came bounding in a little before six o'clock from baseball practice. "Hi, Mom! Wow, something smells great! What's for dinner?"
I felt my heart begin beating a little faster as I turned from the sink and faced my son. I know I'm not objective about my own flesh and blood, but I think John is a handsome young man. He towers over his short mother, standing just a hair shy of six feet and has lost most of his youthful slimness, his chest and arms becoming that of a man. He has an unruly shock of black hair that he inherited from his maternal grandfather and my own blue eyes.
"Hey, sweetheart. Got a pot roast cooking in the oven, it will be maybe another thirty minutes. Why don't you go clean up, grab a shower and I'll have dinner on the table when you get back downstairs." I walked up to him and kissed him on the corner of his mouth, aware that he was staring intently at me as I crossed the room. I wondered how visible my nipples might be against the white material of my blouse as I leaned into him and stood on tip-toe to kiss him, pressing my unfettered breasts against his hard body. He had been practicing hard and I felt a little dizzy as I smelled his sweat and musk.
He seemed a little flustered as I moved away and without looking back, I could feel his eyes crawling over my body. "Um -- yeah, sure thing, Mom."
I walked to the stove and bent over to open the oven door, knowing full well that my blouse would rise and expose my practically naked ass cheeks. I turned and smiled at my son, who stood rooted in the doorway, half in and half out of the room, staring at my ass. "Hurry up, John. You don't want to keep your mother waiting!" I turned my attention back to the roast in the oven, not hearing the floorboards creak for several more seconds and I knew my son's eyes were glued to my ass. Only when I closed the oven door did I hear him walk away.
I leaned against the counter top, my whole body shaking from the tension. I felt like a hot furnace was between my legs and I could barely stand. The crotch of my panties was absolutely soaked and I was sure that if I looked down, the light blue of the material would be completely dark with my juices. I so wanted to touch myself, but I think I would have had an orgasm on the spot.
John returned downstairs just as I pulled the roast out of the oven. His hair was wet from his shower and his t-shirt and gym shorts molded against his still damp skin, showing off his muscular body. I told him to have a seat while I fixed our plates. He sat at our kitchen table, his chair against the wall so he was facing the entire kitchen. Again, I could feel his eyes on me as I moved around the room. I fixed him a heaping plate of roast, potatoes and vegetables that would match a hungry man's appetite. I took a deep breath, turned around and brought it to the table. The easiest thing would have been to moved to his side and set the plate down, but I came to the side opposite my son and leaned over the table to hand him his plate.
I could see his eyes widen in surprise as I leaned over and let him see down my partly unbuttoned blouse. I took my time, setting his plate down with deliberate slowness and then fiddling with his cutlery while letting my son eyeball my heavy breasts, hanging down like full milk udders, nipples swollen and long.
"This looks great, Mom!" John sighed as he took in the view, his eyes never straying from my open blouse.
"I'm glad you like it, son," I said quietly back, feeling my face burn. "I hope it tastes as good as it looks."
John smiled and nodded, saying, "Oh yeah, Mom, so do I." I wanted to giggle so badly from our double entendres. I stood up and returned to the counter to fix my own plate. We both ate in silence, giving each other odd looks as we cleaned up our plates. I wondered what was going through my son's mind after my little display.
I was scared and aroused all at the same time, and struggled to keep my composure. I was also curious as to the effect that I was having on my son and when I was finished, I "accidentally" dropped my fork and leaned over to pick it up, glancing under the table where I was rewarded with a good view of the enormous lump in John's gym shorts.
John offered to help me with the dishes afterwards, but I said, "Do you have homework?"
My son nodded resignedly. "Oh yeah, Gilbert is killing us in Literature class and I have a Calculus quiz tomorrow."
I told him to get to his work, but agreed to let him do his work at the kitchen table when he suggested it. "If you're sure I won't be bothering you while I clean up in here." I said.
John smiled and shook his head. "You will never be a bother to me, Mom!"
So, while my son spread out his work on the kitchen table, I did the dishes, foregoing the dishwasher and doing them in the sink. As I cleaned up, I found several reasons to bend over to put this away or check for that in a bottom cupboard. I stood on tiptoe to set the dishes in their place, well aware that John was eyeballing my ass cheeks and wondering if he could see the wet crotch of my panties.
I doubt my son got very much studying done while I slowly straightened up the kitchen. I paused at one point when he asked for help on a calculus problem and leaned over next to him, well aware that, while my eyes were on the textbook page, his eyes were focused on the gaping front of my blouse. I hadn't a clue about how to help him, but lingered beside him for a few minutes, making stupid suggestions and savoring the sinful sensation of exposing myself to my son.
I finally left him to his studying, but not before one last naughty tease. I poured him a glass of soda and put a few cookies on a plate and as before, leaned across the table and set them in front of him. "Just in case, you wanted to nibble on something, John." I said, taking my time and giving him one last long look."
My son's eyes gleamed with lust as he replied, "Thanks, Mom. This was the best dinner ever!"
I hurried upstairs and behind closed doors, I masturbated furiously while I thought about my son, his cock and all the wonderful places he could put it in. My panties were a dripping mess- I could have wrung my juices out of them I was so turned on.
I tried to wait till ten o'clock, but I found myself online an hour earlier, hoping that Donna might try and log in early and I almost shouted with glee when I saw her nickname surface in the chat room.



Donna: CARMEN! YOU COULDN'T WAIT EITHER! LOL!
Me: GOD NO! HOW DID IT GO! WHAT HAPPENED?
Donna: IT'S YOUR FIRST TIME, YOU GO FIRST! WERE YOU A NAUGHTY MOM?
I proceeded to tell her what had transpired in just the last few hours, feeling my pussy moisten and heat up again as I saw my recent memories replayed in my head. My comments were interspersed with Donna's comments.
Donna: OMG!!! YOU DIDN'T! YOU ARE MAKING ME SOOO WET!
When I was done, my fresh panties were again wet, soaked with my cream as I rubbed my pussy through my panties.
Donna: I LOVE IT! I LOVE YOU, CARMEN! GIRL, YOU REALLY KNOW HOW TO COCKTEASE!
Me: AND YOU, TELL ME WHAT YOU DID!
Donna: WHEN I WOKE UP THIS MORNING, I DUG OUT AN OLD CAFTAN OF MINE THAT ZIPS UP THE FRONT. I KINDA HAD THE SAME IDEA AS YOU. I WORE IT WITH THE ZIPPER DOWN FAR ENOUGH THAT SHANE WOULD GET A GOOD LOOK WHEN I BENT OVER AND DURING BREAKFAST THAT NAUGHTY BOY LOOKED DOWN A LOT! SHANE HAD TO CHANGE HIS SHIRT BECAUSE HE SPILLED SO MUCH CEREAL WHILE TRYING TO EAT AND STARE AT MY TITTIES AT THE SAME TIME! LOL!
I felt my pussy go from hot to molten as I read my friend's account of exposing herself to her son. I was typing one handed again as I replied.
Me: AND WAS THAT IT? DID NAUGHTY MOHTER DO ANYTHING ELSE?
Donna: AFTER BREAKFAST, I GOT INSPIRED WHEN I WENT FOR MY SHOWER. I HAD STARTED TO FINISH UNZIPPING THE CAFTAN AND I GOT THE NAUGHTIEST IDEA. I SNAGGED THE ZIPPER AND PRETENDED I COULDN'T GET IT UNDONE. I CALLED TO SHANE TO HELP AND LET HIM FIGHT WITH THE ZIPPER. I TOLD HIM TO PULL HARD ON IT AND HE OUTIDID MY BIGGEST HOPES. HE ALMOST FELL OVER, HE TUGGED SO HARD AND BAAM, HE HAD ME UNZIPPED AND WAS INCHES FROM MY NAKED BODY! I COULD FEEL SHANE'S BREATH ON MY TUMMY AS HE GOT A GOOD VIEW OF MOMMY'S GOODIES!
Me: OHHH WOW! WHAT HAPPENED THEN?
Donna: LOL -- I APOLOGIZED AND SO DID HE AND AFTER TAKING A LONG LOOK AT MY PUSSY AND BOOBS, HE WAS OFF TO HIS ROOM LIKE A SHOT! WHEN I CLEANED UP LATER, I FOUND NOT ONE, BUT TWO FRESH LOADS OF CUM IN HIS LAUNDRY!
Me: MMMMM -- SOMEONE'S HAVING NASTY THOUGHTS ABOUT HIS MOMMY!
Donna: I BET SHANE'S NOT THE ONLY ONE. AND I BET THERE IS MORE THAN ONE MOTHER HAVING SEXY IDEAS ABOUT HER SON!
Me: LIKE YOU WOULDN'T BELIEVE! I WANT TO SEE WHAT'S MAKING THAT BIG BULGE IN HIS SHORTS SO BAD!
Donna: OH YESSSS, SAME HERE! THIS HAS ME SO HORNY, IT'S A WONDER I JUST DON'T GO GRAB HIM AND DRAG HIM TO BED AND HAVE HIM FUCK ME BLIND!
At her written expression of our mutual fantasies, I had to pause for a moment as I felt myself plunge into orgasm, managing to type a little "brb" before turning into a quivering mass of aroused motherhood. I had four fingers plunged deep in my pussy as I envisioned my son driving his cock deep into me and giving him my seed as I screamed out in pleasure. When I recovered, I sucked on my own juices while typing.
Me: SORRY. I HAD TO CUM AFTER YOU SAID THAT! THIS WAS SOOO HOT AND NASTY!
Donna: OHHH, ME TOO, CARMEN! I JUST KNEW THAT WAS WHAT YOU WERE DOING! I BROUGHT MY DILDO WITH ME TONIGHT AND RIGHT NOW, IT'S BURIED IN MY SNATCH!
Me: OMG!!!! I LOVE IT WHEN YOU GET SEXY LIKE THAT! DONNA, CAN I ASK YOU AN AWFUL QUESTION?
Donna: YOU KNOW YOU CAN!
Me: IF THE CHANCE EVER CAME, WOULD YOU FUCK YOUR SON?"
There was a long pause and I held my breath as I waited for an answer from my friend. Part of me couldn't believe I asked the question and part of me wondered if I asked it hoping that someone else really shared the same sudden fantasies that I found myself obsessed with.
Donna: I DON'T KNOW. YOU JUST ASKING ME THAT QUESTION MAKES MY PUSSY THROB! HOW ABOUT YOU, CARMEN -- WOULD YOU FUCK JOHN?
Me: I DON'T KNOW EITHER. I DON'T THINK I CAN EVER LOOK AT HIM AGAIN THE SAME WAY. I KNOW HE'S HAD SEXUAL THOUGHTS ABOUT ME FOR YEARS, BUT NOW -- NOW I'VE RESPONDED WITH MY OWN SEXUAL DESIRES.
Donna: DO YOU THINK THIS MAKES US BAD MOTHERS, CARMEN?"
Me: NO, DAMMIT -- I KNOW YOU AND I ARE GOOD MOTHERS. WE BOTH HAVE RAISED TWO FINE MEN! WE ARE JUST TWO WOMEN WITH NEEDS OF OUR OWN AND WITH TWO YOUNG HUNKS JUST A FEW FEET AWAY, WE'D BE NUTS NOT TO HAVE THESE FEELINGS AND DESIRES!
Donna: WHAT DO WE DO NOW?
Me: LOL! I DON'T KNOW. I GUESS WE FANTASIZE AND MASTURBATE A LOT AND KEEP EACH OTHER SANE!
Donna: LOL! WELL, DO YOU THINK IT'S OKAY IF WE KEEP TEASING OUR BOYS? THIS HAS DONE MORE FOR MY LIBIDO THAN MY LAST THREE BOYFRIENDS!
Me: THIS MAY BE AWFUL OF ME, BUT I DON'T THINK I'M GONNA STOP RIGHT NOW. THIS WAS A LOT OF FUN AND I DON'T THINK I'VE EVER CUM AS HARD AS I HAVE THIS LAST COUPLE OF DAYS.
Donna: MMMMMM! THESE BOYS OF OURS HAVE NO CLUE HOW LUCKY THEY ARE TO HAVE TWO SUCH SLUTTY MOMS! LOL!
And so it began. We talked way into the night, discussing our new fantasy outlets and whether it was right or wrong, but neither of us willing (or maybe able) to give up our new found game of teasing our sons. We tossed naughty ideas around and agreed to steal each other's plans and to report back our deeds whenever possible.
For a long time I would wonder what my son was making of his mother suddenly being much more careless in her dress and appearance around the house as I was constantly coming up with ways to expose myself to him.
I found myself in an almost constant state of arousal as just being in the same room with my son made me wet. I came to feel as if there was a constant cloud of sexual pheromones surrounded me -- I would swear I could constantly smell my wet cunt, it was so strong and intense. John too, seemed to be in a constant state of erection and spent a lot of time in his bedroom and judging from the cum I found in towels, his shorts and even my panties, he was jacking off two or three times a day at least.
I took delight in coming up with new ways to tease my son. I took a day off from work and drove into Indianapolis and splurged on some new lingerie. Some evenings I would wear short baby dolls that my tits almost fell out of and some evenings you would find me wearing diaphanous gowns that while they covered me, they barely concealed any part of my body. Other times I resorted to the tried and true blouse and thong (I spent a small fortune on thongs, my cotton panties consigned to the back of my underwear drawer).
Once, feeling especially daring, I finished my shower and peeked out the bathroom door to confirm his bedroom door was open and called out, "Honey! We're out of clean towels. I'm going to run to my room, so don't peek!" I knew full well that he would and as I paraded by his room in my birthday suit, I glanced in and sure enough, he was sitting on the edge of his bed, staring out the door intently.
I stopped, grinned and shook my finger at him, teasingly chiding him. "Shame on you, young man!" I gave him a long look at my fully naked body, wondering what he thought of his mom's big tits and trimmed pussy, before I fled to my bedroom.
Donna reported much of the same fun and games. She had the distinct advantage of the beautiful California weather and was able to tease Shane with a number of scandalous and skimpy bikinis that were "at least a size or two too small for me, Carmen. I am practically falling out of them every time I move!" as she worked on her suntan.
We became so curious as to what each other really looked like that we sent our sons off to the nearest electronic stores to buy and hook up web cameras. I was anxious to the point of insanity the first time I logged in knowing I was going to see Donna in the flesh.
It took us a few minutes to work out the kinks, but then there she was. She was beautiful and not at all what I expected. I had an image of a typical California beach bunny in my head, but found instead a lovely woman my age. Donna had short, brown hair in a pixie cut and a slender body. In the sleeveless blouse she was wearing, I judged her breasts to be the size of grapefruits and her nipples round like quarters (she was obviously not wearing a bra!), and I envied the way they seemed to be a whole lot perkier than mine. She had big brown eyes and an elfin look about her.
Donna smiled at me and I felt a little sliver of heat travel through me.
Donna: OMG CARMEN! YOU ARE LOVELY!
Me: YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL TOO!
Donna: I WAS SO WORRIED THAT THE CAMERA MIGHT COME ON AND THERE WOULD BE A 55 YEAR OLD GUY IN A DIRTY T-SHIRT AND SHORTS!
Me: LOL! I USED TO WONDER THAT TOO, BUT I JUST KNEW YOU WERE WHO YOU WERE, I JUST DIDN'T KNOW YOU WERE SO GORGEOUS!
I blew her a kiss and she responded in kind.
Donna: LOOK WHO'S TALKING. I DON'T KNOW HOW JOHN CAN KEEP HIS HANDS OFF YOU AND THOSE BIG BOOBS!
Impulsively, I lifted up the T-shirt I was wearing and flashed Donna. She laughed and responded by flashing her lovely pert tits at me and then blew me a kiss which I returned.
Donna: GOOD GOD, LOOK HOW WE'RE ACTING! YOU'D THINK WE'RE A COUPLE OF LOVE STRUCK GIRLS INSTEAD OF TWO NAUGHTY MOMS!
Me: CAN'T WE BE BOTH? LOL!
That comment led us down a new path about any woman to woman experiences we might have had. I admitted I had never made love to a woman, but had fantasized about it from time to time (and yes, I admitted that I had fingered myself while imagining Donna as the quintessential California beach bunny).
Donna owned up to a few trysts in college with two sorority sisters, but nothing since then. I could see her blushing as she too admitted masturbating a few times about an imaginary version of me.
We proceeded to update each other on our latest teasing of our sons. Donna recounted a night of constant peeking by Shane when she "forgot" to close her bedroom door and slept in the nude with the covers kicked off.
Donna: THAT HORN DOG CAME AND PEEKED AT ME FIVE TIMES BETWEEN MIDNIGHT AND TWO IN THE MORNING! I WOULD FINGER MYSELF IN BETWEEN VISITS AND PRETEND TO BE ASLEEP WHEN I'D HEAR HIS DOOR OPEN.
Donna leaned into the camera, her face filling the screen.
Donna: CARMEN, THE LAST TIME, I GOT TO WATCH HIM JACK OFF. SHANE'S COCK IS HUGE! HE STROKED OFF FOR FIFTEEN MINUTES AND WHEN HE CAME, IT WAS ALL I COULD DO NOT TO JUMP OUT OF BED AND GO LICK HIS SPUNK OFF HIS FINGERS!
Me: OH MY GOD! THAT IS SOOO HOT, DONNA! WHAT HAPPENED NEXT?
Donna: SIGHHHH. WE WERE BOTH EXHAUSTED, SO I MASTURBATED AFTER HE WENT TO HIS ROOM AND THEN PULLED THE COVERS UP AND WENT TO SLEEP.
I groaned and instinctively leaned back in my chair and let my hand trail down to the waistband of my panties. Donna grinned and licked her lips. I jerked my hand out as I realized what I was about to do!
Donna: DON'T STOP ON ACCOUNT OF ME, SUGAR! WE BOTH KNEW WE BOTH FRIG OURSELVES WHEN WE TALK ABOUT THE SEXY STUFF. I DON'T MIND YOU FINGERING YOURSELF IF YOU DON'T MIND ME DOING THE SAME!
She moved back and I saw a long, shapely leg appear on the computer table she was sitting at. Her crotch was now visible and I could see she was wearing lacy white panties. Donna grinned and unashamedly slipped her hand inside her panties.
Donna: I'M GOING TO MAKE MYSELF COMFORTABLE WHILE YOU TELL ME YOUR LASTEST TEASE WITH JOHN!
Me: MMMMM, YOU'LL LIKE THIS, DONNA. LAST NIGHT I JUST CAME OUT OF THE SHOWER AND HAD ON A THIN BATHROBE THAT I BARELY HAD TIED TOGETHER. I HOPED TO LET IT ACCIDENTLY OPEN IF I ENCOUNTERED JOHN, BUT HE WASN'T UPSTAIRS. I FOUND HIM DOWNSTAIRS WATCHING AN OLD JIMMY STEWART WESTERN. NOW YOU KNOW I LOVE HIMMY STEWART AND SO I SAT DOWN ACROSS FROM JOHN AND PUT MY FEET UP ON THE OTTOMAN.
I QUICKLY BECAME AWARE THAT JOHN WAS SNEAKING GLANCES AT ME AND I WAS WORKING THE TOP OF THE ROBE APART TO GIVE HIM A PEEK AT MY TITS. LOL! I DIDN'T REALIZE THAT FROM THE ANGLE I WAS SITTING, HE WAS GETTING A PERFECT BEAVER SHOT!
Donna: LOL! I LOVE IT!
Me: I HAD ONE TIT COMPLETELY IN VIEW BEFORE I REALIZED HE WAS LOOKING AT MY PUSSY. IT MADE ME WET AND I'M SURE MY PUSSY BEGIN TO BLOOM RIGHT IN FRONT OF HIM. I ACTED LIKE I WAS COMPLETELY IMMERSED IN THE MOVIE FOR LIKE TWENTY MINUTES AND DIDN'T NOTICE HIS STARING AT ME. OHHH, DONNA -- I WAS SO EXCITED. MY NIPPLE LOOKED LIKE A RIPE OLIVE ABOUT TO SPLIT AND I WAS SO WET I COULD BARELY KEEP MY HANDS OFF MY PUSSY. MY SON GOT HIS MONEY'S WORTH. I'M SURE MY LIPS WERE SPREAD WIDE AND HE WAS ABLE TO OGLE MY PINK PUSSY MEAT!
In the camera, Donna had one hand in her panties, squirming something furious and her other hand was playing with her right breast. Somehow, sometime while I was typing, she had lost her top. She saw me watching her and ignored her breast long enough to type a message.
Donna: HOW DID IT END? WHAT HAPPENED? GIVE ME DETAILS, GIRL!
Me: I THINK HE STARED AT ME FOR ALMOST THIRTY MINUTES. I WAS SO HOT, I THOUGHT I WAS GOING TO CUM WITHOUT EVEN TOUCHING MYSELF AND I GUESS HE WAS TOO. JOHN COULDN'T TAKE IT ANYMORE AND SAID HE WAS GOING TO BED. HE RACED OUT OF THERE WITH A HARD-ON I THOUGHT WAS GOING TO SPLIT THE SEAMS OF HIS JEANS WIDE OPEN! AS SOON AS HE CLOSED HIS BEDROOM DOOR, I HAD MY WHOLE HAND IN MY PUSSY. NO WAY COULD I HAVE MADE IT TO MY ROOM!
That was enough to send us both into furious masturbation, spurred on for each of us by the image of the other mother furiously fingering themselves. We didn't have audio, but facial expressions told the story as we watched each other's passions rise and rise and then almost as one began to cum and cum. In the aftermath of our orgasm, I licked my fingers clean, enjoying the sight of Donna's eyes widening and then following suit.
Me: THIS IS GETTING REALLY INTENSE, ISN'T IT? I'VE NEVER BEEN INVOLVED LIKE THIS BEFORE.
Donna: YES. I DON'T KNOW HOW MUCH LONGER OUR SONS CAN STAND IT AND TO BE HONEST, I'M FEELING THINGS FOR YOU I NEVER FELT BEFORE.
My heart beat faster just hearing her speak the words that I felt in my heart. This was all unfolding in ways that I never expected.
Me: I KNOW -- I FEEL THE SAME WAY ABOUT YOU. WE'VE STARTED SOMETHING WILD AND CRAZY HERE. DO YOU THINK WE ARE BRAVE ENOUGH TO FINISH IT?
Donna: I DON'T THINK WE HAVE A CHOICE. I CAN'T GIVE THIS UP, CAN YOU?
Me: NO, I DON'T WANT TO EITHER.
We talked a little more and then decided to call it a night. There was a few minutes of silly chatter as neither of us wanted to sign off and we mostly stared at each other. Finally, I knew we had to quit, but I knew there was something left unsaid that needed to be said.
Me: I GOT TO GET TO BED, SO I'M GOING TO CALL IT A NIGHT, DONNA. HAVE A GOOD NIGHT AND I'LL TALK TO YOU -- SEE YOU TOMORROW. DONNA, I LOVE YOU.
Donna's face softened at my words and she looked at me with such loving tenderness.
Donna: OH CARMEN. I LOVE YOU TOO. GOODNIGHT DARLING.
We blew each other kisses and finally signed off. I was trembling as I shut down my PC. I had never expected to feel like this. I never expected to have emotions like this for someone I had never met or for my son. In some ways, I felt like I was spiraling out of control, but in a way that was exciting and refreshing -- a way that gave me new purpose. I hadn't a clue what was going to happen but I was sure anxious to find out.
The next couple of weeks just flew by as almost nightly now, Donna and I were teasing our sons in some lewd way or another. My evening attire grew skimpier as the weather warmed. I was still so envious of Donna's California sun and her ability to tease Shane while sunbathing, but early April in Indiana just doesn't allow for outdoor sunbathing.
I consoled myself by again taking a shopping day and splurging on several bathing suits that I modeled for my son (wanting a man's opinion being what I told him). John sat happily in the living room, ogling me openly as I would parade down the stairs in one outfit after another, pose for him and then strut back up the stairs, the whole time feeling his gaze on me.
I'm not sure which ones John enjoyed most. I had taken my cue from Donna and had opted to buy suits a couple of sizes too small and the effect was incredible. I bought a little black bikini that I was simply overflowing. My tits were almost popping out and once or twice when I would bend over, I expected the weight of my breasts simply to snap the bikini top open. I asked John, "Do you think it's too small on me -- maybe I should go back and get a bigger size?"
He responded with an exaggerated look of disbelief and said in an urgent voice. "Oh no, Mom -- I think it fits you perfectly! You look sexy!"
I blushed a little, but rushed over and bending over so he could get a really good look at my tits, I kissed him on the nose and whispered, "Thank you, honey! Every girl likes to hear that from a good looking man!"
I think that the black bikini was his favorite until I came down the stair in a scandalous string bikini that was little more than three tiny swatches of cloth held together by a few stringy lines of fabric. It was red in color and complimented my fair skin tones well I thought. It also covered primarily my nipples and barely kept my mound covered (just by a hair -- a little of my trimmed bush was visible at the top), and left my ass cheeks absolutely bare.
"Um, wow, Mom -- that's some bathing suit," John breathed. "I don't think we can let you wear that to the lake."
I struck a cheesecake pose and replied, "Why not, son? I thought you said I look sexy?"
John nodded vigorously. "Oh yeah, you look hot, Mom, but I think that suit would be illegal in Indiana! I'd hate to see you get arrested." There was an intense look in his eyes that seemed filled with lust and desire and I doubt that he was aware that his fingers were literally digging into the fabric over the overstuffed chair.
I knew I was flirting with danger, but madness overtook me and I turned away from him and with my legs spread apart, bent over to touch my fingers to the floor. I looked at him from between my legs, well aware that my tits, ass, and barely covered pussy were all on display -- I even thought I could feel one of my swollen labia lips beginning to tug free of the darkening swimsuit material. In a sultry voice, I said, "Well then, I guess I'll have to wear this bikini just around the house and it will be our little secret.
I waggled my ass a little for emphasis and then John's face turned blood red and he struggled to stifle a harsh moan and he shivered and jerked slightly. I felt my own face begin to redden as I realized John was having an orgasm -- my son was ejaculating into his jeans! The fire that had been smoldering between my legs since I'd started the show now burst into a raging inferno. I shivered as I recognized the warning signs of my own impending orgasm. I has just made my son cum!
Sure enough, as I slowly straightened up, I could see a dark blue spot grow in his jeans. Part of me wanted badly to run over, pull his pants off and clean up the mess with my tongue, but part of me was scared and skittish and wondering if I finally had gone too far.
I stood up and winked at him and said, "Well, that's the show, honey. Thanks for your input and your compliments." I hurried towards the stairs, but looked over at my son, now looking like a love struck puppy. "You know how to make an old woman feel good about herself."
John sighed as I ran up the stairs, tits bouncing. "You're not old, Mom!" he called after me and as I closed the bedroom door, he added, "I love you, Mom." I lost it right then, collapsing just short of the bed, driven to my knees by my own orgasm. I stuffed my right hand in my mouth to muffle my scream while my left hand sought out my pussy, already exploding with pleasure. I don't know how long I lay there on the floor, but my orgasm seemed to go one and one, visions of my son, naked and beautiful doing all sorts of things to me. My orgasm carried me into sleep where my dreams continued my wonderful and incestuous visions.
That night I recounted my day's adventures with my son to Donna and we both watched each other masturbate using dildos (On my last shopping trip to Indianapolis, I had braved one of the larger adult stores and picked out a lifelike rubber cock), after I described my afternoon fun and games.



Me: I DON'T KNOW HOW MUCH MORE OF THIS I CAN TAKE, DONNA. I'M THINKING ABOUT FUCKING JOHN ALL THE TIME -- I'M EVEN DREAMING ABOUT BANGING MY SON!
Donna: I KNOW, BABY, I KNOW. EVERYDAY, I WONDER IF THIS IS THE DAY, I EITHER CLIMB INTO SHANE'S LAP AND FUCKING HIS BRAINS OUT OR HE GRABS ME AS I'M PRANCING AROUND HIM HALF-NAKED AND FUCKS ME SILLY!
Me: YESSSS! JOHN JUST STARES AT ME AND I CAN IT IN HIS EYES THAT HE IS SEEING US FUCKING LIKE TWO SEX CRAZED ANIMALS. WHAT SCARES ME IS I THINK HE SEES THE SAME THING IN MY EYES!
Donna: YOU ASKED ME A WHILE BACK THAT IF THE CHANCE EVER CAME, WOULD I FUCK MY SON. REMEMBER?
Me: AND YOU ASKED ME THE SAME THING. YES, I REMEMBER.
Donna: I THINK WE'VE CREATED OUR OWN CHANCE, CARMEN. I DON'T THINK WE CAN TURN BACK NOW. OUR CHANCE IS HERE.
Donna and I stared at each other via our webcam link. Neither of us moved, we just studied each other's faces for a long time. Despite the distance, I could feel her need and desires which matched my own struggling to win her over. Finally, I lifted my fingers to the keyboard.
Me: WE'RE GOING TO FUCK OUR SONS, AREN'T WE?
Donna: YES, BABY, WE ARE.
Again, there was a long pause in our conversation as we stared into the PC screens at each other. The reality of our mutual situation was setting in and suddenly, I couldn't contain myself. A huge smile broke out on my face. Donna licked her lips and smiled back at me.
Donna: I GUESS WE ARE A COUPLE OF NASTY MOTHERS, AREN'T WE?
Me: WE'RE GOING TO BE THE MOTHERS OF A COUPLE OF SOON TO BE MOTHERFUCKERS IS WHAT WE ARE! THE QUESTION IS, HOW ARE WE GOING TO DO IT?
Donna: I'M NOT SURE. I SUPPOSE WE COULD GET UP RIGHT NOW, WALK INTO THEIR BEDROOMS AND CLIMB ON TOP OF THEIR BIG DICKS AND THEY WOULDN'T STOP US -- LOL!
Me: YES, WE COULD, BUT MAYBE I'M NUTS, BUT I WANT TO BE ABLE TO SHARE THE MOMENT WITH YOU TOO.
Donna: MMMMMM, BUT HOW CAN WE DO IT?
Me: I THINK I HAVE AN IDEA, BUT I WANT TO THINK ABOUT IT FOR A BIT. TOMORROW IS FRIDAY. DO YOU THINK YOU CAN KEEP SHANE AT HOME TOMORROW NIGHT?
Donna: LOL! BABY, I CAN BARELY GET HIM OUT OF THE HOUSE ANYMORE. HE'S AFRAID HE'LL MISS MOMMY DOING SOMETHING SEXY!
Me: OKAY, LET'S SET THINGS UP SO THAT BOTH OUR BOYS WILL BE HOME AND UM...IN A STATE OF AROUSAL TOMORROW NIGHT AND LETS YOU AND I MEET ONLINE AT EIGHT O'CLOCK YOUR TIME?
Donna: SOUNDS GOOD TO ME, BUT WHAT DO YOU HAVE IN MIND, GIRL?
Me: SOMETHING FUN AND NAUGHTY, BUT I NEED TO THINK IT THROUGH A LITTLE. GET SHANE ALL HOT AND BOTHERED AND I'LL DO THE SAME WITH JOHN AND WHEN YOU GET ON LINE, I'LL TELL YOU MY PLAN.
We talked a little more, but I resisted giving up any more of my idea. We signed off with our now customary "I love you" to each other and I tried to get to sleep. I tossed and turned for a long time as I played my ideas out in my head. I was sure it would work. Of course at this stage of the game, I knew it wouldn't take much to get my son into my bed.
The next day crawled by, taking what seemed forever to get to 4:00 P.M. I ran several errands and then went over to the high school to watch John and his team play their county rivals. I sat with several other parents and watched the boys play hard -- John playing third base and on top of his game that night. He made two diving catches that saved his team runs and drove in three runs with two doubles. I'm sure I made a spectacle of myself, jumping up and down and cheering him and the other boys on. I noticed that there were several other mothers there alone and I wondered to myself if I was alone in desiring my son -- that there might be other mothers who fantasized about making love to their sons or maybe were already doing the deed. Just thinking about it made me wet. I could feel my panties moistening and by the time the game was over, I could feel that my inner thighs were slick with my juices.
Our boys won the game by a score of seven to four and John came running up to me afterwards and gave me a big hug! "We won, Mom!" In his exuberance, John wrapped his arms around me and picked me up and swung us around in a circle. "I could hear you up the stands, cheering me on!"
I laughed and demanded him to set me down, even as I relished the sensation of him pressing my pelvic region against his chest. Once I was on the ground again, he asked me if he could go out for a pizza with the guys. I told him that it was fine and gave him twenty dollars and said, "I don't want you out late tonight, honey. Be home by..." I glanced down at my watch. It was seven P.M. Donna would be expecting me at ten o'clock. "Be home by nine-thirty."
John rolled his eyes in exasperation, but before he could argue, I reached out and took him by the hand and locked my eyes on his. "I want you home early, son. I miss you when you're gone and I'm never sure when I might need you. Understand?"
John's face grew pale then turned a bright red. He swallowed a few times before answering. "Yes, I'll be home by nine, Mom."
I watched him leave with his buddies, he seeming a little more subdued than his teammates. He kept glancing back at me as they moved towards the locker room. I stood there and smiled, waving and occasionally blowing his a kiss. I wished I had been dressed in something more than a long denim skirt and blouse, something that would remind him of my naughty antics, but the expression on his face told me I needn't worry about my son coming home on time.
Back home, I took a long leisurely bath, washed my hair and put just a hint of perfume on. My own sexual scent quickly begin to waft in my nostrils and even though I appeared calm and serene on the outside, my every thought was centered on how this night would end and the thought of it ending in my son's loving embrace had my pussy absolutely dripping.
I debated on what to wear -- considering several negligees, but in the end, I settled for a cute little belly shirt with shoulder straps and a thong bikini. I studied myself in the mirror and liked what I saw. I'd worked to lose a little weight, but still had just a bit of a belly, but I thought it looked sexy on me. Exercising had tightened my butt cheeks a little and while the shirt concealed my breasts, without a bra on, the material molded itself to my tits, the material so thin you could see the bumps of my areolas.
I reflected on the thought that the last several weeks had at least one positive aspect beyond turning me into a horny woman. As I stared at my reflection in the mirror, I smiled at myself. I am sexy! If nothing else, my son's stares and erections and compliments had made me feel sexy and attractive. I had reacquired the confidence in my own sexuality that most women lose the first time the crow's feet begin to appear or when they perceive that their tits have begun to lose their eternal war with gravity. I am a forty-one year old mother -- I'm not some perfectly sculpted actress or model, but I am a by-God, sexy, gorgeous woman!
I was still reflecting on that as I heard my son's car pull up at twenty minutes past nine o'clock. When John came in, I was curled up on the couch, watching television. My son looked handsome. He had showered after the game and was wearing these big Bermuda shorts that are now the craze and a school T-shirt. He joined me on the couch, sitting on the far end so as to get the best view of my scantily clad body.
We chatted for a while, me doing nothing to tantalize him other than sitting there in what little clothing I had on. We talked about the game and what a great job he had done, both in the field and at bat and about school in general. He asked me how my day had been and I went through the highs and lows at the florist shop. The entire time, I could feel my pussy dripping and tingling and a quick glance down confirmed my nipples were trying their best to poke holes through the satiny material of my top. I could smell my arousal and from the way John's nostrils were flaring, so could he. There was a definite tent in his shorts that to his credit he was doing nothing to hide.
Our chat wandered aimlessly from topic to topic as we discussed possible plans for Saturday -- maybe going to a movie or out to dinner. I kept glancing up at the clock and when it was ten minutes till ten o'clock, I stood up and stretched, letting my arms go as high as I could manage, my shirt lifting until the lower part of my breasts were visible. I was also aware that the crotch of my panties was visibly wet, a dark blue spot spreading outward on the light blue material.
"I think I'm going to go up and get on my computer for a few minutes, John," I said glancing over at my son, his gaze fixated on my crotch. "Maybe chat a few minutes with my friend, Donna, before I call it a night."
"Okay, Mom," John replied, sounding seriously disappointed. I guess he was hoping for more than just a show. "I guess I might watch the sports channel and see how the Cubbies did today."
I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. "Sounds good, I'll come back down and give you a goodnight kiss before I go to bed." I smiled at him, stroked his cheek and said, "I love you, John. You are a good son." I turned and walked away, up the stairs, feeling his eyes on my naked cheeks like they were his hands.
Upstairs, I got on line and then had to try twice to get into my usual chat site -- my fingers were trembling so badly that I clicked on the wrong bookmark. But right on time, I was logged in and connected with Donna and immediately after that, our webcams were linked and I was looking at my partner in incestuous lust and love. Donna looked beautiful and nervous. She was wearing a tube top that left the upper portion of her firm tits exposed and stood up to show me a pair of thong panties that appeared to be an exact duplicate of the ones I was wearing, right down to the visible wet spot in the crotch. I stood up and showed off my own and she immediately typed in a brand name and I nodded.
We both began to laugh and couldn't contain ourselves for several minutes, unable to type or do anything other than look at each other and then breaking up in giggles again and again. When we finally could act normal, I was delighted to realize all the tension I had felt was gone. As if she could read my mind, Donna nodded and then began to type.
Donna: WE'RE REALLY GOING TO DO IT, AREN'T WE, CARMEN? WE'RE GOING TO FUCK OUR SONS.
Me: WE'RE GOING TO FUCK THEM TOGETHER, DONNA. WHERE IS SHANE?
Donna: LOL! HE'S IN HIS ROOM STUDYING. HE BLEW AN ENGLISH QUIZ AND I'VE BEEN PRETENDING TO BE MAD AT HIM. HOW ABOUT JOHN?
Me: HE'S DOWNSTAIRS WATCHING SPORTS AND WAITING FOR ME TO COME DOWN STAIRS TO KISS HIM GOODNIGHT. ARE YOU READY TO HEAR MY PLAN?
Donna nodded vigorously and I quickly typed out the details, enjoying the delicious grin that spread across her face.
Me: DO YOU THINK IT WILL WORK, DONNA?
Donna: ABSOLUTELY! THE BOYS ARE GOING TO LOVE IT! SHOULD I CALL MY SON UP NOW?
Me: YES AND I'LL CALL JOHN UP TOO. TIME TO LET THE GAMES BEGIN!!!
I turned in my chair and hollered, "John, can you come up stairs for a minute"
I heard a quick thump of feet on the stairs and then John was there. "Is everything all right?"
"Oh yeah, I need your help with something, but first let me introduce you to Donna. I beckoned him forward and he peered into my computer screen. Say 'hello' to Donna."
John leaned in and peered at the screen, his eyes roaming appreciatively over the sexy mother's image. Donna waved at him and my son laughed and waved back. A moment later and a handsome young man, looking every bit the sun-bleached surfer boy came into view. I let myself savor his fine figure in his tight T-shirt and jeans while Donna spoke to him. It was easy to read her lips and now that she was telling him to wave 'hi' at John and me. He gave us a friendly smile and waved, giving John a nod in that language that boys around the world share and gave me a long, appraising glance. "His name is Shane, he's Donna's son," I said to my son. Donna pointed to the keyboard.
Donna: I GUESS WE'RE READY, CARMEN. YOU WANT TO DO THE EXPLAINING?
Me: SURE. SHANE, YOUR MOM AND I HAVE BECOME GOOD FRIENDS OVER THE LAST SEVERAL MONTHS AND WE FEEL LIKE WE CAN SHARE OR SAY ANYTHING WITH EACH OTHER. NOW YOU AND MY SON HAVE PROBABLY NOTICED A CHANGE LATELY IN HOW YOUR MOMS HAVE BEEN ACTING AND...DRESSING, YES?
I could feel my son stiffen a little beside me as I said to him what I had typed for Donna and Shane. Shane visibly blushed and glanced down at his Mom's half naked body and then looked at me and slowly nodded.
Me: YOUR MOM AND I HAVE BEEN, WELL EXPLORING THINGS ABOUT OURSELVES AND WE'VE COME TO THE CONCLUSION THAT WE ARE BOTH NAUGHTY MOMS, AND WE LIKE BEING NAUGHTY MOMS! AND JUDGING FROM THE EVIDENCE, BOTH OUR SONS LIKE US BEING NAUGHTY MOMS TOO!
"Oh wow -- hell, yeah," I heard my son mutter even as my words registered with Shane. Donna looked up anxiously at her son for his reaction and then smiled as he reached out and squeezed her bare shoulder.
Me: WE'VE BEEN TRYING TO DECIDE WHICH OF US IS THE NAUGHTIEST MOTHER OF ALL AND SO WE NEED YOUR HELP TO DECLARE A WINNER! SHANE, YOUR MOTHER AND I ARE GOING TO PLAY A GAME OF DARES. YOU AND MY SON ARE GOING TO BE HELPING US WITH THAT, OKAY? SOMETIMES YOU BOYS WILL GET THE DARE AND SOMETIMES IT WILL BE US MOMS, UNDERSTAND? FIRST ONE TO REFUSE THE DARE, LOSES!
Both my son and Shane look like they'd been hit with baseball bats, but I could see a visible lump in Shane's jeans and with a quick glance to my right I could behold the huge tent in John's shorts that told me he was up for my game of dares.
Me: EVERYBODY READY? WHO GOES FIRST?
Donna: IT'S YOUR GAME, CARMEN, WHY DON'T YOU MAKE THE FIRST DARE.
Me: OKAY. HMMMM, THIS IS TOUGH. IT SEEMS TO ME THAT SHANE IS A LITTLE OVERDRESSED AT THE MOMENT. MOM, I DARE YOU TO TAKE YOUR SON'S JEANS OFF.
Donna never flinched, but gave me an evil smile and turned in her chair and began unbuttoning Shane's jeans. She eagerly tugged them down to reveal his boxer shorts, a huge tent pressing out of the front!
Donna: I'M GOING TO LIKE THIS GAME! MY TURN!!! JOHN, I DARE YOU TO KISS YOUR MOM FOR THIRTY SECONDS -- JUST A KISS -- NO TONGUE -- LOL!!
I felt John move and I looked up to see him staring back expectantly. I smiled and nodded, taking his hand and squeezing it. John took that as encouragement and leaned down, pressing his lips to mine. His lips felt wonderful pressed against mine and it was difficult to not open my mouth and offer him my tongue. Too soon, I felt my son pull back. I didn't want to stop and he left me there in mid pucker.
Me: OMG!!! THAT WAS GREAT. LET'S UP THE ANTE A LITTLE. SHANE, I DARE YOU TO FRENCH KISS YOUR MOM FOR THIRTY SECONDS!
Shane wasted no time, bending over and pressing his lips to his mother's. John and I watched in awe as they passionately kissed, Donna's arms coming up and embracing her son, pulling her to him as their tongues danced and rolled together. When Shane pulled away, Donna gave her son a last, loving lick across the lips and then turned and grinned at us as she began to type
Donna: YOU EVIL BITCH!! YOU DON'T KNOW HOW GOOD THAT WAS! CARMEN, STAND UP AND BEND OVER. JOHN, I DARE YOU TO RUB YOUR MOM'S ASS CHEEKS FOR THE NEXT THIRTY SECONDS!
I gasped as I realized we were about to take this to a point there was no turning back from. I stood up and turned and leaned over, using the chair for support. I looked over at my shoulder and looked back at my son. He had the look of a little boy wanting so bad to stick his hand in the cookie jar and not sure if he'd be in trouble. "It's okay, son." I said reassuringly.
John moved up and put his palm on my butt cheek. He slowly ran it over my ass cheek and back again, his fingertips making me shiver as they brushed along the crack of my ass. "So smooth," he sighed. His touch sent shivers of pleasure coursing through me and I gave a quiet curse when my time was up.
Me: I AM FEELING SO HOT. SHANE, ARE YOU FEELING LUCKY? I DARE YOU TO PUT YOUR HAND INTO MOM'S TUBE TOP AND FONDLE HER TITS FOR THIRTY SECONDS!
Shane looked stupefied for a moment as what I imagined was one of his life-long fantasies was being offered to him. He sat his hand on his mother's shoulder again and she turned her head and kissed it before he slowly slid his hand downward and under the tube top, cupping Donna's lovely breast. His mother closed her eyes and bit her lower lip as his hand moved over her tit and I envied her the sensation of his palm rubbing against her hard, erect nipple. I don't even think Donna realized she was doing it, but she reached up with her hand and tugged the tube top down, exposing both her beautiful tits. "So lovely," I breathed in a quiet voice.
"Your's are more beautiful, Mom," John said in an equally awed voice.
Donna: TIME TO GET NASTY! JOHN, I WANT YOU TO PUT YOUR HAND UNDER YOUR MOM'S TOP AND FONDLE HER BIG TITS WHILE YOU FRENCH KISS HER FOR THE NEXT THIRTY SECONDS.
"Fuckin A!" my son muttered and he leaned down for another kiss. My mouth was open and welcoming as his tongue met mine. At the same time, I felt his hand move under my belly shirt and grasp my breast. I moaned into John's mouth as he let his fingers sink into my soft, meaty tit, raising up to force his palm against my throbbing nipple, so badly in need of stimulation. My hand came up and cupped the back of my son's head, keeping him in place, not wanting him to pull away as we kissed like the lovers we were on the verge of becoming! Its end came too soon and we both broke away the kiss gasping, almost blushing as Donna and her son applauded us on the screen. I turned to face the screen, savoring the look of anticipation on Donna's face.
ME: THAT WAS SOOO INTENSE. SHANE, I DARE YOU TO PUT YOUR HAND DOWN IN YOUR MOM'S PANTIES AND GIVE ME A REPORT!
Donna's eyes widened but she quickly lifted her hips off the chair to give Shane better access and to show off to me and my son. Shane's hand disappeared into his Mom's thong and she immediately jerked as if she'd received an electric shock. Her mouth opened to moan and I immediately wished we had thought to have added audio. The fabric of her crotch bulged with exploring fingers and Donna hunched herself against her son's probing digits. Sean grinned at the camera and reached out with his free hand and began to type.
Shane: WOW! MOM IS HOT AND CREAMY! DID YOU KNOW SHE SHAVES HER PUSSY?
When his time was up, Shane slipped his hand out of his mother's panties. I could see Donna cry out in protest, thrusting her pelvis upward. Her son held up two fingers to the webcam and we could see them glistening with his mother's pussy juices. Shane winked at the camera and then licked his fingers like they were an ice cream cone.
ME: OH YESSSS! FEEL FREE TO LICK HER CREAM OFF YOUR FINGERS!
Donna: MMMMMMM -- JOHN, GIVE YOUR MOTHER THE SAME TREATMENT. I DARE YOU TO PUT YOUR HAND INTO MOM'S PANTIES AND COP A GOOD FEEL! TELL ME WHAT YOU FIND.
Like Donna, I raised myself up, throwing my legs over the arms of my office chair, gulping for air as I felt my son's palm press gently against my belly before sliding downwards and under my thong. "Ohhhh myyyy!" I gasped as I felt John's fingers slid across my trimmed bush and then into my wet folds of flesh, two fingers slipping between my labia lips. The sensation of contact was incredible as the realization that it was my son slipping his fingers into my pussy. A sweet, electrical shock detonated between my legs as John's index and middle fingers slipped inside me to swirl around, gently probing me.
"Mmmggaahhhh -- yessssss! F-finger Mommy's pussy, baby!" I stammered to my son, thrusting my pelvis again his exploring digits. John's fingers went deep and then curled upwards, seeking my pleasure points and finding them as I squealed with delight. I started to rise up out of the chair, but John used his other hand to gently press me down, then, much to my dismay, my son withdrew his fingers from my clasping pussy, fingers thickly coated with my cream. Donna and Shane never took their eyes off of us, his hand again on her shoulder and her hand on top of his.



"You are so fucking hot, Mom!" John moaned and then stuck his fingers in his mouth and sucked them clean as he leaned over me to use the keyboard.
JOHN: MOM'S HOTTER THAN THE FOURTH OF JULY! SHE IS ALL KINDS OF WET! EVEN HER LITTLE BUSH IS SOAKED!!! SORRY -- I COULDN'T WAIT FOR YOU TO TELL ME TO SUCK MOM'S JUICES OFF MY HAND!
Donna shook her head and laughed and licked her lips. I was now shaking so much with lust that I could barely hit the keys. My nipples were so hard and swollen, they actually hurt and my panties were a sodden mess, my juices again soaking and staining my chair.
ME: I DON'T THINK DONNA MINDS, DO YOU, SWEETIE? NOW, MOM, I DARE YOU TO REACH IN AND FISH OUT YOUR SON'S COCK! I WANT TO SEE HOW BIG IT IS! AND I DARE YOU TO STROKE IT, MOM!
Donna grinned and fulfilled a long time fantasy as she slipped her hand into her son's boxers and brought out his erect penis. Shane's mother turned and raised her eyebrows at me as she stroked it slowly, proudly showing off her son's cock. I gave a little eek as I saw how big and long it was. Donna then stared up at her son's face as she masturbated him for thirty seconds. When she reluctantly let him go, it slapped hard against his stomach.
Donna: I TOLD YOU IT WAS BIG, CARMEN! MOM, I DARE YOU TO PULL DOWN JOHN'S SHORTS AND GIVE HIS DICK A LITTLE KISS AND LICK!
"Are you ready for this, John?" I asked my son. "Can Mom touch your cock?"
"Ohhh yesss, Mom. I've dreamed of this!" John sighed as I tugged his shorts down, freeing his cock.
"Omigod, son, you are fucking huge!" I gasped as I took him in my hand. My pussy tingled in anticipation of being stuffed by my son's massive dick. I had known John was big just from the obvious bulges in his pants, but up close and now touching his stiff rod, I couldn't believe how big he was. If I had known what had been hanging between my son's legs earlier, I'm sure I would have already become his lover! I stroked my son and glanced back at the screen at Donna and her son. Donna was eyeing my son's cock with interest and I tried to compare Shane's cock with the one in my hand. It was hard to tell (and I was distracted by the throbbing meat in my hand), but I think Shane's cock was a little bit longer, but John's girth was greater.
I was so enthralled with my son's penis that I almost forgot to follow through with Donna's dare. I puckered up and planted a wet smooch on the crown of John's cock and then playing up to the camera, I moved my mouth downwards and then ran my tongue up the length of my son's shaft and finished by swirling my tongue over his swollen cock head. It took all my self control to not start sucking his lovely cock and return to the keyboard.
Me: OHHH MY GOD! MOM DONNA, I DARE YOU TO SUCK YOUR SON'S COCK FOR THIRTY SECONDS!
Donna: I THOUGHT YOU WOULD NEVER ASK!
Donna turned from the keyboard and took her son's cock in hand. She flicked her tongue over the head, picking up a sliver of precum from his slit, then took him deep in her mouth, closing her lips around his meat and hollowing her cheeks, began to suck Shane.
Her son, bless his horny little heart, had the presence of mind to reach out and pick up the webcam, pointing it downwards so that my son and I could see Donna sucking his cock from his point of view. Her eyes had an expression of pure bliss as she slid her lips up and down on his penis, making it shiny with her saliva. Sucking her son's cock had Donna losing all track of time.
Me: I SAID THIRTY SECONDS YOU SLUT -- LOL!!
Shane laughed when he read my message and after setting the webcam back in place, he eased his mother's face out of his crotch. Donna looked distinctly unhappy as she turned back to face the PC.
Donna: YOU HAVE NO IDEA HOW HARD IT WAS TO STOP! JOHN, I DARE YOU TO GET BETWEEN YOUR MOM'S LEGS, PULL OFF HER PANTIES AND LICK HER PUSSY FOR THIRTY SECONDS!
John face was a bright red, but he looked eager and he moved down between my legs and pulled them together so he could remove my thong. As he pulled them off me, he brought the skimpy panties to his nose and took a deep breath. "God, I love your smell, Mom!" He then held up the panties to the webcam and squeezed the cream filled crotch so that we could all watch rivulets of pussy juice trickle over his hand.
John spread my legs, letting them again drape over the arms of my chair and then without warning, shoved his face into my flowered cunt, making me squeal with joy and surprise. His tongue shot out and roiled through my wet flesh expertly and I realized with a start that my son was not eating pussy for the first time. This was confirmed as his tongue washed over my swollen clitoris. "Ohhhh yesssss, sonnn!" I moaned as I bucked my pelvis into his face and let my fingers slip into his dark hair and pulling his face more firmly against my pussy. I picked up the webcam and pointed it downwards to let Donna and Shane watch my son work his talented tongue and mouth. Donna grinned evilly and began to type.
Donna: LOL! JUST THIRTY SECONDS, CARMEN, REMEMBER? LET HIS HEAD GO, YOU WHORE!
I moaned with frustration. I was so tempted not to let John stop. I could feel the beginnings of an orgasm growing deep within me as my son hungrily licked and nibbled at me -- his tongue lapping me and sucking on my pussy lips. I reluctantly let him slip from my grip and then pushed him back, mewling in delight as he kept sucking on my labia, stretching it out. I gasped in amazement! My son had me close to orgasm in just a few seconds with his tongue!
ME: OH DONNA, I ALMOST CAME! JOHN'S TONGUE IS SOOO SWEET! SHANE, I DARE YOU TO USE THREE FINGERS ON YOUR MOM'S PUSSY FOR THE NEXT THIRTY SECONDS.
Shane knelt down and his mother meekly let him pull her panties off her, leaving her virtually naked (her tube top was still on, rolled below her pert breasts now). She spread her legs wide and pushed her butt to the edge of her seat. Donna took hold of her labia and spread her cunt lips wide, giving Shane an easy and erotic target. Index, Middle and Ring fingers slipped into her and I could hear her lips move and almost read her pleas to fuck her hard and fast with his fingers.
Shane immediately obeyed his mother and began to rapidly plunge his fingers in and out of her wet, grasping pussy. The effect on his mother was immediate as she stiffened in her chair, her mouth gaping open as she relished the sensation of her son finger-fucking her. Donna's hands came up to pinch and tease her nipples as Shane worked his fingers in and out. John and I could see Donna's sudden cry of protest as Shane who was keeping count suddenly withdrew his hand. He immediately began licking his Mom's cunt cream of his fingers while Donna turned back to the keyboard, her body quivering with need.
Donna: WHY COULDN'T YOU HAVE TOLD MY SON TO FINGERFUCK ME FOR AT LEAST A COUPLE OF MINUTES! CARMEN, I DARE YOU TO SUCK JOHN'S COCK FOR THE NEXT THIRTY SECONDS WHILE JOHN FINGERS YOU AT THE SAME TIME.
Later, Donna told me what an erotic sight my son and I made as he leaned down and fucked my pussy with three fingers while I leaned into his pelvis and took his cock into my mouth. My whole body seemed to be on fire as my son penetrated my body with his fingers. I could feel my cunt muscles contracting, hungry for his touch, seeking to hold him inside me. My mind reeled as I processed the fact that I had my son's penis, hard, long and stiff in my mouth. My tongue fluttered madly over his velvety steel skin while I sucked him. This all was so right and so incredibly naughty at the same time. This forbidden contact, this violation of custom and law was so incredible -- I knew that I would never be the same -- that no other man's touch or love could ever make me the same way again. All too soon, I felt John withdraw his fingers and then gently withdraw his cock from my sucking mouth.
I looked up at my son with such longing and saw his lustful desire written on his face. I wanted and needed my son and he wanted and needed me and I knew that the game was over -- that all that was left was to commit the deep, utter, complete and beautiful incest with my son.
Me: TIME TO PUT UP OR SHUT UP! I DARE BOTH JOHN AND SHANE TO SIT DOWN AND LET YOUR MOTHERS RIDE YOUR BIG COCKS UNTIL YOU FILL US UP WITH YOUR SPUNK!
Donna stood up, a lusty smile on her face and began to type as Shane slipped behind her and sat down in her chair, his cock standing straight up.
Donna: ABOUT FUCKING TIME, CARMEN!! I'M GOING NUTS HERE. C'MON GIRL, LETS FUCK OUR SONS AND LIVE OUT OUR FANTASIES! LET'S MAKE OUR SONS MOTHERFUCKERS!!
I was standing up myself and I could my son saying as much to himself as he was to me, "Oh my god -- I can't believe this is really happening. I'm going to fuck you, Mom!"
I turned around and bent over as John sat down, my hand stroking his hard cock as I kissed him. "That's right, son. You're going to fuck your mother, so do a good job, honey!"
I turned to face the PC and the webcam and I hoped I looked calmer than I felt. All the teasing and fantasy were about to end. Donna and I had pushed and pushed our relationships with our sons to way beyond any conventional norms and now, we were crossing that taboo line. I felt no regret, only the anticipation that perhaps an aroused virgin might feel on her wedding night.
Donna and I were mirror images as we watched each other and moved almost as one -- both of us straddling our young stud sons. We gave each other reassuring smiles as we slowly lowered ourselves downward till our pussies were hovering over our sons' cocks. I could see Donna's cunt lips, swollen and spread, like a hungry mouth ready to swallow her son's long and hard penis. Between my legs, I could feel the immensity of my son's cockhead, brushing my wet flesh between my labia.
Donna and I nodded to each other and then almost reading each other's minds, we mouthed to each other, "One-Two-THREE." On the Three count, we both lowered ourselves onto our son's erections. Donna's eyes opened wide as she took his cock inside her and I sobbed out loud as I suddenly found myself being crammed full of cockmeat.
Both boys were big and despite my arousal and Donna's -- our cunts sopping wet, we both had to move slowly downwards, partly from their girth and partly from erotic sensory overload. These were our sons! This was the child that I had given birth to and now to realize -- to savor the sinful sensation of his flesh returning to its birthplace was almost more than I could deal with. It was beyond pleasure -- it was joy heaven sent!
Time slowed down, the universe centering around the slowing expanding sensation between my legs of immense, erotic pleasure as my pussy was crammed full of incestuous cock! I was aware that I was moaning, a low, soulful sound that was growing in intensity even as I watched Donna's reaction to having her cunt stuffed with her son's stiff dick. Erotic anguish was etched on her face and she was moaning, she was screaming with pleasure as she took all of him inside her, her body almost convulsing from the pleasure.
My labia scraped and then pressed firmly into John's wiry pubic hairs and I realized even as orgasmic pleasure wracked my body that I had all of him buried in my cunt. "Y-you feeeel sooo good, J-John," I stammered. "You are sooo big, baby!"
"Your pussy is awesome, Mom -- you feel so wet and silky and so fucking tight!" gasped John, his arms wrapped around my waist. I could feel him kissing my back, little quick butterfly kisses that made me shiver with delight.
Like a helpless rag doll, Donna sat suspended on her son's cock, his arms wrapped around her and hands cupping her perky tits. Mother and son were slowly rocking back and forth, Shane's cock buried deep in his mother's pussy. As I watched their movement, I began to emulate them and groaned as the movement changed the points of pressure that John's cock stimulated inside of me. "Ohhh, Mom, that feels soo fucking good!" my son gasped as I moved back and forth. As we moved, I tried to type a message to Donna.
Me: OMIGODD! ITSSWONDERFUL DON'T YOU LUV YOUR SONNNS COCK, DONNNNA?
My writing became atrocious and can you blame me? Try trying to type coherently when you're stuffed with your son's cock and see how well you do. It took a minute or two before Donna even noticed my words and longer before she attempts a reply.
Donna: LLOVEMYU BABYS COOCCCCCK ABOUTT TO CUMMMM LOVE MYY SONNNS LOVEFUK HIMIM!
We both typed a little more babble, but our need to mate with our sons took over and we devoted our attention to our sons' splendid penises. John's hands went to my hips and he began to slowly lift me up and down. I sobbed with delight, helpless to do anything but enjoy my son's cock as he slowly moved me up and down. I am so short, my feet dangled in the air and I was totally at his mercy. My pussy felt so full! Each up and down motion, I could feel his thick shaft scraping my sides, so tight was my cunt packed that I swear I could feel every vein and bump on John's cock.
On the screen in front of me, I could see Shane and Donna fucking. Donna's longer legs allowing her to control her movements and her calves bulging with strain as she bounced herself up and down on her son's long dick, her slick, glistening labia clasping at Shane's penis. My friend's lips were pursed and I could almost hear the coos and moans of Donna's pleasure piercing the silence of the internet. Shane's fingers were playing and pinching her swollen nipples, no doubt adding to the delicious delight his cock was giving his mother.
My pussy began to spasm as I felt my orgasm begin to build, my son's cock stoking the flames of my pleasure as he seemed to grow even larger inside me. His huge crown was pressing against my cervix, deeper than any man had ever penetrated me and the simple knowledge that my own son was about to deposit his youthful seed inside me seemed to intensify my pleasure all the more.
Movement on my computer screen caught my eye and I focused in to see Donna's body convulsing. Shane was thrusting his hips upward to drive deep into his mother's pussy and then once buried, both seemed to stiffen and Donna's mouth opened wide as a silent scream of orgasm was ripped from her. The carnal vision on my PC sent me over the edge and I managed to whimper, "Oh God! I'm going to cum, John. Mommy's cummingggg!" before the world caught fire.
Orgasmic flames raced outward from my pussy which clamped tightly around my son's cock, my cunt muscles holding John in place and milking his cock for his sperm. All I could manage was a shrill scream as my son gave me my first incestuous cock induced orgasm. Pleasure so intense it bordered on pain seemed to overwhelm me, making me a reflection of Donna, helpless in the throes of her own incestuous orgasm.
"Mommm! I -- Your pussy is sooo -- I'm going to cum, MOM!" John wailed and I felt his cock swell inside me and then unleash a torrent of his hot semen, bathing my insides, coating my womb with his seed. My orgasm escalated to new heights and I babbled incoherently as wave after wave of pleasure seemed to tear my body apart and heal it all within the tick of a single second repeated over and over again.
I let myself become lost in the moment, aware of only my own pleasure and that of my son, allowing myself to be immersed in the carnality, the sweet incestuous sin and love we had created. For what seemed an eternity, John's cock pulsed and fed my pussy his sweet, steaming sperm while I baptized his cock with my motherly cunt cream. We seemed to drift in heavenly bliss forever.
At some point I returned to the universe, stirred out of my reverie by the sensation of my son's cock slowly shrinking while his hands caressed my body, fondling my breasts and stroking my pussy. "I love you, John," I sighed, my voice trembling with emotion.
"I love you too, Mom," replied my son in a quiet, happy voice.
I focused my eyes on my computer screen and smiled as I saw Donna and Shane smiling back at me. Donna's short, dark hair was wet with sweat and her body glistened from her exertions and I could see her breasts bob up and down as she still gasped for air. Still sitting in her son's lap, I could see her son's half-erect cock, covered in their mixed cum. Her wide spread pussy was dripping semen.
My cunt throbbed around my son's semi-erect cock, as yet unwilling to let him go. I felt waterlogged or maybe the word should be sperm-logged with my son's seed and I must confess that it was a sensation that left me both content and aroused. I felt John's hands close around my breasts, sending aftershocks through me as he rubbed his palms against my nipples. It was a lovely way to come down from an orgasm. I twisted around and put one arm around my son's shoulders and leaned in and kissed him, softly, slowly, conveying both passion and motherly love to my son and lover.
When I turned my attention back to my friend, she was typing,
Donna: SO -- WAS IT GOOD FOR YOU? LOL
Me: MMMMM, BETTER THAN I EVER DREAMED. AND FOR YOU? DID YOU LOVE YOUR SON'S COCK?
Donna: OHHH MY GOD! I HAVE NEVER HAD A MULTIPLE ORGASM BEFORE. AND WATCHING YOU AND YOUR SON MADE IT SOOO MUCH BETTER.
Me: SAME HERE -- YOU AND SHANE WERE SO BEAUTIFUL TO WATCH. IT DOESN'T GET ANY BETTER THAN THIS!
Donna: MMMMM, I CAN THINK OF ONLY ONE THING THAT COULD MAKE THIS MOMENT ANY MORE INCREDIBLE.
Me: REALLY?!! PLEASE TELL ME!
Donna grinned evilly at me and I felt a tremor of anticipatory delight rifle through me.
Donna: THE ONLY THING THAT COULD MAKE THIS NIGHT BETTER IS IF WE WERE ALL TOGETHER AND YOU AND I COULD LICK EACH OTHER'S SON'S SPUNK OUT OF EACH OTHER'S PUSSY!
John moaned as he read Donna's words and I felt his cock begin to stiffen inside my still wet and aroused cunt. I stared at Donna as she leaned back against her son, spreading her pussy lips wider and then used two fingers to spoon up some of her son's semen and then with a lewd smile, lick it off her fingers. I sighed and hurriedly typed a response.
Me: YOU KNOW, THE GAME HASN'T ENDED. DONNA, I DARE YOU AND YOUR SON TO COME VISIT US AND DO THAT FOR REAL!
Donna smiled and said something to her son who nodded eagerly. There was a carnal lust in her eye as her fingers quickly typed a response. She pressed the send key and then looked into the camera and mouthed the words, "I love you, Carmen!" And her message?
Donna: WHEN?
The End (?)
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This place was something out of an old country-gospel song. A small clapboard church, painted white with a small, but tall steeple, situated in a holler between two low mountain ridges. Mom and I were sitting on hard wooden benches about mid way up the sanctuary, holding hands as the minister, a scrawny, middle aged fellow with a bobbing Adam's apple, held forth in a sermon about God's love for us and that love was what our world lacked most.
Mom squeezed my hand as the minister emphasized with a slapping hand on his podium that, "An' love just ain't overflowing in this sinful world and when you find love, you need to embrace it and hold it as tight as you can, for it is sure to be a sin in God's eyes for anyone to let love, which is his most precious gift to us all, to let love be lost and abandoned."
Several of the church's parishioners murmured a fervent amen and I glanced at Mom, the sight of her making my heart beat just that much faster and I said in a heartfelt whisper, "Amen." The look my mother gave me in response made me fall in love with her all over again and to be honest, gave me an erection right in the middle of the church service.
Mom had asked me to take her to church and I was happy to do so. We had gotten up early and we had drove deep into the mountains of Eastern Kentucky to take Mom's friend, Emma up on her invitation to attend church this sunny Sunday morning -- the same church Mom had been raised up in. It was a beautiful day -- yesterday's long rain scrubbing the humidity out of the air and making it a day to be thankful just be alive, not to mention sitting hand in hand with the woman you loved.
Mom looked lovely as always. She was wearing the most conservative of her sexy outfits that she had brought with her on our trip, but it did nothing to nullify her sheer sensuous beauty. Mom's longish black hair was pulled back in a French twist that draped over her right shoulder. She was wearing another yellow sundress that had a squared scoop neckline that put the upper portions of her voluptuous breasts on proud display. The hemline was just above her knees and showed off her shapely legs in a way that drew the eye of every male with a pulse and not a few of the females around as well. Mom was lovely and exuded sex, but in truth, I think Mom would have looked sexy in a polar suit.
We had been greeted warmly by the minister, a Reverend Golwell, who announced our presence early in his remarks to the church before beginning his sermon. "We are so gratified to have our sister Carrie back amongst us today, her and her son John and we hope they will visit us again. Sister Emma tells me they are considering a move back to our beautiful state and Lord willing, maybe soon we'll see them every Sunday."
There were several murmurs and cranings of necks to check us out, the murmurs seeming to be positive in tone. Emma Johnson smiled happily at us from the choir loft and for not the last time, I marveled that someone else knew about Mom and I being lovers and they wholeheartedly approved. When the choir finished its last song and they returned to their seats while the last refrain played out, I looked with great interest as Emma sat down next to a tall, middle aged man a little older than her. They both smiled approvingly at Mom and me as Reverend Golwell began his sermon.
It sent a thrill through me to know that Emma and her Bill were brother and sister, that we weren't the only incestuous lovers around. I could see the family resemblance in them from the color of their hair and eyes to the shape of their noses. As Reverend Golwell preached, I would let my eyes wander over the worshippers and tried to imagine who else sitting here might know and understand the love that Mom and I shared.
After the service, many folks came by to greet us or to catch up with Mom. As Mom chatted with several folks, I stood by her side proudly, holding her hand as she introduced me to various old friends or neighbors. I had no idea how many might know or suspect that Mom and I were lovers and soulmates, but each seemed to greet us as a couple and I found that wonderful and arousing, although I was a little embarrassed as my slacks did nothing to hide the bulge of my erect cock.
As we walked down the steps of the church entrance, an old man tottered up to meet us at the bottom, his arm held and supported by a woman maybe fifteen or twenty years older than Mom. He was short and slightly built, his hair white and thin and he was wearing glasses with coke bottle lenses, magnifying his eyes into enormous orbs.
"Why, Carrie Hamilton! You've gone an' grown up!" the old man said in a voice that belied his years.
Mom squealed with happiness and said, "Why, Reverend Simmons! I didn't see you when we came in. It's so good to see you!" Mom hurried to the bottom of the steps and gave the old man a careful hug. He cackled and hugged her back hard.
"Yessireebob! Little Carrie Hamilton all grown up, pretty as ever and with a handsome young man!" He turned to the woman beside him and remarked, "Why, I can remember baptizing this little girl when she was eleven years old. Her daddy was so proud."
Mom blushed with happiness and introduced me as her son. Reverend Simmons shook my head gravely and said, "Your Mom is just a wonderful woman, but --" and he paused and winked at me, "But I reckon you already know that." He turned again to the woman on his arm and said, "Carrie, you remember my youngest daughter, Melinda?"
"Pleased to meet you, Carrie -- John," Melinda said. "Papa, I doubt Carrie would remember me. I moved to Detroit about the time Carrie was a little girl." She smiled at us and said, "I came home to live with Papa when Mama died."
"Oh Reverend Simmons, I didn't know! I am so sorry to hear Miz Simmons passed on!" Mom reached out and hugged the old man again. "Marilyn was a wonderful woman!"
An expression of sadness passed over the old man's face. "Yes, I miss her everyday, Carrie." Then his expression brightened as he turned and smiled at his daughter. "But my Melinda has been by my side every day since these last nine years or so and we've been very happy." He reached over and kissed his daughter on the cheek and she beamed with happiness.
A thrill shot through me as I read a lot into his remarks. Mom had told me that Reverend Simmons had married his own sister and now I had to wonder if he had the same loving relationship with his daughter.
Melinda seemed to read my mind and almost confirmed my speculations as she grinned unashamedly and replied, "Yes, Papa has made me a happy woman these past years," she nudged him and added, "He's pretty spry for such an old coot."
Reverend Simmons guffawed and said, "Why, I'm just hittin' my prime. My old daddy lived to be one hundred and ought-three and I'm just eighty-four!"
At that moment, Emma Johnson walked up with her husband and invited all of us to eat with them at a local restaurant. We all agreed to meet up there in half an hour. Once Mom and I were in the car, I looked at her and repeated my remarks from a few days earlier. "Mom, we have got to move here!"
Mom laughed as we pulled out of the gravel and dirt parking lot and onto the highway. "Yes, we wouldn't be a scandal around here, would we?" She gave me directions for this restaurant we were heading for, apparently a local legend for fried catfish dinners.
"Son, I am as wet as you are hard from all this." Mom exclaimed as I drove us along, pulling up her dress to show me her yellow thong bikini, the small patch of material dark and wet and her inner thighs glistening faintly with her arousal. "As soon as we get finished with dinner, I'm going to take you somewhere and rape you." Mom said in a teasing voice. I could only groan and it took all my willpower to tear my gaze away from Mom's full luscious thighs and pay attention to the curvy road.
The restaurant was in a dilapidated old building with old, well used tables and chairs, but the food was exquisite. It was a remarkable dinner with Mom and Emma and Reverend Simmons dominating the conversation. Along with the talk of old times and remembered friends and family were a lot of knowing glances at each other and a few times I had to stifle a giddy impulse to just stand up and shout, "ISN'T INCEST JUST FUCKING GREAT!" But I knew there was no need to really say it. Our glances at each other -- the knowing smiles said it all for us. The topic never came up at the table and I came to realize that although we all were thinking about it, for the Johnsons and the Simmons, this was normal life. I both envied them and found myself eager for the time when Mom and I would be able to share their honest and wonderful lifestyle.
Mom's face was flushed and she kept glancing at me with a needful look in her eyes. There was almost a visible vibration to her -- one I had come to recognize as intense sexual desire. I knew that if I slipped my hand up her dress that between her legs I would find a molten mound of wet pussy flesh.
After the table was cleared of our dinner dishes and we were waiting on dessert -- "Apple Pie from Heaven!" drawled Bill Johnson, I excused myself to go to the restroom. I was just shaking off at a urinal and idly thinking that for an old rundown restaurant, they kept their restrooms clean, when I heard the Men's door open and Mom gasped, "Get into the stall now, son!"
Before I could say a word, Mom had pushed me into the single stall in the room and closed and latched the door behind us. Mom threw her arms around me and kissed me hard and passionately, her tongue demanding entrance into my mouth to dance with my tongue. I felt my cock quickly harden as Mom pressed her voluptuous body against mine.
I need you right now, John!" Mom moaned, pushing me back and dropping the lid down on the toilet seat. "I need to feel you hard inside me, son!" In a flurry of hands, Mom had my slacks unbuckled, undone and pooled down around my ankles. Then Mom reached under her sun dress and stepped out of her thong bikini. She hand it to me and I was amazed at how it was positively dripping with her cunt cream. My cock stood at full attention as Mom pushed me onto the toilet seat, hiked up her dress and straddled me.
"Fuck me, John. Give Momma that big dick right now," Mom moaned before kissing me again.
"Ohhhh, Mom -- yessss!" I managed to gasp as Mom's sweet, hot syrupy pussy engulfed my rigid dick and she slowly slid down my erection until her wet, hairy cunt ground against my pubic hairs. Any other words I might have spoken were lost as Mom's luscious tongue rolled over my own as we kissed passionately.
"Mmmmmgoddd!" Mom moaned as she squirmed happily on my cock, her pussy flesh massaging my throbbing shaft. She kissed me firmly, finishing it with a deliciously lewd lick of her tongue across my lips. "Sorry, son. I couldn't hold out any longer. I was about to start screaming!" She began to slowly rise up and down on my cock. "God -- mmmmm, I may have to scream anyway. I love your cock so much, John!" Mom sighed.
I had my hands on Mom's waist, helping her piston up and down, trying to make each moment of my mother's pussy being wrapped around my dick last as long as possible. There is nothing that matches the sweet, sinful sensation of your mother's pussy sliding wetly and steamily around your swollen cockflesh. "I love you, Mom," I gasped as she rode me slow and sweet.
"I love you too, son!" Mom whispered back, her voice strained and halting as incestuous pleasure began to overwhelm her. "My sweet, precious John -- my lover -- my son, Momma loves you too!" The heat from her aroused pussy was incredible and Mom was so wet -- her cream flowing into my crotch -- drenching our entangled pubic hair. The wonderful aroma of Mom's wet cunt wafted upwards, making my nostrils flare.
Mom's slow movements began to pick up speed over several minutes until she was riding me hard, her calf muscles bulging as she worked herself back and forth atop my erection. Mom and I stared into each other's eyes as we kissed and said sweet nothings to each other. I saw my own love and lust reflected in my mother's beautiful eyes and then the need, the urge to orgasm. Mom's pussy tightened around my cock and her fingernails dug into my shoulders.
"J-John, I'm going to -- ohhhh yessss, I'm goinggg to cummmm!" Mom wailed and then she spasmed on top of my, lifting her feet off the floor, allowing her own weight to drive me as deep inside her womb as possible, her knees rising to press against my hips. "Yessssss, makingggg me cummmm!"
Mom's pussy closed tight around my pussy, bathing it in a flood of her molten cunt juices and spurring me on to orgasm. I buried my face against Mom's mostly exposed breasts, my lips kissing her soft, fleshy globes as my cock began to jerk inside Mom and fill her with my hot semen.
Mom and I gripped each other tight, rocking in synch as only lovers can, basking in the sweet delights of our incestuous lovemaking. We gazed happily into each others eyes as we slowly got our breath back and fuck sweat cooled on our bodies making us shiver delightfully.
It was with regret that Mom finally climbed off of me, moaning softly as my cock slipped free of her clasping cunt with a juicy plop. I felt a hungry twinge of resurgence as Mom stood over me, an angelic smile on her face as she held her dress up with one hand while cupping her sex with the other. "My god, son -- that was quite the load!" Mom murmured as she gently rubbed her pussy and then brought her jism covered fingers up to her lips and quickly slurped my semen off them.
Mom reached over and took back her juicy panties and deftly stepped into them. "I can't believe I did that, John," Mom giggled. "What will those people out there think?"
I shrugged as I stood up and kissed Mom while buckling up my pants. I could taste myself on her lips, making my cock stir even more. "I'm sure they'll be thinking that we've been doing exactly what we have been doing. Does it really matter?"
Mom laughed again, glancing in the mirror and trying to fix her sweat dampened hair. "I guess not. In truth, its making me wet again just knowing that when I walk back out there, those people will know my pussy's full of my son's sperm."
I stepped up behind her, pressing my bulge against her soft rear end. "Yeah, it's making me hard again too." I paused as I wrapped my arms around Mom. "No, you're making me hard, Mom. I love you."
Mom wiggled in my grasp and kissed me quick, saying, "Down, tiger! We'll have time again in a little bit, maybe. Right now, our dessert is growing cold."
I slipped a hand under Mom's dress and palmed her panty covered mound, feeling the wetness, worsened now by my load of spunk. "I dunno, Mom. My dessert feels mighty hot!"
Somehow, Mom managed to escape my grasp and redfaced and giggling, we both returned to the table where the others were already eating their apple pie. Reverend Simmons beamed up at us and said, "Sorry, we started dessert without you." He looked at us over his thick lenses and waggled his thick eyebrows lasciviously and continued, "Or maybe you two already had something sweet?"
There was some general guffaws and his daughter, Melinda smacked him softly on the arm and said, "Now, Papa behave yourself." I felt my face burn and Mom grinned and said nothing, taking a bite of apple pie with her right hand while her left slipped down and caressed my inner thigh.
We enjoyed the rest of dinner and then slowly ambled our way out of the place -- Bill Johnson and Reverend Simmons having a good natured, but spirited argument over who was picking up the check. I found myself alone with Melinda on the front porch of the restaurant, her appraising me carefully. For a woman of maybe fifty five or sixty years, she was a lovely woman, with a small, trim figure, Sandy blonde hair going to gray, and brilliant green eyes that were filled with laughter.
"So, John -- how long have you and your mother...?" She let the question trail off and smiled at me knowingly.
"Um...since this past Christmas," I replied, feeling my blush begin anew.
Melinda smiled at me as she stepped up and took my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze that was somehow both comforting and exhilarating. "Ahhh. Why, you two are still honeymooners!" she said and then let out a sigh. "I remember how it was when I came home to take care of Papa. For a while, I thought I'd moved in with a teenager." We both turned at the sound of her father's voice as he came through the doors arm in arm with my mother.
Melinda leaned into me a little, her small pert breasts brushing against my arms, nipples small and hard like stones. Her eyes were fixed on Reverend Simmons as she said softly, "And for a man his age, he still surprises me."
"Any regrets, Ma'am?" I asked in a quiet voice.
Melinda slowly shook her head and said, "Not at all. Well, maybe that I wish I had come home earlier than I did. Every day with Papa is heaven to me." She turned and looked me directly in the eye. "Is that the way it is for you and your mother?"
I was surprised to hear myself almost choke up as I replied. "Yes, I love her more than anything in the world."
Melinda smiled and nodded. "Then that's all that matters, doesn't it?" She stood up on tip-toe and gave me a peck on the cheek. "I'm glad we got to meet y'all. I hope you and Carrie do move down here someday. Someday soon."
"Now, boy, you're not trying to steal my daughter, are you?" Reverend Simmons said in mock anger, grinning as he spoke. "I can't have that -- I'd have to fight you!" The old man held up his fists and waved them about. "Melinda's mine!"
I held up my hands in surrender and laughed. "No, sir! I would never come between a man and the most important woman in his life!"
We looked at each other in complete understanding and he nodded. Taking Mom's hand from his arm, he placed her hand in mine and said gravely, "Neither would I, John. You and me, boy, we're been blessed." He held our joined hands between his own for long seconds and then said, "May the two of you know nothing but happiness all your days!" I shivered as he spoke, looking into Mom's eyes. The love I found there was almost overwhelming and I felt like we had taken vows -- that our love had just been blessed in a holy way.
Our goodbyes in the parking lot were long as no one really wanted the enjoyable afternoon to end, but finally we began to climb back into our cars. I shook Reverend Simmons hand after helping him climb in his daughter's van. "John, you take good care of your mother, she's a good woman." Before I could respond, he tugged me by the arm, pulling me close and said in a stage whisper, "Besides, a woman that can suck cock like your mother deserves nothing but the best."
"Papa! I swear!" I heard Melinda gasp. "You're awful!" Reverend Simmons winked at me as she pulled away and I turned to see Mom turning red and trying not to laugh as we climbed into the car.
She giggled nervously as we pulled out onto the road, trying to look me in the face, but then looking away. "Something you'd care to share, Mom?" I said in a teasing voice.



Mom looked at me and rolled her eyes. With a tinge of pride, she replied, "I believe my sister and I already told you that I was a slut when I was young and back then that I never met a cock I didn't like -- or want to suck."
"Including Reverend Simmons?" I said sternly.
Mom licked her lips and winked at me. "Especially Reverend Simmons -- that man had a nice cock on him." Mom relaxed in her seat and idly ran her fingers over her lips. "He was kind of like a surrogate father after Daddy passed away. He was a handsome older man. I was helping him clean up the church one Saturday afternoon and -- well, I made a pass at him that he happily accepted. I sucked his cock for the first time right there on the church altar."
Mom smiled at the memory and then glanced over at my stunned expression. "Jealous, honey? Mad at your nasty Mom?"
I tried to focus on the road as I shook my head. "Jealous? I guess a little. Not angry though." I glanced over at my beautiful mother. "The truth is, just imagining you doing that back then, has me as hard as a rock." I rubbed my crotch for emphasis. "I can't wait to get you back to the motel."
Mom squirmed in her seat and said, "Mmmm, sounds like fun, honey, but -- can we swing by Mama Polly's house one more time? You think you can keep that big ol thang in your pants till we get back to our room?"
I gave a mock sigh of exasperation. "I suppose so," I replied in a long suffering tone.
Mom laughed and undoing her seat belt, leaned over and kissed my cheek, letting her tongue roll upwards to tease my ear before easing back into her seat. "You're a good son, John."
The house was as we had left it. Mom and I strolled around the place, making suggestions as to how to remodel it to be suit our needs. Mom had brought in a tape measure and had me write down dimensions of doors, windows and some of the rooms. As we worked, we seemed to get into each other's way a lot -- leading to lots of brushing and rubbing against each other, each of us grinning and as it went on, pausing to kiss with each kiss more passionate than the last.
We found ourselves in the kitchen where Mom was measuring a window and I hovered behind her, bumping up against her -- my cock hard in my pants, rubbing against her firm buttocks. Bumping became grinding and then the grinding became an embrace - my arms wrapping around Mom, cupping her meaty breasts through her dress, my thumbs rubbing against her exposed tit flesh in the deeply cut neckline.
"God, John, you know that makes me crazy," Mom murmured, pressing her ass back against my groin as I began to nuzzle the back of her neck, slowly working my way around.
"That's the idea, Mom. You're so sexy I just cannot keep my hands off you!" Mom eased her head back, resting it on my shoulder, allowing me to kiss and lick the hollow of her neck and then kiss my way up to her lips. Mom opened her mouth and our tongues met and began their familiar dance. As we kissed, my hands went into the neckline of her dress, easing her meaty tits out of their half bra and then out and over the material of the dress, giving my mother a sluttish appearance as her heavy, pendulous breasts sloped proudly against her chest. Mom groaned happily as I began to pull and twist her thick nipples.
As we embraced and made out, I gradually turned us around and walked us carefully over to the kitchen table. Mom knew exactly what I was up to and began to giggle as we reached the old wooden table. Mom playfully nipped at my tongue as our kiss ended and she looked at me with her loving eyes and said, "Does my son want to fuck Mommy on the kitchen table like Daddy used to do to Mama Polly?"
For an answer, I pushed on Mom's back gently, bending her over the table. I slipped her dress up over her back, revealing her shapely legs and meaty ass, cheeks bare in her sexy little thong. I kissed Mom's bare skin as I squatted and slowly pulled Mom's panties off of her. I inhaled deeply as Mom's arousal was quite evident -- her aroma strong and enticing. Mom stepped nimbly out of her sopping wet thong and spread her legs, revealing her dripping wet pussy, labia flowered open -- a beautiful, exotic pink flower nestled in her thick bush.
"Ohhhhhh!" Mom gasped as I pressed my face into her mound, my forehead pressing into her soft ass cheeks as my tongue found Mom's dripping cunt and lapped her slit from bottom to top. Mom's juices quickly coated my face as I feverishly licked her sweet, sodden pussy. My hands ran up and down Mom's shapely legs, feeling them quiver with excitement and nervous energy.
"Please, son. Fuck me," Mom moaned, thrusting her hips back into my face, urging my tongue ever deeper. "Fuck Momma -- fuck me now!"
I took one last slow and long lick of my mother's soaked vagina and then rose to my feet, tugging my slacks down to my feet as I did so, baring my cock which was hard and throbbing and aimed right at Mom's fiery cunt.
"YEEESSSSSS!" Mom screamed as with one brutal thrust, I slid effortlessly home inside her, Mom so wet and aroused that it was like sinking into hot butter. Mom leaned forward as I pressed myself against her, grinding my groin against her backside, seeking to bury my cock deeper in her welcoming pussy. My hands encircled Mom, coming to cup her hanging tits, finding her nipples hard and rubbery against my palms. I squeezed and massaged Mom's huge breasts and savored the feel of her hard nubs against my hands.
Mom and I were both deeply aroused, not only because we were in the midst of another incestuous dance that had become the center of our lives, but because of where we were -- this kitchen, an almost holy shrine to the dedicated incest that had been born of this family, where so many times before a mother and son had reveled in each other -- become intoxicated in the pleasuring of each other.
I sensed almost immediately that thanks to our romp back at the restaurant, I was capable of an extended bout of lovemaking and I wanted to give my mother every moment of incestuous pleasure her heart desired. I settled into a steady rhythm of thrusting into Mom, enjoying the sweet, fiery and velvet sensation of her cunt flesh tightening and loosening around my shaft as I plunged into her motherly pussy again and again -- allowing Mom to call the tune.
Long minutes passed as the room filled with the noise of our now sweaty flesh slapping together, Mom occasionally calling out, "Harder -- faster," or "Slower, son, slower!" It didn't take long for the room to begin to echo with the sounds of Mom's gasps of pleasure building to an orgasmic scream. I held on, taking deep breaths and resisted the urge to cum myself as Mom's cunt contracted tight around my cock and bathed me in her steamy juices as Mom convulsed in orgasm.
Mom rested her arms on the table and I used my leverage to support her as she gasped for breath and tried to regain control of her quivering body. After a glorious minute in which I luxuriated in the sensation of her still pulsing pussy, I slowly began to thrust in and out again, pausing only to whisper in her ear, "Mom -- that was for Grandpa."
Mom jerked a little in surprise and then turned her head to gaze at me and whispering hoarsely, "I love you, John." I gave Mom a slow, steady fucking, increasing speed gradually as her moans began to build. I could feel her juices being forced out of her cunt by my thrusting cock and slowly trickling down our thighs. My fingers were now pulling and pinching Mom's swollen nipples, almost like I was trying to milk her large udders.
Mom's second orgasm came on quickly and erupted in full glory as again her motherly cunt clamped down around my throbbing penis and Mom thrust herself back into me, meekly crying out, "Deeper, John! Make me cum deep inside me!" I hugged her tight against me, my lips kissing her lovely neck, the sweat pouring down my face as it took a visible effort not to cum inside Mom's molten pussy. Mom's hands clawed the table and came to rest in dim depressions that seemed to fit her fingers perfectly. In a moment of giddy imagination, I wondered if those places had been formed over the years by Mom's grandmother gripping the kitchen table while her son had fucked her.
Mom was taking in big gulps of air as I again leaned over her and whispered in her ear, "Mom -- that was for Mama Polly."
"Oh son," Mom wheezed, her whole body quivering as I again began to fuck her. At first, Mom was sprawled helpless before me, her orgasm wracked body exhausted and I spurred her on towards her next orgasm as I fucked her hard, slamming my cock in her as she moaned approvingly, no longer capable of words. As orgasm approached, Mom's energy renewed and suddenly we were both flinging our bodies together, lost in our lust for each other, determined to become one great mating beast like two great jungle cats.
"Fuck me, baby!" Mom sobbed, flinging her head about, the sweat soaked strands of her dark hair lashing my head and chest as I plunged deep inside her womb. I felt her pussy again begin to tighten around my aching shaft as her pussy was flooded with her creamy juices and I knew that my own resistance was about gone.
Gritting my teeth, I spoke slowly -- a single word with each hard thrust. "And. Mom. This. One. Is. For. You. And. Me!" I plunged my cock deep into Mom one final time and as she reached the peak of her climax, with a great growl of incestuous satisfaction, I yielded to my own needs and began to cum, spraying great jets of hot semen inside my mother's orgasming cunt.
Once again our pleasure took us away from the world to that wonderful, heavenly place that our lovemaking took us -- a universe that was inhabited only by us in our incestuous ecstasy, save maybe a couple of loving spirits that had begun this family tradition of incest. Mom and I clung to each other through the highs and lows of our intermingled orgasmic pleasure, kissing and whispering renewed vows of love to each other.
When I came back to reality, I was leaning on the table and Mom was on her knees, tenderly licking my cock clean of our juices, her exposed breasts swaying hypnotically as her tongue rolled over my cock, licking up streamers and streaks of our mingling fluids
I helped Mom to her feet, kissed her as I wrapped my arms around her, tasting us both on her lips and comprehending in my heart how this was meant to be.
"That was lovely, son," Mom said softly, looking up into my eyes. "The first time we've made love in what is going to be our house."
"The first of many good times, Mom. We're going to be making love in this -- our home for many years to come." I kissed Mom tenderly. "We'll grow old in this house -- maybe even raise our daughter here."
Mom shivered a little with delight. "Anything's possible -- after all, despite all the odds and obstacles, we both found our way to each other -- taboos be damned." Mom kissed me passionately then and then with her eyes blazing with desire and need, "I am going to give you a child -- no maybes about it! We will raise our daughter here!
We slowly pulled our clothes together, Mom giving up on her bra altogether and shoving it in the glove compartment when we left. My mother looked incredible, glowing with that "I've been well fucked" glow and with her hair slightly unkempt and the smell of sex around her, radiating an aura of motherly sexuality about her. I felt privileged just to be with her.
We were mostly silent on the drive back to the motel. I would glance over at Mom and she would be smiling back at me, giving me that look that told me just how much and passionately she loved me. I could live my whole life and be just happy to have Mom look at me like that. Central to it was that motherly smile that I had enjoyed my whole life, but now wrapped around it was a sexuality that completed it and made it something greater. I've said it before and I will say it now, "I am the luckiest motherfucker in the world!"
That evening, we talked about our travel plans. We were in no particular hurry to get home -- Mom had taken two weeks off from work and the twins would be a camp for another three weeks and even Dad wouldn't be home for at least a few more days. We decided to take a leisurely return route back.
When we went to bed that evening, Mom and I just cuddled. We had shared a long, hot bath and Mom confessed that she was more than a little sore. We snuggled under the covers and watched television and talked quiet lovers talk -- mostly about the incestuous attitudes of folks down here and about Mom's sluttish ways when she was younger and how she felt for years like she had sleepwalked through life before our coming together released the real her.
We were both drifting on the edge of sleep when Mom looked into my eyes and said, "You know, son. For months, you've been discovering all about my sexual adventures, but we've never really talked about your sex life."
Yawning, I stifled a laugh and said, "What do you want to know?"
Mom snuggled up to me and kissed me. "Everything, John. Tell Mommy everything." Then she yawned and said, "First thing tomorrow."
#
The morning began with me waking up to one of the sweetest sensations any son can ever know -- his mother giving him head with such loving affection that it borders on sheer bliss. "Ummm, wow! Good morning, Mom, I gasped, reaching down to caress her head.
Mom was staring up at me with those beautiful eyes, lips wrapped tightly around the head of my cock while her tongue did a butterfly dance around my sensitive flesh. With a loud, sucking pop, she released my penis and replied, "Good morning, John. I hope you don't mind -- I'm hungry and I couldn't wait for breakfast." She took me in her mouth again, her eyes never leaving me as she sucked on my dick.
"Oh, I'm ummm, Mom, you can sure suck cock!" I moaned as Mom slowly deep-throated my shaft and then slowly rose up again.
Mom again released me and said, "So, time for you to fess up -- who was the first woman to suck your cock?"
It seems incredible that I would feel myself blushing about fessing up who was the first person to give me a blowjob while my mother was actually sucking my dick, but I felt my skin burn as I said, "Bonnie Jones -- my senior year of high school."
Mom released me again and said, her eyebrows raised, "That cute little girl with the long, black hair that was president of the Chess Club?" She shook her head and then continued, "So, how was she?"
I had to laugh and then moan as Mom tongued my shaft. "Well, Mom -- you know how guys look at it. Even a sloppy blowjob is a good blowjob."
Mom snorted (and weirdly, that felt really good), and released me again, a little sliver of precum strung between her lips and my cockhead. "Okay...tell me, who was the first person to give you a good blowjob?"
Again, I felt almost embarrassed as I replied, "Um, that was Darlene Thompson at the 24/7-Mart. Um, again, my senior year."
Mom raised her head and looked at me in disbelief. "Darleen Thompson? Dark haired, mid thirties, big tits, used to be married to that mechanic on the south side?" I nodded and Mom shook her head. "Son, I swear. You were barely eighteen -- what were you doing letting a woman almost as old as me suck you off?" Mom stopped, realized how silly her question was and then said, "Never mind." Mom went back to sucking me, loving me with her tongue and mouth until I was clawing the sheets.
Mom stopped again, giving my cock a loving lick as it slipped from between her lips. "How many women have sucked your cock, John?" Mom asked before slowly rolling her tongue up the back of my shaft, my nerve endings exploding as her wet, velvety flesh lapped at my skin.
Have you ever tried to think clearly while your mother circles her tongue around the head of your penis again and again? Finally, I stammered, "Um, I -- I think twelve before you did, Mom!"
Mom laughed and said, "Only twelve? Lord, son, I bet I sucked twice that many my senior year of high school alone." She gently rolled her teeth over my cockhead. In a coy voice, she whispered, "So, who was the first woman who allowed you to cum on her face?" Mom nipped my cock and said, "Tell me about it."
Again, I felt myself blush as I said, "Professor Veronica Black, my political science professor -- sophomore year." I had to smile at the memory of my middle aged, recently divorced professor being so amused when I acted shocked at her request and then happily taking my semen in her face. I describe to Mom how Professor Veronica had been on her hands and knees -- her roly-poly figure deliciously sexy in a black widow corset, her large, sagging breasts swaying back and forth and her long salt and pepper hair, usually kept up in a prim bun, now wild and unkempt from our torrid lovemaking. Professor Veronica had an angelic smile on her face as jet after jet of my semen had splashed across her face until it looked like she was wearing a sperm facial, her tongue snaking out to lick up as much of it as she could."
As I talked, Mom really began to work on me, her mouth doing unbelievable things to my erect penis. As I neared orgasm, Mom stopped and in a hoarse whisper, asked, "And out of everyone, who was the best cocksucker?"
I sighed and replied, "No question about it, Mom. You're the best."
Mom grinned and said, "You're damn right, I am. Nobody sucks cock like Momma!" She returned to loving on my cock and within seconds, my mother's tongue had me shouting her praises as I came in her loving mouth.
Afterwards, when I could finally speak and Mom was cuddled up with me, her heavy breasts pillowing against my chest, I said, "I have to say, Mom, I like your interrogation techniques. You want to know anything else?"
Mom smiled mysteriously and said, "Well -- we'll see what comes up as the day goes by, okay?"
#
We packed up and decided to just mosey our way back north, stopping whenever we felt the need, driving on old two-lane roads that meandered across Kentucky and simply enjoying each other's company. Mom had on mid thigh high denim skirt and a pullover cotton top with a very low and revealing neckline. Forsaking modesty, Mom had gone braless today, the cotton molding itself to her voluptuous breasts -- her nipples semi-erect and clearly visible against the soft cloth.
As we drove through the country side, I would glance at Mom, who forsaking her seat belt, was curled up on the front seat, leaning against the locked car door and watching me. We would chat for a while and then ride silently. I kept my speed down so I could look at Mom whenever it suited me. As the morning sun began to rise high, I happened to glance over at my mother only to see her fingers running lightly over the top of her right breast. With each successive glance, it seemed that more of her breast was exposed until finally I looked over and realized that she had tugged the neckline down and allowed her meaty tit to escape. Mom was playing with the nipple, now swollen and engorged with blood.
Whose breast was the first you ever touched, John?" Mom asked in a dreamy voice. She then laughed, "I mean after I suckled you as a baby."
"Oh that's easy, Mom. High School -- Judy Marrero one evening after a football game. We were necking under the stands. She let me get my whole hand up under her sweater and bra. She had nipples like little pencil erasers," I answered.
"I remember her," Mom replied. "She married the Winston boy, didn't she?" When I nodded, Mom nodded too, almost absently. "Tell me about the first time you sucked a woman's nipple."
I began to reply, but let my foot off the accelerator to watch as Mom hefted her breast upwards and licked and then sucked her own nipple. It took me a minute to get my head back together. "Um, it was Gina Allison -- the secretary at the distributorship?" I replied. Summers and back in high school, I worked loading up soda drink trucks for a local bottling and distributing plant. I described to Mom how Miss Gina, a 40ish buxom bleach bottle blonde who was known around the plant as rather "friendly" had cornered me in the break room one day and teased me by baring her breasts and offering to let me suck on them. I had been scared out of my wits, but managed to suck on the hot blonde's long, thin nipples. Before it had gotten any further, I lost control and came in my pants. Apparently, this really disappointed Miss Gina and she never tried anything with me again.



Mom chuckled at my misfortune and then tucked her breast back into her blouse and was silent for awhile.
We stopped for lunch at a roadside park, just an wide spot off the road with a couple of picnic tables and a rusty charcoal grill leaning precariously to the north, all of which was nestled in a shady grove of trees. Mom and I had it all to ourselves except for some nosy squirrels and a few robins and a pair of mourning doves. The day was hot and sticky and we both quickly had a sheen of sweat glistening on our bodies.
Mom finished her soda and ham sandwich that we'd picked up in a little country store a few miles back and then climbed up onto the table, stretching out her shapely legs while I finished my bologna and cheese sandwich. I reached out and caressed Mom's leg, letting my hand drift upwards above Mom's knee.
I let my fingers disappear under Mom's denim skirt and as Mom said in a sing song voice, "Be careful," I discovered that Mom had no panties on. My fingers slid through her thick forest of pubic hair and Mom sighed and spread her legs slightly, allowing me to discover her wetness.
"John, tell me, whose pussy was the first you ever touched?" Mom wiggled a little to adjust my access to her moist lips.
"Um, that was Bonnie Jones again -- she of the sloppy blowjob. Bonnie had virtually no hair on her pussy. I was totally shocked. I'd already peeked at you and thought all women had a beautiful full bush." I paused and gave a chuckle. "Actually, I think I was more disappointed than shocked." I slipped a finger into Mom's pussy and slowly circled it inside her hot wetness.
"Mmm -- uh hummm. Was she the first girl you ever fingered, son?" Mom had closed her eyes and was smiling.
"Yes, I was so excited and we were both scared to death, but I wanted to touch it so badly and I wanted to make her happy after she'd sucked my cock."
Mom sighed and replied, "I raised you right, didn't I. You are so considerate, trying to make sure that you please your woman. Did you eat Bonnie's pussy?"
"No, she wouldn't let me. I fingered her -- she was a virgin, I could feel her hymen, but she did cum -- sorta and seemed very pleased by the whole experience.
Mom began to move, forcing my finger out of her pussy. She swung around so she was sitting right in front of me, her legs straddling me on either side. Mom lifted up her jean skirt and revealed her pussy to me. Perspiration mixed with her juices to make her thighs shine. Her thick muff glistened with wetness and her labia lips were spread wide, revealing Mom's tender cunt meat, dripping with her arousal.
"So tell me about the first time you ate pussy, son." Mom said in a whispery voice, full of desire and need.
Again, I felt that awkwardness of telling my mother about my earlier escapades, but I plunged right in, even as I palmed Mom's hairy pussy and resumed fingering her. "It was right after I graduated, Mom. Remember when you asked me to mow Janet Gibson's yard for her that summer because her husband was away for some accountant class for six weeks?"
Mom gasped and I knew that I had at the very least shocked her. For years, Mom and Janet were best friends -- we lived just four houses down from Janet and her family back then -- they moved to Colorado two years ago. At the time, Janet's husband was gone, both their daughters had already graduated from college and had moved on. "You went down on Janet Gibson! My friend, John -- you ate my friend's cunt?"
Mom was almost speechless and I thought she might get mad, but she sat there getting wetter around my fingers as I described how Janet, a handsome black-haired woman then in her late 40's had come on to me and how after giving me a nice blowjob, had let me lick her pussy until she began squirting pussy juice into my face. Mom began to moan as I gave her all the details -- of how Janet kept her bush trimmed into the classic 'V' shape and how she had long, thin labial lips that she loved to have sucked and how her clitoris was almost two inches long when aroused. "I don't think she was very experienced at having her pussy eaten, though -- she didn't give me much direction, just kept begging me to lick her," I told Mom. "Janet really just liked getting her pussy eaten."
Mom groaned and leaning forward, entangled her fingers in my hair and pulled my face downward to her crotch. Mom's cunt was soaked and her juices were warm and delicious as I happily yielded to Mom's fervent gasps to "Eat me, John. Eat my pussy -- make Momma cum!"
I ravaged Mom's pussy with my tongue, hungrily slurping up her juices as I kissed and nibbled and licked at her steamy cunt flesh. Mom's bare legs came up and over my shoulders, her ankles crossed as she tightened her thighs around my head. I could hear the doves cooing in the trees, accompanying Mom's moans and cries of delight as I ate her pussy. Her cream was sweet and tangy -- her pungent aroma inflaming my desire, my need to both please Mom and to savor her succulent pussy.
Mom was so aroused that it didn't take long for the air to fill with her screams of incestuous delight as I licked her to orgasm, her mound bucking up into my face, trying to get my maddening tongue deeper inside her excited flesh. I evilly kept licking her long after Mom began to beg for me to stop, sobbing, "It's too good, baby -- Mommy can't take it anymore, I'll explode."
I finally stopped and as the squirrels scolded us for our naughty commotion, I savored the sight of my Mom, hairy pussy exposed to the world, spread-legged on that picnic table, trying to catch her breath. Just when I thought Mom couldn't get any sexier, she would (and still does), prove me wrong.
I put away the rest of our picnic trash while Mom lay stretched out on the table, essentially naked from the waist down, smiling and humming as she enjoyed her after-orgasm glow. She was still humming when we returned to the car, pausing when I opened the car door for her to say, "I cannot believe my son went down on my best friend!" before kissing me, tasting her own wetness that was still drying on my face.
Our little picnic had us both smiling and content for many miles. Mom watched me drive with an expression of love and happiness that would make the crankiest person smile. As for me, I loved watching my mother, sitting casually in the passenger seat, sometimes intentionally flashing me and other times unaware that I was able to see her beautiful hairy cunt.
Our quiet loving moment endured for many miles until we pulled into a small town and Mom's eyes got wide as she realized we were heading back to the bourbon country bed and breakfast we had stayed at a week before.
"John? Are we -- oh, son, I love this place!" Mom exclaimed.
I smiled, pleased with my surprise. "I called while you were in the shower this morning, Mom. I even got us the same room -- with that brass bed we fell in love with."
"Awww, baby," Mom cooed, leaning over to kiss me as we stopped in the parking lot. "I love you, son!" she sighed as we kissed and kissed and kissed some more. Mom finally broke the kiss and grinning at me said, "Mom is going to fuck her baby good tonight!"
We got ourselves checked in and unpacked for the evening and then went out strolling hand in hand through the small town's business village which seemed mostly to be made up of antique shops. Mom and I drew our fair share of curious looks as we carried on like the lovers we were, but we paid them no mind. In a sense, for the moment we were in our own little romantic world.
We ate in an old restaurant that specialized in southern fried foods, but we were both too occupied with each other to do more than nibble at our food. I kept waiting for Mom to continue her line of questioning, but she said little and we just let the real world fade away while we spent most of the meal holding hands and gazing into each other's eyes. Everything we really needed to say was in the looks we gave each other. "I love you, Mom, more than anything." "I love you, son. You are my life." Unspoken, yet we heard each other's words crystal clear.
Back in our room, we began to kiss and slowly dance as the music from a bluegrass waltz played somewhere outside and drifted through the bay windows of our second floor room. As we danced and our tongues played, clothes began to slowly fall away until finally Mom and I were naked in our swaying embrace -- her full, luscious body growing increasingly warm against mine.
We continued to move as the kiss ended and Mom said softly, "Tell me about the first time you made love -- who was it with?"
"Um, that would have been Darleen Thompson, Mom." My cock throbbed against her belly as I found myself both embarrassed and aroused at telling my mother about losing my virginity.
Mom laughed. "Again with an older woman! She was what, twenty years older than you?"
"More like eighteen years, Mom. She was thirty-six or thirty-seven." Mom had danced us over onto the bed and pushed me down on the bed, climbing on top of me and straddling me. I could feel her wet muff brushing wonderfully against my hard-on.
"Tell me everything, John," Mom commanded as she rubbed her sex against my stiff cock and then deftly rose up and took me inside her. It took more than a minute for me to compose myself as my entire being was occupied with the sweet sensation of Mom slowly burying my cock inside her wet, steaming pussy.
In halting tones, I told Mom how we'd been talking one summer evening when I had stopped to pick up a drink and a sandwich after work. We chatted and flirted and she just happened to be going off shift in a few minutes and she suggested we go for a drive.
"Mmmm and so my eighteen year old son just decided to go traipsing off with a woman twice his age, huh?" Mom sank down on my cock till she could grind herself against my crotch and then smiled down at me, slowly trailing fingernails across my chest. "I wonder what prompted that?"
In between growing gasps, I told Mom how we wound up at the park and in the backseat of her old Cadillac and how after giving me a wonderful blowjob and then sucking me until I was stiff again, Darleen Thompson had fucked me until we had both were sweaty and out of breath and gasping from an incredible orgasm.
Mom was riding me steadily by now and was leaning over me, letting her swaying tits brush my face as she held onto the brass railing of the headboard. "I hate that I wasn't your first, John, but I'm realizing something."
I was thrusting upwards now, anxious and needing to have my aching erection buried in the warm comfort of her silky, hot pussy. "What's ummmm -- that, Mom?"
"Everyone you've told me about -- almost all of them, are similar, young or old. Dark hair, full bodied or big titted...sound familiar?"
I could see where Mom was heading. "Yeah," I replied, gasping for breath.
Mom flexed her cunt muscles making me almost cry from the sweetness that was wrapped around my cock. "Who -- mmmm -- who was the last woman you fucked before me, son?" Mom had me at the edge of orgasm and held me there, quivering with delight, aching for release of our incestuous desires.
"Molly -- Molly Cash, Mom. She's in some of my classes."
Mom looked down at me intently, flames of love and maybe jealousy in her eyes. "Describe her, John. Describe this Molly you've been fucking."
"Oh god, Mom," I moaned. "Mo-Molly is black haired, short -- maybe, five foot, three. Big heavy boobs like -- oh, Mom, like..."
Mom sighed and with sweat dripping off her face and splattering on my chest, finished my sentence, "Like me -- like your mother." Mom kissed me and whispered, "My baby wanted to fuck Mommy so bad, you went out and fucked women who look like me, didn't you?"
Mom's pussy flesh squeezed me again and I couldn't hold back, exploding with a massive gush of hot cum as I cried out, "YESSSSSSS!" I thrusted upwards, burying my cock deep in Mom's fiery womb and released my seed, relishing every sweet second of incest inspired pleasure my mother was giving me.
Mom begin to sob and moan as my semen splashed her cunt's inner walls. "Oh yesss, John! You were always fucking Mommy, weren't you? I love you, John! OHHH, I love you so much -- and now you can fuck me forever, baby!" Mom began to convulse with her orgasm and the old brass bed banged and squeaked as she held onto the headboard as she came and came again.
"Momma is all yours, son, we're lovers for the rest of our lives," Mom gasped as she squeezed the last of my semen out of my cock, holding my softening member inside her even as she let go of the bed and collapsed on top of me. We kissed between gasps of air and luxuriated in the mutual heat of our sweaty bodies.
Mom's thighs pressed tightly against my legs and her arms went around my neck as I pulled her tight against me. I always treasure these moments as our lovemaking winds down when we cuddle and savor our post-orgasmic moments. Hugging each other so tight, we almost become one is such a spiritual moment -- one of peace and safety and so incestuous -- what son doesn't feel loved and safe in his mother's arms? "I love you, Mom -- always and forever." We fell asleep still in our embrace, both of us dreaming wonderful things about our future.
I awoke several hours later to find Mom curled up by my side, one soft thigh draped across my legs and one finger idly and gently tracing lines on my chest. Mom sensed that I was awake and said, "I love you, son."
"I love you, Mom," I replied.
"I've been thinking about what you said today -- tonight. I've been thinking about your other lovers," Mom said, her voice a little odd.
"Um, are you okay with everything?" I asked.
"Yes. No." Mom sighed. "I'm so jealous that that woman Darleen took your virginity, but when I think about you being with her and those other women, I get so turned on -- so wet between my legs. I wish I could have been there -- to have seen your first times with a woman." Mom rose up on one elbow and looked at my face in the dim, early morning light. "Does that make sense?"
I raised my head and gave Mom a soft kiss. "Yeah, it does. I feel jealous whenever you've told me about your younger days like with Reverend Simmons, but it always makes my cock hard -- you make my cock hard, Mom."
Mom nodded and said, "So, I'm curious. Who is this Molly?"
I laughed and said, "We met about two years ago -- we had the same biology class and she came up to me one day in the library and asked if she could copy some notes." I stroked Mom's face. "I hadn't noticed her in that big auditorium class, but right away I was turned on by her. She looks a lot like you, Mom and has this sexy Tennessee hillbilly accent that reminded me of your Kentucky twang. I reckon the feeling was mutual because we fucked that same evening."
"Is she somebody special? Did I -- did we screw something up between you two by becoming lovers?" There was more than a trace of concern in Mom's voice.
"Oh no, Mom. We are really good friends, we care about each other, but mostly, we're just fuck buddies -- good in the sack together and we enjoy each other's company. We were never going to become more than that -- truth is, Molly prefers gals more than guys."
Mom grinned and made a cooing sound. "Oh my. She sounds fascinating. When -- when did you last see her? I mean, when did you two fuck last?"
"Um, it was Thanksgiving weekend. I worked that week, remember and didn't come home for the holiday." I laughed. "She was a little put out with me when we started back to school after New Years. I told her I was seriously involved with someone from home and we couldn't fool around anymore"
"Really?" Mom sounded a little shocked.
"Really, Mom. I made you a promise. You're the woman I love -- I don't want or need another woman."
"My sweetheart," Mom sighed and kissed me, this time long and hard, even as her hand slipped down my chest and found my semi-erect cock. "Do you miss her? Do you miss fucking Miss Molly?"
Laughing, I replied, "Not really -- she was great in the sack, I can't deny it, Mom, but what I miss is fucking you when I'm off at school and you're back home."
"You smooth talking motherfucker," Mom giggled as she stroked me to a full erection. "Is Molly still mad at you? Has she forgiven you yet for leaving her high and dry?"
"No -- she's over that. She didn't speak to me for about two months, but we sat down and talked it over. We care for each other too much to let something like sex get in the way."
I paused for a moment remembering Molly's bright, smiling face as we sat in the Student Center over cups of coffee back in early May. Molly had too much of a good spirited nature to stay angry although she was still mildly irritated over, well, as she put it, "C'mon, sugar, the least you can do is introduce me to your lady love that stole your heart and that fine dick away!"
"Molly's still a little miffed that I won't tell her who it is I'm seeing or introduce her." Mom rolled over onto her back, holding onto my cock to direct me to climb on top of her.
"Awww, sounds as if I royally screwed up a couple of people's love lives." Mom sighed as she spread her legs wide and rolled her hips a little so that the head of my cock was now nestled between her slick, clasping labial lips.
"Well, maybe our becoming lovers messed up Molly's sex life, but I'm happier than I've ever been and I'm right where I want to be." I grinned as I said it and as I slowly sank my cock into Mom's wonderful pussy.
"Mmmmmm, yessss. "You're right where I want you to be too, John." Mom brought her legs up and crossed them behind my back. "I love you, son." We began to move together, slowly, savoring each motion of my cock in and out of Mom's cunt. "Still, I feel bad for your friend." Mom closed her eyes for several seconds, biting her lower lip as I slowly buried myself all the way inside her, our gentle motion making her meaty tits roll back and forth.
Mom suddenly opened her eyes and in them I could see incestuous desire and something else, something naughty and adventurous. "John, this fall, I want to meet her. When I come up to visit, I want to meet your friend, Molly."
To be continued...
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For most of the time that I've known her, Rosalita was one of the saddest people I ever met. And it seems like I've known her forever. She was one of the invisible people that we interact with everyday and yet never really know. I met Rosalita when I was a kid in grade school. Rosalita was one of our school janitors, cleaning and mopping up after us no matter what mess we students made.
I can remember watching her in our cafeteria when I was maybe six years old. I was sitting at a table with some buddies eating our bologna sandwiches and chips and our little cartons of milk and I looked up as she passed by, stopping at the next table to wipe it down. She glanced over at us and noticed me watching her. She gave me the sweetest and saddest smile. It nearly made me cry as I sensed even then, great love and great loss.
A few minutes later, some older kids made a stupid scene by pretending to accidentally spill their food trays into the floor next to the trash cans. They walked away laughing and saying "Whoops!" in exaggerated voices. Rosalita sighed and trudged over to the mess and began cleaning it up.
I don't know why, but I got up and after disposing of my tray, bent over next to her and began picking things up. Rosalita glanced over surprised and then smiled again. A mother's smile full of love that reminded me of how Mom would look when I'd done something that pleased her.
"Thank you, hijo," said Rosalita, picking up the last of the garbage. "You're a good boy." She stepped over and tousled my hair. "Go on, hijo, go play."
I looked at her for a moment, basking in the glow of her smile and asked with a child's curiosity, "What does hijo mean?"
Rosalita blushed, bright spots of red on her brown cheeks. "Um, it means son, young man, um, it's Johnny, right?" Her eyes grew watery, tears on the verge of falling down her cheeks.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied.
She smiled that smile at me again, "Such a good boy. I think you make your mama proud." Rosalita smiled and continued, "I am Rosalita, Johnny. Thank you for helping me. Now go play!"
And I did. I always remembered that moment though. And I remembered her mopping up the rest of the other kids' mess, pausing to wipe tears from her eyes. I felt a connection to her even then, even if I didn't understand it. She was just the nice, but sad lady who ever after always had a nice smile for me. I made a point of helping her whenever I saw a chance. Picking up a heavy wastebasket for her or pushing her cleaning cart up the incline between the main school building and the gymnasium. She always seemed pleased by that and always said, "Thank you, my little hijo." We rarely spoke more than hello and goodbye and thank you.
That Christmas, I brought her a little glass angel identical to the one I gave my teacher, Mrs. Parsons. I made her cry and she hugged me and sobbed, "Gracias, mi amado hijo!" I was a little confused and thought I had upset her, but she saw the gathering storm clouds in my face and knelt down and hugged me again. "I love it, Johnny. You've made me very happy." That made me feel better and I hugged her back one last time and wished her a Merry Christmas before running off.
Things changed after that. She smiled a little more -- even if it was still tinged with sadness and she always seemed happy to see me. I'm sure it's safe to say I had a little boy's crush on her. But, the years passed and as they did, I would move on and up in school as we all do. I lost track of Rosalita after I went to middle school and then in sixth grade, we up and moved across the state. For years, I rarely, if ever, thought of the sad eyed woman I had befriended. It was a bit of surprise to meet up with her again when my family moved back to town just before school started for my senior year.
I was hanging out in the cafeteria on the first day, getting reacquainted with old friends when one of them nudged me with his elbow and said, "Hey, Johnny, there's your old girlfriend." Even before I looked to where Mick was pointing, I heard an old familiar voice scolding a group of juniors. I turned around to see several young men scurrying to clean up their mess while Rosalita shook her finger at them and called them little pigs.
My heart gave a lurch as I saw my old friend who still looked so sad and to whom I now had a different reaction. See, I was eighteen and I had already figured out that I had a thing for older women. Don't ask me why -- I'm not sure myself. Maybe it was a Mom fixation. I have fantasized about my mother for years. From there, my fantasies have spread outward to include most of Mom's friends, a few good looking teachers and my supervisor at the grocery story where I had worked as a bag boy until we moved back here. Mature women just turn me on.
Now I found myself looking at my sad Rosalita in a new light as well. I had always liked her, but now post puberty, I was surprised that I hadn't remembered her as the beautiful woman she was. Rosalita's skin was the color of cinnamon and her high cheek bones gave her a noble look. Her hair was jet black and tied into a bun on top of her head. I let my gaze roam appreciatively over her lush body -- I freely admit that like most teenager boys, I am fascinated with large breasts and her bosom although completely covered by her work clothes (a blue jumpsuit), was obviously huge. She was a little stockier than I remembered, standing maybe five and half feet tall, but her jumpsuit clung enticingly to her shapely butt. I felt my cock stir in general interest.
"See you guys later," I said, getting up from the table. I heard Mick snicker, but ignored him. He was a doofus way back when and he was a doofus now. I strolled over to Rosalita and said, "Hi, Miss Rosalita. Do you remember me?"
She turned around and looked me up and down with her big, dark eyes. After studying me for a second, she started to shake her head and then she stopped and her hand flew to her mouth and she said softly, "My little Johnny? Is that you, mi hijo?"
I grinned and nodded. "Oh my god, you're all grown up!" she exclaimed and then surprised me by rushing up and giving me a big hug. Her arms pulled me tight against her and I was able to confirm my suspicions about her large bosom as I could feel her meaty breasts pillow against my chest -- even through her bra.
"Look at you!" she exclaimed, stepping back and giving me another once over. "My sweet little Johnny has become a man!" She had a broad grin on her face and I felt not only aroused by this lovely mature woman, but happy that I could take that sad look off her face.
We chatted for several minutes and then the bell rang for my next class. Rosalita sighed and gave me another hug and said, "It is so good to see you, Johnny!" before letting me go.
"You too, Ms. Rosalita," I murmured, feeling my face blush. I wasn't embarrassed as much as pleased that she seemed so happy to seem me again.
Senior year passed quickly -- I had most of my required classes completed and what was left, I skated through. Mostly I concentrated on girls (my interests were not exclusively with mature women), fixing up my old Ford, and baseball (I was the starting first basemen on the school team). I saw Rosalita around often and would stop and chat with her, still helping her out when I could, which earned me an occasional hug or maybe just a touch on the arm. Just being around the lovely Mexican-American woman could get me hard -- her touch guaranteed an erection.
I fantasized a lot about making a move on Rosalita, but like my fantasies about Mom or her friends, I didn't have a clue about how to approach her. My sexual experiences were limited to a few sweaty moments with a cheerleader named Denise who gave sloppy, but enthusiastic blowjobs, but wouldn't go all the way.
I always figured that my fantasies would remain just that, my fantasies, but things wound up being very different because I didn't run out that pop-up against our school's biggest rivals.
It was one of our home games in late April and West Riverside was kicking our asses and we were behind 9-1. In the bottom of the ninth, I was at bat with one out and I popped it up behind second base and their shortstop was there and took it in and I half-assed it up the baseline and had turned to the dugout before the ball was in his glove.
Coach Munson had a fit over my laziness and instead of showering up and getting out of there, I was running laps around the ball field for the next thirty minutes and then I had to collect and store all our equipment. By the time I had showered and dressed, I was alone at the ball field. I trudged back to the high school parking lot just after the sun had set and everything was in that dim time of twilight. I was having a good pity party for myself and not paying attention to anything, tossing a baseball I'd kept, up and down.
I was shocked out of my daze by a shrill scream and I spun around and at the far end of the lot where teachers and staff parked, I could see a commotion. "ROSALITA!" I screamed as I broke into a run.
Rosalita was struggling with two guys who were trying to take her purse and she was hanging on to it for dear life. As I approached, I recognized them as a couple of lowlife thugs who were in and out of school all the time. They were intent on Rosalita's purse and not aware of my approach. One of them struck Rosalita on the jaw and she went to her knees, hands still wrapped tight around the strap to her bag.
"MOTHERFUCKER!" I yelled, throwing the ball in my hand at the guy who punched her and nailing him in the back of his head. His knees went out from under him and he was on the ground next to Rosalita and as his buddy looked up to see what was going on, I slammed into him, throwing him against Rosalita's car. He stumbled to the right, tossing a wild haymaker that just clipped my chin and made me go off balance.
By the time, I got my footing, he had his pal up and they were running off. In the heat of my anger, I started after them, but drew up short when Rosalita sobbed, "No! Let them go, hijo!"
My anger bled away in an instant as I turned and hurried to Rosalita and knelt beside her. "Are you okay?" I gasped, reaching out and touching her arm.
Rosalita nodded and tried to speak and then just burst into tears and flung her face against my chest and cried for a minute or two. I just put my arms around her and tried to say something to calm her.
By the time she was able to talk; the Principal and a school board member had emerged from the school and rushed up. They called the police who took statements from Rosalita and me. I identified the assholes who had tried to mug her and the police assured her that they were not strangers to them and they'd have no trouble rounding them up. Rosalita was very quiet saying very little and staying close to me.
While Principal Brown and the police were discussing things, she leaned into me and said, "Thank you, Johnny. You're a brave young man." She took my hand in hers and squeezed it affectionately.
I blushed down to the roots of my hair and tried to be modest. "I didn't do anything brave. It doesn't take much to stand up to a couple of assholes who'd pick on a woman like that."
Rosalita smiled at me and said, "No -- it was a brave thing to do."
The police left and Principal Brown patted me on the back and told me how proud he was. Then he looked to Rosalita and said, "Will you be alright, Mrs. Sanchez? Do you need someone to drive you home? I'm in a meeting, but I'll be free in fifteen minutes or so."
Before she could answer, I jumped in and said, "I'd be glad to drive Ms. Rosalita home, sir."
We both looked at Rosalita and she nodded and said, "That would be nice, Johnny." I told Principal Brown that I would hike back to my car later and he beamed and called me a good young man and wished us both a nice weekend.
I helped Rosalita into her car and suddenly realized I was seeing her for the first time in something different than her work clothes. As she sat down and swung her legs in, it hit me as I realized I was admiring her shapely calves! Rosalita was wearing a skirt -- a knee length denim skirt. I couldn't help but smile as my eyes roamed up her body -- Rosalita was wearing a pretty checkered blouse that just gave a hint of her no doubt impressive cleavage. I continued my survey and met her eyes. I blushed as she smiled back at me, no doubt knowing exactly what I had been doing. Just as I began to close the door, she said softly, "Thank you, mi hijo."
The drive home was silent, Rosalita speaking only to tell me where to turn. She lived maybe three miles away -- we came to a stop in front of small house on a quiet, residential street. Her front yard was immaculate with beautifully crafted flower beds. "Your house is lovely. Did you do all those flowerbeds yourself?" I asked.
Rosalita looked out at her home and nodded. "Yes, I love working with flowers. After cleaning up after you kids..." She stopped, grinned and resumed, "Cleaning up after those other kids -- it's nice to work on something pretty." She reached over and squeezed my hand. "Sorry -- I didn't mean to lump you in with everyone else. You're special -- you've always treated me like a person instead of a janitor."
I shrugged and replied, "You are a person, Rosalita -- and you're the one who's special. Most of us are too stupid or blind to see that." She beamed back at me. I felt embarrassed -- not sure what else to say, so I opened the car door. "I'll walk you to your door, Rosalita."
I helped her out of the car and realized as I again stared at her legs. "Rosalita, you're bleeding!"
She looked down and sighed. "Si. I skinned my knees when that punk hit me. I don't know what will be more sore tomorrow -- my knees or my chin. She tilted her head and even in the dim light of a nearby streetlamp I could tell there was a small discoloration of her otherwise reddish-coppery skin.
Rosalita took my offered arm and I walked her to the door. She unlocked the door and turned and we looked at each other with uncertainty. I wanted to kiss her so badly; I was almost shaking with the effort of restraining myself.
"Johnny?" she said, her voice low and unsure. "Would you mind coming in for a little bit -- at least until I feel a little more, I don't know, settled?
"Um, sure," I replied. "I'd be happy to."
Inside, she turned on the lights. It was a lovely little place, neat as a pin. A small living room, adjoining kitchen and breakfast nook and a hall that I assumed led to one or more bedrooms. The walls were covered with family photographs and a few paintings.
Rosalita picked up a TV remote and handed it to me. "Why don't you make yourself comfortable? I'm going to take a quick shower and clean up this mess," she said, gesturing at her bloodied knees. "You can watch TV if you like and there is soda in the refrigerator."
I felt a stirring in my loins -- my cock beginning its all too short rise towards erection. In my head, I saw a million directions that this could go and worried that I would manage to have a million and one ways to screw things up. "Okay," I said meekly. My cock continued to swell as I realized that in a few minutes, this woman I had lusted after all year long would be naked just a few feet away from me.
She smiled at me and started to move towards the hallway. Rosalita stopped and turned back. "I feel silly saying 'thank you,' over and over again, but Johnny, thank you for what you did." She closed the distance between us and then rose on tip-toe to kiss the corner of my mouth, her body moving firmly against mine. "Mi beloved hijo," she whispered. She stepped back, her cinnamon skin turning darker as she blushed and then hurried from the room.
I watched her go and then stood there looking around the room. I idly turned on the television, but didn't sit down for long. Instead, I wandered about the room, looking at the various photographs. I assumed they were family pictures. I recognized a much younger Rosalita in a sundress, next to an older couple and then one of her in a graduation cap and gown between the same two people who I guessed were her parents. Other pictures showed her and various other young people of differing ages -- her parents in some of these pictures as well, so I assumed that they were her siblings. She looked so happy in those pictures.
She looked even happier in other pictures with a young Hispanic man in a military uniform. Then there was a wedding photo, Rosalita looking absolutely radiant next to her young man in Army dress uniform. I lingered on this one, feeling a little guilty as I ogled the deep cut of her dress, exposing the tops of her magnificent breasts. Then came pictures of a pregnant Rosalita, her belly swollen and looking as happy as anyone ever could. I was amazed to find myself as hard as I have ever been, looking at her, maybe seven or eight months pregnant, belly big and breasts under a maternity top, looking almost impossibly huge.
As I walked, I came to a little alcove. It looked like a shrine or tiny altar. There were candles in the front and behind them, pictures of her husband holding an infant and another of a young boy, maybe five years old. Suddenly, cold exploded in the pit of my stomach and all my horniness evaporated in a heartbeat. I suddenly comprehended Rosalita's sadness.
"His name was Hernando. I fell in love with him the first moment I saw him," Rosalita said from behind me. I turned to see her standing there in a thick, plush robe, belted tight. She was staring at the photo intently. "He is holding our son, Juan." She smiled that sad smile of hers. "Little Juan loved his daddy so much. Even at six months, he loved to go everywhere with his father."
Rosalita reached out and took my hand. My mouth felt as dry as a desert as I whispered, "What happened, Rosalita?"
She didn't say anything for a long, drawn out minute and I couldn't bring myself to breathe. Finally, Rosalita let out a long, soulful sigh that ended in a tremulous voice, "Hernando took Juan to a ballgame, they were both such baseball fans. They were on their way back and another car ran into them. They were gone by the time the ambulance came. The other driver, she died too. Wasn't drunk or a heart attack -- just ran into my husband and my little boy." She reached out and touched the framed photograph. "Mi tiamo."
She stared a moment longer then turned to me. "Come on, Johnny, come sit with me." She took my hand and led me to the couch. We sat down and faced each other, Rosalita curling her legs underneath her, giving me a flash of one lovely leg before it disappeared beneath the plush robe.
"I'm sorry. I never knew why you were so sad and I never thought to ask," I said, embarrassed even as I admitted it.
"You were a boy then and wouldn't know how to," Rosalita said. "But you cared, didn't you? You were kind to me and helpful and such a wonderful boy." She leaned over and stroked my cheek. "My Juan would be almost your age if things had turned out different. I like to think he'd be a lot like you."



"Thank you," I replied. I felt my cheeks burn and I felt a little ashamed for having such wicked thoughts about her -- even at that moment -- sensing that underneath that robe she was naked and I yearned - ached to see her nakedness.
She leaned back as if my gaze was a little too intense to endure at such a short distance. "And you remind me a little of my Hernando. He was a honest, caring man. Brave and true to those he loved -- a man worthy of being loved." Rosalita stared at me now with a gaze so powerful, I shifted around a bit, trying to get comfortable. I wondered if she was wondering what I looked like underneath my clothes.
I began to talk just to ease the sudden tension I felt in the room. "And you never remarried -- you've been alone all this time?"
Rosalita shrugged her shoulders. "I wasn't always alone -- my parents lived me with afterwards and then I took care of them until they passed. My brothers and sisters -- we still see each other, but not as often as we want. I have friends and such. I even date once in a while, but no one ever made me feel the way Hernando did. I sometimes have thought that my heart died with him and Juan, that I will never feel love again."
She stood up and smiled down at me. "But once in a while, I remember how much I did love and I feel my heart come alive again. Especially thanks to a certain little boy." She walked over to a book shelf and took a knickknack off the top. She held it out, "Remember this?" It was the snow angel I'd given her so many years ago.
"You gave me this the first Christmas after I lost my husband and son. I sometimes think that if it weren't for this and the wonderful little boy that gave it to me, I might have killed myself. But, I had my angel -- this little thing and the angel that gave it to me."
Rosalita sat it back on the shelf and then walked over to me. She bent over and cupped my face with her hands. "Thank you, mi amado hijo," she said and then she kissed me, her lips pressing against mine. It was a kiss that seemed to go on and on, just the soft, velvety pressure of her lips on mine and her hands on my cheeks.
I was lost in that sweet sensation -- my heart pounding and my cock hardening as we kissed. Not a soul kiss, our mouths never opened, but a delicious, loving kiss all the same that I never wanted to stop, but suddenly a jangling noise broke us out of the moment and we slowly, almost regretfully let ourselves part. "Te quiero," she whispered as she turned and went into the kitchen.
She picked up a cordless phone sitting on the breakfast table and said, "Hello?" A pause and her face grew serious. "Yes, officer? Yes." The cloud of seriousness evaporated and she turned and grinned broadly at me. "That's good to know, officer. I'll sleep better knowing they're locked up. Thank you. Good night."
Hanging up the phone, she said, "That was the police. They picked up those creeps. Said they even confessed! Isn't that a relief?"
I agreed it was and she quickly returned to the couch. The mood seemed to be changed. Whatever had begun to build between us wasn't there. I sat and chatted with her for maybe an hour, but now we seemed to be on familiar ground, almost relating as we did at school -- except I was still reliving that kiss in my mind and I could not look at her without feeling aroused by her. The robe she wore, covered her well, but even so, it didn't hide her very feminine shape and each time she laughed or smiled or just looked at me, I felt my cock stir -- swelling and deflating by turns.
As we talked, something seemed different about her and then it hit me. "Your hair!" I said, surprised that I hadn't noticed it earlier. She had let her hair down from its customary bun and it fell in long black tresses over her shoulders. "Your hair is beautiful!"
Rosalita laughed and touched a strand of her jet black hair. "Thank you, Johnny. It is a pain in the butt to take care of, but I've always kept it long." She paused for a second. "Hernando never wanted me to cut it short. He said it was the hair of a passionate woman." Suddenly, all that tension returned to the room as she looked away and then turned her head to gaze into my eyes again.
"He was right, Rosalita. You're even more beautiful when you wear it down like that!"
"Thank you, mi hijo," she laughed. "My Johnny is going to be a ladies man. You know how to make a woman feel lovely -- we can never hear that enough." She fell silent and for a long moment we just looked at each other. I shifted to get a little more comfortable and my moving drew her eyes downward to the crotch of my jeans which were bulging hugely. She considered my hard-on for what seemed forever and then returned her gaze to my eyes.
Rosalita smiled and bit her lower lip with that delicious overbite of hers. She glanced up at a clock on the wall -- one of those cat clocks with the moving eyes and tails. "It's getting late, hijo," she said. "Your parents will be getting worried. You better go."
Every fiber of my being screamed for me to kiss her, but I couldn't summon the nerve and I told her she was right -- "You've had a rough evening too and you should get some rest."
She walked me to her front door, offering to get dressed and drive me back to school. I shook my head and said, "No, I think you should take it easy, Rosalita and besides, I think I'd like to walk awhile -- you know, think about stuff."
Rosalita nodded and replied, "I understand." She stepped up close again, the front of her robe brushing against my chest. "Again, mi hijo, thank you. Thank you for everything." In the span of a heartbeat, Rosalita's arms flew around my neck and she kissed me again. Like before, her mouth never opened, but with her wonderful, full lips pressing against mine, it was a passionate kiss anyway. It went on a long time, her embrace tightening as she kissed me, her body against mine, separated only by that damned robe.
When it finally ended, she kept her arms around me and whispered gently, "Te quiero, mi amado hijo."
"What does that mean?" I said in a breathless voice.
Rosalita smiled and replied, "I love you, my beloved son."
I leaned into her and kissed her again, still a chaste, but passionate kiss. After another long minute, I felt her tense up and I broke the kiss. Rosalita started to step back, but I caught her hands as she moved them and held them for a moment as I said, "I love you, my beloved Rosalita. Goodnight."
I stepped out the door as she watched me, walking backwards to see her staring at me with those lovely dark eyes, still sadness evident in them, but maybe, maybe not as much as there had been before. When she finally closed the door, I turned and walked briskly down the sidewalk, whistling and striding jauntily as only a young man in love can do.
I was only a couple of hours late getting home, but my parents didn't seem to mind much, especially after I told them about the attempted mugging of Rosalita. Dad clapped me on the back and told me he was proud of me, then disappeared into the den to watch the last couple of innings of the Braves' game.
Mom fussed over me, checking in on me after I climbed into bed. She applauded me for my bravery and worried over my brash action. "Maybe you should've gone for help instead of taking on two thugs, Johnny." I endured Mom's motherly attentions, enjoying her closeness -- Mom was wearing a silk bed robe that was much more revealing than the one Rosalita had on. Mom's body was a lot trimmer than my Rosalita's, but very sexy and her satin robe did more than hint at the skimpy nightgown underneath, exposing much of her cleavage. Mom's breasts were a 36D (yes, I peeked at her bras one day).
"Heck, Mom -- it was no big deal. Those creeps are a couple of bullies and I'm not afraid of any asshole that would hit a woman."
Mom smiled at me and sitting on the edge of my bed, leaned over and stroked my hair affectionately. "You're a fine, young man. I'm proud of you." She sat back and studied me for a moment. "Rosalita Sanchez -- isn't she the woman you had such a crush on when you were in grade school?"
I blushed and nodded. Mom laughed and said, "Maybe my Johnny still has a crush on his Rosalita?" I felt my face burning even more and Mom sighed and shook her head and leaned over and kissed me on the forehead. "Ah, my son, the ladies' man. You always have liked older women." Her eyes darted downwards, following my gaze to her exposed cleavage. She chuckled and said, "You better be careful -- it's real easy to get in over your head with an older woman."
I could feel my mouth open in surprise. I had not realized that Mom knew about my inclination towards mature women. I wondered what else I didn't know about my mother, but before I could mull that over Mom sat up and winked at me and then stood up and walked to the door. "I love you, son. Be careful."
Mom closed the door behind her and I finally remembered to breathe. Mom has always been a bit of a flirt, but that was way beyond anything she had done before. My cock was as stiff as a bar of iron and I quickly began to stroke it under the blankets. Then there was a knock in the door and Mom popped her head in and said, "Oh honey, I almost forgot -- your father and I are going up to the Mountains for the weekend. You're on your own for food -- I'll leave you some money on the kitchen table." Again, she gave me that sexy wink and said, "Maybe you should check on your friend, Rosalita, tomorrow and see if she's all right -- maybe take her to lunch or something. Goodnight, Johnny."
And then she was gone and my mind was reeling as I jacked off. Was Mom encouraging me to see Rosalita after flirting with me? Images of Rosalita flashed through my mind as I approached a quick orgasm -- too long delayed. These images of my Hispanic friend were interspersed with images of Mom as well. I cried out to both as my cock began to erupt, spraying a huge load of semen over my hand and the blanket. It was so powerful it took my breath away and it was several minutes before I could gather the energy to begin cleaning up.
Even after that, as the day's events weighed on me and dragged me down into sleep, erotic images of Rosalita and Mom dominated my dreams. In those dreams, it seemed as if the two mature women, completely different in looks were constantly changing from one to the other. One moment I would be riding Rosalita, her urging me -- "Fuck me, hijo, ti quiero. Fuck your Rosalita," and the next time I looked down, I was on top of Mom who smiled at me as only a mother can, whispering to me, "I love you, son -- but remember, its easy to get in over your head with an older woman!"
Needless to say, I woke as horny as an eighteen year old can get! Even after my morning piss, my cock hovered between full mast and half mast. After showering, I dressed in a T-shirt and jeans and headed downstairs. It was already 9:30 in the morning and I discovered Mom and Dad had already left on their trip -- the latest of a series of "romantic" getaways to try and spice up their love life. From overheard conversations and out in the open arguments, I pretty much knew their love life had kind of dried up and that Dad was in the middle of a mid-life crisis.
Mom had left me an envelope with a hundred dollars inside and a note that said, "Here's some eating money. I hope you have a good weekend. I hope your friend, Rosalita is okay. Behave and remember what your mother told you about older women! Love, Mom."
As I sat at the kitchen table, eating my corn flakes, I considered what Mom was trying to tell me, but all I could think was that somehow Mom had given me the green light to pursue a woman that was the same age as her. The fact that my mother knew that I was hot for a woman who was at least her age was an incredible turn on and when I left the house, I had a raging hard-on in my pants.
Thirty minutes later, I pulled up in front of her house and parked behind her car. I sat there for a few minutes working up my courage and then the next thing I knew I was ringing her doorbell and hand behind my back.
The door opened and Rosalita was there, looking so beautiful she took my breath away. Her long black hair hung down over her shoulders and gleamed from a good brushing. Rosalita was wearing a white caftan that had a scooped neckline and my heart began to trip hammer as I saw the upper portion of her massive breasts for the first time. Her smile was the best thing of all -- an 'I'm so happy to see you!' smile.
"Johnny! What are you doing here on a Saturday morning?" she said, stepping back and motioning me to come in. "I'm not complaining, hijo -- it's so good to see you!"
"I wanted to make sure you were okay, Rosalita," I replied. "I-I couldn't -- can't stop thinking about you."
"Oh, Johnny -- you are so sweet, mi amado hijo." Rosalita said, blushing a little -- her dusky skin darkening.
I remembered that I was holding something for her and from behind my back, I produced a flower bouquet. "Flowers!" Rosalita squealed. "Oh, Johnny -- no one has given me flowers in ages! Thank you, mi hijo!" She came to me and pressing herself against me, kissed me on the lips. Instinctively, I put my arms around her waist to hold her in place, savoring the sensation of her lush body against mine. Her caftan was much less thick than the plush robe she'd had on the night before and I was more aware than ever of the huge meaty breasts mashing against my chest.
The kiss, like all the others was chaste, but seemed to go on and on. After long seconds I felt her sag against me a little and a happy little sigh escaped her mouth. I tightened my embrace, pulling her a little tighter against me. Then I felt Rosalita's body tensing up and she pushed away, her face dark with excitement or embarrassment or both. I looked at her with what I hoped was an expression of love on my face, but it was too much for her to bear and she ducked her eyes and taking a deep breath, tried to regain her control of the situation. "This was so sweet of you, Johnny. I don't know what to say."
She finally looked up into my eyes and seemed to be debating what to do next. Finally she waved me towards the living room. "Please, mi hijo, come in."
She motioned me to the couch and I watched the beautiful Hispanic woman as she found a vase for the flowers and got them settled. I admired her voluptuous body as she strode about the room. The caftan was slit up one side and as Rosalita walked, her trim, shapely leg came into view again and again. I quickly realized that she wasn't wearing a bra under the gown and I think my openly staring at her quickly had an impact as I began to see thick, round nipples appear, jutting out against the white material. As my Rosalita finally sat down next to me, I realized that her weighty breasts pushed out against the material so much that I could even tell the outline of her aureoles around her large nipples.
"You look lovely this morning, Rosalita," I managed to say without stammering. My heart was pounding and I could feel the blood rushing through my veins. "Um, I've been practicing -- let's see if I can do it right." I took a deep breath and looking into Rosalita's big, beautiful eyes said slowly, "Te quiero, mi amado Rosalita."
"Oh, mi tiamo." Rosalita whispered softly. She scooted a little closer to me and took my hand. "I love you too, my beloved boy." She leaned in as if to kiss me, both of us looking into each other's eyes, but paused -- her lips open and a scant inch from mine.
I moved forward, but my lips only grazed hers as she moved back to maintain that minute distance between us. "Rosalita?" I asked, my hand tightening on hers.
"Johnny, oh mi hijo, I want to -- I mean, we can't do this."
I moved closer to her, again my lips just barely brushing against hers before she eased back. I could feel her free hand against my chest -- not pushing me back, just there. "Why not, Rosalita? I love you and I know you love me."
"Johnny, I'm an old woman and you're a young boy. Mi hijo, I'm old enough to be your mother! I think of you like you were my own son."
Somewhere in my brain, I idly wondered what she would think of what I would love to do with Mom if I ever had the chance, but just her words enough inflamed my desires. I liked her calling me her son; it made my desire for her even more powerful. A terrible hunger swept through me and I quickly pressed my lips to Rosalita's mouth, catching her off guard, offering her my tongue before either of us could think about it.
Rosalita gave a muffled squeal and made a mild effort to push me off her, but the moment my tongue brushed against hers, she was kissing me back with all the passion I had known was bottled up inside her. Our tongues darted and dueled as we kissed hungrily, giving into desires too long held in check.
The kiss seemed to go on and on, becoming even more powerful as we wrapped our arms around each other. I could feel her heart pounding in counterpoint to mine as our tongues roiled over each other and made love on their own. Rosalita tasted sweet and I knew immediately that a lifetime of kissing this woman would never sate my hunger for the touch of her soft lips and the taste of her tongue.
At some point our hands began to roam. I think I started it by running my hands through her thick, black hair, letting it cascade through my fingers before finally cupping her face with my hands. Rosalita's fingers ran through my hair before running down my back and pulling my T-shirt out of my jeans and caressing my back. My hand found the slit in her caftan and I slowly stroked her soft thigh back and up until leaning her forward I was able to cup her meaty ass cheek. My other hand cupped a heavy, pendulous breast through the soft cotton fabric of her gown, savoring the sensation of her erect nipple throbbing against my palm.
As if our minds were joined, we stood up as one, our kiss still raging, not wanting to surrender each other's tongues, until our desires finally overwhelmed us. We ended the kiss, a single shiny strand of saliva between us as we stared at each other with fiery lust. Rosalita lifted my shirt up and tore it off over my head, flinging it across the room.
She pressed herself against me, her mouth showering my chests with little kisses. She closed her lips over my right nipple and after rolling her tongue across my little swollen pebble, slowly bit down on it. As she did this, her hands were busy fumbling with my belt buckle.
For my part, I discovered that Rosalita's caftan unzipped behind her back. As I felt my jeans slide down around my ankles and Rosalita's warm hand palm my erect penis, I unzipped her gown and then as she regretfully took a step back, I tugged her caftan down around her shoulders, over her massive breasts and then it was pooled around her feet and I felt my breath catch as I gazed at the naked beauty of my lusty Rosalita.
Words failed me and I could only stare with frank lust at her Rubenesque body. Her breasts were indeed massive, dwarfing my mother's large breasts. Like two enormous gourds, Rosalita's tits hung down against her chest -- meaty, bountiful mounds of titflesh capped with large, meaty nipples that stood proud and dark against her cinnamon skin. Her waist, though a little thickened with age, was narrower than her old work suits ever revealed, her luscious hips flaring outward and between her legs was the most incredible forest of pitch black pubic hair I could ever have imagined. It grew thick and unruly, covering her mound and trailing upwards and outwards. Even as thick as it was, I could see a wet strip of pink, aroused flesh parting the forest of her muff.
Rosalita stood proudly before me, letting me take her gorgeous body in, but her desires were strong too and I guess my erect cock, slapping up against my belly was too much for her. With a feral growl, Rosalita leaped at me, her mouth crushing against mine as she pushed me back, my knees folding up against the edge of the sofa, forcing me to sit. My beautiful woman never slowed down, but climbed atop me, squirming herself into my lap, sending shivers through me as her furry bush rubbed into my crotch and against my hardness.



She hunched against me and I was suddenly aware of a delicious heat coming from her bottom as she ground her furry pussy against my cock. Wetness followed and joined the heat as her labia spread and tried to capture and swallow my erection. I felt Rosalita's hand move downwards, trying to grasp my cock, but then, all on its own, the swollen head of my penis found her wet, hungry cunt as Rosalita rolled her hips and I felt my cock being enveloped in a sheath of pure hot and slick heaven for the first time in my life.
Rosalita broke the kiss to cry out as she slowly sank downwards on my shaft -- a gradual, never ceasing movement of hot, silky wetness clasping my erection. "Mi amado hijo!" she sobbed as she ground her crotch against mine, having taking the length of my dick, letting it nestle deep with her womb.
"I love you, Rosalita!" I gasped as I felt her pussy muscles clench my cock tightly. "Mi amado Rosalita."
Rosalita rolled her hips and gasped. "Oh my God! I cannot believe we're doing this, Johnny! It's my craziest dreams come true!" Rosalita bent down and we kissed -- a gentle kiss that quickly grew passionate and erotic, our tongues roiling against each other. "I thought I might be going mad, mi hijo! In my dreams it seemed as if I am making love to you and Hernando and my grown up Juan all at once."
Her words made my head swim and at the same time arouse my need -- my hunger for her. "You are, Rosalita -- we're all here, we all love you and will always love you." I kissed her again -- another long, sensuous kiss that seemed to last a lifetime. I could feel both our hearts pounding as we hugged each other tight. Somewhere in that kiss, our bodies began to respond to our hunger for each other. Gradually, Rosalita began to slowly move up and down on my erect penis, using her knees for leverage as her cunt lips clung and dragged against the shaft of my cock, coating it with her warm lotion.
When our kiss ended, Rosalita pressed my face into her huge breasts, hugging me to her as she purred, "Fuck me, hijo. Fuck your Mama Rosalita." My lips sought out and encircled her huge, swollen nipples. I sucked and licked at her turgid nobs for a long time while she ran her fingers through my hair. "Ohhhh, Johnny -- you make me feel so good," she hissed as she continued to ride me.
On and on we went, making love. The sweet, slow movement of our bodies created more pleasure than I ever imagined possible. Rosalita's pussy felt so incredible, like being enveloped in the warm, wet, satiny embrace of a heavenly angel, massaging my cock with infinite delicate pleasure.
I would trade off kissing and sucking my lover's wonderfully huge tits to again kiss her -- savoring the taste of her eager tongue curling around and making love to mine. Our bodies quickly became slick with the sweat of our lovemaking, making our flesh slippery and sticky all at the same time. As we moved in the age's old motion of a man and a woman making love, her long, black hair damp with sweat brushed against my shoulders. I began to feel Rosalita's body begin to tremble against mine. The slippery warmth that my cock was wrapped up in became hotter and wetter as I felt Rosalita's pussy tighten around my hard dick.
"Ohhhh, Johnny -- I'm, oh god, I'm going to...." Rosalita's words evaporated as she gave a long sigh, her fingernails digging into my shoulders as she ground herself down on my erection. "Oh yesssss, mi hijo, make me cum! Make Mama cummmmm!"
Rosalita pressed her mouth against mine, but couldn't maintain the kiss as the force of her orgasm ripped a wail of incredible pleasure from her and she arched her back, driving herself into me, burying my cock deep in her cunt, sobbing. "Te quiero, mi hijo!"
"I love you, too!" I cried back, tears running down my face as my own pleasure began to overwhelm me and I felt my seed boiling out of my balls and exploding inside Rosalita's motherly pussy! "Te quiero, mi amado madre!"
Our words, our lovemaking -- all of it overwhelmed us and we were suddenly becoming one, our orgasms melding and becoming something bigger than both of us, both of us lost in the sheer pleasure of each other as we came and came and came. It felt as if I'd come more this one single, wonderful moment than in all the previous ejaculations of my life.
I was gasping for breath as I came back to myself, my eyes taking in the sweetly erotic sight of Rosalita still frozen at the height of her orgasm, her upper lip curled as she sneered with the overwhelming delight of her orgasm, her eyes rolled back in her head. Suddenly her eyelids fluttered and she sagged onto me, her eyes full of disbelief and joy. "Oh, Johnnyyyyy," she gasped before collapsing into sobs, hugging me tightly as she cried and between heaving breaths, calling out to me. "Oh mi amado hijo. I love you so much, Johnny."
We murmured little loving things too each other, not moving for the longest time while Rosalita's sobs eased and we both managed to get our breathing back to normal. We stared into each other's eyes, for myself it was easy to get lost in the loving stare of her dark eyes. Everything felt so right -- the way our naked bodies felt, pressed together, feeling each other's heartbeats and the flutters of our pulses.
"Oh, Johnny. I have never -- not with Hernando, not in my dreams, felt anything like that," Rosalita whispered in my ear. "You are a magnificent lover." I felt her tongue tease my ear and then her lips kissing me here, there and then finding my mouth and her tongue slipping inside to play with my tongue yet again. My cock throbbed in response and she moaned in response to that and we both looked into each other's eyes as we both realized that I was still hard and inside her loving pussy.
"Please..." Rosalita said in a small voice. "Make love to me, hijo."
"Oh yes, Rosalita -- my mama Rosalita." I moaned in response. As if we were in a dream, we seemed to lose our balance and then I realized we were somehow falling over on our side and then Rosalita's legs were wrapped around me -- her solid, shapely legs crossing and pulling me into her as she squirmed under me until we were in the missionary position. She rolled her hips and her mammoth breasts jiggled and bounced as she ground herself upwards and said, "Take me, mi amado hijo. Fuck Mama and make me scream."
I began to thrust into Rosalita's welcoming, cum filled pussy slowly -- a bit unsure of myself, but each time I sank into her welcoming womb, I grew more confident and began to respond to Rosalita's insistent whispers to go faster, more forcefully. Love and lust mixed in her face as old, neglected hungers rose to the surface, demanding to be sated. My lover grinned happily as I blurted out, "I'm going to fuck you, Mama. "I'm going to fuck you, Rosalita and make you cum and cum and cum!"
Our passionate lovemaking turned into carnal fucking as we slammed our bodies together again and again, each thrust of my cock drawing a wailing snarl from Rosalita as she dug her heels into my ass cheeks, urging me on to fuck her harder and faster as her nails tore down my back. As Rosalita's face scrunched up in orgasmic joy, the visage of such raw carnality only inflamed me more and our moans and cries as we fucked filled the air even as the powerful aroma of semen and pussy cream filled the room, inflaming us even more.
Rosalita's orgasm came swiftly and savagely and I hung on for dear life as she bucked and squirmed beneath me, spurring her on to new orgasmic heights by ducking my head and gingerly biting her blood engorged nipples. When her moans of pleasure faded as her orgasm receded, she looked at me through teary eyes with such love, whispering in a scream hoarsened voice, "Fuck me, hijo, fuck me my beloved son."
Having already cum, I felt like I could last forever and I was determined to give my new beloved as much pleasure as she could stand. Clinging to me, she let me thrust and pound into her flesh relentlessly, burying my cock as deep as possible with each hard, powerful plunge into her sweet pussy. As she recovered from her orgasm, Rosalita began to respond to my thrusts with movement of her own, twisting and writhing under me, finding the most pleasurable positions for both of us.
We scratched and clawed and kissed and bit as we fucked each other like it might be the last time, knowing full well we could never give up what we started. We laughed and sobbed as the delicious carnality of it all swept over us until we both reached the pinnacle of pleasure and began to orgasm, both occurring so suddenly, neither of us were sure who began to climax first.
We exploded into orgasm, Rosalita sobbing happily as I filled her womb with my semen a second time while she bathed my cock in her steamy juices, her muscles lovingly massaging my throbbing penis. In the afterglow of our fiery lovemaking, we simply basked in the glory of it all -- saying little as we stared into each other's eyes.
At some point, I carried Rosalita to her bedroom and we fell asleep in each other's arms. It was a far better sleep than I had known in quite sometime -- my dreams full of erotic moments with Rosalita and, I must confess, sometimes my mother as well. Throughout the dreams, I could sense Mom's sexy, knowing smile all around us. Maybe that's why I woke up with a hard-on. Maybe it was because I woke up snuggling with a lush bodied woman who hand was gently stroking me, urging me awake.
I found Rosalita staring at me, her beautiful dark eyes shining with happiness that matched her lovely smile. "It's real," she whispered with a sense of wonder. "I thought it was maybe another dream, but its real, mi hijo, and you're with me.
I discovered a truth then -- about the best lovemaking and how arousal can be upon you in an instant. Perhaps it was Rosalita's hand on my hard cock -- maybe it was the sensation of her soft skin, hot and moist against mine -- maybe it was the unknown pheromones in the air, and maybe it wasn't any of those, but my hunger for my Rosalita was immediate and demanding, brooking no refusal.
"Maybe it is a dream, Rosalita," I breathed as my lips approached hers. "If it is, I hope we never wake up." We kissed, tongues entangled as we wrapped arms and legs around each other. I felt more than heard Rosalita sigh with happiness and knowing she was happy made me feel both content and aroused. I discovered another truth -- there is no sweeter lovemaking than when you wake up next to someone you love and feel that desire sweep over you -- knowing that desire is reflected in your lover as well.
We made love for what seemed forever. There was no rhyme or reason to it -- we moved together agonizingly slow at some points and were like two ravenous animals at other times. I was on top, Rosalita was on top and sometimes we were in between. It was a dream in which we were joined together in delicious pleasure, our eyes always locked on each other, exploring -- learning each other as we discovered new heights of pleasure. We screamed and whispered each other's names and took delight from the incestuous overtones of speaking the words of son, momma, madre and hijo. Our souls melded and became one and even when we again became conscious of being two separate people, we kept special knowledge of each other that can never be lost.
Our final climax was of an intensity I never dreamed possible. I felt Rosalita's orgasm pulsing around me in her pussy and in the grip of her firm thighs as I buried myself deep in her womb and emptied my seed.
We could not satiate ourselves. We never actually made it out of the house that Saturday. I bought her dinner -- a local Chinese restaurant that delivered. We feasted on the food and each other. My long imagined fantasies of Rosalita's full lips on my cock were realized as she gave me a long, languorous blow job, bringing me to the instance of orgasm and then easing off again and again until I was pleading for release.
I discovered the mysteries of a woman's vagina, exploring through her wild growth of bush to the pink, moist mysteries of her pussy, letting her teach me to please a woman properly with my mouth. I learned to use my tongue and lips to best use as I made love to her labia, to her wet, slick inner folds and her large, swollen clitoris.
Saturday blended into Sunday and we had reduced our world to her bedroom and our naked flesh and sweet sleep until we were both too sore to continue. Then having learned each other's bodies, we began to learn more about each other's hearts and minds and souls, talking and baring ourselves to each other.
I discovered a resilient, brave woman who had face horrible tragedy and had sojourned on -- who had come back to life because of one young man...because of me. "That first day I saw you back in the fall I fell in love you, Johnny. I wanted you like I hadn't wanted anyone since Hernando. And... "Rosalita shook her head in wonderment as we cuddled in bed. "I kept thinking of my Juan and how I think he would be so much like you and I imagined him as a young man and I began having fantasies about him. In my dreams you and he make love to me. Sometimes together -- sometimes only one of you and sometimes one of you becomes the other.
Rosalita leaned over and kissed me and stroked my face. "And sometimes, mi hijo, my Juan would tell me that you were the one -- that all my dreams would come true." She kissed me again and whispered, "And it did."
We kissed for a while, hand gently caressing each other and then she gave a shaky laugh. "I guess you think I'm weird -- having these thoughts about my Juan -- getting you two mixed up."
I laughed and replied, "No, Rosalita, I don't." I confessed my own attraction to older women and my own fantasies about my mother, butterflies in my stomach as for the first time I told another human being about my desire to make love to my Mom, and about my dreams where Rosalita and Mom made love to me.
Rosalita's eyes gleamed with excitement and I felt her hand close around my penis which had grown rock hard during my confession. "Mmmmm, mi hijo is a naughty boy -- just talking about fucking your mother made you hard."
"No," I replied. "Talking about fucking my Mom and fucking you makes me hard."
Rosalita giggled and kissed me again, slowly stroking my cock. "Well, who know, mi hijo -- my dreams have come true, maybe yours will too."
Her words sent a thrill through me. "My dreams have come true, Rosalita. I'm here, in bed, holding the woman I love."
Rosalita cooed and said, "Mi hijo is such a sweet talker. Well, I guess Mama needs to reward him." She giggled again and slipped beneath the covers, her mouth planting kisses down my chest and stomach and then I gasped as she took me between her lips, her tongue circling the head of my cock and then slowly began to suck me.
"Ohhhh, Rosalita. That's so sweet."
From beneath the covers, I heard her murmur, "If you like, pretend it's your mother, Johnny. I won't be jealous." Then my sweet mature lover began to suck my cock vigorously, making me squirm with delight. My mind reeled with her last words and I couldn't believe how amazing this woman was -- that it was a fucking shame that very few people knew the true noble nature of this wonderful lady.
Images of Rosalita and of Mom swam through my head as she sucked my throbbing dick. Rosalita reached out and took my hands, guiding them to her head and tangling my fingers in her long, black hair. Occasionally her lips would slip off my cock and I would hear naughty words drifting up from below before my shaft was again enveloped by her wonderful, warm mouth. "Mmmmm, Mama loves her son's cock. Does mi hijo want to give Mommy his cum?"
It wasn't long before I was unable to hold back. "Ohhh, Rosalita, I'm going to cum!"
"Her hand tightened around my shaft and I heard her whisper from beneath the blanket, "Gooood. Cum for me, son. Cum in Mommy's mouth." Rosalita's mouth covered the head of my cock again and I felt her tongue wash over the tip and I groaned and began to shoot. Her lips tightened around my dick and I heard her groan approvingly as she swallowed my load. I jerked and quivered with each loving suck of Rosalita's mouth against my sensitive flesh until she had drained me one last time.
Eventually, I felt my lover moving upwards, her pendulous breasts pillowing against my chest as her head emerged from the covers -- her long black hair all awry and framing her smiling face. "Ahhh, mi amado hijo -- so sweet and tasty." If I hadn't been in love with her already, I would have fallen in love with her then -- she seemed so beautiful and happy.
We spent most of Sunday in bed and I would have been happy to stay there forever, but as the shadows gathered at dusk, I heard my cell phone vibrating on her dresser table. I sighed and crawled out from under the warm covers and my naked lover and looked at it. There was a text message: WHERE R U? MOM.
I sent back a text: BE HOME SOON. I turned back in bed and snuggled up to Rosalita. She was still smiling at me, but with a tinge of the old sadness. I kissed her and stroking her face, said, "This isn't over, Rosalita -- this is just the beginning for us. I don't ever want this to stop."
Rosalita sighed and kissed me back, long and lovingly. Afterwards she said, "I know -- I don't want it to stop either, but...we have to be careful, Johnny. You are so young -- this will be a scandal to a lot of people -- your parents and friends and the school as well. After you graduate next month -- we can start planning our life, but for now -- this should be our secret, yes?"
I agreed and after we cuddled and kissed for another hour or so, I went home -- not wanting to go and kissing my Rosalita at the door for what seemed another hour. We whispered our love to each other -- "Te quiero," and I left for home -- knowing full well, I was leaving much of my heart behind.
I don't remember much of the drive home -- my thoughts on my darling Rosalita and replaying over and over the sweet moments of our weekend together. After I pulled into my driveway, I glanced at my watch and was surprised to see that it was after ten o'clock.
Entering the house, I could hear television noise in the living room and walked in. Mom was curled up on the couch. Despite being exhausted from weekend of incredible sex, I felt my cock stir at the sight of my Mom. She had her honey colored hair pulled back in a pony tail and was wearing a short nightshirt that barely came past her crotch and had a scooped neck, displaying the upper portions of her breasts. Mom's tanned thighs were displayed, the nightshirt just hinting of Mom's shapely ass cheeks.
Mom turned her attention from the television and smiled at me. "There's my wandering son. Where've you been?"
I shrugged and mumbled, "Just hanging out -- you know -- the usual stuff."
Mom laughed and shook her head. "I bet. You been over at your new girlfriend's house?"
I could feel my face turning red, but I nodded and said, "Yeah, I've been spending time with Rosalita." Then to change the subject, I asked, "So, how was your and Dad's weekend?"
Mom's bemused expression turned to one of irritation. "Oh, it was a blast. Turns out our cabin had fishing gear and a stream full of trout a quarter a mile away. Your father had a wonderful time." She got up and turned off the television. "Sometimes, I think your father would have been better off marrying someone who owned a bait and tackle shop."
Obviously Mom's planned romantic weekend getaway didn't work out like she planned and her frustration was plain. I didn't know what to say -- after all, it wasn't like I could just reply, "Sorry you didn't get laid this weekend, Mom." So, instead, I gave a shrug and said, "I reckon I'll go to bed -- I got school tomorrow."
Mom was padding towards the kitchen and just nodded and I went upstairs to my room and sat down on my bed and suddenly felt absolutely exhausted and to my amazement, lonely. I never would have imagined that I could get so addicted to having Rosalita next to me as I slept.



I kicked off my shoes and had just tugged my T-shirt off when I heard my bedroom door open. I turned to see Mom walked in with some of my jeans folded up into a neat stack. "I did some wash when I got home and I..." Mom stopped dead in her tracks and just gawped at me. It confused me at first and then I realized she was staring at Rosalita's claw marks on my back.
Mom stared for a long minute and then shook her head. I was speechless and waited for the yelling to start, but Mom sat the jeans down in a chair and said, "Don't move, I'll be right back." She left and a few seconds later, I heard her in her bathroom.
Mom walked back in with a plastic bottle. She walked around to sit next to me, a funny little smile on her face. "This will help heal you up, Johnny," Mom said, uncapping the bottle and squirting some lotion into her hand. I could smell the flowery-perfume like fragrance. "Turn around so I can rub this onto your back."
Still speechless, I did as I was told. The lotion was cool and I admit soothing and Mom's hands felt good on my back. Mom began to talk as she rubbed the lotion on me, her voice sounding somewhat odd. "A woman doesn't make these kind of scratches unless she's being incredibly pleasured, Johnny." As her fingers rubbed and caressed my back, I felt my cock begin to swell. Her voice became even more strained. "You must be a wonderful lover, son."
I was unable to reply, stunned at Mom's words. Mom went on to fill the tension filled silence in the room. "I think your Rosalita is a very lucky woman, Johnny."
I finally managed to stammer, "Sh-she's a wonderful woman, Mom."
Mom chuckled and put her arm around my shoulders, pulling me against her. Inwardly, I groaned as I felt my side and my right arm press against her large, firm breasts. "I'm sure she is, honey. I raised you -- I know that any woman you fall for will be a good woman."
Mom leaned into me and I felt her lips brush my cheek. "Just remember what I said, about getting in over your head with older women." My mother stood up and faced me, standing agonizingly close -- the hem of her nightshirt just scant inches from and below my face. Mom leaned down and looked into my eyes which were sorely pressed not to look at her breasts which were almost spilling out of the scooped neck.
Mom took her hand and tilted my head up a little so I was looking into her eyes. "Older women can be very dangerous, Johnny. Older women can be addictive and once you start, you might develop an appetite for older women that you won't be able to control.
Mom leaned in and kissed me on the corner of my mouth -- taking her sweet time about it. Her lips felt soft and so...arousing. My cock was throbbing with need -- I felt like I could cum at any moment. Mom ended the kiss by brushing her lips ever so gently across mine and then slowly raised herself back up, offering me a generous view of her spectacular tits. Mom smiled down at me with something more than motherly love -- a look that stirred things up inside me and said, "Remember what I tell you, son. You get a taste for older women, there's no telling what it might lead to."
I watched Mom slowly walk to my bedroom door, her shapely legs so enticing in that shortie nightshirt. She looked back at me and I was barely able to contain myself at not leap after her and throw her on the bed and make love to her. "I love you, son. Sleep well."
Mom closed the door as I hoarsely called out, "Good night, Mom. I love you too." I was so stunned I could not move. After the mad, passionate weekend I had just had with Rosalita, I wouldn't have thought there could be anything that could have topped that, but I was sure Mom had just offered herself to me. Whatever else happened, I was pretty sure I wasn't going to be getting much sleep.
To be continued...
*
Author's Afterword -- This story wound up being a fairly surprising one for me. I envisioned it as a sweet, romantic Mature category story and no more. When we first meet Johnny's Mom, she is supposed to be simply a walk on and walk off character, but she refused to get off stage. Her appearance in Johnny's bedroom that first time was as much a surprise for me as it was for you. She has however refused to go away and has made this story spin off an entirely different direction...giving it more of that incestuous overtones that I had planned and certainly if I complete part 02, it will be even more of an incest story. Stay tuned!
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I got the call just as Rosalita and I were gasping for breath after a long wonderful bout of lovemaking. We had spent most of Saturday in bed together, still insatiable for each other after four weeks of being together. I could not keep my hands, mouth and cock away from my cinnamon skinned lover's body. We had been napping and I had woken to find Rosalita straddling my body – my cock in her warm mouth and her thick, furry muff hovering over my face – labia parted and drops of her sweet juices splashing on my face.
My mature lover had introduced me to the concept of the sixty-nine and I couldn't get enough of it. I raised my head and ran my tongue along the length of Rosalita's spread pussy, savoring her sweet taste as much as the muffled and soulful moan she gave in response. I was making every effort to know how to best please my Latino lover and felt that I was learning her little secret pleasure spots – especially that certain little point just under her clitoris that when probed gently with my tongue had such spectacular results.
"OHHHH JOHNNNYYY – MI HIJOOOO!" Rosalita sobbed, rocking back onto my face. "I love that, but I can't take iiittttt!" she cried as she tightened her thighs' grip on my head as her cunt spasmed and flooded my face with her pussy juices. Rosalita sprawled forward and off me after a few more taunts from my tongue, onto her knees, her face against the sheets. "I love your mouth, hijo!" she panted.
My cock waved happily in the air, straight, long and stiff, getting harder at the image of my Rosalita's full ass raised as if in offering. I scrambled to my knees and positioned myself behind her – tilting her ass up slightly to give me better access to her fur covered pussy. I ran my cock up and down between her labia lips and Rosalita moaned, "Oh yes, mi amado hijo, FUCK MAMA, FUCK ME NOW, SON!"
With a feral, possessive growl, I thrust hungrily into Rosalita's steamy pussy – my growl becoming a happy sigh as her buttery soft flesh enfolded itself around my throbbing cock. The room filled with our cries and the aroma of our sweat and juices and pheromones as we made love with passion and hunger and complete abandon.
Rosalita's sobs and my groans of pleasure mixed in with the noises of sweaty, slapping flesh as we came together again and again. I leaned forward and slipped my hands around my lover to cup and knead her bountiful, meaty breasts – eventually finding her blood engorged nipples, thick and swollen and pulled and teased them as I fucked my lover with everything I could muster.
Already primed by Rosalita's talented tongue, it didn't take me too long to reach the point of no return and as I began to cum deep inside Rosalita's cunt, my hot semen bathing her womb set off a tremendous orgasm in her. Together, we bucked and thrusted and climaxed together for what seemed an eternity – only stopping when our bodies could take no more.
We collapsed together and wound up on our sides face to face. Rosalita gasped for breath and grinned saucily as she kissed me and said, "Every single time, hijo, is better than the time before. If this keeps up, your cock may wind up killing me."
Between gasps for air, I replied, "Well, we can give it up if we need to, Rosalita. I wouldn't want to..."
I didn't finish as Rosalita reached out and took my semi-erect cock in her hand and said, "Don't you even think it – I will never give up this lovely dick or the boy it is attached to." Rosalita kissed me again. "I love my little hijo, Johnny and his big cock!"
I flushed with pleasure, thrilled at Rosalita's words. "I love you, too my amado Rosalita. Te quiero, mi amado Rosalita." We were kissing again when my cell phone went off. "Ignore it," I whispered to my lover and we kissed some more, our tongues playing and dancing.
The cell phone finally stopped, but a minute later, it went off again. I was thinking clearly enough now to recognize Mom's ring tone. I sighed and resolved to ignore it, but Rosalita recognized it too and said, "You better answer it. If she's calling this late, it must be important."
I turned it on and said, "Mom? Everything okay?"
"Is this Johnny Holman?" It was a man's voice – tight and grumpy.
"Who is this? Where's my mother? What's wrong?" I sat up, suddenly scared.
"Settle down, son. Your Mom's fine. This is Deke Rogers – I manage Mallory's Pub – downtown on 9th Street. You need to come get your mother – she can't drive."
"What's wrong with her? Where is she?"
I heard a bored, exasperated sigh from the other end. "Mr. Holman, your mother's fine – she's just had a little too much to drink and can't drive - and she was having trouble dialing the phone, so I'm making the call. Come get your mother, son and take her home."
He hung up and I gave a sigh and explained the situation to Rosalita. My lover just stroked my face and smiling, said, "Go, my hijo. She needs your help." I dressed quickly as my mature lover watched – me marveling at the lack of jealousy or anger in this woman – her face betraying nothing but her love for me. "Be careful, Johnny – I love you, mi hijo," she said as she kissed me goodbye at the door, hiding behind it as I left.
As I drove, my mind ran over the heady world my life had become. The weeks following Rosalita and I becoming lovers were like nothing I had ever experienced before. It was as if losing my virginity to that lovely Hispanic woman was the trigger for world changing events – at least, world changing for me.
Seeing her at school was the hardest. Every time I saw my Rosalita going about her job as a school janitor, I just wanted to sweep her up in my arms and carry her off and make love to her – I hated that I couldn't even go up and kiss her, but she was adamant that our love remain a secret at least until after I graduated from school. But in the evenings, I would come to her and my cinnamon skinned beauty would be waiting for me, her beautiful, long black hair undone and we would make love and I would find peace and happiness wrapped up in her arms and legs,
In Rosalita's embrace, I would find everything I needed to make sense of a steadily growing crazy world. I was coming to the end of my high school career – we had two weeks left. My life was mostly consumed by going through the motions for my classes (I already had the required credits to graduate), playing the last games of the baseball season, and spending every possible free moment with Rosalita.
And Rosalita and I weren't the only ones whose lives had been turned upside down. Mom's flirting with me became more steadily obvious, especially after she and Dad sat me down the first week in May and announced that they were going to try a temporary separation. "We have some issues that your Mom and I need to work out," Dad said in his best 'fatherly' voice. Dad informed me that for a while, he was moving out, taking an apartment downtown to be nearer his office.
Now, I had known that things had been rocky between Mom and Dad for a few years. Their arguments had grown increasingly hostile and loud and it was no secret that the fire had gone out of their love life and that recent efforts to rekindle things had been a dismal failure. Dad appeared to have lost interest in sex just as Mom desired more and more.
Things grew even more complicated when just a few days after Dad moved, the rumors began to fly about Dad being seen in public with a young woman that used to work in his office. From the shouting matches Mom had with Dad over the phone, it sounded like Dad had simply moved in with this young woman and that the relationship had been ongoing for quite some time. I guess we were wrong about Dad and his interest in sex.
Mom took it hard. She was drinking more and spent a lot of time crying in her room. I tried to comfort her as best I could, but she either seemed to withdraw from me or flirt with me and I couldn't predict which way she would jump each time.
I pulled up in front of Mallory's. It was close to midnight and the place was nearly deserted. I confess I felt a pang of jealousy – Mallory's Pub had the reputation as a pick-up join and I hated to think of Mom even wanting to visit. I made my way in and found Mom at the bar, staring sullenly into a mostly empty glass with an umbrella in it.
"Mom? Are you okay?" I said as I stood beside her and placed my hand on her arm.
I confess – Mom looked stunning. She had on a sexy black dress that showed everything off to best advantage – from the low cut halter strapped front showcasing her large, firm breasts, to the short hemline that highlighted her tanned, slender legs. The dress was tight, leaving no doubts about her gorgeous figure and her tight rear end. Mom's honey blonde hair hung down to her bare shoulders (something about bare shoulders really turns me on).
"Mom?" I said again. "C'mon, let's go home."
Mom turned slowly and looked at me and then moving slowly, she hugged me to her, pulling me tight against her lush body. I half expected her to start crying, but she just hugged me for a long time and then in a whisper that tickled my throat, said, "Please."
I took that as a request to take her home. I retrieved her car keys from the bartender and then, after making sure my car would be okay where it was, walked out of the bar with my arm around Mom's shoulders as she moved unsteadily to her sedan. Her car's front seat was a bench seat and after I got Mom inside and got behind the wheel, Mom scooted over and leaned herself into me. It was a little awkward as I pulled out, her breast pressing into my right arm, but in a minute, I adjusted to compensate by putting my arm around her.
We drove in silence for a while – the radio playing soft jazz very low and Mom snuggled up to me, her steady breath on my neck as she rested her head on my shoulder. We were several minutes from home when Mom finally said something – the last thing I would have expected to hear her to say to me.
"I can smell her on you, Johnny." Mom pressed her face up, her nose brushing my cheek. "I can smell Rosalita's pussy on you."
"Jeezus, Mom!" I hadn't given it much thought, but she was right. I had rushed out of Rosalita's place without washing up and my lover had creamed heavily on my face and in my hair.
Mom giggled. "It's no big deal. We both know you two have been fucking like minks. I would assume you would be going down on her. I'd be disappointed if you didn't. A man should know how to please a woman." She paused and sighed. "God knows your father never wanted to go down on me." Mom sighed again and I shivered as she again inhaled. "I said it before, son – your Rosalita is a lucky woman."
Mom snuggled a little closer, I could feel her nose brushing my neck. She made a little huffing noise. "I bet your father goes down on his little whore."
I took one hand off the steering wheel and squeezed Mom's hand. "Things will be alright, Mom." Yeah, it sounded lame, but I didn't know what else to say. Mom just sighed and squeezed my hand back, bringing it up and kissing it and then letting it rest in her lap the rest of the ride home.
I helped Mom inside and up the stairs to her room. I turned on the light and started to go when Mom stepped in front of me and did a little wiggle and her dress seemed to simply float off her, falling in a puddle at her feet. I groaned inwardly even as my cock jerked in response to her barely clad body. My mother stood before me in a black, strapless half bra – her aureoles partially exposed – and a black thong bikini. Mom, though drunk recognized a man ogling her when she saw it and smiled evilly. She turned around and said, "Undo my bra, honey."
I sighed and reached out – Mom making it difficult as she swayed unsteadily on her feet. She finally edged backwards to lean against me, her lithe body pressing against mine – her ass rubbing against the hard-on in my pants. I got the damned thing unhooked and Mom slipped out of it and fell into her bed, her tits bouncing invitingly as she did.
"Um, good night, Mom – call me if you need something."
Mom pouted and patted the bed next to her. "Stay, Johnny. Talk to me for a few minutes. I never get to see you anymore." She giggled. "Not since you and your older woman got all hot and heavy."
I felt my skin turn red – no, redder, since I had been blushing since Mom let her dress fall to the floor. "Sure, Mom," I replied, sitting down on the edge of the bed, my eyes traveling back and forth between her face and her full, still very firm breasts – her nipples hard and swollen. Mom's nipples weren't as big as Rosalita's, but they were much longer.
"Well, the one good thing about tonight was I found out that this older woman can still get plenty of attention," Mom said matter-of-factly.
"Oh yeah?" I said, not really sure I wanted to hear this.
"You betcha! I bet I had a dozen guys hit up on me tonight. I guess I still have it," she said as she took her hands and cupped her breasts, making them jiggle slightly. "You young guys sure love big tits!"
I opened my mouth and didn't know what to say, so I closed it again. Mom sighed then and said, "Some were good looking young studs – just a little older than you, son. But, I didn't have the heart to leave with any of them. I turned them all down cold."
My curiosity got the better of me. "Why not, Mom?" I asked.
"I – I just realized that I didn't want to get fucked by some strange dick. I wanted someone to make love to me – someone who loved me." Mom sniffled and her eyes began to tear up. I reached over to the bedside table and snatched up some tissues. Mom looked up at me, her blue eyes searching my matching ones for the answer to some unasked question. "I don't want just sex, son. I want to be loved."
Mom began to cry and I gave her the tissues and I sat with her while she had a good cry. After a bit, her sobs became sniffles and then she was snoring softly. I sat a while longer, looking at my lovely mother. Finally, I leaned over and kissed her on the lips, and whispered, "I love you, Mom."
Mom moaned a little and mumbled, "I love you too, baby." She turned on her side and returned to her gentle snoring. I covered Mom up with a blanket and went to my room.
I sat in a chair next to a window and watched the empty street below. Things just seemed to be getting crazier and crazier. Mom's flirting became more outrageous with each passing day whether she was sober or not. The hugs and kisses and rubbing up against me were a constant thing now at home as were her becoming more immodest.
Mom thought nothing now of walking naked by my room, claiming to have run out of fresh towels after a shower or to leave her door open while dressing. Tonight, she had left her skimpy panties on, but I didn't need to pull them off to know that Mom had had a lovely pussy lightly covered with golden brown hair or that a few days ago, she had shaved her pussy bare, leaving her tender, thick labia as bare as the day she was born.
I wanted Mom like an addict wants drugs, but – over the same last few weeks, I had realized that I was truly in love with Rosalita and I had decided that I would not be unfaithful to her. I saw the pain that Mom was in over Dad's cheating and I could not – would not make Rosalita endure the same pain. In the meantime, I would resist my incestuous desires and spend a lot of sleepless hours thinking of Rosalita and Mom and a few restless hours of dreaming of both the important women in my life.
In the morning I woke up to the smell of bacon and eggs. I quickly dressed and headed downstairs. Mom stood at the stove, wearing one of my dress shirts and I suspected little else – looking sexy with her hair bed-tousled and face clean of make-up. She had looked beautiful last night with her make-up on, almost like some movie star or something, but I always had thought Mom didn't need much of that and looked prettier without it.
"Morning, sleepy head," Mom said, turning on bare feet to watch me sit down at the table. "Breakfast is almost ready."
"How are you feeling, Mom?" I asked, trying to not notice how sexy her ankles and thighs were.
Mom shrugged her shoulders and said, "Better than I expected. A bit of a headache is all." She came to the table with two plates of food. Mom leaned forward, showing off her breasts when my old shirt gaped open, only half the buttons done up. We began eating and Mom said, "I'm sorry I interrupted your night with Rosalita." She paused to eat a bite of food and then said, "Of course, it's nice to have you here on a Sunday morning. I've missed that these last couple of months."
I wolfed down my food; feeling famished and then said, "I have to admit, Mom. You've been really cool about Rosalita and me."
"How do you mean, Johnny?" Mom said, smiling at me.
I felt myself blushing as I replied, "Well, I'm sleeping with a woman who's forty-two years old – actually a year older than you, Mom. You seem to act like it's perfectly normal – you've never even objected when I spend the night with Rosalita.
Mom looked at me in a way that made me feel a bit nervous – like a cat studying its prey. "Son – it's like I told you before. I've known for years how you feel about older women. I've seen how you would look at my friends – Kelly MacArthur and I used to think it was so cute to see you walking around with an erection while trying to peek at us when we would be sunbathing. I always knew that you would wind up falling in love with an older woman. Maybe I'm a little surprised by the woman you picked, but you're old enough to make your own decisions – I think it would be silly to fight about it."
Part of me – the part that decided whether or not my cock gets hard, wanted me to follow up on her comment about being surprised by my choice – I was both anxious and fearful to hear her answer. Somehow, I resisted the temptation to ask. Instead, I just shook my head and grinned. "You're the greatest Mom a son could have."
Mom laughed as she gathered up our plates and kissed me on top of my head, rubbing herself against me as she did so. "And you can have me whenever you want, baby," Mom said, winking at me over her shoulder as she walked to the sink.
I sat there speechless for a minute until she rolled her eyes at me and said, "Go. Go spend the day with your hot woman or MILF or whatever they call it these days. I ruined your Saturday night – go have fun with your Rosalita."
That was the hardest thing I ever had to do. In one breath, Mom had come on to me yet again and with the next, she gave me her blessing to go fuck another woman. "I love you, Mom." I said in a voice barely above a whisper.
Mom looked back at me, leaning against the sink, my dress shirt riding up to reveal the bottoms of her firm ass cheeks, her long, tanned legs looking so sexy – so inviting." "I love you too, son. Now go on – go visit your woman. Go fuck up a storm."
Later that afternoon, feeling satisfied that I had obeyed my mother to the best of my capabilities; I was resting in Rosalita's bed, her sweaty body on top of mine – my weary, but happy cock having just slipped from the loving embrace of her warm, cum-filled cunt. Our heartbeats were both just slowing down and we both luxuriated in the sweet sensation of our bodies pressed together in the afterglow of our lovemaking.



One of the great things about Rosalita was that I felt I could tell her anything. I guess all great loves are like that. It felt good to be able to talk to someone about Mom and my feelings and all that.
Rosalita rested against me, her head propped up on one hand and she gently ran her fingernails over my chest. "Your poor mother – she's just so lonely. I understand that." For a second – I saw the old sadness pass by in her eyes and then she smiled and said, "Thank you, hijo, for changing that for me." She leaned over and kissed me, her tongue soft in my mouth.
"Your mother will be okay, Johnny. It will just take time, I think." Rosalita studied me closely as I nodded – my expression surely betraying that I was still conflicted about Mom's situation.
"Johnny, tell me something – promise me you will tell the truth," Rosalita said.
"Anything, mi amado." I replied.
Rosalita paused as if gathering up the right words, and then looked me in the eye. "Johnny, we both know you have fantasized about your mother – the thought of fucking your mom turns you on." Her hand slipped down my chest and stomach and found my cock – sure enough it was beginning to stir. "Your mother wants you – it sounds like she's made that clear, hijo. What's keeping you from making love to her?"
I felt my face burn even as I felt my cock grow in Rosalita's hand. "It's you Rosalita – I love you and I would never be unfaithful to you."
Rosalita smiled and her face beamed lovingly at me as she whispered, "Awww, mi amado hijo." Again we kissed and I sighed as she slowly worked her hand up and down my shaft. "You are such a wonderful man," she said softly when our kiss ended. "I almost feel guilty keeping me all to myself. And I feel honored that you would love me so much that you would give up your heart's desire."
My need for Rosalita swelled within me then and I said, "You are my heart's desire. You are my great love!" I rose up and kissed my Latina lover, using my body on hers to roll her over on her back. As I climbed between her quickly spread thighs, my hands running up and down her luscious body, I gasped, "You are all I ever need or want!"
With a quick thrust of my hips, I slipped inside my Rosalita – her semen drenched cunt welcoming me home, her pussy muscles quickly tightening around my swollen cock.
Rosalita's dark eyes sparkled with carnal joy as she flung her pelvis upwards, taking me as deep as possible inside her womb. I ducked and licked her swollen nipples, catching one engorged digit with my teeth as her huge breasts rolled and wobbled and making her moan as I bit it slightly. "Ohhhhh, mi hijo, fuck me, Johnnyyy! Fuck your Mama Rosalita.
The room, already pungent with our sex, filled afresh with the intoxicating aroma of Rosalita's wet pussy, spurring me to ride her harder and faster with each thrust. Rosalita's legs came up and tightened against my sides, even as she pulled her knees back to open herself deeper to my probing cock. "Te quiero, mi amado Rosalita," I cried as I felt myself slip a little further inside her. My tongue teased her nipples and then found its way upwards to run over her lower lip, discovering her teeth, biting the luscious lip. Her moans became muffled as I kissed her, her tongue greeting my own with a lewd, wet dance.
"Fuck me, Johnny! Fuck me the way you would fuck your mother!" Rosalita panted as I plunged in and out of her grasping pussy. Her words excited us both and we lost ourselves in a frantic fucking motion of cock and pussy, hands and lips and moans and sobs. I felt Rosalita grabbing my ass cheeks with her hands, nails digging in as she tried to urge me deeper into her wet, molten hot cunt. "Fuck me, hijo – show Mama what a man you are!" Rosalita sobbed and I couldn't take it anymore.
I plunged inside her to the hilt, my pubic hairs entangling with hers and with a cry, I quit fighting against the urge to cum and let myself explode inside her steamy womb. "I love you, Mom!" I shouted as I filled my lover with my sperm. "I love you, Mama Rosalita!"
We kissed and cuddled as we caught our breath – silently speaking volumes with our eyes as we savored each other's touch. We both grew sleepy – our need for each other sated for the moment. As I drifted off to sleep, Rosalita's head on my chest, my hand stroking her luxurious long, black hair, I heard her sigh and whisper, "I am so happy, mi hijo – I would give you anything to make you this happy."
#
And then it finally happened – Graduation. After twelve years of intermittent boredom – I was finally getting out of school. We held the ceremony inside the gymnasium – us graduates marching in and sitting on the portable bleachers set up on the stage. As we walked down the aisle between our beaming parents and siblings and other loved ones, I looked for Rosalita, but didn't find her.
Once in our seats, I looked for her some more, but didn't see her. Mom, I found quickly. Mom looked gorgeous in a tight olive colored jersey dress that molded itself to her body, showing off her voluptuous figure – the hemline designed to show off her shapely legs. Mom's honey colored hair framed her lovely face – the only thing detracting from her beauty being her swollen, red eyes. Mom had had a furious fight with Dad on the phone an hour before we had left for school. Dad and his new gal had decided to go off to Vegas for the weekend and he called to let me know he just wasn't able to be there for my graduation. I'm not sure what the real story was – whether his new girlfriend was leading him around by his cock or if he was scared to be in the same room as Mom.
People spoke, we heard a couple of songs from the High School glee club, we all walked across the stage, collected our diplomas and then as the Principal declared us graduates, we flung our caps into the air and just like that – we were done with high school.
We milled around on stage for a moment, exchanging high fives and hugs and then we began to make our way to our families. Like a scene from a movie, as I made my way through the crowd – people suddenly parted and there stood my Rosalita.
She was so beautiful it took my breath away. Rosalita was wearing a cream colored dress that emphasized her tawny reddish-brown skin and ended just above her knees. It left her shoulders bare and the neckline curved dangerously downward, prominently displaying the upper halves of her massive breasts. My lover's hair was braided in a French Twist and draped over her shoulder.
We looked at each other for a moment and then came together, her bussing me on the cheek and giving me a passionate hug. "Mi hijo, I am so proud of you!" Rosalita exclaimed. We held on to each other, her arms around my neck while I encircled her waist and grinned a bit silly at each other while pretending not to be kinda embarrassed to be together in public.
We hugged again and then my heart beating madly, I kissed her on the lips. "I love you, Rosalita," I murmured as we embraced. I wondered if we were causing a scene with our display of affection but part of me didn't care and the rest of me was just caught up in her glorious, loving smile.
"Well, there you are!" I felt Rosalita stiffen slightly in my arms as I heard my Mom call out from behind me. Rosalita blushed and began to untangle herself from my embrace. I turned to see Mom standing there, beaming at us. She stepped up and hugged me, kissing me on the corner of my mouth. "I'm so proud of you, honey!" Mom exclaimed, her hand stroking my cheek as she ended her hug.
Mom turned and smiled at Rosalita. "Hello. I'm Cindy – Johnny's mother. I have so been looking forward to meeting you!" Mom held out her hand.
Rosalita smiled back and bravely stepped forward. "It's nice to meet you, Cindy. I'm Rosalita." Mom and she shook hands, taking their time about it – sizing each other up with me standing in the middle. I felt both nervous as a hen at a party of foxes and as proud as a young man with two beautiful women around him could be.
Mom gave Rosalita a close look over and then turned to me and said, "Your girlfriend is beautiful, Johnny! I can understand why you fell for her."
I reached out and took Rosalita's hand. "Yes, she is, Mom. Rosalita is a wonderful woman."
Rosalita replied, "Thank you, Cindy. You know you have a wonderful son. I know you must be so proud." Then, maybe to show she wasn't intimidated, she said, "I see that Johnny gets his good looks from you. You look lovely this evening – I wish I had your figure."
Mom blushed and said, "That is so sweet. I'm so glad we've finally met." With her free hand, she again grasped Rosalita's hand and said, "We have so much to talk about. I was planning to take Johnny out to dinner to celebrate graduation. Could you please join us?"
"I would love to, but I don't want to intrude – this is a family night," Rosalita replied.
Mom shook her head and said, "Oh no, and let's be honest about it. You are as much family now as anyone. I would really love to get to spend some time with you and Johnny."
And so that's how I found myself seated between the two most important women in my life at Magglio's Restaurant, feeling a little like a cow invited to a Bar-B-Q. Mom and Rosalita chatted about mundane things for the longest time. The weather, my college plans, embarrassing stories from my childhood and other inconsequential things.
At one point, Rosalita placed her hand on the table and without thinking, I placed my hand over hers and we instinctively let our fingers intertwined. Mom paused in mid-sentence to stare at our little display of affection and then looked up and smiled at both of us. In her eyes seemed to be a mix of emotions at play – love, tenderness, regret and maybe jealousy. Under that powerful gaze, I felt Rosalita shiver and she began to withdraw her hand from mine.
"No, please – don't," Mom murmured. "Please, Johnny – Rosalita, don't be shy around me. I think it's sweet to see two people so obviously in love."
Rosalita paused and I seized the moment to tighten my grip on her hand, squeezing in encouragement. "Thank you, Mom," I said, my voice tight with emotion.
Rosalita started to speak and then paused as if unsure what she should say, lowering her eyes to look at our intertwined hands... Finally, a quiet little smile played across her lips and she raised her head and replied to Mom, "Thank you, Cindy."
Rosalita took a deep breath and continued. "I have been very worried about how you and your husband would react to what has happened with Johnny and me. Johnny has told me again and again that you were fine with us being...lovers, but still, I know it has to be hard to understand, an eighteen year old man and a forty-two year old woman..." Rosalita's courage faltered and she was unable to go on.
Mom shook her head and reached out and squeezed Rosalita's free hand for a moment. "I am completely fine with you and my son, dear. Johnny and I have already had this conversation – he's probably told you that I've known for years his – um, preference for older women. I've been readying myself for this for a long time and the only thing I would ever be concerned with is that my son falls in love with a good woman. And I can just tell already that you are that, Rosalita. I'm happy for you – I'm happy for both of you."
Mom paused and took a sip of wine. She seemed to consider something for a moment and then continued. "In fact, I suppose I'm a little jealous, considering my current situation. What I wouldn't give to find love with a handsome young man that would make me smile the way Johnny makes you smile."
"That is so sweet of you, Cindy," said Rosalita in a voice that was barely above a whisper. "I feel lucky to have Johnny. You have raised a wonderful son." She hesitated for a second and then said in a rush. "He's more than wonderful – your son is a tender, considerate lover."
Mom glowed with that compliment and replied, "Yes, Johnny is a handsome sexy thing, isn't he?" She giggled as she took another sip of wine. "If I wasn't his mother, I would be all over him in a second." Mom giggled again and her face turned red. "I guess that sounds awful, doesn't it – me talking about my own son like that?"
Rosalita's face began to flush as well and in a quiet voice she replied, "No. I understand completely."
Both Mom and Rosalita appeared shocked to have talked so forthright and the conversation quieted down considerably, both women seemingly lost in thought. We finished our meal and I helped both lovely ladies into Mom's car. Once I was buckled up, I glanced at Mom in the rear view mirror and at my lover next to me. "Where to, ladies?"
Mom smiled at me and said, "This is a night for celebration. Why don't you drop me off at home, Johnny and you two go have some fun?"
Before I could protest, Rosalita turned in the seat and said, "Oh no! This is an important night for you too, Cindy. Besides, we just met – I'd love to talk to you more – get to know you better."
Mom appeared pleased by Rosalita's suggestion but she shook her head and said, "Oh no – you lovers should be alone and do what lovers do. You don't need a third wheel interfering with your love life."
"No! Please, stay with us," Rosalita said in an insistent voice. She turned to me and said, "Convince her, mi hijo." Rosalita reached out and touched my shoulder, drawing my gaze into her eyes. Her beautiful eyes told me that she wasn't being just polite.
"Please, Mom," said. "We both want you to stay with us. It's a beautiful night – we could go home and maybe just hang out in the back yard by the pool. Maybe toast my graduation with some champagne." I put a teasing tone in my voice. "You have that bottle of twenty year old Dom Perignon that Dad was saving for a big occasion. Why don't we break it open and celebrate?"
Mom laughed evilly at the idea of drinking Dad's prized bottle of bubbly and shook a finger at me. "Well, maybe Rosalita and I could have a little bit of champagne, but you're not twenty-one yet. Remember, you're still underage for drinking, young man."
Rosalita laughed with her and said, "A little champagne sounds good to me, Cindy. We can always buy Johnny a coke."
Despite the teasing, once we got back to our house, Mom did let me have a little of the champagne (which I'll be honest – I'd have just as soon had a beer), and we found ourselves relaxing in the lounge chairs by the pool. Mom and Rosalita chatted while I mostly listened, still finding it unnerving to be with both the most important women in my life.
Mom talked about her childhood in Missouri and Rosalita talked about the loss of her husband and son. Some tears were shed by both women and they hugged when Mom stood up and moved to sit with Rosalita. They were both getting a little tipsy from the champagne and I found myself with a hard-on by the time they finished their embrace.
"Oh Rosalita – I'm so sorry for your loss. I cannot imagine life without Johnny," Mom said, sniffling. "I don't know how you managed to go on."
Rosalita wiped her tear streaked face and nodded, looking over at me and letting the pain slip away as she smiled at me. "For a while, Cindy, I wasn't sure I would – but God sent a little angel to me to give me strength and then he sent him back to me all grown up to remind me what love was again. Te quiero, mi amado hijo."
Mom sighed at Rosalita's words. "Awww, that's sounds so lovely. What does it mean, Rosalita?"
"I love you, my beloved..." Rosalita paused, her eyes traveling from my mom to me and back to Mom. "Um – my beloved son."
Mom shivered at the words. She turned and looked at me and despite being fully clothed, I felt like she was seeing me stark naked. My cock throbbed at her intense, longing gaze. "That sounds sooo beautiful. Te quiero...mi...?" She looked at Rosalita for help.
Rosalita licked her lips nervously and said, "Mi amado hijo – my beloved son." There was unusual tension in her voice.
Mom turned and looked at me with a fiery gleam in her eyes, "Te quiero, mi amado hijo." We looked at each other for long seconds – desire written in both our eyes and then Mom turned back to Rosalita sitting next to her. "That's so lovely, Rosalita – it sounds sooo romantic, and," Mom's facial expression went from dreamy desire to naughtily lewd, "Very sexy – you call Johnny, son? Does he call you Mom too?"
Mom seemed to be breathing funny – her breasts, tightly wrapped in that jersey dress were heaving noticeably in the dim lights by the pool.
Rosalita had a funny look on her face as she replied softly, "Well, Cindy – like I said earlier, I understand, I think, how you feel about Johnny."
Mom's eyes widened and I think she realized for the first time just how much I confided in Rosalita. "Oh my," she whispered and then she stood up and fanned herself with her hand. "Is it me or is it getting hotter out here?"
The tension in the air was so thick it should have been visible. Part of me wanted to suggest that Rosalita and I get on our way. My cock was throbbing and I never felt more hungry to fuck my Latina lover than I did at that moment, but part of me didn't want this moment to end and I was as surprised as anyone when I blurted out, "How about we all take a swim? Maybe that will cool things off."
Mom laughed and the tension seemed to flood away. "That sounds like a wonderful idea, honey."
Rosalita looked intrigued and nodded, but replied, "I'd love to, but I didn't bring a suit."
"Oh that won't matter," exclaimed Mom, reaching down and pulling Rosalita to her feet. I'm sure we can find you something to wear." Mom smiled at me and said, "Go put on your trunks, Johnny and Rosalita and I will see what I have available."
Just the thought of Mom and Rosalita in bathing suits made my cock throb and I was sure both could see the bulge in my slacks as I climbed out of my lounge chair. "I can't wait," I said, unable to keep the eagerness out of my voice.
Both women giggled and Mom rolled her eyes and said as she led Rosalita off, "I bet! Well, we'll try not to disappoint."
I think I was finished changing and back down at the pool in about four minutes. I was wearing regular boxer type swim trunks – knowing there was no way I could get on my smaller, tighter swim trunks with the erection I was sporting. Several minutes passed before I heard the voices of Rosalita and Mom coming from the house. My cock hadn't softened a bit as I imagined the two sexiest women on the planet upstairs in Mom's bedroom changing into swimsuits. All sort of naughty images swam through my imagination.
When they stepped through the door, I realized I was in big trouble. Mom was wearing a light green bikini – its sparse material of the top covering perhaps fifty percent of her large breasts. It came with a matching green bottom and I knew before she even turned around that it was a g-string, her shapely, well toned cheeks completely bare.
Beside Mom, holding her hand and looking a little shy was my Rosalita. Mom had found her a white string bikini top that seemed to cover her nipples and areolas and little more. Her mountainous tit flesh jiggled and swayed and threatened to break free from the scant few inches of material that failed to cover her lovely breasts. She wore what I assumed were her almost sheer bikini panties that matched the cream colored dress she had worn to my graduation. Her thick pubic hair shadowed the material, doing more than hinting at her luxurious and thick bush.
"Wow!" I said. "Now you two are definitely are worth waiting for!"
Rosalita snickered despite her apparent embarrassment and said, "Would you look at him. Johnny is in hog heaven."
Mom nodded and said, "Two sexy older woman – his greatest fantasies come to life!" I was standing at the edge of the pool as they approached, enjoying the sexy view my mother and my lover were giving me. Mom turned and said something to Rosalita, whispering it so I couldn't hear.



I felt my heart pounding as they neared me. Both grinned at me and when they reached me, both Mom and Rosalita leaned in, their breasts brushing my arms, and gave me a kiss on each cheek. Then they pushed me into the pool.
I came up sputtering, spitting out the chlorine tinted water. "I – I can't believe you did that – that was just mean." I said, attempting to sound flustered, but laughing beside myself. "You know, payback's gonna be a bitch!"
Mom snickered and said, "First you have to catch me!" Mom dove into the pool, slicing through the water to emerge on the far side, hanging onto the edge and laughing at me. "C'mon in, Rosalita."
I bobbed in the water close to where Rosalita was standing, looking at the water uncertainly. "What's wrong, sweetheart?" I asked.
Rosalita bit her lower lip and then grinned. "I'm not sure I should jump in – I'm not sure this top will stay on." She ran her hands lightly over her barely covered tits, emphasizing the shortage of cloth. "This was the only thing of your Mom's that came close to fitting."
I giggled and said, "It's okay, Rosalita. We're all adults here, aren't we?"
Rosalita decided to take the safe route though, walking around to near where Mom was floating and then sitting on the edge of the pool and easing herself down into the water. "Mmmmm, this feels wonderful, Cindy!" my lover murmured.
I began to swim towards them, but Mom and Rosalita kept their distance. "Watch out for him, Cindy – he's going to try something," Rosalita giggled as they swam away from me.
"What?" I protested, putting on an air of innocence. "We're just all hanging out, right?" I would edge towards them and Mom and my lover kept slipping away. We began to chat again – innocuous things as I tried to lull them into complacency. Eventually, they made their way into the deepest part of the pool, hanging onto the edge, their breasts serving to keep them buoyant and looking sexy at the same time – their luscious tit flesh half in and half out of the water.
I suddenly dived and paddled furiously through the dimly lit water, targeting Mom for attack. I swam up beneath her and took hold of her long, shapely legs and pulled her down.
Mom reached down to swat me, her legs and arms all akimbo underneath the water and then we both came up, me laughing and Mom sputtering. "You monster!" she growled. "Is that anyway to treat your beautiful, sainted mother?"
"Beautiful, yes, but sainted?" I waggled my eyebrows at Mom. "Not many saints could look that sexy in a bikini, Mom." I swam around her – keeping a close eye on Rosalita who was trying to put a little distance from us.
Mom blushed at my comments, but looked pleased. "You are an awful, naughty boy, aren't you?" Mom said, trying not to laugh.
"Yeah, naughty to the core, Mom," I replied and dived again, swimming swiftly towards Rosalita's kicking legs. I swam upwards till I had my hands on Rosalita's waist and pulled her down, her struggling and fighting all the way. Under the water, her hair slipped out the braid and spread out wonderfully in the water. I pulled Rosalita to me and kissed her under the water as she struggled to get out of my grip.
Rosalita kicked for the surface and I followed, suddenly aware of a strip of cloth in my hands. As I surfaced beside my lover, her face betrayed panic and surprise and she gasped "Mi hijo – my top – you tore off my top!"
I had the thin strip of fabric that was her bikini top in my hands. I looked at it for a second and then at my lovely Rosalita – trying to cover up her mammoth breasts with her hands and stay afloat at the same time. "Give it back to me, Johnny. I'm practically naked!" Rosalita extended her hand for the bikini top and then jerked it back as she left exposed her left breast – nipple hard either from the cool air or something else.
"Uh huh," I replied. "And what's wrong with that?" I held out the strip of cloth and then threw it over her head – the wet piece of fabric landing on one of the lounge chairs with a wet plop. "I think you look fine," I teased as I swam towards her, suddenly needing to kiss her.
Rosalita's arms went around me as I embraced her – allowing her huge breasts to pillow against my bare chest – hard nipples poking into my chest. "I think you look beautiful, Rosalita." I kissed her then, ignoring Mom's presence (or maybe because I knew she was watching), and kissing her hard and passionately – my tongue probing into her mouth.
We kissed for long seconds. I became aware that Rosalita was tightening her embrace, her arms wrapped tight around me and then I became aware of the trap and it was too late. I felt hands tugging at my swim trunks and wrapped in Rosalita's arms, I was unable to fend off Mom who had dived underneath and was dragging my trunks off over my kicking legs.
"YESSS!" I heard Mom shout in triumph as she surfaced a few feet away, holding my swim trunks up like a trophy. "We women have to stick together." Rosalita broke off the kiss, and pushed away – giggling like a school girl.
I treaded water as I assessed my situation – stark naked in a swimming pool with my mature girlfriend and my mother. Oh, and sporting a significant erection. "Um – can I have my trunks back, Mom?"
Mom giggled and winked at Rosalita. "Why, I'm not sure – why don't you ask your girlfriend?" Mom said.
Rosalita continued to giggle and her eyes had a strange look – akin to the look she would give me when I was between her legs and about to plunge deep into her wetness. "No – I don't think so, Cindy. Maybe they should join my top in that lounge chair."
"Good idea," Mom replied and with a flick of her arm, sent my shorts flying over my head to plop down in the grass behind the lounge chair. "Oops – I missed," Mom said smugly. "You can always climb out and get them, son."
I felt my face reddening even as my cock seemed to swell even more. "Geez," I said lamely. "I'm naked in here."
Mom laughed and said, "Oh really, let's check it out!" Mom dived beneath the surface, followed by Rosalita. Their distorted images were clearly visible as they approached me. I tried to cover up my aroused cock with my hands, but Mom and Rosalita each took one of my arms and pulled them away. I sank below the surface then and shook my finger at my Latina lover and my mother while they stared at my erect penis. I reached out to grab Rosalita and when she moved out of range, turned to face Mom who had drifted closer – her eyes on my cock. Too late she reacted and as she turned to swim away, my fingers grabbed onto her bikini top and it snapped as it was hung on my fingers.
We all surfaced and suddenly tension seemed to descend upon us and we all hovered in place, my eyes taking in both women's breasts. Mom broke the silence finally, an evil, needy smile on her face. "Somebody's got a hard-on!" she said in a sing-song voice.
"I think someone really likes big tits!" Rosalita said in the same tone of voice.
"The question is, what's Johnny going to do about it?" said Mom – her voice suddenly sounding unsure.
Rosalita suddenly pounced, swimming to me and kissing me, her nipples rubbing deliciously against my bare skin as her hand descended to wrap around my aching cock. "No, it's what I'm going to do with it," she hissed as she briefly broke our kiss. "Make love to me, mi amado hijo. I felt Rosalita's legs come up and wrap around me, now clinging to me, hunching her panty covered pussy against my erection.
I kissed her back – our tongues dancing together as I worked us over to the side of the pool, my hands reaching down and tearing her thin panties apart to get to her furry mound. In the back of my mind, a part of me marveled at the fact I was about to fuck my girlfriend in front of my mother.
Mom realized that too – that her son and his lover had suddenly lost their inhibitions and she stared at us hungrily as we kissed and touched. Suddenly, as if she had awoken from a dream, she moved towards the other end of the pool. "Um, I think I'll just leave you two lovebirds alone," she said with longing and desire in her voice.
Rosalita stopped her with a quiet, "No." She stared intently at my mother. "We want you to stay – stay and watch us, Cindy." Rosalita supported herself by laying her arms on the concrete lip of the pool. Beneath the water, her thighs parted and she hunched her naked pelvis up against my swollen dick. "Please, watch your son and me make love, Cindy."
Mom was standing in the wading area – her eyes now wide, both with desire and fear. Her breasts, full and firm heaved as she tried to catch her breath and her nipples seemed to swell before our eyes – appearing like ripe berries about to burst. "Stay, Cindy," commanded my lover. I want you to see how well your son makes love." The head of my cock found its way between Rosalita's labial lips and she let out a small moan. Stay and watch – mi amado hijo wants his mother to see how good he makes a woman feel."
Mom staggered over to sit on the edge of the pool. She gasped as I felt Rosalita raised her legs and drive her heels into my ass cheeks, urging me to slip deep inside her. Rosalita's moan as my cock filled her fiery pussy was met and matched by a moan from Mom.
"Oh my god," sighed my mother, her eyes roaming hungrily over Rosalita and me.
Rosalita had her arms and legs wrapped around me and used me as leverage to thrust herself back and forth on my cock. I could feel Rosalita's heart pounding against my chest as her hard nipples scraped my skin – her heart's beats kept time with the throbbing pulse of her cunt massaging my erect penis. My lover's gaze moved back and forth, staring into my eyes and then over my shoulders at Mom.
"Isn't he beautiful, Cindy?" Rosalita gasped as I sank deep within her fiery womb. Isn't our Johnny, our lovely hijo beautiful?" She moaned as I ground myself into her, my pubic hairs tangling with hers, her pussy muscles flexing and caressing my hard shaft. We kissed, our tongues thrusting and probing and making love on their own as she held me tightly within her, hunching herself against me, keeping my cock buried in her loving cunt.
"Ohhhh god, yessss," Mom sobbed. "You're both so beautiful, making love."
Rosalita ended our kiss, wantonly licking my lips as she did so. "You want your son, don't you, Cindy? You want mi amado hijo to take you, fuck you, make love to you, don't you?"
Mom groaned but didn't reply. Rosalita pressed on as I stared at her in awe and wonder. "It's okay to admit it, Cindy. I understand. I used to dream about my son – grown to be a man, a fine man like Johnny and I would imagine him making love to me, making me his woman. Johnny has brought my dreams to life for me – I love him and I know he loves me..." Rosalita sighed then as a pre orgasmic shiver ran through her. She smiled at me then, her love for me evident, both as a lover and a mother.
"I know how you feel, Cindy – you love Johnny more than anything and Cindy, he loves you too. He wants you too – I can feel him inside of me, not just hard for me, Cindy, but for you – for his mother!"
"Yessss," Mom whimpered and I looked over my shoulder at Mom. She sat on the edge of the pool, legs spread wide and one hand fingering her pussy – her bikini bottom pushed aside to reveal her shaved cunt. Mom's nipples were huge, her other hand fondling and pinching them. Mom's face and chest were red with a sexual flush. Her eyes were glazed with sexual hunger and need.
"Out of the pool, mi hijo," whispered Rosalita in my ear. I don't know how we did it, but we managed to swim across to the shallow end of the pool still joined together, cock and pussy and then I walked us out, Rosalita's arms and legs wrapped tight around me as we emerged from the water. Each step seemed to drive my cock a little deeper into Rosalita's motherly womb, eliciting little cries of pleasure from her.
I lowered us to one of the larger padded lounge chairs and we began to fuck frantically. Mom had spun around, legs still spread, fingering herself as she watched Rosalita and me fuck. "Fuck me, Johnny! Fuck your Mama Rosalita, mi amado hijo. I – I love you, love you MI HIJO!"
Rosalita's orgasm exploded on her and she began to buck wildly underneath me. "FUCK ME, HIJO! SHOW YOUR OHHHH GODDD, SHOW YOUR MOTHER HOW GOOD YOU MAKE A WOMANNN FEELLL. I LOVE YOU, JOHNNYYY!" I couldn't hold myself back any longer and I felt myself explode inside Rosalita's womb, spraying hot semen inside her milking cunt. We both filled the night air with moans and sobs as we seemed to cum and cum and cum, our faces cheek to cheek as we looked at my mother frantically fingering her pussy, three fingers plunging in and out of her wet, glistening cunt.
As our mutual orgasm faded, between gasps for air, Rosalita hissed in my ear, "Stay hard, mi hijo – stay hard for your mother. She needs you, Johnny. Your mother needs your hard cock." Despite shivering from her orgasm, my Rosalita managed to work her cunt muscles, massaging my cock, urging it to keep hard. Rosalita's words helped make that an easy chore. "Look at your Mom, hijo – look how wet she is for you. Look at your mother, Johnny!"
I did. Mom looked like sex incarnate. Her honey-blonde hair was plastered wetly to her skin, her body glistening with pool water mixed with sweat as she worked her fingers in and out of her pussy – her full breasts heaving as she breathed hard.
With her hands, Rosalita urged me off her, moaning as I withdrew my still fully erect cock, her pussy releasing my swollen cockhead with a wet plop. A bit shakily, Rosalita sat up and then she slipped off the lounger kneeling beside it with me standing beside her.
Rosalita crooked a finger at Mom. "Come here, Cindy – your son has something for you."
Suddenly it was if Mom and I both woke from a dream. I stared down at my lover, amazed at what had just happened – amazed at what was about to happen. "Rosalita – no...I promised you I would always be faithful," I whispered, a part of me astounded that I was trying to turn down something I had fantasized for years.
Rosalita looked up at me and shook her head, smiling that beautiful, loving smile of hers. "You are faithful to me – I want you to have this." She turned and looked at Mom who was staring at us unbelievingly. "I want you both to have this. I know what this means to Cindy and to you. I know how important it is for you both just as having you is important to me." She reached up and took my hand, squeezing it gently. "This doesn't mean the end of us, mi amado hijo – it only means we are sharing it with someone you love. If my son was here, you wouldn't deny me his love, would you?"
Her words hit home and I shook my head slowly, whispering, "No," as I envisioned her Juan making love to her.
Rosalita nodded and said to Mom, "Come here, Cindy – come share your son's love with me. Johnny loves you and you love him. You've wanted him for a long time, haven't you? You want your son to make love to you – to fuck you like a woman, no, a mother deserves."
Tears ran down Mom's eyes as she slowly nodded. Mom got to her feet, tugging at the ties of her bikini bottom and letting the strip of cloth fall to the ground as she rose. Naked, my mother padded across the damp concrete to stand before me. She reached out a hand to me and I pulled her to me.
For the first time in my life, I kissed my mother like a lover. Her soft lips met mine and then parted, her tongue greeting mine – slowly rolling it over and around mine. Mom and I sighed as we tasted each other.
"Touch him, Cindy," said Rosalita. "Touch your son – your hijo. Feel how hard your Johnny is for his mother." I felt Mom's hand slip from mine and find its way between our bodies – her wet fingers encircling my erect penis. Mom moaned into my mouth as her tongue began to dance frantically with mine.
"Isn't it lovely, Cindy? Taste him; let your son feel himself in his mother's mouth."
Our kiss ended, me nipping at Mom's tongue and then watching Mom as she slowly squatted down, her eyes not leaving mine as she guided my cock to her mouth. I had a naughty thrill shoot through me as I could see my own semen and Rosalita's pussy cream still glistening on the shaft of my cock. Mom ovaled her lips and took me into her mouth – her warm, delicious mouth and her tongue dancing joyfully around the head of my throbbing dick.
Mom shivered and gasped as she began to suck me – realizing secret dreams of both of us. I stroked Mom's cheek, brushing back a wet strand of her hair from her face as she looked up at me with her beautiful blue eyes, blazing with her love.
I shifted my gaze to Rosalita kneeling next to me, staring in wonder at the incestuous sight she had created. A quiet, motherly smile was etched on her face. Licking her lips, she said in a husky voice. "It's time – lay back, Cindy. Lay back and spread your legs wide. Your handsome son is hard for you and he wants to please his mother. Johnny wants – needs to fuck his mother now." Rosalita reached out and touched Mom's bare shoulder and her mere touch registered with Mom and she slowly let me slide from her mouth.
Mom looked askance at Rosalita who nodded and whispered, "It's time, Cindy. Your son is about to make your dreams come true." Rosalita leaned in and gave Mom a gentle kiss on the mouth and then guided her up and onto the lounger chair. Mom was breathing heavy, her breasts rising and falling and her nipples visibly throbbed as she kept looking from me to Rosalita and back again.
Rosalita placed her hand on Mom's thigh and pulled it towards her, lifting up Mom's knee as she did so. Mom instinctively copied the movement with her other leg and I had to remember to breathe as my mother lay spread out before me, baring her bald cunt, now flowered and dripping with her juices.
"Mi hijo. Your mother is waiting for you to make love to her. Make her happy, Johnny. Make both of us happy," murmured Rosalita. She placed a hand on my ass cheek and gave me a little push. Not quite believing what was happening, I climbed onto the lounger between Mom's widespread legs, my cock so hard it hurt.
"I love you, Johnny," Mom whispered. "Please, make love to me, son." Mom lifted her arms to me.
I leaned in, my cock slicing between Mom's thick labia lips to nestle against her pussy as I lowered my body onto hers. "I love you, Mom," I said softly as I pressed my lips to hers, kissing her not just as a son, but as my lover. Neither of us moved – the moment almost perfect, Mom's fingers digging into my shoulders as her raised knees tightened against my thighs. I could her pussy pulsing against my cock, her labia trying to close around the length of my shaft, my cockhead throbbing against Mom's slick shaved skin.
"So beautiful," I heard Rosalita whisper. She scooted a little bit to one side, leaning forward to kiss me on the cheek and then bussing Mom's cheek as well. I felt her hand slip down my ass cheeks and then between Mom's and my bodies. I rose up a little as she took my cock in her hand and guided my cockhead between Mom's cunt lips.
"Your mother had waited long enough, mi hijo," Rosalita said almost too soft to hear. "Fuck your mother, Johnny. Fuck your mother now!"
"I love you," I sobbed, not sure if I meant Mom or Rosalita or both and I thrust forward, burying my cock in Mom's steaming, slick cunt. Mom cried out as I pressed into her pussy, her back arcing and allowing me to sink even deeper. She felt tighter than Rosalita – not better, but different, but sweet and hot and buttery and I quickly sank the length of my cock inside Mom, my pubic hairs scraping her slick, shaved mound.
Mom raised her face and her lips found mine as her fingernails dug into my back. I felt her long legs cross over my hips and then her heels drove into my thighs and she urged me even deeper. For a long, sweet minute, I was buried deep in Mom's womb, wrapped tight in her loving embrace by her arms, legs and pussy – the only movement our tongues dueling feverishly in our joined mouths. It was the culmination of so many sleepless nights and long days of teasing and fantasy. Mother and son joined together in the holy act of lovemaking.



The sensation of having my cock wrapped up in Mom's incredible hot and wet softness was almost heaven, transcended only by the new pleasures produced by our gradual, instinctive movements as our bodies responded to our incestuous needs. Slowly, we began to make love, my thrusts in and out of Mom's tight cunt matched by her movements, flinging her hips upwards, too impatient to wait for me to bury my erect dick in her pussy again.
Mom's first orgasm was almost immediate as her longed for yearnings were finally realized. Mom broke our kiss to sob, "Oh baby, Mommy's cumming!" She tried to speak again, but all that came out was a long drawn out sob as her first son induced orgasm swept over her. I sank deep inside Mom, resting my cock in her womb and hanging on as she bucked and writhed as her incestuous ecstasy overwhelmed her. I ducked my head down and caught an erect nipple in my mouth, barely biting it with my teeth before sucking at it hungrily. This seemed to increase Mom's pleasure and she pressed a hand to the back of my head to hold me in place. I bit and sucked at her nipple till her body, exhausted, ceased all movement except for trembling in the afterglow of her orgasm.
"Oh my god, that was wonderful," Mom gasped and then she began to cry, hugging me to her.
"I love you too, Mom," I said a little nervously – women crying from an orgasm was still an unusual experience for me and I wasn't sure how to act.
Rosalita reassured me, by leaning in and kissing me, her tongue snaking into my mouth, allowing me to contrast her taste with Mom's. Then she reached out and stroked Mom's face. "I'm so happy for you, Cindy – to know the same joy your son has blessed me with, and..." Rosalita's smile grew wider and took on a naughty tinge. "And it's not over yet. I've primed Johnny to last a long time with you. He's going to make you cum and cum again, so hang on to him tight – mi hijo's wonderful cock is going to take you to heaven!"
Mom reached up and grasped Rosalita's hand. "Th-thank y-you, Rosalita," Mom stammered. "Thank you for sharing my son with me."
Rosalita smiled and kissed Mom's hand and replied, "How could I deny you this. We mothers, we understand each other – we know what we need. Thank you for sharing your son with me." Rosalita turned to me and nodded. "Make love to your mother, Johnny – give her what she's been missing. Give your mother what she needs."
I didn't have to be told twice. Gently I began to slowly roll my hips, moving my cock bit by bit, in and out of Mom's grasping pussy. At first, Mom moaned and shivered, still in the aftermath of her orgasm, her pussy so sensitive that every minute movement was pleasure almost too great to bear. Gradually though, Mom began to move on her own until finally we were moving as one – Mom meeting my thrusts with her own, the intensity rising by the second. I let Mom control the pace. When she wanted it fast and hard, I fucked my mother fast and hard. When she needed it slow and gentle, I fucked her slow and gentle – our movements quickly matching each other as if we had been lovers for years.
Mom's pleasure rose and rose until she was again on the edge of orgasm. Through it all, with each thrust of my cock into her fiery cunt, Mom never let go of Rosalita's hand, keeping her close, allowing her to do more than share the moment. Mom bit her lower lip, her mounting pleasure evident. I glanced over at Rosalita and saw the same look of ecstasy on her face. The muscles in her arm and Mom's were bulging as they tightly, desperately clung to each other. I realized that Rosalita's hand had disappeared below my line of sight and I comprehended that Rosalita was pleasuring herself as Mom and I made love.
Mom panted, "More, Johnny, more! Fuck me, son, give Mommy what she needs! LOVE ME, JOHNNYYYY!" Mom's movements became more frantic, more demanding – she was rising up off the lounger cushions to meet my hard thrusts down while her pussy muscles clung stubbornly to my cock, massaging them with her silk soft, creamy wet flesh.
I felt my need building in me. My mind reeled as I realized I was about to put my own seed into Mom's pussy – giving back a part of me that had sprung from her womb. "I love you, Mom," I moaned. I turned my head and said, "I love you too, Rosalita."
Rosalita nodded, her own orgasm threatening to overwhelm her. "Te quiero, mi amado hijo," she sobbed.
A whimper escaped Mom's lips and she gasped, "Oh, Johnnnyyy – you're making me cummmm. I love you, sonnn!"
And then it was as if a bomb composed of pure pleasure went off. Cries from all three of us exploded at once as Mom's pussy tightened around my deeply buried cock, triggering my ejaculation – an orgasm that overwhelmed me in its intensity and length. I felt my cock throb as I shot jet after jet of hot semen inside my mother's pussy – her muscles contracting powerfully as she writhed beneath me. I leaned forward to kiss her, our tongues licking each other's face sloppily and then joined by a third as Rosalita leaned in, her tongue insinuating itself into the delicious tangle of Mom's tongue and mine. I sensed more than saw the seizure like quaking of Rosalita as she fingered herself to orgasm along with us.
Our orgasms seemed to feed off each other, the knowledge of all three of us being present, being part of this incestuous, wonderful moment, spurring our pleasure to unexpected heights. My cock actually ached from the intensity of my ejaculations – it seemed as if my dick had become a fire hose, gushing forth an unbelievable amount of sperm in response to the flood of Mom's hot pussy cream that coated my cock.
I collapsed on top of Mom, feeling incredibly satiated and exhilarated, if not a little exhausted. All three of us were crying and laughing, touching and kissing and embracing in a drunken whirl of ecstatic delight. I felt as if I had experienced perfection and was intoxicated by it.
Somehow, arm in arm, we managed to retreat into the house where we tumbled naked into Mom's bed, talking and chatting late into the night, me in the middle between the two most beautiful women in the world. I felt so lucky and in love and so horny. Mom and Rosalita kept me showered in kisses and their hands rarely left my body. Over the next few hours, both felt completely comfortable in going down on me while the other watched and talked me through it.
It is an indescribable delight to have your mother urge you to cum in your lover's mouth or to have your lover tell your mother how much she will enjoy the taste of your semen. We fell asleep in a tumble of arms and limbs and all had the best rest of our lives, picking up in the morning after refueling on a big breakfast of bacon and eggs.
As I made love to Rosalita and Mom, a potentially mind-blowing possibility kept offering itself as I watched Mom and Rosalita interact with each other. Both had literally lowered all their inhibitions in so far as making love to me, but I could sense the underlying erotic tension as they related to each other.
Rosalita was the most overt, unhesitatingly touching Mom or kissing her as one or the other made love to me. They shared intimacy with me as the conduit – never quit succumbing to the desires they may or may not have discovered for each other, but still intimate in a sexual way that kept me erect more than I would have thought possible.
Sometime in early afternoon, I was flat on my back, Mom straddling me, riding my cock, making her magnificent breasts bounce as she slid up and down my cock. I felt Rosalita's weight suddenly as she straddled me from behind Mom. Resting her head on Mom's shoulder, her long black hair falling all about, Rosalita teased and urged Mom to fuck me hard, to enjoy my big cock. Mom leaned back, resting herself against Rosalita's lush body. Rosalita would give her little kisses on the cheek and neck and then as Mom rode herself to orgasm, Rosalita helped her along as her arms came around Mom and cupped my mother's breasts, tweaking and teasing Mom's nipples as she began to cum on my cock.
When I had recovered and Rosalita had lowered herself onto my throbbing erection, Mom returned the favor. I cannot adequately describe the erotic picture of seeing my mother with her arms around Rosalita, her light skinned hands cupping and kneading Rosalita's brownish-reddish colored tits as she kissed Rosalita's neck and urging me to "Make Mommy proud – fuck your lover like you fuck Mommy – make Rosalita cum, son!"
Later that evening as my endurance began to wane; both Rosalita and Mom took turns riding my cock while the other rode my face. My imagination ran wild as I could only envision my two lovers facing each other as I gave them pleasure. Did they play with each other's tits? Did Mom and Rosalita kiss each other passionately, tongues dueling as my cock and tongue made them cum and cum again?
As I lay exhausted in bed with them, my cock temporarily spent, they would look at each other and giggle when I gave them a questioning look. The only thing I was sure of was my discovery that is possible to love two women equally. Having realized my long secret desires for my mother had only increased my hunger and love for her, but at the same time, my love for Rosalita had increased ten-fold. I was in awe of her courage and heartfelt desire to make me happy and to give me the gift of completely knowing my mother's love.
We spoke vows that night, Mom, Rosalita and I, that what had begun on my graduation night was the beginning of something great and lasting between all three of us. That whatever might lie waiting in the future, we would all face it together – that our lives would indeed be spent together. And so it has – a wonderful life that has surprises yet to be realized and which daily makes me proud and thankful to be a son and a lover to both Mom and Rosalita. Our story isn't over – it is just beginning.
To be continued...someday.
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Pt. 04: Mom Comes for Homecoming
Just in time for Christmas, the latest installment of this very personal story. I hope it was worth waiting for. Consider this my Christmas present to all the Literotica family (although, lol, there's not a bit of Christmas in it!). I hope you can cuddle up with a loved one on Christmas Eve and have fun unwrapping it (and each other). I look forward to your observations and criticisms both positive and negative (I'll view them as my Christmas gifts from you!).
All the usual labels apply: This is a work of fiction and any resemblance to anyone living or dead is sheer coincidence. All characters exist only within the realm of my imagination.
Again, I hope you enjoy this segment of the story -- there's more to come as time allows. I wish each of you a wonderful Christmas and a joyful New Year!
*
I think that I now understand a little better the hell that addicts go through while in withdrawal. After a summer of daily sating my desires for my mother, I was in tears as I watched her drive away from in front of my Chicago apartment building, knowing that tonight, tomorrow and for an unknown number of long, lonely days, I would be deprived of the company of the great love of my life.
Mom had driven me back to Chicago on the last Friday of August, planning to do some shopping, but we both found ourselves literally unable to leave my bed -- our impending separation looming over us like a prison sentence. We didn't wander far from bed from the time we arrived until Sunday afternoon, both hungering for each other in ways that transcended mere sex; knowing that the near future would bring only brief, guarded phone calls and letters.
Sunday morning found us waking together, bodies sticky with perspiration from the summer heat despite the best efforts of my rickety air conditioner, and sticky from our lovemaking throughout the night. I think we both had begun to make love once more even before we woke up. I realized with great happiness that Mom and I were wrapped in each other's arms, kissing, our tongues intertwining as our bodies began to intertwine.
Silently, we kissed and caressed each other until finally I was above Mom, gazing down at her beautiful, lush body -- her magnificent breasts heaving and rolling as she breathed heavily in anticipation, spreading her shapely legs wide, her thick hairy muff glistening with her juices as she arched her pelvis upwards, her labia flowered and inviting, making my cock ache with the need to become buried in her satiny warmth and wetness. Mom's bed-tousled hair, long and dark spread out like a halo around her hair, making her an angel of incest, blessing my bed with her presence.
I thrust into my mother with delight, savoring the wonderfulness of her pussy flesh surrounding; swallowing my penis within her womb, Mom's arms coming around my neck as I came to rest on top of her. Mom's thick nipples, swollen and hard dragged across my chest as we moved together as one -- now completely knowing of each other's bodies, glorying in the secret incestuous knowledge of our love. "Oh, I love you, John," Mom sighed in a hoarse voice as I filled her with my cock."
"I love you so much, Mom," I whispered back as I ground my groin against hers, feeling her thighs sliding along mine and then wrapping her legs behind my back, pressing herself against me until we were almost one body -- certainly one soul. We made love gently, both of us aware that our weekend's hungry, almost desperate lovemaking had left us both worn and sore. Still whatever pain that we both felt was nothing to our overwhelming desire to have each other one more time.
From experience, we both knew that this would be a long bout of incestuous lovemaking. My need to cum was tempered by several bouts of sweet fucking over the long night and I knew I could go for as long as my loving mother could take it. Mom's sore and tender flesh was soothed by the balm of her creamy juices, flowing heavily from her motherly cunt, enveloping my cock in their rejuvenating heat as I slowly moved back and forth.
We barely spoke as we fucked, communicating with our eyes, with our touch, with our lips and our tongues. The world outside my bed simply became lost and we were alone, wrapped up in the glory of our love. My cock slipping in and out of Mom's creamy pussy, Mom's breasts spreading out underneath my weight, her legs tightening around my back, our tongues tasting and teasing each other; all this became our world. Mom's skinned glistened with sweat, making her body slick against mine, seemed to be on fire -- an inferno that began between her legs and enveloped us both.
I would bring Mom to the brink of climax and then stop, buried inside her pussy, both of us struggling to maintain our control and then we would resume our carnal, loving dance, expressing our unquenchable need for each other -- the undeniable love that one mother and son share.
Time seemed to stop, the universe seemed to stop and all of reality winnowed down to my mother and me, joined together, cock and pussy, bodies becoming one as our souls were. We were insatiable, knowing that we could never have enough of each other; knowing that an eternity of incestuous love would not be enough for what we were, what we shared and what we needed.
Gradually, our needs became more demanding. Mom cried out as I brought her to orgasm, her legs scissoring as she worked herself against me, urging me to get deeper inside her as her pussy muscles tightened around my throbbing cock, coating my shaft with a new flood of her juices. Mom writhed beneath me, her fingernails leaving tracks down my back as she orgasmed.
Somehow I found the strength to not cum, sinking deep within her massaging pussy and waiting until her orgasm faded before resuming. Mom smiled at me through tear blurred eyes, trying to catch her breath while each slow thrust sent orgasmic aftershocks through her beautiful body. Her orgasm had left her legs spread akimbo and I slipped my hands down to Mom's full thighs and then further downward to her knees and I lifted Mom's legs up, making her sob as I rocked her forward until her legs were draped over my shoulders, curling her up like a ball and finding myself that sweet fraction of an inch deeper inside her cunt.
Mom bit her lower lip as she tried to meet my thrusts with her own. My hands rested on her breasts, palms teasing and rubbing her swollen nipples, engorged with blood and throbbing so powerfully, I could feel the pulse of her heart as pleasure coursed through her body, corresponding with the pulse in her cunt as she tightened her grip on my cock.
Mom began to gasp, her moans coming in rhythm with my thrusts and now I knew I was beginning to lose my control as well. Our bodies slapped together wetly, sweat flying and splashing as we moved together, approaching a crescendo of incestuous delight.
"Please," Mom whispered as tears rolled down her pleasure wracked face. "Please, son, cum with me! Cum with Momma!" I increased my thrusts and then as Mom cried out as her orgasm swelled up like a balloon only to explode, I felt my cock swell and then I was exploding, unleashing a torrent of my semen inside my mother's cunt. It was that incredible type of ejaculation where each spurt of sperm sent tendrils of pleasure throughout my body and seemed to jump to Mom's writhing body, making her shake with incestuous joy as well.
We collapsed together, a pile of joined arms and legs and melded flesh, both of us laughing and crying and kissing and seemingly unable to let each other go. Exhausted, we barely talked, letting our wildly beating hearts do our speaking for us. We slept and kissed and cuddled and slept some more. Summer was over and our season of unrelenting passion was at least temporarily at an end.
"Only another year," Mom repeated as I kissed her one last time as she stood outside her car. Mom stroked my cheek lovingly. "The twins will graduate and then I leave your father and we are together forever, son."
We hugged each other tight. "Seems like it will take forever, doesn't it, Mom?" I sighed into her ear.
Mom nodded and said, "I know. I want to cry every time I realize that tomorrow I won't be able to make love to my sweet John." Mom kissed me and then pressed her face into my chest. I felt her choke down a sob. In a quavering voice, she said, "But, I'll be back when I can. I promise I'll be up for Homecoming and there's Thanksgiving and..." Mom raised her head and grinned. "And, we will definitely be celebrating our anniversary at Christmas -- maybe we'll get stuck in another blizzard."
We continued to kiss and make small talk for a long time, both of us on the verge of tears, until we knew we had to part. We were both crying as we kissed one last time and then, somehow we managed to let each other go and through my tears, I watched until I lost Mom's car in the traffic.
So...I was alone again, at the least in the now. My heart traveled home with Mom and I tried to do the best I could in her absence. Like last winter, I threw myself into my school work and tried to burn energy working as many hours as I could at the distributorship, loading trucks. It helped some, but not enough. My thoughts were constantly of Mom and I felt like I was almost in a constant state of blue balls as memories of our romantic and wicked summer constantly haunted me.
Heightening my desires for Mom were my encounters with Molly Cash -- my old fuck buddy who was also in her senior year at the university. Mom's observations of me being involved with women who resembled my mother were driven home every time I hung out with Molly. Mom had nailed it on the head and I was almost embarrassed by how much this young vibrant woman was like my mother.
Even worse, Molly had started to wear her hair longer -- before it had been cut short, almost a pixie cut, but she had started to let it grow out in the spring and now after summer, with it approaching her shoulders, Molly reminded me of Mom more than ever. Many times I was so tempted to succumb to Molly's overt sexuality, but I somehow found the strength to resist breaking my vow to my mother.
There was an added sense of desire I now associated with Mom and Molly as well. After my revelations of my past relationships and mentioning Molly was as fond as women as she was men (perhaps even more), Mom had questioned me a lot about Molly and I found myself have fantasies of the two of them together. It might have just been my wicked imagination, but I almost thought that Mom was fantasizing about it as well. That Mom had a bisexual side to her was obvious, but her experience with women had been limited to her loving relationship with my Aunt Deb. And Mom had repeated several times that she really wanted to meet my friend Molly. More than once, I had taken the edge off my horniness with fantasizing Mom and Molly (and yes, me as well), making love.
Molly was still miffed at me for not telling her more about my "secret" lover, but was mollified when I finally told her that I would introduce her to my lover when she visited at Homecoming. "That, sugar, is something I look forward to," Molly said as we shared a beer one night after classes. "I want to meet the woman that stole the best male fuck I've ever known."
Molly seemed pleased and I knew she was intrigued. I had told her very little, but what little I disclosed only whetted her appetite. "Carrie is an older woman," I told Molly. "A good bit older than me."
Molly had grinned and said, "Big surprise. You've always had a thing for older women." She shook a finger at me as I tried to look baffled. "Remember, you told me all about you and Professor Black and about that woman at the campus library." Molly stuck her tongue out at me and added, "I'm surprised you even bothered with me -- young, sweet thang that I am." Molly kicked me under the table, none too softly and in an only slightly miffed tone said, "Not that you bother with me anymore, John Hamilton."
I sighed and replied as I always did, "I miss you too, Molly, but," I paused as I struggled to control the emotion in my voice. "I'm crazy in love with my -- my Carrie. I just feel I have to be faithful to her, I love her so much." It felt so odd to refer to Mom by her given name -- for me then as now, she is my Mom. Being family and lovers is too interrelated to be considered separate for us.
Molly nodded. "I know -- I can see it in your eyes how you feel about this woman. She has to be something wonderful." That intrigued look returned to her face -- mixed with some mischief. "Who knows, sugar? I might just have to steal her away from you -- find out what makes her so special. Maybe your Carrie will spill all your secrets."
As for myself, I wondered how much Mom and I could reveal to Molly. This little bisexual hillbilly divinity student was about the most open minded person I knew, but I wondered how she would react if she discovered my lover just happened to be my own mother.
Still, Homecoming seemed so long away, almost eight weeks and each day without experiencing Mom's touch was an eternity. My need for Mom seemed sometimes to verge on madness and I would be convinced that I would last another day without her.
Still, time did pass. The warm September days passed into the cooler days of October and as the month progressed the weather turned colder as my desires for Mom burned hotter with each day I checked off the calendar.
Homecoming finally arrived. Now, in all my years at school, I was usually too focused on studies, work and sex to pay much attention to sports, but now I was eager to see our university's annual celebration centered around the big football game finally arrive, because it would be in the company of the woman I loved.
I got out of classes that Friday afternoon around two o'clock and hurried home as fast as the 'El' could get me there. I raced the flights of stairs, expecting to find Mom waiting for me, but the door was locked and my heart sank. I went inside my apartment crestfallen, but stopped dead in the middle of the large room. I took a look around and I knew she had been there. I inhaled deeply and I could smell her -- that hint of jasmine mixed with her womanly fragrances that I had come to know so well.
I trooped downstairs and out the back and my heart leapt at the sight of her station wagon tucked into a parking slot. I wandered out in front and gazed up and down the street. On impulse, I started towards the old Korean grocery and hadn't gone a hundred steps before my choice was rewarded.
Mom walked towards me, her beauty shining brightly, making everyone around her seem drab by comparison. My heart began to beat loudly as I beheld the loveliest sight in all of God's creation. Mom was wearing a thick red sweater and a plaid skirt, befitting the cool day. The sweater clung tightly to Mom's zaftig figure, proudly proclaiming the heft and magnificent shape of her heavy breasts unfettered by a bra, while her not quite knee length skirt called attention to Mom's curvaceous legs, accentuated by a pair of sexy high heels.
Mom's long black hair framed her beautiful smile and those mesmerizing brown-green eyes which suddenly widened and seemed almost to glow as she saw me standing there admiring her. "John!" she cried out and she ran into my arms, dropping at our feet a canvas bag full of groceries.
I swept her up and spun her around, savoring the sheer sweetness of feeling my mother in my arms again, before I sat her down and kissed her. Mom's arms wrapped around my neck and I lifted her off her feet, her right leg curling around my legs as I cupped her ass cheeks and kissed her for everything I was worth; my tongue seeking out hers. We stood in the middle of the street and kissed passionately, while people walked around us, frowning or smiling at the reunited lovers in their midst.
My hands felt the material of her skirt slipping upwards and Mom let out a little,"Eep!" and wiggled out of my grasp. "Be careful, son," Mom said softly as she reached out and tugged her skirt down. She looked up into my eyes with that naughty look of hers that made me so achingly erect and continued in a low voice, "Momma's not wearing any panties at the moment!"
I had to work my mouth a moment to get it working, but eventually managed to comment, "Really?"
Mom giggled and nodding her head, replied, "Really. I figured why bother when I know darn well my son would just rip them apart anyway."
I gave Mom another juicy kiss and then leaned over and picked up her bag. "God, I missed you, Mom. Now let's go before I rape you right here in the street." Mom giggled as she took my arm and we strolled back to my apartment -- me strutting like the proudest man in the world, which I was.
Somehow we managed not to walk into a telephone pole or into other pedestrians, which was a miracle since we couldn't take our eyes off each other. Like a schoolboy with his first crush, my heart was pounding madly and I was literally exploding with joy to reunited with my mother again. Just to feel her body next to mine, the weight of her breast brushing against my arm, to have Mom's scent filling my nostrils, to feel her eyes on me, made me feel as if I was in heaven.
Heaven became something else once we had made it inside my apartment as groceries fell at our feet and we began to passionately kiss as we frantically pawed at each other's clothes. I unbuttoned Mom's plaid skirt and it fell at her feet. My hand caressed her lower belly and then plunged into her thick bush, proving that indeed my mother had been walking around downtown Chicago sans panties!
My fingers slipped between her labia and I felt Mom's heat and wetness. Mom broke the kiss with a quick gasp and she left off fumbling at my belt to whip her sweater over her head and just like that Mom stood naked before me. My hands went to her breasts without hesitation and I hefted and squeezed her meaty tits, feeling her nipples harden and lengthen between my fingers.
"Mmmmm, sweet John, I have missed your touch," Mom purred as she resumed her efforts to get my pants off. I felt a sudden rush of cool air as Mom gave a triumphant cry and my trousers pooled at my ankles. Then Mom had my sweatshirt off me and was nuzzling my neck.
"Oh, Mom! I love you," I groaned happily as Mom's lips kissed downward, pausing at my own erect nipples to lick and teasingly bite. Her hands were busy tugging off my shorts and then I felt my cock slap against my belly and then Mom moving against me, trapping my erect penis between our warm bodies. I was hard -- so hard it almost hurt. Still, Mom continued to kiss me, going downward, going into a squat as her tongue teased my belly button and then I felt her hot breath on the glans of my cock.
"And I missed you too, big fella," Mom murmured below me, gazing up to look into my eyes as she wrapped her lips around the head of my cock and rolled her sweet tongue over it. Slowly Mom took me in her mouth, taking me inch by inch, my legs quivering as Mom deep throated me until her lips were brushing my pubic hairs. I bit my lip and focused on not cumming as Mom expertly sucked my cock.
I didn't want it to end, but I also needed more of my mother and I urged her back up, kissing her and then picking her up and carrying her to our bed. I sat her down and then straddled her face looking down at her pussy. Mom cooed with delight as I dropped myself on top of her, burying my face in her hairy cunt. As I nosed my way into her pink, sopping wet flesh, I moaned as I felt Mom's lips again slip around my cock. I ran my tongue down the length of her pussy and back again while Mom sucked me with gusto. It was like drinking nectar, savoring the sweet and powerful juices of Mom's pussy.
Using my fingers, I spread Mom's lips wide so that I could lick and suck at as much of Mom's cunt as possible. I felt her tremble beneath me as I plunged my tongue deep into her pussy as my cheeks brushed her tender flesh and my chin rubbed against her swollen clitoris. Mom returned the favor as her tongue fluttered up and down my shaft and danced around the head of my cock, her teeth delicately scraping across my sensitive member.



I proceeded to love on Mom's clitoris, sucking and nibbling ever so gently while my tongue probed her secret nooks and crannies around her little penis like nub. Mom began to burble around my cock and I felt her flinging her pelvis upwards, urging me to continue with my incestuous pussy eating. She began to more earnestly suck my aching dick, making delicious gobbling and smacking noises as she gave as good as she was getting.
I heard her begin to moan with my cock in her mouth and I felt the tell-tale fluttering of her stomach muscles and then I was rewarded by a virtual explosion of pussy juices as Mom began to orgasm -- her thighs tightening against the sides of my head to keep my loving mouth in place. I lapped and sucked and drank from Mom's heavenly cunt as she flooded my face with her cream.
That was all it took for me and I sobbed into Mom's pussy as I felt my dick swell and then explode in a torrent of semen, jet after jet of my white, steaming sperm ejaculating in my mother's mouth. I had abstained from masturbating for almost a week, anticipating Mom's visit and now it seemed as if I couldn't stop. Even Mom seemed to choke on the flood of semen I was producing, a fact confirmed when I rolled off Mom's naked body and saw her panting for breath, several globs of spunk splattering her chin.
When she could speak, Mom wheezed, "Oh my god, son! Somebody really needed that! Don't you ever masturbate?" She reached up and scooped the cum off her face and then licked her fingers clean. "Not that I'm complaining!"
We both went into the giggles until I was turned around and with her juices dripping from my face, I kissed her, tasting myself and letting her have a sample of her own sweet pussy cream. It felt so damn good to finally have Mom back in my arms again. We lay there naked in bed, wrapped up in each others arms and legs until well after sundown. Mom gave me all the latest news from home.
Dad was, well, Dad -- consumed with everything related to hunting or fishing. "Oh, and now, bowling. Two nights a week," Mom reported with a bit of ill will in her voice. "And your brothers have both signed papers to go into the military -- one joining the Marines, the other enlisting into the Navy." Mom leaned into me and kissed me. "And by this time next year, it will be you and me, forever, John."
"It can't come soon enough, Mom," I replied after I kissed her back. So much seemed to be happening so fast, but not fast enough for me. Mom and me together for the rest of our lives -- yeah, I could hardly stand to wait for it.
We snuggled quietly for a few minutes and then Mom, her voice full of mischief said, "Oh, I think I embarrassed your first woman, son." She looked up into my eyes, her own full of amusement.
"Oh yeah, how's that, Mom?"
"I was in the 24/7 convenience store a few weeks ago and guess who was working the register?"
I laughed and said. "Darleen? Oh hell, Mom, what did you do?"
Mom replied, "Well, I was standing there in line and I just stared at her like the jealous woman I am and she finally noticed. By the time she was waiting on me, she was bright red. She knew that I knew about her and my son."
"What did you say, Mom?"
Mom looked smug as she answered me. "Nothing, just 'hi Darleen, how are you,' and..." Mom's voice dropped to a deadly tone, "My son, John said to tell you, 'Hello.'"
I didn't know whether to laugh or cry as Mom said in that same icy voice, "I wanted to claw her eyes out -- be the first to fuck my son...bitch."
Mom's words made me shiver and surprisingly, they made me hard again -- who knew jealousy could be such a turn on. Mom felt my hardness and moved to squat over me. As Mom lowered herself on me, I said as I felt her flowered cunt lips engulf my erection, "I promise you again, Mom. I am a one woman man."
Mom gave me that same icy look for a long moment as she slowly slipped down my cock and then couldn't hold it anymore, laughing and moaning as she ground her hairy bush against my groin. "I don't mind my son fucking another woman -- I love watching you fuck Deb, but I think, as your mother, I should have first approval of your selections!" Mom sneered at me then, partly teasing me and partly from being impaled on my cock. I could feel myself throbbing against her tightly clasping cunt muscles.
Slowly, Mom began to move up and down on my cock, pistoning up and down, her silky wet flesh massaging my erect penis. Mom's massive breasts bobbed in time to her movements, the large sloping gourd shaped tits swaying almost hypnotically as my mother had her way with me. Mom's calf muscles began to bulge at the strain, but Mom seemed perfectly content to fuck me this way. I savored the moment, enjoying the opportunity to just stare happily at my mother.
The more I looked, the more I realized some little changes. As Mom rode me, I reached out and caressed her breasts, letting my hand slide down to her round stomach. It suddenly hit me. "Mom -- you've lost weight!" And she had. Mom's figure was still a full one, but with a little more definition. Her stomach pooch wasn't as big as it had been and as I reached out with my free hand, I realized that Mom's thigh was more tone than before.
Mom beamed at me proudly and I felt her flex her cunt muscles in reward, doing things to my cock that words are simply too inadequate for. "Thanks for noticing, sweetheart," Mom said. "Mommy's been working off her tension and stress from missing her darling son! And, Mommy wants to look sexy for her son." Mom's voice had gotten husky with her last words. She looked down at me with such a look of love and desire.
"Oh Mom, I will always love you and want you! You will always be sexy to me, Mom," I moaned with happiness.
Mom twisted and rolled her hips as she bounced on my cock. "I love you too, John," Mom replied, her voice quavering now. She had leaned forward and was getting some serious clitoral attention as she rasped up and down on my cock and in a squat she was getting maximum penetration, my cock going as deep as possible into her womb.
It didn't take too much longer before Mom was struggling to keep moving, not from exhaustion, but from her body beginning to be racked with orgasmic convulsions. Mom rose up one final time and then with agonizing slowness, squatted down, down until our pubic hairs were entangled in the wetness of her flooding cunt. Mom arched her back and ground herself against me, my cock pressing into her cervix as her pussy tightened its grip on my erection, coating it with her slick, searing hot juices. "I -- Love -- You -- Johnnn!" Mom cried out as she came.
The sight of Mom creaming on my cock was enough and I didn't try to hold back, but surrendered to the sweet delight of flooding Mom's womb with my sperm, both of our bodies spasming as we were engulfed with incestuous pleasure.
Finally, Mom's strength faded and she collapsed on top of me, her breasts pillowing out against my chest as her lips found mine and we kissed and gasped for air and kissed some more. My cock was still trapped inside Mom's pussy, her muscles hanging onto me possessively.
When we could speak again, Mom lifted her head off my chest and said, "Speaking of your former lovers, have you seen your friend, Molly, lately?"
"Um, yeah, we hang out some," I replied. "We went out for beers last Saturday night."
"Have you fucked Molly lately?" Mom said in a teasing voice. "Tell Momma the truth. Momma knows if her son is telling the truth or not."
I grinned and raised my head and gave Mom a quick peck on the lips. "Nope, I told you, I am a one woman, or rather I'm a one Mom man."
Mom smiled down at me, her face betraying how pleased she was. "That's my good son. Now, have you told your Molly that I want to meet her?"
I nodded. "Yes, she says she's looking forward to it. You and I will try and hook up with her tomorrow night after the game." I paused, unsure how to put into words my feelings on this. "Mom, why are you so intent on meeting Molly? I love you, I'm your man."
Mom grinned and waggled her eyebrows. "I know, son, and I love you. I don't doubt that I'm your woman either, but..." Mom paused and stroked my face. "There's more to it than that. Something in your voice when you talk about her -- she's more than just a -- what did you call it -- a fuck buddy. I want to find out what that is."
"Okay, but how do we go about this? Should I just say, Molly, I want you to meet the love of my life who just happens to be my mother. Mom, meet Molly."
Mom shrugged and replied, "I'm not worried about that -- from everything you've said about her, she sounds very open minded." A very mischievous smile crossed Mom's face and she added, "I'm sure Molly and I are going to get along wonderfully."
That gave me lots to think about over the next several hours as Mom and I finally retrieved the groceries from the floor and made dinner. Having eaten and rested, Mom and I went to bed for the night, somehow finding time to sleep after a long bout of lovemaking. The last thing I recalled as I faded into dreamland, was how wonderful it was to have Mom's head nestled against my chest and her shapely leg draped across my thighs; and how I felt more content and happy than at any time in the previous two months.
The next day was a flurry of activity as I accompanied Mom on a shopping spree in downtown Chicago. I passed many men who sat with looks of resignation on their faces as they waited resolutely for their wives outside dressing rooms, but I was more than delighted to just spend time with Mom, be it shopping for shoes, dresses or lingerie. We finished the afternoon strolling through the Chicago Museum of Art. Mom made me blush as we walked through a gallery of sculptures, pausing at one male nude after another and shaking her head and announcing, "Nope, doesn't compare to my John!" Those comments drew more than a few stern, scolding stares as well as some astonished looks and a few appraising glances from other women. Mom paid them all no mind at all, laughing and moving onto the next.
Late afternoon found us on campus, making our way towards the football stadium. It was brisk, the wind off the lake sending a chill through everyone. Mom looked stunning, wearing another tight sweater -- green this time, with a long black wool dress slit down the side and black boots. Over this, Mom had put on a wool serape. Mom had her hair pulled back into a pony tail and was as beautiful a woman that ever walked the planet.
We found our seats in the stadium -- about half way up the stands, but near the fifty yard line. We sat in the bleachers amongst a mixed group of alumni, professors and spouses and students. The air grew colder with each moment as the first half of the game progressed. Mom was a delight to be with -- she threw herself into the game with complete enthusiasm. We feasted on hot dogs and pretzels from the concession stands and hot chocolate that we'd brought along in a thermos, Mom winking at me naughtily as she ate her hot dog with enthusiasm. "I'm gonna eat a bigger hot dog later tonight," she whispered into my ear, flicking her tongue out and sending a shiver through me that had nothing to do with the cold weather.
As the homecoming festivities began during half-time, Mom pulled my backpack out from under the seat and from it, revealed a blanket -- no, a quilt that she had packed away before we'd left my place. "I'm getting cold, John, how about you?" Mom asked as she unfolded it and proceeded to drape it across our laps and pulling it up until it was tucked under our chins.
Mom scooted a little closer to me and I felt her hand fall on my thigh and she smiled at me in a way that would make the most impotent of men erect. Then I realized what quilt was covering us. "This is Granny Polly's quilt," I stated.
Mom nodded, an amused and naughty look on her face, confirming what I already knew. This was Mom's treasured quilt, made by her grandmother -- the same quilt that Mom had lain on when Grandpa Tom took her virginity and which we had made love on this past summer at the old family home.
"I thought it might come in useful tonight," Mom said. "We have good memories with this quilt and maybe we'll make some more this evening." I felt her squeeze my leg as she turned her attention back to the presentation of the homecoming court on the football field.
Within a few minutes, I felt Mom's hand spider-walk along my thigh. "Sit up, straight, son," Mom admonished me. I did so and realized it allowed Mom better access to my fly and zipper. Slowly, Mom unzipped my pants and then her knowledgeable fingers began to explore. Mom slipped through the front of my shorts and fished out my already hard cock. "That's a lovely one," Mom commented, nodding towards the field where the Homecoming Queen was being delivered in a convertible Corvette. Mom smiled at me and began to stroke my cock.
"I love you, Mom," I said softly as Mom masturbated me. I marveled at her deft touch, her soft fingers stroking and caressing, making me squirm as Mom milked the head of my cock, her thumb brushing ever so maddeningly over my slit. Her arm moved so imperceptibly that one could barely tell she was doing anything at all.
"I know, John. Momma loves you too." Mom replied, leaning in to kiss me. Mom stroked me with skill and finesse and teased me -- drawing it out and not letting me cum too soon. When my breath would quicken and I began to tense up, Mom would squeeze me and expertly calm my aching cock down. All this while we watched some girl be crowned as Homecoming Queen. It didn't take long for me, despite the cold air to be sweating profusely, making me shiver not from cold, but from pleasure.
It wasn't until the second half resumed that Mom let me come, speeding up her strokes and doing magical things with her fingers that had me roaring in delight while the crowd roared at the kickoff of the third quarter.
Mom cupped her free hand over my cock to catch my stream of semen, leaning a little awkwardly in to do so. As the kick receiver took the catch and scooted downfield, Mom yelled loudly, "Go, boy, go! Show us what you got!" grinning at me as she shouted.
I shook and shivered as Mom pumped me empty. I gave Mom my most loving smile and said, "Wow!" Mom just smiled back and stroked me a couple of more times before she tucked me lovingly back inside my shorts and zipped me up.
"Honey, would you pour your Mom another cup of hot chocolate?" Mom asked me.
"After that, Mom, I'd do anything you asked," I responded enthusiastically.
I poured Mom a fresh cup of hot chocolate and handed it to her. Mom slipped out the hand that she had jacked me off with and I felt my eyes widen as I saw streamers of sperm hanging off her fingers. "Oops!" Mom giggled and she brought her hand to her mouth and licked her fingers clean. She then took the cup from me and took a sip. "Mmmm, not a bad combination, son; I think this could be turn into an addiction."
Mom then pulled her other hand carefully out from under the quilt, still cupped -- her palm holding a pool of my semen. Mom watched me stare awestruck at her as she tipped her hand over the cup of hot chocolate and let my jism ooze down into the hot liquid. Then Mom carefully scraped her palm along the rim of the Styrofoam cup, scrapping more semen off into her hot chocolate.
An older woman , perhaps sixty years old and I assumed the wife of an old English professor from my Freshman year, turned around in front of us and did a double take as Mom finished dumping my seed into her drink and then nonchalantly licked her hand clean of any remaining spunk. The woman eyed Mom's cup and the globs of semen floating on top. Her eyes widened and she gasped as she realized what she was seeing.
The woman stared up at Mom who was grinning like a Cheshire cat. Mom raised the cup up as if she was about to make a toast and said, "Nothing like fresh cream, straight from the tap, is there?"
The woman turned bright red and then a smile fluttered across her face and she gave Mom a quick nod and turned back around. Mom looked pleased as she swirled her cup around, mixing my semen with the chocolate before she took a sip. "You are so bad, Mom," I said, trying not to laugh. "Thank you." I leaned in and kissed her, tasting chocolate and myself on her lips.
We turned our attention back to the game -- our university was behind by five points. We sat quietly for a while, then Mom reached out and took my hand. "Oh baby, your hand is so cold," Mom said. "Would you like to warm your hand up?"
I shrugged and said, "Forgot to wear gloves tonight, Mom. I'll be alright."
Mom squeezed my hand again and said in that low, husky, "I want to fuck you right now," voice, said, "I said, would you like to warm your hand up, son?"
Okay, so sometimes, I'm a bit slow. I grinned at Mom and slipped my hand underneath the quilt. I wasn't very surprised to find that Mom had tugged her dress around to position the split to expose the top of her right thigh. I slipped my hand between Mom's thighs, feeling the heat emanating from between her legs long before my fingertips brushed the curly mass of hair that made up Mom's thick bush.
I whispered into Mom's ear, "Didn't you teach us to always wear underwear, Mom?"
Mom wiggled a bit on the bleacher, spreading her thighs a bit wider as I angled my arm to give me better access and replied, "You want me to put them on right now?"
I grinned and shook my head. My middle finger touched wet, juicy and steaming flesh and Mom let out a little sigh as I sank my finger up to the second knuckle into her soaking pussy.
I stirred up Mom's wet juices for a few minutes, pausing every now and then to probe one of Mom's pleasure points. Mom continued to sigh and to occasionally bite her lower lip. I added a second finger and then a third and Mom tried to flex her pelvis against my probing digits without seeming obvious. I began to tease various sensitive spots and accidentally found a new one, catching Mom off guard and causing her to squeal with pleasure.
"Oops," I said in my best innocent voice.
"Oops my ass, son," Mom panted. "Whatever you do, don't forget that place -- that felt wonderful, John."
I turned my wrist slightly and used my thumb to search for Mom's clitoris which I knew from long experience had emerged from its hood, seeking to join the party. I began to gently caress and rub the swollen nub, making Mom's sighs intensify. For long minutes I fingered Mom's pussy, taking her to that place that was just short of orgasm.
I divided my time watching the game and watching Mom. You know I think she's the most beautiful woman in the world and at that moment, she had that extra special quality that all women on the verge of orgasm possess. Mom's eyes were closed and she was rocking ever so slightly and shivering, not from the cold but from the intensity of her pleasure. I let my fingers flutter inside her, showing off my knowledge of my mother's most secret erogenous points while I waited for the right moment to push her over the edge.
Mom was growing desperate, whispering, "Please, son, please now," when the opportune moment arrived. The crowd's cheering began to swell as our team's quarterback lobbed a lateral pass to our best running back on our own twenty yard line. As he broke through the defensive line and the crowd began to roar, I stepped up my efforts on Mom's clitoris while my middle finger curled upwards and sought out Mom's G-spot.
While the crowd leapt to its feat and cheered the running back down the line, Mom began to orgasm, her cries of delight all but lost amongst the bedlam of the crowd. Mom's hand clamped down on mine, her nails digging into my flesh, intent on keeping my hand in place as I fingered and teased her through her orgasm. The crowd's screams hit a higher crescendo and Mom screamed right along with them, even as she slumped against me as her body shook and convulsed. My fingers were bathed in a torrent of fresh pussy juice, slick and hot as her cunt tried to tighten around my busy fingers.



I felt eyes upon us and tore my gaze away from Mom and looked up. The professor's wife in front of us was staring down at Mom and me, a slightly dazed look on her face as she struggled to frown or smile. Finally, the smile seemed to win out. As Mom struggled to regain control of herself, the crowd settled down and began to sit again.
The professor's wife continued to stare at us and I said, "So, what happened?"
She started to speak and then paused, licked her lips and replied, "Out team scored. We're ahead."
Mom tried to sit up straight and between gasps for air, squeaked, "That's nice."
The older woman replied, "Uh huh. I don't think they were the only ones to score a touchdown, though."
I laughed and shrugged my shoulders. "No argument there."
Mom finally released her grip on my hand and I slipped it out, my move making a distinctly wet sound. My hand emerged from under the quilt glistening with Mom's juices. The professor's wife's eyes widened and she turned bright red. "Everybody's a winner," I said, taking and sucking Mom's cunt cream off my forefinger.
"Oh my," gasped the professor's wife, watching as if pole axed as I sucked my ring finger clean.
Mom was recovering and her eyes gleamed as we acted out her fantasies of exhibition. She took my hand and said, "Isn't love wonderful, ma'am?" and then Mom sucked her own pussy juice off my middle finger and then kissed me.
The older woman touched her chest, her fingers plucking at the lapel of her jacket as if she wanted to rip it off and bare her breasts. A sexual flush was creeping up her neck. She nodded as I licked the rest of Mom's nectar off my hand and then smiled at us again before turning around and trying to watch the rest of the game.
The rest of the game passed in sort of a glow; Mom and I huddled up underneath our quilt, my arm around her waist, keeping her tight against me. The professor's wife continued to give us the occasional glance and Mom nodded to me at one point directing my gaze to the older woman's hand, gradually edging its way up her husband's thigh.
Finally the game was over, our team won and everyone stood and cheered. The older woman turned and said, "I hope you two have a wonderful evening." and then almost dragged her husband into the throng heading for the exits.
"Hmmm, somebody's gonna get lucky tonight," I said to Mom, chuckling.
Mom leaned in and with her lips touching my ear, whispered, "He's not the only one, son," again flicking her tongue into my ear in such a way that I was fully erect before we reached the aisle.
Arm in arm, Mom and I exited the stadium and walked through the tree shrouded campus. "So, when are we meeting your Molly, sweetheart?" Mom asked.
"We're supposed to meet her at Minelli's at Nine O'clock," I replied. I glanced at my watch. "We've got an hour to kill." I bumped Mom's hip with mine gently and said, "Any ideas?"
Mom grinned and glanced around. The Campus was mostly deserted -- old brick buildings, brightly colored trees in all their fall glory and grass -- and mostly in shadow. "C'mere, son," Mom said as she dragged me towards a narrow walkway between two buildings.
Halfway down the walk, deep into the shadows, Mom pulled me to her and kissed me. Our tongues began to dance and Mom leaned back against the wall, pulling me onto her, taking my weight. As we kissed, Mom began working my belt while her left leg rose and curled behind my thighs.
"Fuck me, John," Mom hissed. "I need your cock and I want it right here, right now." I was way ahead of her, my hands filled with the fabric of her skirt, lifting it up even as I felt cold air as my pants and shorts fell down around my ankles.
Mom thrust her furry cunt against me, her flowered cunt lips, trapping my cock against them, slathering my shaft with her fiery juices. "Get nasty, son. Fuck Momma with that fine cock," Mom hissed.
In the cold night, my nostrils were suddenly filled with the powerful aroma of Mom's aroused pussy and that combined with the sweet heat of Mom's half naked body pressing against mine suddenly enflamed my desires and with a feral growl, I pushed Mom hard against the brick wall and hunched down and drove my cock upwards and into Mom's open cunt while I pressed my mouth hard against hers.
Mom cried out in surprise and pleasure at my aggressiveness and kissed me back passionately -- her tongue a relentless serpent sparring with my own tongue. My hands slipped down and cupped her naked butt cheeks and lifted her up and down on my erect and throbbing dick The wind blew wicked cold down that passageway, but Mom and I were impervious to it; our incestuous lust keeping us warm and toasty.
Like two animals in heat, Mom and I fucked furiously, frantically slamming our bodies into each other, savoring every moment my stiff penis was buried inside her soaking wet pussy. When we broke off the kiss, I pressed my face into Mom's throat, nibbling, licking and biting her sweet flesh as I plunged again and again into her molten cunt.
Words were unnecessary -- our eyes and lips and body movements conveyed our every desire as we again joined in that holy union of incestuous passion that made us complete. We slipped into a steady rhythm -- my cock driving in and out of Mom's clasping pussy, each stroke a taste of heaven as her sugar walls clung hungrily to my shaft.
Mom's fists beat against my back as our ravenous passion overwhelmed us. "Oh sweet God, baby; you-your making Momma cummmm!" Mom cried out, her voice halting -- interrupted with every sharp thrust of my cock. I felt her legs rise up and wrap around my back, ankles crossing as she tried to lock her cunt into place, grinding against my crotch, seeking to bury my throbbing cock deep in her womb. Her pussy muscles clamped down tight around my shaft and began to milk my dick for its seed.
"Oh god, Mom -- I love your pussssyyy!" I groaned as I thrust upwards, seeking to get ever deeper inside my mother. The floodgates opened and Mom cried out as I began to spray my semen inside her womb, spurring Mom's orgasm on to greater heights. I felt Mom shake and writhe in my grasp and I pressed myself more firmly into her, pinning her against the wall as we both savored our orgasms.
We remained in place for a long time, almost paralyzed by the intensity of lovemaking; compounded by our great delight in each other's body and what was to us the most natural of conditions -- my cock buried in my mother's loving cunt.
Eventually and regrettably, I slipped from Mom's loving embrace and I eased Mom back to her feet and began to reach for my pants. "Not so fast there, buster," Mom said in a mock scolding voice. "Never deprive your mother of her little pleasures."
Although her knees were a little wobbly, Mom squatted down and found my semi-erect cock with her mouth, making me reach out and lean against the brick wall as she sucked my cock clean of our mingled cum. I groaned happily as Mom's tongue rolled and roiled around my sensitive flesh, scouring it clean of all traces of semen and pussy cream.
Finally, Mom slowly stood up, pulling my trousers up with her as she did so and then doing up my belt and fly. Mom stood on tip-toe and kissed me. "I am the luckiest mother in the world to have a son like you, John." Mom whispered, putting her arms around my neck.
"And I'm the happiest son in the world, Mom to have a mother like you," I replied in between kisses. We continued to kiss until the cold night air finally convinced us to move on. I put my arm around Mom's shoulder and we walked on through the campus to the El station and went on towards our rendezvous with Molly, oblivious to almost everything, our world really narrowing down to just us -- two people, man and woman, mother and son, madly in love.
Minelli's was an old Italian restaurant with a bar -- great atmosphere, great food and great accommodations -- old, high backed booths for privacy. We checked our coats and after securing a table, we both peeked into the bar, looking for Molly.
"Ah, there she is, Mom," I said in a low voice and nodding in Molly's direction where she sat on a high bar stool, "In the red dress." Molly had gone all out -- looking as sexy as I had ever seen her -- clothed anyway. Molly had on a short, sweater dress -- fire-truck red and molding tightly to her voluptuous body and leaving little to the imagination as to the shape and heft of her youthful and meaty tits. She had one leg crossed over the other, pulling the dress hem higher to reveal her luscious thighs while a stiletto heel dangled from one dainty foot.
I walked up and said, "Hi Molly," interrupting some guy in a leather jacket and a tie who was hitting on her.
Molly grinned with relief and said, "Well, hey, sugar. It's about time." She patted the guy's hand sympathetically and said, "Been fun, but my date's here." I helped her off her bar stool, getting a peck on the check for rescuing her.
Hand in hand, we walked back up to the end of the bar where Mom was waiting, studying Molly with great interest. "Um, Carrie -- I'd like you to meet Molly Cash. Molly, this is -- um, this is my Carrie."
I expected both to shake hands or just nod to each other, but Mom and Molly stood still for a moment and stared at each other, looking much like mother and daughter or younger and older versions of one person. I shivered as Mom's words from this past summer passed through my thoughts. "My baby wanted to fuck Mommy so bad, you went out and fucked women who look like me, didn't you?" I felt a thrilling tingle shoot through my cock as I watched Mom and Molly study each other. A few people sitting nearby even seemed to pick up on the tension building between them.
Mom began to smile and moved towards Molly, arms spread wide and hugged her, kissing her on the cheek. "I have been looking forward to meeting you so much, Molly! Good lord, we must be related somewhere back down the line. Looking at you is like looking into a mirror from my youth."
Molly seemed a little stunned, but she hugged Mom right back and returned the kiss, landing it close to the corner of Mom's mouth, triggering a wild thought in my head as I realized that not long before Mom had been licking her juices and my cum off my cock and wondering if Molly could taste it. "It's nice to meet you too, Carrie." She cast a glance over at me -- guess we both know what John's taste in women run to."
Mom took Molly by the arm and led us to our table -- a booth with seats on three sides. I sat in the middle -- my back against the wall and flanked by Mom on my left and Molly on my right. The two women chatted animatedly as we ordered drinks and dinner; Mom quizzing Molly about her background and her plans for the future and Molly volleying with questions about Mom and how we came together.
Mom laughed and said, "Well, I've known John his entire life and I guess it was just fate that we became lovers." Mom was enjoying the game -- being just vague enough to not reveal our familial relationship. Me -- I answered questions and watched the interplay between Mom and Molly and trying not to say anything stupid. Several times, I almost called Mom, "Mom" instead of Carrie. It was a little disconcerting for me as Mom would hold my hand while playing footsie underneath the table, running her boot along my leg while grinning mischievously at me.
Dinner was spectacular and we were winding things down when Mom looked at Molly and said, "I've been worried, you know, that John and me becoming lovers, that it screwed up something between you two."
Molly shrugged and said. "Well, we have shared something special and I think John will always be one of my most important friends." She turned and looked at me with a frost expression. "I do wish he would be more honest about things though. He's been keeping his great love a mystery from me and I think he's still bullshitting me now." She sat back and took a sip of wine and watched our reaction.
Mom smiled and tilting her head said, "What do you mean, honey? Bullshitting you how?"
"He promised me I could meet the woman that stole his heart away and now he's playing games with me...and you're helping him." There was a little heat now in Molly's voice.
Mom opened her mouth, not sure what to say. I blurted out. "I don't know what you mean, Molly. I told you I'd introduce you to um, Carrie and here she is."
Molly laughed and shook a finger at me. "Listen to yourself, sugar. This is your Mom across the table. You never say it, but you might as well say 'Mom' every time you open your mouth and say her name. This isn't your secret older woman -- this is your Mother. You've been bullshitting me all night. I just can't figure out why."
"Molly -- I...no, I haven't -- this is my mo -- dammit, I mean this is my lover, Carrie."
Molly shook her head and said. "Don't you dare lie to me, John Hamilton. Just tell me the truth -- your lover couldn't make it or you didn't want us to meet and you talked your mom into helping you con me."
I started to deny it, but she pressed on. "C'mon, sugar -- this is your mother...a blind man could see it. You have the same eyes, the same chin, the same sweet, sexy smile."
"Molly?" Mom spoke up for the first time in the exchange. Her voice was full of passion and energy and something fierce and loving. Molly swung her gaze around to meet Mom's and her eyes widened as she felt Mom's presence more than ever before. Mom was almost glowing -- excited as she took a deep breath and continued. "Molly, can't I be both?" She reached out and squeezed my hand, nervous, excited and proud as she announced, "John is my son and my lover."
Molly's mouth fell open and for the first time in the two years I'd known her, she was at a loss for words. Both women gazed at the other, both excited and scared. I swung my eyes from one to the other, seeing them both breathing heavily, heavy, meaty breasts rising and falling. I felt sweet desire rise up in me for both my mother and my former lover as I observed their nipples harden and swell up -- straining against the fabric of their sweaters -- Mom's prominent, thick nubs and Molly's smaller, but longer nipples.
"That's not possible," whispered Molly, her tongue snaking out to lick her lips nervously. "You can't be your son's..." She turned her gaze towards me and said hoarsely, "You can't be fucking your mom, sugar...that's..." She didn't finish her sentence.
"Molly?" Mom said again, her voice now full of that husky desire I knew all too well. Mom reached out and took Molly's hands, holding them in her own hands. "Molly, I will never lie to you. My son, John and I are lovers -- we have been lovers since Christmas and we intend to live the rest of our lives as mother and son -- husband and wife."
Molly slowly shook her head as she squeezed Mom's hands. "You and John? I can't believe this -- it's too incredible, Carrie. John fucking you -- his mother, that's sooo unbelievable." She was practically shivering -- her neck turning red and spreading to her face.
Mom grinned and nodded and said, "Molly, come with me, honey." Without letting go of Molly's hands, Mom slid out and around the table, urging Molly to her feet. "Son, Molly and I need to go the ladies' room. We'll be back in a bit."
I watched as my mother walked away hand in hand with my former lover, pulling her along like a mother taking her little girl to the restroom. Not being sure what to do in the light of Molly's intuition and Mom's revelation, I opted to sit quietly and order another beer.
Fifteen minutes or so passed before Mom and Molly returned, Molly's arm circling Mom's arm. Molly had an almost dazed and goofy grin and Mom's face was flushed and she was smiling as well, although walking a bit awkwardly -- as if her knees wanted to buckle. Mom winked at me and said, "John, get the check -- it's time for us to go. We'll be waiting for you outside."
I signaled our waiter and settled up as fast as I could. Out on the street, I glanced around for Mom and Molly. There wasn't a lot of foot traffic, but several people's glances were drawn back towards the end of the brick side of Minelli's where Mom and Molly were in an ardent embrace, kissing passionately.
Slowly I walked towards them, hanging back a few feet and watching with something akin to awe as I watched Mom and Molly soul kiss. They slowly became aware of me and as Mom slowly drew away from Molly, I watched my former lover sucking on Mom's tongue before letting it slip from between her lips. I felt my cock stiffening inside my pants and I felt my own knees grow weak.
"It's time we all went home, son," Mom said huskily.
Molly nodded and smiled at me. I found myself arm in arm with both women as we hurried to the 'El. On the train, we found ourselves in a mostly deserted car and sat at one end by ourselves; Mom sitting between Molly and me. Mom reached out a hand to both of us and pulled us close. Molly looked at me in the harsh light of the commuter car and blushed, grinned and looked at Mom with a silly, love struck expression.
"Son, I have to beg your pardon -- I've gone off and done something without consulting you," Mom said softly, squeezing my hand.
My heart was about to leap through my throat and I shook my head and said, "You never have to ask me anything, Mom," realizing as I said it that it was the first time I had acknowledged her as Mom since she had revealed it to Molly.
Mom gave Molly an evil grin. "Well, John -- I knew I had to prove to Molly here that you and I were lovers and so we went to the ladies room and into a stall and..." She paused and took a deep breath. "I lifted my skirt and offered Molly the chance to eat your spunk out of my pussy." I almost came in my pants hearing Mom talk so lewdly.
I didn't know what to say and Molly jumped in and said, "So, I did, sugar. I'd know the taste of your jism anywhere, John." Her voice was awed and full of wonder. "You weren't lying to me -- you really are your Mom's lover."
I felt my face turning red. "Yes," I whispered.
Molly shivered and replied, "Oh my god -- this is so hot and sexy. Just imagining the two of you fucking makes me so fucking wet." Her long black coat was open and she spread her legs, causing her very short skirt to draw up, revealing her soft thighs and a pair of red lacy bikini panties with a great wet spot molded against her labia lips.
Mom dropped her left hand down on Molly's bare thigh and then her right hand down into my lap, cupping the huge bulge in my pants. "Son, I know we are lovers, sworn to each other forever, but tonight, would you mind if Molly were to join us?"
I sure my grin gave my answer before I even spoke. "Hell no, Mom -- I've dreamed of seeing the two of you together."
Mom smiled and leaned in to kiss me -- her tongue dancing with mine before replying, "I confess, I've had fantasies even before meeting your Molly -- of me and her together and of seeing my son fuck another woman like his mother."
Mom turned to Molly and said, "Molly, would you do my son and me the honor of sharing our bed tonight?"
Molly grinned like a child on Christmas morning and leaned over and pulled me close and kissed me. My cock throbbed as I could taste hints of my semen and Mom's cream as I sucked her tongue and I could smell my Mom's cunt on her face. I struggled not to cum as I envisioned Molly squatting in that restroom stall, her face buried in Mom's hairy pussy.
I felt Mom's lips nuzzle my cheek and Molly and I both turned and let Mom kiss us in turn, first Molly and then me. I sure the few other occupants of the commuter car were gaping at us in shock, but I was too caught up in our lovemaking to look or care. Hands were caressing bodies, cupping tits through sweaters, stroking bare thighs and squeezing bulges that throbbed and felt like flesh made into iron.



I scarcely remember getting off the 'El' and climbing the flights of stairs to my apartment. Suddenly we were in the warm studio apartment and touching and kissing were now joined by a frantic effort to disrobe each other.
Mom and I sandwiched Molly between us -- Mom in front and me in back and together, we stripped the young woman. I worked Molly's red panties off while Mom slowly pulled Molly's sweater dress up, revealing first her luscious thighs ending in her black-haired bush, neatly trimmed in a 'V' and her full ass cheeks. Molly sighed as both Mom and I showered her with kisses.. On and up over her flat stomach we tugged her dress; unleashing her firm, bountiful breasts, erect nipples standing up over an inch long and round like dimes. Mom leaned over and sucked each one while I cupped and lifted Molly's meaty tits. Finally, pulling the dress over her head, getting it stuck and blinding Molly momentarily while I nuzzled her neck and Mom kissed her lips and we both pinched and pulled at her hard, rubbery nipples, making her moan and sag in our arms.
Then it was Mom's turn as Molly and I flanked her. Molly undid Mom's skirt and pulled it off her -- giving life to my vision of her and Mom earlier by squatting and running her right hand through Mom's thick mat of hair before pressing her face into Mom's hairy bush and rolling her tongue up along her swollen and bloomed labia lips. I pulled Mom's sweater over her head, freeing her massive breasts, slightly sagging and looking so erotic sloped on her chest -- her thick, aroused nipples standing up and looking like they might burst. Molly trailed kisses up her body and joined me at sucking Mom's tits.
Finally, it was my turn -- Mom pulling my shirt off me while Molly helped me remove shoes, socks and then pants, flinging them across the room as she squatted and took me in her hand. Mom licked and bit my hard, pebbled nipples and then gave me butterfly kisses as she slowly lowered herself downwards to squat next to Molly. I felt like I was about to pass out as I gazed happily down at two women who kept their eyes on me as they took turns sucking my cock. Both had their techniques and both were familiar with my likes -- Mom and Molly both have talented tongues, but had different styles of cocksucking. I groaned in sheer delight as they watched me watch them suck my aching penis.
Molly sucked the head of my cock vigorously while her tongue fluttered madly over my slit and then she let me slip from her mouth and looked at Mom and said, "Carrie, I want to see your son fuck you...right now!"
Mom giggled and said, "My pleasure, honey," as they both slowly rose up and kissed me. We stumbled towards the bed and Mom fell into it, rolling over and over until her head was on the pillows and she was spread-eagled -- legs wide open and inviting, her thick bush split wide by her pink, wet flesh, gleaming in the light of the room. Mom's huge breasts heaved and rolled as she breathed heavily, anticipating my climbing on top of her.
Molly climbed up beside her, lying not quite on one side -- her legs opening and closing as she revealed her wetness as well. I felt my breath go away as I was able to see Mom and Molly naked and aroused together for the first time. My unconscious incestuous desires were clear to see as I gazed at their aroused naked flesh. Mom and Molly -- black hair spilled on the pillows, both with large breasts (Molly's tits on a slightly smaller frame seemed larger by just a little bit), both with voluptuous figures, shapely legs, but with different pussies. Mom's in a forest of hair with long, full labial lips while Molly's cunt was of shorter length, her pussy lips thicker and plumper. Two southern beauties laying in my bed and both staring eagerly up at me. I felt my cock throb and slap up against my stomach.
"Come to Momma, son," Mom sighed, holding out her arms to me. "Come fuck your mother, John,"
I did as only a good son could do -- I obeyed my mother. I climbed up into the bed and knelt between Mom's widespread legs. As Molly watched in awe, I eased onto Mom, rolling my hips to meet her own pelvic lift and felt the head of my cock ease into Mom's spongy, silky wet opening. "I love you, Mom," I breathed as I thrust steadily into her.
Mom cried out as I buried myself in her hot pussy with one motion, my shaft swollen and scraping her sweet cunt walls as she tightened her cunt muscles around me, massaging me as I felt my cock head press into her cervix. Mom's legs lifted and pulled back, coming to cross over each other against my back and pull me even deeper into her.
The sweet pleasure of our incestuous joining was increased with the knowledge that we were fucking for an audience; allowing us to make love openly and proudly as mother and son while someone watched admiringly.
We kissed as we began to move together -- perfect, knowing lovers touching and fucking as only two people in love can do. Mom's tits pressed into my chest -- her breasts jiggling as we slapped bellies again and again. Between kisses, Mom and I would glance over at Molly who watched us in disbelief and joy.
"It -- you two are so beautiful," she whispered. "You two look so happy together, like love itself come to life." Molly reached out and caressed my face and then stroked Mom's face, gasping as Mom reached out and sucked her forefinger.
Mom slowly let Molly's finger slip from her lips and said, "I want to taste you, Molly dear."
Molly shivered and we watched as she slipped her hand down between her legs and dipped her finger into her own pussy, stirring it around and then emerging with her finger glistening with her juices. She brought her wet finger to my mother's lips and Mom obligingly sucked it off. "Sweet as honey, Molly, but I mean, I want to taste you...now."
Molly giggled as she suddenly realized what Mom was requesting. To be honest, I was tickled that I wasn't the only one slow on the uptake today. Molly quickly was on her knees and then easing herself in front of me, facing the wall as she straddled Mom's face. I had a bird's eye view as she lowered her cunt to Mom's waiting mouth -- her labia spread and quivering, dripping pussy cream as she sat on Mom's face. Mom let out a cooing sound that was muffled and cut off as her lips and tongue welcomed Molly's wet meat and she began to eat my friend out.
I felt Mom's body beneath me react to licking her first pussy besides her big sisters while being simultaneously fucked by her loving son. Mom's pussy squeezed me a little tighter, pulsating incredibly as I slipped my meat in and out of her. I began to alternate between nuzzling Mom's meaty tits and showering little licks and kisses on Molly's fleshy ass cheeks -- making her squeal as I ran my tongue down her lower back and along the crack of her ass.
I could hear and see Mom's mouth hungrily gobbling Molly's young pussy -- her tongue flickering this way and that as Molly rocked on my mother's face. Mom's lips and chin were coated thickly with Molly's cunt cream and I could smell Molly's aroused pussy as well as hear her happy groans and cries. Bracing myself on one arm, I reached around and found Molly's right breast and squeezed her soft flesh, playing and teasing her erect and elongated nipple.
I found a steady pace and fucked Mom until she began to lose control -- her legs tightening around my back and then falling helplessly akimbo as her pussy began to throb in orgasm, bathing my erection in her wet juices. I began to increase my motion, slamming harder and harder into Mom's molten, syrupy cunt. I released Molly's tit and brought my hand around, tracing a line down her back, over her ass cheeks and underneath, slipping a finger against her quivering cunt until I could feel Mom's lower lip as she nibbled on Molly's pussy. I sensed that Mom was working her tongue on Molly's clitoris and slipped a finger inside the young woman's wet pussy, curling it to rub her inner wall.
She yelped as I fingered her while Mom tongued her, her own ass now bucking against Mom's face more frantically. "Oh my Christ!" Molly panted. "I'm gonna cum, sugar -- your Mommm's got a -- OOHHHH -- awesome tongue!" It had been almost a year, but I recognized Molly's higher pitched voice, now filled with little yelps as a sign she was cumming as well as Mom's frantic writhing underneath me as I slammed my cock deep in her again and again.
Mom's whole body suddenly convulsed, almost throwing Molly off her face and I heard her scream -- the sound muffled by Molly's sweet pussy. Mom's cunt clamped down hard on my shaft and I roared triumphantly as I let loose with another load of hot semen, bathing Mom's womb with my seed. Molly's little yelps escalated into a high pitched scream so loud, I thought Mom must have bitten her by accident, but the scream evolved into sobs of "YES! YES! YES!" as Molly ground her pussy against Mom's face.
Molly's triumphant cries of orgasm peaked and slowly faded and she suddenly slumped over and fell onto her back, revealing Mom's gasping face, drenched in Molly's pussy juices. Mom's own orgasm was fading as we both slowed down and I sank gratefully on her body, my cock still hard and throbbing as I took in the carnal scene before me.
Without hesitation, I moved to kiss Mom, enjoying the remembered taste of Molly's juices as I kissed and licked Mom's lips and face. Mom was grinning triumphantly as she kissed me back, licking some of Molly's cream smeared on my face. "That was fun, son!" Mom wheezed as she squeezed my cock with her cunt, making me shiver. "You're still hard, baby!" she gasped.
Glancing over at Molly who was grinning as she gasped for breath, Mom gave my cock another loving motherly squeeze and said, "Fuck her now, John. Show Mommy what a good cocksman you are!"
I sighed and smiled at Mom as I slowly withdrew my erect dick from her pussy with a wet plop. I eased off her and reached out to caress Molly's leg. She scooted around crossways on the bed and raised her legs, reminding me that she preferred for me to lift her legs up and let them rest against my chest as we fucked -- literally tucking her up into a sexy ball of flesh.
I took her by her ankles and lifted them up, spreading them slightly to get better access to her neatly trimmed cunt, now flowered and glistening wet from Mom's loving ministrations. "God and Jesus, sugar, it's been too long," hissed Molly as her cunt lips kissed the head of my cock. Then she flung back her head and moaned as I pressed my already cum covered penis into her tight pussy. Her legs stiffened and quivered as I sank my shaft into her vise like cunt, her toes curling with pleasure.
Molly had a sweet pussy, but it felt odd to be fucking anyone but Mom, but a thrill went through me as I felt Mom kneel next to me and whisper, "Remember baby, when you fuck her, you're fucking me -- you're fucking Mommy!" Molly began to sob as Mom's words spurred me to begin fucking my friend fast and furious. Molly clawed the sheets as I hammered my cock into her.
Mom' hands quickly found their way to Molly's breasts, taking hold of her bouncing tits, teasing and stretching Molly's already long and swollen nipples. "Ohhhh yessss -- ohhhhh myyy lorddd!" Molly cried as I fucked her and Mom leaned over and began to suck on her nipples, biting and pulling on them with her teeth, rolling her tongue over them and flicking the long, rubbery tips of her breasts.
Mom moved on, letting her hands maul Molly's breasts as she rose up and began kissing her, tongues dueling and dancing, their faces growing wet from saliva, sweat and the remnants of Molly's cunt cream smeared on Mom's face. The warm room grew hot -- we were all sweating like we were in a steam bath -- the room filling with the smell of both Mom's and Molly's aroused pussies and the smell of freshly ejaculated spunk. The aroma seemed to permeate our slick, sweaty bodies and increase our ardor even more.
Molly's cunt tightened around my cock as her sensitive flesh yielded to another orgasm, her fiery flesh squeezing my cock demanding my seed. "Oh God!" I moaned as I felt my own need to cum growing. Normally I should have been able to hold out for a long time, but just the sight of Mom and Molly in a carnal embrace was enough to make any man cum. "I'm gonna cum!"
"Yessss, cum in me, sugar!" sobbed Molly, trying to fuck back; to take me deeper, but barely able to control her spasming body.
Mom rose up and kissed me, snaking her tongue into my mouth and sucking on my tongue, urging me to "Fuck her son. Show her how good you make your mother feel with that big dick. Fuck her like you fuck Mommy!" I groaned into Mom's mouth as I drove deep one last time and with my cock buried in Molly's womb, I began to cum -- one white hot spurt after another of my semen, bathing her young pussy walls with baby-making seed.
Molly went spastic, her body convulsing -- my semen spurring her orgasm on to new heights before going limp -- tears rolling down her face and her only visible movement her heaving breasts as she tried to breathe. Her pussy continued to squeeze and milk me for every drop of my jism and her sugar walls massaged me long past the moment I stopped ejaculating.
Finally, I slipped from the grasp of Molly's pussy and collapsed at her side, gathering just enough strength to lean over and give her a loving kiss. Mom knelt over us, gazing at us with such love and desire that it made my heart want to swell and burst. Despite the wonderful fuck I had just enjoyed, one look at Mom and I knew who my heart and cock truly belonged to.
"That was beautiful," Mom said softly as if she were in church. "It was like seeing myself as a teenager, getting fucked by the man who will be my son in the future." She slipped down onto her belly and spread my legs. "I need a little taste of my son and you, Molly." I bet you taste divine." Mom took my rapidly shrinking cock in her mouth, making me groan as she rolled her tongue over the still sensitive flesh, licking up the creamy mixture of mine and Molly's juices.
Molly groaned as she watched my mother clean my cock with her mouth. Shaking her head, she said, "You fuck your mother. You're in love with your mother and the two of you are lovers. Oh -- My -- God!" Molly grasped my hand and brought it to her lips. "John Hamilton, this is the lewdest, sexiest, wildest moment of my life. Thank you, sugar."
Molly struggled to sit up and then spun slightly and leaned in to kiss my mother. "Thank you, Carrie -- thank you for letting me be witness to the most erotic lovemaking of my life."
Mom returned her kiss enthusiastically, her tongue dancing with Molly's as her hands caressed Molly's body. "Sweetie, you ain't seen nothing yet," Mom said huskily when she finished their kiss. Mom glanced over at me and we smiled knowingly at each other. "I think John needs a little recuperation time and I know the perfect thing to inspire him."
Mom pushed Molly onto her back and swung herself around and lifted her leg and straddled Molly's face. "I think I have something you enjoy and I know I'm going to love what you have between your legs, Molly," Mom murmured as she lowered her mouth to Molly's open and semen filled pussy. Mom lowered her own cunt to Molly's waiting mouth and tongue as she ran her tongue the length of Molly's slit, lapping up oozing sperm and pussy cream.
Molly let out a muffled cry as Mom tongue teased her sensitive flesh -- her cries fading into noisy licking as she began to eat my mother's pussy. I could only watch in awe as my beautiful sexy mother and best friend pleasured each other in a passionate sixty-nine, each hungrily lapping up my jism mixed with their juices. My eyes roamed their sweat-slick bodies, their meaty tits pillowing against each other's stomachs, luscious thighs tightening around dark haired heads which bobbed and nodded as they ate each other out and fingers cupped ass cheeks, pulling their tasty treasures closers to busy lips and probing tongues.
The lewd and wonderful sounds of pussy eating began to mix with sighs and moans of pleasure as both Mom and Molly licked, nibbled and sucked. Their bodies began to move in an erotic rhythm of unspoken joy and I watched with lust and delight, wondering which would orgasm first. I moved around my old bed, looking at my mother and my friend from different angles, seeing the pleasure on their faces as tongues dug deep inside cunts, mining my seed from each other's wombs.
Molly surrendered first, unable to continue and sobbing out her orgasmic joy as her power of speech failed her. I watched as tears dripped from her cum smeared face and her mouth made an 'O" as she crooned her delight as Mom continued to flutter her tongue over Molly's swollen clit.
Then Molly rallied and attacked Mom's pussy with a ferocious effort, clamping her lips around Mom's swollen nub and then it was my mother who yielded to her orgasm. Mom's back arched and she lifted her head from between Molly's thighs and cried out, "Yesssssss!" her face contorted by a lust filled sneer that combined with the frosting of semen and cunt cream on her face turned my mother into an icon of carnal delight.
Mom finally fell over and struggled shakily to turn herself around and kiss Molly again. "Everything I dreamed it would be!" Mom sighed as she stroked Molly's face, kissing Molly's tears away. I let them cuddle and bask in the glow of their lesbian lovemaking until they remembered that I was there and beckoned me to join them.
Mom steered me between them and we spent a wonderful time simply kssing and caressing. Erotic thrills shot through me as I kissed my mother and Molly, tasting myself and them with each wet, sticky kiss. Sometimes I was kissing Mom, other times I was kissing Molly and other times it seemed as if all three of us were kissing, the unusual and exciting sensation of three tongues dancing together, making me shiver. I took delight in caressing their orgasm charged bodies, making them shiver with orgasmic aftershocks as I pinched still swollen nipples and caressed their quivering pussies.
Gradually, Mom and Molly regained their composure and their breathing slowed and we lay there in a jumble of arms and legs. We rested silently for a few minutes until Molly giggled and ran her fingers across my chest. "Carrie, I think we got somebody turned on."
Mom laughed and rubbed my chest until her fingers met Molly's and they intertwined. Looking downward, Mom said, "I do love a young man's recuperative powers." Mom lifted her head and kissed me and then resumed staring down between my legs where my cock stood proudly at attention, restored to life by Mom and Molly's erotic lovemaking.
"Molly's fingers strolled southward, tickling my belly. "I love a young man's hard cock," she declared. "Which of us gets him this time?"
Mom purred back, "I think we should share him this time." She glanced at Molly and an unspoken decision passed between them. I sighed happily as both the beautiful naked women began to kiss their way down my body. Mom wrapped her fingers around my throbbing shaft and started to lean in to kiss the tip of my cock, but she paused and looked over at Molly. "Pardon my manners. Guests go first," Mom said, chuckling.
"Mmmm, don't mind if I do," Molly said in her sweet southern accent. She took me in her mouth, her tongue rolling over the soft, swollen head of my penis, curling around it before slithering away, creating a delicious sensation as tongue rubbed against cockflesh. It was my time to claw the sheets as she and Mom began sucking and licking me.
Mom and Molly almost seemed to view sucking my dick as a competition, both demonstrating their ability to deep throat (Mom clearly won as she was much more adept and familiar at taking my length), and showing off their different techniques. Both worked hard to not let me cum too soon -- backing off and letting me calm down when it was obvious that I was close to blowing my load.



Calming down was hard, especially when I could look down and see (as well as feel) two sets of lips kissing my penis -- two tongues dancing over and around my cock, often working in tandem to share a kiss, their mouths joined around my aching erection, as they both stared at me with loving eyes.
Finally, Molly was sucking the head of my cock while Mom was licking my shaft when Molly raised a finger to Mom's lips. Mom obligingly sucked her finger, Molly leaving it there until it was slick and dripping with Mom's saliva. Then as Mom joined her in licking my cockhead, Molly slipped a finger down below my balls and into my asscrack, probing until she found my asshole. Slowly, Molly wormed her saliva lubricated finger into my ass, probing into me until she found my prostate.
"OHMYGOD!" I shouted as without any warning, I began to cum, ejaculating great spurts of semen into Mom's and Molly's mouths, splattering ribbons of sperm against their lips and cheeks and noses. Molly giggled as she caught a splash of white hot jism on her tongue while she continued to finger my ass. I was shocked that I even had that much sperm left in my balls, but Molly's little trick seemed to have tapped unknown reservoirs of semen in my balls and I just kept cumming until both Mom and Molly had faces dripping with my spunk. My cock jerked and offered one last spurt that splashed off Mom's upper lip as Molly suddenly withdrew her probing finger. I went limp, almost overwhelmed by the intensity of my orgasm. Even Mom was a little wide-eyed at my response.
"Sugar, I think you liked that," Molly murmured in a pleased voice.
Mom nodded and said in a voice that promised future delights, "Yeah, I'm gonna have to remember that little trick!"
I managed to reply, "Fine...by...me," before lying back and watching as Mom and Molly kissed and licked each other clean. Words cannot truly describe the carnality of the vision that was my mother, a thick streamer of my semen strung out between her extended tongue and Molly's lips. Each licked and kissed my jism from each other's face only to share their treasure in a passionate kiss.
Finally we were all cuddling again, Molly wide-eyed as Mom and I recounted how our love affair began and confessed our hopeful plans for the future. We talked into the wee hours of the night and then fell asleep, our bodies embracing in a tumble of arms and legs, warming ourselves in the cool autumn night.
In the dim light of early morning, I woke to find Mom and Molly again locked passionately in a Sapphic embrace, each sighing happily as they licked each other towards orgasm. I watched sleepily at the two lovely women in the dim light. Mom seemed to sense my awakening and slowly she reached out a hand to me.
I did not join them, somehow understanding that this was a special moment for Mom and Molly, but also feeling privileged for being able to witness it and to have a small role as I held Mom's hand as she and Molly made love. Afterwards, both kissed me before falling back into a satisfied slumber, offering me the sweet taste of each other before sleep claimed us all.
When I woke again, it was to the murmur of whispers and the late morning sun was streaming through the window. I rolled over to see Molly, now dressed again in her tight fitting sweater dress, half kneeling on the bed and kissing Mom, who looked incredibly erotic, with her bed tousled hair and the blankets covering her up to her waist, and her heavy, slightly sagging breasts exposed. Their kiss ended and Mom eased back down.
Molly came around and leaning over, kissed me. "It's late, sugar. I need to get going."
"Are you sure, Molly?" I replied. "We'd love for you to stay." I added, glancing over at Mom who nodded in agreement.
Molly gave me her loving grin and kissed me once more. ""That's sweet, John, and I want to thank you and your Mom for the greatest night of my young naughty life. But, I need to get going, besides, this is your's and your Mom's time together -- treasure each moment before she has to go back home." She kissed me again and then stood up and looked at me and Mom as Mom scooted over and cuddled with me.
"Thank you both for sharing your love with me. God creates love in so many different ways -- I'm proud to have experienced the wonderful love you two share as mother and son and as lovers."
Mom touched my shoulder and replied, "You're welcome in John's bed -- in our bed anytime, Molly." Mom gave a little sexy laugh and continued, "From this day on, I'm going to think of you like a daughter, Molly."
Molly shivered a little and gave us both a look that held the promise of love and lust. "Thank you...Mom." Molly giggled and stuck her tongue out at us. "Lord Jesus, just calling you Mom makes me wet." She waggled her fingers at us and said, "I love you two -- take care." And then she was gone, leaving me alone with the woman I loved more than the world itself.
Mom and I cuddled quietly for quite a while -- savoring that sweet weariness that accompanies a lusty bout of lovemaking. Finally, Mom broke the silence by asking, "Son, are you okay with Molly and me -- what we did?"
I pulled Mom tight to me and looking into her eyes, replied, "Seeing you two together is one of the loveliest things I've ever witnessed, Mom."
"And, if we want to do it again?"
I kissed my mother and said, "Whatever makes you happy, Mom. That's all I'll ever want for you. I love you, Mom."
Mom replied with one of her cock rising loving looks and kissed me, her tongue searching out mine for the beginning of a long, loving, and incestuous kiss. I felt Mom's hand travel downwards underneath the blanket, searching and discovering that several hours of sleep had indeed restored my vigor. Mom stroked me until I was fully erect and then she climbed onto me, slowly lowering herself onto my throbbing cockstand. "Mmm, I love you too, son," Mom sighed as her pussy enveloped my erect penis, wrapping me in her soft, wet and oh so warm folds of motherly flesh. Her knees pressed against my waist as she rested on top of me -- her large, meaty tits dragging across my chest as she leaned in and kissed me again.
Taking our time, we made love, slowly rocking together, drawing out each movement of her pussy lifting and falling on my cock, her tender sugar walls clinging to my shaft. We were mother and son joined, becoming that one erotic and carnal being that made our union so unique and special.
"You're fucking your mother," Mom whispered to me, her lips less than an inch from mine -- beads of sweat forming on her face, eventually falling onto mine. "Your mother loves to be fucked by her son." Mom kissed me again, her hands clasping my face as she expressed her love and passion for me in the touch of her lips and tongue, even as her pussy squeezed around my cock.
"I want you to be able to fuck me anytime, son," Mom panted. "Even when I'm not here." Mom squirmed against me, flexing her pelvis to grant another bit of room inside her for my cock.
"Mom?"
Mom's heart was pounding -- I could feel her excitement in spite of the leisurely pace of our lovemaking. "When you want to, make love to Molly, sweetheart. Fuck your lovely little friend and remember, when you're fucking her, you're really fucking me -- you're fucking your mother, John."
Mom's juices were flooding, bathing my cock in her hot, slick cream as she neared orgasm. Mom's kisses became more urgent, yet she refused to increase her pace -- making the movements of our lovemaking sweet, delicious and incestuous agony. Mom moaned and looking down at me, said, "Make love to Molly whenever you want -- Mmmaaagghhh." Mom licked her lips and grinned and managed to gasp, "Just don't go overboard, son. Save some of that sweet loving for Mommy. Christmas will be here soon and Mommy will need plenty of loving from her lover-son."
Mom's cunt clamped down and began to milk my cock involuntarily as Mom began to orgasm. I groaned with delight and began cumming too -- my semen flooding Mom's womb. In between our mutual sighs and moans, we cried out our love for each other and lost ourselves in the moment of incestuous pleasure and at the thought of our future lovemaking.
Christmas was coming. Great changes were coming -- some changes that we had planned and some changes we had no idea were approaching. None of that mattered at the moment -- we were mother and son, locked together in the carnal embrace that was the ultimate moment of unity for a man and a woman. It was the perfect moment, suspended in time -- so simple yet so complex -- a son and his mother making love and in love.
To be continued...
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Merry Christmas to everyone at Literotica! Just finished this little tale in time for the holidays and hope it brings you some Christmas cheer!
*
This story is inspired by a friend who showed me her family home and who actually had her bedroom in the attic and unbeknownst to her mom and dad, spent many an hour enjoying their lovemaking via the method included in the story. Of course, the story is fictional -- all characters are simply the product of my over stimulated imagination and any resemblance to anyone living or dead is a coincidence.
One further note: I diverged from my usually pattern of breaking longer stories into 2-3 parts in writing this story -- it just seemed to flow better as one long story. Let me know what you think. Please offer me some feedback be it positive or negative. Enjoy!
Do you know how much it sucks to move just before your senior year? Daddy works for a big manufacturing firm and they tapped him to help absorb a new factory they had purchased clear across the country. Without even talking to me, Daddy and Mom decided to sell the house and move from Arizona to some small country town in Kentucky. Apparently, they were able to sell our nice house and buy an old country house and pocket a sizeable profit.
"We're talking enough to pay for your college, Pam," Mom told me matter-of-factly. "I know its hard moving and leaving your friends and old school behind, but this is what's best for the family, us and you."
Of course, I just rolled my eyes. It just sucked -- I was losing my best friend, Vicky and my sometimes boyfriend, David who I was close to giving in on the big sex question. Dammit, I was a cheerleader on one of the best squads in the state! It just sucked.
To add insult to injury, we wound up celebrating my eighteenth birthday on the long drive across the country. No big party -- just an embarrassing moment when the waitresses of a restaurant presented me with ice cream and a brownie with a candle stuck in it and sang me "Happy Birthday," in front of a laughing crowd. Daddy promised they would make it up to me later, after we got settled in Kentucky. I doubted that. The only thing good thing I could foresee was that in another year, I could escape the hick town we were moving to for college. I already had my eye on a couple of West Coast Schools.
Most of our stuff was already in the house brought before we arrived by the movers, but we spent another two days unpacking and sorting everything. The only good thing about our new home was that it had a huge attic that had been fitted out as a bedroom -- the biggest bedroom anyone could wish for. Lots of room for everything. It seems that the previous family had been quite large and had set the attic up for several kids. It even had its own bathroom.
Despite the second floor having four bedrooms, Mom and Daddy agreed to let me live up in the attic. "Nothing wrong with a little privacy, right honey?" Mom said, putting her arm around Daddy's waist and winking up at him.
Daddy just grinned and leaned down and kissed Mom on the lips, giving her a quick pinch on her butt. I just rolled my eyes. Mom and Daddy had been real lovey-dovey all the way here. They were always touching and kissing each other. "Too much information, Mom," I said in my best sarcastic voice and then I turned and headed up the stairs to my new room to plan how I wanted to lay everything out.
I slept downstairs on a mattress that first night, but with Mom's help, I got my bedroom cleaned up and all three of us lugged my bedroom furniture upstairs the next day and by that evening, even though I had lots to unpack, I was able to spend my first night in my new room. I said my good nights right after dinner, pecking Daddy on the cheek and giving Mom a quick hug. I was still mad about moving and just wanted to go sulk in private.
I did some more work putting my room in order and was wondering if I could guilt my parents into letting me have a small refrigerator upstairs -- then I could hide up there for days and not talk to them! It had gotten pretty late and I was getting ready to go to bed. I went to go pee and was sitting on the toilet when I realized I could hear my parents talking.
I looked around and realized there was a rectangular metal grate between the sink and the toilet. I leaned over and almost gasped. I could see downstairs -- right into my parents' bathroom. Depending on the angle, I could see who was at the sink or on the toilet. Daddy was standing at the sink, wearing boxer shorts and Mom was talking to him from nearby.
"So, honey, what did you think of what your daughter was wearing today?" I heard Mom ask Daddy.
Daddy laughed and spat out his toothpaste. "Well, I think if her shorts get any smaller, she should just run around in her panties. And that T-shirt -- why don't you wear those half --T's?"
Mom snorted and I heard her reply, "Because I don't have her figure anymore -- I wish I had her flat stomach and I wish I had her sweet ass which I noticed you couldn't keep your eyes off of all day long."
Daddy shrugged his shoulders and after rinsing out his mouth said. "Well, can you blame me -- her tight ass cheeks hanging out like they were? God, and the way her shirt hangs off those pert tits of hers -- you have no idea what that does to me."
Mom moved into my view then, wrapping her arms around Daddy and she slipped one hand into his shorts and said, "Oh, I know exactly what Pammy does to her Daddy!" Daddy turned around and kissed Mom while her hand moved up and down in his shorts while I sat there in absolute shock. My mother and father were talking about me! Talking about my body in a sexual way! A shiver went through me -- from the top of my head to between my legs where it turned to intense heat that spread back through my body.
I reached down and traced a finger along the length of my wispy haired pussy and was amazed to find myself wet. I heard Mom began to speak and peered down again.
"C'mon, you dirty old man -- let's take care of your problem," Mom said in a teasing voice and then she led Daddy out of the bathroom, holding him by his hard penis which I only got a quick glimpse of.
Their voices faded and a part of me wanted to cry out in protest and then it occurred to me that the attic had more than one of those grates...maybe, just maybe. I scurried out of the bathroom, looking anxiously about. There was on in the near corner -- I hurried to it, but it was dark and quiet. Damn! I found another across the room and it was dark and quiet too.
I balled my fists in frustration and then remembered that there was another grate under my bed! I got down on my belly and wiggled my way under the bed frame. I reached the grate and peered down and almost laughed when I saw that my prayers were answered!
Omigod! I had an almost perfect view of my parents' bed! I felt another shiver race through me to explode in white hot heat between my legs. Looking down I could see Daddy sprawled naked on the bed, Mom lying between his legs and stroking his thing -- his penis -- his cock and it was big! I had jacked off my old boyfriend before, but he had nothing on my daddy! Mom looked like she could barely get her hand around it.
Mom was naked too, her butt, looking like a slightly older version of my own, staring up at me. Mom scissored her shapely legs and when she moved, I would get a brief glimpse of her bare pussy. I had no idea that Mom shaved her pussy. Looking at it made me hot between my legs too. I had a momentary flash of Vicky lying naked and me fingering her on the nights I slept over at her house.
Mom giggled and said, "So tell me, John, how badly do you want to fuck our daughter? Maybe I should go up and get her and let her see this big bad cock. She leaned forward and gave it a lick. "Or maybe you would like Pammy to get on her knees and suck Daddy's dick?"
Daddy groaned and said, "Yessssss! I would love to have her little mouth around my cock, sucking me till I cum!"
A shiver seemed to go through Mom. "Mmmm. Do you want to cum in your daughter's mouth, baby...or maybe shoot your nasty jizz all over Pammy's face?"
Dad just groaned and Mom continued, her voice husky and strange. "Just close your eyes, Daddy -- let Pammy suck Daddy's cock for him."
Mom moved and all I could see was her dark hair bobbing up and down above Daddy's crotch. Still, it was hot -- looking at my Daddy squirming on his bed, his hands tangled in Mom's short, black hair, hips moving up and down to meet her movements. It suddenly occurred to me what a hunk Daddy was. He kept in shape by running and working out at the gym and while he had a bit of a stomach, his body was mostly muscle -- his chest, a mat of thick hair. Daddy's hair was a peppery mix that Vicky and other of my girlfriends had thought as kinda sexy and I suddenly realized that they were right.
I could hear the wet, gobbling noises Mom was making with her mouth, sucking Daddy's cock. It didn't take Daddy long and then he was shaking and moaning, "Cathy, I'm cumming, baby -- I'm gonna cum."
Mom let him slip from his mouth and said in a voice that was a good imitation of mine, "No, it's me, Daddy -- it's Pammy sucking your cock!" That was all it took. The head of Daddy's cock swelled and then sprayed sperm all over Mom's face. One spurt, then another and then Mom had her mouth on him again and was sucking hard, making Daddy claw the sheets and groan until I thought he was going to go out of his mind.
Mom seemed to suck Daddy's cock for what seemed like forever, but she finally let him slip, still half erect from his mouth and she scurried up into his arms. "That was good, sweetie," Daddy said, smiling at Mom lovingly.
"Not as good as your love cream, John," Mom sighed back. I watched in awe as Daddy took his finger and began to wipe his sperm off Mom's face, getting a finger loaded with his white spunk and then letting Mom suck it off his fingers.
I covered my mouth with my hand to squelch a little moan as an orgasmic tremor spread out from my pussy. In my wildest dreams, I would never have imagined my parents acting so...hot and nasty!
So tell me what you would like to do with our little girl, sweetie," Daddy said.
Mom sucked Daddy's finger clean of a glob of his cum and then said, "Well -- I think I'd like to have you fucking me with that big cock, hubby dear while Pammy sits on my face and I eat her sweet little pussy." As Mom spoke, her hand slipped down Daddy's hairy chest, across his stomach and into his crotch to wrap around his still sizable penis.
While you fuck my pussy silly with this big beast, I would see how far I can get my tongue up our daughter's cunt and see how wet she can make my face!" Mom giggled. "And then...
Daddy was grinning from ear to ear, "And then, Cathy?" Daddy's cock was beginning to rise again. I was amazed. I would have thought guys his age were only good for one go around a night -- if that!
"And then, after you put a nice hot load of jism inside my pussy, making me cum in the process -- I'd see how many times Pam could make her mom orgasm while eating her daddy's cum out of my pussy!"
"And I could be fucking her tight little cunt while she eats you out." Daddy's cock was again hard and stiff! He gave Mom a kiss, thrusting his tongue into her mouth. Mom kissed him back, pulling him over on top of her. I groaned again into my hand as I saw how with practiced ease, Mom spread her legs wide on the bed and Daddy lifted his hips and thrust down, making Mom moan as she jerked her head back.
Mom pulled her knees back, and wrapped her long legs around Daddy's hips -- her heels digging into Daddy's butt while he made her toes curl. "Fuck me, lover," Mom moaned, her lips pulled back in a sneer. Fuck me like you'd fuck our little girl!"
I felt my pussy turn absolutely molten at Mom's words and then when Daddy gave a little growl and began to really pump his cock in and out of Mom's pussy fast and hard, I had to clamp a hand over my mouth to muffle my own moans as I had a little orgasm -- my pussy flooding my panties with my juices.
I could not tear my eyes away from the spectacle of my parents fucking like maniacs. I mean, I've seen porno flicks before. Vicky and I would sometimes sneak one out of her brother's room, but this was my Mom and my Dad! And Daddy seemed to really know what he was doing judging from Mom's cries of pleasure. Mom's body writhed under Daddy -- her plump tits bouncing in rhythm with Daddy's thrusts while she clawed his back or the sheets. Mom seemed to try and thrust back when she could, but then Daddy would move his hips just so or pick up the pace of his fucking and Mom would be helpless beneath his body.
Finally, Daddy seemed to stiffen up and he rammed himself deep into Mom's cunt. "I'm cumming, Cathy!" he gasped and I saw his pretty buff ass cheeks clench and then his balls began to jerk and I knew he was shooting his stuff inside Mom's womb.
A look of pure contentment crossed Mom's face and then quickly morphed into the contorted face of a woman experiencing an incredible orgasm and then Mom seemed to have a seizure, wrapping her arms and legs tight around my father's body and sobbing, "YESSSSSSS!" before they both collapsed into a heaving pile of limbs. My little orgasm escalated on its own and I marveled even as I shook uncontrollably that I was having an orgasm without any physical stimulation. I bit my hand hard enough to draw a thin streamer of blood in an effort to muffle my own ecstatic cries.
Still, I couldn't take my eyes off my parents, marveling as Daddy finally slipped off Mom and revealed her completely, her legs widespread, pussy wide open -- her pink flesh bald and revealing, glistening with her juices and Daddy's white spunk. I was completely mesmerized by the rise and fall of her tits, realizing with some satisfaction that even at forty years old, her breasts, a little fuller and heavier than mine, were still in good shape -- not sagging much at all. Daddy reached over and helped her orgasm linger a little longer by pinching and teasing one nickel sized nipple, making Mom quiver with pleasure.
"Oh my god, John, that was wonderful" Mom sighed when she finally caught her breath.
"Just wonderful, Cathy?" Daddy replied. "Not perfect?"
Mom purred and turned to kiss Daddy. "Mmmmm -- perfect would have to end with Pammy between my legs licking me clean and making me cum one last time." She giggled and she and Dad kissed some more.
"Who knows, Babe, maybe wishes come true," Daddy said in a teasing voice.
"Mmmm -- what's your wish, Daddy?" asked Mom. "Fucking our Pammy till she screams with pleasure?"
Dad sighed. "Sounds great, but well, I guess I'll settle for her wearing that little, red bikini of hers some time soon."
Mom reached over and stroked Daddy's weary penis and laughed. "Me too! Anything that will make this hard for Momma!" They both laughed and Mom turned out the lamp next to the bed. I sat still for a few more minutes as I heard them softly whisper their "good nights" and "I love you" and quickly drift off to sleep.
Carefully, I withdrew from my spot, a little confused as I felt wetness on my stomach and then brushing against my scrunched up T-shirt. Then my own smell hit me and I realized I had literally cum in a puddle. Out from under the bed, I looked at myself in a mirror propped up against a wall. My blue cotton panties looked like I had peed myself -- I was that wet. I ran a finger over my tummy, feeling my own juices slick on my skin.
I gazed at my own awe struck image in the mirror. My parents using me to spice up their fantasies -- to put the sizzle back in their love lives. How the fuck long had this been going on? I took stock of myself. I knew I was kinda pretty, although I was sure I could stand to lose a few pounds. Five foot, seven inches, one hundred-thirty pounds. Long, dark brown hair that hung half way down my back. Nice, melon sized breasts with nickel size nipples that were just like Mom's. I had good, muscular legs from being a cheerleader for the last three years.
Okay, I knew I could turn a boys head, but my Daddy? And Mom -- here I had had guilt feelings over my girl games with Vicky, but now to hear my Mom talk about eating my pussy -- wanting me to eat her out! And I couldn't believe how wet it made me to know they thought and talked about me like I was some little fucking slut.
My fingers found there way inside my panties and I couldn't help but groan as my fingers slipped inside my wet hole -- my thumb brushing over my swollen clitoris. I stumbled back and fell on my bed, pushing my sodden panties off with one hand while I plunged three fingers inside my pussy with the other.
I spread my legs wide and finger fucked myself, still looking at the mirror at my shameless image, wispy dark hair surrounding my swollen pussy lips as I forced a fourth finger inside me -- imagining it being Daddy's cock buried in me rather than my hand. I felt my fingers being flooded with my juices as I began to cum and cum hard. I fell back and pressed my face into my stuffed teddy bear to muffle the sound of my cries as I hunched against my hand, bringing myself to the best self induced orgasm of my young life.
I fell asleep that way, fingers still in my throbbing cunt, imagining my parents touching and caressing me -- letting me join them in their naughty games. My last thoughts before sleep claimed me was me wondering what my Mom and Daddy would say if I asked to join them and whether or not I had the nerve to even try.
The next day I woke up still feeling excited about what I had witnessed last night. I took a long shower as I considered what had happened and the thought of it had me so worked up, I had to pleasure myself again before I climbed out -- again fingering myself as the warm water jet teased my clitoris and sensitive folds of cunt flesh.
For the first time in my life, I considered my outfit with the sole purpose of turning my Daddy on. I considered all my usual outfits, but even though they would show off my sexy side, I wanted to go a little further. I finally settled on a low cut T-shirt that I had truthfully outgrown. I left my bra off and giggled at myself in the mirror. The cotton material clung to me like a second skin, my nipples obvious without my bra and the upper portions of my full breasts overflowing the scoop-neck.
With it, I wore a too tight pair of shorts that barely buttoned. The shorts were made of light blue cotton and clung to my body so tightly you could just make out the shape of my pubic mound -- I was definitely pushing what my old boyfriend like to call "camel-toe territory." The outfit also exposed my bare tummy -- the shorts waistband so low, it exposed skin almost to where my wispy pubic hair began.
Before I went down to breakfast, I did some rearranging of my bedroom. I scooted the bed sideways until I had uncovered my peak-a-boo grate. I then found a throw rug to cover it up when someone might be visiting my room. Now I could lie on my bed, tug the rug off and peek to my heart's delight.
I hurried downstairs to the kitchen where Mom and Daddy were finishing breakfast, proud of my naughty flaunting of my own body -- until I saw both my parents looking at me and I felt my face flushing with embarrassment.
"Good morning," I said as I entered the room. I was suddenly very nervous and to cover up my jitters, I flitted around the room, fixing myself some cereal and toast. Even with my back turned, I could feel my parents' eyes crawling all over my partially covered body.
Mom said, "Good morning, sweetheart. Did you sleep alright last night?"
I nodded and said, "I really like my new room."
Daddy chuckled and said, "Well, what do you know? That's the first positive thing I've heard you say since we left Arizona!"



I shrugged and rolled my eyes. "Well, moving sucks, but maybe -- maybe there are some good things about this place."
"That's my girl," Daddy said, getting up from the table. He leaned over and put his hand on my shoulder and kissed me on the top of my head. I had to fight to not shiver uncontrollably at his touch. He squeezed my shoulder and I felt a spurt of hot wetness inside my pussy. "I can use some help in the garage later, if you have some time." He looked at me hopefully, his eyes roaming all over my young, nubile form. I felt my nipples hardening and swelling.
"Sure, Daddy -- I'll be glad to help you." I said in a quiet voice.
Daddy smiled and nodded and then gave Mom a long kiss and a pat on her butt and walked out the door. Mom and I chit-chatted about her plans for organizing the kitchen and then when I was putting my dishes in the sink, Mom said, "Didn't you forget to put something on this morning?" She stood up and brought her dishes over.
I feigned innocence and said, "What do you mean, Mom?"
Mom smirked at me and using her finger flicked my left nipple, still engorged and swollen. "You decide to give up bras?"
I rolled my eyes and gave her my best exasperated whine. "Mooommmmm! It's just so uncomfortable around the house and so hot while we're unpacking. I just wanted to be comfortable. Besides, you don't wear a bra much around the house either." To prove a point, I reached out and ran a finger down her front, brushing against her hardening nipple. Mom had on one of Dad's old dress shirts, tied up in a knot under her breasts. It was obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra either. Mom had on shorts too and while her belly wasn't as flat as mine, Mom had a good figure and wasn't ashamed to show it off.
Mom stiffened, her eyes going a bit wide before she recovered and laughed at me. "Touché. Well, don't you think that whole outfit is a bit much, especially around Daddy?"
Again I responded with the exasperation of a teenager bored by her mother's complaints. "Gawd, Mommmm! Like Daddy even notices me like that. I'm just his little girl. And these are just some old clothes -- I don't want to ruin my good clothes getting dirty while we move crap and stuff."
I continued my innocent and oblivious act while Mom continued to study me. It made me excited to see her stare at me -- I felt my panties become damp and I wondered if my juices would soon stain the front of my shorts. A smile flickered across her face and then she shrugged her shoulders and said, "I guess you're right. Why don't you go help your father?"
I nodded and replied, "Sure, Mom." I then surprised her by giving her a hug, my scantily clad body pressing against hers, and giving her a kiss on the cheek. "I know I've been a bitch lately, Mom. I...I'll try and be a better daughter to you and Daddy."
Mom returned my hug and a thrill went through me as her unfettered breasts mashed against mine, separated by only a couple of thin layers of cotton. She kissed me back on the corner of my mouth and looked at me, her eyes now glowing strangely. I think maybe she liked the feel of our bodies together as much as I had. "Pam, you are a good daughter. You will never know how happy you make your father and me." She let me go and stepped around me, giving me a playful slap on my mostly bare ass cheek. "Now get going, I'm sure your father needs some help."
The garage was pretty messy. The last owners hadn't taken as good care of it as they had the rest of the house. There were some boxes of junk to sort through and then hosing down the floor and sweeping it clean and finally, unpacking Daddy's tools and stuff and organizing and putting stuff up.
You'd think it was pretty boring and it would have been if I hadn't been reveling in catching Daddy constantly staring at me. I enjoyed coming up with ways to drive Daddy nuts -- lots of slow bending over at the waist to pick things up out of boxes or off the floor, letting Daddy ogle my ass, or giving him ample opportunities to stare at my shirt -- tightly clinging to my breasts, nipples constantly swollen and protruding against the material.
It was hot in the garage, even with the door open and we both worked up a good sweat. Daddy was wearing some old Bermuda shorts and a t-shirt and his excitement was obvious. He did everything he could to hide his bulging erection, but it was obvious I was making him hard.
He really paid attention to me when I would let something fall to the floor and I would slowly squat down facing him -- my too tight shorts drawing tight against my crotch, completely outlining my cunt lips and giving Daddy a good "camel toe" shot. As the heat increased, my shirt became soaked, giving Daddy greater details of my breasts to the point where you could make out the dark half dollar sized aureoles of my breasts. I felt like I'd wet my panties too and between sweat and pussy cream, the crotch of my shorts were spotted too.
Still, for all my cock teasing, Daddy and I got the garage ship-shape in just a few hours. Daddy was looking and sounding a little strained by the end and he finally wiped his face with his shirt and giving me a frank stare, finally mumbled, "Why don't we take a break, sugar? Get yourself something to eat -- something."
He hurried inside and by the time I reached the kitchen, I saw him and Mom hand in hand going up the stairs towards the second floor. I poured myself some tea and heard their bedroom door slam shut. I took my drink and snagged an apple out of a bowl of fruit and scurried upstairs to my bedroom. I flipped the throw rug out the way and lying face down on my bed, peered into my parent's bedroom.
I had to stifle a moan as I saw Mom bent over the bed, her shorts stripped off and Daddy -- his Bermuda shorts down around his ankles, fucking Mom hard and fast. Mom's face was pressed sideways into the mattress, an ecstatic look on her face as Daddy rammed his dick into her passionately. Finally, Mom gave a little squeal of delight and then Daddy rumbled, "I'm cumming, baby!" Their bodies stiffened and quivered as Daddy pumped his cum deep into my mother's pussy, then Daddy collapsed on top of Mom and they both spent several minutes gasping for air.
Finally, Daddy groaned and said, "What's gotten into Pammy, this morning? Have you ever seen her dress like that before?"
Mom sighed and replied, "No, but I don't care if it means you'll be getting into me like this." Mom stretched and said, "God, I love a good noontime fuck! That was wonderful, John."
Daddy eased off of her and Mom turned around and sat up. She took Daddy's half erect cock in her hand and said, "My goodness, what a mess." She changed her voice and I realized she was imitating me. "Daddddyyyy, can I please lick your cock?"
Daddy just sighed and rested his hand on Mom's head as she leaned in and took him in her mouth, lovingly sucking him clean of his spunk and her pussy juices. My mouth watered and I vowed that I would get a taste of that before long. And that's when it hit me. Watching wasn't going to be enough. I was going to have to fuck my parents!
I rolled over and plunged my fingers into my shorts, finding my pussy slick with my own arousal and quickly fingered myself to another orgasm. I could hear Daddy and Daddy talking below me -- Daddy telling Mom how hard it had been not to just take me and tear my clothes off me and fuck me silly right in the garage. "Every time that little minx bent over, I wanted to step up behind her, rips off those shorts and fuck her brains out," he said with a husky quality in his voice.
Mom giggled and said, "Yeah, at breakfast, I wanted to pull that shirt off her and suck on those nipples of hers. You'd think she was deliberately teasing us." They both laughed and sighed at that preposterous notion.
"Well, Cathy, if she keeps dressing like that, I'm not going to need Viagra to keep you satisfied," Daddy said.
Mom laughed and said, "If she keeps dressing like that, you'll definitely need Viagra...to keep both of us satisfied. "She ever knows how good a lover her daddy is, she'll be going around stark naked to get you hard and fucking her." Mom gave Daddy's cock a final lick and then pulled his shorts up. "Don't you worry, though. I start my new job tomorrow. I'll pick up a new prescription of the magic blue pills for you."
Daddy snorted and said, "You mean for you. You cock crazy slut." Mom was a nurse-practioner and was going to work for the local County clinic tomorrow.
"Yeah, I'm cock crazy and if Pam keeps dressing like she does, I'm going to be cunt crazy too. It's been a while since I've licked pussy -- I'm out of practice since Karen and Jack moved away."
I shivered as I listened. Jack and Karen had been my parent's best friends back in Arizona. They'd moved to Texas a year or so before. I tried to imagine Mom and her busty red-headed friend. It made me even more turned on to envision Mom licking her best friend's pussy.
Mom and Daddy's conversation settled down to more mundane things. They talked about their upcoming schedules. Mom started her new job in the morning, but Daddy had another week before he reported in to work. They talked about chores needed to be done around the house and what Daddy's plans were for tomorrow.
"Do you think you can get these windows on the second floor cleaned tomorrow baby?" Mom asked. "Or do you think you will be too busy trying to get Pammy to suck your cock?"
Daddy grunted. "That depends on our little girl and what she's got planned tomorrow."
That afternoon, I helped Mom with finishing up the kitchen. I had changed out of my dirty, sweaty clothes and into what Daddy liked to call my "Daisy Duke" outfit. Short, cutoff jeans and a bandana halter top -- offering both my parents another enticing look at their favorite fantasy girl. I focused on teasing Mom now -- lots of bending over to put stuff away in the lower cabinets and brushing and bumping up against her. I got real touchy-feely, cutting up with her and exchanging hugs and kisses whenever I could.
I know I was getting to her. Her nipples were as swollen as mine and her throat and upper chest were flushed with her arousal. I reacted just like her -- I had that sexual blush thing going on too. Once or twice, I could have sworn I could smell pussy and I wasn't sure if it was hers or mine.
After dinner, we all sat in the living room watching television...or at least I was. I was stretched out on the couch and could feel Mom and Daddy's eyes crawling over me all the time. Mom was curled up next to Daddy on the loveseat -- her hand on his inner thigh, his arm around her, fingers brushing the swell of her breast. The tension was so thick; you could have cut it with a knife.
It was getting late when I got up and stretched like a cat. I thought I heard Daddy give a little groan and both were staring at me strangely when I finished. I walked over to them and sorta climbed into both their laps, giving them kisses and hugs and telling them, "Good night. I love you both so much." It was how I used to say good night to my parents when I was younger...at least until I hit puberty and started acting more "grown up." As I untangled myself from them, I managed to cop feels of both erect penis and soft tits and felt quite pleased with myself.
Mom laughed nervously and said, "You haven't done that for years, Pam."
I shrugged and said, "I know -- I just felt like doing it. I love you guys so much. I just wanted you to know that."
Dad looked at me with a mixture of a father's pride and a man's lust. "We love you too, sugar." He let out a little sigh. "We love you more than you can ever imagine!"
I walked away, well aware of them staring at my swinging ass. I went up the stairs to the second floor and then on up the narrow flight of steps that led to my room. I was grinning to myself -- pleased at my teasing of my mom and daddy. I stripped off my clothes and sat naked on my bed -- the throw rug tossed aside and waited to see what my teasing would produce.
I didn't have to wait long. Mom and Daddy came into their room kissing and tugging each others clothes off. They seemed very aroused -- almost violent in their actions. They stood before their bed, touching and kissing. Daddy cupped Mom's breast, kneading it and then sliding his hand downwards until it was between Mom's legs. Mom grunted and shivered and I sensed more than saw that Daddy had plunged fingers into Mom's cunt. Then Daddy literally picked Mom up and flung her on the bed. Mom bounced and then spread her legs wide as Daddy climbed up and buried his face between her thighs.
I moaned and reached for the cucumber I had swiped from the pantry earlier. It was long and green and firm and I thought a fair approximation of Daddy's cock in length and thickness. I pressed it against my spread labia lips, running it up and down my slick flesh.
Mom gave a moan as Daddy hungrily tongued her, his head a blur of motion as he ate my mother out. Mom began to claw at Daddy's shoulders and she mumbled something in her lust that I finally made out as, "Give it to me."
Daddy began to move his body around in a circular motion -- his mouth never leaving Mom's pussy -- until he was able to straddle Mom's face, his stiff cock brushing over her nose and mouth. Mom opened wide, raised her head and began sucking Daddy's cock. He groaned into Mom's cunt, but never let up his relentless licking of her wet, tender flesh.
I used my free hand to grab a pillow to muffle my own moans as I slipped my homemade dildo into my pussy. I had broken my hymen two years before playing games with Vicky and the vegetable slipped in slowly without stopping. It felt so good and when I imagined it was Daddy's cock, it felt even better.
Mom and Daddy were an incredible sight below me. Locked in a lusty sixty-nine, something I'd only seen in porno movies, my parents couldn't seem to get enough of each other. They rolled around on the bed, sometimes Daddy on top, sometimes Mom and sometimes they were on their sides, but seemingly without taking a breath, their mouths never seemed to leave each other's sex. Both seemed determined to bring the other off first and the air was filled with their grunts, snorts and muffled cries as they pleasure each other.
I was quivering with my own self induced pleasure. I had drawn my feet up -- my knees framing my face as I wormed my cucumber dildo in and out of my pussy -- each movement making the surface of my green skinned veggie slicker and slicker.
Mom let out a wail, letting Daddy's cock slip from her lips to slap wetly against her face as an orgasm swept over her. Daddy never stopped -- his tongue fluttering over Mom's quivering labia one second, then over her swollen, exposed bud of a clitoris the next and then probing deep into her glistening flesh the next. Mom's cries of pleasure were punctuated by her attempts to thrust her pelvis even more against Daddy's mouth. Suddenly, Daddy scrambled up and around and climbed between Mom's all akimbo legs and he rammed his stiff dick into her pussy, making Mom scream with delight.
With swift, brutal thrusts, Daddy fucked Mom as hard as he could. I matched his movements with my cucumber, pumping it in and out of me at the same rhythm he was using with Mom. My orgasm came first and I was barely able to see Mom and Daddy orgasm together while the lights flashed and exploded with incredible pleasure inside my head and between my legs. We all three came so hard, there was virtually no need for words. Mom and Daddy fell asleep almost as soon as they whispered, "I love you" to each other.
I collapsed back onto the bed -- my cucumber dildo buried deep in my pussy while I savored the exquisite feeling of my cunt muscles massaging the firm vegetable. I fell asleep with it still deep inside me -- contributing no doubt to the carnal dreams I had of my parents that lasted all night.
In the morning, I gave myself a nice little wake-up orgasm with my new vegetable friend and then after showering, went downstairs. I was wearing only a nightshirt that came down about mid thigh, feeling naughty for having no panties on. I discovered that Mom had already left for her first day on the job and that Daddy was still asleep. There was a note from Mom, asking me to fix Daddy lunch and to watch out for him -- "Don't let him kill himself on the ladder cleaning windows, Pam. Take good care of your father! Love, Mom." I smiled to myself and knew that I was going to do everything in my power to obey my mother's wishes.
Daddy woke up to the smell of bacon and only partially burned scrambled eggs. I served them to him with his morning coffee, smiling at his barely concealed ogling of my exposed legs. I hovered over him, feeling myself get wet as I would brush up against his arm or shoulder or lean over him from behind, letting him feel my breasts rub against him. Daddy was wearing PJ bottoms and his hard on was obvious. Just knowing I was making Daddy stiff made me so hot and horny that I could feel my juices trickling down my thighs.
"Daddy, are you going to need me to help you with the windows?" I said, wrapping my arms around him from behind.
Daddy sighed contentedly and leaned back against my bosom. "Um, I reckon not. Do you have other plans?"
"Well, I was hoping to maybe do a little sunbathing," I said in a wheedling voice. "I don't want to lose my Arizona tan just yet. I thought I might spend the morning catching some rays, Daddy."
I swear I could see the bulge in Daddy's pants grow at my words. He gulped down his coffee and in a strained voice, replied, "I guess I can get along without you, sugar. You don't worry about it -- go have fun. Can't have my daughter looking pale and sick before she starts at a new school."
I hugged Daddy tight, letting him get a good sense of my firm tits and hard nipples before I said, "Thanks, Daddy, I owe you big time!"
I went back upstairs and began to dig through my clothes. There was only one possible outfit I could wear today. My teeny-tiny red bikini! I had bought it at the beginning of summer and Mom and Daddy had thrown a fit the first time I tried to wear it to the lake. It was scandalous. The bikini top was just some thin strings of fabric and barely enough fabric to cover my aureoles and nipples. A red G-string completed the set and was so low over my pubic mound that Mom had said I could be arrested. I'd bought it to tease my boyfriend with (and maybe entice Vicky as well), but after a loud argument with Mom and Daddy, I was limited to wearing it only around the house (it suddenly hit me now why they let me even wear it at all!).
Daddy was still lingering in the kitchen when I strolled through wearing my bikini and nothing else. It was heartwarming and naughty at the same time the way Daddy's eyes boggled as I jiggled past him. I tossed him a wink and said, "I'll be in the back yard if you need me, Daddy."
Outside, I oiled myself up. I couldn't see him, but I was sure Daddy was watching me from somewhere in the house. I gave him quite the show -- rubbing sun-block on myself, spreading my legs and oiling up my thighs, pulling the straps off my shoulders and baring more of my tits for his benefit. I let myself toast, my skin being warmed by the Kentucky sun while my pussy was warmed by the knowledge that Daddy was somewhere close by, staring at me.
Late morning, I went into the house, feeling incredibly horny -- actually feeling slutty -- like I needed to rut. I didn't bother putting on a robe, but busied myself in the kitchen fixing a salad for Daddy's lunch. It only took a few minutes before Daddy made an appearance, showing up outside with an extension ladder. I guess he was through cleaning the windows from the inside. I motioned him to come inside and he didn't disappoint me, taking a seat that gave him a good view of his barely dressed, long legged daughter moving around the kitchen. We talked about possibly getting me a car. We'd made due with his and Mom's vehicles back in the city, but living out here in the rural sticks of Kentucky, he thought it was best if they found me a good, reliable car.



That thought almost thrilled me as much as turning my Daddy on and we had a good natured argument about the type of car. I wanted a Mustang and Daddy was leaning towards a boxy Volvo. The argument carried on as we took our salads to the living room and ate. Daddy had a hard time eating as he kept watching me. When we were done, I carried our dishes back to the kitchen. I was acting nonchalant about the effect I was having on Daddy, but in truth I was about to explode. Daddy's cock looked like it was going to burst out of the old paint spattered khakis he had on. It was time to make a move on my father!
I walked back to the living room where he sat on the love seat, a smile on his face as he watched me enter. I smiled at him and watched his eyes get wider as I didn't sit back down on the couch, but headed directly towards him and then without warning, straddled him and sat down on his lap. Omigod, his cock was nestled right against my barely covered pussy. I could feel him throbbing against me!
I put my arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. "Daddy, I know I've been a bitch lately with the move and everything, but I want you to know, I do love you and Mom and I will do better." I was trying not to tremble as I spoke. It's hard being slutty when you're half scared to death.
Daddy stuttered for a bit and then managed to reply, "Um, we love you too, sugar." He leaned forward and gave me a quick peck on the lips. I wiggled against his hard-on to show my appreciation.
"And Daddy, if there is anything I can ever do for you -- please let me know. I want to be a good daughter to you." I looked at him as frankly as I have ever looked at a man. To my delight, he looked a little scared. Sometimes you never think your fantasies had a chance of ever being realized and I think I was freaking him out. I placed my hand against his chest and through the thin cotton of his shirt; I could my Daddy's heart beating wildly.
"That's wonderful, Pammy. Mom and I are so proud of you, you know." Daddy's hands fluttered nervously around my waist. I think he wasn't sure if he wanted to pull me closer or push me away. "Um -- I guess I better get back on those windows. I promised your mother..."
I shook my head and said, "No, Daddy."
He looked at me in confusion. "No?"
I shook my head again and said, "No, Daddy. Not until I take care of this." I wiggled my ass and rubbed myself against his erection.
"T-take care of what?" Daddy stammered.
"There's no way I'm going to let my Daddy climb up on that tall ladder with a big, hard cock. You might get hurt."
I slithered slowly out of his lap going to my knees between Daddy's legs. I held Daddy's gaze while my shaking hands fluttered across his lap, undoing his belt and unzipping his pants. I reached in and felt myself shiver as for the first time; I wrapped my fingers around my father's cock. "Pam? Pammy? You shouldn't..." Daddy's voice trailed off as I pulled his cock out and stroked it slowly. I could feel the precum coating the swollen head. I bet I had had him oozing precum for hours.
"Shhhhh, Daddy. Let your little girl take care of you," I said in a whisper. I remembered Mom's words from the other night. "Close your eyes and let your Pammy suck your cock, Daddy." I leaned in, my nostrils flaring as I smelled his man odor. I wrapped my lips around the knob of his cock and rolled my tongue over his crown -- his precum tasting salty and strong. Daddy obeyed me and groaned as I sucked him.
I let Daddy slip from my lips with a loud smack of my lips. "On second thought, watch me, Daddy. I want my Daddy to see his little girl suck his cock." I thought I was going to cum myself any instant, I was so excited. It was like a fire had burst into existence between my thighs and I was sure my tiny bikini was now completely soaked through with my juices. I was sucking my father's cock!
I'm sure I was giving him a sloppy blowjob -- after all, he was my first, but I'd seen lots of them on the porno flicks with Vicky. Suck and use lots of tongue. Daddy appeared to enjoy it -- he stared down at me entranced. I stared up at him as I sucked him, smiling up at my father when I'd let him slip from my lips and roll my tongue up and down the shaft and around and over the swollen head. "Do you like it, Daddy? Am I sucking your cock the right way?" I asked in my best 'I love you and I want something' little girl voice.
"Ohhh, Pammy!" Daddy sighed. He reached out and rested his hand on top of my head, his fingers intertwining with strands of my long brown hair. "It's better than I ever imagined!" I blushed with pride and took him in my mouth again. I tried to take more of him, feeling the crown of his cock brush against the back of my throat -- I had to make an effort not to gag. I took a little more, but Daddy was so big! I felt pressure from his hand to try and take a little more and I did -- being amazed at taking so much of Daddy's cock in my mouth. My tongue roamed over his shaft, savoring his musky taste. Some of his thick and unruly pubic hairs tickled my skin.
Slowly I let him slide back out, applying pressure with my lips and tonguing each sweet inch of his flesh. I repeated the process and then again and again -- each time taking a little more of Daddy's dick in my mouth. It became easier and as my saliva coated Daddy's penis, it got easier still. Daddy got a little anxious and shoved himself into my mouth -- I could feel his cock head surging into my throat and I did gag. I had to let him slip from my mouth and cough, but recovered quickly and began sucking Daddy again, pausing only to say, "I love your cock, Daddy -- it tastes good!"
Daddy began to chant, "Suck me, Pammy, suck me, Pammy!" I felt his cock begin to throb. I could feel his cock head swell against my tongue and then Daddy sobbed, "I'm cumming, Pammy! Daddy's cumming!"
Daddy convulsed and suddenly my mouth was full of a salty, thick liquid. I could feel Daddy's cock hosing down the inside of my mouth -- his semen spraying over my tongue, splashing against the back of my throat. It was strong, but I felt myself getting wetter as I savored the taste of my Daddy's sperm. Spurt after spurt of his spunk came until I had to let him go -- his last spurts splashing weakly across my lips and tongue as he slipped from my mouth.
"OH MY GOD!" Daddy sobbed as he collapsed back into his chair while I sat on my heels grinning up at him. He groaned again as I leaned in and licked him like a lollipop. Looking like someone had hit him with a big stick, Daddy looked down at me and managed to wheeze, "I -- I can't believe you did that, Pammy."
I slowly rose up and climbed back into Daddy's lap, my absolutely sodden panty clad cunt resting against Daddy's cock. "But you wanted me too, didn't you, Daddy? I know you did. I know how you look at me." I pressed myself against my father, undulating myself against him. I felt my breasts roll free of the bikini top -- my nipples now dragging against his shirt. I kissed Daddy, my tongue pushing insistently through his lips and finding his. Daddy groaned into my mouth and I sighed back as I felt his hands settle on my firm ass cheeks and pull me tighter against him
When the kiss ended, we were both breathing heavily. "You did like me sucking your cock, didn't you, Daddy?" I asked in a breathless whisper.
Daddy grinned and said, "I loved it, sugar. I -- I just can't believe you did it."
I wiggled against him and said, "But I did and I'll do it again -- you'll let me won't you, Daddy? I love sucking you -- it makes me sooo wet!" I took his hand and guided it between us, urging his fingers into my bikini bottom and then moaning as I felt my father touch my slick, aroused folds of flesh.
Daddy's expression suddenly changed then -- his eyes transforming from almost dazed to being clouded with desire. I saw hunger in Daddy's face -- undeniable, ravenous, unstoppable hunger. Daddy moved quickly and with a yelp, I suddenly found myself flipped over so that I was on the cushion of the loveseat and Daddy was kneeling between my wide flung legs. With a growl, Daddy ripped off my panties, exposing my flowered and glistening pussy.
"Daddy?" I whispered nervously. Daddy just grunted and I squealed as he dove his face into my pussy. "Daaadddddyyyyy!" I cried out as I felt my father's tongue slice between my labial lips, going deep and lapping at my wet flesh. My whole body seemed to come apart as pleasure I never dreamed possible tore through my body. Just the knowledge that I was feeling my father's face pushing -- almost burrowing into my pussy, his mouth sucking at my flesh -- his tongue doing things I never dreamed of was more than enough to send me freefalling in orgasmic delight.
I bucked my pelvis against Daddy's mouth, trying somehow to get more of him -- more mouth, more lips, more of that incredible tongue loving my pussy. I cried out as Daddy grasped both my legs in his strong hands and lifted them up over his shoulders, somehow giving him immediately better access to my cunt. My world exploded, disintegrated and reformed bathed in wondrous light as his tongue began making love to my clitoris. I felt my pussy spasm and felt my cunt cream absolutely gushing into Daddy's mouth, flowing over his chin.
I came and came and then just as I thought I couldn't take anymore, Daddy began sucking on my clit while slipping two fingers into my pussy. "DADDY DADDY DADDY! I LOVE YOU, DADDY!" as my orgasm went to undreamed of heights and everything blurred together and all I knew of the world was the incredible pleasure emanating from my cunt and spreading to every nerve in my body. It became too much and I think I passed out.
I came to experiencing little orgasmic shivers as Daddy nibbled and licked my pussy. My legs were now flung wide and Daddy was cupping my breasts, slowly rolling his palms over my hard and aching nipples.
"Ohhh, Daddy!" I sobbed in a subdued, almost shocked tone. "I love you!"
Daddy gave me one last loving lick and then as he rose up, I came into his arms and we were kissing. I had felt so in control for a few brief minutes and now all I wanted was to have Daddy loving me for the rest of my life. Nothing had ever made me feel this way before. Not my own masturbation, not David's clumsy fingerings, not even Vicky's more experienced touch (I felt a momentary flash of regret that my best friend and I had never moved beyond, kissing, touching and fingering), had brought me near the pleasure my Daddy had given me with his mouth.
As we mastered ourselves, Daddy and I talked. We agreed that we were both happy this had happened and that it wasn't a one time thing. "There is one thing, Daddy," I said as I began to feel like my old self. "You're not going to tell Mom, are you?"
Daddy looked at me oddly. "Sugar, I know this will sound shocking, but I don't think your mother will mind."
Before Daddy could elaborate, I kissed him and said, "I -- I just want to take my time and get used to things before Mom finds out. I want to have some fun with you first."
Daddy grinned and said, "What kind of fun, sugar?"
I felt myself again feeling like a horny slut and I reached out and took Daddy's cock in my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze as I said, "Do you want me to suck your cock again, Daddy?"
"I felt Daddy's cock twitch and began to swell slightly. "Oh my, yes, Pammy. You know I do."
I leaned in and kissed Daddy again, stroking his cock as I did so. When we finished kissing, he was nearly fully erect again. "Well, Daddy, I want to suck it too." I gave him an evil grin. "But, the next time I suck you Daddy, I want your cock covered in Mom's pussy cream and your sperm. I want to clean Mommy off you, Daddy."
Daddy's eyes went wide as I surprised him -- no, shocked him for the second time today. "What?"
"I will suck you after you fuck Mommy tonight. I want to lick you clean of your cum and Mommy's cream after you cum in her." I kissed Daddy again. "After you fuck Mom, I'll be waiting for you. I will lick you clean and then make you hard and suck you till you cum again!"
Daddy was stunned. "Pammy? How -- when, how will you know?"
I kissed Daddy again and then eased out of his embrace and stood before him, naked as the day I was born. "Do this for me, Daddy. Take your little magic blue pill and make Mommy cum and then come to me. I'll be waiting for you." I blew Daddy a kiss and then walked away.
As I climbed the stairs to my bedroom, my knees grew weak and I began to shake. I collapsed on my bed as the realization of what I had just done struck home. Shock, amazement and lust swept over me. I HAD JUST SUCKED MY DADDY'S COCK! I had acted like a shameless slut and I HAD LOVED IT!
I plunged my fingers into my pussy and was cumming in seconds. I had done it. I had fulfilled one of Daddy's fantasies and I loved doing it. As I writhed in sweet, delicious agony, I resisted the temptation to scream for Daddy to come up here and make love to me -- no, to fuck me; make his slut daughter-lover. As my orgasm waned, I marveled at how my life had really changed within the last few days. Screw the move -- thank God for moving so I could discover my parents' secret fantasies. I knew I had Daddy -- now to figure out how to make Mom realize her dreams were within her grasp.
That evening, Daddy and I did a pretty good job of acting like nothing had happened. I kept up my skimpy attire, wearing a bustier and shorts, as well as acting flirty with both my parents. While Mom put her feet up in the living room, Daddy and I cleaned up the dishes. Daddy made a point to take a prescription bottle out of the cabinet and letting me watch him take his little blue pill. I rewarded Daddy with a tongue twisting kiss while I ground my body against his. When the kiss ended, Daddy turned red, something he did a couple of more times after dinner, especially after talk of buying me a car came up again and I plopped down on his lap and pleaded jokingly for a Mustang. I wiggled against his fast growing hard-on and showered his face with kisses while Mom laughed and stared and began breathing funny.
I picked that moment to say my goodnights and hurry upstairs, getting naked and comfortable for the show I knew was coming. I saw the light go on in my parents' bedroom and then Mom giggling as they entered, saying, "Oh my god, our little girl is such a tease! If only she knew how badly we want to include her in our games. It's almost..."
Mom never finished what she was saying as Daddy, grabbed her and kissed her hard, tearing her blouse apart as he did so and roughly jerking her denim skirt off. He shoved her against the near wall and began to work on Mom's panties. Mom was now into it and finished the job, working her panties down to her ankles and stepping out of them, then working on getting Daddy's pants off him.
Daddy's cock sprung free -- looking hard and angry. Mom groaned as he bent his knees and then came up between her widespread legs, thrusting his erection into her wet pussy. Mom threw her head back, slamming it into the wall as she cried out. Daddy's hands were on her ass cheeks and lifting her up and pinning her to the wall as he began to hunch his cock in and out of my mother. My jaw dropped open as I watched my parents fucking standing up!
Mom drew her legs up, pressing her thighs against Daddy's hips, trying to get some leverage to piston herself on his dick. Mom was keeping up a steady moan, smothered by Daddy's lips pressing against hers. They quickly developed a fast, minute motion with Daddy holding Mom firmly against the wall as he fucked her hard and Mom trying her best to fling her pelvis against his cock with every outward stroke. Mom's breasts bounced enticingly up and down and I envied Daddy when he finally broke the kiss and ducked his head to bit down hard on a swollen nipple.
Without turning away, I reached out and found my cucumber dildo and spread my own legs and began prodding my cunt with the thick vegetable. Daddy was like a man possessed and I knew it was my doing. He tugged on Mom's nipple with his teeth, letting it stretch and then bounce back as he let it go, growling, "C'mon and fuck your Daddy! Tell me how much you like Daddy's cock!"
Mom cried out and in a sobbing voice replied, "I luvvvv your big dick, Daddddyyy! Fuck your little girl -- fuck your daughter hard with your huge cock, Daddy!" Her arms were wrapped around Daddy's neck and I could see her toes curling as Daddy quickly brought her to the verge of orgasm!"
Daddy never relented, driving his erect penis home with a vengeance. "Cum for Daddy, Pammy," Daddy snarled. "Come for Daddy -- make him cum inside your little girl pussy!" He ducked his head and began sucking and biting Mom's other nipple.
Mom began to orgasm then, tightening her grip on Daddy, her heels digging into his butt, trying to drive him deeper inside her cunt. "Yes, yes, yes, Daddy John! Fuck me, cum in meeee! You're making meee cummmm!" she whimpered and then began to buck and jerk as Daddy slammed into her hard, pinning her to the wall as he began to cum himself." Their words became babble and my parents simply moaned and cried out as their pleasure poured forth.
"Oh -- My -- God! John, what got into you?" Mom purred as her orgasm began to fade. "Pam needs to sit in your lap every night if it means I get fucked like that!"
Dad snorted and securing Mom in place, carried her by her ass cheeks to the bed. "You talk like we're finished, Cathy! We've just gotten started!"
He let Mom slide off his cock, dropping her to the bed, and then before she could say anything besides, "Oh my, honey, you're still hard!" Daddy rolled her over onto her stomach and then pulled her onto her hands and knees. He climbed onto the bed behind her and lifted Mom's ass up. Mom groaned, "John? Baby?" Daddy gripped Mom by her cheeks and thrust forward, sinking his shaft into Mom's cum filled cunt with a single stroke.
As I plunged my cucumber in and out of my throbbing pussy, I watched as Daddy gave Mom a hard fuck from behind. Sweat was being slung off Daddy's body as he mercilessly gave it to Mom doggy style. Mom was clawing the bed sheets and trying to fuck back, but was almost helpless in Daddy's grip and was only able to enjoy the savage loving of her husband.
I imagined that it was me Daddy was feeding his long, thick dick to -- that it was me making the crazy and happy sounds of orgasmic pleasure. Daddy built himself up to a fast, intense rhythm and I began to match it as I watched my parents fuck.
Long before Daddy made Mom cum again, I was sobbing with my own pleasure as orgasmic delight ripped through my body, my cunt walls contracting around my cucumber toy while below me, Daddy was fucking Mom hard, calling out to her, "Take Daddy's cock, Pammy. It's all for you, baby girl!" Mom just wailed in delight and pleasure that seemed so intense it bordered on pain. Mom began to orgasm -- one orgasm after another as Daddy kept filling her with his big cock.
Daddy began to show signs of cumming and he shocked Mom and me with his words, "Gonna cum in you, baby -- going to give you my spunk. Then you can lick my cock clean, Pammy -- lick Daddy's cock clean of my sperm and Mommy's juices!"
Mom's orgasms peaked and she let out a shrill cry, her limbs stiffening for what seemed an eternity as Daddy buried his penis in her womb one last time and ejaculated again -- pumping a second load into Mom's cunt. Mom's face was turned upwards as if she was staring at me -- but there was a glazed look on her face that told me she was seeing God or infinity or whatever heaven looked like. Mom sobbed, "I love you, John!" and then she collapsed onto the bed, taking Daddy with her -- totally exhausted.
Daddy lay on top of Mom for a few minutes and then gathering his strength, he lifted himself off, drawing a happy sigh from Mom as he slipped his cock out of her pussy with a delicious wet plop.



In a low voice, he whispered, "Cathy, I'm going to get a drink, can I get you something?" All he got in response was a snore -- at least that's all I heard because I was moving to the narrow steps that led down to the second floor, only my cucumber in hand and as naked as the day I was born.
I came down the steps quickly and I heard the door to my parent's room open and close. Footsteps sounded and then stopped. "I'm here, Daddy." I hissed. "I'm waiting for you. I set down about four steps from the bottom, spreading my legs lewdly and leaning back.
Daddy appeared in the entrance, he had on his robe, but it wasn't belted. "Oh my -- Pammy, you're sooo beautiful," Daddy whispered.
"So are you, Daddy. Is that for me?" I was eyeing his cock hanging between his legs, still glistening and wet with Mom's juices. As he eyed my blatant nakedness, his cock began to swell and rise. I don't know who invented Viagra, but I would suck their cocks!
I crooked a finger at Daddy and licked my lips. "Come here, Daddy. I'm hungry." Daddy shuffled forward, standing on the first step and bringing his cock level with my face. I could smell his semen and I could smell Mom's cunt on him. My pussy throbbed with need and my juices were running down my thighs.
I reached out and took Daddy in my hands, my fingers barely wrapping around the base of his now erect penis. My eyes on Daddy's face, I reached out and ran my tongue up the length of Daddy's shaft. I could taste his spunk -- just as delicious as before and now there was a new taste sensation. Slightly salty and a bit familiar -- I had tasted myself many times and with a bit of surprise, realized that Mom and I tasted a lot alike. Orgasmic tingles lanced through my body as I thrilled at tasting my Mom's juices for the first time.
Like a woman starved, I began to lick and suck Daddy's dick, lapping up every trace of sperm and cunt cream that coated my father's prick. It tasted wonderful! What I was doing thrilled me to the bone -- to be so naughty and nasty, sucking my daddy off, cleaning Mom's juices off him -- I finally understood why they were so turned on fantasizing about me. Without even touching my pulsating, dripping wet cunt, I was ready to explode.
Daddy groaned as his already sensitive penis was being tongue lashed by his little girl. I sucked and licked and again tried to take him deep in me, letting his cock head press down against my throat. It was still difficult, but I did better than before. Daddy's hands were holding my head, fingers tangled in my long hair, guiding me, setting my rhythm. I sucked Daddy until my jaws began to ache and I never could have imagined that your tongue can get tired.
Daddy's breathing, already ragged, become more frantic until he began to moan. As my tongue rolled over his cock head, I felt it swell and his cock pulse and then Daddy began to cum. I had no idea what to expect, realizing that this was at least his fourth ejaculation of the day, but I was pleased to find myself with spurt after thick spurt of his thick cream in my mouth. Daddy tasted great and I ate Daddy's semen happily.
Then he was done and slipping from my mouth, gasping, "Oh sugar -- I can't take it anymore, your mouth is heaven." He stood over me, catching his breath as he gazed at my naked form. His cock twitched but was exhausted, at least for the moment.
I gazed up at my father and using my best "good little girl" voice, whispered, "Daddy, I don't know if I'm ready to put that big thing inside of me, but maybe you could help me to -- um, cum." I picked up my cucumber and lifted it to him. "Give it a lick, Daddy -- I think you know where I like putting my little toy."
Daddy gaped down at me and my vegetable dildo. A mischievous grin broke out on his face as he took it from my hands. He lifted it to his face and sniffed. Then Daddy ran his tongue along the green skin. "Never thought I'd like cucumbers -- but I like the taste of this one, sugar."
Daddy sat down, squeezing in beside me on the narrow stairwell, leaning into me to kiss me. Knowing that it was Daddy's tongue dancing with mine and enjoying his scratchy beard, I felt myself shiver. Daddy lifted my right leg and draped it across his knees while I angled my left knee towards the wall, trying to be as exposed as possible to my father. I knew without glancing down that my long labia lips were swollen and spread, revealing my pink pussy flesh. Daddy ran his hand over my sex, cupping it and letting a finger slip through the folds of my flesh.
I shuddered with erotic delight and kissed Daddy harder. I felt the cucumber ran up and down the length of my cunt and I involuntarily hunched upwards, wanting its thickness inside me, craving that primal need to be filled. Our lips parted, Daddy sucking at my tongue before I panted, "Please, Daddy!"
Daddy looked at me with such love and desire then, stroking my hair with his free hand. I gave a little squeal as Daddy suddenly plunged almost the entire length of the cucumber into my pussy. He drew it out slowly, making me squirm and then again abruptly shoved it inside me. Again and again, Daddy fucked me with my makeshift dildo, kissing me as he thrust it into me again and again, stirring my wet cream within my cunt with the cucumber, his thumb brushing against my clit again and again, making me moan with pleasure.
Daddy ducked his head and found my nipples, tonguing them and then sucking and biting them, sending little orgasmic bolts through me and laughing at that. "Just like your mother," he murmured before nibbling again at my blood engorged nipple, and all the time, in and out of my pussy with that hard and fast motion in and then slowly pulling out.
I was so aroused that it didn't take long for me to stiffen up as an orgasm swept over me -- my cunt muscles tightening up around the cucumber, making it more difficult for Daddy to fuck me with it. "Damn, sugar," he said in admiration. "I can't wait to feel your pussy wrapped around my cock."
"Me --ooooohhhh, me either, Dad-Daddddyyyy!" I sobbed as I came so hard. "I love you, Daddy!"
When it was over and I could breathe again, we sat there, hardly talking -- mostly kissing and cuddling as Daddy tenderly teased my cunt with his fingers.
"Pammy, would you like to come with me and join your Mom and me in bed?" Daddy asked.
It was all I could do to not scream, "Yes!" but instead I replied, "I -- I'm not ready yet, Daddy. I need to -- I don't know, get ready to do more." I kissed Daddy and said, "I want to fuck you, Daddy -- I want you to be my first, but when I'm ready. Does that make sense, Daddy?"
My father shrugged and said, "Yes. And no. I never really thought this day would happen -- just a fantasy." He kissed me again and then stood up. I leaned into him, my face into his crotch and I kissed his half erect cock, feeling its pulse against my lips.
"It's not fantasy, Daddy. It's real and it's happening. I want to fulfill your every naughty fantasy -- I just need a little time."
Daddy stood me up and kissed me one last time, a long and deep kiss -- a lovers' kiss that left me trembling and weak in the knees. "Take your time, Pammy. When you're ready, just come to me and your Mom."
Daddy kissed me goodnight and returned to his room. I climbed the stairs back to my room and peeked back into my parent's room one more time. I watched as Daddy climbed into bed, cuddling up to Mom -- she snuggling up to him. I wanted to be there with them, between them and soon I knew I would be, but first, I wanted to be with Mom alone. I had a vague idea of what I wanted to do next, now I just needed an opportunity.
Daddy's new bosses quickly provided that opportunity. The next morning, I was woken by the phone ringing, yawning as I heard Daddy's voice murmuring down below. I crawled out of bed and took a long, lazy shower, reliving some of last night's memories. I played with myself a little, but didn't go for the big 'O' instead opting to get barely dressed and strolling downstairs with a wet, slippery pussy.
To my disappointment, Daddy was hurrying around, trying to eat something while talking to Mom on the phone. "No, I wasn't expecting this. It seems Steven landed several tickets to the ball game in Cincinnati and decided this would be a good time to meet with all us little chiefs before we move in next week -- you, know, let us all get on the same page before we start." He glanced at his watch. "He's supposed to pick me up in a few minutes. Yeah, that's Steven, always doing things on short notice. Daddy smiled at me and continued to chat with Mom.
"I'm sure we'll be late getting back -- Cincinnati's about two hours from here." He paused and grinned. "I can do that," he said. He walked over to the cabinet where we had stored the medicines. "When I'm about an hour away, I'll take a magic pill, baby and by the time I get home, I'll be ready to fuck you silly." Daddy removed a little blue pill from a bottle and after wrapping it in a tissue, tucked it in his pocket. He winked at me as he did it.
"I guess you girls are on your own for dinner. I bet Pam will be happy to make something. You want me to tell her what you'd like to eat tonight?" Daddy grinned as Mom replied and said, "I'd like to eat that too -- if you get lucky, save me a little." I felt myself blush. Daddy finished off. "Okay, baby, I'll see you tonight. I love you too."
Daddy hung up the phone. "Sorry, sugar. My boss wants to meet with the new management today -- he's taking us to a ballgame."
"Well, duhhh," I replied. "I kinda figured that out. Tell me what Mom said about dinner -- what does she want to eat?" I thought I already knew the answer, but I was hoping Daddy would tell me.
Daddy came up and gave me a kiss and a hug, his hands cupping my ass cheeks. I could feel his cock, already getting stiff in his slacks. "Your mother said that she would like to have you spread-eagled on the dinner table, your pussy full of my sperm."
I feigned shock and said, "She did not!"
Daddy laughed. "Oh yes she did. I don't want to shock you, but your mother likes pussy as much as I do." He pulled me close and kissed me again. "Maybe you will soon be ready to find out." We kissed again, this time both of us putting a lot into it -- our tongues dancing together. Daddy's a great kisser. My former boyfriend never made my knees weak.
I placed my palm against Daddy's bulge in his trousers and was fumbling with the fly when we both heard a horn blow out front. "Oh well," I said sweetly. "Out of time." I kissed Daddy on the nose and slipped out of his embrace.
Daddy stood there for a moment and then sighed. "Damn little cock tease." He tried to adjust his trousers to conceal his hard-on. He gave me a look that made my pussy tingle and grow hotter. "Tonight -- after I made love to your Mom -- will you want me to find you?"
I licked my lips and toyed with the hem of the summer dress I had on, raising it up so Daddy could see that I wasn't wearing any panties. "Don't worry, Daddy. I'll find you." I said in a husky voice.
Daddy's mouth hung open and he stared hungrily at my wet cunt until that stupid horn blew again. He shook himself out of the sexual daze I had put him in, kissed me and hurried out the door.
The rest of the day I spent mulling over how I was going to approach Mom and see how far we could take things. It was funny. I knew she wanted me, but I was still scared to start anything. There's no merit badge for learning how to get Mom to eat your pussy in the Girl Scouts, you know.
When Mom got home, she found me busy in the kitchen fixing us dinner, which was a pleasant surprise to her. I told her that the Chicken casserole would be another hour so she should just take it easy. I found her fifteen minutes later sitting on the couch, feet stretched out on an ottoman. Mom had switched out of her doctor/nurse clothes and looked sexy in a short summer dress.
"Tough day, Mom?" I asked, coming up from behind. I began kneading her shoulders with my hands.
"Mmmm -- no, just getting used to working again. Ohhh yesss, Pam, that feels wonderful," Mom moaned as she let her head fall back against the cushions. "My day was okay; just learning a new office's operation. Oh yeah, right there, sweetheart."
I found a knotted muscle in Mom's left shoulder and went to work on it. It was an interesting view from above and behind her. I had a clear view down the low cut front of her dress and could see most of her breasts clearly. I smiled down at my mother as she smiled up at me. "You could be a masseuse, Pam -- your hands feel wonderful."
"Thanks, Mom. Anything I can do to make you feel good; all you have to do is ask." I said it in an innocent tone; as if I was completely ignorant of any other connotations. Still, I hope that my facial expression conveyed more than innocent interest.
Mom smirked and then she smiled and closed her eyes and sighing, replied, "I'll keep that in mind, Pam." I was positive I had hit pay dirt as I watched Mom's nipples begin to swell and bulge against the light yellow fabric of her dress. Mom was having some naughty thoughts.
I continued to massage Mom's shoulders for another ten minutes or so, making her sigh contentedly before I had to stop and go check on dinner. Mom groaned when I stopped, but when I leaned over to kiss her on the cheek she responded with a quick kiss on the corner of my mouth and said, "That was delightful. Maybe I can repay the favor later."
I gave Mom a hug, my hands brushing across the exposed upper halves of her tits and then as I walked away, winked and replied, "I think I'd like that, Mom." I put a little swing to my hips as I did knowing Mom was admiring my young ass in my short denim skirt.
We ate dinner, Mom praising me for my cooking skills (hey -- I didn't burn it!). Afterwards, we both curled up on opposite ends of the couch in the living room, Mom reading a magazine and me watching some evening soap opera. I was getting nervous and horny and anxious to get something started with Mom, but still not a clue as how to do it. Then a silly idea came to me and I began running with it purely on impulse.
"Mom, can we talk?" I asked, turning off the television. I was proud of the nervousness in my voice -- of course, I wasn't faking it.
Mom looked up from her magazine, her mother's instinct picking up on the tone in my voice. "Sure, Pam. What's up, honey?"
I scooted down a bit, till I was just a foot or so from her. I hesitated and then blurted out, "Have you ever kissed a girl, Mom?"
Mom's eyes widened and she laughed, more out of nervous reflex than anything and said, "Why in the world would you ask me that?" She tossed the magazine away and sat up straight.
I looked away from her and felt my face burning with embarrassment. Suddenly it occurred to me that maybe her naughty talk with Daddy about me was just that, naughty talk. Still, nothing for it but to plunge ahead. "You know Vicky, right? I miss her a whole lot."
Mom nodded. "Sure, sweetheart. I know it was tough leaving your friends behind." She scooted a little closer to me and reached out for my hand, squeezing it affectionately. "What does this have with asking me if I've ever kissed a girl?"
I didn't reply for a moment -- building up the suddenly appeared tension in the room. "Mom -- for a while now...Vicky and me, well we've been kissing, making out with each other." My face was on fire now and I felt that flush of sexual excitement spreading across my chest. I was embarrassed and turned on with my confession.
"Really?" Mom sounded surprised.
"Yes, ma'am," I replied. "It's been bothering me for awhile and I'm not sure there isn't something wrong with me."
Mom's face softened with motherly concern. "Ohhh, Pammy. There's nothing wrong with you. You and Vicky didn't do anything wrong." Mom slid over next to me and put her arms around me, kissing me on the forehead. I could feel her unfettered breasts mash against my arm.
"I don't know, Mom," I said. "When we would kiss, it made me feel so strange and weird. I liked it but I'm scared it wasn't right."
Mom tightened her embrace a little and said, her voice a little bit strained now. "What do you mean, kissing her made you feel strange?" A quick glance down revealed her nipples again hardening and poking through her dress. A second glance told me that my nipples were doing the same. I felt a liquid thrill of white hot heat burst from my pussy and I squirmed a bit in my seat.
I acted confused and shrugged my shoulders. "I don't know, Mom -- it's hard to explain. I just know how it feels when I would kiss her -- it would be easy to show you, but..." I stopped talking and looked Mom in the eye, seeing desire and excitement and curiosity struggling across her face.
"But what, Pammy?" Mom asked, edging a little closer.
I ducked my head and looked away, not completely feigning embarrassment. "It would be a lot easier to show you if I -- if we were kissing."
Mom giggled nervously and looked around as if to double check that we were alone. "Okay -- I don't think there's any harm in that. I really want to help you explain what you're feeling, so let's kiss, Pammy."
Mom brought her face towards mine, giggling again as she did so. Mom puckered her lips and closed her eyes. My heart was pounding as I felt her lips brush mine. Mom's lips felt so soft as they pressed against mine. I felt her hand squeeze mine tight. I kissed her back and then not quite believing I was doing it, parted my lips and brushed her lips with my tongue.
Mom groaned a little and I felt her mouth open and then her tongue was probing against mine -- curling and dancing. I shivered with delight as I realized I was French kissing my own mother. I leaned into her, turning her to face me more directly -- our breasts mashing against each other, separated by two thin layers of cotton fabric. My arms came up and pulled Mom closer against me. Our kiss went on and on until we had to part, both gasping for breath.
"Wow!" Mom whispered, her voice husky. "Well, Pam, did our kiss make you feel strange? Can you explain it for Mom now?"
I nodded and said, "I can't explain it in words, Mom, but I think I can show you." I leaned in and kissed her again while taking her hand and moving it downwards. I parted my legs and pulled Mom's hand between my thighs, letting her hand cum to rest on my almost hairless and very wet pussy. We both moaned into our kiss as Mom's fingers slipped between the folds of my aroused flesh.
Mom broke the kiss and gasped, "Pammy, you are so wet!" Mom didn't pull her hand back -- in fact her forefinger probed deeper inside me, making a circle as she caressed my cunt walls.
"Kissing you made me wet, Mom," I said softly back. "I like kissing you, Mom -- even more than kissing Vicky." We resumed kissing and I whimpered a little as Mom added another finger inside my cunt. I hunched against Mom's hand, urging her to take her fingers deeper inside me -- deeper inside my burning womb.
When we both came up for air, I was lurching towards an orgasm as Mom's fingers fluttered inside me and over my labia and clitoris. Any doubts I had ever had about Mom loving women were blown away. Mom was an expert!
"Mom -- oh Mom, you're making me feel sooo good!" I panted. My hand fell to her knee, my fingers scratching upwards towards her upper thighs. "M-Mom, do you like kissing me? Am I making you -- are you wet, Mom?" I moaned. I moved my hand up under Mom's short hemline and when Mom didn't stop me, I slipped my hand between her thighs, sighing happily as Mom quickly parted her legs and I found myself cupping her bald, slick and steaming hot sex.
"You are, Mom!" I exclaimed. "You like kissing me too!"
"Ohhh, no, I -- I love kissing you, baby," Mom cried out as I slipped my middle finger inside my mother's pussy. Mom was creamy and hot and so buttery soft. We kissed again, tongues dueling as my finger swirled inside Mom's cunt, then I curled my finger up, probing the roof of her cunt for the secret spot Vicky and I had discovered about each other. Mom stiffened, sobbing against my mouth as I found her G-spot and teased it while she responded in kind.



Our bodies pressed into each other while we finger fucked, our free hands caressing arms and faces and slipped into the bodices of our dresses, awkwardly cupping and squeezing each others breasts -- finding hard, rubbery nipples and pinching. Mom added a second finger inside me and I slipped a third finger into her cunt.
Our kisses became frantic, hungry things, sloppily licking and sucking each other's tongues while our pussies became fiery, clasping things being sweetly and agonizingly teased, probed and fucked by knowing fingers. Mom in those hot, sweaty moments taught me more about my own pleasure spots than I had dreamed possible and while I was an amateur next to her, I was nevertheless pleasuring my mother as my fingers played and explored the pussy I had come from.
Our orgasms came one atop the other and we finally had to end our kiss as we both clung to each other and sobbed and shrieked our way to heavenly pleasure. We both collapsed against the couch cushions, our hands still between each other's legs as we kissed and cried together as our orgasms slowly waned.
"Oh Pammy, I can't tell you how long I've dreamed of making my little girl cum!" Mom gushed as she reached out and caressed my face. "I've always loved you, but now; to really make love to you."
I leaned in and kissed Mom. "I love you too, Mom!"
A lot of the barriers that had been erected between us over the last few years -- by puberty and secrets and age fell apart over the next few hours as Mom and I talked and talked and discovered things about each other that we had never imagined possible. Mom confessed that she had been bi-sexual since her teenage years and that she had several women lovers over the years including her old best friend Karen.
I confessed that all Vicky and I had done was finger each other and play with her Mom's sex toys including the dildo that had broken my hymen earlier in the summer. Mom enquired about boys and I told her that I had fooled around with my ex David, but that I was still technically a virgin.
I shyly asked about Daddy and was he a good lover and Mom blushed and said, "Oh hell, yes! Your father is the best lover in the world -- he would make you scream with pleasure with that big cock of ..." Mom clapped a hand over her face and then began giggling again like a school girl telling secrets.
I pretended to be shocked and then I whispered back, "I've dreamed of fucking Daddy -- of him being my first. Is that bad, Mom?"
I felt Mom shiver and against my palm I felt a trickle of fresh cream spurt from Mom's pussy. Mom's face got redder and then she replied. "Not if you want him and he wants you, Pammy. It would be no more wrong than what you and I have been doing." Mom paused and let her fingers slip from me. She held her glistening fingers up in the air and smiled before saying, "What I hope you and I will keep doing if you want." Then Mom brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them off, taking her time and sucking each finger slowly.
I released my grip on Mom's cunt and brought my hand up to see Mom's cunt cream covering my fingers. I slowly lapped my digits clean, savoring Mom's strong, sweet taste before replying, "Oh yeah, Mom -- I want to keep making love with you, kissing..." and I leaned in and kissed my mother, marveling at the mixed flavor of our pussies on our lips. "And kissing and touching and more, Mom. I want it all with you," I added.
Mom groaned and suddenly she was tugging off my dress, pulling it roughly over my head. "You're beautiful, darling!" Mom sighed as her hands roamed over my body. She leaned in and I quivered with delight as my mother rolled her tongue around and over my erect right nipple before sucking at my breast, her teeth making me squirm and gasp as she bit down on the rubbery knob. As my head spun with the carnal pleasure Mom was inflicting upon me, I found myself on my back, Mom's breasts dragging along my inner thighs, thick, swollen nipples teasing my sensitive flesh while Mom sucked and nibbled my breasts.
"Oh Mom!" I gasped as I felt Mom's tongue blaze a trail down my chest and across my stomach, moving ever downward until I felt the velvety wetness of her tongue rolling between my labia, swirling about; tasting me -- drinking of my juices. I thrust my pelvis upwards against Mom's face as she began to lick me -- making my head spin as for only the second time in my life, a person ate my pussy!
Mom's tongue seemed to be everywhere, rolling up and down my labial lips, dancing across my clitoris and driving deep inside my folds of cunt flesh even as Mom sucked and chewed my pussy meat. Then fingers pressed into me -- one, two, three fingers and I begged for more. Mom pressed here and there, already having memorized sensitive spots, teaching me how to really touch a woman's G-spot.
I screamed as my pussy exploded in a white hot flash of orgasmic power. My cunt felt full, like I had my cucumber dildo crammed deep inside me. Mom's tongue and her thumb were doing things to my clit that had me convulsing, her lips clamped over my pussy as I creamed her face again and again -- feeling the powerful sweetness of ejaculating my juices into Mom's hungry mouth. I surrendered to the intensity of my Mom induced orgasm and was destroyed and reborn in the wonderfulness of it.
When I was myself again, I was in Mom's arms and she was kissing me tenderly as I cried and kissed her back. I was vaguely aware that I loved the taste of my own cunt on Mom's lips and face. I babbled almost incoherently about how much I loved her and what she had done. Our naked bodies, sweaty and slick were pressed tightly together. I realized that I had no clue when exactly Mom got naked!
Mom laughed and kissed me some more, finally saying in her best motherly voice, "Oh Pammy, just wait until you are filled with your Daddy's cock and that big thing is making you cum and cum and when he fills you with his sperm, it makes you cum some more -- sweetheart, you aint seen nothing yet!"
I sniffled and said, "Mom, do you think Daddy would really fuck me?"
Mom shivered and said, "Absolutely. Your father knows he has a sexy little daughter. You've been driving him crazy for ages!" Mom kissed me again and added, "We can surprise him tonight. I bet he'd love to find his favorite two girls in bed waiting for him."
"I don't know, Mom?" I sounded unsure and I thought it was a pretty good acting job. "Can we...can we wait. Keep this our little secret for now?"
Mom smiled at me as only a mother can and said, "Sure, Pammy. Whenever you're ready -- you will be welcome in our bed." Mom hugged me, pulling my body against hers. I found my face between her breasts. I turned my head and my lips brushed a nipple. I gobbled it, bringing my teeth down almost hard enough to break skin and made Mom yelp.
I began to suckle at my mother's breast, sucking and tonguing her blood engorged nipple like a hungry infant. Mom began to sigh -- her sighs turning to groans every time I took a notion to bite down on her nipple again. It was my turn now and I was almost shaking with excitement as I took girl-girl love a step farther than I ever had before. Vicky and I had never worked up the nerve to go this far. I kissed my way down Mom's stomach and over her pubic bone until I was face to face with Mom's shaved pussy.
"Oh baby, you're making your mother soooo happy," Mom cooed as she eased back on the couch -- throwing a long leg upwards to rest on the top of the cushions; opening herself up to me even more. I inhaled and Mom's strong aroma made my head swim with carnal delight -- her cunt juices were like perfume to me, drawing me in. With my hands, I spread Mom's already blooming labia further apart, revealing more of her glistening, slick pussy flesh. I touched Mom's cunt lightly with one finger, marveling over how quickly her juices coated my finger.
"Yessss, make love to me, Pammy." Mom moaned, rolling her hips upwards, offering her bald cunt to me, practically begging me to lick her. Her clitoris had escaped from its hood, swollen and long. I licked my lips and ducked my head and then as Mom cried out with pleasure, I ran my tongue from the bottom of her wet, pink slit to the top, rolling it over her clitoris...then I made a return journey, savoring my mother's delicious taste. As my tongue finished its travels, for the first time in my life, I imagined just continuing down the path and licking Mom's ass. Another time, I told myself as I plunged my face against Mom's pussy, driving my tongue into her folds as deep as I could go.
I could feel Mom's hands getting tangled in my long, dark hair and pulling into her groin, trying to get my tongue deeper, to allow it to swirl and lick her in places rarely reached by a woman. I licked and sucked and drank from my mother's pussy, loving her up purely on instinct, trying to take measure of her responses and remembering the sweet spots that made her cunt gush cream or make her moan and cry out in incestuous pleasure.
My fingers found their way inside Mom's molten hot pussy, making her squirm as I wiggled three fingers in and out of her clasping cunt while I licked and sucked at her folds and her throbbing clitoris. Mom's legs arched over my shoulders and I felt her crossed feet against my back as she bucked and twisted against my face, urging me to fuck her faster and harder with my fingers as my tongue danced over her little penis-like nub.
"YESYESYES!" Mom screamed and then it was all I could do to keep my face between Mom's legs as she orgasmed hard -- flooding my mouth with a torrent of her steaming pussy juices. I lapped it up as if I was starved -- cherishing each drop of Mom's delicious cream. After what seemed like a sweet eternity, Mom finally seemed to calm down except for pushing my face away from her now overly sensitive pussy.
I lifted my head to find Mom looking down at me, tears streaking her face, smiling lovingly at her naughty daughter. "That was a fantasy come true, honey," Mom said in a scream hoarsened voice. She held out her arms and waggled her fingers and I climbed upwards and snuggled with her, kissing her with my cream soaked lips and sharing her own juices with her.
It felt so right being in Mom's arms; so safe and loved. I was sure that I was going to love getting fucked by my Daddy, but I realized that Mom and I had just shared something that was beyond a man's understanding, something so intimate that even having experienced it, I knew that language could not convey it properly.
We napped there for a while, both exhausted yet exhilarated by what had occurred. We were woken by Daddy phoning home and telling Mom he was about ninety minutes away. Mom bantered with him a while and I knew that from her joking that Daddy was saying something about his little blue pill and that he would be looking for something special when he got home.
Mom was grinning and replied, "Well, I'll be ready if you are, John. Tomorrow is Saturday and we both can sleep in if we're up all night."
After Daddy hung up, Mom grinned evilly at me and said, "You sure you don't want to join us, Pammy? I bet your father would love to find you naked with me in our bed."
I felt myself blushing and shivering and said. "Maybe, I'll join you later. When I'm ready, Mom"
After some last, lingering and very sweet kisses, Mom left me to go get showered and prettied up for Daddy. I was feeling both very pleased with myself and almost bewildered. I had now fooled around with both my parents. I had sucked Daddy's dick and licked Mom's pussy and both had now invited me to join them both in bed. I had begged off from them both, but I knew even then I was lying through my teeth. There was no way tonight would end without me joining my parents and making their fantasies come true.
My knees were shaky as I retreated to my bedroom, realizing that having already passed a point of no return, I was about to embark on an even wilder carnal journey. My pussy throbbed with anticipation as it dawned on me that tonight I was going to get my first cock fucking and that it was going to be with my own Daddy! I found myself almost unable to keep my hands off my pussy as the thought of Mom eating Daddy's semen out of my cunt was more than a distinct possibility and maybe within just a few hours.
After Mom got out of the shower, I took a long, hot shower myself up in my attic room. I toweled off and stopped in front of my full length mirror. I posed naked for myself and nodded. I beheld a young woman, barely an adult and more than ready to become an incestuous slut with my parents. I brushed my long, dark brown hair dry until it almost gleamed. I found some of the perfume David had given me as a going away present and dabbed a little between my melon sized breasts and then between my legs and behind my ears. I had to giggle to myself. Wouldn't my ex boyfriend be so jealous? He had never gotten more than a handjob from me and here I was, about to lose my virginity to my father!
I was torn from my thoughts as a car pulled up into the drive. I could hear a few men's voices calling out to my father -- lots of laughter and then I could hear the car pull away and the front door open and shut. "Cathy? Pam?" I heard my daddy call out and then just barely, I could hear a soft murmur and then Daddy saying in a loud voice, "Wow!"
I hurried over to my bed and tossed aside the throw rug and made myself comfortable. A few minutes passed before I saw Daddy carrying Mom into their bedroom, his arm muscles corded and strained as he carried her like a new bride. He eased Mom onto their bed and I licked my lips as I saw that Mom had on a sheer peignoir, her treasures barely concealed under the light green fabric.
Mom and Daddy stared at each other hungrily as Daddy quickly stripped his clothes off. Mom scooted to the end of the bed as he did so and had Daddy in hand, looking up at him with love and desire as she stroked his semi hard cock.
"How was your day, babe?" Daddy asked as he ran a hand through Mom's hair. "Anything interesting happen today with Pam?"
Mom opened her mouth to reply, but then grinned and took Daddy between her lips and began to suck -- her eyes watching him as she bobbed her head back and forth...her hair swinging as she blowed him.
"Ohhh yesss, sweet Cathy," Daddy moaned as Mom sucked his cock.
I knew the time had come -- I needed to join my parents and make everyone's fantasies come true. I went to my dresser and in the bottom drawer, pulled out an outfit that I had secreted there. Something I had bought when Vicky and I had visited a Victoria's Secret store back in the summer.
I slipped it on and then checked on Mom and Daddy. Mom was on her back now, her legs draped over Daddy's shoulders as he fucked her fast and hard. Mom's face was scrunched up with ecstatic bliss. I felt a little dizzy as I watched Daddy standing over Mom, kissing her shapely leg as he plunged that big cock in and out of her. I was scared and horny and I couldn't wait another moment.
I hurried downstairs and turned for their bedroom. It was closed, but I could clearly hear Mom moaning happily as Daddy made love to her. I didn't bother knocking, but opened up the door and stepped in. Mom and Daddy both turned and looked at me as the door creaked loudly as it swung open on old hinges. Both were caught up in the pleasure of the moment and also stunned I suppose by me.
I had on a sexy little babydoll negligee made of sheer white silk -- the hem ending just above my mound, exposing my pussy -- my labia lips swollen and flowered, exposing my pink cunt flesh in the middle of my wispy, dark-haired muff. The top of my negligee lifted up and exposed my melon sized breasts rather than hide them. My nipples, so much like Mom's -- were the size of nickels and so engorged with blood that they were standing up almost an inch and throbbing and aching with the need to be bit and sucked.
I stood in the doorway, feeling embarrassed and aroused as my parents gazed and admired my mostly naked body. Mom licked her lips and said in a throaty voice, "Pammy? Baby?"
In a quiet, little girl voice that quavered with excitement, I said, "Mommy, Daddy, I'm here to make your fantasies come true." I began to walk toward them, growing more excited and confident with each step. As Mom watched in amazement, I pressed up against Daddy and standing on tip-toe, kissed him hard -- my tongue seeking out his while grinding my wet, flowered pussy against his thigh and running my hand up and down Mom's draped leg.
Mom groaned as I think Daddy actually grew a little inside her. Our kiss ended with me sucking on Daddy's tongue. I turned and knelt on the bed, my hand slipping between Mom's legs to find Daddy's cock embedded inside her vagina. I felt a trickle of my own juices run down my leg as I brushed my hand over Daddy's slick shaft and Mom's folds, drawing a gasp from her as I teased her swollen clitoris.
My hand moved upwards as I leaned down, feeling Mom's muscles fluttering in her stomach and them cupping her breast as I kissed her. Mom's tongue slipped into my mouth and I groaned into our kiss as I could taste Daddy's cock on her lips. The bed began to gently rock as Mom and I kissed and I knew that Daddy had resumed his thrusts into Mom's steamy pussy. I felt his hand reach out and caress my ass cheek, trailing a finger down along the crack of my ass and under to where he explored my wet, sparsely haired cunt.
The fire inside me was too demanding and I had to have some relief between my legs. I ended the kiss with Mom and moved around. "Are you ready for me, Mom? Are you ready to live your fantasy?" I whispered, my voice raw with lust and need. I straddled Mom's face facing Daddy who stared with amazement. "Eat my little girl pussy, Mom. Make me cum with your mouth! Put that nasty Mommy tongue as deep up my pussy as you can."
I cried out as Mom lifted her head to meet me. I pressed down, grinding myself against her face as her tongue speared me and began to swirl and dance inside my pussy. I was on the edge of orgasm immediately, creaming into Mom's face -- each touch of her tongue, each kiss of her lips taking me a little closer to the abyss of pleasure.
I felt myself began to waver, the room seeming to spin and I steadied myself by reaching out to Daddy, my nails digging into his shoulders as I rode Mom's face and Daddy fucked Mom. All three of us began to move in a group rhythm, each of us deriving pleasure from one another. Dad leaned in and we kissed again, almost bruising each other's lips as we rocked and bounced on Mom. Daddy's hands cupped my swinging breasts, palms scratching across my aching nipples as he kneaded my tit flesh.
Mom's tongue swirled in and out of me, seeming impossibly long as she probed my cunt one second and then slavering over my clit as she dragged her tongue across my folds and scooped up my copious pussy juices. Mom made frantic gobbling noises, smacking her lips as she ate me, gulping in deep breaths whenever she had a chance and making me moan and quiver as she exhaled into my fiery cunt.
I felt myself coming as Mom tortured my clitoris and I sobbed into Daddy's mouth as I squirmed on my mother's face. It must have been too much for Daddy and he pulled away from me and groaned, "Oh yes, cumming -- cumming in your mother's pussy, Pammy!"
He arched his back and growled fiercely and plunged his cock deep inside Mom. I think his cumming triggered Mom's orgasm and I heard and felt her muffled screams against my cunt. I dropped to rest on Mom's belly, raising my ass up as I did so. It allowed Mom more air and now gave her access to my whole slit which as she sobbed in orgasmic delight, she ran her tongue up and down the length of my slit and a little ways beyond, almost teasing my asshole.
I find my lips at the top of Mom's mound and I eased down until I could lick her folds above Daddy's thick penis, fluttering my tongue over her clitoris and the small portion of Daddy's shaft that was still exposed. I moved my face forward and let Daddy's pubic hair tickle my nose and then my lips and chin as I rubbed my face into his and Mom's co-joined loins, inhaling their pungent, arousing scents.



"Oh god, that's wonderful," Daddy gasped as he began to withdraw from Mom's pussy. My mouth was right there, lips smearing in their mixed fluids, my tongue rolling up globs of pussy cream and semen as Daddy slowly pulled his cock from Mom's clasping labia. When the head of Daddy's penis emerged with a wet plop, I acted quickly and had him in my mouth, savoring again the sweet taste of my parents' cum.
I sucked my daddy clean, well aware that Daddy's cock did not appear to be shrinking -- that he was hard and swollen and big and long. I looked up into his loving eyes, telling him with my own brown eyes how much I loved him and how much I loved having his cock in my mouth. As wonderful as it was to feel my father's life pulsating between my lips, I knew the moment had arrived for more.
Letting Daddy slowly slip from my mouth, I looked up at him and implored in my little girl voice, "Fuck me, Daddy. Fuck your little girl and make me a complete woman." I gave Daddy a last long lick and wiggled my bottom against Mom's face. "Fuck me with your big dick now, Daddy!"
Daddy got that ferocious look in his eyes and he climbed up in the bed, situating himself behind me. I was shivering -- mostly from Mom's incessant tongue, but also in anticipation of receiving my first cock. I felt Daddy's hands on my ass, lifting and turning my butt upwards to get a better vantage point of my pussy. Mom's mouth pursued me, her tongue fluttering over the upper flesh of my cunt, taunting and teasing my throbbing clitoris.
I felt the velvety head of Daddy's cock brush my lips and then press slightly into my pussy, just enough pressure to feel a slight entry into my most special place. I looked over my shoulder at Daddy who looked almost mad with passion. "Fuck me, Daddy. Make me scream just like Mommy!"
Daddy grinned and said, "I love you, Pammy. Daddy's going to make you feel so good!" Daddy flexed his hips and I screamed as I felt him sink inside me. I thought I was prepared, but I wasn't. Daddy moved deeper into me. It barely hurt as there was no hymen to tear, but Daddy is sooo big! I sobbed as my father filled me up, inch after sweet inch of hard, thick cock. My cucumber paled in comparison, Daddy was so much bigger and longer. My pleasure seemed to swell up like a balloon until Daddy's penis was nudging my cervix, then I seemed to explode as sweet ecstasy burst inside me and expanded.
I couldn't remain on hands and knees and my face dropped again to Mom's lower stomach. "DADDDYYYYY!" I sobbed as my first cock induced orgasm swept over me. Then I felt Mom's tongue continue to work over my fleshly lips, spread wide by Daddy's throbbing meat pole. For what seemed an eternity, I was helpless in a haze of orgasmic delight, intense, incestuous pleasure spreading out from between my legs, through my body all the way to the tips of my fingers, toes and hair.
Nothing -- not my fingers, not my cucumber dildo, nothing had prepared me for the overwhelming delight of having a man's erect penis inside me, especially the sweet, sinful sensation of having my Daddy's cock pulsing and throbbing and snugly buried in my pussy! Now I truly knew why Mom was such a happy woman!
Waves of tremendous pleasure swept my body again and again as Daddy wormed his thick dick in and out of my pussy while Mom continued to tongue me, swiping it from side to side, teasing my labia lips and rolling it across Daddy's long shaft. I was happy to be riding the currents of incestuous orgasm, cherishing every moment.
Then, piercing the bliss of my pleasure came an intoxicating aroma -- so familiar and so strong and so enticing. My nose twitched and I moved my head slightly and let my eyes focus and discovered the source of this bewitching scent. I looked down and beheld Mom's well fucked cunt -- lips gaping open, her pink folds frosted with splatters of Daddy's semen. Thicker wads of semen were beginning to drip from her swampy wet pussy. I could feel the heat radiating from her and I was suddenly consumed with a ravenous desire to lick my mother.
Mom cried out as I mashed my face into her crotch, sucking her labia into my mouth and licking her swollen lips clean of her and Daddy's cream. I felt pussy juice and sperm smearing my chin and cheeks and I gobbled hungrily, licking her glistening, frosted folds of pink cunt flesh and then delving deep into her pussy with my tongue, finding the thick deposits of Daddy's still hot semen mixed with Mom's pussy juices and eating them with abandon.
As I did, Mom rallied to again begin licking me, her tongue flat and wide as it sawed back and forth against my clitoris and Daddy's always in motion cock. Daddy increased his pace after hearing Mom's moans and seeing me lap hungrily at her cunt. His hands kneaded my tight ass cheeks as he fucked his little girl and the room filled with the sounds of slurping mouths and the wet slaps of his body against mine, mixing with various moans as the three of us were locked together in our carnal and incestuous embrace.
Another orgasm swept over me as Mom was unrelenting with her tongue and Daddy twisted and rolled his hips, seeking to bury his cock deeper inside me with each thrust, always seeking virgin territory. I was sure that Mom joined me in a mutual orgasm as her pussy drenched my face in a new flood of her hot creams, confirmed by her wordless moans that rose and rose in pitch until she was screaming shrilly against my and Daddy's joined bodies.
Every inch of me seemed to be radiating pleasure -- each sweaty slick movement of my body against Mom's was ecstasy. I trembled with erotic joy with the scraping of my hard nipples over Mom's stomach and then there was Daddy's cock and Mom's mouth, each working separately, but together to build and build the orgasmic delight between my legs. I trembled as my pleasure reached new heights and continued to climb. Daddy was fucking me hard now and there was some pain, but it just seemed to enhance my carnal ecstasy.
"Oh, Pammy, I love you, baby," Daddy moaned as I felt his cockhead swell deep inside me. I felt his cock pulse powerfully within me and then it was like he exploded inside me as he suddenly began pumping streamers of white hot semen into my young pussy.
I screamed in sheer incestuous pleasure as my cunt literally seemed to be filled with liquid fire, generating an orgasmic fire that spread throughout my naked, sweaty body, incinerating every fiber of my being only to reborn in the power of incestuous love. The tiny, still rational part of my brain marveled at the sensation of my pussy being filled with my Daddy's baby making seed and that there was so much of it and that it felt so wonderful to feel so full of his cum.
Daddy was calling my name over and over as he ejaculated his load into his little girl's womb, "Pammy, Pammy, Pammy, Pammy!" I felt him move a little backwards so he could thrust into me again, seeking to get his sperm in me a little more deeply. I heard Mom moan and whisper, "Sooo sweet," as her tongue slathered its way over Daddy's cum covered cock and lapped at the semen that I knew was being forced out of me with every sweet thrust of Daddy's erect penis.
Daddy just seemed to be unable to stop -- I felt thick wad after thick wad of spunk paint my cunt walls. My body seemed to be on fire, a hot burning fire of pleasure that became my very existence -- all my world centering on the fiery joy that was my pussy. I couldn't breathe, my limbs seem to disconnect from the rest of me -- even my voice abandoned me, allowing only cries of pleasure to emerge from my lips. I was swallowed up in my orgasm that just continued to build until my body seemed to dissolve and I was pure orgasmic energy transformed by my daddy's cock and my mother's tongue. The world disintegrated and I was simply part of pure incestuous joy and pleasure.
It took me a minute to realize that I had actually passed out and had now regained consciousness. I was still in the wonderful throes of orgasm, but it was ebbing to the point where I regained coherent thought. Daddy was breathing hard and had stopped moving, although his cock was still hard and throbbing inside my pussy. My face was resting between Mom's thighs, lips pressed against Mom's quivering flesh. Mom was still teasing my pussy -- now focusing mostly on rolling her lips up and down along my labia, spread wide by Daddy's still blood engorged penis and dripping with our mingled juices.
"D-Daddy?" I moaned softly, my voice hoarse from screaming.
"Yes, baby?" Daddy replied, gently stroking my back. Even that slight touch sent delicious shivers racing through my body.
"Daddy," I said, my voice breaking up with emotion, "I love you. That was -- you and Mom, it was -- I love you both so much!" I began to sob then, overwhelmed with the sheer wonderful intensity of my orgasm -- of the new intimacy I had experienced with my parents -- of the sheer magnitude of love and lust that I now had in my heart for my parents. In a short space of time, I had bridged the gulf between love and sex and for the first time understood the tight link between the two. I had never imagined the intensity of the intimacy that people could share in the act of making love until now.
"Ohhh, sweet Pammy, we love you too," murmured Mom beneath me. I felt her shower my inner thighs with little kisses. "We never dreamed that this could be sooo wonderful either!"
We all rested in the afterglow of glorious sex, me becoming slowly aware that Daddy was beginning to shrink inside me until finally he slipped free of my clasping lips and with a happy, but weary expression on his face, collapsed beside Mom and my intertwined bodies.
"Good lord, Honey!" Mom exclaimed. "It's like you used a fire hose. How much sperm did you pump in our naughty little girl?" Mom chuckled to herself and then continued, "Hang on, Pammy. Mommy's hungry and her favorite snack is between your legs and dripping from your pretty little cunt."
Mom reached around and grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled me down against her face. I groaned happily as Mom began to tongue my hard fucked pussy -- her impossibly long tongue delving deep inside me to gobble up Daddy's thick streamers of tasty semen.
I clawed the sheets as Mom's ministrations sent me back to the edge of orgasmic delight. My head swirled and in an effort to keep myself grounded in the moment, I tried to focus on Mom's pussy again, resuming my tonguing of her dripping wet flesh, savoring her taste -- knowing full well that I could never get my fill of her sweet pussy juices.
Mom was thorough, making sure that she licked my pussy clean of every drop of Daddy's sperm and then starting all over again just to make sure that she had done the job right. I tried to match her lick for lick and kept up as we both stormed through another mutual orgasm, but eventually, I was simply overwhelmed and could only helplessly kiss Mom's slick flesh as she tongued me to another toe curling orgasm.
It took all my strength to roll off her. Somehow we wound up face to face, both our faces shiny and smeared with semen and cunt cream. She had raised me not to waste, so we spent several minutes kissing and licking each other's face clean, sharing our treasures with each other in a long, passionate kiss.
Mom and I then turned our attention to Daddy and gave his cock a long, leisurely tongue bath. His cock struggled valiantly to rise to the occasion, but we had worn him out, at least short term. We all cuddled then, under the sheets, Mom and Dad listening in wide-eyed wonder as I described how I discovered their lust for me through the old grate.
"Omigod," Mom exclaimed when I pointed out the grate above their heads. "I never even noticed."
Both were amused at how handily I had managed to seduce them both, Daddy just shaking his head and saying, "And imagine all that fantasizing when all we probably had to do was ask!"
I kissed Daddy and then Mommy, taking my time and telling them how much I loved them using only my tongue and then I said, "You never have to wonder again. I'm your slut daughter whenever you want me!"
We then fell asleep, exhausted from our lovemaking. It was the best night's sleep I ever had, interrupted only once when I awoke in the dark and found myself on my back, legs spread wide and Daddy already several inches deep in my pussy. Daddy rode me long and hard, showing me just how knowledgeable he was in pleasuring a woman with his long, stiff cock. Mom snored away through most of it, oblivious to the good, hard fucking her husband was giving their daughter. In the end, I woke her up with my screams of orgasmic pleasure as Daddy pumped another tremendous load of spunk in my young pussy and as Daddy fell asleep, Mom once again licked my pussy clean and the last thing I remembered was thrashing on the bed as Mom made me cum as she sucked and nibbled on my clitoris.
We all slept late into the next day, my dreams filled with wonderful visions of family love, visions that were made true the next morning as my parents and I made love again and again.
I am now deep into my senior year at my new school. I look to graduate with honors and am mulling over my choices of colleges. I've abandoned any thought to returning out west to attend school. My heart and my pussy are determined to remain here in the loving bosom of my family. Mom and Daddy and I are so very close now -- as close a loving family as is humanly possible. I am as happy as a daughter can be. I have new friends and a new life and I am the lover of the two people I love and adore above all others.
The only thing I really miss from my old life is my old friend Vicky, and Mom and Dad say I can invite her out this coming summer. I can't wait to share my new life with my best friend. Mom was licking my pussy when I asked her if Vicky could visit. Mom raised her head up, my juices glistening on her chin and she smiled and replied, "Why not, Pammy, the more the merrier!"
The End
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Christmas time is a time that is replete with memories. Childhood memories of toys and Santa and Christmas trees and singing carols and eating all sorts of Christmas goodies, the images sometimes almost overwhelm you. For me all of those memories involve my Mom, the most loving and caring woman I have ever known. Truly, Mom is the wellspring of happiness that has blessed my life.
Just as powerful are my memories of Mom and I and our first Christmas together as lovers. Memories of Mom standing naked before me, backlit by the gentle glow of snow falling beyond the window behind her will stay with me forever. Mom naked on a quilt underneath my Christmas tree, legs spread wide as we make love. Those are memories I'll always treasure and their existence gives me hope that many more memories of the same will follow.
Mom drove up to Chicago three days before Christmas to bring me back home. As was tradition, she stayed the night so we could go shopping. We never made it to the big department stores or to the malls. We spent that night and most of the next day in bed, making love and listening to the weather reports.
It had been a little less than a month since we'd made love. Mom had drove me home for Thanksgiving and we gave thanks for being able to make love most of the long holiday weekend while the old Man and my brothers went deer hunting in Michigan. They were out the door before Thanksgiving dinner was digested Thursday afternoon, leaving Mom and me alone in the house for the next three glorious days. We made love in every room in the house I think, excepting for the messy pit that was my brothers' bedroom. We were both a little sore when Mom drove me back to Chicago Monday morning, but even so, we couldn't get enough of each other.
And despite just a month's absence, feeling Mom's body, soft and warm against mine, was like a man dying of thirst suddenly finding himself in a beautiful oasis. I let myself become besotted with Mom's luscious body. Now forty-three years old, Mom was more beautiful than ever. Mom's figure wasn't quite as zaftig as it had been a year ago, but Mom still possessed a voluptuous beauty with her heavy, gourd shaped breasts with thick, wide nipples that begged to be sucked on. Her legs were toned and shapely and between them was her thickly haired muff that hid her wet, fiery treasure box of a pussy.
All it took to get me hard was to see her lusty gaze, her brown-green eyes staring at me with such love and passion or to simply inhale her natural fragrance when I buried my face in her long, black hair; the hint of jasmine arousing me as no one else can. Mom is a powder keg of incestuous desire packaged in a sexy five foot, five inch frame. I don't see how any healthy male wouldn't fall in love with her instantly.
I was delighted to spend the evening of December 22 making love to Mom, her pussy wrapped tight around my cock and her legs wrapped tight around my back, the apartment filled with our mingled cries of passion as we tried to make up for a month's absence from each other. Other than whispered words of love, we rarely spoke as we fucked -- we didn't need to speak, we were linked heart and soul and we knew each other's thoughts as we gazed into each other's eyes and fucked as only a mother and son in love can fuck.
When we paused to catch our breath, we would listen anxiously to the weather reports, but alas, a second miracle Christmas blizzard was not in the offing. It was with more than a little wistfulness that we left for home the following afternoon. Still, every moment I spend with Mom alone is a good moment and we had an enjoyable drive back to my hometown in western Illinois. We listened to Christmas songs on the radio and Mom, wearing a long denim skirt with a slit up one side kept me entertained as she slowly worked it up her legs, revealing her creamy thighs and finally her wild, thick bush.
"Mommy's got a tasty Christmas treat for her son if he's hungry," Mom cooed as she used two fingers to spread wide her thick lips and reveal the lovely, glistening pink flesh of her cunt.
I glanced over at Mom's pussy and licked my lips. "I'm always hungry for you, Mom, but not sure I can eat pussy and drive at the same time." I was having a real hard time keeping my eyes on the road. Can you blame me? "Maybe I should pull off somewhere?"
Mom giggled and scooted across the bench seat, her skirt still up around her waist, revealing her furry twat. "No, John. Keep driving and I'll feed you myself." I felt myself hardening as Mom slipped her hand back between her legs and began rubbing herself, slipping one and then two fingers into her wet snatch. Her other hand found its way into my crotch, rubbing my growing erection under my jeans.
Mom purred appreciatively, partly from liking what she was feeling in my pants, and partly from fingering her already wet pussy. After playing with herself for maybe a minute, Mom lifted her fingers to my mouth.
I inhaled her scent, my nostrils flaring as I breathed the sweet, heady aroma of my mother's cunt. Mom pressed her wet, slick, pussy cream covered fingers against my lips and I sucked them into my mouth and licked them clean. I groaned happily as Mom took her fingers away. I've never tasted a woman as delicious as my mother. Mixed in with her creamy goodness was a hint of my own semen, not surprising as I had emptied my balls into her at least five times between one o'clock yesterday afternoon and two o'clock today.
We drove for the next hour that way, Mom fingering herself for a minute or two and then letting me suck her juices off her fingers. Gradually, Mom began to moan and sigh, working her fingers more vigorously in and out of her sopping wet pussy, filling the inside of the station wagon with her sexy scent. It was exciting to watch Mom pleasure herself and to taste her excitement with each sample of her juices literally dripping from her fingers.
The sun was setting and the light was dim inside our car as Mom finally cried out with orgasmic pleasure, hunching against her own fingers as she frantically and finally made herself cum. Traffic was light and the two lane road was straight, so as Mom squirmed on the seat next to me, I slipped one hand off the wheel and down along her soft thigh, my fingers sliding through her thick, curly hair and then into her wetness, finding and mingling with her fingers inside her hot, soaked pussy.
Mom cried out as she now had two additional fingers now teasing her insides. I counted three of her wriggling digits and between her gasps, I said in a teasing voice. "Between the two of us, you're getting a fist fuck, Mom!"
Mom could only sob in reply as her other hand clamped down on my wrist and began to pull it back and forth in a fucking motion until her orgasm went to a higher plain and she convulsed there on the seat next to me, lost for the moment in her orgasmic delight.
Then Mom's fingers were in my mouth and I was sucking off globs of her cream while she rose up and kissed my cheek and nuzzled my neck. When I was finished sucking her fingers clean, Mom's hand dropped to my crotch and she rubbed my aching hard-on anxiously while she continued to hunch herself on my fingers.
"Get off the road, son. Now! I need to taste you too," Mom sighed.
Luck was with me and I saw a small country church up ahead. I pulled off into its parking lot, stopping well away from the road. Mom was caught up in her arousal and before I had even put the car in park, she was furiously working my belt undone while squirming on my probing fingers. I scooted up and away from the wheel as Mom unzipped me, her hand freeing my aching cock. I groaned with long awaited anticipation as I felt Mom's soft breath on the head of my cock and then her wet tongue and then I was being swallowed as Mom began to suck me.
Mom's moans were stifled and soft, muffled by the meat between her lips, spurred on by my fingers as I plunged them in and out of her steamy, clasping cunt, curling them upwards as I sought out her G-spot. "Oh God, Mom! I love your mouth!" I groaned as Mom sucked and swirled her tongue over and around the head of my cock again and again. I had to laugh. I was certainly in the right place to send up a prayer of thanks for allowing me the privilege of being my Mom's lover.
Just knowing I was fingering my mother's cunt outside this little church was exciting and suddenly I had to taste Mom from the source. I eased her upwards as I stretched out on the bench seat and dropped her dripping cunt right on my face, my tongue spearing her drenched, pink flesh, slurping up the juices flooding her pussy. As I ate my mother out, I returned two fingers to her tender folds and again began to search for her sensitive places.
I pressed down on the right place and Mom squealed happily as her pussy suddenly flooded my face with her juices as I made her orgasm again. Mom sucked me furiously and after such an extended period of arousal, I was ready to explode and did so. "Cumming, Mom!" I cried as I sloppily lapped up her tasty cream.
Long minutes passed as we both rode out our respective orgasms, Mom refusing to relinquish my penis until she had sucked and licked it clean of every bit of my semen. When I knew Mom couldn't take my probing fingers anymore, I slipped them from her quivering pussy and sucked her delectable creamy juices until my fingers were clean.
Mom and I kissed then, embracing each other tightly as we tasted ourselves on each other. We held each other for a long time, reveling in our love and both sending up to God our silent thanks for each other. "It's a pretty little church, isn't it, John?" Mom said.
"Yeah, it kinda reminds me of your old church back in Kentucky," I replied.
"Someday, son," Mom whispered. "Someday I'm going to marry you in front of God and everyone in a church like this." Even in the dark of early evening, I could see the fire in Mom's eyes -- the passion that made my heart swell with love and desire for her whenever I saw it.
I kissed Mom again, a tender lovers kiss. "Yes, you will marry me, Mom. It's meant to be, but just hearing you say it aloud is like the world's best Christmas present."
Mom made a cooing sound and melted into my arms and we kissed again until the cold air began to penetrate the car and then we reluctantly began to make our way home again.
Once we arrived at the house, Mom leaned over and kissed me again, her tongue dancing with mine and then playfully licking the tip of my nose before saying, "I have a surprise for you in your room."
When I asked her what it was, Mom just smiled and said, "Wait and see."
Inside, we were greeted by our family. My younger twin brothers doing the obligatory punching and roughhousing of their big brother and our father looking up from his Lazy boy chair and after taking a sip of beer saying grumpily, "I thought you'd be home in time to cook supper, Carrie." He gestured towards the kitchen. We ordered pizza. There's some left in the kitchen."
Mom and I exchanged a naughty grin and Mom replied, "No, thanks, John and I had something to eat on the road."
We sat and chatted awhile, catching up on my brothers' goings on as they went into the home stretch of senior year. I went over my own progress in school as I prepared to graduate in May. Not for the last time my father snorted in derision and said, "Yeah, there goes four years wasted and a lot of money down the drain. Good luck getting a job as a -- what the hell is it -- technical writer?" Dad rolled his eyes.
Normally, I would have done a slow burn and probably left the room and in truth I had planned to share this news with Mom alone first as a Christmas surprise, but the moment was too sweet. "Actually, Dad, I been interviewed by several companies and I already have two job offers." I looked over at Mom and added as her eyes grew wider with surprise. "One of the companies is near Lexington, Kentucky, Mom -- not too far from where you grew up."
Mom's hands flew to her mouth and for a moment I thought she might cry. Then she came across the room and hugged me. "Oh, John! That's wonderful, just wonderful!" It felt good and it felt strange to have Mom hugging me like that in front of Dad. I liked it.
Mom turned and looked at the old Man. "Well, Frank. Tell your son congratulations for heaven's sake."
Dad looked mildly irritated, but he stood up and shook my hand. "Good, um, work. Be glad to have you paying your own way." He turned and headed for the stairs, mumbling something about the world going to hell these days.
Mom hugged me again, kissing me on my cheek. The twins whacked me on the back and headed down to their bedroom in the basement. When they had turned thirteen, they had begged Mom to let them move down there so they could have more room for their combined junk. Between the weight equipment, ping-pong table, their beds and assorted sports clutter, it looked more like a testosterone tinged thrift shop than a bedroom. Hey, it made them happy.
Mom and I headed upstairs. Alone for the moment, our hands found each other as we walked up the steps. "Are you ready for your surprise?" Mom asked as we approached my old room.
I raised an eyebrow and looked around. I could hear the old Man messing around in the hall bathroom. "Right now, here, with everyone around?" I replied.
Mom smiled and said, "Well, at least the first part of your surprise." She pointed towards my door. "Go ahead, John."
I opened the door and stopped -- a little amazed. "Wow!" I said. There in my room was a full sized Christmas tree, next to the window that looked out into the street. It was decorated and lit up. "Mom, it's beautiful." I said. For some reason, my heart was pounding as so many memories from last Christmas flooded my thoughts.
"Isn't that the silliest shit you ever saw?" Dad came up from behind us. He looked over our shoulders at the tree in my room and then shook his head in disgust. "One tree is bad enough, but your mother thought it would look cute up here." He let his voice rise to a falsetto and said, "It looks Christmassy!"
Mom ignored him, her eyes on me, full of passion and love. "I like it. No, I love it," I said in reply. "Thanks, Mom!" I leaned over and kissed her on the corner of her mouth.
Mom's face flushed, partly I think from my near brazen expression of my love for her and partly out of her own love for me. Neither of us paid Dad much attention as he headed for the stairs, muttering, "Figures, you two are just alike -- got your damn heads in the clouds. John's definitely your son, Carrie."
Mom's hand linked up with mine again as Dad disappeared downstairs and she pulled herself into my embrace. "Yes, you are definitely my son, John...and so much more, thank God. I love you, son."
"I love you, Mom," I replied and we kissed as only passionate lovers can, pulling each other tighter until we could feel our hearts pounding in unison. When we finally parted, we were both breathing heavily. After trying to sate our appetite for each other the last couple of days, we were both as anxious as honeymooners to have each other again.
"I really do love the tree, Mom. It is Christmassy!" I said. "Um, you said something about this just being the first part of my surprise?"
Mom grinned and ran her hands over the throbbing bulge in my jeans. "Patience, son -- Christmas is almost here and you never know what Santa might leave under your Christmas tree on Christmas morning."
I started to say something in reply, but we heard the phone ring and a few moments later, the old man bawling, "Carrie, the phone! I think it's your sister."
Mom rolled her eyes and then kissed me again and whispered, "Later, son."
The next day was extremely busy as Mom hurried around, getting things ready for Christmas dinner. She rarely was able to leave the kitchen, despite my help. Of course, I probably slowed her down as we would pause to kiss and make out whenever a chance arose.
We'd hoped for a little quiet time, but it being Christmas Eve, all of Dad's cronies were also doing the family thing and even his favorite bar/bowling alley closed early. Additionally, a few of Dad's relatives lived in town and were in and out all day as well and it's really hard trying to feel your mother up when there are youngsters screaming around the house at any given moment.
The evening ended quietly enough. The twins went out with friends to go sledding and Dad sullenly worked his way through a 12-pack of beer while watching Christmas themed television shows. Mom and I sat on the couch, as near to each other as decorum would allow. Around ten o'clock, snow began to fall and the weatherman soon confirmed that we would get a Christmas snow. "Not as much as last year's blizzard, but a good five or six inches of snow by morning. So, go to bed, kids. Santa is already on his way!" the weatherman told us cheerfully.
Despite Dad's protestations, Mom turned out all the lights except for the family Christmas tree and she and I watched the snow fall through the big bay window in the living room while Dad drank beer and alternately watched and dozed through Aliaster Sim's version of 'A Christmas Carol.' In the dimness as we watched the lovely snowfall, Mom's hand somehow found its way into mine. Amazing how much love can be communicated just through the gentle squeeze of a hand.
Shortly before Midnight, Mom announced she was going to bed. She stood up, leaned over and kissed me softly on the corner of my mouth, mouthing the words, "I love you, John," and told the Old Man goodnight. He was somewhere around his tenth or eleventh beer and what he said back wasn't real intelligible.
I watched old Scrooge wake up Christmas morning to a fresh start on life and wishing my father, Merry Christmas, I went to my room as well. I wasn't sleepy and was edgy and horny as hell, knowing Mom was just down the hall. I got out and wrapped gifts, placing one of them under the Christmas tree. I read for a little while, but finally just turned out all the lights, but for my Christmas tree and stretched out on my bed in a t-shirt and shorts and watched the lights twinkle and the snow fall through the window beyond.
Near one A.M. I heard the twins come in. They were laughing and giggling and more than a bit noisy as they stumbled around the kitchen. I heard Mom's door open and her footsteps in the hall and then down the stairs. I guess she read the boys the riot act because the last noise I heard from them was them retreating to their basement bedroom.
In a bit I heard Mom's footsteps again on the stairs and in the hall, stopping in front of my door. I felt my heart beat faster as I heard her lightly knock on the door and then step inside, closing the door quietly behind her. Mom looked lovely as always even though she was wearing her old flannel robe that she'd had for as long as I could remember. She had a heavy comforter in her arms that she tossed into a chair.
"Merry Christmas, son," Mom said in a breathless voice. "Happy anniversary, sweetheart." Mom undid the sash of her robe and then shrugged it off her shoulders. I sat up quick as Mom's body, dressed in a diaphanous white negligee. Remember this, John?" Mom asked me, a lusty gleam in her eyes.
I was off the bed in a second, rushing to my barely clad mother, admiring the way her lush body filled out the almost transparent nightgown. Low cut and offering an almost completely unfettered view of her breasts, nipples swollen and prominent. The gauzy material did little to hide her curvy legs or the unruly thatch of hair between her porcelain thighs.



I took Mom in my arms. "Our first night as lovers, Mom," I said in a voice thick with emotion. "You're as beautiful now as you were that first night." I kissed Mom -- my lips opening to the touch of her tongue, sucking her tongue into my mouth and caressing it with my own tongue. I tightened my embrace, pulling Mom against me -- feeling the heat of her body melding with mine.
Our kiss seemed to go on and on, as if we were afraid that it might be our last and we had to make it last as long as we could. Our tongues swirled madly against each other, our breathing growing heavy as our passion grew. Already, I could smell Mom's arousal, wafting upwards from her wet cunt, mingling with that ever present hint of jasmine, a sweet scent I will treasure until the end of my days. My cock swelled within my shorts, seeking escape, seeing to press against and into my mother's loving flesh.
When our kiss finally ended, Mom gasped in a whisper, "I love you, son. Make love to me. It's Christmas -- it's our night. Make love to me right now." For emphasis, Mom again pressed her lips against mine, her ardent kiss making me lightheaded even as her hands probed and began to work my shorts down.
My cock sprung free and was in Mom's hand and she began to rub it against her belly, pressing her silk covered body against mine. "What if we get caught?" I said softly as Mom ended the kiss and yanked my shirt over my head, her lips kissing me on the chest, tongue rolling over my own pebbled nipples.
Mom kissed me again, a hungry kiss that nipped at my lips. "I don't care, John. All I know is this is our anniversary -- our first anniversary and I want my son to fuck me, right here, right now under our Christmas tree."
One hand still wrapped around my erect dick, Mom turned and reached for the comforter she'd brought in. With a flick of her wrist, she unfolded it and flung it in the general direction of the tree. My mother kissed me again and as we again were locked in a lover's kiss, she walked us over towards our blinking tree. Mom's hand gently stroked up and down on my throbbing penis while she used her feet to kick open and spread out the comforter. She walked us a few steps to the bed where she seized the pillows and tossed them onto the spread out blanket.
"I love you, John. Make love to me. Fuck me, son. Fuck me right now. Fuck me, John. Fuck me." Mom whispered her incestuous words with an almost religious intensity. Mom began to sink onto the blanket, pulling me down with her, squatting and then lying back as her legs spread out, taking me to rest between them, even as she somehow managed to pull her negligee over her head. "Fuck me, son. Promise me that on Christmas you will always make love to me, John."
I eased myself down on top of Mom, feeling her thighs pull back alongside my hips, rolling her hips upward, her thick hairy muff tickling my aching erection and then pressing upwards to reveal Mom's heat, Mom's wetness and Mom's need. "I love you so much, Mom," I said as I felt my chest press into her meaty tits. "Merry Christmas, Mom. I love youuu." My last word came out in a moan as the head of my cock found Mom's pussy, slick and open with desire and then I was thrusting and I was inside my mother once again, home where I belonged.
Mom moaned, lifting her head to muffle her own cries by kissing me. I felt her fingernails dig into my back as with one long, slow movement, I buried my cock deep in her motherly cunt. Mom thrust her pelvis up to meet my cock's movement and to help me go deeper all that more quickly. Mom's ankles brushed my asscheeks and then her heels dug in, using that leverage to open herself to me even more, to help my cock get deeper into her womb.
It was that perfect erotic and incestuous moment where need and desire become pleasure, indescribably delicious as man and woman join to become one. My cock sank through Mom's hot, creamy flesh which tightened around my shaft, embracing it lovingly as she took all of me. For an indeterminate amount of time, we were suspended in that perfect incestuous embrace, unable and unwilling to move, our kiss growing more passionate as we savored the intense pleasure that grows in intensity every time we make love.
Mom's nipples, already thick and swollen, seemed to grow even more erect against my chest. Through her heavy breasts, flattened out by my weight, I could feel her heart beat wildly, it's frantic pace matched by my own.
As our kiss ended and I frantically gasped for air, Mom's head rolled back on the pillow, her eyes almost closed as she grinned with a near obscene leer, a soft and almost animal like groan of sexual satisfaction escaping her lips.
My arms went under hers and then I curled them around to grip her shoulders, using the position for leverage as I slowly withdrew my cock halfway and then thrust back into Mom's steaming pussy.
As only lovers can, we began to move as one -- my cock slipping in and out of Mom's loving cunt as she worked her vaginal muscles, her silky slick sugar walls clinging greedily to my shaft, creating that unique, incredibly pleasurable friction that grew with each movement of our bodies. Our eyes were locked on each other, we shared short, quick, tender kisses intermixed with longer, passionate soul kisses that seemed to go on forever. Mom's arms and legs tightened around me, pressing our suddenly sweat slick bodies tighter.
In between kisses, Mom would bite her lower lip (such a sexy overbite!), and sigh or moan. If my thrusts made her cry out louder, she would rush to kiss me, let her own moan fade on my lips. Mom, with her black hair spread out on the pillow, looked like an angel, the lights of the tree playing off her fair skin, enhancing the sparkle in her eyes. I felt my heart and soul become lost in her eyes, taking me in and enveloping me in her love, never to let me go.
Our pleasure built as we fucked, our movements picking up speed and intensity. The liquid fire of Mom's pussy, enveloping my cock seemed to spread -- the flames of our incestuous desire for each other raced through our veins, consuming us as we drove each other closer to the immolation of pure, incestuous love and pleasure.
Mom's tongue thrust into my mouth, frantically dueling my own as she began to cry out her overwhelming joy at once again being brought to orgasm by her oldest son. Mom's cunt walls clamped down around my cock. I was buried inside Mom's womb to the root, feeling my own orgasm breaking through as her steamy flesh massaged my cock shaft. There was a flood of wetness, like a scalding stream of sweet and deliciously fragrant oil bathing my cock and then I answered with my own -- my cock head swelling and then spraying Mom's pussy with jet after jet of my hot semen.
Our bodies clinched even tighter and seemed to freeze in the sweet moment of our incestuous orgasm. As we kissed, our tongues intertwined, we both had our eyes opened, staring into each other's souls and seeing the deep love that we had for each other. We clung to each other out of desire and out of need for each other and most of all out of love for each other. Mom and I both knew that in each other's arms was where we were meant to be, now and forever.
As we calmed down, I moved to take my weight off Mom, but she tightened her legs around me to maintain her grip. "Son, are you really going to take a job with the E_____ company? In Lexington? You'll be moving to Lexington?"
I smiled, nodded and said, "No, we'll be moving to the old home place. Together. Forever."
Tears rolled down Mom's face as she tried to laugh and cry at the same time. All she could manage to say was "Yes, together."
The last thing I remember was Mom in my arms after I slipped out of her, both of us cuddling on the quilt and I had yanked my blankets off the bed to cover us. I whispered, "I love you so much, Mom."
Mom's head was resting on my chest, her hand on my stomach, just above my pubic hair. She turned to kiss my cheek and replied, "I love you, son. Merry Christmas." We fell asleep, finding everything we needed to be happy in each other's embrace.
When I woke, it was early morning. A grayish light shone through the window, but even the dim and gloomy morning light did nothing to detract from Mom's beauty. Mom was lying next to me, her head propped up on her elbow watching me.
"Good morning, sweetheart," Mom said quietly. She leaned over me, her breasts mashing against my chest and side, and kissed me, a gentle lover's kiss.
"Merry Christmas, Mom," I answered, reaching out to pull her close again to kiss her again. "What time is it?"
"Early still. Nobody will be up for a while."
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Watching my son sleep." Mom replied. "I used to love watching you sleep when you were little." Mom reached out and brushed my hair off my forehead. "I missed it when you got to be older. I'm glad to be able to do it again."
We kissed again, Mom halfway rolling on top of me, her naked body warm and soft against mine. We necked under the blankets for a bit, but we both knew that she needed to leave soon. In any case, it was a fine way to wake up Christmas morning, kissing and caressing the woman I love.
Finally the moment came that we both knew Mom should get up or we would be discovered. I hated that feeling. I wished we could simply go public with our love for each other, but I knew deep down that for now, we had to be satisfied with what we had.
Mom sat up, the blankets falling away as she raised her arms and stretched, pulling her breasts up in a fine display. She looked so sexy, I couldn't resist reaching up and cupping one hefty and meaty globe, slowly rubbing Mom's thick nipple with a finger.
Mom giggled and swatted my hand away. "God, you know that makes me nuts. I better get going before the twins get moving around and looking for breakfast."
I reached out and took Mom's hand. "Can you wait a second, Mom. I think Santa left you something under the tree."
Mom laughed and said, "Oh really?" She reached under the blankets and found my hard cock. She stroked it slowly. "Maybe he left me a tree from the size of this."
I sighed happily but turned and reached out further under the tree and pulled out the present I had left there the night before. "Merry Christmas, Mom." I said, giving her a kiss as I handed it to her. "I wanted to give you this while we're alone.
Mom cooed and turned it over in her hands. "Baby, you shouldn't have." Mom tore the wrapping off to reveal a small, oblong box. "John, what have you done?" Mom said in an anxious voice. She opened it and gasped. She held up the double string of pearls. "Oh my goodness. They're beautiful! Son, you spent too much!"
"Lots of overtime and weekends this fall, Mom," I said. "And you know what a bargain hunter I am." Truthfully, it was a bargain. I had found the necklace in a pawn shop and had haggled with the dealer for half an hour before we settled on a price. Myself, I didn't feel it was too much money to spend, besides, working all those extra hours had helped me get through all those long, lonely weeks without Mom.
"Here, let me help you with them." Mom turned around and I slipped the pearls around her neck and did up the clasp.
Mom turned back and I helped her get the strands arranged. I realized that there is little one can do to improve the beauty of a naked woman, but pearls...well as they rested against her chest, drawing attention to her flawless skin and to her magnificent mature breasts, the pearls seemed to compliment Mom's natural loveliness.
"Well?" Mom said eagerly. "How do they look.?"
I climbed to my feet, Mom snickered as my now erect penis swayed in front of her. "Come and see, Mom," I said, holding out my hand to her.
I led Mom over to the mirror hanging on the wall. Mom stared at her own naked body, running a finger over the strands. I stood behind my mother, my cock, pressing into the cleft between her soft cheeks. I slipped my arms around her waist and we both stared at ourselves. Yes, there is something a little extra erotic about a woman wearing nothing but a pearl necklace. I kissed Mom on the shoulder. "See, Mom? You look beautiful."
Mom shivered and leaned back against me. "Well, I can tell you like how they look." Mom admired them for a moment again and then said, "Thank you, darling." She raised an eyebrow and tried for a chagrined look. "And I didn't bring you a present." Mom turned around in my arms, her breasts sweeping deliciously across my skin, her nipples hard as diamonds.
I kissed Mom and replied, "I think I had my present last night. And I really, enjoyed it!"
Mom's hand trailed down my chest and found its way to my hard cock. "Well, maybe I can give you a little something extra right now. Besides, I haven't had breakfast, John."
Mom slipped out of my embrace, lowering herself into a squatting position. Let me tell you, Mom never looked hotter. She looked up at me with her beautiful eyes and said, "If I wasn't so hungry for your cum, I might just get me another pearl necklace, John."
Mom took me entire her mouth and I groaned as my hands cupped her head, fingers intertwining with the strands of her dark hair. In the growing light of Christmas morning, I looked down to the cock swelling sight of my mother staring intently up at me as her lips engulfed my shaft and slid back and forth wetly while her tongue did things to my cock that made my knees weak. As Mom sucked me, she fondled my balls gently, a fingernail gently scratching that sensitive, ticklish place just behind my testicles.
Mom truly is a cocksucking artist, varying her pace as she made her loving blowjob last and last. Mom was aware of the visual aspect of sucking cock as well, making sure to come up for air once in a while, letting me slip from her warm, wet mouth so she could lewdly lick and kiss the head of my cock, slick with her saliva and my precum and not once did Mom take her eyes off my face, a naughty grin flashing and showing me that she was enjoying this as much as I was.
With a loud slurp, Mom took me back in her mouth, demonstrating once again her ability to deep throat me, taking me until my pubic hair was ticking her nose. With my cock wedged in her throat, Mom would make a happy, gurgling sound that made me reach out and touch the wall in order to keep my balance.
It was at that moment that we both heard the old Man thumping up the stairs, hacking and coughing. I started to pull back, but Mom's hands were quickly cupping my ass cheeks and she subtly shook her head and continued to suck my cock, unhurried by any outside concerns. In fact, as Mom continued to stare up at me lovingly, she seemed to be smiling, her eyes full of delight at our carnal behavior with Dad stomping down the hall.
We heard the bathroom door open and close. Mom never slowed down. Her tongue continued to dance around the crown of my cock, swirling here and teasing there, sanding over my piss slit in such a way that I felt the pressure begin to build. "Mom," I said softly. "I'm going to cum."
"Mmmmmmm!" Mom hummed as her tongue continued to flutter over the head of my cock. She began sucking me furiously and then it felt like my cock head was swelling to bursting and then I was cumming -- powerful gouts of hot semen flooding Mom's mouth. I felt her lips tighten around my shaft, locking me in place as she gulped down my seed. Mom's fingernails dug slightly into my ass cheeks as she continued to suck and swallow while I whimpered in sheer delight at the expression of incestuous love on my mother's face.
Long after I was drained, Mom continued to suck me, making sure she had taken every precious drop of my sperm that she could and then lovingly she licked me clean and smiled up at me. ""This is so unfair. I just realized that that's the second Christmas present I've gotten from you this morning." Mom said, licking her lips with her semen smeared tongue.
I pulled Mom to her feet and gave her a kiss, tasting myself on her lovely lips. "No complaints here, Mom. I love the way you celebrate Christmas."
We both knew that our lovely Christmas morning was over, but neither of us wanted it to end. We continued to kiss as I helped Mom with her sleek and sheer negligee and then with true regret, I helped her slip on her old flannel robe.
"I love you so much, Mom. Thank you for the last wonderful year," I said as I slipped my arms around her one more time.
As I pulled her in for another kiss, Mom replied, "This is just the beginning, son. We're going to have a lifetime of wonderful years together. I love you, John." We kissed, a long slow kiss that neither of us wanted to end, but alas, it did. My heart filled with a sort of melancholy as Mom slipped quietly out the door. Any place that didn't have Mom to brighten it with her presence always seems a little sad to me.
Much to my surprise, when I went downstairs to get a bit of breakfast, Mom was wearing her pearls. Mom had on navy jeans that emphasized her lovely ass and a Christmas sweater, very red with a scoop neck that drew attention to her voluptuous cleavage and her new pearl necklace.
We were alone and I gave Mom a kiss on the back of her neck that made her sigh and then a kiss on the lips that made me hard again. As Mom handed me a glass of orange juice, I said, "You look lovely, Mom. But..."
"But what?" Mom replied.
"How are you going to explain these?"
Mom snorted and rolled her eyes. "Please, baby -- like your father or your brothers are even going to notice. Mom leaned in and kissed me again. "And if they do, I'll tell them I got them from my wonderful oldest son." Mom looked into my eyes with a fierce determination that might make most men quake. "I'm not embarrassed or ashamed in the slightest. None of them treat me with any more respect than they would a hired maid -- maybe even worse. I lived with that for years, but you brought me back to life, my dear son and lover. They don't like it, fuck them."
I have to confess. Mom's words thrilled me. I wanted to make love to her right then and there. Alas, that we heard Dad come coughing and snorting back down the stairs, dressed, but looking bleary eyed.
Mom handed him a cup of coffee and said, "Merry Christmas, Frank."
The old Man mumbled something that sounded like "Sure," and took his cup and went back into the living room. A moment later, we heard the television come on. Mom rolled her eyes again, then smiled and kissed me, slipping her tongue into my mouth. We kissed, arms around each other until we heard footsteps coming up from the basement.
Mom, with my help, fixed a big breakfast and the good smells of it even drew the Old Man into the kitchen. After eating our breakfast feast, our family retired to the living room (it had been a long time since Christmas began early morning with the whole family opening presents under the Christmas tree. Of course, nowadays, Mom and I have our own traditions, began so many years ago.
Mom (and officially, Dad, although I am positive, he never lifted a hand to do any shopping), had music albums for the twins, as well as the obligatory clothes and bottles of aftershave. The twins gave Mom a box of chocolates and the same perfume they'd been giving her for the last six years -- not the one she favored.
I got the twins new albums as well and tickets to see the Cubs in May. Dad I gave an antique casting spinner I had found in a second hand store on the Chicago's South Side one that actually worked. I think it was the first honest and happy smile I had been the cause on the Old Man's face in several years. He actually said, "Thank you, son."
For me, there was cologne as well, a brand Mom had long told me that she found sexy when I wore it and a beautiful sweater and to a brand new watch. Inside the watch case was a little note and I felt my face flush a bit and looked up to see Mom smiling at me evilly. The note read, "Just a little something to help you count down the hours, minutes and seconds until we're free to fuck each other's brains out forever! Love, Mom!" I know I had a big grin on my face as I exclaimed, "Thanks!"



Dad feeling gregarious and as he had so often done in the past, took credit for my present and spoke up for both him and Mom and said, "My pleasure." Mom grinned with amusement and gave me a sly wink that made my cock throb with pleasure.
Mom was a little surprised when I handed her an envelope and said, "Merry Christmas, Mom."
She opened it and pulled out the contents, giving a little gasp as she said, "Tickets to see Chicago (the rock group)! New Year's Eve! John, how did you get these? They must have cost a fortune!"
I shrugged and said in my best Chicago accent, "Hey, I know somebody who knows somebody." Truthfully, my boss at the distributorship got the tickets from the club, but his wife had made plans for dinner at some county club for New Year's Eve and had sold them to me. "You and Dad can paint the town and party in Chicago this New Year's." Mom's face went wide with surprise when I said that, but I gave her a reassuring wink and begin to count to ten.
I made it to three before the Old Man blustered. "To hell with that. I got plans already. I already told you, Carrie. I'm taking the boys ice fishing up in Minnesota. Blair's got a cabin up there we're going to stay in, just like last year."
Mom struggled to keep a grin on her face and said with a plaintive tone. "Well, what am I supposed to do, Frank? I can't go alone?"
The Old Man shrugged (and I suddenly realized we do that the same way), and said, "Well, you were going to run John back up on the second of January anyway. Go up early and let him go with you. Hell, he got the tickets for you, anyway."
Mom frowned and then nodded her head. "I guess I could do that. John, you okay with that? You mind spending New Year's Eve with your mother?"
I grinned and shrugged. "I guess so, Mom. Sounds all right with me." And I winked again. Merry Christmas at the Hamilton House!
Later on in the day, I was in the kitchen again with Mom. The twins had gone off to see how their friends had made out for Christmas and Dad was watching the Football game in between naps. Mom had put on a wonderful Christmas dinner and I was helping her clean up the kitchen. We washed and dried and snuck in kisses and the occasional goose.
We'd put the last of the dishes up and Mom was leaning against the sink while I kissed her. As much as I love having Mom's pussy wrapped around my cock, there is something to be said for the sweet and simple pleasure of having your mother's lips pressed against yours, with or without tongue. I had one denim covered leg between Mom's slightly spread legs and as we kissed, she slowly rubbed her jean covered mound against my thigh. Even through her jeans, I could feel Mom's heat.
"Somebody think's they're clever," Mom said, her hand on my chest. "What would you have done if your father had said he'd take me to the show?"
I laughed and shaking my head, said, "I don't know. Pistols at dawn. Winner keeps the most beautiful woman in the world?" I stroked a finger down Mom's cheek and across her luscious lips. "It sucks to say it, but, we both know how the Old Man is. I never had a doubt that on New Year's Eve you and I would be together. And now we can be ourselves, lost in the crowd, being the lovers we are."
Mom kissed my finger, rolling her lips around it and then nipping it playfully. "You're right of course. We live a bit dangerously, don't we?" Mom sucked on my finger, slowly as if it were my cock, her eyes always looking into my eyes. She let me slip from her mouth and pushed off the sink, her arms going up and around my neck. "We have to, don't we? We have to because we're meant to be together."
Mom kissed me then, pressing her mouth fiercely to mine, her tongue hungrily searching out mine. I pulled her tighter against me, relishing the softness and warmth of her body. We were meant to be together. Nothing ever felt so right then or now. Our hearts seemed to beat as one, driving the blood through our bodies, driving the lusty thoughts that quickly inflamed our need for each other.
Not for the first time was I amazed at how the wildfire of incestuous passion came over us both. Without thinking, without saying a word, Mom and I were caught up in our immediate carnal desires.
Mom's hands dropped to my waist and began fumbling at my jeans. She broke the kiss suddenly, a string of saliva stretching between our mouths as she looked into my eyes and gasped, "Fuck me, lover. Fuck me now, John!"
I reached out for Mom's hand and rolled my eyes up towards the ceiling, ready to lead her upstairs. Mom shook her head as she undid my jeans and unzipped me. "I want my son to fuck me right here, right now!" she hissed. Mom undid her jeans and pushed them down over her hips, her panties, right along with them. I caught a pungent whiff of her aroused cunt and any doubts or concerns went right out the window.
Mom stepped out of her jeans and kicked them away, looking incredibly erotic naked from the waist down except for a cute pair of white ankle socks. Her thick bush glistened with her juices and she again hissed quietly, "C'mon, John. Give your mother what she needs -- a good Christmas day fucking!"
My jeans were down around my ankles now and I kicked them off to join Mom's pants in a crumpled heap. My cock was throbbing and erect, anxious to be buried in Mom's warmth. Mom's arms came up around my neck again and she hunched herself against me, her moist and blossoming wide labia rubbing wetly against my thigh and cock. My hands came up and squeezed Mom's heavy breasts through her sweater and I kissed her hard, forcing my tongue into her mouth
I felt Mom's left leg lift, her thigh rubbing against mine. I dropped my hand to her meaty ass cheeks and lifted her slightly while bending my knees. Mom's other leg came up, leaving her suspended in my hands. I felt my cock trapped between our bodies and rubbing against her soft belly, then through thick, crinkly hair and then wetness, sweet, hot wetness and my hard erection knew its way home and then Mom moaned into my mouth as my cockhead found the opening to her steamy cunt and drove upwards into her welcoming flesh.
Using the sink behind her as a support, Mom wrapped her luscious legs around my waist and impaled herself on my long cock, breaking the kiss and arching her back as she ground herself into me, her teeth clenched as she struggled not to moan as I plunged ever deeper into her cunt until our pubic hair tangled together and I felt her wetness against my groin.
It was a sweet moment, our mother-son lust mingling with the thrill of being discovered. The Old Man, Mom's husband and my father sat not fifteen feet away, oblivious to our love making just as he had become oblivious to the beautiful, sexual woman that was about to escape his life.
Planting my feet firmly, I whispered, "I love you so much, Mom!" as I began to slowly thrust into her, my hands on her waist, helping brace her as I fucked her creamy pussy. Mom's breasts bounced above and underneath her red sweater, her new pearls looking so enticing on the exposed portion of her neck and chest. I leaned in, pulling Mom close and began kissing her neck and upper chest, my tongue rolling across the exposed swells of her breasts.
Mom's hands became entangled in my hair and she held me close, shuddering from the quick, hard strokes of my stiff penis and shivering from my loving kisses and licks and nibbles on her chest and throat. I felt her lips kissing my ear and her lovely voice gasping softly, "I love you, John, sweet lover son. I love you too!" Mom tightened her legs around me, trying to get me deeper inside her as she flexed and worked her cunt muscles, massaging my cock in her liquid, velvety heat.
On and on we fucked, our lust and love consuming us, making us ignorant to the world around us. It simply didn't exist. Mom urged my face upwards and I was looking into her lovely eyes, pools of love that became the center of my existence as our bodies slapped into each other again and again. We kissed and within that kiss as our tongues made love on their own, I felt the moan growing in Mom's throat. Mom's thighs tightened against me as her cunt began to spasm, clenching my cock in it's velvet grip and bathing it anew with her fiery creams.
As Mom began to orgasm, I tried to hold out, but her body urged me to cum and I did, going rigid, trying to thrust as deeply into her womb as possible as my cock began to gush streamer after streamer of hot, thick semen. It was that exquisite mutual orgasm -- the one where we merge into one being, one consciousness, almost able to read each other's thoughts, sharing our individual pleasures and creating something greater, something eternal. It seemed to go on and on -- our hearts racing, our bodies covered in fuck sweat, tears running down our face from the sheer power of our incestuous lovemaking.
Long minutes passed before I was willing to let Mom out of my grip. Finally, with both of us trembling with effort and gasping for air, I sat Mom down. We stood there in the kitchen, Mom's arms around my neck for support, her head against my chest, holding each other up as we found ourselves mortals again.
Finally, Mom looked up at me. "Son, I will never get tired of that! You do know how to fuck a woman!"
I kissed her on the forehead and replied, "I know how to fuck my mother. She's taught me well."
Giggling like naughty children, we gathered up our jeans and naked from the bottom down, walked quietly passed the living room where the Old Man sat oblivious and ignorant of the passion and love and lust that had been burning just a few feet away. Up the stairs we crept, my hand cupping Mom's ass as we went.
#
So went our Christmas holidays. Days spent secretly or blatantly seeking opportunities to make love. Dad and the twins did their thing, ignoring Mom as they had done for years, while I strove to make every second with her count. It was none too soon that we drove back to Chicago where at last we could be the real us -- a happy, loving couple.
New Year's Eve found us together. My most enduring memory of that night is of us dancing at the club, listening to the words of one of our favorite band's favorite songs. Mom really outdid herself, dressing up to please me and to let the exhibitionist sexuality of her nature shine.
Mom's party dress was sinfully hot -- a sexy red dress -- short and strapless like last year. This one had a plunging V-neckline that put all but perhaps a third of her magnificent breasts on view for all the world to see and short enough to show off her sexy legs, especially with the four inch heels. Mom had also decided to perm her dark hair, so that it fell past her shoulders in a cascade of curls. She looked like some perfect incarnation of a goddess -- and to me, that was what Mom was and is -- the goddess of my heart.
There were other couples out on the dance floor, but we might as well have been alone, lost in our own world, caught up in the music and each other. "As time goes on, I realize, just what you mean to me." Never were truer words spoken or sung. Mom and I danced the night away, sure in each other's love, knowing that we would always have each other, bodies close together, aroused by the simple presence of each other, confident in the knowledge that as light dawned on the first day of the New Year, Mom and I would be making love, Mom's legs spread wide, my cock in her motherly pussy, knowing that this was just the beginning -- the first wonderful day of the rest of our lives, lives that would be spent together as mother and son, lovers and eventually husband and wife.
We had no clue that fate was about to take a hand in our lives...
To be continued...
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It struck me funny how things led to our four young men cooling their heels in Natalie's living room just a couple of hours after they had graduated high school, unhappy about being home with family instead of off partying hard with their classmates. Not a one of them suspected that this all really began nine years ago when they joined the local eight-nine year olds soccer league and turned us into soccer moms.
James and I had just moved to Somerset, a nice, quiet suburb of a larger city where James worked. Natalie and I had already become friends, being next door to each other and getting acquainted over the summer before John started the fourth grade. He had instantly become best friends with Natalie's son, Karl. Our husbands also began hanging out together, James recognizing in Steve a kindred sports and barbequing enthusiast.
By the time, Karl and John enrolled in the local youth soccer league, we adults had become quite the foursome. James and I were already heavily flirting with Natalie and Steve and were just waiting for the right moment to suggest a little foursome fun in the bedroom. James and I have always been swingers, having first met at a little orgy at his fraternity back in our college days.
By the time we "officially" proposed the idea of having a sexual foursome, Natalie and I had already spent a little time having some girl-girl fun. Turns out she was as big a slut as I was and bisexual since her teenage years.
At the soccer games, she and I became close to another soccer mom, Donna and after a few tentative flirts, she began joining Natalie and I in some late morning lesbian games. It didn't take much to convince her husband Robert to join the foursome and his long dick was a welcome addition at our husband and wife affairs. Their son, Robbie was also a classmate of John and Karl's and so everything seemed to work together nicely.
Other couples over the years have come and gone from the Somerset Slutty Soccer Moms' Association, but we three core couples have stuck together. Three years ago, we added a solid fourth member to our little get-togethers, Heather, an Iraqi war widow. Her son Dale seemed to fit right in with our sons and the four of them are inseparable.
Once or twice a month, we couples would gather together at one house and we would just lose ourselves in a night of hard, nasty, no holds barred sex. Sometimes, there would be more couples, but there would always be the seven of us (or eight if Heather brought a date). Our sons would be at one of the other homes, under the supervision of a babysitter. We gals would gather together more often, sometimes just a couple of us, but many mornings, the four of us would be licking pussy and bringing out the sex toys while other women would be watching game shows or soap operas.
I think as they grew older, our sons might have started to suspect what was going on, but they never hinted that they knew. It has been a good life and we were all very happy together. Then about two years ago, while we sat in our lawn chairs, cheering the boys on at soccer practice, Heather said the words that would change our lives.
We had showed up for the boys' practice after a long morning and afternoon of naughty sex. I could still feel Donna's long tongue tickling my asshole while she fisted me to a screaming orgasm. Natalie had fucked Heather like a pro with a strap-on until she was literally tearing apart my good sheets. We had picked up the boys from school and took them to soccer practice, all of us with that happy, glowing, "I've been cumming my brains out," look.
As the boys played, having shed their shirts to be the "skins" in a practice game, Heather nodded at my son and said, "Cora, if your son was legal I think I'd fuck him blind!" Donna gasped and we all took a good look at my son as he ran by, all muscular long legs and a chest that was becoming very well defined. He grinned and waved at us before running off to chase down a ball.
Natalie giggled and said, "She's right, Cora. I bet John has a fine chunk of meat between his legs!"
I felt myself blushing, something that I rarely do. I have to confess that as John became a young man, I would catch myself staring at him, wondering what he looked like naked now and how long, how big his cock was. I laughed and looked out across the playing field. "He is handsome isn't he?" I licked my lips and added, "And I will confess, I wouldn't mind getting fucked by any of your sons either. Maybe be the meat in a motherfucker sandwich."
We all burst out laughing, drawing curious looks from the other soccer moms (and dads) watching the practice. Donna reached over and gently stroked my knee and said what I think we were all thinking. "I'd love to get fucked by any of your boys, but God help me, the first one I'd want in my pussy is my Robbie!"
I felt my cunt lips quiver in anticipation and I let out a soft moan. "Me too, hon, me too!" I sighed. Natalie and Heather both nodded in agreement. We all four looked at each other for a moment and finally I said what we all wanted to hear. "Well, I make a motion that the Somerset Slutty Soccer Moms' Association fuck their sons as soon as they are legal!"
Natalie cooed and said. "I second that nasty motion!" The others chimed in and over the course of the next hour as we watched our handsome and completely unaware sons, we developed our naughty plan. Comparing birthdates, we realized that the youngest of our four sons, Donna's Robbie, would turn eighteen two weeks before the boys graduated from high school. It was then we settled on turning their graduation night into something more than they could possibly imagine.
We each broke the news to our husbands, who each had to come to grips with this impending event, but faced with the fact that we would do it anyway with or without their approval, they each came on board. In fact, role-playing mommy and son games really got our husbands revved up time and time again.
As the boys' senior year rolled around, we began doing some preparation work. Four moms in Somerset were really becoming slutty. Shorter, more revealing dresses were the order of the day. Warm weather sunbathing saw us in skimpy bikinis or one piece suits with lots of tit flesh exposed. Colder weather saw us resorting to exercising indoors in shorts and sport bras or t-shirts that revealed a great deal of our assets as they became transparent with sweat. We became a lot more huggy-touchy with our sons and with each other's sons! I never passed up an opportunity to hug on John or one of the other boys, commenting on what handsome men they were becoming. We flirted shamelessly with each other's sons and confirmed that pretty much at will, we could produce large bulges in our own son's pants or each other's sons.
A few days before graduation, their fathers dropped the bomb that we were giving a party in their honor the evening after the graduation ceremony. Needless to say, the boys were not happy. They had plans to go out with girlfriends and other pals to celebrate, but after more than a little arm twisting, each of our sons grudgingly agreed to spend the evening with us "old folks."
And that's how our sons came to be cooling their heels in Natalie's living room at six-thirty in the evening that Friday night in May. The only consolation as they sat around with their fathers was that James and Steve had brought out beers and each was enjoying a cold, frosty one while they waited for we women to come downstairs.
At six-thirty sharp, Steve and James stood up. "Guys, I know you're not happy about being here," said Steve. "But believe me, you have no idea how happy your being here is making your mothers."
"That's right," added James. "Truth be told, you have no idea how happy your moms are going to make you by agreeing to be with them tonight." Robert, sitting at the bar just chuckled. My husband went on. "Now guys, you know for years that we old folks have been getting together a couple of times a month having our grown up parties."
"What you don't know is just how grown up these parties are," said Steve. He looked at each of the boys in turn. "To be blunt, guys, we get together to fuck." That got our sons' attention. Each sat up straighter, their beers forgotten.
"For going on eight years, guys, we've been swinging together. Fucking each other's wives...your mothers," James said, trying to keep a straight face. "Your moms refer to themselves as the Somerset Slutty Soccer Mom's Association." My husband took a deep breath and said, "Guys, now your mothers want you to take part in the fun and games. Guys, your mothers want to fuck you."
"No fucking way," whispered John. James told me later his eyes were about to pop out of his head.
"Yes, way, John," replied his father. James turned and gestured to the stairs leading upstairs. "Gentlemen, I'd like to reintroduce you to your mothers."
That was our cue to make our grand entrance. Natalie came down the stairs first. Natalie is the ultimate girl next door type -- she reminds me of the character Mary-Ann on that old show, Gilligan's Island. Her big brown eyes are matched by her long, dark brown hair and her 36-24-34 figure makes her look positively luscious on a five foot, two inch body. She came parading down the stairs wearing a white corset that lifted her full breasts up and displayed them perfectly along with matching stockings and a thong. Four inch heels completed the ensemble. If I had a cock, I know it would be hard and stiff looking at her,
Next in line was Donna, her milk chocolate skin flawless and mostly exposed in that baby doll negligee, her huge 42DD breasts bouncing along under the gauzy green material with nipples the size of quarters all erect and aching to be sucked. Her matching stockings and garter belt drew attention to her shapely legs and a wild mass of pubic hair was evident under her panties. Her muscular and lithe body seemed even taller than her five foot nine height thanks to the stiletto heels she was wearing. She was a proud Nubian queen and her dark eyes held all sorts of naughty promise.
After Donna came our little Heather. A compact blonde bombshell in a tiny package. Heather at four foot, ten inches tall was a zaftig little hottie, her 34D titties prominently displayed by the sexy black bustier she was wearing. Her long blonde hair fell down around her shoulders against her pale skin. Black panties, hose and heels completed her ensemble, the almost sheer material of her panties were glued to her labia, so wet was her delectable, shaved cunt.
Finally there was me. Shoulder length black hair framed my freckled face and my blue eyes. I was wearing a low cut red baby doll negligee that ended just north of my crotch. My thong and stockings matched my gown and it was obvious from the wild strands of dark pubic hair peeking out that I had an unruly and very hairy beaver between my thighs. My meaty 38D tits spilled out of my negligee, my nipples hard and jutting through the silky cloth. I stand five feet, seven inches tall and I'm not thin, nor am I fat. My husband James calls me built for comfort! My heart was pounding as I smiled down at my son who was devouring me with his body.
Each of us moms made our way to our sons, each leaning over in front of them and giving them a good view of their mommy's tits as we said, "Congratulations, son," before leaning in and kissing them. The kisses began as chaste expressions of motherly love and then turned more heated and passionate as we each moved forward and straddled our handsome sons.
I shivered as I felt my panty clad mound slid across the long, thick bulge in John's pants and I sighed softly as I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue against my son's lips. John groaned himself and then he let my tongue in, his tongue rising to the occasion and flowing against mine. For the next few minutes, I was lost in the almost mind blowing joy of French-kissing my child while I slowly rocked against his stiff manhood.
Finally, someone, I think it was Steve, cleared his throat and I and the other moms looked up. Each of us was panting heavily, sitting on the laps of four smiling young men. Apparently Robbie had been a little more adventurous than the rest. Donna's left tit had been scooped out of her negligee, her nipple almost visibly throbbing.
Robert came out from behind the bar and laughed and shook his head at the nasty image of his wife sitting on their son's lap. "Well now, I reckon that no one here is objecting to this little party now." He gestured to the boys. "Anyone wanting to go off partying with their buddies can feel free to leave." He waited a good thirty seconds and then continued. "Right, well, boys, tonight you and your mommas are going to really get to know each other. I promise you before the night is over, you are all going to know each other better than you ever dreamed. Ladies?"
Robert pointed upstairs and each of us moms gave our son a little kiss and then slowly strutted ourselves back up the stairs, our sons looking at us hungrily as we climbed the stairs.
Each of us walked to a bedroom door. There was a post-it sticky on the door with a large number written on it. Mine was number 2. Each of the other doors had a similar note, numbered with a 1, 3, or 4 on it. Inside, I locked the door, turned off the light, slipped off my panties and climbed into the bed. Downstairs, our husbands were allowing the boys to take turns selecting a key out of a bowl. Our key parties had always been a big part of our swinging activities and after many discussions we had decided that our first fucks with our young sons would come from the key party.
At first, there had been some discussion about not being sure of fucking our own sons first, but in one sense, we had all been raising all these boys together, so they were all our sons. After this, we would have a lifetime to get to know our sons' cocks. Tonight was meant to show them what sexy sluts their mothers were.
I shivered with anticipation and couldn't help but run a hand down between my legs, allowing my fingers to splice through my furry bush and into my hot creamy cunt. I couldn't remember the last time I was so turned on.
I heard a key in the door and a momentary fumbling to open the lock. I took a deep breath as the door opened. One of our husbands had turned out the hall light so I couldn't see much more than a shadowy figure enter the room. Someone whispered, "Hello?" his voice a mix of nervousness and excitement with a little fear added in. I couldn't tell who it was.
"I'm here, baby. Momma's right here waiting for you," I whispered back. He moved towards my bed, bumping into it and hissing a whispered apology. I heard the rustling of clothes as he quickly stripped. I reached out a hand and heard a gasp as I found and stroked a bare asscheek.
I found a hand and turned him around. I reached out, guessing for the exact spot and found a hard cock. A very hard cock. He wasn't some long-dicked porno stud, maybe six or seven inches long, but good god, he was thick, thicker than James by a far sight. "Climb up here, baby," I cooed. "Get on top of me," I instructed.
Shaking and fumbling, my new lover eventually climbed between my thighs. I drew him up and let him ease himself down onto my heaving body, my meaty tits cushioning his weight. I felt that thick log of cock meat against my thigh, the head pressing into my mound. I could feel it pulsing with need, with hunger. It knew it needed to be buried deep in my cunt.
I pulled him to me, kissing him on the lips as my hands went through his hair. I knew immediately it wasn't my John I was about to fuck. His short, thick curly head of hair told me immediately that it was Robbie. It dawned on me that he had his daddy's cock. Robert belied that whole silly myth about African American men having the monster long dicks, but he did have the thickest cock of any man in our little swingers group.
I kissed Robbie hard, thrusting my tongue into his mouth and then hunching my now blossoming cunt against his erect penis. His hands had found my tits and had freed them from my negligee and were squeezing them hard, pinching my thin, long nipples hard. From his mouth, I rolled my tongue up to his ear and before tickling him, whispered, "Give Momma that fine cock of yours, son!"
Robbie lifted his hips and tried to find my pussy hole, but after several failed attempts, I reached down and guided him between my lips. "Just shove, baby," I moaned. "Be gentle, son. You're so big!" Then I let out a yelp as Robbie shoved into me hard, worming half of his thick log inside me in one swift motion. Goddamn, he was thick! My brain immediately reset for fuck frenzy mode and I had to have all of him inside me. I brought my legs up and my knees back, opening myself for this thick dicked stud and rolled my hips, allowing him to sink deeper. It felt like I was being split wide open. "Fuck me, baby, fuck me good," I moaned and Robbie obliged me by ramming his cock all the way home, his wiry pubic hairs meshing with mine.
I just lay there and groaned for a bit, reveling in the sweet sensation of this young man's cock inside me. Then instinct kicked in for Robbie and the need to move was satisfied and that was even sweeter. Back and forth, Robbie began to worm his cock in and out of me, fucking me, making me squirm with delight. My cunt was flooding with my juices, bathing his thickness in its slick and hot liquidity. Each movement was an exercise in joy.
"Fuck me, baby, fuck Momma hard!" I wrapped my arms and legs around him and we rocked back and forth, quickly moving as one while kissing each other sloppily. His nipples were like hard little pellets scraping against my soft breast flesh. My orgasm was fast coming and I so badly wanted to feel his cum inside me. I kissed his face all over, kissed his ear, curling my tongue into it and then whispering nasty words. "Fuck me, Robbie, fuck Momma fast and hard with that big dick! Fuck me, Robbie, fuck me like you'll fuck your mother later tonight."
Robbie groaned and I continued to tease. "You want to fuck your mother, don't you, Robbie? Mmmmm, you're a big dick motherfucker. Mmmmm, your momma's going to love your cock. She wants to fuck you, Robbie. Your mother told me she dreams of your cock in her hot, nasty cunthole. She want you to cum in her, make her babies and fuck you forever. Mmmmm, yes, fuck Momma, fuck Momma, fuck Mommmmmaaaaa..."
My voice fell off into a wordless moan of delight as Robbie buried himself deep inside me and then his cock swelled and began pumping cum at a almost scary rate inside me, filling me up with his steaming hot semen! It all hit home for me then, the true reality of what I was doing. I had just fucked my friend's son -- someone I had known most of his life. Someone I had helped raise and looked after and mothered and who was now at last a man in his own right, with a fine man cock buried in my motherly cunt!
My orgasm began with the sweet deliciousness of his hot cum and then exploded into a nuclear fury as I reveled in the fact that a sexy eighteen year old had emptied his balls in my cunt. I squeezed him tight to me with my arms and legs and I rode out my orgasm, screaming my love of his cock.
When I had regained control of my senses, I realized that his cock was slowly slithering out of me and I moaned, "Let me suck you, Robbie!" I felt more than saw him shift on the bed and then his still mostly erect meat was slapping me wetly in the face. I licked him clean, slathering my tongue over his cunt cream and sperm drenched penis and licking all that tasty cum up.



"Baby, your mother is going to love your cock," I purred to him, pulling him down so that he could rest his head on my still heaving breasts.
"Really? You think so, Ms Cora?" I felt his cock, again erect, throb against my leg.
I giggled. "Oh yeah, honey! She's been dreaming about this for years. I bet you have too."
"Yes, ma'am," Robbie replied.
"It won't be too long now, honey," We lay there quietly for a bit, his breath catching as we heard a woman screaming in orgasm from one of the other rooms.
"Was -- was that Mom?" Robbie asked. I could feel his lips move against one of my nipples.
"Hmmm, I'm not sure, Robbie. Your mom's a screamer for sure. She screams her head off when I have my tongue in her sweet cunt and suck her big fat clit!" Robbie moaned and then began to move on top of me again.
I was afraid I would be unable to resist him with that lovely cock and all, but before I had to explain to him that for the moment he was allowed just the one fuck, we both heard Steve banging on doors and yelling, "Time, Gentlemen! Get yourselves back downstairs!"
Robbie stiffened and sighed and climbed off me. He whispered, "It that it? Are we done for the night?"
I sat up and found him and kissed him on the lips, "Robbie darling, the night is just beginning. I kissed him again, slipping my tongue into his mouth before finally letting him go, my hand unable to resist reaching out and stroking his hard, thick dick one last time. I heard Robbie begin to wrestle with his clothes and said, "Just leave them, darling, you won't be needing them the rest of the night."
He muttered, "Wow!" and went to the door. He opened and looked back and said softly. "Thanks, Ms Cora, that was...fucking wonderful!" The door closed and I fell back in bed. My head was spinning with the sheer ecstasy and wonder of the moment. I had just fucked Donna's son! I wondered which one of my friends had a load of my son's semen oozing from their cunt right now.
Then I had no more time to think about it as Steven came down the hallway again calling, "Ladies! Up and at 'em!"
I came out still dressed in my red negligee but with the panties gone, I was basically naked from the crotch down. I could feel Robbie's sperm already oozing down my thigh and knew that my red stockings would soon be cum stained. My tits were spilled out of the negligee as well -- my nipples red and swollen from Robbie's attentions.
In the hallway, I found Natalie grinning from ear to ear. "I don't know who I fucked, Cora, but the kid could sure use his cock!" She too had lost her panties and her little trimmed cunt was swollen and shiny with her juices and semen. "If Karl fucks like that, he aint going to college -- he can stay home and make Momma happy!" She came up and hugged me. I don't know if I have ever seen her so excited.
Next came Heather. All she had left on were her hose and heels. Her long blonde hair was all tousled and wild and she looked like a wanton, sluttish waif. She was wiping tears out of her eyes and said, "I love this. I came so hard, I thought my heart was going to explode!" She joined Natalie and myself and we all exchanged hugs and kisses. I could taste cum on both their lips and knew I wasn't the only one who had sucked a cock clean tonight.
Finally, Donna emerged from her room. She was completely naked except for those stiletto heels. Her wild bush was flecked with thick globs of semen and she had a hungry look to her. She came up and kissed each of us and said, "C'mon you sluts, we're wasting time!"
We paraded back downstairs and strolled past each of our sons, displaying our naked or partly naked charms for them to see. They all looked like they'd swallowed the proverbial canary. Each was naked and sporting a tremendous erection and despite being a bit red-faced from being naked in front of their mothers, seemed proud to show off their lovely cocks.
We moms took a seat across the room from them on a long sofa that Steve had moved into position. It was a bit crowded, but I think the boys appreciated the opportunity to see us rubbing and squeezing our motherly bodies against one another.
Robbie's father, Robert came into the center of the room with a glass bowl filled with slips of paper. He eyeballed us ladies and then studied everyone's son. "Well now, I don't reckon anyone's changed their mind about leaving, have they?" he asked the boys. They all shook their head anxiously in the negative. He laughed, along with Steve and my James and continued. "All right then. Next we're going to be playing some party games. This here bowl has some situations written on them and you guys are going to each get to draw a slip and then..." he paused and grinned. "And then, you guys get to pick which of the ladies gets to, um, play out the situation."
We ladies all laughed and the boys laughed too, glancing at us nervously. Robert walked over to the boys and said, "Let's see. Dale, why don't you start?"
He offered Dale the bowl and laughing nervously, Dale reached in and drew out a piece of paper. Dale unfolded it and said, "Um, do I read it aloud?" When Dale nodded, he proceeded to read aloud, "THESE MOM'S LOVE COCK, BUT THEY LOVE CUNT TOO. PICK YOUR MOM AND ONE OTHER AND WATCH THEM EAT EACH OTHER OUT!"
Dale looked up from the paper and grinned weirdly. "Um, fucking wow! He looked over at us. His mother stood up and smiled at him. "Um, Mom, how about you and..." he looked us over and added, "You and Ms. Donna." The other guys just sighed.
Heather turned around and held out her hand to Donna who rose up and took it. They came together, Donna towering over Heather, their bodies standing out in stark contrast from each other in so many ways. Heather's pale skin against Donna's dark brown skin. Donna so tall and Heather so tiny. Heather's shaved cunt and Donna's untamed muff. They both went to their knees and kissed, their hands roaming over each other's bodies, groping tits and fingering slits before Donna finally pulled Heather down on top of her.
The two mothers wasted no time in burying their faces into each other's pussies and quickly the room began to fill with the thick aroma of aroused cunt and with the noise of moans and sighs. I noticed James walk behind the boys and whisper to each of them and I knew he was encouraging them to get closer and to watch. I was proud to see my John move first off the couch, kneeling down close to get a bird's eye view of Donna stirring her long, nasty tongue around inside Heather's cum filled pussy. The other boys followed and watched as the two women licked cunt and lapped up the man cream deposited in each other's wombs.
A couple of times, one of our sons would begin to stroke himself and I heard Steve call out from behind us, "Save it, dudes. Your mothers will take care of you soon enough!" Finally, both Donna and Heather began to sob out their orgasms. Donna's magic tongue was doing all sorts of crazy things inside Heather's cunt and Heather was literally sucking on Donna's swollen clit as they both came loudly, soaking each other with their creams. They both rose to their feet unsteadily while the rest of us applauded. Both mothers sat down grinning through wet and shiny, cum covered faces.
Robert returned with the bowl and again approached the boys. "Well, let's just keep going down the line," he said. "John, you're next!" My heart began to pound wildly as John glanced at me and grinned at me in a way that made my cunt lips quiver with anticipation.
John scanned the paper he was reading and then as his face turned bright red, he read it aloud. "PICK A LUCKY FRIEND TO GET A BLOWJOB FROM YOUR MOM AND THEN PICK ANOTHER MOM SHE CAN SHARE HIS CUM WITH!" John looked up at me and sighed. "Um, Mom, I'd like you to suck...Karl's cock!"
I should have known. Since he was eight years old, John shared just about everything else with Karl -- his bike, the chicken pox, crushes. I licked my lips and stood up, my tits bouncing as I did so. I strutted slowly towards Karl, tossing a sexy wink at my son as I did so. Slowly, I squatted down between Karl's legs, eyeing his lovely and dripping cock. He had a classic cock, circumcised and at almost seven inches, pleasingly thick. "H-hi, Ms. Cora," he gasped as I took his hard dick in hand.
I smiled up at this young man I had known for so long and replied, "Just relax, Karl. Imagine I'm your mother doing this." I licked the head of his cock, lapping up a thick drool of precum and smacked my lips. "You taste delicious, baby," I cooed and then I plunged my mouth over his cock and took him, drawing gasps from the others as I demonstrated my ability to take a cock deep in my mouth. Slowly I worked my way back to the tip, my tongue working furiously over his satiny steel rod. I reached out and took his hand and placed it on my head. His fingers tangled in my dark hair before he realized he could guide me in my cock sucking efforts. Then I let him take control, showing me what he wanted from moment to moment. Karl enjoyed first deep throat and then the joys of sucking on the swollen head of his dick while my tongue rolled and teased it.
Like a good cocksucking slut, I made sure to keep eye contact with him, breaking it only to glance at my son sitting next to him. I reached out at one point and took my son's cock in my hand and slowly stroked it before I heard James mildly rebuke me with an amused, "Behave, Cora."
Karl's body grew rigid and he stiffened up and then a dam burst and I was receiving a flood of hot semen, sweet and yet salty and undoubtedly man cum. "Ohhhh Coraaaa!" my best friend's son gasped. I swirled it around my mouth, furiously sucking, draining him of his massive load of jizz and trying hard not to swallow the mouthful of his seed. Finally, I let him slip from my mouth, a dribble of sperm escaping and running slowly down my chin.
I turned and looked at John. My son was staring at me with his mouth open in astonishment and it took a few seconds for him to remember that there was a second part to this activity. His eyes widened and he said, "Oh yeah! Sorry, Mom. Ummm, share Karl's sperm with his Mom!"
I smiled closed mouth and slowly stood up and met Natalie in the middle of the floor. I tilted Natalie's head back and opened my mouth and let some of her son's cum slowly drip from my mouth to hers and while all the boy's groaned, I crushed my lips against hers and we tongue kissed, swapping Karl's sperm back and forth -- a wet, sloppy kiss that allowed some of his semen as well as our saliva to drip down our chins and scatter drops on our tits mashed together. We began to swallow as we continue to kiss and we gave the boys a five minute demonstration of a sapphic soul kiss that had her son's cock hard for a third time before we finish. Natalie capped the scene by leaning over to lick her son's drops of cum off my tits and then finished with a teasing suck of each of my swollen nipples.
Once we're seated again, Robert returned with the bowl and offered it to Karl. Natalie's son needed no encouragement to reach in and pull out a slip of paper. With a big grin on his face he read aloud, "ONE DONG IS GOOD AND TWO DONGS ARE BETTER -- JUST ASK YOUR MOMS. PICK YOUR MOM AND ONE OTHER TO GIVE A DEMONSTRATION! WHEN BOTH HAVE CUMMED, THE OTHER MOMS WILL CLEAN THINGS UP!" When Karl finished reading, he looked up perplexed. The other boys had a look of confusion as well.
Natalie stood up and smiled at her son. She crossed the room to an unused ottoman stool and lifted up a lid. From inside, she pulled out a two foot long, double headed rubber dildo and comprehension dawned on all the boys' faces. Natalie winked at them and lifting one end of the dildo to her mouth, kissed it and said, "Son, I'll need a partner."
Karl's eyes grew wide as he finally and completely understood what was about to happen. "Oh yeah, fuck yeah. Mom, I want to see you and Ms. Cora um...fucking each other!"
Happily, I joined Natalie in the center of the room and as we had done many times, we sat down facing each other. Natalie draped her shapely legs across my thighs and then she took the dildo in hand and fed one end into my cunt, slowly worming the thick rubber dong in about four inches deep. I couldn't help but moan as the rubber cock slipped inside me. I felt a faint sheen of fucksweat break out on my face.
Natalie let slip a similar moan as she then fed the other end of the dildo into her own cunt. "I love you, Cora," she sighed as we began to slowly hunch towards each other, each with one hand on the floor and the other keeping the dildo straight at each end. Our moans increased in intensity as our asses slowly slid across the carpet as we each took in inch after sweet inch of fake penis.
"I love you, too, Natalie," I cooed as I watched the rubber dick slip into me. It was marked so we would know how much we had inside us. When we both were at eight inches, we were both shaking with the intensity of the moment and we let go of the dildo and leaned back, supporting ourselves on our arms and giving the boys a better view of the decreasing distance between our wet and sloppy cunts. As we worked our pussies back and forth, trying to take more in, the dark surface of the dildo became greased with our juices and the semen of our earlier fucks.
We sobbed and cried as our thighs moved closer and closer and soon as we passed ten inches each, I could feel the heat from Natalie's cunt against my own hairy twat. The boys had stood up and crept closer to watch. I heard Dale mutter, "Fuck! These hot bitch moms are going to take it all!"
We were both beginning to succumb to our orgasms when our cunt lips met and kissed, mashing together in a wet and sticky and oh so hot union. Then we did the near impossible considering our bodies were beginning to convulse with ecstatic fury. We both flung ourselves upright and wrapped our arms and legs around each other, driving the rubber cock deeper into each of our wombs and kissed each other wetly through our entire orgasm. My world became centered around the torrents of sheer erotic pleasure exploding in my cunt and tearing my entire body apart.
I came back to myself realizing that I was flat on my back. Natalie's legs still draped over my thighs and I sensed more than heard her heavy breathing intermixing with my own gasps for air. Then, Heather was kneeling over me and next to her sat Donna. Both were breathing heavy as well. Heather leaned over and kissed me, snaking her tongue into my mouth, her long, now wild, blonde hair floating across my chest, tickling my skin. I knew that Donna was doing the same to Natalie. Hands found their way down between our spread legs and then Natalie and I groaned with new pleasure as our friends and fellow moms slowly pulled the dildo from our cunts.
The kisses ended and Heather and Donna faced each other, both holding up the two headed cock from the middle and showing off the cunt cream and semen covered dildo. I watched, becoming aroused again, as Heather began licking the head of it, tasting my creams, mixed with Robbie's cum. Donna did the same, sucking clean Natalie's juices stirred up with one of our son's cum. A thrill ran through me when I considered it might even be John's cum. Like two starving wretches, they had the rubber cock cleaned in no time at all.
On unsteady feet, Natalie and I joined the other Moms back on our sofa, Donna offering me a messy and tasty kiss and Heather doing the same for Natalie. Across the room, four young men looked like they were about to explode and who could blame them. I'm shocked they weren't raping us now that they knew their mothers for the sluts we were.
Robert brought the bowl back over to them and offered it to his son, Robbie. Robbie quickly reached in and pulled out a new slip of paper. He read it silently and then shook his head and read it aloud. "YOU LUCKY MOTHERFUCKER, YOU GET A BLOWJOB FROM YOUR MOTHER WHILE TWO OF YOUR MOTHERFUCKER FRIENDS GET TO HELP YOU MAKE HER AIRTIGHT! DON'T WORRY ABOUT MAKING A MESS -- THE OTHER MOMS WILL HELP CLEAN UP!" He looked up at his father and said, "Dad, what's 'airtight' mean?"
Robert grunted and leaned over and whispered in his ear. We ladies giggled as Robbie was educated. "Oh lord," sighed Donna admiring her son. I think his cock just got bigger!" She stood up and strutted over to the center of the room.
"C'mon, Robbie," she said teasingly. "Your mommy needs a lot of cock and she needs it right the fuck now!" Donna ran her hands up and down her lithe body, cupping her mammoth tits and pinching her swollen, meaty nipples and then slipped a hand through her wild thatch of pubic hair to reveal the gleaming wet, pink meat between her thick lips.
Robbie stood up, his cock so hard it slapped up against his flat belly. He looked at the other boys and said, "Dale, John, let's go!"
Both boys stood up and they all came over and surrounded Donna. She looked quite bemused and horny at the same time. Well, after all it isn't every day that you find yourself surrounded by long hard cocks. For the first time, I began to compare the cocks of our sons. Robbie's cock, I was already familiar with. He had six inches of thick meat -- by far the thickest cock in the room except maybe for his daddy. Dale's cock was a little longer -- maybe seven inches and more "normal" in appearance. Karl, sitting on the couch had the longest cock -- like his father, he was pushing maybe ten inches. I sighed. All three looked beautiful and I lusted for each, but (and maybe this is Momma being prejudiced, but I thought John's cock was the finest of all. My son didn't have the longest or the thickest, but I was guessing he was almost nine inches in length (longer than his father by at least an inch!) and while not as thick as Robbie or Robert, I knew that it was going to make me feel full when I finally got it into my wet and hungry cunt!
Donna studied John and Dale's cocks for a few seconds, nodded to herself and then turned to us and in a commanding tone said, "Heather, come lube up your son!" While Heather hurried over and knelt in front of her son and began to give him a sloppy blowjob, Donna ordered my son to lie down on his back. When John obeyed, his cock stiff and thick and waving in the air, Donna straddled him and slowly squatted down. John moaned as did I as Donna's pussy spread around my son's erection and slowly swallowed it.
"Damn, that's one fine cock your baby has, Cora," crooned Donna as she settled down, taking John completely in her pussy. "You will want this big stick in you night and day!" Donna leaned forward, her big, meaty tits dragging across John's chest. She looked over at her shoulder and said, "That's good, Heather. Hey now, stop! His cock belongs to me right now!"
Heather reluctantly let her son's cock slip from her lips, a bit of a pout on her lips as she surrendered the now slick with saliva penis. Donna looked up at Dale and said, "Sweetheart, do you know what to do?" Dale shrugged and Donna laughed and said, "You already fucked me. You're going to do it again -- just this time I want that big dick in my asshole. Get behind me sweetheart and line it up and just push steady!" Donna wiggled her ass a bit, making both her and John groan. Dale crouched down and with shaking hands, spread Donna's shapely ass cheeks and pressed his cock against her puckered hole.
"Easy, Dale -- oh, easy, sweetHEART!!! OH, OH, FUCKKKKKERR!" Donna screamed as Dale popped through her anal ring and suddenly filled her asshole with hard throbbing dick. Donna's body shook and she moaned wordlessly as she found herself impaled on two hard cocks. She looked at Robbie and licked her lips and unable to speak, implored him with her eyes. Robbie with a gleam of lust staggered to her and slipped his meat into her wide open mouth. It barely fit, but she took the head of his thick penis and began to suck.



It was almost too much to take in. I wanted to watch my son fuck my friend -- hell, I wanted it to be me getting fucked by my son and his friends. My eyes kept shifting from place to place, cock in her mouth, cock in her cunt, and cock in her ass. I felt someone take my hand and spared a quick glance away from the action to see Heather next to me, her small hand gripping mine as we avidly watched our sons double fuck Donna.
The air quickly was full of the smell of cunt and sweat, that wonderful funk that human bodies make when engaged in fucking. As aroused as Donna was, her body filled with throbbing hard dick, the rest of us were equally aroused, in part from the spectacle of that beautiful big titted black woman getting it hard in three holes and in part because our bodies were responding to the sweet smell of hard and hot sex. My nipples ached something terrible and my cunt was oozing Robbie's sperm and my fresh juices.
The noise of Donna sloppily slurping on her son's thick cock and the sound of Dale's thighs slapping against her chocolate ass cheeks mixed with the distinct noise of my son's cock worming in and out of her juicy pussy. Donna moans were muffled, but distinct and growing as our sons fucked her without mercy. "Fuck me, I can't wait until that's me getting all that cock," sighed Natalie on the other side of me.
Heather breathed, "All that young cock, always hard and always ready!" She squeezed my hand harder. "You are going to love John's cock! Your son already knows how to fuck!"
I shivered and then realization hit me. Heather had fucked my son earlier! I had fucked Robbie and Donna had just told everyone she had fucked Dale. I turned to Natalie who also realized the cat was out the bag. "You lying bitch!" I said. "You already got to fuck your son!"
Natalie giggled and shrugged her shoulders. "And he was fantastic, too, just like I said. I can't tell you how nasty it felt knowing that was my Karl's cock filling me up with cum!"
Before I could tease her more, the moans from Donna and the boys hit a new crescendo. Donna's lean, shapely body was stiffening as she rolled into a big orgasm and I could actually see her ass cheeks tighten up as her body began to spasm. Dale cried out, "Oh my God! I'm cumming, Ms. Donna...you...ass so fucking tight! His balls jerked and bounced as he pumped his cum into her asshole, provoking a strangled cry from Donna and then she was swallowing to save her life as her own son dumped a fresh load of sperm in her mouth. Donna gasped for air and his thick whitish man seed spewed from her mouth, running thickly down her chin. As her own son finished by spraying his last shots into her face, She screamed shrilly and stiffened again as John moaned and then clamped his mouth around a meaty nipple as he emptied a new load of semen inside her cunt.
It seemed like an eternity that the three boys pumped Donna full of cum and her orgasm seemed to go on and on. As she finally seemed to be slowing down, Dale withdrew quickly from her ass, provoking a cry of pain mixed with delight and for a few exquisite moments, Donna sat astride my son like a dark goddess in the throes of holy ecstasy. Finally, she turned and looked at us and through a mouth filled with her son's cum, cried out, "FUCK!" before tumbling off John in a heap of cum stuffed flesh.
We women were on the move within a heartbeat. Heather and I were on our knees before our sons so fast that I got a rug burn from the carpet. I had John's still stiff cock in my mouth and tasted his sweet cum mixed with Donna's cunt for the first time. I sucked him furiously, my tongue playing over his cockflesh, cleaning him and savoring every little blob of creamy cum. Heather was doing the same while her son just stared at his sluttish mother as she sucked his cock clean of all evidence of his ass fucking of our friend.
Natalie took advantage of Donna's near insensibility to lick and suck any last remnants of sperm from Robbie's cock and then she turned and began kissing Donna, lapping the spilled cum from her face and sucking on Donna's cum coated tongue. Having cleaned our boys, Heather and I turned to the remaining sources of used cum and Donna began to sob and moan into Natalie's mouth as we began to lick her front and back. We raised our black goddess onto her knees and I slid underneath and clamped my mouth to her cunt, hungrily tonguing my son's semen from her pussy. I felt Heather's body on top of mine, her thighs straddling my body as she spread Donna's cheeks and speared her tongue into the black woman's asshole to dig out Dale's tasty sperm.
Donna's moans were soon joined by Natalie's as they ended their frothy, spermy kiss and Natalie sprawled out on the carpet with her petite legs spread wide and Donna's incredible snake of a tongue eating her out. We went on like this for several minutes and then as bodies shook and shivered and shifted, a new dynamic emerged. As Heather and I finished cleaning each other up, she moved off my body and between my legs and I felt her tongue began to curl inside me and roll over my swollen clitoris. When I heard her moaning into my cunt, I knew that she was now being licked by Natalie. A four pointed Daisy chain was a very common thing among the Somerset Slutty Soccer Moms Association!
We all ate each other until we had all had our faces bathed in someone else's cunt cream at least once. Only when the men came over and physically pulled us apart did we stop. Our sons, now all seated again could only look at us with newly opened eyes. What they must have thought of us -- four cum covered and wild-eyed crazy cuntsluts, our tits heaving, our faces and chests scarlet in a sexual flush.
Slowly we all climbed to our feet, hanging on to each other as the men guided us back. James and Steve disappeared into the kitchen and brought back three kitchen table chairs.
My James motioned the other men to sit down and he turned and looked at the boys. "Anyone wanting to leave and go party with their buddies now?" he asked. All our sons just shook their heads. "Good. Well, we're getting close to the time that you get to take your mothers back upstairs and fuck them till you can't fuck anymore." He glanced at the other men and said, "Our graduation gift to you guys is to give you to your Moms for the rest of the weekend. We're going fishing. But before we go, we just want to show you how good your mothers are and we're going to leave with a smile on our faces after your Moms give us a goodbye blowjob."
James turned and walked over to the other men and sat down next to Steve and said, "We decided we wanted to get sucked off by the same Mom's who fucked our sons earlier."
Natalie giggled and stood up and crossed over to her husband. As she knelt in front of him she said with wicked glee, "He's got a wonderful cock, honey. I think I'm in love!"
Heather strolled over to my James and I couldn't help but feel a thrill as she squatted and wrapped her little, dainty mouth around my husband's cock. I moved to Robert and sighed as I got on my knees and began licking the head of his enormous cock head. His wife was the odd woman out, but was happy to join Heather in sucking my husband's cock.
As we sucked on each others husbands' cocks, we acted utterly shameless, sucking noisily and making lots of contented and nasty sighs and groans, making sure to show our sons our great delight in being cock sucking whores. Our husbands were fairly quick on the trigger, but who can blame them -- they had been holding on to their loads all evening and it was a testament to their strength and resilience that they had lasts as long as they did.
Steve blew first -- Natalie still giggling as her husband coated his face with his hot sperm. My James shot his wad next as Heather and Donna had his cockhead trapped between their mouths, teasing him to the point of no return with their devilish tongues. Then Robert growled and I felt his cockhead swell in my mouth and then I had an incredible flood of his tangy semen washing into my mouth. I deliberately let him slip from my lips and let him hose down my face with his steaming spunk.
The boys all groaned as they watched their fathers spray us with cum -- wide eyed with awe at their cum loving mothers basking in the erotic delight of our facials. As our husbands yanked up pants and bade us goodbye, we moms began to kiss each other and clean each other's faces of the hot and tasty semen. Our men kissed us goodbye, told our sons to take care of their mothers and left. Natalie pretty much summed it up when she snorted, "Fishing trip my ass, the only thing they're going fishing for is young cunts at the Somerset Lake Bar and Grill."
We all nodded in agreement and then an odd silence settled over the room as four mothers turned their full attention to four handsome and naked sons watching them hungrily with hard cocks jutting out from between their legs. All four stood up nervously, their lovely penises so hard and stiff that they again slapped up against their muscular stomachs. It was time. After all the waiting, it was time for the mothers of the Somerset Slutty Soccer Moms Association to take their sons and make them into loving motherfuckers.
Natalie crooked her finger at Karl and the two of them ran up to their room. Dale rushed to Heather's side and hand in hand, they strolled towards the stairs. Donna and I moved in on our sons like lionesses stalking their prey.
I was vaguely aware of shedding the remnants of my negligee as I moved to stand before my son naked as the day I was born. My heart was pounding and I could feel my blood pulsing through my body, most noticeably within my throbbing cunt. "Are you ready for me, John? Are you ready to make love, no, to fuck your mother and make her cum?"
John shivered and whispered hoarsely, "I love you, Mom!" I stepped forward so that my breasts mashed against his strong chest and I could feel his hard cock against my stomach. I kissed him then, my tongue finding his and dancing with it. His arms went around me and pulled me even closer. I could smell his sweat and sex, mixed up with another woman's scent. I felt my hunger for my son grow at a ravenous rate. I took John's cock in my hand and without a word, we headed for the stairs.
I glanced back once to see that Donna and her loving son weren't even going to attempt to get upstairs. Donna was on her back on the sofa, one long lovely leg draped over the back of the sofa with Robbie between her thighs, his mouth sucking one of her meaty nipples even as he hunched with that big dick of his, searching for her cunt. Donna's eyes locked onto mine for a brief moment before rolling back in pleasure as Robbie sank his meat inside her, but that brief moment was enough to communicate what we were both feeling. This was right, this was meant to be. Not just incest, but incestuous love, perhaps the purest form of love that can exist -- after all, what greater bond is there than that between mother and son?
I lead my son upstairs, glancing back every so often to see him gazing at me in such adoration I thought I might cry. As we walked down the hall, we found that Heather and Dale hadn't even made it to their room. Heather's son had her pinned against the wall, using it for leverage as he stood there and fucked his Mom. Heather's eyes were wide open with amazement and pleasure as her son rammed his cock in and out of her pussy, her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, her arms around his neck. Again, I shared a moment of silent communion with another mother, seeing in her eyes the carnal delight that was moments from happening to me.
John and I had barely closed the door behind us when he had me in his embrace, kissing me, taking charge, thrusting his tongue into my mouth. I flung my arms around his neck and kissed him back, arching one leg up along his thigh and curling it behind his leg. John responded by cupping my ass cheeks and lifting me up, allowing me to encircle his waist with my legs, trapping his cock against my thickly haired pussy, nestling it lengthwise between my labia. John groaned happily as he felt my wetness coat his throbbing dick.
I was lost in the kiss, swept away by the passion of the moment and had no clue that as we soul kissed, John carried us across the room and knelt on the bed. With amazing gentleness, my son eased me down and as I realized where we were, I spread my legs wide, drawing my knees back and offering myself to my son. Our kiss ended, John easing back to look at his mother lying under him, a string of saliva extending from his lips to mine.
"I love you, son," I moaned, hunching my cunt upwards to brush the tip of his cock. Having found it, I lifted upwards, allowing the head to enter partially into my pussy. Every nerve ending in my body seemed to fire at once then as the flesh of my flesh returned home. It was absolutely clear to me. This is where the cock of my son belonged -- that in my cunt, my mother pussy was where my son's cock was meant to be.
John looked down at me with a look that was both frightening in its intensity and arousing in its frank, naked incestuous lust. I saw the child I had given birth to, nursed, tended to his aches and wounds and raised from a child to the man he was, every moment pointing us to this inevitable destiny, my child, my son claiming his mother as his mate. There was a ferociousness to my son's voice as he growled, "I love you, Mom." Then my John, my son, plunged hard into my cunt, making my body spasm and arch as he thrust his cock deep into my womb, bringing me to orgasm before he had even buried all of his wonderful thick penis inside me.
My flesh reacted to his as it has never reacted to any other man's. There was a rightness to it, a perfect compatibility, a sexual chemistry even stronger than I shared with his father. I screamed out his name as I thrust back, grinding my pubic bone against his pelvis, trying to get as much of him inside me as possible. My head whipped back and forth as I tried to keep some semblance of sanity as incestuous pleasure simply overwhelmed me.
"Oh FUCK, MOMMMM!" John cried out as my cunt locked down around his cock. "YOUR PUSSY IS -- OH GOD! -- FANTASTIC!" he roared. My legs came back up and locked around his back and we quickly found a quick, short stroking motion that had us both locked into a sweaty and delicious fuck. We kissed hungrily with me sucking his tongue and then John sucking my tongue. I clawed his back raw as he ducked his head and his lips found my swollen nipples and he sucked me hungrily and I had a crazy wish that I could again provide him with my milk.
"Fuck me, son, give Mom that good cock she's been waiting so long for!" I sobbed through gritted teeth as John shoved his cock in me again and again. He felt so perfect inside me, my pussy flesh wrapping around his cockmeat like it had been designed to do and I suppose that maybe it had been -- the ways of God are mysterious but seemed so clear to be as my son filled me with his perfect penis over and over.
John seemed unstoppable and having fucked Heather and Donna, I realized with both delight and awe that my son was likely capable of a long term fucking of his mother before he would need to cum. I cried out with joy as I surrendered myself body, heart and soul to my son's incestuous appetite. Sweat poured off John in rivers as he worked to pleasure my body, fucking me and fucking me until the world seemed to spin and every fiber of my body was exploding with pleasure.
I screamed, I laughed, I moaned and I sobbed with joy and love for my son's long, thick dick. The pleasure emanating from between my legs was so intense at times that I was certain I would just explode into pieces or spontaneously combust or simply die from the exquisite ecstasy of being fucked by my son. My whole world seemed to winnow down to that huge cock inside my cunt. Time seemed to stand still as my son fucked me until it seemed that my entire existence seemed to have been composed of our incestuous fucking.
And then John came -- his cock swelling inside me, the head flaring and then unleashing a torrent of hot, gooey semen that splattered and coated the insides of my womb and I instantly realized that every orgasm prior to this in my entire life was nothing more than a warm up activity. It was if I was tied to an electric chair that hit me not with electricity, but pure, undiluted carnal pleasure, pleasure that coursed through my entire body, infusing every atom of my being with the erotic delight that only comes from the sexual union of a mother and son. I let out a soul wrenching scream of unanticipated pleasure and surrendered to the most intense orgasm in the history of humankind, my entire existence now focused on the wonderful man and his pleasure giving cock. Everything else just ceased to exist.
When my eyes could focus again and I realized that I had lived through it and not gone to heaven to live in perfect ecstasy for all eternity, I found myself looking into my .son's beautiful brown eyes. John smiled at me, the fuck sweat rolling off his face from the effort of making love to me and said, "I love you, Mom."
I broke down and began to sob, hugging my son to me as best I could with my legs and arms trembling from our wonderful exertions. "I love you, too, son!" I cried. "I am never, ever letting you go!"
And I did my best to keep my promise at least that night. I clung to him as he rested between my legs, the two of us kissing and whispering words of love to each other until he had recovered and the act of kissing his motherlove revived that wonderful cock, making me moan with indescribable joy as I felt his penis, harden and lengthen inside my pussy until again we began to move together, our world again narrowed down to satisfying our incestuous urges.
My son fucked and came in me three times that night and I lost count of the number of incredible orgasms he gave me -- so many that I remember it mostly as one impossibly long son produced orgasm. After that, we slept in each other's arms until late Saturday morning. With a tinge of regret, I slipped out of my son's embrace and staggered to find the other members of my son-fucking fraternity.
I found Natalie, looking almost perky, sitting in the kitchen sipping a cup of coffee. Heather joined us a little while later, radiating the smile of an angel, happier than I had ever seen her. We compared our nights, each of us claiming to have seen the face of God as our son's had made us cum and cum again. Donna and Robbie had finally made it upstairs and remained secluded for most of the day, although we heard moans and sometimes screams of pleasure echoing down from their room. Donna and Robbie eventually emerged from hiding, both with love struck grins on their faces and Donna walked just a bit bowlegged.
All that day and long into the evening, we tested our sons' endurance by making love as often as they could bring their mothers an erection. Now, however, we were making love in the open, in front of the others. It was exciting to have my son between my legs, making me sob with pleasure and being able to look across the room and see Natalie being assfucked by her son or to see Heather on her hands and knees being fucked over and over again by Dale or to see Donna squatting on Robbie's thick cock riding him slowly as she seemed to have one long, continuous orgasm.
Sunday, we resumed the fun and games from Friday night as our sons sampled each other's mothers. It was all incredibly incestuous as we had all had such a role in raising those boys. While I can't claim that fucking Karl, Robbie or Dale has near the impact on me that fucking my own flesh and blood does (although being fucked by all three at one time comes a close second), I still got a delicious perverse delight in fucking each of those young men I had helped to raise.



Today, the Somerset Slutty Soccer Moms Association still meets regularly, both in our exclusive ladies' sessions and with our husbands and our sons. Each of our sons chose to attend a local university and so our fun and games just go on and on. We still pick up new members -- families move in and out of the neighborhood all the time. Once in a while, we'll find a mother who meets our stiff standards -- a mother who revels in being a slut especially with her own flesh and blood!
The End
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"Mrs. Lawson, I believe I may have come up with a plan to save your house." My heart almost leaped out of my throat as I heard the loan manager from our bank say those words over the phone. "If you and your husband could be here at 2:00 P.M. we can go over the um, details."
"Absolutely, Mr. Richards," I replied. "Thank you, thank you!" I was almost jumping up and down with excitement. I couldn't believe the nightmare of the last several months actually had a chance of going away.
Our family was one of those hit hard by the recent economic crisis. In better times, my husband and I had bought into this whole adjustable rate loan bullshit and had bought our overpriced and now undervalued McMansion along with thousands of others. When our payments suddenly doubled, we were barely able to keep our heads above water and then when the bottom fell out of the economy and my job evaporated along with the entire machinery company I worked for and Donnie's job cut him to half time, we were dead where we stood. We ate through our savings, the kids' college funds and maxed out the credit cards and just a few days ago we had sat in Mr. Richard's office as he told us that in all likelihood we were going to lose our house.
I have to tell you, I haven't slept much lately. A million thoughts just kept coming at me -- we have three growing kids, Tara age 17, Donnie Jr. age 13 and Molly age 9. Where were we going to live? Would we have to move away? Could we start over now? It's been scary -- hell, the last year or so has been scary. Donnie's forty-three years old and I'm forty. We thought we had life all figured out and now to have the rug pulled out from under us...well, when I told Donnie that Mr. Richards had a solution for us, I actually broke down and cried.
We showed up at the bank twenty minutes early and sat outside Mr. Richards' office, waiting nervously. Donnie had actually put on his Sunday going to church suit and I was wearing my best Sunday dress, a dark blue dress that came to just above my knees. I was wearing my best string of fake pearls and heels. Call us silly if you want to. We're both just one generation removed from the hills of Kentucky and when you go see the "man" you wear your best, anxious to impress the person who holds your life in your hands.
Exactly at 2:00 P.M. Mr. Richards' secretary walked out of his office and gestured to us. Over the past several months, we had come to know Lilly Fox quite well and I suspected my husband had a bit of a crush on her. She was in her mid twenties, blonde, green eyed with big firm breasts and a tight butt and except for the fact that she treated us with kindness and respect every time she saw or spoke to us, I would have hated her pretty little guts. I think she'd seen a lot of folks lately who were in desperate trouble and had tried to show her sympathy as best she could.
"Mr. Richards is waiting for you," she said, pointing to his office door. We nodded thanks and hurried towards the door. As I passed her, our faces met and I swore she was smirking at me -- a change from her usual kind demeanor. It was the smirk of someone who was in on a joke that was being played on you. A shiver ran down my spine, but I dismissed it from my mind as we stepped into the office of the person we hoped and prayed would be able to help us out.
"Good afternoon, Mr. and Mrs. Lawson. Please come in, have seats," Mr. Richards said, rising from behind the desk and pointing to two comfortable leather chairs. He glanced over us at his secretary. "Lilly, no interruptions, please," he said in a confident 'I'm the boss and I damn well know it' voice.
"Of course, Mr. Richards," I heard Lilly reply and again, I shivered as I seemed to hear something in her voice -- some sort of amused, snickering tone.
I dismissed it as nerves and focused on the loan manager. Mr. Richards was in his mid fifties, balding and a bit of a middle age spread. Still, there was something about him, about his demeanor that spoke of importance and power. For a moment, no one spoke and he stared at us solemnly and we peered back like nervous children. You could feel the tension building in the room. I felt a strange urge to cry.
Finally, Mr. Richards smiled and said, "Well, I know you're anxious to hear how we might save your home and help you get back on your feet financially," he said. He picked up some papers and continued. "Your current payments are sixteen hundred dollars a month and you are almost four months behind. The bank has looked into beginning foreclosure proceedings and unless we can figure something out, I'd say you'll be out on the street before school ends this coming spring." He smiled brightly at us as if this was good news.
"But you told Sonya that you thought you had a solution for us, yes?" asked my husband, the fear evident in his face.
Mr. Richards nodded and replied, "Absolutely, we have a solution. Actually, your wife is the solution." He paused and watched us for reaction.
Donnie and I looked at each other more than a bit confused. "Um, what do you mean, Mr. Richards?" I asked.
"Well, this is a little complicated, but hear me out. A group of bankers like myself and other civic minded folks in the community have gotten together and created a fund, a stimulus package if you will, to help out certain families save their homes if they meet the right criteria.
"The right criteria?" I echoed, feeling a little lost.
"Yes, Mrs. Lawson. I believe that you meet that criteria and can provide the right services that will qualify your family for our, ahem program." He smiled smugly at us and I slowly shook my head, not understanding.
"Services? What services? I was a quality control engineer at the machine plant."
Mr. Richards held his hands together, fingers pointing upwards to form a steeple. "To be blunt, Mrs. Lawson, you're a fine figure of a woman and there are many willing folks who would enjoy being serviced by you."
Suddenly I understood and I felt my face begin to flame. "You want me to have sex with you?" I gasped, not quite believing I had just asked such a question.
The banker grinned, an awful lascivious grin and replied, "Absolutely, Mrs. Lawson, with me and with a great many others."
Donnie stood up, fists becoming balls and he growled, "You motherfucker, I'm going to kick your fat, lazy ass!"
Although I think all three of us knew that that Donnie could absolutely carry out such a threat, Mr. Richards sat and calmly stared Donnie down while he said in a soft and confident voice. "No, Mr. Lawson, you won't. If you lay one hand on me, you'll spend the next five years in jail and your wife and your kids will be on the street in exactly..." He glanced down at the paperwork before him and continued, "In exactly eight weeks."
Donnie took a step forward and said in a strained voice, "You call my wife a whore and expect me to not beat the fucking shit out of you?"
"Absolutely correct. In fact you should get down on your knees and thank God your wife will have the chance to be a whore and bail your ass and your whole family out of the mess you're in. Now, sit down, Mr. Lawson."
"Donnie," I said quietly, reaching out to touch his arm. "Sit down, darling. I love you and it will be all right. Sit down and let's hear what he has to say." Donnie swallowed hard and his fists clenched all the tighter and I thought for a second that he would jump over the desk and clock Richards, but he didn't. A little shiver ran through his body and he let out a long sigh and sat down. Inside me, my emotions were all churned up. I wasn't sure what made me more upset -- Richards' words or Donnie listening to me and sitting back down.
Tension was thick in the room as I turned back to Mr. Richards and said, "So, what exactly am I supposed to do?"
"First thing, I need to see you undress right now," he said, looking at me with a look of great anticipation. I hesitated, unsure. Maybe this was all some sort of sick joke. "C'mon, now, Mrs. Lawson -- you must get used to obeying commands and obeying them promptly." His voice hardened. "Get naked, whore...NOW!" My head snapped back like I had been slapped. His voice -- that sudden, harsh demanding tone sent a wave of emotion that I didn't recognize coursing through my body.
Standing on shaky legs, I did as he asked. I reached behind and undid my zipper and then in one swift motion, pulled the dress over my head, leaving me standing in a standard black bra and panties. The cool air in his office raised gooseflesh on my arms and legs. My nipples hardened under my bra and I told myself it was the cold air, but that didn't explain the sudden moistness between my legs when he had taken that commanding air with me.
"Very nice, Mrs. Lawson. Now lose the underwear -- all of it." I bit my lower lip and shrugged out of my bra, letting my heavy breasts fall free. I had taken good care of myself and despite having nursed three children and having large breasts, I was proud that they didn't sag much. Mr. Richards studied my breasts and said, "Your tits are splendid, Mrs. Lawson, magnificent if I may say so. What are you, a 40 D-cup? And your nipples are incredible."
At his words, I blushed as my nipples, round like quarters, swelled even more, standing up almost an inch. I shocked myself by saying in a subdued voice, "I'm a 38 D." Then I shocked myself even more by murmuring, "Thank you."
"Now, let's have those panties off." Mr. Richards said, pointing downward between my legs. I bent over and slipped my panties off, stepping out of them and then standing naked before my husband and for the first time since long before I was married, another man. I could feel Mr. Richards' eyes crawling all over my pussy. I had long lips, topped by a carefully trimmed little landing strip. I choked off a moan as I felt a ripple of delicious heat pass outward from my pussy through the rest of my body. I didn't look down, fearing that my labia were already spreading in arousal. I felt ashamed and excited and I didn't understand anything at all.
Mr. Richards sighed and then looked over at my husband who was staring at me as well, veins visible on his neck and face, his face a deep crimson. "Ah, Donnie, you are a lucky man. Your wife is a beautiful woman!"
I felt my whole body blushing at his words, but I felt proud of myself too. I stand five foot, seven inches and weigh on a good day, one hundred-forty pounds. My breasts are still firm and maybe my best feature. I had worked hard to avoid the inevitable stomach pooch from having three children and was proud of my mostly flat stomach. My legs and ass cheeks were shapely from exercise and it wasn't that long ago that I knew I could still turn men's heads.
"May I get dressed, Mr. Richards?" I asked meekly trying to gain rein over the strange emotions running through me.
Mr. Richards pointed me back to my seat and said, "No, Mrs. Lawson, why should I be deprived of such a lovely view. Have a seat and let us discuss your, ahem, duties." I complied, amusing him as I tried to figure out how to sit -- demurely with a leg crossed over the other or with legs open, revealing my steadily dampening pussy.
Mr. Richards stared at me like I was some delicious desert he planned to devour. "Now, as to what will be required of you. Three days a week you will receive a call from Lilly instructing you on that day's assignments. You will be assigned Monday, Wednesday and Saturday -- so stay available on those days and make no other plans." He looked at both of us. "Understand?" When we both nodded, he added, "In addition, on Tuesday and Thursday, you will come visit me here at 2:00 P.M. sharp. In exchange for your services, your mortgage will be brought up to date and paid each month."
"Um...what services am I providing?" I asked, feeling my heart begin to pound as we actually talked about me being a whore.
"Why, whatever you're told to do. Refusal of any request will abrogate the agreement and the bank will immediately begin foreclosure proceedings. Understand?"
"Yes, sir," I replied softly, still amazed that I was agreeing to this and scarcely believing Donnie was standing by letting this happen.
"Well, then, if we understand each other, there's no time for getting started like right now!" Mr. Richards stood up and walked around his desk and pointed to a leather sofa in the far corner. "Donnie, come join me on the couch." He crossed the room and sat down and after my husband quietly joined him, he patted his crotch. I was amazed to see that there was a significant bulge in his gray slacks. "Now, Sonya, isn't it? Sonya, I want you to crawl over here and suck my cock!"
"Crawl, Mr. Richards?"
"Yes, Sonya, crawl over here like the whore slut you are and show me what a good cocksucker you are."
I could see Donnie bristling next to him, but was shocked to hear him say, "Shouldn't I leave the room?"
Mr. Richards laughed and said, "Oh no, certainly not! I want you here, Donnie. I want you to see your wife be the whore she already knows she is." Donnie stunned me by just frowning and nodding meekly. Mr. Richards crooked a finger at me and said, "C'mon you little bitch. I want my cock sucked right now."
Part of me seemed to stand back amazed as I slipped from my chair to the deep carpet of his office. Breasts hanging and swaying, I began to crawl over to him on my hands and knees, trying to deny the heat and the hot and slippery sensations as my labia rubbed together as I moved. I was turned on -- I just couldn't believe it. I crawled between Mr. Richards' legs and slipped a hand over the fabric covered bulge in his pants. I undid the button on his slacks and pulled down the zipper and reached in with shaky hands to fish out his cock. It felt wet and sticky and I didn't understand that, but I was more amazed at its size. Donnie, god love him, is just a bit shy of being six inches long when he's erect and not all that thick. Don't get me wrong, I love my husband's cock, but a thrill went through me as I estimated Mr. Richards at over eight inches and significantly thicker than my husband.
"Mmmmm, I think you like what you've found," said Mr. Richards. "Is it bigger than Donnie's dick?" As I slowly stroked it, I nodded in confirmation. As Mr. Richards chuckled, I shot a glance at Donnie who looked mortified. Mr. Richards reached out and ran a hand through my thick mahogany hair. "Now, Sonya, would you like to suck my cock?"
I looked up at him and whispered, "Yes." And it was the truth. I did want to suck him and he smiled at me and I took him in my mouth. Now to be honest, I don't suck Donnie all that much. He prefers straight up sex, mostly with him on top. There was a time when we were much more sexually active, but the last few years, it had become at best a once a week event and in recent months, Donnie's sex drive had simply disappeared. Now I was consumed with desire to please this man, to pleasure this big penis and so I did.
As I took him into my mouth, I realized I was tasting more than cock -- that the wetness and stickiness on the skin had its own taste and I almost choked as I realized that I was tasting sperm and pussy. I had a sudden epiphany, envisioning Mr. Richards fucking his secretary, Lilly maybe moments before we walked in. I didn't matter. Like a woman starving, I ran my tongue up and down his shaft and licked his cock clean before focusing on sucking him, rolling my tongue around his large cock head. I kept my brown eyes focused on his face, measuring what I was doing from his expression and trying to please him. Once in a while, I would spare a glance over to my husband who stared at me with a confused look -- as if he didn't recognize me.
I felt my cunt grow wet and felt my own juices trickling down my thighs. I felt so confused and wondered if somehow, Mr. Richards had perceived my true nature. Was I a slut? Was I a shameless whore? Thirty minutes ago, I was a jobless wife and mother, now I was on my knees sucking a strange cock and I couldn't seemed to muster much more than a glimmer of shame. I was dealing with the fact that I was enjoying this, that I was happy sucking this man's big cock!
I swirled my tongue and tried to recall every little trick that had made Donnie happy over the years and I was amazed to feel my heart thrill to every moan I drew from Mr. Richard's lips. I quivered as he entangled his fingers in my heavy mane of brown hair and guided my motion as he murmured, "Yes, that's it, bitch! Suck my cock, you little whore. You love it, don't you, you cockloving slut!"
And then without warning, I felt him swell and then my mouth was flooded with his spunk -- hot, thick, salty semen. I gulped it down, eager to please him and to not waste a drop. I sucked and sucked until there was nothing left to suck from him and yet, I still sucked him and tongued his still throbbing dick. Finally, it was too intense and he pushed my head back, allowing him to slip from my lips.
"Oh my, yes! You definitely live up to expectations, Sonya!" crowed Mr. Richards. He nudged my husband who sat there in disbelief. "Again, Donnie, I tell you, you are a lucky man!" As he spoke, he took his still semi-erect cock in his hand and gently slapped it against my face, leaving little splatters of spit and cum on my face. "You enjoyed it too, didn't you, Sonya?"
I looked up at him and nodded and then to reinforce my feelings, I leaned forward, brushing my cheeks and lips against the head of his cock, almost worshipping his meat stick, savoring the feel of his velvety shaft against my skin. Donnie's eyes bulged as he watched me literally rub Mr. Richard's cock against my face.
"I believe you will go far, Sonya," Mr. Richards said, standing up. "There is a whore inside of you just dying to get out!" He allowed me to kiss the tip of his cock before tucking it back inside his trousers. Then, so much like a man, he became all business and instructed me to get dressed. When I was dressed and composed, he told me, "Tomorrow is Wednesday, so be at home and wait for Lilly's phone call. Don't disappoint me and I look forward to seeing you on Thursday."
He walked us to his office door and good heartedly patted Donnie on the back. "Cheer up, Mr. Lawson. Your wife is going to make everything all right. Go home and get a good night's sleep knowing your home -- your life is safe!"
We walked out, Lilly Fox watching us from her desk, the smirk still on her face. I felt my face blush anew, seeing in her eyes the knowledge of what I had done and what I had agreed to become. Her tongue flitted out and over her lips and she gave me a little wink and I knew in my heart at that moment that I had been right. I had just licked her cunt cream off Mr. Richard's cock. What's more, just being sure of that nasty fact made my pussy even wetter than it already was.
Most of the ride home was awfully silent. Donnie's hands were clenched on the steering wheel and he was looking straight ahead with his jaw so clenched I thought he might crack teeth. Finally, in an almost strangled voice, he saw. "You actually enjoyed that. You liked sucking that fucker's cock!"
I rolled my eyes as I shot back. "No! I -- I just did what I had to do."
Donnie took his eyes off the road and glared at me. "Bullshit, Sonya. You loved it, rubbing your face all over his cock!"



"Fuck you, Donnie Lawson," I said with more anger than I felt. "It was just sex and it was just to save our asses. We get to keep our house, goddamnit."
Donnie sneered at me and took one hand off the wheel and shook it at me. "Married all these years and I never knew you were a fucking whore! You sucked his cock like you were starved for it"
"I told you, Donnie, it was just sex! I did it to save our house." Maybe, I should have let it go at that, but to be honest, Donnie had me pissed off, so I opened my mouth and added, "But it was kind of nice to see a nice hard cock -- it's been a while!"
Donnie snarled, "You fucking bitch!" and turned the wheel hard, taking us off the road. Our SUV bounced over a curb and skidded to a halt in the parking lot of an abandoned gas station. I yelped as Donnie grabbed me by the back of the neck, fingers tangling in my hair. His free hand fumbled with his fly and he fished out his cock and I was shocked to see him hard as a rock. "You skanky whore -- you like to suck cock so much, suck this, bitch!"
I cried out in pain as Donnie yanked my head down into his lap, fear pumping adrenaline into my body and to my astonishment, my cunt seemed to catch fire at the same time. I opened my mouth and quickly began sucking my husband off. His cock head was coated with precum and I suddenly realized that the whole incident with Mr. Richards had turned my husband on. My God -- had he had a hard on the whole time?
Again, I let myself go, sucking Donnie furiously like I was a streetwalker trying to get her 'john' to cum before a cop came along. I felt like a whore and I loved it and I wondered how I had gotten to be forty years old and not know these things about myself. Donnie's fingers tightened in my thick mane of hair and I heard him groan, "You fucking cunt of a whore," and then he was cumming -- a big load since he hadn't cum in God knows when." I slurped it up noisily and greedily, trying not to lose a single drop.
When his cock head got too sensitive he pushed me away only to see me scoop up a little dribble of his semen on my chin and suck it off my finger. I looked at him defiantly, daring him to say anything. He glared back as he tucked himself away. He resumed the silent treatment as he put the car in gear and pulled back onto the road.
The rest of the day I got the silent treatment, even through dinner with the kids. By now, all my sweet children were used to tensions running high between their father and mother and just ignored it. Besides, as the day went on, I felt like a great load had been lifted from my shoulders and I was acting more cheerful than any of my kids had seen in a long time. Why not? I had spent months dreading the moment I would have to tell them we were going to have to move and now -- now I wouldn't have to. To be able to see my children grow up in their proper home was worth me whoring. I didn't feel more than a twinge of guilt over the fact that I was basically selling my body to make the house payment and that guilt was more about feeling so turned on about doing it!
Donnie continued the silent treatment all night, turning his back to me in bed and not doing more than grunting during breakfast. After the kids were on the bus and Donnie was dressed for work and at the door, he turned to me and said, "You're going to do this?"
"Of course, I am. Donnie, this is about saving our house, nothing more. I love you. I will always love you. I'm doing this because I love you and the kids."
Donnie shook his head and for a moment I thought he might spit at me. His lower lip curled and he muttered, "Whore," and then he was out the door, leaving me to wait for my call.
It was after eleven when it finally came. "Sonya? This is Lilly Fox at the bank." Damn if she didn't still sound a little smug.
I had been on the edge of my seat since Donnie had left, having cussed out two telemarketers. I tried to sound calm when I replied, "Yes, Lilly. I've been expecting your call."
"You have a 1:00 o'clock appointment at 435 Dallard Ave. Suite 650 -- the Stockman Financial Group -- ask for Gustav Stockman." She paused while I repeated the address and wrote it down. Then before she hung up, she added, "Dress slutty."
I stared at the phone. Dress slutty? I glanced at my watch and shook my head. I couldn't think of an article of clothing that I owned that was slutty and I didn't think I would have time to go somewhere and buy something slutty. Hell, I wasn't even sure of where I could buy something slutty. Then I had a brainstorm.
I scurried upstairs to my daughter's room. At age 17, Tara was challenging her boundaries almost everyday. Two months ago, we'd had a shouting match over an outfit she had bought with her Christmas money. I opened up her closet and began pushing clothes around. There it was -- a red and black plaid school girl's dress, way too short for decency and her school's dress code! She wasn't quite as tall as me, but I had kept my figure pretty well. I shucked off my robe and stepped into it. Oh my god, it was short. The waist band only went up as far as my lower belly and the hemline was, well, if I bent over I was going to being showing off just about everything.
I walked to my room, my breasts jiggling as I did so. I couldn't help but play a little with my throbbing nipples. They were already erect and painfully swollen. I found a white dress shirt I used with a dress suit. I tied it up under my tits, leaving my belly bare. Braless, my heavy tits molded against the cotton material, my nipples clearly jutting out, almost making the cloth seem transparent. I left only one button done, letting the shirt flare out and offer up a stupendous view of my breasts. I felt my pussy quiver as I realized I was about to go out in public like this. White socks, a pair of white cotton panties and my daughter's sneakers completed the ensemble. I finished the look by pulling my hair back into a set of pigtails and tying them with red ribbons. After applying makeup I looked like an over-aged and depraved school girl.
At five minutes to one, I walked into the lobby of Suite 650. I had just ran the gauntlet downstairs, feeling my face and my pussy burn as people in the lobby of this office building stopped and watched me stroll through. Inside the suite, I wondered if I had the wrong address. A severely dressed elderly woman manned the reception desk and she looked at me over her glasses and said, "May I help you?" in a voice that dripped with contempt.
I hesitated but blurted out, "My name is Sonya. I have a one o'clock appointment with Mr. Stockman."
She told me to have a seat and I did, trying carefully not to expose anything, feeling so naughty with virtually all my shapely legs exposed and feeling my erect nipples throb proudly against my blouse. As people emerged from various offices to speak with the receptionist, they would throw idle glances my way, most pausing to appraise me and then reward me with a smirk or with a lewd grin.
"Follow me," the Receptionist said, suddenly rising from her desk. I followed her down a long hall and into a large room with a huge conference table over which was draped a huge green felt cloth, making it look like the world's biggest billiards table. The old woman turned to me and said, "You will place yourself under the table. Once everyone is here and the meeting begins, you will proceed to suck every cock and lick every cunt sitting at the table. You may begin with anyone you like, but you must leave the person at the head of the table..." She stopped and pointed to the far end of the table where an especially ornate chair was placed, reminding me of a throne. "Leave the person sitting there for last. Any questions?"
I was too surprised to speak. Sucking cock didn't shock me although there were twelve chairs around the table and I never would have guessed I would be doing so many at one time, but licking a woman's cunt shocked me. I had never done such a thing in my life. Again, as I had been yesterday, I was surprised at my own physical reaction at the prospect of doing this. I barely managed to not give a little moan of pleasure as my pussy went from moist to absolutely wet in the time she had told me my duties.
"Um, afterwards? What should I do?"
The receptionist smiled and said, "Remain under the table until Mr. Stockman instructs you further." At that moment a soft chime rang out three times over an intercom system. "Ah, everyone is being summoned to the meeting. Please take your place." Without saying another word, she spun on her heels and exited the room.
I quickly crawled under the conference table, making my way to the center. I sat kneeling as I heard people enter the room, chatting and talking and one by one, pulling out chairs and taking seats. I heard small talk about business, family, sports, but as they sat, one by one each nonchalantly undid their trousers and let them pool at their feet, except for two women who simply slipped panties off to pool around their expensive high heels. It seemed so fucking weird I had to clamp a hand over my mouth to stop from giggling. Finally, someone sat down on the fanciest chair and undid his trousers as well and then a sonorous masculine voice that would make any woman wet said, "Let's begin the meeting. Collins, how are things in your district?"
I immediately made for the person sitting to the immediate right of the throne chair and felt him jump a little as I placed a hand on his left leg and eased myself up to him and took his cock in my hand. He was already semi erect and with a few gentle strokes I had him in a full erection and then I took him in my mouth and let my sluttish side take over.
So many thoughts raced through my mind as I furiously licked and sucked this cock -- the least of which was that I for the second day in a row, sucking the dick of a man I didn't know and that that knowledge thrilled the hell out of me. As I was fluttering my tongue over his pee slit, I felt him stiffen and then hot cum was gushing into my mouth. I swallowed it hungrily, gently squeezing his balls to get as much sperm from him as I could.
On to the next cock. He was longer than the first and smelled more strongly of man sweat. I sucked and licked and then felt a hand on my head urging me to take him deep and so I did, doing my best to not gag and glorying in the fact that as I took one inch after another that I was deep-throating someone that made my husband's dick look tiny. His free hand joined his other and I found myself being controlled completely as he moved my head back and forth, fucking my face until he shot a thick load of semen into my mouth that I swallowed like it was nectar. I felt like an absolute slut, reveling in being controlled -- in being used like a common street whore.
I crawled to the next seat and felt my heart begin to triphammer. This cock was black and again, I crossed a boundary. I grew up in an all white community in the Appalachian Mountains and never had an opportunity to be with a black man before Donnie and I were married. I was on him and sucking his dark skinned shaft with gusto, giving him my best effort as a cocksucker, using my tongue like a whirling dervish, licking his long prick like a black all day sucker until he thrust forward and almost choked me with a gusher of steaming hot semen.
On I went down the line, sucking cock until my jaw began to ache. I had finished one side and turned to face the person at the opposite end from the throne chair and saw a woman's legs spread wide facing me. In the dim light under the table, I could see that she was extremely hairy, but that she was aroused -- her labia bloomed like an exotic lilly. I crept up between her legs, trailing my fingertips along her thighs. I slowly eased my face to her cunt until my lips were almost brushing her wet flesh.
I could smell her cunt -- so much like my own and yet with its own unique fragrance. I extended my tongue and gave her a few tentative licks. The taste was much like my own, but again different -- less salty than my own juices. I licked it, but was so nervous. Suddenly a hand shot down under the table and grabbed a handful of my hair, fingers twisting around one of my pig tails and then she both scooted forward and rammed my face between her legs, mashing my mouth against her cunt. I took the hint and thrust my tongue out and began making like a pig at the trough, just slathering my tongue over her pussy flesh. Her thighs tightened against my head as I plunged my tongue deep into her cunt and then gave her long licks alternating with nibbling on her fleshy labia.
As my eyes adjusted, I realized I could see her fat nub of a clitoris emerging from its hood and I licked it and sucked on it and then I began licking her from the bottom of her juicy slit to the top, paying special attention to her clitoris on each pass until I heard her gasp (accompanied by a few chuckles and the sonorous voice scolding with a mild "Calm down."
Her thighs tightened even more against my head and I was astounded to get hit by a burst of fluid -- omigod, she was ejaculating cunt juice into my face. Four solid heavy bursts while I made the effort to just tongue her madly. Her juices trickled off my chin and splashed on my breasts and on my shirt. Finally her thighs loosened and she physically shoved me away. I was thrilled. I had eaten my first cunt and I had made her cum! I could feel her juices dripping from my cheeks and chin and reveled in feeling so carnally nasty.
I resumed sucking cock, another black cock which thrilled my soul. This one not as long as the other, but thicker than any cock I had ever sucked before (alright, before yesterday, that was only two, Donnie's and a high school sweetheart). Three cocks later, I was confronted with my second cunt -- this one as bald as the day she had been born. I threw caution to the wind and like a madwoman, mashed my face into her naked and slippery pussy.
She tasted very different than the other woman -- fresher, cleaner and I knew in an instant that she was much younger than the first woman. I licked and lapped and coaxed her clitoris out of hiding -- this one not as fat, but longer, almost half the length of my little finger, like a tiny penis. She too tightened her thighs around me, but lifted her legs to rest over my shoulders, exposing herself a little better. She really seemed to like my tongue swirling deep inside her pussy, scraping her sweet honey off her sugar walls. I knew she was cumming when I felt her heels beat against my back in an orgasmic spasm before slowly sliding off me, leaving her legs in a wide, careless sprawl. She hadn't sprayed me with her cunt cream like the first woman had, but I felt like I was wearing a facial mask, so heavily coated with pussy juices was my face.
Finally there was the last chair -- the throne chair as I thought of it. Another semi-erect cock greeted me -- maybe seven inches long once I had him stiff. My jaws were sore as hell, but I knew he needed my best and that's what he got. I made love to that cock with my mouth -- inspiring myself by imagining that Donnie was there watching me -- watching me be as complete a slut as I could manage. I sucked that cock and licked it like it was the great love of my life and in a way it was. It took me some weeks to realize how much I relished sucking cock and that to me the most wonderful cock in the world was the cock I had in my mouth at any given moment.
I did my best to make him last, easing off whenever he seemed to be coming close. I did this several times until finally I sensed we were at the point of no return and fluttered my tongue over the crown of his wonderful penis until I coaxed out a large amount of semen -- shot after tasty shot of his load. It was only as I was sucking the last dribbles of his sperm that I realized that my belly was full with the semen of ten men...TEN MEN!!!
I started to ease my lips off his cock, but he dropped a hand into my hair and stopped me. I took it as a directive to keep sucking and so I did, licking and sucking him, keeping him from going soft, but not able to get him back to full mast. As I sucked him, I realized that I could hear him talking and that the meeting was winding to a close.
Finally he permitted me to let him slip from my mouth and he pushed back his chair as he said, "Now, ladies and gentlemen, I'd like you to meet our special treat for the day." He held out a hand and helped me scoot out and stand up on shaky, trembling legs. As my eyes adjusted to the normal light again, I saw I was looking at an older, distinguished gentleman, his handsome face craggy with years of experience, wisdom and power -- think Charlton Heston or Gregory Peck in their late sixties. This had to be Mr. Stockman. I felt my heart do a flip-flop as he smiled at me. "It's Sonya, is it not?"
He turned me around so I could see the rest of the people. There was a mix of young and middle aged men and one young red-headed woman in her early twenties and one dark haired woman that was maybe ten years older than me. "Give her a hand, everyone," he said and they all gave me an enthusiastic round of applause. I couldn't believe it, but I actually blushed.
"Now, Sonya, it's the custom of the monthly meeting to reward our top producer of the month, he gets to, um, well make love to you." Mr. Stockman stroked my shoulder gently and said, "Its one hell of an incentive and well, frankly, you make me wish I was back in the field myself." I felt my heart begin to beat rapidly again. I was going to get fucked! Part of me was already rejoicing, my cunt muscles twitching in anticipation -- I was horny as hell. Part of me was going into shock. I had not been with another man in twenty years...not since Donnie and I had started dating. Part of that shock was acknowledging just how much I was looking forward to it.
All around the table, everyone was looking at me with anticipation and hunger. I shivered as I felt my own juices trickle down my thigh. My panties were absolutely soaked! Mr. Stockman pointed to a man in his mid thirties, with thinning blonde hair. "Davidson, you've done it again. Your region has had its best month yet!"
A good natured groan rose from the rest as the man broke out into a grin. I heard someone in the crowd gripe, "Jeezus, Dennis. That's your third time this year!"
Davidson stepped forward and began unbuttoning his shirt. Meanwhile, a few others surrounded me and lifted me and sat me on the table. The dark haired woman stepped up and placed her hand on my thighs and slowly slid them up under my short skirt. I shivered at her touch -- not repulsed, but turned on. She gave me a knowing grin as her fingers hooked my panties and slid them off. She held them up so the crowd could see my cunt juice stained panties and then held them to her face and sniffed. She gave me a wink as others pulled me on the table, undoing my shirt and running their hands over my heaving breasts and stomach and lifted my skirt to reveal my very wet pussy.
I was eased back, my head resting on a pillow that seemed to come from nowhere. Another was slipped under my hips and my legs were spread apart as a now nearly naked Davidson climbed on the table and between my thighs. His cock was long, hard and dripping precum and I moaned with need. I was almost surprised when I heard myself gasp, "Fuck me! Please fuck me!" The crowd around the table cheered and I heard catcalls and comments of "Jeez, what a whore," and "Now that's what I'd call a slut!" And I was. I was a whorish slut in complete rut and I lewdly thrust my pelvis upwards, aching to get that cock inside me. I was absolutely ready to toss twenty years of fidelity away without a second thought!
Davidson ran his hands over my breasts, roughly squeezing them as he settled between my legs. I felt his cock brush my labia and I began to hunch and twist and then he raised his hips slightly and thrust forward and as he clamped his mouth on mine, he rammed his long cock home with a single thrust. I screamed against his probing tongue as cock pierced me deeper than I had ever been touched before and I felt an orgasm rise out of me before we even really got started.



As I locked my arms around his back and pulled my knees back to let him get even deeper, I heard someone groan and say, "Fuck, she really loves it!" I sobbed with joy as I dueled tongues with this complete stranger while our bodies found a mutually satisfying rhythm. Very quickly, Davidson was slamming his cock into me at a fast and hard pace, our bodies slapping together wetly as we both became coated with fuck sweat. My breasts bounced wildly beneath his chest and I felt feminine hands ran over them from both sides -- long, lacquered nails pinching my swollen nipples constantly, adding to my ever building pleasure.
Soon our kiss ended as we were both gasping for air and we became two wild, clawing and scratching beasts of lust. I heard cheers as I began to scream my demands to be fucked and fucked hard! More cheers accompanied Davidson's groans as I tore twin tracks of blood down his back with my nails as I began to convulse, my orgasm reaching an intensity I hadn't known in years -- if ever! Then the man began to cum and I felt my insides grow even hotter with the liquid heat of his load of semen splashing my womb. The world went white hot for a long minute and I was lost in ecstasy.
When I came to myself, Davidson was climbing off the table and I felt the loss of his cock in every fiber of my body. I held out my arms to those men nearest to me and undulated my pelvis, moaning, "Please...more?"
Mr. Stockman appeared and held out a hand and pulled me up to a sitting position. "Pace yourself, my dear -- there will be other times I'm sure." He stroked my face and smiled warmly at me. "My god, but you're lovely, Sonya. Richards has outdone himself." His hand felt good on my skin and when his thumb ran over my lips, I couldn't help myself and I sucked at it eagerly. He laughed and said, "By god, you are an eager one, aren't you? You remind me of my daughter -- always ready for love."
Mr. Stockman turned to the dark haired woman who had removed my panties. "What do you think, Joan? Doesn't she remind you of, well, you?" I stopped sucking his thumb as my mouth dropped open in shock. This lovely woman whose pussy I had just eaten was his daughter! "I swear, Joan, I think she's the first woman to suck me with as much enthusiasm as you in many years."
Joan smiled and said, "Now be nice, Daddy. I think we're shocking her." She gave her father a kiss on the lips and then and leaned in and gave me a kiss on the mouth. "We don't want to scare her off. I'm looking forward to getting to know you better." She smiled as she eased closer, her hand on my bare thigh again, slipping upwards until her fingers were gently stirring between my spread and cum covered cunt lips. Then in front of her father she held up her cum covered fingers and slowly sucked them clean.
Mr. Stockman laughed and said, "And I look forward to seeing you and her together, dear, but we do have a business to run." He turned and glanced at his executives getting ready to exit. "Back to work, gentlemen. Don't forget the tip bowl, either." He patted my cheek one last time and said, "It's been a pleasure, Sonya, until next time. He moved towards the now open door.
His daughter kissed me again and then held up my pussy stained panties, twirling them from her index finger. "Souvenir," she sang out and laughed and then went and caught up with her father, drawing a laugh from him as she held my panties to his nose. They left the room arm in arm, never looking back.
I eased myself off the table and tried to pull myself back together. I tied my shirt back in place and tried to tug my skirt down so as not to expose my now bare and cum filled cunt. I found a washroom off of the boardroom and got my hair combed and was nearly presentable. I was heading for the exit when Mr. Stockman came back in, holding a lovely, but small glazed pot.
"Ah, you haven't left yet. Good." He held out the small pot. "Here. I know you've made arrangements with Mr. Richards, but I always think its good policy to tip our whores." He smiled toothily and added, "Especially the really excellent whores."
I took the bowl and looked into it and gasped. It was filled with fifty dollar bills! I was totally flabbergasted. "I -- I don't know what to say. I -- surely, I can't take this!" I said.
Stockman patted my cheek again as he might a child that amused him and said, "But of course you can, Sonya. You fuck for money, take it when it's offered to you." He turned and walked out of the room. Then the elderly receptionist came in and while failing to not smirk, asked me to follow her. She escorted me back to the reception area and showed me out.
I walked back to my car in a daze and sat there for quite a while trying to think what I should do next. Finally, I counted my money. There were eleven fifty dollar bills and at the bottom was a hundred dollar bill -- six hundred and fifty dollars total! I sat in my car and just let it all soak in. I had just sucked ten cocks, licked two pussies and had been fucked by someone who wasn't my husband. In doing so, I was making the house payment and getting money to boot. "I'm a whore!" I said to myself. I didn't feel ashamed at all. In fact, I felt almost reborn. I was maybe for the first time in my life, completely sure of who I was.
I drove home, stopping at a discount store to buy a cheap, but long raincoat. I wasn't ashamed of being a whore, but I wasn't ready to explain to my children why I was dressed so sexily...not yet anyways. I came home to find my eldest Tara supervising the others as they all did their homework in the kitchen. She gave me a curious look, but the others were too busy trying to get done so they could go play videogames to do more than say "Hi, Mom!" and kiss my cheek. Tara informed me that Daddy was lying down upstairs with a headache.
I smiled and headed up to our bedroom. I was pretty sure I knew how this was going to play out. Our bedroom was dimly lit -- one small bedside lamp on and Donnie lying on the bed. He came up quickly and sat looking at me accusingly as I shed the raincoat.
"Oh my fucking god," he said, eyeballing my sluttish outfit. "You went out in public dressed like that?"
I stood and face him, my legs spread slightly apart. "Not exactly," I replied. "When I left, I had on panties." I undid the skirt and let it pool at my feet, revealing my still cumstained and gaping open cunt.
Donnie came to his feet like he'd been hit with a cattle prod. "What the fuck have you done?" He said through gritted teeth. "What fucking whorish thing have you done, you bitch?"
As I undid my blouse and let it fall, revealing my breasts complete with my still red from being pinched nipples, I said, "Well, where should I start? Sucking cocks or getting fucked good and hard for the first time in a long time?"
Donnie sprung at me and grabbed me by my long hair. "You WHORE!" he screamed in my face. He dragged me by my hair over to my makeup table and bent me over the chair. I heard his zipper and then the sound of key and coins spilling as he dropped his pants. "You fucking whorecunt bitch. You like getting fucked -- fine, get fucked by this!"
I grunted as my husband slipped his cock into my cunt for the first time in several weeks. It felt different -- no, it was different, knowing that he was sticking his cock into me and getting himself coated with another man's cum. "Mmmmm, you like that, baby," I cooed. You like my hot cunt? You like feeling all that sticky sperm already in there! Well, fuck me, baby! Fuck your slut!"
My words seemed to both arouse and enrage Donnie and he fucked me viciously, his groin slapping against my ass while he cupped my tits and squeezed them hard. I must confess I liked it too. I liked this angry fucking by my husband just as I liked knowing that while on some level this aroused him and that on another level he was feeling humiliated. It didn't take long for either of us to reach orgasm and I felt him explode inside me and then I was cumming too. It ended with me on my knees cleaning his cock of all the semen, his and Davidson's and my juices while he stared down at me with a mixture of fear and loathing and yes, love. He barely spoke to me the rest of the evening and we fell asleep in silence.
I lay there awake for quite a while, reliving the events of the day. I felt completely alive and I marveled at not realizing this about myself before. I had whored myself out and I had enjoyed every moment of it. I vowed to myself to be completely fearless and to push the frontiers of my new world without exception. I knew I now had a serious addiction to cock and hungered again for the new experience of pussy. I slipped into a fantasy, playing with my pussy and imagining Joan Stockman licking me while I sucked her father. I fell asleep knowing that that fantasy might come true.
The next afternoon, I was right on time for my appointment with Mr. Richards. I wasn't sure about a proper wardrobe, so I was wearing the sexiest thing I owned. It was a short black dress I usually wore to Donnie's boss's annual New Year's Eve party. It came up about five inches from my knees and had a modest plunging neckline. You couldn't call it slutty, but I think it did show off my best attributes and I knew I could turn a head or two with it.
Lilly Fox emerged from Mr. Richard's office at three minutes after two, looking smug and chipper, her face a bit flushed and breathing a mite heavy. "Mr. Richards will see you now," she said, tossing me a knowing wink as I strutted by her.
Mr. Richards was sitting on his sofa again, sans pants and shoes. His cock was standing straight up and glistened in the fluorescent lights of the ceilings. "Ah, Mrs. Lawson, right on time," he murmured as he watched me stride right up to him.
"Should I get naked, sir?" I asked. I said it in a meek tone and was rewarded by his cock swelling a bit and bobbing a bit higher.
"Ah, you learn quickly, Sonya. I like the respect I hear in your voice. Yes, by all means, undress." He had me walk around in my high heels for a few minutes and then had me crawl to him from across the room. Mr. Richards instructed me to clean his secretary's cum off his cock and informed me as I licked her juices off. "I resisted cumming in her today. I wanted you to be the beneficiary of all my seed today, Sonya -- a reward for your good work yesterday. Gus Stockman is quite pleased with your work yesterday. Said, you suck cock like you love it."
Mr. Richards stroked my hair as I whispered, "I do love sucking cock." I ran my tongue up the length of his shaft and tenderly kissed the swollen head. "You taught me that, Mr. Richards. I love your cock. I'll suck it whenever you tell me to. I'll suck you off in front of my husband again if it pleases you. Even if I had my house paid off, I would suck your cock because I love it so much." And the crazy thing is, I meant every word of it!
I worshipped that man's erect penis as best as I could muster -- as if it were the last cock I would ever go down on and I wanted it to last and last and when Mr. Richards finally cried out as he thrust deep into my mouth and let go with a thick blast of semen, it was the most wonderful thing that had ever happened to me. I almost wept with delight at the incredible load he had built up.
After I was dismissed, I lingered outside his office and waited for Lilly Fox to end a phone conversation. She hung up the receiver and looked at me. "Yes, Mrs. Lawson, can I help you?" She smirked at me with the knowledge that I would be licking her juices off her employer's cock for quite some time to come.
"Well, yes, I hope so." I felt a little nervous around her, why, I wasn't sure. "I was hoping to go shopping for some uh, more appropriate clothes for my assignments, but I'm not sure where to go..." I trailed off, hoping she understood my question.
The secretary studied me for a moment and then smiled, this time with more kindness than before. She pressed a button on her telephone and said, "Mr. Richards. Its almost three -- can I take off a bit early and help Mrs. Lawson shop for a new wardrobe?"
I heard Mr. Richards chuckle and reply, "Absolutely. Take her to Victor's. I'm sure Sonya will appreciate their special discounts."
Lilly had me follow her in her car and we drove to the far end of town, near the airport. We passed several strip clubs and finally stopped at a large blockhouse building with a large sign outside that said, "Victor's Erotica. There were several cars in the gravel parking lot and I felt an excited tingle between my legs. We were definitely on the wrong end of the city -- a place that most of us only knew from infrequent news reports on the ten o'clock news or brief articles in the newspaper when the police would raid the establishments for prostitution.
Taking my hand, Lilly led me inside, through the metal detectors and past a large, black doorman who nodded to Lilly. Inside, she paused to let me take it all in. The place was huge -- massive rows of adult DVD's and magazines and books. To the right side was the novelty section and my eyes hungrily scanned over the dozens of dildos and fake cocks displayed amongst the other sexual "aides." Lilly then led me to the left side where there was a vast section of clothing.
I felt like a child turned loose in a toy store. I couldn't believe the outfits I saw. Some designed for strippers, others for the bedroom, others just for dressing up sexy and going dancing and clubbing and others aimed for hookers in a hurry. Lilly and I giggled our way through, looking at dresses and tops and things that a week ago I would have been mortified to be seen in public in. Before we were done, I had what amounted to two large shopping bags full of dresses, tops, underwear and other things.
As we shopped, other folks passed in and out of the store -- several men looking nervous or tense, a few couples both red-neck and uptown in appearance and a few women who appeared to be wives and mothers like myself.
We finally made our way up to the cashier in the center of the building. He was a large, heavy set man with a three day old beard, several food stains on his grungy t-shirt and a grin that made me both frightened and turned on. He rang everything up and then nodded and winked at me when Lilly told him I would get the special discount.
"Well, sugarpuss, that comes to four hundred and twelve dollars." He looked me over, up and down like he was appraising a side of beef and said, "Shit, let's just call it four hundred even."
I nodded, expecting the bill to be much higher and pulled my wallet out of my purse -- thankful now for the tip money from yesterday's assignment. I felt Lilly lean in against me, her youthful, pert and oh so bountiful breasts rubbing against my arm in a way that thrilled me to my very core.
"Sonya, sweetheart -- you're a whore. You never pay in cash what you can pay for in trade,"
I turned and looked at her in surprise. "You mean I'm going to have sex with someone..." I managed to get out before Lilly pressed a finger to my lips.
I looked up at the cashier. He said, "I reckon four will do -- let her have room three." He extended a big grimy paw. "I'm John by the way. Do we have a deal?" I looked at his hand for a moment and then reached out and shook it, nodding my head as I was absolutely struck mum with shock.
Lilly walked me through the labyrinth of DVD racks towards the back of the store. We took some steps up to the second floor and stopped at a door with a big three painted on it. There was a red light bulb, dim at the moment, above the door. "What do I do?" I asked Lilly.
"Go in, turn on the light and have a seat. I'm sure you'll be able to figure things out from there. Just stay until John comes for you." Lilly ran her fingernails lightly down my arm. "Oh, and have fun, slut!" she added and walked away, calling out, "See you, Tuesday!"
I watched her for several seconds and then became aware that I was the focus of scrutiny of several other patrons. I stepped into the room and flipped on the lights. The room was bare except for a padded kitchen chair -- more a cell than a room -- maybe ten feet by ten feet. On three sides were cheap, large, unframed mirrors. On the remaining wall was a perfectly round hole -- maybe three inches in diameter and I wondered about rats. I sat down nervously on the kitchen chair and wondered what would come next.
Less than a minute later, my question was answered when through the hole in the wall a hard dick slipped in and stopped scant inches from my face. I clapped my hands to my face in surprise. I had heard Donnie crack jokes about glory holes before, but never expected to see one in action, yet here I was, sitting alone in a room with one that was now in use. The penis was long, maybe seven inches and I felt that now familiar desire and hunger well up inside me.
I scooted my chair up closer and closed my mouth over the mystery cock and slathered my tongue over it. I could hear someone on the other side groan and I began sucking him voraciously. He smelled of musk and sweat, like a man who had worked hard all day and hadn't had a chance to shower since this morning or perhaps last night. I liked the smell and wondered about the man behind the wall.
I wanted to please him and I knew that the only way I could that was to make him cum, so I did my whorish best to pleasure his erect penis. I deep throated him until my lips kissed the wall and I heard him gasping and shaking, a bunch of loose change or something jingling in his pocket -- a redneck wallet chain perhaps. Then I heard him cry and I tasted his semen, extremely salty splash into my mouth, three sharp bursts and then a few weaker ones as I sucked and sucked. He withdrew with a gasp and a hoarse, "Goddamn!"
I tried looking inside the hole, but the light was too dim. I put my lips up to the hole and called out, "Thank you! You were delicious!" but got no reply. I savored the taste of cum in my mouth and waited for what came next which after about five minutes was another hard cock sliding through the hole, this one not as long, but much thicker and being careful as it barely was able to thread its way through.
My cocklust was upon me in an instant and again, I made love to this cock as if my life depended on it. I heard no voice on the other side, just a constant breathing that rose and fell as I licked and tongued his magnificent meat stick. I experimented, focusing one minute on using my tongue, the next gently scraping my teeth over the crown and then next sucking on him as hard as I could.
He took longer to bring to orgasm -- whether from my desire to prolong it or from his own level of self control, but the sweat was pouring down my face and I could smell the stink of cum and male musk growing thick in the room and then he cried out and the wall shook as he slammed himself against the wall and began to cum and cum and cum. It was a river of semen and for a minute or so, it just never seemed to slow down, one thick pulse of cum after another, hot, gooey, lovely tasting sperm. It seemed like a lifetime of me sucking jizzum from his cock and I actually felt a sense of being full and imagined all that nice cum in my belly. Finally, he shrank in my mouth and slipped back through the hole. I heard a hoarse voice whisper, "Thank you, that was mighty fine!"
I called back through the hole, "Oh no, thank you. You taste mighty fine!"
I spent a few minutes catching my breath and waiting for the next cock to arrive. The cashier, John, had said "Four will do," and I wondered what "four" meant -- four hours, four cocks? I thought I heard someone enter the room next door. I sat up anxiously and waited only to feel disappointed when I heard a woman giggling. I sighed. Well, surely I wasn't the only whore in the building.




Giggling turned to moans next door and I grinned to myself as I realized someone was getting fucked! As I listened, my state of arousal, already high from being around so many hard dicks, escalated. I tugged my skirt up and rubbed my panty clad cunt, feeling my wetness spreading. The moans escalated to screams and then I heard the woman make several sharp, barking like noises and I realized she had had an orgasm. I wondered what a cock that could make a woman bark looked like.
I quickly got my answer as a very long and hard dick slipped through the hole. He wasn't as thick as the last man, but he was well hung and maybe ten inches by the size of it and maybe best of all, it was coated with a woman's juices! I was on it in a heartbeat, slathering my tongue up and down that cock, taking in the taste of another woman's cunt from another mystery dick. She was delicious and I wished there was someway to lick her pussy too.
I licked that cock clean and then proceeded to blow him like I was going for the grand championship. As I sucked and licked, I wondered who they were -- a married couple out for a thrill or perhaps boyfriend and girlfriend experimenting or maybe just a guy and another whore and this was how he got his kicks. I didn't really care. It was a cock and I was in my element, being a slut and a whore and loving every fucking second that I could feel that wonderful velvety steel flesh of a man inside my mouth, pulsing with life and about to offer me its delicious seed.
And then he came. I heard him snort and growl through the wall and he came in a gusher in my mouth, his cum tasting sweeter and cleaner than the first two (I had yet to learn that a woman can come to know a man's diet from the taste of his semen). I was about to swallow the first spurt when the door opened and a woman appeared. She looked to be about my age with short blonde hair and the bluest eyes and was wearing a denim miniskirt and a halter top. "Don't swallow it!" she hissed, closing the door behind her.
I'm sure I looked like a deer caught in the headlights as she approached. Of course I didn't stop sucking, but I did as I was told and held the man's cum in my mouth. She knelt next to me and watched avidly as I sucked, her hand going to my thigh and slowly rubbing up and down from my knee to up under my dress. "He's my husband," she said in a whisper. I felt a gush of pussy juice soak my crotch as yet again I realized I was going into places I never dreamed existed.
Finally, I had him drained dry and I slowly slid my lips off his cock. He carefully withdrew and when I turned to look at the woman more completely, she almost leapt into my arms, thrusting her mouth against mine as she wrapped her arms around me. When I felt her tongue press against my lips, I instinctively opened my mouth and then we were dueling tongues as we passed her husband's semen back and forth.
We kissed for several minutes and at some point, I heard the door open and close again and when we finally ended our kiss, a stringer of saliva and cum hanging between our lips, I glanced over to see a short, muscled man standing there in a T-shirt and jeans with a sizable bulge at his crotch. Her eyes were aflame with fire as she rose back up. I could smell her arousal on her and couldn't resist putting my hand under her skirt and palming her crotch. I expected panties but found only a sopping wet mass of pubic hair instead. She gasped and stepped away from me and rushed to her husband and kissed him.
I felt like a bitch in heat, but wasn't sure what to do. I wanted to suck or fuck something or someone, but was dismayed when she said, "Thank you. I hope we see you here again!" and she turned and let herself be led out by her husband. I stared after them and almost whimpered. I was in a high state of arousal and my fingers were quickly inside my panties and I desperately began to plunge them in and out of my sodden pussy.
Then the door opened and in stepped the cashier, John. He was grinning at me and said, "Damn, you're a horny bitch, aren't you?" He closed the door and rubbed the front of his dirty jeans. "Well, three down and one to go and I decided it had to be me." He pointed to the ceiling and for the first time, I could see the small security camera mounted next to the light fixture.
He saw the shock on my face and laughed as he walked up to me. He was a big man, over six feet and heavyset. Long, stringy brown hair flopped back and forth over his eyes as he moved. "Don't worry, its just a camera feed -- ain't no recording device, but watching you suck cock like you do sure got me hard." He reached out and took my arm, lifting me to my feet. My hand came out from under my dress and without asking, her took my hand and sucked my fingers dry of my juices. "Mmmmm -- fuck, that's tasty -- nothing like mommy juice, is there?"
He undid his jeans and let them fall to his feet and sat down on the chair. He wasn't wearing underwear and his cock appeared and I groaned. He was a big man and he had a big cock! It was eight inches at least and very thick. John stroked it and growled, "On your knees, slut. Suck my dick."
He was frankly, a gross man, dirty and grimy and I could smell him -- a mixture of sweat and sex -- semen and cunt, much like this room. And I never wanted a cock more in my life. I fell to my knees and took his big stick in hand and rubbed it against my face. I licked his pole slowly and recognized the taste of semen and pussy. His pubic hair was wild and untrimmed and scraped against my face. I licked and sucked and looked up at him soulfully, communicating with my lips and my eyes to let him know how much I adored his cock. He stared back, grinning lecherously, softly saying, "Suck me, bitch. Show me how good a cocksucking slut you are!"
As I sucked him, I could feel the fire growing between my legs. In all my life I have never felt the need to be fucked so badly -- not on my wedding day or at the peak of my honeymoon with Donnie or any other time.
I let my mouth slip from around the huge knob of John's cock and in a plaintive voice, whimpered, "Fuck me. Please fuck me."
John's eyes widened and he said, "My pleasure," and he heaved me to my feet and reached under my dress and stripped me of my panties. I scrambled into his lap, helped by his hands around my waist. I was crying as I straddled his hips and reached down and lined his big dick up with my open cunt lips. I placed his swollen knob into my cunt hole and then cried out as the big, gross man slowly lowered me onto his cock.
I pressed my lips against his neck, smelling his sweaty flesh as inch after massive inch burrowed inside me. I was cumming before he ever reached bottom -- his knob pressing into my cervix even as I felt his pubic hairs scratching my labia. I bit him as I shivered and shook on his cock, my juices coating his cock and leaking out to soak his balls and thighs.
I loved how this big, fat man felt inside me -- this utter stranger with the big cock, stretching my cunt. As my orgasm subsided, I began to move, to ride John's cock, thrilling to the sensation of his cock scraping my insides, touching me so deep within with the head of his dick -- places my husband has never touched. I moaned as he put his big meaty hands on my breasts, tugging and stretching the material and scooping my tits out to squeeze and maul them.
I bounced up and down, crying with delight as I fucked this odorous man, inhaling his sweat and mine and the aroma of my cunt mixed in with the older smells of pussy and sperm that permeated the room. I ran my hands through John's long, oily hair as he bent his head to mouth and suck my breasts -- his teeth sharply nipping my nipples and sending ripples of mixed pleasure and pain coursing through my body.
I had tasted cunt on his cock and realized as we just kept fucking and fucking that he was going to be in control for a while, so I just let myself become drunk on fucking. My whole world centered on the huge cock buried inside me. I came again, sobbing and clawing at him. John laughed and when I had settled down, lifted me off his cock and eased me to the floor and had me lick my own cunt cream from his throbbing cock. I kissed and licked and sucked and rubbed that erect penis hungrily, relishing now his scent that was so obviously carnal and nasty -- knowing that I now reeked of the same fuck scent.
When he was again clean, he pulled me back into his lap and like a rag doll, dropped me onto his stiff dick. I worked as best I could, but he did most of it now, thrusting upwards into my cunt and using his hands on my waist to lever me up and down. His breath quickened and then I was cumming again and as my cunt contracted around his cock, he grunted as he bit my nipple hard and exploded inside of me.
I think I screamed from the overwhelming intensity of my pleasure, but mostly I just knew I was cumming and I couldn't stop. My pussy was a maelstrom of incredible ecstasy and I thought my heart would explode because it just kept building and building. I was crying and laughing and in love with the moment -- the only coherent thought I can recall was the overriding question I kept asking myself -- "Why hadn't I known this about myself before?" I think perhaps that was the moment in time where I passed the point of no return. I knew that I was a slut -- that I loved being a slut and that I would spend the rest of my life exploring how far I could take being a slut.
When I was coherent again, I was once more on my knees, cleaning John's cock of our mixed cum while he heaved and wheezed and shivered -- trying to recover from what I hoped was the monster fuck of his life. Finally, resisting my kisses and licks to bring him back to life, John pushed me away and stood up.
"Wooh! I don't think I ever met a gal that likes sucking cock that much!" the big man wheezed as he yanked up his dirty jeans.
I came to my knees and pulled my dress back up and ran a hand over my cum filled cunt. Streamers of his jism clung and dripped from my fingers and I licked my hand clean, looking at him hopefully. I was ready to go again, but he just shook his head and said, "Get yourself together and meet me at the register and we'll settle up." He walked by, patting my head like a good dog and walked on out.
I got myself straightened up -- hair brushed and looked around for my panties for a minute before realizing that John must have walked out with them. I left the room and walked to the register, getting several knowing stares from customers. I wondered which ones might be the cocks I sucked. Myself, I walked like a woman who had just been well fucked and I relished the feeling of John's load slowly oozing from my cunt and trickling down my thighs.
John informed me that Lilly had already left, handed me my clothes in two large bags and then held out a hundred dollar bill. "What's this for?" I asked.
He grinned -- a lecherous grin I would become very familiar with. "Well, the agreement was to suck four cocks and you did. I wasn't expecting pussy, but was damn thrilled to get it! Consider it an incentive to come back anytime you want. Usually we split fifty-fifty with girls working here. A hot little whore like you can clean up if you want." I grinned and told him I might take him up on that and walked out of there feeling nasty and sexy. I never felt more alive or more beautiful.
At home, my Tara was again helping the younger ones with their homework. My oldest gave me another funny look as I came in still a little disheveled. I gave her a kiss on the cheek and she looked stunned. I realized I reeked of sex. I hugged the younger ones who paid me no mind.
"Where's your daddy?" I asked Tara.
"He's upstairs again. I think he's got another headache," My daughter said in a quiet voice. I turned and headed for the stairs and my daughter followed me and as I climbed, she called from the bottom, "Mom? Is everything okay? Are you and Daddy okay?" Her voice was thick with concern.
I turned and looked down at my oldest and suddenly for the first time since this all began, felt a twinge of shame. Not for what I was doing, but because my child was worried for me.
I gave her my best smile and said, "We're okay, sweetheart." I stopped, wondering if or when I should tell her what I was doing for the family. "Things have been tough, Tara -- for all of us, but they're getting better. I've got things worked out and we're going to get to keep the house. Daddy's a little upset about how we're doing it, but he'll be alright."
For my veiled honesty, I got a warm smile from my daughter and I think she realized this was as far as I could go in telling her now, because she said, "That's good, Mom. I'm -- I'm glad." She gave me a little wave and then walked back to the kitchen where it sounded like hostilities were breaking out between the younger ones.
In the bedroom, I could hear Donnie snoring. He had stripped and was only wearing his shorts. Suddenly my thoughts of rubbing it in his face seemed to be something I could do literally. I shed my dress and eased into bed, throwing one leg over Donnie to straddle his face. I could see his nostrils flaring as he breathed, inhaling the scent of sex. I knew he was seconds from waking and I slid forward and lowered my cunt to his mouth and rubbing my well fucked cunt against his lips.
He reacted instinctively, mouth opening up and tongue emerging and then he began to flail his arms, reaching out to move me off, but I used my knees to pin his arms and ground my pussy into his face, smearing cunt cream and sperm over his cheeks and nose and lips.
"You think I'm a whore, baby?" I cooed, feeling a hot bolt of ecstasy run through me from head to toe. "Is your wife a slut? Taste me, Donnie -- eat my whore cunt! Taste my pussy -- taste it, you bastard." I undulated my crotch against his mouth and was rewarded by the sensation of my husband's tongue doing what it had so rarely done in the past -- made love to my cunt. He noisily slurped and lapped at my hot, slick, jism-slimed pussy while I happily rode his face.
I let him eat me for a few minutes and then gathered my control enough to moan, "You like my pussy, Donnie? You love it, don't you? You love the taste?" He groaned agreement into my cunt. I delivered the big blow. "You love how I taste, you love how my cunt tastes filled up with another man's cum!" I ground my crotch more forcefully into his face. "Eat me, eat your wifeslut clean, you bastard. You love it, don't you!"
I could hear him trying to yell and curse me, but he also kept eating me and his lips found my clitoris and he began to suck and chew and a nuclear bomb went off between my legs and I began to cum and cum, screaming, "I love you, you bastard!" My orgasm was so intense, I blacked out and when I came to, I was on my back and my legs were draped over Donnie's shoulders and he was fucking me mercilessly, his mouth coated with cum juice and streaked with the tears running down his face.
"You fucking whore. I love you!" he moaned over and over and then I was cumming again and Donnie was cumming and we collapsed, still joined together, both of us crying and groaning in joined ecstasy.
In the quiet afterglow of the moment as we lay in the steadily dimming light, we could hear our children downstairs, laughing and banging around in the kitchen. I reached out my hand and found Donnie's and squeezed tightly. "There's no going back, Donnie," I whispered.
He was quiet for a moment and then said, "I know," his voice not filled with anger for the first time since that first moment in Mr. Richards' office.
"I love you, Donnie and I still don't know why this is making me feel the way it does, but I know I can't go back to the way things were. I'm a slut. I love feeling like a slut and I'm not going to stop."
Again, Donnie was silent for a bit before he said softly, "I know."
I rolled over onto my side, my and looked at him. "Can you live with that?" I asked him. I slipped my hand down between his legs and stroked his semi-erect cock. "I know this turns you on and pisses you off, but can you live with knowing your wife is fucking other people and loving every minute of it?"
Donnie reached out and stroked my hair out of my eyes. "I'm not sure. I never felt like this before -- watching you with Richards, I wanted to tear his head off and shit down his neck and I wanted to fuck your brains out at the same time. Its nuts."
"I know," I replied, "But it's the way things are going to be. Donnie, I'm happier than I've ever been and I can't stop now. I won't stop. If we won the lottery tomorrow, I'd keep on fucking and being a slut. If you can live with that -- accept who I am becoming, fine, and inside this bedroom we can let it all hang out -- the anger and the sex, but outside this bedroom with our kids and in this home, you have to be my Donnie, my husband -- the man I love and who loves me. If you can't, you need to leave, baby. It's the only fair thing to do -- fair for you and me and fair for the kids."
Another long bout of silence and then I heard Donnie let out a long sigh. "I -- I'm going to try, Sonya. I do love you and I don't want to lose you and part of me is more in love than ever seeing you be such a whore. He reached out again and drew my face towards his. He kissed me and said, "I'll try, Sonya. I'll do my best."
I snuggled up to him and whispered back, "Then I know we can make it." I feel asleep in my husband's arms believing that everything was going to work all alright.
The next day, Friday was both one of the longest and best days of my life. Longest because I found myself all day wishing that the phone would ring and that I would have an assignment that would have me sucking and fucking and licking SOMEONE! But it was one of my off days, so I spent it catching up on housework and having the chance to rethink how I felt about being turned into some kind a strange variety of whore and about how much I loved it.
Maybe I am fucked up -- maybe something was denied me in my childhood and the promiscuous sex and carnality was filling some void. Maybe I just like getting fucked. I had always enjoyed sex, but now I had the opportunity to absolutely intoxicate myself on pure unadulterated sex and like a willing addict, I was going to follow up that opportunity with all my heart and soul.
Friday was also one of the best days in my life because Donnie and I took the kids out for a fun night for the first time since things had gotten bad and I did my heart good to see them laugh and just enjoy themselves. We splurged for dinner at a nice steakhouse, Donnie even telling Tara she could bring her boyfriend Kyle along. Afterwards, we spent the evening playing miniature golf. It was my first real chance to show off the new me in public.
No, I didn't dress up like a whore, but I was looking a lot sexier than I usually had before. My denim shorts were as short as Tara's, showing off my long legs and I had a shell top on that showcased my bountiful tits. I got more than my share of hungry stares both at the restaurant and at the golf park from males ranging from teenage boys to old men. I was even aware that Tara's boyfriend was checking me out, especially when I bent over to pick up a ball allowing him a better view of my breasts.
Tara even sidled up to me at one point and whispered, "What's up, Mom, you trying to steal my boyfriend?"
I winked at her and replied, "No, sweetie, just letting him know how hot my daughter will be when you're my age." She turned a shade of red and reached out and squeezed my hand and then went off to capture his attention. It was a very good night. After the kids were in bed, Donnie fucked his whore slut while I teased him about maybe fucking our little girl's boyfriend.
Saturday morning, Donnie took our son and youngest daughter fishing while Tara went off to her weekend job at a local restaurant. I enjoyed the peace and quiet, getting some sun in the back yard. The sun felt good on my mostly naked skin, making me feel warm as I drowsed and wondered what my Saturday assignment might be. Just knowing I might be sucking and fucking soon made my cunt nice and sticky.



Finally, the cordless phone began to buzz. Trying to sound completely calm, I quickly picked it up. "Hello...Yes, this is Sonya, how can I be of service?"
To be continued...
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I stood in front of my bedroom mirror appraising my looks and I admit, I was both pleased and a little turned on by what I saw. Not too shabby for a forty year old woman. I have a good body, accentuated at the moment by a more than scandalous tube top stretching tightly around my 38D breasts, leaving much of the upper halves of my still fairly firm tits exposed and nipples clearly outlined against the white, elastic cloth. This combined with a short white skirt to make me look like the whore that I've become. The look was completed by four inch 'come fuck me' heels. My longish black hair hung down to my shoulders, framing my brown eyes. I could feel my pussy slowly soaking my thong panties. Time to go to work.
I was just finishing my first week as well, a whore, in the service of a group of businessmen led by our banker, Mr. Richards. Facing foreclosure of our house, I had agreed to provide sexual services in exchange for our house payments. Proof of them keeping their word came in the Saturday morning mail, a notice from the bank informing me that our mortgage was now paid up to date. They showed good faith in me and now I intended to show them good faith right back, partly because I wanted to keep my house and partly because I really enjoyed it. From the moment I first sucked Mr. Richard's cock in front of my husband, Donnie, I came alive as never before and I knew I was never going to get enough. Funny that it took forty years to make me realize I have the soul of a wanton slut! Donnie was struggling with this new knowledge even as he was struggling with his own newly discovered desire for me as a slut. I think in the end it will all work out.
At one o'clock, I pulled up at the address Mr. Richard's secretary, Lilly, had given me. It was a private home, one that made our modest Tudor home look like a shack. I double checked the address again and then looked at my contact name. Grace Thurman. The name sounded vaguely familiar, but I couldn't say I knew her. I emerged from my car, wondering if any neighbors were watching this scantily clad woman strut up the brick walkway and ring the doorbell.
I half expected to see a butler or an old fashioned maid answer the door, but instead was greeted by a woman maybe a few years older than myself. She was very pretty, short black hair tinged with a hint of silver, cut short like Aubrey Hepburn used to have. Unlike the slender Hepburn she had a body that would stop traffic. She wore a fashionable, modest dress, cut knee length with a slightly scooped neck that did not conceal the fact that God had blessed her with an abundance of breast flesh. Around her neck was a double strand of pearls – the real deal unlike my bargain basement cultured pearls.
I stopped staring and introduced myself. "Hi, I'm Sonya Lawson. I'm supposed to meet with a Grace Thurman." I held out my hand.
The woman took my hand and held it while she studied me intently, looking me up and down like there would be a test later. Finally she nodded. "You will most definitely do, Mrs. Lawson. Arthur Richards wasn't lying when he said you were beautiful." She let go of my hand and stepped back, gesturing for me to enter. "I'm Grace and it's nice to meet you. Please come in."
We strolled down a long hallway and into what I suppose was some kind of library or den. Walls lined with books, several leather chairs and a sofa and a huge, big screen television. She asked me if I wanted a drink and I told her no. She led me to the couch and we sat down. "I'm sure you're curious as to what you'll be doing today," she said, smiling at me mysteriously.
I nodded and said perhaps a bit too eagerly, "Yes, yes I am. I can't wait!"
She laughed, a deep and hearty laugh and said, "Yes, Arthur mentioned you were quite the eager beaver." She scooted a bit closer and said, "Alright then, I get right to the point. Today is my son's eighteenth birthday. Joel has always been a bit backward with the girls – oh hell, he's a complete nerd and he's a virgin and what I want from you is to teach him about the pleasures of a woman. Can you do that?"
I'm sure I looked completely stupid, what with my mouth gaping open like that. To be honest since the moment she had introduced herself, I expected to be making love to her or maybe her and her husband. The last thing I would have expected was for someone to tell me they wanted me to fuck their son!
Grace leaned over and touched me on the knee. "Mrs. Lawson? Sonya, are you okay?" She was still smiling, looking quite amused at my apparent shock. "Arthur said you are a born slut, Sonya. Is taking my son's virginity something you're willing to do?"
I slowly nodded as my brain processed the information. Let's see, take an eighteen year old virgin, practically a child and fuck his brains out? I could feel myself grinning like a fool as I replied, "Absolutely. I'd love to fuck your son!"
Grace nodded and smiled back and suddenly I think I understood the secret of the Mona Lisa's smile. There was motherly love there mixed with the secret knowledge of sex in Grace Thurman's smile. "Do you have specific instructions for me?" I asked.
"Well, nothing too specific. My arrangements with Arthur Richards were that you're my son's fuck toy for the next eight hours. Within reason, I'd like you to let my son do whatever he wants. Afterwards, I want a complete report from you."
I could feel the cunt juice already trickling onto my thighs as I struggled to deal with the awesome craziness of this moment. I was about to go fuck this woman's son at her request and afterwards she wanted all the naughty details. God, I loved my new job!
She stood up and so did I. "Are you ready, Sonya? Joel is expecting you."
"Yes, I can't wait." Then a thought occurred to me. "Grace, do you think Joel will be happy with me. Might he not want a younger woman, someone nearer his own age?"
Grace smiled and shook her head. "No, no, no. You are exactly what he requested. He wanted an older woman, dark hair with a good body. You're perfect, Sonya." She gave me directions to his room and then reached out and tenderly squeezed my arm. "Take care of my baby, Sonya. Do him right."
As I sauntered out of the room and towards a wide flight of stairs, I looked over my shoulder and said in my best naughty tone. "I'll do him right, Grace. I'll do your son and fuck him until he can't see straight."
Upstairs, I followed her directions and came to a door at the far end of the second floor. I was pretty sure I had the right room as the door was adorned with a poster from the cartoon Star Wars that I knew my own son watched avidly. I knocked and was rewarded by a reedy voice calling out, "You may enter!"
I opened the door and stepped through. I almost laughed. The room smelled of young teenager – a mix of sweat, dirty clothes, decaying food and what I suspected was semen, much like my own teenaged son's room. Like my son's room, it was strewn with clothes on the floor, CD cases, comic books and other trapping of male adolescence. On the wall were posters of super endowed female comic book characters, Angelina Jolie and something called Robot Chicken. A bed, looking as if it hadn't been made this decade sat near a large window and opposite it was a computer station complete with a tall, gangling teenage boy who was staring at me in disbelief.
He had a shock of black hair, intentionally spiky (I think). He was wearing a Star Trek T-shirt and gym shorts and lord help me, white gym socks with red stripes at the top. He had a speckling of acne across his face. No doubt about it. "Hi, Joel, I'm Sonya," I said.
Joel blinked at me several times, licked his lips and nodded nervously as he stammered, "Yes, ma'am – er, Mrs. Lawson. Momma said you were coming today." He seemed to be devouring me with his eyes, shifting up and down, one moment focused on my breasts, the next on my long, bare legs and the next focused on the hem of my very short skirt. Joel then glanced away at the computer screen and blushed. He then hurriedly reached out and turned off the wide screen monitor. He stood up then and continued to stare at me. I was more than a little pleased to see a bulge in his gym shorts.
We stared at each other for a minute, not saying a word. Then I smiled at him and slowly turned around. "Well, do I live up to your expectations, Joel?"
He eyed me up and down and nodded his head vigorously. "You're really something Mrs. Lawson!" he said in a hushed tone.
I gave a little shimmy, allowing my tits to jiggle a little and asked, "Am I sexy, Joel?"
"Oh yeah!" he said a little more loudly and then he giggled. He was nervous and I have to confess it was a turn on to see this kid so excited.
We stared at each other a little more and then I said, "Well, Joel, what would you like to do?"
His eyes widened as he realized I was hinting at going beyond staring. "I don't know, Mrs. Lawson."
I looked around and then went and set on the side of the bed. I crooked a finger at him and softly said, "Would you come here and sit with me, Joel?" He nodded and slowly plodded forward and he was actually breaking out in a sweat by the time he sat down – a foot of empty space between us. I sighed a little and scooted over until my body was leaning into his, my left breast rubbing against his arm. "Any ideas, Joel?" I asked again.
His whole body was shivering as he slowly shook his head and whispered, "No."
I inspected him up close. He wasn't a bad looking kid – his body hadn't totally filled out yet. His arms were still thin, although there was a hint of muscle to them and his chest was narrow – his shirt hanging off him loosely. Joel had lovely blue eyes like his mother and her full lips. They gave me an idea. I leaned a little closer, my face just inches from his. "How about we start with a kiss, Joel? Would you like that?"
He replied in a whisper, "Yes," and so I leaned in a little closer and kissed him. He closed his eyes as we did and kept his lips pressed together. The kiss lasted about ten seconds and then he eased back and said, "Wow!"
I reached up with my hand and stroked his face. "You liked that huh?" I said, grinning as he nodded his head. "Well, Joel, that's how you'd kiss your grandma goodbye maybe, but now you want to kiss me like the woman you're about to fuck. Just relax and do whatever feels right, baby."
I leaned in again and pressed my open lips against his. I slipped my tongue out and ran it over his lips and after a few seconds, he slowly parted his own lips and let me in. I turned so we were more or less face to face and chest to chest, my barely clad tits brushing over his chest as I felt the first flicker of his tongue against mine. I moaned appreciatively and began the sweet chase, showing him how our tongues could serve as an extension of our entire bodies, roiling around, twisting and teasing, working and rubbing against each other until his body began to shake violently.
I put my arms around Joel to keep him close, mashing my tits against his chest as our tongues dueled. I heard him moan as I surprised him by trapping his tongue between my lips and sucking on it before returning it to the custody of my hungry tongue. I felt his hand come up and touch my waist. I murmured approval into his mouth and wriggled against him more.
Our kiss went on and on and I had hoped that he would make a move on his own, but I felt his hand touching my waist, trembling as was his whole body. I moved my hand down and took hold of his hand and slowly moved it up until he was palming my breast through the tube top. He groaned against my mouth but didn't pull away. Instead his hand began squeezing my meaty tit like it was a squeeze toy. I made little happy noises and indeed I was enjoying his touch, loving that I was having the privilege of being his first woman.
When finally our French kiss ended, our lips wet with saliva, I was pleased that he didn't pull his hand away from my tit. He was grinning like it was Christmas day and I was the long hoped for present waiting under the tree. I looked down at his hand grabbing and squeezing my tit. I looked back up into his eyes and said with a grin, "Do you like that, Joel?"
He replied, "Oh yeah," and then bravely reached up with his other hand and took hold of my other breast. "I love your um, breasts, Mrs. Lawson!"
"I can tell," I said, delighted with his eager playing with my breasts. I leaned in close and in a stage whisper said, ""You'd probably like them even more if you take my top off."
Joel's eyes grew wide and then he slowly reached up with one hand and slipped fingers under the elastic band of the tube top and pulled downwards. My right nipple, hard and swollen got hung up on the material and then my whole breast bounced as it burst free. "Oh, my God!" Joel moaned as his fingers dug into my tit, squeezing it and then he laughed as he let go and pinched my nipple. He pulled the tube top down off of my other tit and I watched as he kneaded, squeezed and played with my breasts. I shivered with delight as he tugged and worked my sensitive nipples.
"You can suck them if you like!" I said, stroking his black hair with my hand. Joel wasted no time in getting his mouth around one of my nipples, sucking in as much tit flesh as he could fit in his mouth. I sighed happily as I felt his tongue flutter over my throbbing nipple and then squealed as I felt his teeth nip at my rubbery flesh. He switched to the other breast and continued sucking and nursing. I could feel my cunt burn with need. What this boy lacked in finesse he made up with enthusiasm.
Finally, I pulled him away and said, "Now it's my turn, Joel!" and I quickly yanked his T-shirt over his head and flung it away. As I had suspected, his chest still lacked definition, but he looked good enough to eat anyway. His smallish nipples were two rock hard pebbles. I kissed Joel again and then nuzzled my way down his neck, stopping long enough to nip at his flesh (every boy deserves a hickey his first time!), and then down to his nipples. I slowly tongued each one and then playfully nipped at them with my teeth. I finished by again running my tongue up his chest and neck until I had my tongue in his mouth again.
Joel again reached for my breasts, but I caught his hand and slowly dragged it down until it rested on my knee. I broke the kiss just long enough to suck on his earlobe and whisper, "Explore, sweetie," before kissing him again.
I'll give the boy credit. He obeyed orders well. I felt his hand crawl along the top of my thigh and then under my short skirt. He paused just long enough to appreciate the softness of my upper thighs, rubbing his fingers over my skin before sliding on forward. Joel's hand brushed my stomach and then moved south. I spread my legs wider to give him better access and felt him inhale against my mouth as his fingers slid over the wet silk of my thong. I flexed my pelvis to press against his hand as he cupped my barely clad and soaking wet cunt. A delicious shiver went through me as he rubbed back and forth, pressing the material slightly between my swollen labia.
"You're wet!" Joel exclaimed! "Girls – women really do get wet down there – and so freaking hot! This is so, so, cool!" He was almost jumping up and down with glee as it hit me that this kid really was a virgin – eighteen and never had even actually touched a girl between the legs before!
"It gets better, Joel," I sighed, standing up in front of the boy. "Take my panties off, please." I asked, lifting my skirt and showing off my panty clad pussy complete with a large wet spot – the white satin now almost completely transparent as it hugged my wet cunt. Joel stared hungrily at my crotch and didn't move until I urged him on by saying, "I want you to touch my cunt, Joel."
With shaking hands, Joel reached out and tugged my panties down to my ankles which I quickly stepped out of. "Take them, Joel, they're yours," I said, stroking his hair. "Smell me, smell my pussy."
Joel did as he was told and lifted my thong to his face and deeply inhaled. I could see his face redden and his nostrils flare as instinct took over and his body responded to my scent. "Now touch me, baby," I said softly. "Touch my pussy."
Joel reached out with his right hand and his fingers gently slid over my already blooming cunt lips. He extended his forefinger and began to press it between my lips and then looked up at me for permission. I nodded and said, "I want you to, Joel. Finger me, please."
"Oh my god," Joel gasped, his chest starting to heave as he slipped his finger into me, past the first knuckle, then the second until his finger was all the way inside me and he began to stir it around, poking and probing my wet, slick flesh. "Mrs. Lawson, you are so hot inside your, um, cunt! I never knew..." He was at a loss for words.
"Add another finger, sweetie," I urged him. I sighed happily again as he added his middle finger, reveling in the knowledge that I was letting an absolute stranger and one barely an adult to touch me. "You made me wet, Joel. My pussy's hot because of you, baby!" I held his fingers inside me for a minute, enjoying the penetration. I whispered again, "Add another finger. I like feeling you inside me!"
"Yes, ma'am," Joel gushed eagerly as he inserted his ring finger in me. He began to thrust in and out of my wet cunt, finger fucking me as I swayed and moaned and stroked his hair lovingly. Now we were both sweating and I felt the need to take things further.
I took his hand and pulled his fingers from my pussy and then pulled him up off the bed so he was standing before me. I lifted his hand to my face and took his forefinger in my mouth and slowly sucked it off while Joel's eyes nearly popped out of his head. I then led his hand towards his own mouth. "Taste me, Joel. See what I taste like when you get me excited."
Joel quickly shoved his other wet fingers into his mouth and a look of wonderment came over his face and he grinned. "Awesome, Mrs. Lawson! You taste awesome!" I smiled and leaned forward, my bare tits brushing against his chest to kiss him again, loving the fact that I could taste myself in his mouth.
I straightened up and undid my skirt, letting it fall to my feet. I wormed the tube top back over my tits and then over my head and flung it carelessly away, now standing naked in front of this eighteen year old boy. Slowly I began to squat, dropping until I was facing his crotch, his gym shorts barely containing the big bulge inside.
I slipped my hand down his right thigh, over his knee and down till I could take his sock and take it off. He lifted each foot so that I could remove them. I smiled up at him and said, "A man never fucks a woman with his socks on, it just isn't right." I ran my hands back up his long, gangly legs, up along his thighs until my fingers were reaching over the waistband of his gym shorts. I looked up at him and licked my lips. "Joel, I've been dying to discover what you have hidden in here!"
I pulled them down slowly and gasped when his erection sprung out, slapping me in the face. I was at a loss for words for several seconds as I could only stare. Joel was a scrawny teenager – scrawny legs and arms and chest, but there was nothing scrawny about the penis that was now standing up straight and slapping against his stomach.



"Oh my god, Joel!" I whispered. "What a huge cock you have!" It was magnificent. His cock was at least eight inches long – maybe nine inches and as nice and thick as a woman could want. I looked up at him, grinning and was surprised to see Joel's expression.
He looked at me a little glumly and said, "Yeah, I know – the guys in gym used to make fun of me. They would call me the "Log." He looked away, embarrassed.
"Oh sweetie, don't you know? It's gorgeous, beautiful – why any woman alive would love to have this big old thing inside her any day!" I reached out and took him in my hand, wrapping my fingers around the big slab of cock meat, feeling it pulse powerfully in my hand. "Baby, when it comes to cock, big is always good!"
Joel grinned in obvious relief and then he expression changed as I began to slowly stroke him up and down. His eyelids fluttered and a tremor went through his whole body and even before he said, "I – um, Mrs. Lawson, I'm going to..." I knew he was about to cum. I moved to take him in my mouth and almost made it. He gave a cry as the first burst of semen splashed into my face, splattering across my cheeks and chin and into my open mouth. He cried out even louder as I took him in my mouth and began to suck as he shot wad after thick wad of cum. He tasted different than anyone I had ever sucked, at least since I was a young woman. His semen was salty and fresh, there wasn't that strong undertone that comes to a man's sperm with age. It was delicious and I hungrily sucked him for everything he could give me.
His whole body was rigid as I sucked and he moaned and sobbed with the sheer intensity of his joy. I felt his fingers twist in my hair, pulling strands of my black hair tight as he thrust himself into my mouth. His spurts lessened until finally there was nothing, but still I sucked and licked his cock, enjoying the moans and shivers I was producing until finally he just collapsed back onto the bed. I heard him murmur sadly, "I'm sorry – I tried to make it last."
I let him slip from my lips and after giving him one last kiss, said, "Sorry? Don't be sorry, Joel. That was lovely. I love the taste of your cum."
He sighed and sat up on his elbows and replied, "But I was, you know, hoping to last longer so we could, um do it."
I smiled up at him and just couldn't believe how innocent and sweet this kid was. As I wiped up his splattered seed from my face and licked it from my fingers, I smiled up at him and with my free hand slowly stroked his semi-erect cock and said, "Baby, do you think we're finished?"
I rose up and eased myself on top of Joel, letting my tits slid up his stomach and chest and enjoying the feel of his rapidly recovering cock against my stomach and pussy. When I was face to face with my young man, I whispered, "Joel, your mother bought you this slut to do whatever you want until nine o'clock tonight." I kissed him slowly and deeply, enjoying the feel of his pounding heart against my chest before I said, "Momma's going to fuck your brains out, baby!"
Joel's eyes widened and he groaned and whispered, "Momma," and began kissing me violently while I felt his cock quickly regain full erection. We began to roll around on the bed, hands roaming and squeezing as we moved until finally I was on my back, head almost bumping the headboard and Joel between my legs, humping madly, his cock trying to find a new home.
I spread my legs out, my high heels digging into the mattress as I reached down and took my eager beaver's cock in hand. I had an inkling of why he had suddenly become so aggressive and proved it when I whispered. "You ready to put this big cock in Mommy and make her cum."
"Yes, yes, fuck Mom, wanna fuck Momma!" Joel panted as he continued to kiss me wetly and sloppily.
I placed his cock between my labia and let him the head push inside me. I let go of his penis and wrapped my arms around his neck. "Give it to me, baby, Fuck Momma good!" Then I screamed and felt the wind get knocked out of me as Joel's instincts took over and he roughly rammed that big dick home. I'm glad I was so wet and excited because he was big – his thick meat pressing deep inside me, never pausing, just seeking to get as deep inside of me as possible.
As I struggled to get my breath back, I raised my legs and tried to wrap my legs around his ass, but it was too much. My head was spinning madly as he slammed his cock all the way inside me – his wiry pubic hair scratching my mound as he ground into me. Joel's ass was moving like a jackhammer as he just pounded away at me while he kissed me sloppily.
Although the events of the last week had opened my eyes and exposed me to many new things, nothing in all my life prepared me for the intensity with which this eighteen year old was fucking me – even my own first few fumblings in the backseats of boyfriends' cars hadn't been this energetic or powerful. I felt an orgasm swelling inside me as Joel relentlessly thrust his cock into me again and again. I wanted to tell him to slow down, but couldn't pry his lips from mine – his tongue flailing around and attacking mine like a man starving.
He pulled back too wildly and lost his place, his throbbing, stiff penis slipping upwards along my trimmed muff – my juices splashing wetly on my lower stomach. He ended the kiss, groaning, "I love you, Momma, love fucking you, Momma!" while he worked his hips trying to find his way back inside.
I stroked his back with one hand while I reached down and found his cock with the other. "Easy, baby, easy," I gasped. "Slow down, baby, we've got all afternoon and evening. We made eye contact and the wildness and need faded a little from his eyes and I nodded and kissed him, trying to control the moment – giving him a soul kiss while trying not to make it so frantic. I took his cock and placed it back between my spread labia and then groaned as Joel again rammed his cock home with a vengeance. "I love you, Momma, love to fuck you!" he sobbed as he ground his groin against my crotch, his hard penis probing, seeking my deepest, warmest places.
I continued to rub his back and shower his face with little kisses while he struggled to regain control of himself. Gradually, he calmed down until I began to urge him to slowly begin moving inside me. Joel began to rock in and out of my pussy with that huge dick, slowly and I urged him on in a soft voice.
"That's it, Joel. I love that," I whispered between kisses. I could see the need, the yearning blazing in his eyes, building the way my orgasm was starting to build again. His cock found my sweet spots as if I'd trained him to do it...or maybe he was just that big. I raised my legs and wrapped them around his hips as I offered him my tongue again. Like a man starving, he sucked my tongue into his mouth and attacked it with his own. I could feel his movements begin to quicken and I thrust my pelvis forward to meet his cock's return thrusts, my own hunger for him quickly growing.
I ended the wet kiss, a stringer of saliva hanging between our lips and with our eyes locked onto each other, I again threw the gasoline on the fire. "Fuck Momma, Joel. Give Momma all that fine cock!"
With a growl, Joel was again like a wild animal in heat and I was being pounded by his throbbing penis. My arms and legs clung to him, partly in desperation to hang on to him and partly because I wanted to pull as much of him against me and inside me as possible. He was penetrating me as deep as anyone ever has and I was loving the nasty feeling of Joel's young cock pushing into my cervix.
Joel's fucklust reached an almost unbelievable height and then an expression of love and joy broke out and he wailed, "Momma, I'm cumming!" and his cock swelled inside me and then began to erupt with hot semen, bathing my insides with his steaming sperm. It was like a dam had burst and he just kept cumming, his balls jerking up and down against my ass cheeks as he just kept emptying his seed inside my cunt. A wail rose up in my throat and I began to cry out as my orgasm tried to catch up to his and my cunt began milking Joel's cock as I screamed out in sheer carnal delight!
Joel kissed me sloppily as he ground himself into my crotch, seeking to hide his cock in my pussy as deeply as he could go. I offered him my tongue again as I sobbed and cried out my lusty fulfillment against his mouth. His semen seemed to flood my cunt and I wanted more. I struggled to keep enough self control to keep my pussy clamped around his cock which didn't seem to be shrinking, even after I had milked him seemingly dry.
Time seemed to stand still, this young man's still erect penis buried inside my cunt and pulsing in time with our frantic heartbeats. Our kiss ended and we silently stared into each other's eyes, keenly aware of each other's bodies. Each gasp for breath making my swollen nipples scrape against his hairless chest. We seemed to be frozen in our carnal moment, savoring it. A part of my mind reeled in amazement that this geeky, barely legal young man had just given me one of the most memorable fucks of my life. I was amazed that I would do this, that I had done this and that I wanted..."More!" I gasped, breaking the silence. "Joel, darling, you are magnificent. Please, more!"
The boy's eyes widened and he grinned and then began to thrust into me again, achingly hard. "I love your cock, baby!" I sighed as he worked it in and out of my pussy, feeling so big and so slick and wet with our mixed cum. I began to squirm and roll, finally making him realize that I wanted to roll over. He let himself be turned over so I was on top and I shakily sat up, my fingernails scratching his boyish chest as I settled completely on his long, thick dick.
"You fucked me, Joel, like a good son. Now, Momma's gonna fuck you!" I shimmied my shoulders, making my breasts jiggle and bounce and liked my lips and looked down at Joel with what I hoped was a sexy sneer. "You'd like that, wouldn't you, Joel? You'd like to fuck your mother, wouldn't you?"
I felt the eighteen years old's cock swell inside me, the head pressing into my cervix as he replied, "Yessss! I wanna fuck Mom so bad! I love her so much!"
Somehow, despite being almost blown away from hearing this boy confess his lust for his mother, I kept my act together and let myself become lost in the wicked desires erupting inside me. Slowly, I began to ride him, reveling in every sweet, thick inch of his penis as I began to moan and cry out. "Fuck me, Joel! Fuck me, baby! I'm your mother now. Fuck Mommy and make her cum. Fuck Momma with her son's fine cock!"
The next passing minutes became a blur of incredible sex. I'm pretty sure I was screaming as Joel made me cum and cum again, screaming his name, screaming for him to fuck Mommy, to fill Mommy's cunt with his hot sperm. Joel seemed to be calling out to Momma and his love for her, his hands cupping, squeezing and mauling my breasts, each sharp, painful pinch of my nipples bring me closer to the monster of all orgasms until I felt like my body was being torn apart by pleasure like I'd never felt before and then his seed was again filling me up and heightening my pleasure further until I blacked out from the intensity.
I woke up to find myself cuddled up against Joel, his soft snores telling me he was asleep. I had one leg draped across his thighs and could feel his cooling sperm slick between us as it slowly leaked from my pussy. His right hand had a firm grip on my breast and I felt a shiver of delight course through me as I realized that I had just taken this boy's virginity and like the whore I had become, didn't feel a bit ashamed. The shadows in the room and the change in the sunlight shining through the window told me that my young lover and I had slept for a few hours. I stretched and purred – nothing like a well earned fuck nap, but I knew I was on the clock and it was time for this slut to get back to work.
Joel's cock, now semi-erect and stained with cum and cunt cream drew my attention and I eased myself from his embrace and when he woke a few minutes later, it was to the sweet delight of feeling a woman's lips on his rapidly recovering cock. I gave him my whorish best blowjob as he squirmed and shivered underneath my head, his hands becoming entangled in my dark hair. As I sucked him closer and closer to an orgasm, he began to moan. As he approached climax, his moans became legible.
"Please, please, Mom!" I looked at him, my eyes questioning. Joel obliged me by gasped, "Please, Mom – please let me cum on your face!" I was shocked and thrilled and realized that in my devotion to sucking his cock, I had ignored his almost insistent pulling on my hair. I suppose I had dismissed it as random jerking of a boy about to cum, but now I knew what he wanted and like a good slut, I wouldn't disappoint.
I let him slip from my lips just in time, getting a glorious view of his cockhead swelling and then erupting, spewing spurt after spurt of hot, fragrant semen into my face, splattering against my lips, across my nose and my cheeks, splashing against my forehead and into my hair, giving me a sperm facial that only a young man can provide. God help me, but I again realized how much I enjoyed it, relished it, needed to have this, to be rewarded for being such a good cocksucking slut!
I grinned at him wickedly as I sat up and ran my tongue around my lips, lapping up dripping semen before using my fingers to scoop up blobs of his semen and then licking them from my fingers. Loving the lewdness I felt, I smacked my lips and then whispered nastily to Joel, "In my pussy or in my mouth, I love your cum. You taste so good to Mommy!"
Joel groaned and then tackled me, kissing me passionately, not seeming to mind the taste of his own seed on my tongue as we kissed passionately for long minutes. Finally, we slowed down, sprawled out on the bed, legs and arms entangled, bodies sweaty and slick. Joel and I stared at each other for a long time before he finally giggled and said, "I fucking love sex!" and we both broke down in laughter until we could barely breathe.
Afterwards, we paused to eat, Joel producing fruit and cheese and water from a small refrigerator that I had missed on the other side of his computer. As we ate, I drew out of Joel how he had for a long time, harbored fantasies of his mother. After we ate, the teenager took me to his computer and as I sat on his lap, he showed me what he had been working on when I had arrived.
"It's a 3-D cartoon," he explained, "Of me and Mom and my fantasies." He called up image after image of a computer generated woman who looked amazingly like his mother. Grace, doing all sorts of sexual things to a computer version of himself. As he talked about all the months he'd put into creating it, I felt his cock begin to revive. It was awesome, seeing picture after picture of him fucking his mother in countless positions, amazing creations of Grace's face screwed up in pain and pleasure, word balloons begging him to fuck her harder and harder.
He finally came back to the last picture and I had to laugh. Grace on her knees, her face covered with semen. "I guess I sorta made your dream come true, huh, Joel?" I said.
He blushed and nodded. "Oh yeah, Mrs. Lawson. I loved it. I've seen it plenty in movies and the internet, but to actually cum on your face...WOW!"
I laughed and kissed him gently on the lips. "Joel, you've fucked me and cum on me and in me, I think you can call me Sonya now." I studied his face for a second, feeling his cock throb against my butt. "Or maybe you prefer Mommy Sonya?"
He nodded and said, "Or just Mom, sometimes!" His hand slipped up my waist and cupped my right breast. My nipple already hard, swelled under his attentions. "Mommy Sonya, can we fuck again?"
I smiled and said, "Of course we can...son." I reached out and used his mouse to call up one of his pictures. "Does my baby Joel want to fuck Mommy like this?"
Joel got a big grin on his face as he looked at the screen. It was a 3-D image of him fucking his mother from behind, her bent over a table as she took his cock, his right hand pinching her long nipple while his mother sucking the fingers of his left hand. "Fuck yeah, Mom!"
I found myself on my feet, hands gripping the edge of his computer table as Joel ran his hands over my ass cheeks, squeezing and spreading them over and over. I looked over my shoulder at my surrogate son and smile and with a bit of need in my voice, said, "Fuck me, Joel. Put that big dick up Mommy Sonya's wet pussy!"
Joel stepped up, his big erect penis again pressing against my cum-filled cunt, his hands cupping and spreading my ass cheeks. "I love you, Mom!" he crowed as he rammed himself home with one quick thrust.
"YESSSSS!" I screamed. "Fuck me, son! Fuck Mommy hard." Like an obedient son, Joel obeyed me and began to hammer my pussy with his stiff rod. The computer table banged against the wall as I braced against it, Joel's thrusts lifting me up on tiptoe with each stroke of his cock deep into my womb. I threw my head back and cried loudly, "YES, JOEL, FUCK MEEEE! FUCK MOMMY HARD WITH THAT BIG COCK!" I wondered if his mother, Grace could hear me and the wicked part of me hoped that she could.
My breasts swung back and forth violently in rhythm with Joel's fucking until I felt his hands slip from my ass cheeks up my waist to cup my tits, his fingers digging into my fleshy breasts. Using his grip for leverage he began fucking me even harder, our bodies slapping wetly together as he relentlessly fed me his cock.
I began to tremble from the intensity of feeling his cock run deep within me, the pleasure welling outward from my cunt through my veins until I thought my whole body might explode. "FUCKFUCKFUCK MEEEEEE, JOELLLLL!" I cried loud enough to wake the dead as my orgasm welled up and enveloped me. I was seeing stars, my vision filled with exploding lights as my body convulsed with wave after wave of ecstasy. My knees began to buckle and Joel seemed to instinctively know what to do, one arm wrapping around my waist to help me stay on my feet even as he continued to fuck me hard.
"LOVE YOU, MOMMY!" he yelled. "I WANT TO FUCK, FUCK, FUCK YOU FOREVER, MOMMY!"
"As my orgasm seemed to wane, Joel's hand on my breast shifted so my swollen nipple was between his fingers. He began to pull on it, to pinch it hard and roughly, the pain mixing with pleasure to reinvigorate my orgasm as he kept fucking me with that long hard cock. I spread my legs a little wider, trying to support myself again. Joel's arm on my waist slowly slipped down until I felt his fingers splice through my trimmed bush and then press against the wet meat of my cock filled cunt. His fingers rubbed against my clit and his thrusting penis and then left. I felt fingers brushing my lips and I opened my mouth, knowing what he wanted.
Just like in his dream picture, I sucked his fingers clean of my juices and his cum. As I sucked, Joel began to fuck me like a man gone mad, fucking me harder and faster than I would have thought possible. "FUCK YEAH, MOMMY!" he sobbed. "I'M GONNA CUM IN YOU MOM! GONNA FILL YOUR HOT PUSSY FULL OF MY SPERM!!!"
I screamed as he drove his cock home one final time, burying himself deep inside me and then filling me with another incredible load of his semen. Even as my world was torn apart by unbelievable orgasmic pleasure, a part of me marveled at the ability of an eighteen year old to cum so much so many times. Our screams of pleasure devolved into wordless cries and moans as we clung to each other before staggering, still joined cunt and cock back to the bed. We collapsed, Joel on top of me where we savored our sweet joining for a long time before Joel's cock finally slipped out of me.
We finally crawled up further into the bed and I spent a long time making him squirm as I licked his cock clean of our mixed juices before we cuddled for a long time, both of us tired. Joel and I cuddled while he asked me many questions about a woman's body and what we liked, how we liked to be pleasured. We talked about pleasing a woman orally, although just like a young man, he shied off licking me with several loads of his semen dripping from between my bruised and tender lips.



"Maybe Mom will hire you again so I can learn to eat pussy," Joel speculated, his eagerness to learn evident on his face.
"Maybe she will, baby," I giggled in reply. "Maybe you'll find someone else you'll want to eat more." I glanced over towards his computer and Joel grinned and blushed. Several of those 3-D cartoons were of Grace riding her son's face.
The shadows grew longer and I knew my time was coming to an end. Joel and I finished with a long, slow fuck on the bed where he had me in several positions before he gave me one last heavy load of his cum, my legs draped over his shoulders and his cock buried deep inside my pussy.
He helped me get dressed and looked pleased when he offered me my panties and I shook my head and said, "Oh no, your mother paid for them. Souvenir, remember?"
Once I had my short white skirt and tube top on, Joel walked me to the door of his bedroom and I gave him a long, slow kiss that I knew he'd remember for a long time before I squatted down and again licked his still semi-erect but weary cock clean of sperm and cunt cream. When it was over, I rose and rolled my tongue over his lips and whispered, "You're a wonderful lover, Joel. I wish I was your mother – I'd fuck you night and day."
I closed the door, winking at him as he looked hungrily after me and then I slowly walked down the hall, feeling happy and tired and well fucked as a woman can be. I was a little unsteady in my heels and passing a mirror in the hallway, realized my hair was all wild and unkempt, just like a woman who had tumbled from bed after getting fucked hard. I smiled at my image, seeing the perfect image of the whorish slut I had become.
I carefully made my way downstairs and wasn't a bit surprised to see Joel's mother, Grace waiting for me at the bottom of the staircase, still dressed in her modest, but attractive dress from earlier – her breasts heaved heavily under the dress, the exposed portions of her upper chest almost quivering. She looked a bit flushed and unsettled, but managed a wan smile and said, "Well, Mrs. Lawson, how did things go?"
I licked my lips and said, "After the things your son did to me, please call me Sonya."
Grace's face turned a bit darker red and she managed a small laugh. "Please, join me in the library. I want a full report." She turned and walked away, glancing frequently over her shoulder to make sure I was following her. There was excitement in her face and eagerness too, expressions that her son had captured so well with his computer drawings.
Having taken seats again, Grace offered me a glass of wine and then sat down across from me and looked at me expectantly. Finally, she said huskily, "Well?"
"Where would you like me to start, Grace?" I asked coyly.
She huffed impatiently and said, "Anywhere, start anywhere!"
I grinned and after taking a sip of the wine replied, "Well, your son has a magnificent cock, Grace. Did you know he was so big?" I help up my hands to an approximate length of between eight and nine inches.
"Oh my," Grace breathed. "I've seen bulges in his pants. I suspected he was well endowed like his father was, but...oh my."
Her eyes widened as I made a partial circle with my thumb and forefinger to illustrate his girth. "And, Grace, your son is thick too."
"Lord," she whispered, her hand going to her mouth and then settling on the exposed part of her magnificent breasts. She started to speak and stopped, mouth open. She unconsciously licked her lips and finally said softly, "Did you suck my Joel?"
It was my turn to lick my lips. "Twice. I sucked him dry once and..." I reached up and touched my hair was it was stiff and sticking up. "And the second time, the little devil insisted on cumming on my face. By the way, he tastes delicious."
Grace closed her eyes for a moment and gave a little moan. She closed her thighs, squirming a little as if she was trying to secretly scratch an itch. At the same time, her fingertips rolled gently over the tops of her breasts. Finally, she opened her eyes and almost hissed, "And you fucked my son, of course?
I could almost smell her arousal even through the stink of sex that I reeked of. In truth, I was getting excited myself. "Let's see..." I replied, ticking off the times Joel and I had fucked. "Joel emptied his hot sperm in me four times and I lost count of the times that he made me orgasm."
Grace gave a sudden loud cry and I watched amazed as she almost flung her drink down and then thrust her hand between her legs, clamping her thighs around it. "He made you cum? He fucked you four times? How did it feel, Sonya? How did it feel to have his cock in you, cumming in you?"
I sighed and smiled at her. "He made me cum as good or better than any man ever has. His cum was hot and thick and there was so much of it, so much I couldn't hold it all. See?" On impulse, I shamelessly opened my legs wide, revealing my pussy which I knew was leaking her son's semen, oozing from my cunt and coating my thighs like frosting.
Grace let out another moan and slipped from her chair to her knees, her eyes locked in on my pussy. "That's Joel's sperm? Omigod, there's...there's so much."
"Yes, there is and its so hot and yummy?" I whispered, suddenly overwhelmed by the moment, realizing what I needed – no, wanted to do. "It's Joel's sperm, Grace. Your son's hot, thick cum. You paid for it, Grace...its yours if you want it."
"Ohhhh yessss," Grace moaned and she was on hands and knees and edging towards me. Like a stalking cat, she came towards me only to pause between my thighs and look upwards, desire and fear on her face. "This is wrong, isn't it? You must think I'm a pervert or something."
I shook my head and said, "No, you're not. I know you heard us up there...some of the things we said. Grace, you don't want something your son doesn't want just as badly."
I leaned over and stroked her cheek. "And Grace, your son's cum tastes so good, especially coming from my cunt – I know, I licked Joel's cock clean after every time we fucked. Your son's cum is delicious!"
Grace went over the edge and mashed her mouth against my cunt, making me grunt from the force and then moan as her tongue began to lap my well fucked and sensitive pussy flesh. "Sooo good," Grace sobbed, her words muffled as her mouth never left my quivering flesh. It suddenly struck me that I was experiencing a woman making love to me for the first time in my life and that compounded with the realization that this woman was licking her own son's cum from my pussy served to send me over the edge
of orgasm with almost no warning. My hands gripped Grace's short hair and pressed her face harder against my crotch. God, I loved this awful wickedness I never knew had been inside me.
I bucked my cunt against Joel's mother's face, whimpering and crying with sweet joy as her tongue delved deep inside me, trying to find every last drop of her son's semen. At one point she withdrew from my pussy to lick my thighs clean of her son's globs of semen and then she returned to my gaping wide cunt, licking, lapping and sucking me clean of any remains of her son's succulent seed.
As I tried to catch my breath, she rose up and kissed me, thrusting her tongue into my mouth and finding my tongue, drawing it into her mouth and sucking on it. When the kiss ended, she gasped in wonder, "Oh my God, I could taste Joel on your tongue...sooo wonderful!"
We sat for a long time, not speaking, Grace practically sitting in my lap. Finally, Grace stood up and looked at me like a woman coming out of a wonderfully erotic daydream and embarrassed that anyone else knew. "Thank you, Sonya," she said in almost a whisper. I knew it was time to go.
Grace walked me to the door and as I stepped out, I turned to her and said, "Grace...Mrs. Thurman. Joel did mention one thing to me."
Grace looked at me with curiosity and some apprehension. "Yes?"
"Joel wants to learn to orally please a woman and I would be happy to be engaged to do that, if you desire." I paused and gave her an evil grin. "But, I've also told him that I think there's someone better at eating pussy that could instruct him."
Grace's face flamed bright red, but she smiled and nodded. "You're probably right, Sonya."
"And if he gets a good night's sleep, he'll probably be ready and anxious to learn tomorrow morning." I stepped back and impulsively kissed Grace on the cheek. "I wish you and Joel all the joy in the world," and I turned and walked away.
It was almost ten o'clock when I got home. I was wearing my raincoat so as not to have to explain at least to my daughter about my outfit, but also thinking after my day with Joel and Grace of the impact it might have on my son, Donnie Jr. He was a teenager now and although he hadn't shown much interest in girls, it was only a matter of time. A thrill of the possibilities that lay down that road I quickly suppressed with a giggle and shut and locked behind a door in my mind that carried a sign that said "Don't Open Until Eighteen!!!" I laughed out loud as I unlocked the door. Good Lord – when I become a shameless whoreslut, I go all the way!
I found the house empty and for a moment feared that maybe Donnie decided he couldn't deal with my new life and had split with the children, but there was a note on the kitchen table telling me that my husband had taken the kids out to a movie. Taking advantage of the moment I went upstairs and took a long, hot soak in the tub, letting the hot, soapy water soothe my well fucked flesh, letting the day replay itself over in my mind. I confess, I felt proud of myself. I was keeping a roof over my family's head and had introduced a sweet boy to the joys of sex and maybe, just maybe helped two people who loved each other more than either realized, come together.
After I had soaked for almost an hour, I emerged wondering if Donnie would be disappointed that I wouldn't be reeking of sex with strangers. I came downstairs in a thick, fluffy robe when my family came in, my youngest, Molly, crying out "Mommy!" and rushing into my arms. I spent the next few minutes hearing about the animated movie they had saw and about going out for burgers and onion rings and Donnie Junior's exasperated corrections about the movie storyline. Mixed in were questions from Molly and Donnie Junior about my new job that I replied to with vague questions except when Molly asked me, "Do you like your new job, Mommy?" I replied with more cheer than I should have used, "I love my new job, sweetie!" completely aware of Tara's and Donnie's glances at me – Tara's gaze full of questions and my husband's eyes, both desiring and accusing.
Finally, I got the kids off to bed, kissed Tara goodnight and went to my bedroom where Donnie was waiting. He had stripped down to his shorts. "How are you, honey?"
Donnie grunted something that sounded like, "Fine."
I leaned over to kiss him and he pulled away for a second. I laughed and said, "It's okay, Donnie. Your whore wife brushed her teeth first."
Donnie eyed me, anger starting to build. "I bet – what sick things have you been doing today?"
I laughed and said, "Getting my brains fucked out by an eighteen year old boy!"
Donnie's jaw dropped and he said, "You're fucking kidding me."
I ran my hands up my waist, stopping to cup my robe covered breasts. "Nope! I took that boy's virginity and let him fuck me silly!" I grabbed the lapels of my robe and tore it open, revealing I was naked underneath. I thrust my pelvis out, showing him my still swollen and gaping open pussy. "He had a huge fucking mancock and he dumped load after load of hot cum in my cunt."
I began to run my fingers over and between my labia until Donnie jumped off the bed and grabbed my wrists, hissing, "You fucking whore!"
I just laughed and pushed myself against my husband and whispered huskily into his ear. "I'm sorry I didn't bring his cum home so you could see it dripping out of my pussy and maybe have a snack, but his momma beat you to it!"
I thought Donnie's eyes would pop out of his head and I could hear his teeth grinding. "You CUNT!" he growled, flinging me onto the bed.
I laughed and writhed on the bed, spreading my legs wide and running my hands over my nakedness, knowing it was killing my husband to hear this but at the same time knowing he was so turned on judging from the big tent in his boxers.. "Oh, Donnie, that boy fucked me like I've never been fucked before – I've never cum so much in my life." I sat up on the bed, scooting my legs under me to come up onto my knees. "And I sucked his big, fine dick over and over and ate his sperm and let him cum on my face!"
I saw Donnie's cock swell and knew I hit my mark. I licked my lips lasciviously and whispered, "You want to cum on my face, baby! You want your slut wife to suck your cock and let you spray your spunk on my face?"
Donnie answered with a wordless snarl as he rushed towards me while yanking his shorts down revealing his erect cock. "Goddamn you, Sonya" he rasped as his hands took my head and guided his dick between my open lips. He began fucking my mouth ruthlessly while showering me with nasty words about his slut whore of a wife. I responded by sucking him eagerly, pulling him deeply into my mouth as my fingernails dug into his ass cheeks. I rolled my tongue happily over his cock head, slithering it along his shaft.
Finally I could feel him begin to tense up and he eased his grip on my head and withdrew from my mouth. I reached out and began stroking him, looking up at him with eager eyes as I hissed, "C'mon, Donnie, cum for Momma – cum for your whore wife, cum in your slut's face – you know you want to!"
Donnie's face screwed up and he began to grunt and snort and then he bellowed as he began to ejaculate, spraying his sperm across my face. It was a goodish amount, but not comparable to my young stud from earlier. Still, I eagerly stuck out my tongue, savoring my husband's taste as his semen splattered on my cheeks and nose, my tongue and my chin. I loved each hot splash of Donnie's cum until he stood shaking in front of me.
I laughed and pulled him down on top of me, sprawling us both on the bed and kissing him, smearing his own cum over both our faces while I thrust my tongue into his mouth so I could share his taste with him. We kissed and rolled around on the bed for a long time before we wound up under the covers cuddling, Donnie's lasts words as he slipped into sleep, "...love you, Sonya, you fucking whore...."
I snuggled in closer to my husband and tried to fall asleep, but sleep was slow to come as again I thought about the past few days and how far I had come. Tomorrow was Sunday. A day to worship at Mass and a day to rest, but I felt a hunger deep inside me, a hunger to see what depths of depravity I would be asked to sink to next and eagerness to make it happen, to revel in my newfound sluttiness. I could hardly stand to wait!
To be continued...
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Well, with my usual timing, here's a Christmas story in August. Just goes to show, you never what your muse is going to show up with. I look forward to getting feedback, be it positive or negative. Enjoy
As usual, all characters are fictional - they exist only within the confines of my imagination.
*
You know, I'd heard all the mother in law jokes before I got married, but honestly, from the moment we met, I never had a single problem with John's mom, in fact, I found Cora to be as supportive and sweet as I think my own mother would have been. Of course, some of my friends argued that it was because John and I lived in Seattle while his Mom lived in rural Michigan. We both taught high school and on teachers' salaries we could barely afford our single annual trip home at Christmastime to see his Mom.
I didn't mind the trips each Christmas. My folks had passed away while I was in college and John and his mother were all the family I had and besides, Cora's a wonderful person and we both looked forward to going home and spending time with her in her farm house.
John and I had met in college and fell in love and were living the typical young couple's life in Seattle. Seattle and its rain is an acquired taste, but we enjoyed living there and after a few years were looking for a house to buy and had begun to talk about having kids. The highpoint of the year however was splurging on plane tickets and flying into Detroit and driving on to John's childhood home at Christmas. Cora always had the house decorated with a huge Christmas tree and Christmas trim all through the house. We almost always have snow and, well, it just seems that it's like we're living in some old classic Christmas movie and life was indeed (forgive the pun) wonderful!
It was our fourth Christmas trip home that things began to change for John and his mother and me. It began with just a little silly moment, but even then, I knew that something more had begun even if I didn't understand it. It's funny how it's those little things that can change your life forever...
It was a Christmas out of a storybook. It had snowed off and on since the morning of the twenty-third and now the woods and farmland around us looked like a winter wonderland. Inside my mother in law's warm and cozy house I could sit and watch Cora for hours, amazed at her energy and her imagination and her kindness while she did all the little things that made her old farmhouse a real home. John's dad had passed away the year after John started college and Cora had sold the farm, but not the house and surrounding property. Although at age forty-seven, she could still go out and work, between the sale of the farm and a pension from her late husband's company, she lived comfortably, content to grow a large garden, do seamstress work when she felt like it (often donating her time to church), and of course making sure that Christmas was wonderful.
She and I were in the kitchen on Christmas Eve -- Cora working on an apple pie for tomorrow's dinner while I watched at the kitchen table (a huge old wooden work of art -- the surface worn smooth from six generations of the family using it day after day). Cora moved around the kitchen effortlessly with the energy of a teenager and I have to admit, a figure any woman my age would admire.
Cora had long black hair streaked with gray that she usually kept braided, the end of which scraped along the seat of her tight blue jeans, the seams stretched by her voluptuous bottom. She had on a thick sweater that did nothing to conceal her equally voluptuous breasts which swayed braless underneath the warm wool material. Her big brown eyes sparkled with laughter and I wished I had her fair, almost flawless complexion.
As she put the finishing touches on her apple pie, she gave me a quick glance and a smile and asked, "So, Diana -- are you and John going to make me a grandmother anytime soon?"
I giggled and took a sip of hot chocolate from the mug in front of me. "We're talking about it. We'd like to find a house first -- neither of us want to bring up kids in an apartment, especially like the little cracker box we have now."
Cora nodded and said, "I understand that -- a family needs a house." She turned away from the counter and smiled at me. "Well, it makes me happy just to know you two are at least thinking about children, by now I'm sure you know how to make them." She winked at me naughtily while I felt my jaw drop.
"Why, Cora Holland -- I can't believe you said that!" Sometimes I think John's mother made jokes like that just to see my reaction. I grew up in a strict, conservative home where just uttering the word "sex" could get you spanked.
Cora walked across the room with a hot pitcher of cocoa and topped off my mug and while pouring two more mugs full, said, "Well, its true and this old house has seen a fair sight of babymaking. John's old room -- that big old poster bed you're sleeping in used to belong to John's grandparents and they conceived ten kids in that bed including John's daddy."
While I tried to get my mouth to work, Cora leaned down and kissed the top of my head and said, "You two should get some practice in while you're here -- who knows, the old Holland family luck might kick in!"
I could feel myself blushing and managed to get out -- "Cora, you're awful!"
My mother in law just laughed in reply and was about to say something else when John called from the living room, "Hey, you girls ever coming in here -- its getting late and we haven't even listened to the old records yet!" There was a pause and Cora and I looked at each other and together perfectly lip-synced silently as my husband hollered, "It's tradition, you know!"
Cora rolled her eyes and shook her head as she said, "That boy and his traditions." She picked up the two mugs of hot chocolate and motioned towards the hallway. "I guess we better go before your husband has a cow."
I laughed as we walked down the narrow hall, "Well, you raised him, you know." I said in a bantering tone as we approached the narrow entrance to the living room which in itself was quite spacious. John was a bit anal retentive when it came to some things. My husband is big on traditions -- like his Christmas records that had to be played on Christmas Eve -- a tradition that dated back to his childhood. Another was Christmas Goose for Christmas dinner and sending out only Currier and Ives prints for Christmas cards. Others were more benign, like never attending a Mariners - Tigers game without his ratty, sweatstained Detroit Tiger's cap that he bought the first time he attended a game or always stopping at the local Dairy Queen for a chili dog while driving in from the airport in Detroit. Yeah, he's weird, but I love the big goof.
Cora and I joined my husband in her living room, me pausing at the doorway to once again admire the enormous Christmas tree erected in the corner next to the big bay window and the pile of presents underneath the tree. Then I turned my gaze to admire my husband as he accepted a mug from his mother. He sat cross-legged in front of an old stereo with several albums scattered around him. I let out a little sigh. We'd been married for almost four years now and still -- just looking at him made my heart beat a little faster.
John stands almost six feet tall and although he's a bit stocky, it's all muscle. He has his Mom's big brown eyes and her black hair that he wears a bit longer than he prefers because he knows I think he looks sexier that way. He's a sweet man, a good son and I know that when we have kids, he'll make an awesome father. Oh...bonus, he is an awesome lover and knows how to use his mouth and fingers just as well as that lovely cock between his legs. Just thinking that as I looked at him reminded me of his mother's words from a few minutes ago -- maybe, maybe we might try out that bed for something besides sleeping this Christmas Eve.
John looked over at me and held up two albums. "What do you say, Diana -- Perry Como or Gene Autry?"
Cora groaned silently and headed for the couch, looking at me and mouthing the words, "Perry Como, please!"
I moved to join my mother in law on the couch and replied, "It's such a romantic, snowy evening out, lets go with Perry Como!"
I tried not to snicker as John's expression turned crestfallen for a moment and then he grinned and said, "Good idea -- we'll save Gene for last!"
I looked at his mother with a look of dismay and she shrugged and said, "Don't blame me, you married him -- you fix him." Then we both broke out in laughter while John looked at us bemusedly.
It was a wonderful evening as we talked and listened to Christmas albums -- Cora and John entertaining me with stories from their family history, especially John's getting into mischief as a boy. While John stuck to cocoa, his mother and I opted to break open a nice bottle of wine I'd brought with us and by midnight, we'd pretty much finished it off.
As the chimes on Cora's old grandfather clock began to chime the arrival of Christmas, Cora stood and stretched, her breasts straining against her heavy sweater as she raised her hands over her head. "Oh my, I know some children that need to get to bed before Santa shows up," she said in a mock scolding tone.
I stood up and had a stretch myself, my own heavy breasts bulging out against my sweatshirt. I looked down at John who was looking at me speculatively -- oh, I knew that look! He winked at me and I subtly nodded. "You're right, Cora -- time to get to bed."
I gathered up the cocoa mugs to carry to the kitchen and didn't pay attention as I moved towards the doorway and wound up colliding with Cora as we both tried to get through the doorway together. We both stopped and began to apologize to each other, facing each other, our breasts mashing together as we looked at each other.
John laughed and said, "Uh-oh! You gals need to kiss!" We both looked at him and then looked above us to see what he was pointing at. Above us was a large sprig of mistletoe that Cora had hung over the doorway for the holidays.
Cora laughed and leaned in a bit, her breasts mashing against mine and we gave each other a peck on the cheek. "Merry Christmas, daughter in law," she said in a happy voice.
I started to reply, but John interrupted and said, "Is that what you call a kiss? That's mistletoe and it's Christmas. C'mon, Diane -- Mom. You have to KISS -- its tradition, right?"
We both laughed and I don't know, maybe it was the wine -- maybe it was anticipating a little lovemaking with John that made me feel a little naughty, but I leaned in and with my mouth open, moved to kiss Cora again, planning to just run my lips over her lips, but to my surprise, Cora's open mouth met me and I gasped as I felt her tongue spear through my open lips and brush against my own tongue.
Now, I've kissed a girl before. Jenny, my roommate all through college, and I had done more than a little girl on girl loving on those lonely nights when we were between boyfriends, but it didn't prepare me for the jolt of pure excitement that ripped through my body as I French-kissed my mother in law for maybe fifteen seconds, our tongues dueling fiercely.
When we parted, I was slack-jawed with amazement. Cora smiled back at me and turned and looked at her son who was also sitting there with his mouth hanging wide open and said, "Satisfied, John, is that tradition enough for you?" His mom laughed, the merriment still evident in her voice. "The things a mother has to do to make her children happy." She moved out into the hallway then, her breasts dragging heavily against mine and while I was positive my nipples had become rock hard, I was equally sure that I could feel her nipples, even through the heavy sweater, as well.
Acting like it was no big deal, my mother in law called out to just leave the mugs in the sink and she'd clean up in the morning. I stood for a moment still in shock at what we'd done and then I felt John come up behind me, his arms wrapping around my waist and his lips on the back of my neck, kissing me in that one spot that never fails to make me weak in the knees. "C'mon, Diana, lets get to bed...now!" he murmured in his best Barry White -- let's fuck baby voice.
I didn't argue as he almost dragged me upstairs, hearing his mother's bedroom door close just as we passed. In John's old bedroom, he slammed the door shut behind us and then practically slammed me against the door as he pressed up against me, locking his lips on my mine, his tongue thrusting into my mouth much as his mother's had just moments ago. A naughty thrill rippled between my legs as I wondered if he could taste his mother on my lips!
I found myself kissing him back, my hands pulling his shirt out of his jeans, nails running down his strong chest and then undoing his jeans and reaching in and finding -- mmmm -- that lovely cock of his already hard and throbbing. Reluctantly, John broke the kiss and roughly jerked my sweater over my head, flinging it into a corner as he ducked his head and began kissing my heaving, meaty breasts, his tongue slithering around and around my swollen nipples -- urging them to grow even more turgid -- thick, rubbery knobs like quarters that ached to be sucked and pinched.
John dropped to his knees and began tugging down my jeans as I watched him in the full length mirror across the room. I'm not bad looking if I say so myself. Long, red hair and blue eyes, big 40D tits that still rode high on my chest and as John worked my jeans off, long shapely legs. True, I'll never be a supermodel and I'll struggle to keep waistline under control my whole life, but I know I can still turn heads and am probably providing day dream material for a lot of my biology students in high school.
My panties came down and off and then my husband's mouth was in my sex, his tongue slashing through my labia to taste the hot juices already boiling inside me. I let out a grunt and banged my head against the door as John gently tongued my clit. As much as I loved his tongue, I needed more and I needed it quickly. "C'mon, lover -- fuck me right now!" I moaned, gently pulling on his shaggy hair.
John responded, kissing his way back up my body, stopping momentarily to suck and bit my nipples, making me bang my head again on the door as pleasure arced again through my body. Then my husband was kissing me -- I could taste my own cream on his lips and tongue. I wrapped my arms around John's neck as I used my foot to work his jeans and boxers down until he could step out of them, then I wrapped my legs around his waist. I could feel his cock throb against my stomach -- he felt so incredibly hard.
John carried me to the bed, never ending the kiss as he did and as he lowered me down, he hunched and then he was sliding into me and I cried out as he filled me. He was so stiff and swollen. I looked into my husband's eyes and there was a strange gleam there -- a hungry smile on his face unlike anything I had ever seen before.
"That was so fucking hot, Diana," John growled as he moved his hips to partially withdraw and then thrust hard into me, making me groan. "You and Mom kissing like that, both of you looked like you were enjoying it!"
I gasped as he drove into me again and then again, but I felt an altogether separate thrill of pleasure beyond John's wonderful cock. Kissing his mother had been enjoyable and I was wet just from knowing it turned on my husband. "She's a fantastic kisser -- her tongue is like a snake!" I moaned.
My words hit John like a hammer and he was suddenly fucking me like a madman, his hips pistoning as he pounded my cunt with his long, hard dick -- I swear to God, he felt bigger than ever before. "Mommy makes you hot, huh, baby?" I sneered at him, trying to squeeze his cock with my pussy. "I loved her tongue in my mouth, John -- she stuck her tongue in my mouth first!"
John growled and I felt his hands on my legs, slipping down to my ankles and suddenly lifting them up, spreading my legs wide as he sought to get deeper, his cock thrusting madly into me. I flung my hips upwards, trying to help in get even deeper into my womb. An orgasm came roaring out of nowhere and I couldn't help but scream my pleasure. "Fuck me baby, fuck me hard -- Fuck me like you want to fuck your Mommy!"
Oh my god, John did. He began pounding me hard, slamming my head against the headboard, my meaty tits bouncing all over my chest as his big, thick cock slid in and out of me again and again, making me sob and writhe with lust and desire. I'd known John for almost five years and we'd had fun in bed since the beginning with all sorts of fun and games, but we'd never done any kind of incest fantasy, but I knew we would from now on -- my husband was fucking me harder than ever before -- even our wedding night!
John threw my legs over his shoulders and leaned in -- kissing my mouth and then biting and sucking my aching nipples. I was almost curled up like a ball and John was drivng as deep into me as he could go, his pubic hair grinding against my cunt, his black curly hair entangling with my thick red haired snatch. His cock seemed to swell or my cunt was contracting like never before -- I felt so full and stuffed with his meat.
My orgasm crested and began to wane but between wet, sloppy kisses and bites on my nipples I heard my husband groan, "Mom...Mom!" as he fucked me and that sent me over the precipice again and I was again sobbing and crying as John's words triggered yet a bigger, more violent orgasm and we were bucking and clawing and fucking and biting, my fingernails clawing his back as I screamed, "Fuck me, John, give me that big cock!" The bed slammed against the wall and I think we actually scooted that old wooden bed around a little.
John stiffened and plunged deep and then in a loud voice, moaned. "I love you, Diane!" and as he began to cum, his hot semen flooding my womb, my husband cried out, "Mom!" and my orgasm climbed to levels I didn't know existed. John came and came and then he sighed, "I love you, Diana!" and collapsed on top of me.
John's heart was pounding against my breasts and we both were gasping for air, his mouth breathing warmly against my neck. My legs fell away -- splayed widely on the bed. The air reeked with our sweat and sex and things seemed almost strangely quiet as we calmed down, no longer filling the air with fuck noises. Then I heard it. A long, drawn out moan -- someone in pain...or pleasure.
My eyes opened wide as it repeated -- a loud and long groan of someone in the throes of erotic pleasure -- clearly Cora's voice! "YESSSSSSSSSSSSSS, BABYYYYY!"
John stiffened and then rose up to look me in the eyes, that gleam from earlier burning again in them. "FUCKKKK MEEEEE! FUCK MOMMMMMMY GOOOOD!"
My husband grinned at me even as his cock stopped shrinking inside me and began to harden again, recovering more quickly than I could ever recall. "Do you hear that?" he whispered. "Do you believe that?"
I nodded, squirming as my sensitive cunt flesh reacted to the thick dick expanding again me. "Maybe her noisy fucking son and daughter in law got her turned on," I gasped as he began to slowly rock in and out of me again. I bit my lip as the pleasure quickly increased and hissed, "And maybe your Mom's pussy got all hot and wet kissing me in front of her son!"
John kissed me hard, his tongue finding mine and as they dueled furiously, he began to piston in and out of me again, all the while the both of us listening to his mother's cries and moans of "FUCK MEEEE! YESSSSS, FUCK MEEE, FUCK MOMMYYY!"
As John's cock pummeled my hot, creamy pussy, my voice joined Cora's to make an erotic duet of lusty cries. "FUCK MEEEEE, JOHNNNNN!"
"FUCK MEEE, OH MOMMMMY LOVES IT!
"I LOVE YOU, BABY, GIVE ME THAT COCK, JOHN!"
"MOMMYYY WANTS YOUR COCK!"



On and on it went as John fucked me. Pleasure swamped my body, the delicious carnality of it making my head swim as his mother's voice seemed to intertwine with mine until I couldn't tell who's words were who's.
"FUCK ME, JOHNLOVER! FUCK ME-MOMMY-ME, MAKE ME-MOMMY-ME CUM! GIVE ME COCK JOHN GIVE ME-MOMMY-ME COCK!"
John again sank deep into me, his cock throbbing and big and then he exploded and my pussy exploded with pleasure that tore through my body as his hot semen scalded my womb again.
I was aware that I was sobbing with pleasure and that Cora was sobbing with pleasure and it almost seemed like an out of body experience -- I could almost see John's mother, naked on her bed, her full, lush body spread-eagled, her fingers -- no -- a huge dildo stuffed up her cunt, my imagination making her pussy a wild, thickly thatched thing with big pink lips that glistened with her arousal. Her enormous breasts bouncing around and her motherly face contorted in lust as she brought herself to orgasm..
In my orgasmic vision, I suddenly envisioned my husband between his mother's thighs, fucking Cora like he fucked me and then I saw me and Cora, arms and legs wrapped around each other, kissing and then in a sixty-nine, me eagerly tonguing my mother in law's wet pussy while her wonderful tongue brought me off.
Then I was in my own body again, John was easing off me, kissing me as his weight lifted off my body, whispering, "That was so fucking intense!" He kissed me one last time and then began to snore while I struggled to catch my breath again and tried to make sense of it all.
This had been the most intense sexual moment of my life and I was filled with wonderment over it. As I said earlier, I've had a few girl on girl moments, but it had just been fun, nothing more. But this -- my head swam with visions of me and my mother in law making love and with John and his mother. I glanced over at the love of my life and smiled. Incest fantasies...I had never imagined that. Part of me wondered if on the other side of the wall, Cora was lying in her bed, fuck sweat cooling and drying on her luscious body thinking of her son...thinking of me. As the snow fell outside that early Christmas morning, I fell asleep to wonderful, incestuous thoughts.
"Wake up! It's Christmas and Santa's been here!" I lifted my head off John's chest and squinted at the closed door behind which Cora was loudly knocking and calling to us in a cheery voice.
John raised his head and smiled. "Well -- it is tradition," he mumbled, shaking off sleep. He called out, "Thanks, Mom! We'll be down in a second." My husband turned to me and reaching out, caressed my face. "Um, I think I went out like a light, but, damn -- thanks for the fuck of my life last night, Diana.
It all came flooding back to me in a rush and I shivered as heat blossomed between my legs. I leaned in and kissed John and then whispered, "I don't know, lover -- I think maybe you should thank your Mom more than me. I reached down and stroked my husband's cock, feeling it begin to lengthen and thicken as I said, "I had no idea that your mother could make you so hot!"
John blushed a little and his hand slipped up along my inner right thigh and we began to pick up where we had left off the night before, but were interrupted by Cora crying up at us, "John and Diana Holland, get yourselves down here right now -- it's Christmas!
John and I each looked at each other and giggled and then kissed and whispered promises to take this up again later in the day. We rolled out of bed and got dressed -- sort of. It was Christmas tradition in the Holland family to get up, not worrying about getting cleaned up or dressed -- go down and eat a hearty breakfast and then go into the living room and see what Santa had brought.
I pulled on a modest babydoll negligee -- obviously braless, my breasts opaquely covered by the silky material, but nipples obviously outlined and protruding against the cloth. I did wear matching panties. John gave me an appreciative stare as he pulled on a sweatshirt and boxer shorts. "Sexy!" he said as he gestured towards the door.
I glanced at myself in the mirror as I followed my husband, The light green negligee ended at mid thigh, showing off my sexy legs and accentuated my big chest and with my bed tousled head of carrot red hair, I did look sexy -- like a well fucked woman should look!
We joined Cora in the kitchen. Maybe a year ago I wouldn't have seen her as anything but John's middle aged mother, a pretty woman, but whom I would never think of as a sexual person, but it was hard to take my eyes off her as we ate breakfast. Like me, her hair was all awry -- she'd undone her braid before last night's fun and it hung in a thick, unruly mass down to the middle of her back. Cora was wearing an old, well worn, light blue flannel gown that molded itself tightly to her body, clinging and molding around her heavy breasts and her full butt. No panty line there that I could see.
It was a bit of a quiet breakfast, each of us smiling shyly at each other and I think we all were blushing a bit as we ate the traditional Holland Christmas pancake breakfast. Afterwards, while John headed upstairs for a quick visit to the bathroom, I helped Cora clear away the dishes.
As we washed and dried, Cora glanced over at me and smiled coyly. "I guess you took my advice about trying the old Holland luck."
"You're terrible, Cora," I giggled, feeling my face burn.
Cora turned and gave me a hug. "Don't be embarrassed, sweetheart. I know there's been a lot of noise coming from that room over the years -- Lord knows it's produced enough babies." She winked at me and said, "Well, maybe not as much noise as last night."
I felt my face get hotter and tried to turn it around. "Yeah, well, Mother in law of mine, not all that noise wasn't just coming from our room, you know."
Cora blushed but didn't blink a bit as she replied, "Nothing wrong with a bit of self-pleasuring, Daughter in law." She paused and then grinned evilly. "I reckon though I do tend to get a little loud -- living all alone here, I get used to just letting myself go and I really let go last night!"
We both just stared at each other and then busted out laughing, hugging each other, our bodies pressed tightly together. As our heavy tits pillowed out against each other, I marveled at how good and warm she felt and again, evil thoughts about her body erupted in my mind even as we continued to laugh. It seemed obvious that both of us were enjoying the sensation and we might have gone on embracing even after the laughter faded, but we separated as John came hurrying down the stairs hollering, "Time to see what Santa brought us!"
He peeked into the kitchen and said, "Well? C'mon, can't keep Santa waiting!"
John's mom and I gave each other a despairing look and followed him into the living room. I paused to let Cora go through the doorway ahead of me, glancing upwards at the mistletoe hanging there and thinking how exciting that moment had been last night and that it would be nice to do it again.
My naughty thoughts were put on hold as John began passing around Christmas presents. It was a fun morning, Cora surprised us both with I-Pods as well as a gorgeous but rather low cut sweater for me and a nice button up sweater for John with leather elbow patches that just screamed teacher!
John and I got his mother a new DVD player and absolutely floored her with DVD conversions of many of her old home movies. John hooked up her new player and we sat watching old films of Christmases past of her and John and her late husband. John and Cora watched almost hypnotized at times by their younger selves -- my sexy hubby a chubby little fella who greatly resembled his father and Cora, a more slender but equally sexy version of herself.
I found myself drawn again and again to images of my mother in law in her twenties and thirties, dressed in long flannel nightgowns and sometimes in skimpier outfits, one in particular that was a baby-doll negligee like mine that showed long, shapely legs and more of her breasts. She was beautiful and I could see that my John was studying her close as well. In the films, you could tell that her husband thought so to on those rare occasions he would put down the camera and let a younger John run the camera while he would open his presents and kiss Cora lovingly.
I glanced at Cora and she was looking a little misty-eyed and finally, she stood up and said in a husky voice, "Excuse me." She paused at the doorway and looked back and said, "I absolutely love my presents!" and hurried away.
John looked a little misty-eyed himself and I leaned over and kissed him. "That was a great idea, honey," I told him. "The films transferred over great -- your Mom and Dad look great.'
My husband nodded and said, "Yeah, I never realized how sexy Mom looked back then."
I grinned and replied, "And she still looks sexy today. You should have made extra copies of these old home movies."
John just gave me a wink and said, "Way ahead of you, babe."
We both busted out laughing. We kissed for a few minutes and then I began cleaning up the living room, bagging up torn wrapping paper and ribbons and such. I moved towards the doorway only to run into Cora returning. Just like last night, we found ourselves wedged in sideways, breast to breast in the door.
Cora began to mildly scold me, "Now, sweetie, I would have cleaned that mess up -- you're on vacation and shouldn't have to fool with this.
Before she could go on, John interrupted by saying, "Ahem, ladies...traditions -- remember?" He began to point and again we both looked up at the mistletoe.
Cora rolled her eyes and said in mock exasperation, "That boy and his traditions." She looked at me, grinning expectantly at her and she grinned naughtily and said, "Well, we have to uphold those important traditions, don't we?" She leaned into me and we kissed -- no simple peck on the cheek, but with mouths open, my tongue welcoming hers as our lips pressed together and sealed. Her tongue danced and snaked around my tongue, demonstrating her years of experience and making me shiver as we kissed. Her arms came up and her hands clamped down on my shoulders, pulling me gently against her more. Under the thin clothing, I could feel my nipples grow harder and press against her tits, sensing the soft fleshiness of her breasts and heat began to stoke between my legs as I felt her nipples through the thin cotton and satin of our bedclothes.
We kissed a lot longer this time, way past the few seconds of the night before. Thirty seconds? Forty-five seconds, maybe even for a minute before we finally parted, our lips separating wetly with a delicious smack.
We stared at each other wide-eyed, very much aware of the energy between us.
"Wow!" I whispered, barely able to speak. It had not been a joking kiss, but a lover's kiss!
"Yeah," Cora replied in a very husky voice. "You know, there's a lot to be said for tradition." Then she realized she still held me in an embrace and her face flushed bright red and she exclaimed, "Oh my goodness, look at the time. I've got to get started on Christmas dinner!" My mother in law beat a hasty retreat towards the stairs, calling out, "I'm going to get dressed and get started in the kitchen -- Diana, I could use some help in a bit if you don't mind!"
I turned and went and sat down by my husband and looked into his stunned face. "John, I am so turned on by your Mom!" I whispered to him. I reached over and took his hand and ran it under the hem of my negligee, pressing his fingers against the crotch of my more than damp panties. "Am I going nuts?" I asked.
John shook his head and placed my hand on the huge bulge in his boxers. "If you are, you're not alone! Watching you and Mom kissing makes me so hard, it hurts!"
"God, baby -- if she wasn't your mother, I'd be up there making a pass at your Mom right now!" I moaned, clamping John's hand between my thighs.
John groaned and laughed and replied, "Damn it, you're not making this any easier -- just the thought of you and Mom..." I could feel his cock swelling and I reached in, wrapped my hand around my husband's considerable girth and slowly began to stroke him.
"I bet you get even harder and bigger thinking about Cora and yourself, don't you, you pervert!" I whispered into his ears, feeling his cock throb and swell to my words!
John groaned and blushed, still looking into my eyes. "How -- how far are you willing to go, Diana?" he asked me. "Would you actually make love to my mother?"
"In a New York minute," I hissed back. "And you, if your Mom spread her legs for you, would you fuck her?"
John shivered and began to try and answer, but couldn't find the words, so he nodded, blushing bright red and then I felt his cock began to jerk and I moved quickly to cup the head of his cock and catch his cum as he exploded at the mere thought of fucking his mother. I reached into his boxers with my other hand and began to stroke him as he shot off, the whole time wiggling on his fingers trapped between my thighs. My mind reeled at the thought that I'd just helped my husband cum talking about motherfucking!"
As he finished, we heard his Mom coming back down the hallway and we jerked hands out of each other's underwear and when she turned the corner, we looked up guiltily at her like a couple of teenagers caught necking on the couch. I even instinctively tried to move my semen covered hand out of sight so she wouldn't know what we were doing.
Cora had dressed in a long, denim skirt and a matching denim blouse, enough buttons left undone to reveal the upper swells of her meaty tits and again braless -- her nipples proudly poking through. Her long mane of hair was pulled back into a ponytail. She grinned at us as if she knew exactly what we'd been doing and said, "C'mon you two -- things to do, so get dressed. John, I need some wood chopped for the fireplace and Diana, I'll need your help in the kitchen."
Like naughty little children in trouble, we nodded and stood up. I walked towards the door, my cum covered hand behind me and for a moment, I thought Cora was going to wait for me to join her under the mistletoe. At the last second though, my mother in law glanced upwards and blushing, turned and fled towards the kitchen, calling out, "C'mon now, lets get hustling if you want to eat!"
I hurried up the stairs, followed by John. Out of sight, I quickly began licking my husband's sperm off my hand and once behind closed doors, I sank to my knees and finished cleaning him off with my mouth, sucking his cock empty of his big load of cum.
John tried to go down on me, but I put him off, telling him that when we got upstairs tonight, I expected to be fucked silly!
We both dressed for a wintry day, John in a sweatshirt and jeans and myself in jeans and a flannel shirt, that like Cora, I left partially unbuttoned to show off my considerable cleavage. John headed outside to the woodpile while I made my way to the kitchen.
Over the next few hours, Cora and I stayed busy preparing one of her classic Christmas dinners, complete with a Christmas goose, mashed potatoes, sweet potatoes, stuffing, dressing and other foods -- enough to feed a small army. The entire time, I think both my mother in law and myself were keenly aware of the sexual tension that had arisen from our kissing, but neither of us made mention of it -- it simply hung in the air between us, a living, powerful, but silent thing.
Strangely enough, despite Cora having a kitchen large enough to be the envy of women everywhere, we seemed to be crowded. Cora was constantly brushing by me, her breasts rolling against my back or against my front, thighs pressed together as we would work side by side, peeling potatoes or washing dirty pans. Before long, I was doing the same, going out of my way to rub myself up against Cora's lush body.
As the kitchen began to heat up from the baking, I began to regret wearing a flannel shirt and then amidst all the rubbing against each other I got inspired and yanked my shirt out of my jeans and undoing the lower buttons, tied the tails of the shirt up into a knot, exposing my stomach and accentuating my breasts, my breasts contained by only two buttons. I was quite aware of the view of my heaving tits I was now providing.
Cora took a long look at me and sighed. "Show-off. If I had your figure, I'd be showing it off too, Diana."
I laughed and replied, "Cora, you're a beautiful woman and I love your figure. Don't be afraid to show what you got!"
My mother in law rolled her eyes and then said, "I'm already daring enough, walking around without a bra on." She cupped and hefted one meaty breast. "But I don't sag much for my age and size and I just refuse to wear one around the house."
Suddenly, feeling very daring, I walked up to her and said, "You have a wonderful figure, Cora -- you shouldn't be shy about it." My mother in law jumped a little as I slipped fingers into the waist of her denim dress and began yanking her shirttails out. I slowly unbuttoned the lower buttons on her blouse, feeling her body heat close to mind and then rolled her shirt up and tied the shirttails together like mine, revealing her round stomach and drawing more attention to her magnificent bosom.
I put my hands on Cora's bare waist and murmured almost shyly, "I think you're the sexiest mom I know, Cora."
Cora blushed and I could feel a slight flutter under her skin and then we both laughed at our flirting and went on with the cooking. I meant what I'd said. Oh, maybe some fashionistas would have cow over her appearance, but I thought Cora walking around in the long denim dress and her tied up shirt, revealing her full, round belly and barely constraining her breasts made her look like some sort of motherly goddess.
As we finished cooking, we were both very touchy-feely with each other -- a hand reaching out to caress the other as we passed (when we weren't rubbing up against each other). Once as I was peeling potatoes, Cora came up from behind, her arms wrapping around my bare waist, her chin resting on my shoulders and her huge, soft tits pressing into my back. It was a very erotic, loving moment for me -- a lovers' moment.
Later, as we were finishing up, Cora scooped up a finger of creamy mashed potatoes and asked for my opinion. I giggled as I approached her and she slipped her finger into my open mouth and I sucked the potatoes off. I looked into her eyes with the same gaze I gave her son whenever I sucked his cock and I could see the arousal on her face as I let her finger slip from between my lips.
After I brought out the sweet potato casserole, I spooned out a little bite and blowing on it to cool it off, transferred it to two fingers and repaid Cora with a request for her opinion. My mother in law sauntered across the room and took my hand and slowly slipped my fingers between her ovaled lips and sucked them clean, her cheeks hollowing as she moved up and down on my fingers. Cora looked at me as I'm sure she had looked at her husband in the past and suddenly I had a vision of my mother in law sucking her son's cock. I could feel the juices trickling from my cunt down my inner thighs and I went weak in the knees.
Cora let my fingers slip from her lips and then gently kissed them and turned away with a wink, not saying a word. She busied herself with getting the goose plated while I tried to compose myself, wondering what I was about to unleash.
Christmas dinner was wonderful -- way too much good food and probably a little too much wine. The sexual tension between Cora and myself was thick in the air and more than once, I was sure I could smell the scent of my aroused pussy in the air and thought that I could smell Cora's arousal as well. John recognized that there was something in the air, but never commented on it, rather he simply availed himself of the sight of our mostly exposed breasts, his eyes roaming constantly.



We all ate until we were stuffed, looking at each other owlishly, sleep threatening to overtake us. Cora suggested we all take a nap and I was tempted to suggest we take it together, but chickened out at the last moment. We retired to our respective rooms and somewhat to my surprise, John and I didn't make love despite both of us being in a constant state of arousal most of the day. Instead we both fell asleep on that snowy Christmas afternoon. My dreams were a confusing mix of erotic images and sensations that when I finally woke up had left my panties and pussy a wet sodden mass.
To my surprise, I woke up alone and horny, buried deep under heavy quilts. It was dark and when I glanced at the clock on the bedside table, I was surprised to find that it was almost six o'clock. I could hear Christmas music downstairs and was pretty sure where to find my husband. I put back on the negligee I had worn downstairs this morning, pausing to consider changing panties, but in the end leaving them on. I didn't bother with brushing my hair, rather enjoying the bed-tousled sluttish look.
As I stepped out into the upstairs hallway, I was joined by my mother in law who had donned her old, tight fitting flannel gown as well. She smiled at me with sleepy eyes and said, "I guess after making pigs of ourselves, we've done slept most of Christmas away."
"I don't know when I enjoyed eating something so much -- or making it, Cora." I replied.
As we took to the stairs, she reached out and took my hand and we walked down the steps side by side. "Well, normally I despise having anyone else in my kitchen, but I loved making dinner with you." Cora looked over and winked that sexy wink of hers and said, "Of course, if we'd taken any longer, I don't know if we would have ever gotten finished." She squeezed my hand tighter for emphasis while I grinned like a naughty child and just nodded. The sexual tension from earlier in the day had quickly reasserted itself and I struggled not to shiver from the intensity of it. Just the act of walking, working my swollen and slick labia together had me on the verge of moaning.
We walked hand in hand down the hallway, Cora releasing my fingers as we came to the living room doorway. I stepped closer to my mother in law and slipped my arm around her waist as we moved as one and stopped in the door. John was sitting on the floor, records scattered about, a mostly empty plate of Christmas dinner leftovers beside him.
"Well, good evening, sleepyheads!" my husband exclaimed.
John grinned evilly and began to point above us, but then Cora and I weren't really paying attention anymore. His mother and I were already turning towards each other, breasts and hard nipples dragging against each other. The lust and need in my mother in law's eyes reflected my own desires and we wrapped our arms around each other and met in a passionate open mouthed kiss.
I knew this kiss wouldn't be counted in seconds, maybe not in minutes -- it was a sweet, lusty kiss that could go on forever as far as I was concerned. Cora's tongue danced and darted in my mouth, teasing my tongue one second, then rolling deliciously against it the next. Little sighing sounds came from both us as we kissed and kissed and kissed, nostrils whistling quietly as we tried to not come up for air.
Cora had a particular taste -- similar in some ways to her son and in other ways different. Perhaps genetics plays a roll in kissing -- Cora had a little coiling movement in which she tried to wrap her tongue around mine that was identical to her son's. It had the same effect on me as when John did it. My pussy was dripping heavily, throbbing with need.
I felt Cora's hand move to my shoulder and tug one shoulder strap down until my right breast sprung free and then Cora was cupping my heavy tit, fingers squeezing and groping my flesh, her palm lightly teasing my hard, thick nipple. I whimpered as our kiss ended, a string of saliva extending between our lips that I hungrily snapped up, aching for her mouth again.
My mother in law ducked her head, gently nipping and kissing my neck and then as I felt her hot breath on my throbbing nipple, she looked up and whispered, "Please? Don't say no."
I ran a hand through her hair and guided her to my nipple and in a shaky voice, replied, "I would never tell you no, Cora. I...we love you!" I moaned then as I felt my mother in law's tongue roll over my nipple and her mouth close tightly around it and begin to suck. I felt orgasmic energy begin to swell inside me, rolling out in steadily stronger waves from my cunt until every bit of my body was aflame with pleasure.
Through slitted eyes I glanced at my husband and saw the awe and desire in his face as he watched us, rubbing his bulging cock through his blue jeans. With that occasional telepathy that husbands and wives share, I asked the question and got the answer I needed to hear. John looked at me and his mother with love and lust and mouthed silently, "Go for it!"
As delightful as Cora's mouth was, I reached down and cupped her face in my hands and drew her upright, again pressing close to kiss her passionately. My hands dropped and began gathering up the material of Cora's nightgown until I found the hem and slowly I began working the tight fitting material upwards, revealing bit by bit, my mother in law's voluptuous body, feeling the softness and the heat of her on my fingers and knuckles.
Our bodies pressed together as we kissed, my thigh pressing between hers and I felt her wetness amidst a hairy jungle of pubic hair, confirming my suspicions of no panties. Our lips parted as Cora raised her arms and I pulled her nightgown over her head, flinging it in John's direction. I forcefully resumed kissing Cora, pushing her against the doorway arch as my hands began to roam over her now completely naked body. I squeezed and fondled with her meaty tits, so much bigger than my own ( I would later take a peak at one of her bras -- Cora was a 46DD), snaking fingers around her nipples to pinch and toy with. I ran one hand down, splicing fingers through her curly mat of hair and then finding the hot, wet flesh blossoming like a fiery wildfire.
Cora moaned happily into my mouth, her tongue becoming a mad thing as I slipped a finger between her labia, finding her wet and slick and incredibly hot. My mother in law's hands fluttered helplessly on my shoulders as I began to stir my finger around inside her molten pussy flesh. I slipped another finger into her cunt and my thumb began brushing overhead, searching out and finding her swelling clitoris.
I had to release her heavy breast and wrap an arm around Cora as her knees began to buckle. Using pressure with my fingers, we slowly stepped out from under the mistletoe and edged our way towards the couch, each step drawing groans from Cora as my fingers played inside her and our tongues danced like lovers.
When I felt the back of her legs bump up against the couch, I ended our kiss, smiling at my mother in law as I slowly squatted down, my tongue rolling over her breasts, pausing to lick each nipple roughly and drawing an excited squeal as I playfully bit her left nipple. I kissed my way down her belly, my fingers never leaving her hot pussy and as I began to nuzzle her thick forest of black pubic hair, I used my free hand to urge her to sit.
Like a thing made of fragile glass, Cora eased down onto the couch and I went onto my knees, spreading her legs, nudging them wider with my shoulders and free hand. "Ohhhh my God!!!" Cora sobbed as I added a third finger to her pussy, form a finger cock and slowly fucking her back and forth with them. Her pussy lips were spread wide, a wet, gleaming carnal flower in a wilderness of dark hair. I leaned in until she could feel my breath on her glistening flesh. I inhaled her scent -- savoring its strong aroma -- I could taste her pussy, her arousal strong and thick in the air..
"I love you, Cora," I said, looking up at her from between her thighs. "Please let me show you." I leaned further in and pressed my lips to her quivering flesh, rolling my tongue around her clitoris again and again and then running down one lip and crossing to the other while I finger fucked her. As my hand pushed into her, I lapped above it, capturing her erect clit, swollen up with passion and need and gently locked my lips around it and then even more gently began to suck on it.
My mother in law screamed like she had been shocked, her body convulsing as my loving attention triggered a massive orgasm. Her hands dropped onto my head, fingers grapping thick strands of my bright red hair and pulled me more firmly against her. I felt her legs lift and come to rest on my shoulders, John later telling me that her toes actually clenched, the pleasure was so intense.
I added another finger and began to spin and twist my hand as it fucked Cora's cunt. When I looked down, I could see her cunt cream, thickly coating my fingers, actually blobs of pussy cum visible. I licked and sucked and explored with my fingers, finding the places that practically levitated my mother in law right off the seat cushion. My chin quickly began to drip with her juices as I ate her out. She was so wet I could feel it squirting from her with each outward movement of my hand, feeling Cora's hot juices splashing down on my knees.
Cora babbled hysterically above me as her pelvis bucked and twisted against my mouth. On the periphery of my vision, I could see her heavy breasts rolling and bouncing as she writhed from the sweet torture of my mouth and fingers, cumming again and again.
As her orgasm crested and eased off, I slipped my fingers from her pulsing cunt and showed her the thick layer of cunt frosting covering them. "You're delicious, Cora -- I'm glad I saved room for dessert!" I said before sucking my fingers dry. I then buried my face in her widespread pussy, showing her the true reason God gave women tongues. Her cunt felt like a blast furnace -- it was so hot and she was so tasty -- her sweet aroma filling my nostrils and I practically tried to face fuck her in an effort to bury my tongue as deep as possible.
As I tongued Cora, I felt a shift of weight on the couch and a quick glance upwards showed that John had decided to join his mother and me. He was now naked -- his cock long and hard, him holding it out and offering to his mother. I knew that John was forced to hold it out so straight -- it being so hard that otherwise it would have been slapping against his stomach!
"Mom...please, Mom, can you, would you?" John stammered as he guided his cock towards his mother's mouth.
Cora's eyes were wide with amazement and lust as she took in her son's erect cock for the first time. "You -- You're so big, John -- so much bigger than your father. I had no idea!" A mixture of lust and uncertainty crossed his mother's face as she realized that the genie was out of the bottle and lines were being crossed from which there was no return. Then doubt vanished and Cora moaned, "Of course, darling. Mommy would love to suck your cock!"
Cora opened her lips wide and John whimpered with excitement as he fed his mother several inches of hard, thick dick, his hand behind Cora's head, guiding her forward. Cora's eyes were locked on her son as she began to suck him, bobbing back and forth with her lips, occasionally letting John's dick slip from her mouth so she could eagerly roll her tongue around the head. It was the single most erotic thing I'd ever seen in my life -- my mother in law sucking her son off!
I returned my attentions to Cora's sweet cunt, my eyes feasting on the sight above while I lapped up the evidence of her arousal -- her pussy was all but spraying my face and I felt my face become soaked with her juices. I divided my attention between tonguing her delicious cunt meat and teasing her throbbing clit with occasional stops to chew and suck on her thick, long lips.
Cora's body began to tense up again as another orgasm took her over, John gasping and moaning, his head thrown back in incestuous ecstasy, as his mother feverishly sucked and licked his hard, throbbing penis. "Oh, Mom...FUCK!" my husband sobbed as she moaned and sobbed her pleasure around a mouth stuffed with cock.
No sooner did my mother in law's orgasm began to wane when I recognized her son's body language announcing he was going to cum. I gave Cora's sodden pussy one last long lick and began to kiss my way up her luscious body. I paused to suck on her sensitive nipples and then said softly, "Don't swallow your son's cum, Cora! Please share with me!" John let out a bellow then and his balls jerked violently as he began to pump cum into his mother's mouth, her eyes widening in shock. My guess is she had no conception of how much semen her son could produce.
Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked greedily, a small stream overflowing to run down her chin when she gasped for air. John's hands twisted in her long, unruly mane and he moaned over and over, "Mom! Mom! Mom!"
Then he slipped from between his mother's lips and he fell back, a happy and amazed look on his face. I climbed up to straddle Cora's lap, feeling the intense heat of her pussy beneath my own dripping wet and steaming cunt. I looked into my mother in law's eyes as I moved to kiss her. As I leaned in, Cora opened her mouth and let me see the pool of cum on her tongue, her mouth flooded with cum.
We kissed, our lips locking tightly as she offered me her son's semen, his taste so familiar, but now improved with her own saliva. Our tongues rolled together, swapping John's sperm back and forth, both of us savoring the seed of the most important man in our lives. Cora's own cunt cream flavored his semen anew and our tongues hungrily dueled for our fair share. We both kept our eyes open, staring at each other. I saw love and lust and more in Cora's big brown eyes and knew that this could not ever be a one time thing. She and I had discovered something new and would never be able to resist its incestuous call.
When our kiss ended, Cora and I looked over at John, reclining at the end of the couch, cock still as hard as I'd ever seen it. Several ropey strands of cum extended from Cora's lips to mine and John groaned and said, "That is so fucking nasty hot! I wish I had my fucking camera!"
I turned back and lapped at the strings of cum until I came to Cora's face and I carefully licked her chin clean of her son's sperm before kissing her again. Then I was climbing over to John and kissed him with cum covered lips, his tongue scraping the last remnants of semen, spit and cunt juice off my tongue. I reached down and stroked his cock, still slick with his mother's spit and his own cum.
I looked over my shoulder at my mother in law and giggled. "Your big dicked son is still hard, Cora. Come give him a kiss."
I climbed off the couch, shedding my negligee as I did so, standing completely naked before my husband's mother. As bad as I needed to get fucked, I knew someone else needed it more. Cora had scrambled over to kiss John, her hands frantically exploring the length and girth of his huge cock.
I walked over to a rocking chair. Hung over the back was an old quilt. I picked it up and shook it out, saying, "Would you like to fuck your son, Cora? He'd like to fuck his mother. John's dick is hard for you, darling. He needs his momma to spread her legs wide and let him give her the fucking of her life." I spread the quilt out next to the Christmas tree and then walked back over to my husband and his mother.
Cora sat there in a state of aroused shock. I took her hand and helped her stand up on shaky legs. "Would you like to get fucked hard by John, Cora?" She nodded and I kissed her, again our tongues dancing and loving each other. I led my mother in law over to the quilt and together we knelt down. John followed and towered over us as I leaned Cora back onto the quilt, our lips joined as my hands busily fluttered over her body.
When she was on her back with my fingers gently teasing her cunt, I whispered, "Are you ready for your son? Are you ready for John's hard cock?"
Cora quivered next to me and nodded, moaning, "Oh god, I'm going to fuck my son. I want him -- I want John's cock so much!"
"Spread your legs, Cora," I whispered softly in her ear. John's mother, so aroused, quickly flung her legs wide, lifting her pelvis towards his long, thick penis drawing near.
John knelt between her legs and looked at me with amazement as it seemed to suddenly hit him that this wasn't fantasy or games anymore, that he was about to make love to his forty-seven year old mother. "Are you sure, Diana?" he asked hoarsely.
"Absolutely, baby," I replied, leaning over and gently kissing his cock in blessing of the incestuous moment about to occur. "Fuck your mother and fuck her well. Make Cora scream."
I leaned back and watched as John moved forward, extending his body to cover his mother's. His hands and lips kissed their way up as his cock, rigid and throbbing slid along her thigh until it was nestled in her thick mat of pussy hair. John closed lips over his mother's right nipple, sucking it and then taking it in his teeth and tugging it up and up, stretching it until Cora gasped from the pain and pleasure. My husband continued up and kissed his mother again, both moaning happily as their tongues danced and dueled.
Mother and son, bucked against each other and as I gazed in wonder, John's cock unerringly found its way into his mother's cunt, his thick, long member sliding in slowly, not stopping until he was grinding his crotch against Cora's hairy muff. Cora's reaction was astounding. As John stuffed her cunt with cock meat, she reached out and grabbed my hand, squeezing it until I was cringing with pain as a long, drawn out moan tore loose from her lips as immeasurable pleasure overwhelmed her.
Cora's legs came up in the ages old instinct to wrap herself around her lover, but as her first son induced orgasm swept over her, she only managed to raise her legs up high -- leg muscles bulging with effort as her toes knotted and clenched from the sinful pleasure erupting within her.
I suddenly had an image of Cora on our wedding day, wearing a lovely blue dress as John escorted her to her seat, beaming at the two of us, looking so proud and happy and with her hair done up in a lovely French braid, so beautiful. I remember hoping I would look that beautiful someday. Now, spread-eagled and naked on the floor, John pumping her full of cock while she sobbed and moaned, her bountiful tits bouncing and rolling around her chest, hair spread out wild and tangled and her face scrunched up in carnal ecstasy, Cora looked even more beautiful than ever before.
John rose up on his arms, thrusting into his mother fast and hard, their sweaty bodies slapping loudly together and he had a wild grin, looking down at his mother and seeing her for the sexy fuck-beast that she was. Between sobs and moans and the occasional scream, Cora was using language I barely she even knew. "FUCK ME, FUCK YOUR MOMMYSLUTWHORE! MOMMY LOVES YOUR COCK, MOTHERFUCKER LOVER SWEET FUCKER SON! SOOOO GOOD, SUCH GOOD, FINE COCK, FUCK ME JOHN, JOHN, FUCK ME, FUCK YOUR MOMMY!"
Cora's hips danced madly around, meeting her son's thrusts, hungering for more. Once in a while, she would glance over at me, squeeze my hand tightly and with her mad, lusty eyes thank me for this wild, mad and unexpected Christmas present.
John fucked her and showed remarkable control. I knew that he wanted his first fuck with his mother to go on forever. Cora's initial orgasm eased off and John, muscles swelling from exertion never paused for a second, continuing to thrust his meat deep into her womb, changing his rhythm only to duck his head down and nibble and suck at her bouncing tits. Cora would squirm and shiver as John nipped and bit at her dime sized rubbery nubs, extending almost an inch.



As her second orgasm began to swell, I crawled behind John and took hold of Cora's legs. Kneeling, I extended them as wide as I could, allowing my husband to drive a fraction deeper in his mother's cunt, then before her limbs went into spasm and locked up, I wrapped her legs high around John's back, crossing the ankles and then as she locked them tight and her orgasm took all control away from her, I held her ankles in place, feeling her blood course madly through her body as she wordlessly screamed herself hoarse with incestuous pleasure.
John's pace became frantic and despite his best efforts to hold himself back, he grunted and thrust deep into Cora's cunt and flooded her womb with hot, thick semen. Cora's eyes fluttered and I thought she might pass out from the intensity of receiving her son's seed, but then she really came awake -- bucking and snorting like a wild mustang, arching her back and coming almost completely off the spread quilt. John jammed his mouth against his mother's and their cries of orgasm were muffled as they came together.
When I felt Cora completely relax, I released her legs to fall all askew on the floor. Both were gasping for breath and whispering, "I love you," to each other. John moaned and said, "Oh, Mom, your pussy is so tight -- the way you work your sweet cunt, I'm still hard!"
For long minutes, mother and son lay there, John moving almost imperceptibly inside her, eliciting the occasional gasp or groan from Cora. Cora suddenly looked my way and sighed, "Oh, Diana -- baby, you've been ignored, come here!"
I crawled up and stretched out beside my mother in law, lifting my head up to give her another lover's kiss. "Nobody's ignoring me," I replied. "I've been witnessing the most beautiful and erotic sight of my life. Cora, you and John look so perfect together." I grinned and stroking her sweaty face said, "You fucked your son, Cora!"
My mother in law grinned back, her smile interrupted for a moment as she moaned in pleasure from a slow stroke from John. "Yes, I've made my son a motherfucker and I love it! Now I want to make love to my daughter in law too." Cora looked at me almost shyly. "Diana, I've never...licked a woman before, but I've been dreaming of tasting you...please?"
Tendrils of desire raced through my veins, culminating in the furnace of lust between my thighs. "Mmmm -- being your first pussy would be my pleasure, Cora!" I exclaimed as I got to my knees, swinging one over her face and straddling her, facing John who was beaming from ear to ear. I slowly lowered my pussy towards Cora's waiting mouth and tongue, gasping as I felt her eager tongue flutter against my dripping wet flesh. Just the knowledge that I was feeling the touch of my husband's mother on my sex was enough to send shattering waves of pleasure through my body.
Cora reached up, her hands getting a firm grip on my thighs and she pulled me down so that I was literally sitting on her mouth and I cried out in delight as my mother in law began to furiously lap and suck at my cunt. Clearly, Cora was an amateur, but what she lacked in know-how, she more than made up with enthusiasm. Her tongue, just as devilish inside my pussy as it had been in my mouth, feverishly whirled and danced and licked my wet, quivering flesh. Cora's nose blew warm up across my asshole, adding a special extra something to the experience.
I leaned forward to both take a little pressure off Cora's face so she could breath and to reach out towards the enticing joining of my husband's cock and his mother's cum filled pussy. As Cora learned my sweet spots, her tongue slathering over my clit and over my sensitive lips, I pressed my face against her soft, furry mound and moved to lick her cunt and John's cock as he moved in and out of her.
John finally moved to withdraw from his mother and I wasted no time taking his cock in my mouth and sucking it clean of their mixed cum. His cock was frosted heavily with his own semen and his mother's cunt cream and it was so delicious that once he was clean, I took his still mostly hard penis and guided it back into Cora's cunt, drawing moans from both mother and son. I rose up to kiss John and share the mingled taste of their cum and then back to Cora's pussy. John withdrew again and I cleaned his cock once more and then buried my face between his mother's legs.
I dedicated myself to eating all of my husband's cum out of Cora's sweet, sloppy cunt and my mother in law responded to the renewed assault on her pussy by doubling her efforts in eating me. The air was soon filled with the aroma of wet pussy and the groans of two women in the throes of carnal ecstasy.
As I licked hungrily at Cora's wet, pink meat, still finding flecks of John's semen in her slick folds, I struggle to keep myself coherent, the pleasure my mother in law was inflicting on me with her tongue and lips was intense, especially after she discovered my large clitoris and began teasing it. The first time she ran her tongue roughly over the exposed little organ, I thought I would pass out from the explosion of pleasure that crossed into that grey area where pleasure and pain are close, but as only a woman can understand, Cora modified her touch and now gently licked and sucked me till I was a molten ball of gooey lust, orgasm after orgasm making me mad with lust.
I'm sure Cora's face was being bathed in a flood of my juices as my pussy would quiver and spasm with orgasmic delight. In turn, her pussy was generating enormous amounts of pussy cream that I could barely keep up with and which now coated me from forehead to chin. Against my breasts, I could the fluttering of her stomach muscles as she came and came and came.
Just when I thought I couldn't possibly orgasm again, I felt Cora's mouth retreat towards the top of my cunt, focusing on my clit and the folds of flesh around it and then something pressed into me. My eyes popped wide open and I screamed my pleasure into Cora's wet pussy as my husband, impossibly hard, slowly sank his cock into my throbbing cunt. The little part of me that still was possible of rational thought argued that there was no way John could be erect again for a fourth time in such a short period. It had to be impossible!
The squirming, screaming and absolutely sluttish part of my mind, reveling in this incestuous event argued that of course he could be and was erect and even my rational side had to agree -- what red blooded man wouldn't get a monster hard-on while watching his wife and his mother locked in a passionate sixty-nine embrace!
I sobbed and squirmed on my mother in law's face as she tongued me and her son's thick cock as he gave me a good, hard fucking. John wormed his cock in and out of my pulsating cunt, Cora's tongue teasing us both as he did so. At one point, I lifted my head, my face dripping wet with Cora's cunt cream and looked over my shoulder at my husband and saw an expression of lust, love and happiness that I was sure reflected my own feeling. "I love you, John!" I moaned plaintively. "I -- I don't ever want to stop!"
John grinned at me and growled, "Me neither, baby! You, me, and Mom forever!" He quickened his pace, fucking me with short, hard strokes and I could only sob in reply and drive my face back into his mother's hot cunt, tonguing her furiously before orgasm swept me away.
I seemed to spend an eternity wallowing in the sweet, incestuous ecstasy of a mother-son driven orgasm, aware of nothing but the thick meat filling my cunt and the tongue that never seemed to tire of licking me! John's cock seemed to swell inside me and began to hose my insides, taking my orgasm to undreamed of heights. Suddenly, as I sobbed with pure delight, John's ejaculations stopped and the tiny bit of me that could think, realized that he was pumping the rest of his load into his mother's mouth.
I was envious, but not too much as my own orgasm seemed to go on and on -- then as I began to descend from the heights of ecstatic pleasure, I felt Cora's mouth again clamp itself over my pussy and her tongue pushed a familiar liquid warmness into me and I began to cum again as I realized that my mother in law had sucked her son dry and was now feeding his hot semen to my cunt. A firestorm of lusty pleasure ignited inside my pussy and swept me away, sending burning rivers of pleasure through me until I thought my heart would explode. I could hear myself screaming until I was hoarse and then the pleasure sucked me out of existence and everything went away...
When I came to, I was again locked in a glorious soul kiss with Cora, John's sperm and the taste of both our cunts evident with every swirl of our tongues. John cuddled me from behind, his wet and semi-erect cock nestled against my ass cheeks as he nuzzled my neck. "Are you okay, Diana -- I've never seen you cum so hard before!" he whispered
I nodded, fighting tears and replied, "Oh God, yes!" I turned and kissed him deeply and then turned back and kissed his mother again for good measure. "It's like -- like nothing I've ever known from fucking before. It was like a...a...." I was at a loss for words.
"Like a religious experience?" suggested Cora. "I understand that. From the time you kissed me last night, I've felt like I've been filled with some holy spirit, its power growing inside me and steering me to this moment. Lying here naked and fucked by my children, I feel like I've been to a church revival and saved of all my sins!" I hugged her then and then watched as John leaned in and kissed his mother like the lovers they had become.
There under that Christmas tree we three took a vow for this to never end -- that this was a new beginning for the three of us. In the middle of a mother and son's embrace, feeling John's cock and lips on me as well as the heat emanating from Cora's pussy and the warmth and softness of her motherly breasts, I felt as I had on our wedding day -- that I was part of a greater whole than I had ever conceived before!
We made our way back upstairs and into our bed, welcoming Cora into it for all time if possible. The night was spent talking and making love and dreaming of times to come. The rest of our Christmas vacation was much the same way -- three people in love making love.
The hardest thing John and I ever faced in our marriage was the prospect of driving back to Detroit and flying home to Seattle. We couldn't do it, so we took Cora with us. She made arrangements for the house to be looked after for the winter and she came to live with us in our small one bedroom apartment in that rainy city.
If it caused any inconveniences, well, they were trivial compared to the wonderful days of lovemaking that followed. I often wondered what our neighbors thought of the wild noises of sex wafting through the walls, filled with cries of "Fuck Mommy" and Mommy loves her son's cock!" It didn't matter to us, we were happy and joyful and amazed to see that our love seemed to grow greater and more powerful everyday and in so many ways.
When the school year ended, John and I submitted our resignations to our school. We packed our belongings up into a moving truck and with Cora, drove across country, back to Michigan and to Cora's farmhouse, John's childhood home and our new and permanent home.
We applied for teaching positions in the local system and got lucky. John starts in the fall and I accepted a position beginning in January. Why so late in the school year? Well, as I write this, it is late July and I'm finishing my seventh month of labor. My belly is round and big, holding the baby boy or girl that we conceived this past wonderful Christmas. In my heart, I know that our baby was conceived Christmas Eve after my mother in law and I first shared a loving kiss, that we were indeed blessed by the old Holland luck.
Now as I suck my husband's fine long cock, tasting of his mother's' cunt while Cora's head bobs underneath my swollen belly, her wonderful tongue delving the depths of my womb, I revel in our incestuous life and dream of the day I can explain to my son or daughter why we hang mistletoe all over our house all through the year!
The End
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At long last, here is Part Six of this story. It has been the hardest story to get finished, partly for personal reasons and partly, well, I just kept hitting the fabled writer's block. I am not totally happy with it and I will be interested in your take on it. I look forward to your comments.
As always, all characters are fictional and exist only within the confines of the story and in my imagination. Enjoy!
One of the darkest places I think anyone can find themselves is inside an intensive care ward in the early morning hours watching someone die. So it was in late February, at three o'clock on a bitter cold morning that I found myself with my family. The room was silent except for the "fshhhing" sounds of machines hooked to my father. Mom was wide awake and watching from a chair across the room, my twin brothers dozing on each side of her while I sat next to my father watching as the numbers on his monitor crept slowly downward. Hooked up the ventilator and God knows how many tubes and wires, Dad looked small and frail, nothing like the large, fierce man I spent most of my life despising.
Somewhere over the Midwest, Aunt Debbie was flying in, but I knew she would never make it before her hated brother in law passed on. Molly, darling Molly was probably asleep in the ICU waiting room, exhausted from sharing our vigil and from the long, late night drive to bring me home to witness the passing of my father.
Dad had been out ice fishing with his buddies, sitting in their little shack, listening to the Bulls on the radio, occasionally pulling a trout out of the icy water and drinking and smoking with little restraint. His best buddy told me that my old man had requested a beer and that by the time he had retrieved one from the cooler that my father had slumped over, face distorted as he fell victim to a massive stroke.
That was almost two days ago. Another stroke had come rushing in on the coattails of the first and Dad had slipped into a coma. The doctors made sympathetic noises and didn't pull any punches when they said it was only a short matter of time.
I wasn't sure what to make of all the emotions churning inside me – perhaps most of all, the realization that for all the hard words over the years, for all the hatred I had inside me for the way he treated Mom and despite the pride I took in claiming his wife and my mother as my own woman, I was amazed to still realize that I loved the old bastard. I was still his son – something I think I had forgotten as the years passed by.
One look at Mom told me that she was struggling with the same feelings. On one hand, she looked at me with such devotion and love it almost burst my heart. On the other hand, I could see the pain in her eyes as she watched him fading away...pain and regret and yes, love.
The monitor began to beep and a nurse came into the room and checked it over, shaking her head as she watched his numbers sink lower by the minute. "It won't be long now," She said to Mom and me. She tried to smile sympathetically and failed miserably. "Probably just a few minutes." The nurse left us to watch the numbers drop and drop.
Dad began to gasp – the nurses had warned us this would be the final sign. Mom roused the twins from their fitful sleep and we gathered around the bed. The twins each had hold of one of our father's hands and tears began to flow. Mom and I stood at the end of the hospital bed, Mom easing against me as I put an arm around her waist. I was surprised to find myself wiping tears out of my eyes.
In a strong voice, Mom called out. "It's time, Frank – let go. Be at rest." My father's monitor numbers flatlined a few seconds later, he let out one last long breath and was silent. Mom sighed and whispered, "Oh, Frank." The twins turned towards Mom and rushed for her. She took them in her arms and let them cry out their pain while I stood behind her, hands on her shoulders, just wanting her to know I was there.
The nurse came back in and quietly shut off the monitors, made note of the time and whispered softly, "Take all the time you need to say your goodbyes." When the twins had cried themselves out, they each went to our father and kissed him on the forehead. Mom leaned over his body and gave him a kiss, lips barely brushing his. I went last, a shuddering sigh washing over me as I reached down and took his cooling hand and kissed it. I felt like I should say something, but in death, so much like life, my father and I had nothing to say to each other.
We were shown to a small room where Mom met with a funeral home worker and arranged for the Old Man to be transported. I took on the responsibility of calling my father's siblings and letting them know he'd passed away.
We then joined Molly outside the ICU. She looked at me, the question in her eyes and I nodded. "Oh, Sugar. I'm sorry." she whispered, embracing me and then Mom and then because they looked like they needed it, the twins. "Anything I can do, please just tell me," Molly whispered, taking my hand as we headed for the elevator.
I squeezed her hand and as we followed Mom, her arms around the boys, replied, "You already are, Molly."
And that was true. When Mom had called me at work to tell me Dad was dying, I'd asked Molly if she'd give me a lift to the Bus Station, knowing Mom would have be too busy with this crisis to come for me. Molly insisted on driving me home and we spent most of last night driving across Illinois in her old, beat up Chevy van. Since then, she'd stood by us, trying to help in any way she could.
When we arrived home, the twins trudged wearily down to their basement bedroom while Molly and I walked with Mom upstairs. We stopped in front of Mom's bedroom door and I asked her, "Mom, are you okay?"
Mom nodded and sighed. "I just feel tired. I can't seem to sleep since this all happened – it all seems surreal, like I sleep walking through some terrible dream." She looked into the bedroom and shook her head. "I can't stay in there tonight." She looked at Molly and me and continued, "I know your bed would be crowded, but can I just lie down with you two, for a while?"
Mom looked up at with such an odd and sad expression on her face and then she just buried her face against my chest and began to cry. Molly came up behind Mom and began rubbing her shoulders and whispered, "No bed is ever too crowded to have you in it, Carrie."
With Mom still crying softly, I led her to my room. When the door was closed, I eased her out of the clothes she was wearing, a sweat suit she'd had on for most of the last two days. I told Molly where to find a clean sweat shirt while I undid Mom's bra and then slid off her panties, leaving her naked and semi-awake and looking more beautiful than ever. Her long black hair was a bit tangled and awry, but just made her look all the more attractive, like a beautiful woman who'd tumbled out of bed after making love. Only the dark circles under her eyes betrayed the weariness I know she was feeling.
I felt a little guilty as my body responded to Mom's naked body. Just looking at her made me fall in love and lust with my mother all over again. Her luscious frame highlighted by her heavy, gourd shaped breasts, capped with thick, meaty nipples, her belly, looking even flatter than it had at Christmas and her long, shapely legs that ended in a jungle of dark hair which hid the gates of heaven. I felt myself harden despite the circumstances.
Mom smiled at me through sleepy eyes – her gaze traveling downwards towards my thickening penis. "I have missed you so much and I wish..."
"Me too, Mom," I replied. "There will be time enough later."
Mom nodded and I knew that like me, she was thinking about how things were about to dramatically change, and although she had planned to leave the Old Man, this way...well, neither of us felt good about it.
I tried to ignore the feelings of lust as Molly and I pulled the sweat shirt over her head to use as a nightshirt. I stripped down till I was naked as did Molly and we led Mom to my bed and cuddled her between us, Mom facing me, my hard-on nestled in her thick thatch of pubic hair and Molly spooning her from behind, her full breasts pressing against Mom's back.
Mom kept sighing, "I'm so tired, but I can't fall asleep." She stirred restlessly while I stroked her arms and gently kissed her. Behind Mom, Molly had an arm up under the oversized sweat shirt, rubbing her back. Despite our best efforts, Mom was too wound up to fall asleep.
Molly finally took matters in her own hands – literally. "Kiss your mother, John," she whispered. While I did so, pressing my lips against Mom's, our tongues gently caressing each other, Molly continued to rub Mom's back, slowly descending until she was gingerly massaging the small of her back. Mom gave a start as she suddenly felt Molly's fingers tracing down along the crack of her ass and then press between her thighs to massage the fleshy folds of her pussy.
Mom gave a little shiver and moved her thighs slightly apart, allowing Molly more access between her legs, sighing into my mouth as her tongue fluttered against mine. Molly rubbed fingers up and down Mom's labia until they began to part, revealing glistening and wet flesh underneath. Mom's arms wrapped around my shoulders and she pulled me tight against her as Molly slipped a finger inside her.
"Yesssss," Mom moaned against my lips as Molly began to touch her secret spots, adding another finger as she probed Mom's slick, wet flesh. Mom shivered and began to kiss me with more passion, her nipples plumping up and pressing against the cotton of the sweatshirt to poke against my chest.
Molly's touch was sure and precise. Resting her chin on Mom's shoulder, Molly smiled at me, giving me that knowing and sexy wink of hers as she fingered Mom. Mom's left leg was drawn up and I could see Molly's fingers working in and out of Mom's pussy, shiny in the dim light of the single lamp on the bedside table. I kept kissing Mom gently and lovingly as Mom's breathing quickened as Molly's fingers found her sweet spots. Molly added a third finger – two thrusting deeper inside Mom while her middle finger probed upward seeking out her G-spot.
Mom's hips began to move in time with Molly's fingers, little gasps escaping her lips as we kissed. I slid my hand downwards as well, the sweatshirt having worked its way upwards, exposing Mom's smooth belly. I could feel her muscles fluttering underneath my fingers, her skin growing warmer as Molly's loving touch brought her closer. I slipped fingers through her thick bush until I met wetness and heat and spread my fingers so as to surround her swollen clitoris and I began to softly tease it, feeling her pulse through the fleshy little nub.
Mom jerked and moaned, her body stiffening as an orgasm rippled through her weary body. "Oh God, I love you both!" she sobbed before her pleasure took her words away. She hunched against our hands until she couldn't handle anymore stimulation and then with a happy whimper, simply faded into unconsciousness and began to softly snore.
Molly sat up then and stared down at us both. "She really needed that, sugar." She whispered, conspicuously licking Mom's juices off her drenched fingers.
"I expect we could all use that right now. Thank you for everything, Molly." I replied, licking Mom's creamy cunt sauce off my own fingers. My cock throbbed for release – Mom's sweet taste, as always, sending me into a higher state of arousal.
"We'll get caught up, sugar – you, your Mom and me...later. Right now, you need your sleep as well – it's going to be a couple of hard days for y'all." Molly paused and gave me a loving smile, reaching over Mom's shoulder and stroking my face. "I'm sorry you lost your dad, John and I know you must be making your insides a messy tangle right now, but, sugar, whatever else – remember that what you and your mother share isn't part of that, so just let that crazy shit go. You love each other – you're in love with each other and you're going to spend the rest of your lives together."
I reached out and took Molly's hand and kissed it. "Thank you," I replied. I kissed her hand again and whispered, "Good night," Molly." She blew me a good night kiss and I reached over and turned out the light. Mom, in her sleep, snuggled up closer to me, making a contented sigh. She felt good in my arms. I was asleep before my head hit the pillow.
I woke up several hours later. Mom was still asleep in my arms and she felt wonderful. Even though I couldn't see behind her, I was instantly certain that we were alone. As I came more awake, my opinion was confirmed by the sound of laughter and chatter from downstairs, soon followed by the smell of bacon cooking on the stove. No doubt, Molly was running interference with my brothers, who despite the circumstances of the last few days had been more than dazzled by my sexy fuck buddy. I'm sure I came up several notches in their estimation by returning home with a beautiful woman in hand.
I was hungry, but having Mom in my embrace more than compensated and I was content to just watch her sleep. I tried to study more on what my father's passing entailed, especially concerning Mom and me, but Molly's words kept interrupting and I did try and just let it go. More important was the happiness of the woman I was holding and I knew we were on the verge of making those last steps to sharing our lives totally and completely. I slipped back into sleep, dreaming of our future together.
I woke up to the sweet sensation of lips and tongue loving up my throbbing cock. Under the blankets a head bobbed repeatedly unseen, although I didn't need to look, knowing Mom's sweet mouth anywhere. I thrust upwards into her mouth, Mom deftly deep-throating me as I pulled the blankets aside. Mom had lost her sweatshirt and was naked between my legs. She looked up at me, saying, "Good morning" and "I love you" silently with her beautiful greenish brown eyes. The weariness and stress of the last few days was apparent, but I think for the moment, she had pushed all of that aside to get lost in pleasuring her son.
I was more than primed and it didn't take too much of her loving and naughty touch to bring my balls to a boil and even though I wished it could have lasted for hours, I didn't even attempt to resist, instead I softly moaned, "Oh, Mom, I'm cumming!" Mom grunted in reply as I began to pump a heavy load of semen into her warm, wet mouth, her tongue probing and licking, urging my cock to feed her more and more of my seed.
When finally I was empty, Mom licked me clean, not having spilt a drop. She crawled up my naked body, her breasts dragging heavily along my suddenly sweaty skin and gave me a kiss, sharing my own taste with me.
"That, sweetheart, was for last night. You wouldn't believe how good that felt!" Mom murmured in my ear before kissing me again."
When our kiss ended, I replied, "Well, I love you for it, but really it was Molly you should thank." I waggled my eyebrows at her. "Perhaps I can provide you some more personal attention right now?" My hand wandered down Mom's back, stopping to squeeze her voluptuous ass cheek.
Mom sighed and shook her head. "I wish, lover, I really do wish we had time." Mom kissed me again, her tongue dancing one more time with mine before she scooted off me and stood beside the bed naked, beautiful and motherly at the same time. "We both need to grab a shower and get cleaned up. The boys will be back shortly."
I frowned and said, "The twins? Where are they?"
"Molly gave them a shopping list and sent them off to the grocery. I think that little minx had taken over my kitchen and is planning to cook up a storm, what with your father's..." Mom choked over the word, swallowed and continued, "With your father's relatives coming in. You and I need to get cleaned up so we and the boys can go to the funeral home and make all the arrangements."
Mom pulled my sweatshirt back on and headed for the door, stopping when I called to her. "Mom? About the Old Man, I, we..."
Mom waved her hand in the air. "Not now, John. This changes nothing between us. I love you with all my heart, but I can't talk about this right now, okay?"
I nodded and said, "I understand, Mom. Sorry. I love you too."
Mom gave me that smile that makes me feel so complete and said, "I know, son. It's what keeps me going." She blew me a kiss and continued, "Now, get a move on. It's going to be a crazy, bad day."
And she was right. From the moment I came down the stairs, freshly showered and dressed in clean clothes, things were insane. The phone rang off the hook with family, friends and Dad's coworkers and drinking/fishing/hunting/bowling buddies offering condolences.
Molly was the calm at the center of the storm. She had indeed taken over the kitchen and was busily pulling together food for all the people she knew were coming and while frying chicken, baking pies and doing a half a dozen other essential things, manned the phone, being sweet and polite and concise all at the same time.
Mom and I took the twins over to the funeral home and chose a coffin and made the other arrangements, letting the twins take the lead in picking out particular details as we sensed that this meant more to them than to us. There were more tears, but the funeral director was a pro and we left feeling a little better about Dad's final disposition.
We got back home to find Molly chatting animatedly at the table with Aunt Debbie. Mom immediately flew into her sister's arms and there were more tears, but I knew that Debbie being here would help bring Mom a lot more comfort. Debbie, like the force of nature she was, swept around the room, hugging me and then the twins, oohing and aahing over them extravagantly, squeezing muscles and showering them with hugs and kisses. I watched with amusement as the boys gaped at their Aunt Debbie, enjoying their ogling the gorgeous woman. Not that I could blame them.
Aunt Debbie was quite an eyeful. At almost forty-six years old, not quite three years older than Mom, she was a lean five foot, nine inches tall woman with a finely sculpted body – her large breasts still firm and perky thanks to her plastic surgeon. Her bleached blonde hair suited her – giving her an air of elegance and the look of a trailer park whore all rolled into one. Her brilliant blue eyes seem to pierce your soul and make promises to make your every fantasy come true. The twins didn't quite know what to make of her, but they did like what they saw.
As they helped her carry her bags upstairs to Mom's room with Mom and Debbie leading the way, Molly came over and gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, "Omigod, John! Your aunt is something else." She smiled at me with that knowing look of hers and said, "Tell me the truth – is she as hot as she looks."
I grinned at her and shrugged my shoulders in reply. "Now, how would I know?"
"John Hamilton, you incestuous motherfucker," Molly hissed in a low voice, poking me in the ribs with her finger, "Now you can't tell me that a horndog like yourself who fucks his own mother is going to pass up a hot, sexy, thang like that!"
"Well, like mother, like son," I said in reply, enjoying the look of shock on Molly's face as my words sank in.
Her face flushed with excitement as she leaned into me and kissed me again. "Oh God, sugar! I do love your family!" A timer went off on the oven and she left me go to go check on a casserole. "I want to hear about this!"
I began to tell her about last year's spring break, but was interrupted by a knock at the front door. It was the first of Dad's relatives and once they began to arrive, a steady trickle of them came in all afternoon. Much to Mom's dismay, several announced their need to stay with us and by nightfall, every available space was filled with relatives.



You could tell they were related to the Old Man – their attitudes and expectations of treating everyone else like servants, expecting to be fed and waited upon. Several times, rude comments, mostly aimed at Mom or Molly sent me into a rage and I began to descend upon one, prepared to kick their asses out, but Molly, interceded, whispering time and again, "Not right now, sugar," and steering me away.
Only Aunt Debbie seemed to intimidate anyone, a few seconds of a withering stare of hers sent one scurrying for cover. The twins were oblivious to the tension that settled in over the house, being happy for the support that that side of the family seemed to offer them. I guess it couldn't be helped. My brothers did, after all, definitely take after the Old Man's side of the family.
With no outlet for my frustrations, I occupied myself with trying to be by Mom's side as much as possible and between Debbie's glare, Molly's southern hospitality and my restrained anger, the Old Man's family got in very little picking at Mom as to the funeral arrangements and the disposition of certain belongings of the Old Man's.
The only really ugly moment of the stay was when one of the Old Man's sisters, Aunt Willa threatened to remove a so called family heirloom from the house whether Mom gave permission or not. The moment was quickly resolved when Debbie stepped between Mom and the Aunt Willa and informed her that should she attempt it without – "Carrie's say so, Frank's funeral won't be the only one we'd have in two days."
Molly stepped in with a plate of cookies and smiling sweetly said, "Cookie?" Mom who was biting her lip in frustration and trying not to smack her sister in law, smiled as the offensive woman beat a hasty retreat while I sat back and laughed my ass off. Debbie spent much of the rest of the evening in Molly's company and in my eyes appeared to be appraising her like a fine piece of jewelry she was considering buying.
After that, there was a lot of tension, but very little conversation between Mom and the Old Man's family. Any remaining criticism was left unspoken...although they did seem happy to keep eating the food Molly kept setting on the table.
Mom and I had virtually no time to ourselves over the next couple of days, the best we could manage was a few quiet minutes at bedtime when she came in my room to say goodnight to Molly and me. Molly discreetly gave us alone time, going back downstairs to finish up some cooking project in the kitchen – often in the company of Aunt Debbie who seemed to be fascinated by the younger version of her sister.
The next day was what we call a 'visitation" day. My father's body was prepared and put on display at the funeral home and we stood along side him from noon till nine that night, receiving condolences from friends and family. If you've ever done it, it is a very surreal experience – hearing stories and remembrances of your lost ones, crying and shaking hands and meeting complete strangers until your head spins.
The day after, we had Dad's funeral service and buried him in a quiet cemetery just outside town. We picked it for its rural scenery, there was a large stand of woods nearby where he had hunted squirrel and rabbit and from his gravesite you could see a pond where he had often drowned worms for hours on end. Mom and I had picked it out and I felt a little strange knowing this was probably one of the few things I had ever done that the Old Man would have probably liked.
Call me a strange, sick fuck if you will, but Mom looked beautiful in widow's weeds – wearing a simple black dress that was in no way sexually suggestive, but somehow seemed to emphasize her sexuality. Aunt Debbie on the other hand, true to her nature, wore a sexy red dress that had everyone's eyes drawn to her. The service was quick and simple – in truth, the Old Man had little tolerance for religion and probably would have hated listening to our minister's comments.
That was followed by a long reception back at the house for friends and family. Molly, who had skipped the funeral to prepare, had mountains of fried chicken and mashed potatoes and rolls and sandwich meats and desserts prepared as well as lots of beer and soda and people came and went all afternoon and evening. By the end of the day, Mom and I and my brothers were dead on our feet. I barely remember kissing Mom goodnight inside my bedroom before Aunt Debbie led her away and Molly tucked me in.
Mom again looked exhausted – Aunt Debbie had already told me she still wasn't sleeping well, despite Debbie's personal ministrations – the sheer crush of meeting and talking with so many folks had her worn out. The next morning, the house still seemed packed with people as friends and neighbors brought by food and stayed to chat and the Old Man's family almost seemed to ready to put down permanent roots. Mom seemed to be swaying on her feet, ready to collapse.
Around midmorning, Aunt Debbie took me aside and said, "Honey, your mother needs a break. You're going to take her on a long drive and get her away from all this."
"I am?" I said, maybe a little more eagerly than I should have.
"Yes, John. You two hop in the car and drive awhile, maybe over to the next town. Take a long walk, go see a movie or maybe find a motel and take a nap or something."
"Or something?" I repeated, grinning.
Aunt Debbie playfully slapped me on the side of the head. "Or something. Get going...your Mom needs some quality time with her son. And don't worry about things here. Molly and I can hold the fort." She glanced at the kitchen table where some of the Old Man's relative's were devouring food. "Maybe we can get rid of some of the riff-raff too."
I went and found Mom and I saw a ghost of her smile flit across her faith when I told her of Debbie's marching orders. "Give me twenty minutes," she whispered to me. Twenty minutes later, Mom, looking fine in a red turtleneck sweater that clung to her heavy breasts like a second skin and blue jeans was ready to go. We worked the mom mobile out of the maze of cars around the house and I headed for the outskirts of town.
As we left our town and everything else behind us, Mom let out a long, drawn out sigh and quickly scooted over next to me, laying her head on my shoulder and softly saying, "I love you, son." Her hand came down and rested on my thigh.
I took one hand off the steering wheel and placed it on top of Mom's hand and said, "I love you, Mom." We drove in silence for a long while, just content to be by ourselves and enjoying the wintry landscape of Western Illinois – the fields covered with snow, everything looking like an old fashioned Currier & Ives print.
We drove close to thirty miles and were reaching the city limits of a neighboring town when we saw a sign for a motel ahead – one that mostly catered to visitors to a nearby lake during summer. "There, John – lets stop there," Mom said with a hint of urgency in her voice.
I pulled in and got us registered as Mister and Mrs. John Hamilton and drove us around to our room, the place nearly empty. Inside, Mom paused and looked around. It was your standard motel room – I'd asked for a room with a king sized bed and that's what we got. It was clean and Mom nodded her approval as we shed our coats.
Mom and I stared at each other silently for a moment and then we rushed into each other's arms, kissing passionately as we embraced. It was a different kind of kiss than I was used to – passion and love and need like normal, but more – I sensed impatience and anger in it as our tongues danced and dueled.
When it ended, I looked at Mom and with the concern evident in my voice I asked, "Mom, are you okay!"
To my surprise, Mom exploded. "No, I am not fucking okay! I'm pissed off – I'm angry as hell. That stupid son of a bitch – pissing his life away – wasting the love that was always his for the taking! I loved your father for so long and it meant nothing to him. NOTHING!"
My expression must have been one of shock or horror because Mom pulled me tight and as tears ran down her face, said, "I don't regret what has happened. I know this is how its meant to be – I love you, I've always loved you – it just pisses me off to know your father was such an idiot, that if not with me, with someone else he could have felt the way I feel about you, John, that he could have loved and been loved in return."
Mom kissed me again and there was need and hunger in the way she pressed her soft lips to mine and in the way her tongue hungrily danced with my tongue. She paused and whispered, "I'm tired of all this anger and the ugly thoughts, all this death and mourning. I want to live and breath and make love to my son and forget that people don't know how to love. I want to feel love! Make love to me, John. I want you inside me, making me cum, loving me like only you can, fucking me like only you can. Love me, John, please!"
I think I was crying now as I hugged Mom to me and sobbed, "I love you, Mom!" We began to tear at each other's clothes, quickly finding ourselves naked – hands roaming hungrily over each other's bodies, kissing and licking and sucking – my cock as hard as it had ever been, Mom's pussy wet and meaty nipples swollen. Mom somehow climbed up me like I was a tree and with her legs encircling my waist, I carried her over to the big bed and sat us down, both of us scooting upwards, me between Mom's now widespread legs and then I was inside Mom's hot, wet sex, thrusting deep into the womb of my birth.
"OHHHH, YESSSSS, JOHNNNN!" Mom screamed as I sank my hard cock inside her. She bucked upwards to meet my thrust, her large, heavy breasts bouncing on her chest. I buried myself in her, feeling my crotch grind into hers as I settled my weight on top of her, nipples scratching across my chest before we again kissed as lovers only can. For a long, sweet moment, we both reveled in the deliciousness of being joined together, my cock wrapped in the silky wet heat of Mom's motherly cunt, as we kissed and stared into each other's eyes.
I'm sure it was only minutes at best, although in some ways it was a wonderful eternity of remaining motionless, savoring the completeness of becoming one incestuous entity and then almost imperceptibly I began to move, slowly shifting back and forth and with each moment withdrawing further only to plunge back into Mom's snug pussy, her cunt muscles welcoming, clinging to my cock as I moved. Each moment brought a little sigh, each one louder than the previous one. Mom began to roll her hips in rhythm, meeting my thrusts as we began to fuck in earnest.
As I have thought every time since we first made love, there is nothing to compare to the sweet pleasure of making incestuous love to my mother. Mom's long black hair spread out around her like a dark halo, framing her beautiful face which with each thrust began to contort with naughty delight. "I love you so much, Mom!" I whispered in her ear before kissing and nuzzling my way down her lovely neck, kissing and then sucking on her motherly nipples.
Mom drew her knees back and then straightened her legs and wrapped them around my butt, trying to open herself to get one more sweet fraction of an inch of my cock inside her. I could feel her heart begin to race, her skin becoming more flushed and heated as we made love. The heady aroma of her mature cunt began to fill the room, announcing her arousal, her pleasure, her delight in having her son fuck her. My cock throbbed in response to the thick and hot wetness of her cunt cream as it coated my erect penis as I thrust into Mom again and again.
Mom's entire body seemed to burn with desire and need. We both began to sweat, the steamy, humid sweat that only lovers in the throes of passion can produce. Our bodies slapped noisily together, the sweat lubricating our skin, allowing a delicious friction to build as our bodies slid back and forth. "Oh God, yes, John! I love you, sweetheart!" Mom crooned as she arched her back, her heels digging into my ass cheeks as her first orgasm began to swell inside her. "Fuck me, son. Fuck me lover, Fuck all the bad stuff away, make me feel loved!"
And I did, we slammed into each other with feverish delight, making hot, passionate love and our pleasure was somehow increased with the knowledge that the world was forever changing, about to close one door and open another that would end with us being openly and forever more than mother and son, but husband and wife in every way that mattered!
"You are loved, Mom – I will love you forever! You are my life, my soul, my mother and my wife," I gasped as I thrust deeply into my mother's womb.
Mom writhed underneath me, her eyes wild and hot with the understanding and love that came with my words. "I – oh God, I love you, John! Fuck me, son! Fuck Mommy hard – show me how much you love me! Don't – oh YESSSSSS! Don't STOP LOVING ME, JOHNNNN!"
Mom's luscious thighs squeezed me tight, trying to lock my cock deep in her womb while her arms wrapped around my back. Mom lifted her head and kissed me hard, her tongue seeking out mine while her cunt muscles milked my aching cock, demanding my seed. Her body strained against mine as we kissed, her moans of orgasm building against my mouth until she flung her head back and screamed, "I LOVE YOU, MAKING ME CCU-CUMMMMM! LOVE YOU, SONNNNN!"
I could hold out no longer and pressed myself hard, trying to get a little deeper into Mom's holy womb and then I bellowed, "I LOVE YOU, MOMMMM!" as I began to cum, flooding Mom's womb with thick jets of hot semen. We were one at that moment and I could barely stand the intense pleasure of emptying my seed in the sweet, warmth of Mom's pussy.
It ended with loud gasps for air and heaving sobs as Mom and I held each other and kissed away each others tears. "I do love you so much, John," Mom sighed, her breath catching in hitches. She hugged me tighter, not shying away from my weight on her body. Her heart pounded wildly against my chest, matching my own racing heart beat for beat.
"I love you, Mom...always." I gasped back, shivers running through my body as Mom's cunt contracted and massaged my still swollen cock. Mom sniffled again and hugged me tighter against her and for the moment at least, the rest of the world just vanished and nothing mattered except that we were in each others arms.
With Mom feeling warm and soft in my embrace, I said, "It all changes now, doesn't it, Mom? All the things we've talked about, we're there, aren't we?"
Mom sighed and said, "Yes. Once the twins have left, there is nothing left for me here. I'm going home – we're going home to Kentucky. There's some fixing up to do, but we should be able to move in before the end of summer."
I smiled and kissed my lovely mother and replied, "Sounds good, Mom. Then we can make some other plans." I could feel my cock began to recover as I realized what I wanted to do now.
Mom mewled happily as she felt my penis harden and begin to lengthen inside her. "Mmmmm, what other plans, lover?" She opened her mouth as I pressed my lips to hers and our tongues met and danced, we began to slowly rock together again.
As our kiss ended, I looked into Mom's beautiful eyes and said, "Something we promised each other. Mom, once we get settled in, I was thinking that we should give Reverend Simmons a call and see about arranging a wedding in that pretty little church you grew up in."
Mom's eyes widened at my words and maybe from the long, hard thrust of my now very hard cock. "Wedding, John – you mean..."
"I mean what we've talked about for so long. Mom, I already consider you my wife, but I want to make it all perfect. Mom, I'm saying...Mom, will you marry me?"
Mom tried to giggle and sob all at the same time. She nodded quickly and replied, "Oh, yes, John. Yes, son, I will marry you!" Mom's arms wrapped around my neck and pulled me against her and she whispered, "I love you so much, John."
I kissed her again and said, "I'm thinking an October wedding – it should be beautiful in Kentucky that time of year." I thrust slowly into Mom's steamy and slick pussy as I saw her eyes light up with the possibilities of my idea.
"Oh, son, it is so beautiful in the fall – it's the loveliest time of the year. I love you, John!" Mom flung her pelvis upwards to meet my thrusts and drew her knees up high to welcome me deeper. "I love you so much, son!"
"I love you to, Mom," I said, my state of arousal heightened by the echo of Mom's words and the thrill of knowing I was before God, going to completely claim my mother as my wife. My hands ran along her soft, smooth thighs, urging her shapely legs higher until they were draped over my shoulders, allowing me to drive my aching cock into her motherly womb.
Mom threw her head back, biting her lip as I slammed myself into her body, touching her as deep as possible. She began to claw at the sheets as I thrust deep, her scalding sugar walls lovingly caresses and squeezing my thick, long cock as I fucked my mother. My head seemed to spin just a bit as I gazed down at my mother, writhing with pleasure under me – soon this would become our everyday life – no more sneaking around – just living our lives as mother and son and husband and wife. I felt myself begin to lose control and I leaned down and nuzzled Mom's ear as the semen boiled up out of my balls.
As I came, I moaned into Mom's ear, "I'm going to marry you, Mom and then we're going to make a baby – our baby, Mom!"
Mom's cunt slammed down around my cock, milking me for all my cum as my words and my hot semen triggered her own orgasm and we clung together, moaning and crying with the incestuous pleasure of the moment and all the promises of pleasure and love that the future beckoned to us.
We spent the rest of the afternoon and early evening talking and making love, Mom seeming more like her happy and wonderful self with each stroke of my cock inside her and with every loving lick of her pussy. By the time we drove home, she looked and acted like she'd had a week's vacation.
It was late when we got back home and to our wonderment we walked into what appeared to be an empty house. "Where in the world did everyone go?" Mom said, holding my hand as we came into the kitchen.
On the kitchen table, we found most of a pizza in a box with a note on top. I picked it up and read it. I let out a laugh and said, "Here, this will explain everything." The note read:
"My darlings,
Well, Molly and I decided it was time for Frank's family to move on and leave their grief behind. It wasn't easy and I'm afraid they probably won't be talking to us for several years...I know you'll be broken-hearted. Anyway's they're gone. I hope you and your son had a nice day. The twins have gone to the district tournament game and won't be back till early morning. They didn't want to go 'cause they thought it wouldn't be right, but I convinced them it was perfectly fine, that their daddy would have wanted them to.
Now don't be worrying about me and Molly. I'm sure we can keep ourselves occupied!
Love,
Deb
Mom laughed and said, "Wow! I can only imagine what Debbie said to those people!" She turned and put her arms around my neck and gave me a long, wet kiss, our tongues lashing out at each other, a sexy, nasty kiss. "I guess we're all alone, sweetie." Mom flipped up the pizza box – most of a supreme was inside. "Want to have something to eat?"
I grinned and ran a palm over Mom's sweet jean covered ass and slipped it around to palm Mom's crotch. Even through all that thick denim, I could feel her ever present heat. "I'm hungry, Mom, but for something a lot sweeter than pizza!" I waggled my eyebrows at her like the pervert I am.
Mom laughed and taking my hand pulled me towards the stairs. "I was hoping you would say that!" We went up the stairs playing grab ass with each other, pausing in the hallway to kiss again, Mom pushing me against the wall and as our tongues flirted and danced, ground herself against me. Despite an afternoon of making love, I found myself as hard as I have ever been. Somehow we managed to work our way down the hallway, reaching Mom's bedroom first. We were still kissing when I worked the door open and swung it open just in time to hear Debbie let loose with a loud moan.



We broke our kiss and Mom spun around and we both stood wide-eyed at the erotic scene before us.
Mom's statuesque sister, all five feet, nine inches of her was spread out on the bed, naked as the day she was born, her enhanced breasts quivering, nipples swollen to bursting as she clawed the sheets with one hand and yanked anxiously at the head of black hair between her legs. Aunt Debbie's toned and tanned body was drenched in sweat and the aroma of cunt was thick in the air.
Molly was giving Debbie the pussy licking of her life, her tongue working with expertise through Debbie's drenched folds of cunt flesh, nibbling at Debbie's aroused and erect clitoris while she wormed her middle finger into Debbie's puckered asshole, already two knuckles deep. Molly's face was absolutely drenched with pussy cream and I had no doubt she'd had as much of her face into Debbie's cunt as she could have possibly managed.
"Ohhhh, Goddddd yesss, little girl, my little Molly girl, don't stop, don't oHHHH EVERRR STOPPP! OHHHH EAT ME FUCK ME NEVER NEVER STOP, MOLLYYY!" Aunt Debbie moaned, her tongue rolling over her lips. She flung her head back and forth as waves of pleasure washed over her, taking her higher and higher until we could see her leg muscles swell, even her toes clench as orgasm took her. In the midst of her ecstasy, Debbie's eyes opened to see us standing there amazed and awestruck. My aunt gave us the most incredible smile filled with love and lust and pure carnal joy and opened her mouth, but all she could manage was a wordless wail of utter pleasure.
Mom smiled back and blew her sister a kiss. She put her finger to her lips and smiled again and we slowly backed out the door and left the lovers alone. "Oh my God, John, that was beautiful." Mom looked up at me with her love shining in her eyes and continued, "It must be – that must be what you and I look like when we're making love! They were absolutely glowing!"
"Well, I suppose we should have seen it coming," I chuckled, aware that Mom was once again rubbing herself up against me like a cat in heat. "Maybe it's love!"
Mom moaned softly and I felt her hand caress my denim covered crotch. "They should be so lucky!" She pressed her hand firmly against my jeans and looked up at me and with a voice that would give a ninety year old man an erection said, "Son, if this big dick isn't inside of me immediately I am going to scream."
Mom's hot, full lips were on mine then, her tongue slipping past my lips and the next couple of minutes were kind of a blur but when my head cleared, Mom was naked and on her knees on my bed, her meaty tits swinging as she looked over her shoulder at me as I spread her cheeks and rubbed my throbbing erection up and down her semen flecked labia, her thick lips almost quivering with need and desire.
"God, I love you, Mom!" I sighed as I shoved my cock deep into her pussy, making Mom cry out with pain and pleasure – her cunt sensitive and sore from our afternoon love tryst.
My hands roamed over Mom's flawless skin, savoring the heat and smoothness of her body, squeezing the cheeks of her voluptuous ass and then up her back, kneading her shoulders as I drove in and out of her furnace hot pussy, Mom using her cunt muscles to squeeze and grasp at my cock as I moved.
"I love you, John," Mom moaned as she thrust back to meet me, splaying her knees wider, her feet drawing up over my ankles. "I love your cock, baby – your fine, hard cock!" She shivered with delight as I kissed her neck, brushing her hair back and up, savoring the delicious mix of her jasmine scent and aroused pussy juices that filled my nostrils.
I slipped my hands down her waist, over her stomach and then up to cup her bountiful breasts, pulling her against me, Mom slipping down to rest on her elbows and me following her, still thrusting relentlessly. I can feel her thighs drawing up and tightening on my thighs as she lifted her feet, her heels almost rubbing my ass. We are one body one soul as we fuck. Mom twists her head and her lips find mine, barely able to kiss at this angle, but still lips press and our tongue extend to dance and curl around each other.
My bed is rocking hard with my thrusts and the wonderful, incestuous dance seems to go on almost forever, our world winnowed down to our bodies joined in this dance of love, the almost unbearable sweetness of my flesh inside hers, creating friction that serves to simply inflame our need for each other. Then too soon, I feel the flutter of Mom's muscles rippling along my throbbing penis just before they clamp down on me and Mom arches her body against mine and begins to cry out as her orgasm takes her – then her cries become screams as I again flood her motherly womb with white hot semen, cumming hard and fast and furious!
Mom's knees give way and I follow her all the way down, the impact driving me delicious fraction deeper into her cunt as we ride out our mutual orgasm together, both of us occasionally moving a bit to keep the orgasm going. Finally, both of us covered in fuck sweat and gasping for air, roll over onto our sides, spooning still, my cock still inside Mom as we try and recover from another wonderful mother and son fuck!
Long minutes after, Mom gives a small sigh as my cock slips from her well fucked pussy and still spooning, we fall asleep, the only noise besides our own breathing being the occasional moans and cries coming from down the hall...sounds that will drift in and out of our dreams all night.
Mom and I woke up after the best night's sleep that either of us has had in quite a while, Mom absolutely glowing with the look that only a well loved and well fucked woman can manage. We kissed and necked for a while before realizing we could hear several voices downstairs and knew we needed to drag ourselves out of bed.
Mom slipped out my door and into her own bedroom while I ouind some sweats to put on. Mom came back wearing that flannel robe that despite being ratty and old is something I to this day find sexy.
"Well, I think everyone's downstairs." Mom licked her lips and added, "My bedroom spells like someone soaked it in pussy juice. I don't know whether to be happy or jealous."
I took Mom into my arms and kissed her. "Well, maybe later, I can do a little pussy licking of my own and try and make up for what you might be missing."
Mom purred at my words and kissed me back. I swear, I will never get tired of kissing my mother – everything about her, her lips, her tongue, her skin and the fiery treasure between her legs tastes so sweet!
Finally, we made our way downstairs to find the twins and Aunt Debbie sitting around the kitchen table finishing up breakfast. Molly stood at the stove and smiled at us, winking to us in lieu of asking if we had a good night.
"Well, about time you sleepyheads got up," Molly said, her voice full of good cheer. "Sit down and I'll have you some eggs and bacon fixed up in no time."
"Where in the world did everyone else go?" asked Mom, the relief of not finding her in-laws still here, evident in her voice.
One of the twins, spoke up with a snort. "Aunt Deb tossed them out. They were giving Molly here shit for not cooking enough for supper and Aunt Debbie just lit into them."
The other twin added. "Yeah, I don't know what she said to Aunt Willa, but she got pale as a ghost and her and her family was gone in about 15 minutes. Uncle Phil and his bunch headed out about an hour later." Both boys looked admiringly at their aunt and for the first time in a long time, I thought maybe there was hope for the little peckerheads, despite taking after Dad.
Aunt Debbie preened in their praise and I noticed even Molly looking more than a little love struck. She walked over out and put her hand over Debbie's. "Your aunt is really something," she said, an awed tinge to her voice.
Mom came around and hugged Debbie from behind, her hands under her breasts making them bulge upwards more prominently from the low cut sweater Debbie was wearing. "Yes, she's always been my wonderful big sister!" and she bussed her affectionately on the cheek.
Maybe it was seeing a bit more of Aunt Debbie than they were used to or maybe it was the almost blatant sexual tension between the two sisters, but my brothers blushed slightly and quickly excused themselves from the table. They told us they were off to play basketball with some buddies and had to be going and beat a hasty retreat down to the basement and as the rest of us chatted, we heard them take off in the Old Man's old pickup.
"So," began Aunt Debbie. "How are things with you two?"
Mom came around and sat in my lap and kissed my cheek. "Never better." She looked at me and with her eyes asked a question. I nodded in agreement. "You both need to clear your schedule for this coming October, though. John and I are getting married!"
Aunt Debbie laughed and clapped her hands and Molly smiled happily at me. Mom blushed like a happy bride-to-be should and continued. "We already consider ourselves husband and wife and by fall we should be settled in nicely back at the home place in Kentucky. I'm sure we can talk Reverend Simmons into performing the ceremony. Deb, I'll need a maid of honor."
Debbie got up, her eyes misting and came around and kissed first Mom and then me on the mouth, her tongue tasting sweet and hot as she always did. "I don't know about being a maiden, but I'll be proud to be your slut of honor," she said, trying not to giggle or cry.
"And Molly, I want you to stand with me – be my best...er, woman," I said.
Molly did cry. As she stood up, she wiped tears out of her eyes and said, "My lord, I really love this family! I've never seen more love than I've seen here." She came around and gave me a tongue lashing kiss and then turned to Mom and did the same. "I will be proud to stand with you, sugar!"
She hugged us both to her and then Aunt Debbie joined us and all four of us embraced. Mom and I were showered with another round of warm, passionate kisses from both women and then Molly and Aunt Debbie came face to face with each other, each smiling happily at each other and then they came together and embraced.
Debbie leaned in and taking Molly's face between her hands, pressed her lips against Molly's. Molly sighed as her arms came up around Aunt Debbie's waist and pulled her tighter against herself. The two women kissed wetly while Mom and I looked at each other and grinned.
"I reckon tossing all the in-laws out isn't all that's been going on," Mom said teasingly.
Molly and Debbie ended their kiss and turned their heads to look at us, cheeks pressed together. "I swear, Sis, I ain't never met anyone – man or woman that makes me feel like Molly here does, although you come the closest," giggled Debbie.
Mom snorted and said, "Well, she surely had you feeling good last night!"
Molly gasped and for one of the few times I've known her, blushed. "Y'all saw us last night? Oh my lord!"
"You were beautiful, sweetheart," Mom said. "I don't know when I've ever seen my sister looking happier."
"Or hornier!" I added, giving Molly a wink.
Molly looked for all the world like a schoolgirl caught admitting her first serious crush. "I know this was supposed to be a sad time and all and this sounds terrible, but I am so glad I was here – Deb is..." She looked up at Debbie and sighed. "Your aunt is wonderful!"
Then it was like Mom and I weren't even there as Debbie and Molly resumed kissing. Instead of feeling ignored, Mom and I did likewise, me drawing Mom into my lap and kissing her, feeling her squirm around on the hard-on in my lap.
Eventually, we all found our way back upstairs, an unspoken agreement between us to retire to separate bedrooms where we could each make love with our lover. Molly and I both gave each other one last glance before closing our respective bedroom doors and our smiles communicated a promise that soon we would all join together and have wicked fun, but for now – we would explore our worlds separately, Mom and me and Aunt Debbie and Molly.
That day, as well as the next, was spent gorging ourselves with love making, stopping only when the twins were around or when the last sympathy callers visited. I'm sure Molly and Debbie heard our cries and moans of passion and love as often as we heard theirs, both spurring the other couple on. Even when the twins were around, by unspoken agreement, one couple would keep the boys occupied while the others snuck upstairs for a little alone time. Those last few days, there were a lot of secret smiles being shared back and forth.
It was obvious to Mom and me that this thing between Molly and Debbie was more than a simple fling – I saw the same thunder stuck look on Molly's face that I have whenever I see Mom. They made a good match in any case – young woman and mature woman, short, compact Molly and the long and lithe Debbie – they complemented each other. It was obvious to us that this was a good thing.
Alas, that these last wonderful days had to come to an end. Molly and I needed to get back to school before we fell too far behind and so grudgingly we finally packed our bags to leave. There were lots of tears between Mom and me – I barely able to let her go. My only consolation was that I knew for another week or two, Mom wouldn't be alone – that Debbie planned to stay for awhile. There were tears between Molly and Debbie too, tempered by Molly's solemn vow to visit Debbie during our Spring Break.
There was one last long and sweet kiss with Mom and with the taste of her on my lips, I climbed into Molly's van and we left, watching Mom and Aunt Debbie, arm in arm, waving at us in the side view mirrors. Molly was red-eyed and sniffling, but she had a happy smile on her face and we were barely out of sight when she said to me, "I might be crazy, sugar, but I think I'm in love with your aunt!"
I just smiled at her and said softly, "I know – I knew it the moment Mom and I saw you two making love."
At my request, we took a slight detour as we left town. Molly drove me out to the little cemetery where we had buried the Old Man. Alone, I walked to his grave site and looked down on his resting place. I wasn't sure why I needed to come back. Maybe I felt I owed it to him. After all, I had stolen his wife away from him. Finally, I spoke aloud. "Don't worry. I'll make Mom happy – happier than she ever was with you. We'll have a good life, Dad. I just wanted you to know. Goodbye and for what it's worth, I love you." I turned around and walked away. To this day, I have never gone back.
Climbing back into the van, I looked at Molly and said, "Thanks, we're done here. It's over."
Molly put the van in gear and as we moved out, looked over at me and gave me that sexy wink of hers. "No sugar, it's just beginning."
To be continued...
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Prologue:
And still, the so called experts bandy opinions on what is my purpose, what are the dark, underlying motivations of my actions and when will my actions spiral out of control into deeds unspeakable. Their pontifications provide me amusement as I continue on my mission to bring truth to those who have had blinders placed upon them, to bring vision to those who cannot see. When the debating is done and all has been revealed, I hope to be remembered as nothing more than an instrument of illumination.
The torch of my illumination is a simple room twelve feet by twelve feet -- stark and almost empty, save for a queen size bed, a simple wooden chair and a small refrigerator. The room has but one exit, a steel door locked from the outside. Adjoining the room is a small alcove housing the barest of necessities -- a shower and a toilet. Here the blinders of peoples' lives are removed so that they may confront the truth about themselves -- so that they may live the lives they were meant to live.
The Fourth: Dennis, Lori, Teddy and Taylor
Never has the I-Room been so crowded, albeit peaceful. In a tumble of bodies, sleeping peacefully rests a family, about to be thrust into the glare of truth -- forced to confront the realities they have refused to acknowledge. A perfect nuclear family, Dennis and Lori -- husband and wife and their son and daughter, Teddy and Taylor
Dennis is a white male in his late forties. He is in good health, not having had many bad habits and hence the bad health that strikes so many of his age. He is a minister of a conservative protestant church and he has spent his life protesting the decadent world about him. His hair, once black is now pepper gray, giving him a distinguished air.
Lori is slightly younger, having turned forty-two just this past year. She is a small petite woman with short, blonde hair and blue eyes. She works out and her body is trim and tight, her breasts little apples that still are firm and ripe. I suspect the hair between her legs is as blonde as the hair on her head. Lying on her stomach, I cannot help but admire her firm ass. Even in sleep, there is an air of disapproval about her, as if she has been raised to object to the actions of everyone around her. .
Taylor is the oldest of the two children At twenty years of age, she is a tall, buxom young woman, her bright head of long, blonde hair and her blue eyes so much like her mother's, but there the resemblance ends. My research indicates she physically resembles Dennis's mother. At five foot, nine inches tall, she is slender with firm, prominent breasts that strain the 38DD bra she is currently wearing and her skin a pale, flawless ivory. Her long legs are muscular and shapely.
The younger of the two children , Teddy is a healthy eighteen year old male. He stands five foot, eleven and has his father's black hair. He is a bit stocky, muscular from years of lifting weights and playing on his high school wrestling team. Between his iron-muscled thighs, a considerable bulge is nestled in his jockey shorts.
All are clad in only their underwear, mother and daughter in plain cotton panties and bras, the father in boxer shorts and the son as mentioned earlier, in white jockey underwear. They are a handsome family, brimming with health.
Teddy, the son stirs first, coming awake abruptly and rising up. He is quickly on his feet and checking out the surroundings. His eyes widen as he spies his family on the bed. He moves to wake his father, but I smile as he pauses to openly ogle his sister and mother as they lay sleeping, their bodies at best only partly covered.
"Dad? Wake up, Dad. Something is going on!" He says softly, giving his father a shake on the shoulder.
Dennis snorts and slowly begins to wake, but the commotion brings his wife, Lori awake as well. She is sitting up and looking about the room and her family while Dennis is still shaking off sleep. She seems calm, albeit concerned as she realized that things are not what they should be. The frown she wore in sleep now deepens as she slips off the bed and gasps as she stares at her son staring at her. "Teddy -- shame on you, put some clothes on!" she snaps turning away from her son and then comprehension slaps her hard as she realizes they are all clad only in their underwear.
"Dennis, wake up now!" Lori barks and her husband responds to the urgency in her voice, sitting straight up, eyes wide open and awake. He takes in his partially clad wife and his eyes widen even more as he takes in the shapely, lithe body of his daughter who is still asleep. Lori rushes around the bed to her daughter, fear in her voice as she shakes Taylor's shoulder. "Honey? Taylor, baby, wake up!"
The young woman moans and mumbles softly, rolling over to face her father who is easing out of bed now. Her breasts shake and quiver as she moves and both Dennis and Teddy cannot help but stare at her magnificent chest.
Lori's face is quickly turning red, her frown now a fierce scowl. "Dennis, what's happening? Where are we?" She turns back to Taylor and says in a loud and strident voice. "Taylor, wake up right now, girl!"
Taylor's eyes snap open and she snaps right back, "All right, Mother! I'm up! Are you happy no..." Her voice fades away as she realizes she isn't in her own bedroom in her own four poster bed, nor in her dorm room at college. "Mom -- what is this, where are we?" She becomes aware of her own lack of clothes and as she scans the room, stops to stare at her brother and father, both now examining the steel door. Her brother's legs and arms bulge with effort as he tries to wrench the secure door open and fails.
I am not surprised when she lunges off the bed, past her mother and hurries to her father, arms wrapping around his waist. "It him, isn't it, Daddy?" she says in a hushed voice. "The guy they talk about on the news and the tabloid shows -- the Creep!" I have to choke down a chuckle. My research has shown me that there is a big following of my exploits among college age girls -- no doubt speculating on my evil doings.
Dennis looks down at her daughter, trying to keep his gaze steady on her face and away from her mostly visible breasts and failing terribly. He finally tears his eyes off her and looks at his wife, still standing by the bed. She stares back, fear and anger dueling for control in her face. Lori seems so vulnerable and unsettled in her unclothed condition, arms crossing over her bra covered breasts. A tent begins to take form in Dennis's boxers as he instinctively responds to the sweet sensation of his daughter's womanly flesh pressing against his and he quickly disengages himself from Taylor's arms.
Stepping away, he musters his best calm and confident voice, born of many years in the pulpit. "Let's all stay calm and not give into to panic. The Lord is with us and will see us through this trial." He reaches out a hand to Teddy who is still attempting to force the door open, his effort so intense, the muscles in his neck are knotting up. "Let it be, son. Save your strength."
Lori comes up and puts an arm around her husband's waist, discretely separating him from Taylor -- his erection not going unnoticed. "What in the world do we do, honey?" she whispers. "What will this...Creep do to us?"
I take that as my cue and key my microphone. I intone, "BE WELCOME IN MY HOME AND REST ASSURED THAT NO HARM WILL COME TO YOU. YOU SHALL BE MY GUESTS FOR A TIME."
Taylor lets out a little squeal as my voice surprises them all. As befits a close knit family, they instinctively move towards each other, huddling together in support of each other. Taylor takes both her mother's and her brother's hands in hers, squeezing so tight that her knuckles quickly whiten. Dennis stays calm despite the anger in his voice. "What do you want with us?"
"I WISH FOR YOU TO GAIN KNOWLEDGE. I WANT YOU TO KNOW TRUTH," I reply.
Dennis shakes his head, frowning at the vagueness of my words. "I implore you. If you must, keep me and my wife, but the children, do not subject them to your madness. Please release the children."
"YOUR SON AND DAUGHTER ARE ABSOLUTELY SAFE. NONE OF YOU HAS ANYTHING TO FEAR FROM ME. YOU ARE HERE TO LEARN ABOUT YOURSELVES AND TO FIND TRUTH THAT YOU KNOW IN YOUR HEARTS BUT DO NOT ACKNOWLEDGE."
"You are this Creep person, aren't you?" hisses Lori. "You are a foul pervert and you want to corrupt us."
"I AM KNOWN AS THE CREEP -- THE NAME SERVES AS WELL AS ANY OTHER. AS TO YOUR ACCUSATION -- NOTHING WILL BE DONE TO YOU OTHER THAN AID YOU TO DISCOVER TRUTH. THAT IS YOUR PURPOSE FOR BEING HERE."
"We will not be corru..." Dennis's voice chokes off -- from anger or fear, I do not know. He pauses and looking at his family, regains his resolve. "We will not be corrupted by you. The Lord will lend us the strength to resist you and whatever evil you shall bring our way." He looked at each member of his family and out of long practice, they form a circle, holding hands -- father facing daughter and mother facing son. "Let us pray for our deliverance."
The family bows their heads and closes their eyes and Dennis begins to pray -- first reciting the 'Lord's Prayer' and then the 23rd Psalm before evoking a long prayer entreating God to give them strength. I sense that this family will perhaps be my greatest challenge, their religious faith serving as the crutch by which they will resist. Still, I choose to respect their efforts by remaining silent. Time is my ally here. I simply need to let nature take its course.
Dennis provides an extraordinary example of his belief in prayer, going nearly an hour before he begins to go hoarse, but already I see cracks in his family's resolve. Long before their prayer session ends, Teddy is opening his eyes and taking quick glimpses at his scantily clad sister and mother. I am pleased to see the boy spending as much time looking at his slender, almost elfin mother as he does his more voluptuous sister. His arousal to so much bare flesh is evident in the hard-on scarcely concealed underneath his jockey shorts.
Before the end of Dennis's prayer, Taylor too has peeked out several times, ogling the outline of her brother's enormous cock and gazing earnestly at her father's shorts as well. Only when their mother opens her eyes and with a frightful glare admonishes them both silently do they cease their obviously interested staring. Watching them carefully for several minutes to see that they aren't looking anymore, Lori finally closes her eyes again, but not before letting her gaze shift down to the still erect penis barely hidden behind her son's white shorts. There is more than anger in her eyes as she stares at his cock -- there is fear and I think curiosity.
When Dennis ends with a hearty, "Amen!" Lori adds her own two cents, pointedly telling her children. "We must resist whatever temptations this person...this Creep places before us. Rely on the faith and love of the Lord and on your father's and my guidance to keep us strong." Her tone is both accusatory and strident and Dennis looks at her with some concern as they retreat towards the bed.
The rest of their first day with me is spent in periodic prayer and wandering in circles around the small room, exploring the alcove and discovering drink and food in the refrigerator. There is some dismay when Taylor realizes that the toilet faces outward towards the bed and she clamors for privacy with her mother instructing her husband and son to turn towards the opposing wall until she is done.
I enjoy the way both mother and father keep glancing furtively at their children, both of whom appear not as shy. Lori constantly inserts herself between her children whenever they come together and talk quietly, trying to interrupt the open stares of interest between brother and sister. Lori also watches her husband as well, scowling each time he looks at his daughter, his eyes helplessly drawn to her large breasts and her long legs.
Their first night as I dim the lights down to twilight level, Lori insists on arranging the manner in which they will sleep. She and Dennis will sleep in the middle and Teddy outside next to his father and Taylor on the far side next to her mother. Another long prayer ensues, followed by much heavy sighing as everyone tries to get comfortable, all squeezed in on the single queen sized bed. It is a tight fit and both mother and father, try to lie on their sides facing each other, bodies pressed close to allow their children more room. Even so, flesh is touching flesh everywhere.
Early in the morning, Teddy rises to use the toilet and upon his return, pauses at the foot of the bed to stare at his mother and sister. Taylor is sprawled carelessly on her back, one foot hanging off the bed and the other resting atop her mother's toned thigh. Her panties have been tugged tight against her mound, leaving her pussy clearly outlined against the fabric. If Teddy didn't know his sister shaved her pussy or kept it heavily trimmed, he does now. His eyes keep roving upwards to watch her breasts slowly rise and fall as she breathes. His morning piss erection that had awoken him is now replaced by an erection of arousal.
Teddy's eyes turn towards his mother and his mouth gapes open as he realizes his mother's bra has slipped upwards, revealing her left breast -- firm and hard, an apple sized tit with a long nipple as round as a nickel. Teddy stares and almost unconsciously, his hand finds his cock and rubs it slowly through the cotton of his shorts before he slips his hand inside the waistband and strokes his shaft for almost a minute before Lori snorts and rolls over towards her daughter, making Teddy scurry back around the bed and to gingerly climb back in next to his father.
He sighs dejectedly several times, reaching down to stroke his cock before finally falling back asleep. As he tries to fall back to sleep, I am more than pleasantly surprised to see his sister, eyes apparently not as closed as it appeared, smile to herself. If anyone will serve as the catalyst for this family's reformation, I know it will be Taylor.
The second day sees this family continue its prayer vigil amongst growing tension. Several times, Dennis and Lori will attempt to engage me in conversation, but I chose to remain silent. Becoming used to the confines of their small living space, all become restless. As always, I keep the temperature ever so slightly warm -- not hot enough to be uncomfortable, but enough that any physical effort will break one out into a sweat.
Teddy is the most active, prowling restlessly around the room, unable to take his eyes off his sister and his mother and unable to do anything about the almost constant erection in his shorts. Lori watches her son almost constantly, trying to limit his up close contact with his sister, quite aware that he is responding sexually to his lovely sister, but not as aware that when she summons her son to her side that he is more than content to sit and listen to her while his eyes roam up and down her petite body. Lori herself isn't immune from these forbidden feelings. As she chats with her son, her eyes continually are drawn downwards as well, memorizing the outline of Teddy's cock as it almost visibly throbs underneath his cotton shorts.
Lori becomes more distraught with each passing hour, running interference between Teddy and Taylor and becoming aware of her daughter almost flirting with Dennis. Her husband seems to be acting more calmly than I would imagine given these circumstances and almost seems pleased by the attentions of his daughter. Taylor constantly hovers around him, especially when her mother is occupying Teddy's attention.
Taylor has almost a compulsive need to touch her father -- quick hugs or reaching out to touch his arm or holding on and squeezing his hand while the family prays. She is constantly flipping her blonde hair over her shoulder, using the motion to capture her father's attention, hands fluttering over and around her large, firm breasts. Whenever possible, she seems to sit next to her father, naked thighs pressing together, turning to make a point or leaning across him to speak to her brother or mother and dragging her breasts against Dennis's arm or bare chest.
Lori scowls angrily at him whenever she notices tenting of his boxer shorts -- scolding him with her eyes. At these times, Dennis usually calls for another prayer session -- lasting anywhere from thirty minutes to an hour. During these times, it's almost a game of peek-a-boo and son and daughter sneak peaks at each other's bodies as well as their parents' mostly unclothed forms, trying not to get caught by their mother who takes her fair share of peeks as well -- mostly at Teddy, but now and again, studying her daughter's sexy body as well.
After several whispered and heated discussions between Dennis and Lori, I notice that the prayers begin to carry a slightly different tone, entreating God to not only give them strength to prevail over me, but to strengthen their own resolve to give into evil temptation. Dennis's calm exterior appears to be cracking ever so slightly as the day goes on. Ultimately Lori pairs off with her daughter while Dennis pairs off with Teddy, trying to occupy their attention. It fails miserably. Dennis and his son try and play a game of mental chess, but cannot keep their moves straight in their heads as both keep gazing over to the women. Taylor doesn't help as she restlessly moves around on the bed, seeming to find a myriad of ways to keep showing off her legs or spreading them to reveal her panty clad crotch to the staring eyes across the room or stretching the kinks out of her body and thrusting her bosom outwards to devastating effect.
Lori too is restless and tries to counter Taylor's "innocent" displays with moves of her own and although her back is to Dennis and Teddy, she is also providing a show with her tight ass and I dare say she doesn't comprehend how each over her shoulder glance at the menfolk is in itself a sexually exciting thing, unconsciously mimicking the look a female gives a male to encourage mounting her.
By the end of the day, all are very tense, especially Taylor who has acted the innocent tease all day long. The twenty year old is well aware of how her actions have stimulated her father and brother -- indeed her own actions have excited her and her now very soiled panties have an obvious wet spot over her mound. She is like a cat, stalking around the room, hungry and anxious. She eyes both her father and her brother like a scrumptious meal she'd like to devour.
Before they retire for the evening, Taylor asks her parents about using the shower. Lori is adamant about not stripping down in front of each other, saying, "All we're doing is playing into this Creep's hands. I'm sure he has cameras set up and he's dying to get us naked so he can film it!"
"But, mother," moans Taylor. "I stink. We all stink! Can't we just shower and nobody looks at anyone?"
"Sis is right, Mom. I know I reek and think of how bad it's gonna get when we all get in bed again tonight." Teddy rolls his eyes. "If Dad raises his arm up, I may puke!"
Taylor giggles in response to her brother's joke and even their father smiles. Only Lori frowns and says, "We need to stay strong and resolute and resist."
Dennis begins to speak and then stops as if to consider his words. "We do have to stay strong, Lori, but sweetheart, I don't think there is any harm in all of us getting a shower. The kids are right -- I know I could use a hot shower."



"No! Dennis, we'd just be playing into his hands. If we aren't careful, he'll have our minds all messed up!" Lori stands before her family, hands on hips, angry and defiant. Before she can go on, Dennis is in front of her, his hands help up in a placating manner and he points towards the shower alcove and taking her by the hand, walks away from the kids.
Despite being just a few feet away, they attempt to keep their voices at a whisper. With the mikes I have installed, I can hear every word they say. Lori is almost tearful in her insistence that they not submit in any way or form to my perverse plans while Dennis argues that there is nothing perverse about cleanliness. They quietly argue for several minutes, but Dennis asserts his 'authority' as husband to have the final word. Lori does demand certain conditions for taking a shower and Dennis will agree to them.
While their parents argue, Taylor and Teddy sit on opposite ends of the bed, leaning up against the wall. They are silent, but constantly glancing at each other. Teddy cannot help but stare at the exposed halves of his sister's breasts, watching their slow up and down movement as Taylor breathes with utter fascination. His attention is only diverted when she draws one knee up, exposing the wet front of her panties, her hand moving slowly back and forth on her upper thigh, slowly moving inward until her fingers almost touch her cotton covered pussy. Taylor smiles evilly as she sees her brother's cock swell until it threatens to peek out from the waistband of his jockeys.
"Taylor!" The girl practically jumps out of bed at her mother's near scream. I am even startled at the strident and angry urgency of her voice. "Come here. Your father has made a decision." Everyone can tell from Lori's voice that she doesn't approve of his decision, but feels compelled to obey.
She explains to both her children that they will shower in turns -- first each woman and then the men.. As she talks, Dennis picks up the wooden chair and places it at the foot of the bed, facing away from the shower alcove.
"Teddy, you will sit facing the wall and you WILL NOT turn around until I say so," Lori commands. Dennis pats the bottom of the chair and when his son is sitting, he stands behind him, also facing away from the shower.
When Lori is satisfied with everything (as much as I suspect she can be), she whispers to Taylor to take her shower. Taylor gleefully peels off her bra and panties. To my delight and her mother's surprise, Taylor's pussy is as bald as a baby's -- smooth and glistening from the day's tensions. Taylor giggles at her mother's disapproving expression and then steps into the shower. She lets out an almost orgasmic sigh as the hot water showers down on her naked body. She quickly soaps up, the lather looking incredibly erotic as it drips down her body, rolling off her jiggling breasts.
Lori struggles to maintain a watch on both her daughter and the men, making sure neither one turns around to take a peek. And for the men, it is a struggle. As Taylor showers, her almost constant happy sighing has a tremendous impact on the men, both growing harder with each moan or sigh. Dennis actually takes a step back from the chair as his boxer's tent outward and he closes his eyes and his lips move in silent prayer. I cannot read lips, but I have no doubt he prays for strength of will.
Bit by bit, Lori finds her own attention drawn to the lovely spectacle of her daughter showering. Whether she is intentionally doing it or not, Taylor looks incredibly erotic as she washes her body, her long, shapely form glistening wet, nipples hard and erect and labia blossoming with desire. With increasing frequency, Taylor's hands find their way between her legs to gently stroke or caress her cunt -- her eyes closed as she savors each brief moment of pleasure.
Lori licks her lips as she takes in the charming yet carnal scene before she shakes off the almost hypnotic state watching her daughter puts her in. "Taylor," she whispers hoarsely, "Finish up -- quit...quit fooling around."
Taylor opens her eyes and stares at her mother who is staring at her and blushes. "Yes, Mom," she says with both a tinge of embarrassment and frustration. Rinsing quickly, she steps out of the shower, looks around and shrugs, pulling her perfect, large breasts upward and making them jiggle so enticingly. "I guess we air dry," she giggles as she gently bounces on the balls of her feet, making her mother's eyes go wide at how her daughter's body can bounce. "Your turn, Mom!"
Lori bits her lip, trying to banish her thoughts and remain in control. She nods and quickly slips out of her own bra and panties. I nod approvingly to myself. At forty-two, Lori is in splendid shape with the body of a woman half her age. Her smallish breasts are still firm, only her nipples dark and long and swelling now show evidence of use -- nursing two healthy babies in her youth. Below her flat stomach is a mass of golden curls -- for a natural blonde, she possesses one of the hairiest muffs I have ever seen. She ducks her head away from her daughter's steady gaze and slips past her to the shower.
Lori washes herself quickly and thoroughly, but even she cannot resist a few caresses between her legs, her short, thin labia spreading eagerly to her touch. She does her best to turn away from her Taylor as she touches herself, seeking just a moment's respite, but she doesn't full her daughter who watches her with a smirk on her lips and desire in her eyes. Lori doesn't let herself go too far before she brings her considerable self control into play and rinses herself off. She steps to her daughter, waving her arms and moving about in an effort to shake off the water and dry off.
Glancing at Taylor's nakedness, her own efforts to dry off so incredibly sexy, Lori mutters, "That's enough, get dressed."
Taylor rolls her eyes and picks up her bra and panties and looks at them with disgust. "They're so nasty, Mom! Do we have to?"
"Yes," Lori snaps back. "Do it!"
"Mother! This is so gross!" Taylor rolls her eyes. "I don't want to. I'm not ..."
She never gets to finish the sentence as her mother's hand darts out and slaps her across the face. "Stop your arguing and do what I say, Taylor. I am tired of all your crap!" Lori snarls.
At the sound of the slap, both Dennis and Teddy turned around, more out of shock and surprise than anything else. Both gasp -- perhaps because for the first time, their mother has struck Taylor, but more likely because they see both woman stark naked, bodies wet and tensing as if to fight.
Lori turns around and screams, "TURN AROUND, BOTH OF YOU! THIS IS BETWEEN US!" Both men quickly turn back the other way, the shocked looks on their faces not fading as both men digest what they have seen.
"I'm not telling you again, Taylor. Get dressed right now."
Taylor sniffs and does as she is told, her disgust forgotten in the violence of the moment. Lori struggles into her panties and bra as well, not waiting to dry off and in her anger not realizing what donning her underwear while wet is doing. "Dennis, you and Teddy go on and hurry up. Get it over with."
She pushes Taylor past the men and sits her down in the chair. She places trembling hands on Taylor's shoulders and as her anger passes, tears roll down her cheeks as what she did strikes home.
Dennis goes first in the shower which seems to suit Teddy fine. While his dad washes, Teddy turns his complete attention to his mother, who doesn't seem aware that in donning her cotton panties while still wet, has turned them almost transparent. The tight fitting panties have molded themselves to her pert ass, her ass crack quite visible. Teddy's eyes gleam with hunger as he memorizes every curve of Lori's backside. I am sure that as they had passed each other, his eyes devoured the sight of her pussy, all but visible underneath the now transparent cotton. With his father's back turned and all eyes off him for a minute, Teddy quickly reaches into his shorts and strokes his cock.
Too soon however, his father finishes up, emerging to see his son's hand coming up from the bulge in his shorts. Dennis sighs, noting his son's continuing glances at his mother's butt. "Get in there, son," he says softly. "You might consider a long, cold shower!"
Teddy looks away from his father, guilt all over his face and he quickly steps out of his shorts and under the shower. He also tries to stay turned away from his father, quickly lathering up and paying a lot of attention to his aching cock. It's not too long before he is full jack-off mode, head thrown back and eyes closed as he strokes his cock frantically.
Dennis who has been focusing on his own wife's shapely rear end, turns and catches him in the act and before Teddy can come says forcefully. "You've been in there long enough -- rinse off...now!" I see sympathy there in Dennis's face, but a lifetime of prudish behavior kicks in and overrides everything else.
When both have dressed, Dennis gathers everyone in a circle and talks quietly to them. "Loved ones, we are in a difficult place and we cannot turn on each other. We must work together and with the help of the Lord, we will get through this trial. Turn your stress and anger to something that will help you endure -- we get through this together or not at all."
He is staring at his wife as he speaks. So is everyone else. Only Teddy's motives are clear as her water soaked bra, little more than straps and swatches of light cotton do little to reveal her breasts to everyone. Teddy stares at his mother's breast with a hunger that is almost tangible.
Lori looks down dejectedly and says, "You are right. I lost my temper and I shouldn't have." She looks up at her daughter, tears flowing again. "Taylor, I'm so sorry. Can you forgive me?"
Taylor sniffs and nods and then mother and daughter are in each others arms and both are crying and sobbing as their tension finds at least a momentary release. Although I think Dennis is relieved that his wife has comprehended his message, it provides little comfort to him or his son as they watch the two women press against each other.
The family's second day ends with an incredible amount of tension in the small room. It will be a long time before anyone falls asleep. There is more than one drawn out sigh of frustration and gingerly carried out tossing and turning. Sometime late when both parents have fallen asleep and are softly snoring, Teddy eases from the bed and walks quietly towards the alcove, his eyes fixed on the other sleeping bodies, especially those of his mother and sister.
Lori, in her sleep is sprawled a bit, her right leg lying draped over her husband's thigh, revealing her crotch, pussy dark and mysterious underneath her panties in the dim light. Once again, her bra has slipped, revealing a small, pert breast, nipple hard and puckered as she dreams. Teddy quietly drops his shorts and sits on the commode and with his eyes locked in on the lovely spectacle of his mother, he begins to frantically stroke his swollen cock.
Teddy has been aching for release for two days and it is quick in coming. He presses his lips together to squelch any moans of pleasure and quickly explodes, a torrent of hot, fresh semen gushing forth that he captures with his free hand. He cums hard, muscles knotting and swelling as his sperm keeps spurting and spurting.
Just as his ejaculations ease up, Teddy is jerked to his feet as he hears his mother groan in her sleep and roll onto her side towards Dennis. Teddy yanks up his shorts and begins to edge back towards the bed -- his face showing the fear of being busted by his mother.
He is brought up short in surprise when his sister suddenly sits up in bed, a nasty smirk on her face. In a voice barely above a whisper, Taylor says, "You forgot to flush, little brother!"
Teddy swallows, his eyes wide as he watches his lovely sister slip silently from the bed, the look of the cat that swallowed the canary. Taylor sidles up to her brother, so close, her barely constrained breasts almost brushing against his naked chest. "Boys are so lucky -- a few quick strokes and you get relief," she whispers in his ear.
Teddy shivers as she reaches out with one hand and brings it to rest on his shoulder. "T-Taylor?" Teddy stammers. "What are you d-doing?"
Taylor smiles up into her brother's eyes as her fingers slowly trail downward and until she takes his hand and turns it over and slips her fingers into the slick, gooey streamers of semen pooled there. "Hmmmm, what were you going to do with this, Teddy?" she whispers. The young woman stirs her fingers around until the tips are covered with sperm and while her brother watches in shock, brings them to her mouth and sucks them clean.
"I've learned a few things at college, little brother," Taylor says. "I found out I like hard cocks and cum. I always wondered if you would ever notice anything besides sports..." She turns and glances at their mother. "I guess you have. I just wonder if you were masturbating over me or Mom?"
Taylor reaches down for Teddy's hand and brings it to her mouth. "Am I a bad girl, Teddy? Am I a sinner for loving the taste of cum?" Her tongue extends and laps at her brother's cum coated palm. "Am I going to hell for loving my brother's sweet sperm?"
Teddy lets out a groan as his sister hungrily licks his hand clean of semen, stopping only when their restlessly sleeping mother calls out, "No, that's not right!" and rolls over to face Taylor's side of the bed. Both her children move like they've been scalded -- Teddy hurrying back to his side of the bed and Taylor stepping to the alcove.
Moving gingerly, Teddy slips back into bed, careful not to wake his parents. Taylor sits down on the commode and pees. When she is finished, she flushes the toilet, but does not rise up. Her eyes shine in the dim light as she studies her family on the bed. Satisfied that her parents are still asleep, she stares earnestly at her brother and slowly spreads her thighs apart. Even in the barely lit room, her brother can see the glistening wetness of her labia, blooming like an erotic hot house flower.
Teddy raises up on his elbows, taking in his sister, panties around her ankles, as she slips a hand down across her stomach and into the bare, wet flesh between her legs. As her brother watches, Taylor begins to play with herself, fingering her young, hairless cunt, plunging first one, then two, then three fingers into her luscious, slick pussy. She smiles both shyly and naughtily at her brother, eyes hooded with lust as she finger fucks her own juicy twat.
Minutes pass with Taylor becoming more frantic in her masturbation with every single second. Teddy stares, occasionally licking his lips as his sister fingers herself, fingers now dripping with pussy cream, the aroma becoming pungent in the small room, making his nostrils flare and causing the return of his erection. Taylor is almost lifting herself off the toilet, toes trying to dig into the floor as pleasure begins to wrack her body, her full breasts bouncing as she begins to cum.
Somehow, she manages to muffle her noises of orgasm, her teeth clenched together and her face screwed up as she cums, her only noise a low, whistling noise as she breathes through her nose. Finally, her muscles unclench and relax as her orgasm fades. Taylor's breasts heave heavily as she gasps for air, all the while looking lovingly at her brother. She heaves herself to her feet and on shaky legs, makes her way back to the bed, walking silently around to her brother.
She glances at her sleeping parents and then leans down, her breasts all but spilling from her soiled bra and whispers to her brother, "You have no idea how bad I needed that. I'm going crazy walking around and seeing yours and Daddy's cocks all stiff and big in your underwear. I am so horny!"
She moves her mouth from Teddy's ear to his mouth and brushes her lips against his. Softly, almost too softly for even my mikes to hear, she says, "I liked having you watch me, Teddy -- it made me just that much hotter." She kisses him again, not a soul kiss, but a passionate one anyways. When the kiss is done, she continues in her soft, bedroom voice, "I got to taste you, little brother -- it's only fair you get to taste me!"
Taylor extends the hand she had fucked herself with, fingers wet with her cream and brushes them over Teddy's lips. Teddy stiffens in shock and surprise, but quickly recovers and his tongue emerges and he opens his lips wide so his sister can stick her fingers into his mouth and he eagerly sucks them clean.
Taylor smiles down at Teddy and starts to whisper something to him, but their mother start suddenly and rolls onto her back. Her hand reaches out to the narrow empty space next to her and she murmurs, "Taylor." In the blink of an eye, Taylor, like a young gazelle seems to leap and appear at the foot of the bed just as Lori sits up, blinking the sleep away and calls out, "Taylor?"
In a whispered voice still hoarse with arousal, Taylor replies, "I'm here, Mom."
Lori looks at her daughter, still waking up. She seems confused and then as she sniffs the air, she becomes confused and turns to check on Teddy, who is flat on his back, eyes slammed shut in a poor imitation of a person sleeping. One can almost see his jaw muscles clenching in fear. Turning back to Taylor, Lori murmurs, "What are you doing? Why are you up?"
Taylor lets out the eternal sigh of the exasperated teenager and replies, "I went and peed, Mom. Do you mind -- I figured you didn't want me doing it in the bed!"
Lori studies her daughter thoughtfully and again turns to look at her son, before saying, "Don't be a smart mouth. I was -- I'm just worried is all."
Taylor shuffles back to her side of the bed, letting out another long suffering sigh. "Give it a rest, Mother and relax." She climbs into bed and rolls away from her mother, relief of not getting caught evident on her face.
I settle back to watch the family all fall asleep, but then something catches my eye and I focus in on the father, Dennis. I curse myself and then laugh. I was so caught up in the mischief of the children that I ignored Dennis. I zoom in to confirm it. An enormous tent is sticking up from his boxer shorts. Dennis is awake! I feel my heart pounding, wondering how much he seen. Did he watch his daughter finger fuck herself or watch her lick Teddy's cum off his hand or realize Taylor was feeding her brother her own pussy juices? Why didn't this man of God stop them? I am grinning as I retire for the night. I am seeing great progress here, I think as I fall asleep.
Morning brings new tensions as Dennis struggles with his knowledge of his children's actions of the night before. He seems to be hesitant to bring it out in the open, perhaps in light of Lori's volatile temperament. He takes an opportunity to speak quietly with each of his children separately, Teddy visibly paling at his words and looking somewhat contrite as he and his father engage in prayer where the key theme is to resist temptations.
Dennis's efforts with his daughter bring a somewhat different response. Taylor does not appear as repentant, but rather appears both bored and amused by her father's whispered comments to behave, especially around her brother. She kneels with her father and while he prays with her, stares over her father's shoulders at Teddy, smiling at her brother who is dividing his attention between his mother and Taylor.
When Dennis finishes and they rise to their feet, Taylor leans in, brushing herself against her father as she kisses him on the cheek and says in a sweet voice, "Thanks, Daddy!" She walks away from him, glancing back over her shoulder to confirm that he's sporting another erection.
Another day is spent with four adults prowling around, pretending not to be affected by each others mostly naked body. Lori seems more resigned and while she keeps a vigilant eye on her children as they sit and talk, she no longer tries to keep them separated. I do think she notices her husband's lingering looks at Taylor as she seems to strut and pose, very much aware of her father's hungry stares.



It is early evening when revolution occurs. Teddy brings up showering before bed and Taylor declares, "I have had it with this grungy underwear. I'm not wearing it anymore!"
Her mother's face clouds up and she stands to face her daughter and says, "You'll do what you're told. We're not going to give in to this pervert and walk around naked in front of each other."
Taylor goes nose to nose with her mother, bending over as she yammers back at Lori, causing her breasts to sway in their soiled restraints. "Fine, Mother," she snarls. "You can walk around in your bra and panties until everything rots, but as of now I am going to get clean and I'm going to go naked." She turns and looks up at the ceiling and yells, "Unless the Creep wants to give us clean clothes?" Taylor pauses -- waiting for an answer that does not come. "That answers that, Mother. I am now a nudist!" Grunting with effort, she peels off her bra, freeing her proud breasts and flings her bra into a corner.
Lori grabs her by the arm and begins dragging her to the same corner, her voice shaky as she says, "No daughter of mine is going to act like a slut!"
Taylor breaks her mother's hold and steps back, making a fist. "Give it up, Mother! Going nude isn't going to change anything. Daddy and Teddy are walking around with hard-on's all the time anyway. Going naked doesn't mean we're going to start fucking each other like rabbits." Taylor pauses and licks her lips and with a mean smile adds, "Although, getting laid would do you a world of good...Mother!"
Her mother's eyes widen and she screams as she flies into her daughter, slapping her twice before Taylor begins flailing back and the two women exchange several blows before Dennis and Teddy can separate them, Teddy grabbing his sister around the waist and physically carrying her away from their mother while Dennis takes hold of Lori's wrists and blocks her from pursuing her daughter -- struggling with her for several seconds before bellowing, "DAMMIT, THAT IS ENOUGH!" shocking everyone into silence and immobility.
"I am not going to tolerate this. Everyone will behave. This Creep wins if we turn on each other," Dennis says in a tight voice. He turns to glare at his daughter, unable to keep his eyes solely on her face, unable to keep from looking at her large, firm breasts capped by nipples now swollen in the passion of the moment. "Taylor, I will not tolerate you speaking to your mother like that. Apologize...now."
He does manage to raise his gaze to look sternly into her eyes and her defiance falters momentarily and Taylor whispers, "I'm sorry I said what I said, Mom." Then she regains her courage. "But I meant it about these filthy clothes -- I'm not wearing them anymore." She puts her hands on her hips and strikes a defiant pose, mostly unaware of the striking pose she is creating, her breasts jutting proudly outward.
Dennis nods and tears his eyes away from his daughter's shapely body and looks into his wife's eyes. "No more hitting, Lori. In all the years we've been married, I've never raised a hand to you, but if you hit one of the kids again...just don't do it. They're both adults now."
Lori looks at her husband, her expression of defiance so much like her daughter's. But under his gaze and as she is visibly affected by his words, her defiance crumbles and she nods as tears begin to flow down her cheeks. "It's wrong, Dennis -- us together like this, it's just wrong."
Dennis pulls her against him and hugs her, saying, "We just have to stick together, honey -- we're all we have." He gives a start and adds, "I mean all we have is each other and the Lord."
Teddy enters the discussion, saying softly. "But, Mom -- Taylor's right. We can't keep wearing these nasty things. I'm chafing like all get out. And she was right about the other thing too. It doesn't matter that if you and Sis are naked or not, being around you is making me hard all the freaking time."
Dennis turns and snaps at his son, "Watch your mouth -- do you realize what you're talking about -- this is your sister..." His voice rises as he finishes -- "THIS IS YOUR MOTHER!"
Teddy doesn't back down. "But it's the truth, Dad. You know it is. Are you telling me you've been walking around with an erection for the last few days just because of Mom - that you've not been staring at Taylor too." Teddy turns and smiles at his sister. "I'm with you, Taylor!" he says and shucks his jockey shorts off and with his cock hard and swinging, he uses his foot to fling his soiled underwear in the corner with Taylor's bra.
Lori gasps and stares amazed at her son's now revealed erection -- his cock long and thick. "Oh my God! Teddy, you can't be -- not over your sister and not over..." Lori can't seem to take her eyes off her son's hard penis. "Teddy -- I am your mother!"
Teddy shrugs his shoulders and replies. "I know, but Mom, you're a good looking woman -- you're sexy, just like Taylor is sexy! Its no big deal, we're just reacting like our bodies are designed too. Its just what's gonna happen. Dad can't help it either, getting hard over you or Taylor, it's just biology!"
Dennis is red faced over his son's words and is about to say something in reply when Taylor says, "You tell them, little brother and shoves her panties down and kicks them into the same corner as their other underwear. Both Dennis and Lori gasp as their daughter stands proudly before them, somehow seeming to thrust out both her upright breasts and her bare naked pubic mound.
Lori begins whimpering and turns and presses her face against her husband's bare chest, not noticing the hunger in his face as he stares at his daughter. The room is silent as this father and his children stare at each other -- each exhibiting a different expression. Teddy stands resolute, determined to be serious and to stand his ground. Dennis wears a frown as he struggles with his own emotions, emotions betrayed by his cock which has thickened even more, brushing against Lori's thigh through the material of his boxers, as he stares at his daughter. Taylor is wearing a defiant and triumphant smirk, knowing what her naked body is doing to her father. Her tongue peeks out and rolls along her lips as if anticipating a delicious meal soon to be presented.
Dennis licks his own lips and then shakes himself out of whatever thoughts are dominating his mind. He rubs his wife's back consolingly and I see a decision being made. "Lori," he begins slowly. "I hate to say it, but the kids are right. We can't keep wearing these filthy clothes. My shorts can almost stand up and walk on their own." He takes his hand and lifts his wife's chin upwards so he can look into Lori's eyes.
"Besides, if we don't make a big deal of it, the sinful thrill of seeing each other naked will quickly wear off." Taylor snorts derisively, letting everyone know her opinion about that. Dennis ignores her and as his wife looks at him in disbelief, he slips the straps of her bra off her shoulders and then reaches behind her and deftly unhooks it.
"No," Lori whispers, slowly shaking her head from side to side, but not fighting as her husband removes her bra and drops the thing to the ground.
"Yes, darling." Dennis replies softly, his fingers slowly caressing the chafed strap marks on her shoulders. "It all we can do. Just remain strong and have faith that God will help us resist all temptation." He turns and looks at his children and drops his boxers to the floor and steps out of them. His cock, long restrained, leaps free to slap against Lori's stomach, making her gasp. His cock, while not as thick as his son's is longer by at least an inch. Taylor is now smiling and giving her father a pleased, appraising stare.
Dennis flushes anew under his daughter's scrutiny, but gathers his strength and adds, "We will resist any and all temptation!" His voice although firm contains an underlying tremor, hinting that he has doubts of his own resolve. Dennis turns back to his wife and whispers, "We will resist temptation, Lori." As he speaks, he slips his fingers into the waistband of Lori's panties.
His wife bites her lower lip and nods and takes action on her own, sliding her soiled panties over her slender and shapely hips to pool at her feet. Taking her by the shoulders, Dennis turns her and guides her over to her children, her eyes downcast, unable to witness the yearning stare of Teddy whose eyes roam eagerly over his mother's slender, naked body or to confront the frank and interested gaze of her daughter.
Dennis holds out a hand to Taylor and Lori follows his example with Teddy when Dennis says, "Let us pray for strength." All four kneel on the concrete floor and join hands and both Dennis's and Lori's voices can be heard entreating God for help -- Dennis relying on his trained voice for confidence while Lori's is uncertain.
Were it not for the tension rife within the room, the next several minutes would almost be comical. As they pray, each person is constantly yielding to temptation and glancing at the others, ogling each other's bodies. Teddy is perhaps the most guilty, happily seeing his heart's desire in the form of his mother's nakedness -- his cock so hard it slaps up against his stomach and is dribbling precum as his eyes roam over Lori's body, no doubt fantasizing about her firm, ripe breasts and the now glistening and partly open labia peeking from her nest of blonde curls.
Lori for her part never raises her eyes to see her son staring at her, but again and again she lifts her head enough to see the magnificence of his erect penis, long and thick, her own prayers fading as it catches her attention and her imagination.
Dennis never falters in his entreaties to his god, but he appears to be on auto-pilot, saying the words without heart as he cannot bring himself to keep his eyes closed, unable to keep from ravaging his daughter's nubile body with his eyes. His own cock is quivering with need -- aching for release and like his son, he is leaking precum.
Taylor takes her family in with her eyes, a satisfied look on her face as she turns her gaze from brother to father to mother before starting over again. Her looks towards her mother intrigue me -- I see so much potential there. Taylor is very aroused, her pussy lips blooming like a hot house flower and her wetness spreading to her thighs. I truly expect this to be the moment of truth -- that Taylor will seize the moment, but I am surprised when the family ends their prayers and retire for the night.
All are restless and the room echoes with heavy sighs -- sighs of longing and need. The room smells of unsatisfied sex -- the aroma of aroused pussy is thick, inspiring towers of aching, throbbing cock to stand waving in the air. As the hours pass, Lori slips whimpering into a troubled sleep. Teddy succumbs as well, rolling over from his father to face the empty wall, his hand on his cock as he sleeps. Taylor appears asleep as well, although I know she has fooled me before.
Then Dennis stirs and eases his way out of bed until he stands at the foot, cock hard as he stares at his wife and daughter. He makes his way to the wooden chair and sets down, placing his hands over his face and letting out a long sigh that is almost a sob. "Lord, guide me now in this time of trouble. Give me the strength to resist the terrible urges inside me. Heavenly Father, show me, guide me, tell me what I need to do."
"Daddy?" Dennis's head jerks up to find Taylor standing before him. In the desperate need of his prayer, he did not notice her climbing from the bed.
"Taylor...what's wrong, honey?" he whispers. He shakes his head and I can almost hear his thoughts -- 'is this God's version of a sign?'
His daughter approaches him and reaches out a hand to him which Dennis takes. "Daddy, are you mad at me...mad about what happened? Do you still love me?" Taylor says in a humble, almost worried voice.
Dennis shakes his head and replies, "No, honey, of course I still love you.. Daddy's not mad -- it's been a strain on all of us."
Taylor sighs and with effortless grace, slides herself into her father's lap, causing him to jerk with surprise to suddenly have a healthy and naked woman sitting on him. "I love you too, Daddy!" she says happily and wraps her arms around her father's neck and hugs him to her, her breasts flattening against his chest.
They sit still for a moment savoring more than a father -- daughter moment. Taylor leans her head against her father's, coming almost eye to eye and mouth to lip. In a voice laden with sexuality, Taylor whispers, "Daddy, what's going to happen with us?"
Dennis sighs and says, "Well, we can only hope to be rescued or that this Creep fellow will let us free like he has others."
Taylor giggles and kisses her father on the corner of his mouth. "No, silly Daddy. I mean what's going to happen with us." She wiggles on his lap and I can only imagine how heavenly her soft cheeks feel against her father's cock. Taylor presses her lips to his father's ear and in the faintest of whispers, says, "I see how you watch me, Daddy. I know you want me."
Dennis tenses up and in a dry voice replies, "Taylor! Shame on you -- I'm your father."
His daughter again wiggles sinfully on his lap and answers, "I know -- that's what's so hot about this. My daddy's cock is all big and hard for me." Her tongue flickers out and rolls around the rim of Dennis's ear before she moves to look at him eye to eye. "You want to fuck me, don't you, Daddy?"
Dennis appears to be nearing panic and his voice rises a little and becomes more strident. "No! Stop this, Taylor. It's a sin! What you're saying is a terrible sin?"
Taylor smiles and I see both the little girl and the terrible seductress in that smile as she replies, "Is it, Daddy? I know they preach that in the Old Testament, but Jesus said it's all about love. I know you love me, Daddy and isn't this just another way we get to show how much we love each other." She pauses and moves her head forward until her lips are almost brushing her father's lips. "Besides, if it's a sin, it just makes it all naughtier and sexy!"
Dennis starts to reply, but Taylor kisses him, her tongue darting between his lips before he can react. His protests are muffled and squelched as she kisses him harder. His hands flutter in protest for long seconds before finally coming to rest on her back and then...ever so slightly he pulls her into him, her bountiful breasts pillowing against his chest.
Now it is Taylor's turn to stiffen in surprise as her father kisses her back. She redoubles her efforts and I can only imagine the tongue lashing she is giving her father. The kiss goes on for long minutes before finally Dennis rediscovers his control and breaks it off, the kiss ending with a wet smack. Splatters of saliva land on Taylor's chin and lips. Giggling, she licks her father's spit off her lips while Dennis looks on in fright and awe.
"Taylor, this is so wrong. We must stop this awful madness." Dennis doesn't sound like even he is convinced by his own words.
Taylor makes her hips roll and jiggle around one last time as she smiles at her father and says, "It's not wrong. I want to fuck you, Daddy and your big dick tells me you want to fuck me." She begins to slide off her father, his left thigh trapped between her legs as she scoots towards his knee. In the dim light, even I can see the slick trail of cunt cream she leaves behind as she slides her aroused pussy down his leg. "We're going to be lovers, Daddy. It's not wrong cause we love each other." She winks at him in such a lascivious way that his cock jerks as it grows harder in response. "When you're ready, Daddy, we're really get to know each other." Taylor winks again. "You understand, Daddy -- we're going to know each other in the biblical sense!"
Taylor moves towards the bed, but pauses and looks over her shoulder at her father and says, "Sleep on it, Daddy. You know I'm right!" The beautiful young woman climbs back into bed and closes her eyes and pretends to go to sleep while at the same time drawing her knees back and then spreading her thighs, opening herself to her father's hungry eyes, her slick pussy blossoming with desire, her luscious pink folds glistening wet and enticing to the eye.
Dennis stares at his daughter's pussy for a long time -- long after she finally falls asleep. Sometimes I hear him praying softly, but even my mikes cannot pick up what he's praying for. It will be a long time before he can bring himself to return to bed and even longer before he will find relief in slumber.
The fourth day begins with no relief in sight for anyone. The sexual tension is building like thick dark clouds before a terrible storm. Food is eaten in silence with everyone casting hungry, furtive glances at each other. Lori almost appears to be in pain as she struggles not to stare at her son, his cock seeming to be almost eternally erect. She retreats to the bed where she fidgets from one position to another, her hands fluttering aimlessly, trying not to touch herself even though her body is clearly responding to the nakedness of her son.
Teddy is again the restless beast, pacing the room, pausing only to do exercises to relieve his stress. Countless pushups and situps make his muscles swell and his body sweat, his musky aroma mixing in the air with the undeniable musk of aroused pussy. He glances enviously at his sister who is constantly hovering around her father, both taking turns sitting in the wooden chair, now unabashedly staring at each other, devouring each other with their eyes.
Little caresses and touches flow back and forth between father and daughter -- there is laughter between them. I sense Dennis has crossed the Rubicon -- that his relationship with his daughter is about to change. They chatter about inanities like impending lovers do, not openly acknowledging the inevitiable.
Lori senses it too, but is unwilling to say anything. She spares an occasional glance their way, knowing that something is amiss, but her world has been so rocked, she cannot bring herself to object. Instead, her focus is on her son, her eyes looking hungrily on his muscled legs and arms and on the thick, erect shaft between his legs.
Lori averts her gaze whenever she realizes that he is staring back. She shifts position constantly, not seeming to be aware that she is posturing herself almost like an animal in instinctive heat, especially when she rolls onto her stomach and turns her head back to continue watching him. I doubt Teddy's mother even realizes that she is undulating her hips, entrancing her son with every moment of her hips and cunt. When she rolls back over, Teddy almost groans as her arousal is evident -- her labia open like the petals of a flower.
As morning passes into afternoon, Dennis and Taylor begin to touch even more -- caresses lasting longer, becoming more daring. Dennis leans into Taylor, nuzzling her face, hardly talking now, communicating with only their eyes. This incredibly intimate posturing has its biggest effect on Teddy who can barely restrain himself from getting relief. His condition is worsened by his mother's ashamed, but almost craven appearance on the bed. She is like some great hunter cat that has been tamed and is struggling to resist her basic instincts to sate its hunger.
Finally, Teddy reaches his limits. "I'm taking a shower," he mutters to no one in particular and strides into the alcove where he hits the water and begins to lather up. Once his body is soapy, he wraps his hand around his cock and begins to masturbate. He turns to glance back at his family. Lori is gazing at his profile, eyes tracking the stroking movement of his fist. Taylor's eyes are closed as Dennis kisses her neck, his hands stroking the tops of her thighs.
"No," whispers Lori, coming to her hands and knees. There is a look of madness in her eyes. She glances to her necking husband and daughter and wails, "Noooooo!" Lori scrambles from the bed, hissing at Dennis and Taylor. "Stop this, this is so wrong!" She walks resolutely towards the alcove. Her daughter and her husband are ignored as she approaches Teddy.



"Stop this, son," she pleads, stopping in front of him -- her smallish, pert breasts heaving, nipples swollen like ripe strawberries. "This isn't right." Lori's voice is small and desperate. Teddy just stares at his mother, his hand never pausing as it strokes his cock while the shower sprays away the soap from his body.
"Oh please, Teddy. Do what mommy says," whispers Lori, reaching out to stop his moving hand. She misses his hand and her fingers find his cock instead. Her eyes widen as she looks down and watches helplessly as her fingers betray her, wrapping around his thick, erect penis.
Lori is wide-eyed with wonder and fear as she slowly turns her gaze upwards to look into her son's lust glazed eyes, mumbling almost incoherently, "Do...do what Mommy...do Mommy...son..." Her hand is slowly moving up and down the length of Teddy's cock as she looks up at Teddy, the fear gone now, replaced by hunger.
A low growl begins somewhere deep within Teddy and builds until with a roar he springs at his mother, wrapping his arms around her body and pulling her to him while he mashes his mouth against her lips. A terrified squeal from his mother draws the attention of Dennis and Taylor who jump to their feet as they watch Teddy's hands slide down Lori's back to cup her tight ass cheeks and lift her up.
As Lori's feet leave the ground, Teddy moves forward. His mother's fists hammer ineffectually on his brawny shoulders while her legs kick and flail. Lori gasps as her back slaps against the alcove wall and then she screams as Teddy lifts her up, hands somehow cupping her ass cheeks and urging her thighs apart, and then thrusts upwards, the head of his cock pressing into her open flesh.
I am myself caught by surprise and before I can deliver my traditional offer, Teddy has wormed several inches of his cock into his mother's wet cunt. Lori's face is contorted by pain and pleasure and she stops hitting her son, now her nails digging into his flesh.
Dennis stands slack-jawed with amazement for several seconds, staring at the spectacle of his son fucking his mother against the wall. Finally, anger clouds his face and he takes a step forward, but Taylor takes his arm and spins him around. Her expression is one of utter lust and her hand drops and takes his still stiff and throbbing cock and she pulls him backwards towards the bed until she falls onto her back. Dennis, his wife and son's incestuous activity forgotten climbs between Taylor's wide flung legs his breathing ragged as he prepares to mount his daughter.
I have to laugh as I almost miss my cue a second time. I open up my microphone and release the magnetic lock in one motion. "THE MOMENT OF TRUTH IS AT HAND!" I announce as the door swings open. "YOU HAVE DISCOVERED THE BASIC TRUTH ABOUT YOURSELVES. YOU MAY PROCEED TO EXPLORE THIS NEW ASPECT OF YOUR LIVES OR YOU MAY CHOOSE TO LEAVE."
Lori and her son are oblivious to me. Lori's arms are wrapped tightly around her son's neck, knees drawn back and heels digging into Teddy's ass cheeks as he buries his cock deep in his mother's womb again and again. Steam from the shower adds to the sweat on their bodies, making their skin glisten as mother and son fuck furiously. Lori's face is screwed up in pleasure as she draws blood biting Teddy's shoulder.
The only response I get from Dennis and Taylor is a snort of laughter from the daughter as she flings her pelvis upwards to meet her father's initial thrust into her cunt. Her laughter turns into a long, drawn out cry of pleasure as Dennis slides his hard and very long cock inside her, burying himself to the balls in one long drawn out motion.
"PRAISE GOD!" Dennis bellows in his best revival shout. He lowers his body on top of his daughter's, her flesh hot and yielding and kisses her madly while his butt begins to moving in a blurring motion, fucking in and out of Taylor's clasping cunt. They kiss like lovers too long denied each other, sucking and biting at each other's lips, tongues whirling insanely against each other, the whole time hammering her bald cunt with his cock, grinding his pubic hairs against her slick flesh.
Taylor's legs fly upwards, muscles cording on her toned thighs as she holds them in the classic "I'm getting the life fucked out of me" V formation. Her pleasure is reflected in her loud moans and in the clenched toes of her feet.
In the Alcove, Teddy is relentlessly fucking his mother, Lori's body trapped and suspended in the air between the wall and her son's body. Teddy's ass is quivering with exertion as he thrusts again and again into his mother's cunt. He tries to go faster, but despite her pussy overflowing with the juices of her ecstasy, her pussy is simply too small and tight to allow for the quick thrusts Teddy is seeking. No matter, both are moaning between wet kisses from the intense pleasure that mother and son are giving each other.
Lori tries to beg her son to fuck her, but her words get tangled up in the delicious friction building in her pussy and the best she can do is grunt and sob a word from time to time."Oh godddd....fu-fu-FUCK...oh fu-yesss-fu...LOVE...Te-teddy!"
Teddy's world centers around his cock driving in and out of his mother and the messy kisses they share between groans. As his cock becomes more coated with his mother's slick creams, he does manage to worm his thick meat in and out more quickly, driving Lori to hitherto unknown heights of carnal pleasure.
Across the room, Taylor is shouting, "FUCK ME, DADDY, FUCK ME! I LOVE DADDY'S COCK!" The young woman's body is writhing and bucking, meeting her father's strokes with the reckless eagerness that only a young woman can muster. Dennis has an almost manic look of lust etched on his face as he slams his cock into his daughter's pussy again and again. He covers her bouncing breasts with love bits, making her scream even more as he bites down hard on his daughter's long nipples.
So into their own incestuous fuck are Dennis and Taylor that they don't even look up as Lori begins to scream shrilly as her son suddenly tenses up and slams his thick penis home and with the roar of a rutting lion begins to cum inside his mother. I wince as Lori slams her head back against the wall as she has the most intense orgasm of her life -- spurred on by the knowledge that her womb is being pumped full of her son's hot and vital semen.
Both their naked bodies, hot and sweaty, lock together and for an exquisite moment they are an erotic statue of mother and son love perfected, both bodies straining to get that one more sweet inch of son-cock inside a motherly pussy. Lori's head slumps forward then and her whole body seems to collapse, impaled on her son's cock -- a pleased smile on her face.
Teddy pauses to catch his breath and then he grins at the naughty spectacle of his mother stuck on his still hard cock, her legs dangling along his thighs, held up only by his strong hands and his massive pole. He groans, "I love you, Mom," and then using the wall for partial support, he begins to thrust in and out of his nearly unconscious mother again -- his cock never having lost its erect state.
On the bed, Dennis's efforts are reaching their natural conclusion. "I'm cumming in you, daughter. I -- I love you, Taylor," he moans to his daughter before covering her mouth with his and then driving as deep as he can, grinding his crotch into her hairless folds, Dennis begins cumming in his daughter's cunt.
Taylor, wild-eyed with pleasure explodes with the heat of her daddy's sperm bathing her insides into a monster orgasm that sees her wrenching her body around underneath her father before she gains enough self control to make him groan as she begins milking his cock for the jets of steamy semen he is giving her. Their moans mix with that of Lori and Teddy and I sit watching in awe as I savor this family's headlong plunge into incest.
Finally, Dennis slips off his daughter's body with a sigh, rolling over to expose his half erect and cum covered cock. Taylor shakily sits up and falls atop her father, showering him with kisses as she says over and over again, "I love you, Daddy!" Her kisses gradually travel southward and as she begins to lick and suck his cock clean of their mixed juices, both turn eyes to the nasty spectacle of mother and son.
Lori resembles a life size and beautiful rag doll impaled by a huge shaft of hard cockmeat. Teddy is driving his cock home steadily, making her limp arms and legs waggle as his cock disappears inside his mother's body, forcing sperm and cunt cream out with every thrust. Lori's head is on her son's shoulder, mouth open and tongue peeking out. Through slitted eyes, she watches her daughter cleaning Dennis's cock with her tongue. With each movement of Teddy's massive cock into her tight cunt, Lori lets out a little cry or moan, each one a little louder than the one before. Teddy's strong hands squeeze her toned ass cheeks and her nipples scrape deliciously against his chest, the sweet friction only adding to her pleasure.
Dennis's eyes are aflame -- not with anger at watching his son mercilessly fucking his wife, but with suddenly realized desire. He understands now -- I can see that, if nothing else, it's evidenced in the quick recovery of his penis, spurred on by his daughter's hard working mouth.
Taylor sucks him into another hard cockstand and giggles as she follows his gaze and she joins him in watching mother and son fuck, her hand slowly stroking her father's cock. "Isn't it beautiful, Daddy? Don't Mom and Teddy look so sinful and nasty?" she sighs as she works her father's cock with her fist. She sits up from between her father's legs and kisses him with her cum crusted mouth. He returns her kiss eagerly -- hungrily, the whole time keeping his eyes on his son's ceaseless pumping of his cock inside Lori."
Taylor moans into her father's mouth, "I need you inside me, Daddy!" and she climbs onto her hands and knees, raising her young, shapely ass in the air and wiggles it as she looks over her shoulder. "Fuck me, Daddy -- show me how good you really fuck!" Taylor knows well what she is doing, positioning herself so she and her father can make love while watching her brother and mother continue their all consuming fuck.
Dennis looks with amazement at his daughter's wiggling ass, her cunt exposed below, labia spread wide and his own semen slowly dripping from her young cunt. I hear him mutter over and over, "Praise God, Praise God, Praise God!" as he rises to his knees and guides himself to his daughter's pussy. "I do love you, Taylor -- you're my slut daughter and God be praised, I love you so!" With a triumphant shout, Dennis pushes his cock into his daughter's cum filled cunt and as she cries out in incestuous triumph, pushing her butt back to meet his thrusts, both turn their eyes to Teddy and Lori.
Lori slowly emerges from her cock induced trance, becoming more aware of her surroundings with each passing second. She finally lifts her head from her son's chest, pausing to suck on his pebble hard nipple before looking into his eyes and uttering her first coherent sentence in a while, "Teddy, Mommy loves your cock!" She wraps her arms and legs around her son's body, pulling herself tight against him and kissing him with all the passion and desire that only a mother can muster. Their tongues dance and play as their bodies quiver with the exertion and delight they are sharing.
Finally, their kiss ends, slivers of saliva hanging wetly between their lips as they both turn and look cheek to cheek across the room where Dennis and Taylor are fucking while watching them in turn. Taylor's fingers are digging into the mattress as her father slams his long dick into her again and again, making her ripe, meaty tits sway back and forth. Taylor is almost slack-jawed with pleasure as she revels in her father's cock while she moans, "Look at Mom and Teddy, Daddy! Don't they look beautiful? Teddy's really fucking Mom good with his big cock and Momma loves it! It's almost as good as your big cock, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy, fuck me hard!"
Taylor's face suddenly scrunches up and she struggles to stay on her hands and knees as an intense orgasm sweeps over as her father's cock probes deeper within her than anyone ever has. She wails, "SO GOOOOD, DADDDYYY! LOVE IT -- LOVE YOUR COCK -- LOVE YOU, DADDDDDYYYY!" Dennis leans forward and helps support her by cupping her meaty tits while his cock pistons in and out of her clasping pussy.
Taylor's powerful orgasm sets off a sympathetic response in her mother. Lori, already on the verge of cumming from her son's thick dick falls over the edge and begins sobbing with pleasure as another orgasm explodes within her pussy, reducing her body to spastic jerks and twitches as she is swept away by the sheer ecstasy Teddy's cock is giving her. She babbles and cries as again her son presses his lips to hers, kissing her as he holds her up and continued to drive into her wet, sperm filled cunt.
Dennis in turn never pauses as his daughter squirms and quivers under his continuous thrusts into her young pussy. Having cummed once, he seems determined to fuck his daughter forever. He now longer frowns at the erotic sight of his wife and son locked, indeed he seems more aroused than ever, able to tear his sight away from seeing Teddy's thick meat driving in and out of Lori only when he looks down and marvels at the sight of his own cock, long and as hard as he has ever known, sliding in and out of his daughter, his shaft coated in his own semen and Taylor's pussy juices.
Teddy is shaking with effort now, the strain of not only fucking his mother, but basically carrying her in his arms and his cock causing the sweat to pour from his body and his muscles to bulge. His mother is again slumped against him, exhausted and stunned from her second orgasm in about twenty minutes. Teddy eyes the bed and gathering his strength, moves away from the wall, Lori now only supported by his hands on her ass cheeks and his cock buried deep inside his mother. He slowly walks towards the bed -- each step causing his cock to momentarily sink deeper inside Lori's womb and drawing a small sound of pleasure from her lips. It is as erotic a scene as I have ever been privileged to witness. Teddy carrying his mother reminds me of an adult carrying a sleeping child to bed -- a child really to old to still be carried. She is slumped in his arms, her legs hanging down and swinging freely.
Dennis recognizes Teddy's need to lay his mother down on the bed and awkwardly backs himself up, guiding Taylor back slowly, tugging on her tits to make his direction clear. Teddy kneels on the bed and eases his mother down, bringing himself to rest atop her, arms braced to keep his weight from crushing her. He does this with care and tenderness, never allowing his cock to slip from Lori's pussy.
Teddy looks up at his sister and father. Taylor leers back between thrusts of her daddy's cock and Dennis gives him a smile and a slow nod, conveying his approval of this incestuous situation. Teddy seems to be choking back tears as he mutters in a strained voice, "I love you," to both of them. He looks down at his mother, her expression one of almost utter bliss and joy and he begins slowly to fuck her again.
As he slides his cock in and out of his mother, her eyes flutter open and she moans, "Oh God! I don't know how much more I can take, but baby, please don't stop!" She arches her body, driving herself up to meet her son's stroke, slowly spreading her legs, trying to open herself up more to him. She realizes she's on the bed and she turns her head to see Taylor looking down, almost above her.
Mother and daughter share a silent conversation with their eyes and Lori drops one hand from Teddy's shoulders and slides it across the mattress to cover Taylor's hand. Teddy continues to thrust and soon finds himself matching his father's rhythm -- both moving in and out of mother and daughter together. Perhaps it is intentional, perhaps not. Soon mother and daughter are moaning in unison as Teddy and Dennis increase their thrusts. Lori's pussy is adapting to her son's dick and she is wet beyond all belief.
Cries fill the room as Lori and Taylor beg son and father to fuck them harder. Cries become screams and the sound of sweaty flesh slapping sweaty flesh becomes greater and then Taylor squeezes her mother's hand and shouts, "CUMMING, DADDDDY! MAKE ME CUM CUM CUMMMM, DADDDDY!"
The sight of her daughter having an orgasm induced by Dennis sends Lori over the edge as well and she begins bucking and shaking as she comes again while impaled by her son's cock. Teddy groans and succumbs then, crying out, "I LOVE YOU, MOM!" as he drives deep one last time and begins to unload another massive load of hot semen inside his mother's womb.
Seeing his entire family having orgasms around him almost staggers Dennis and he bellows wordlessly as he sinks his shaft all the way inside his daughter and begins to fill her cunt with his sperm.
The cries of the whole family echo around the room for what seems forever before Dennis falls back, sliding out of his daughter's pussy. Soon after, Teddy uses what little energy he has left to lift himself off his mother, his cock slowly worming its way out of her clasping cunt, his penis still amazingly stiff -- drawing a long moan from his mother as he does before he tumbles onto his side, gasping for air.
Taylor collapses next to her mother, their faces just inches apart. Both struggle to breathe as they descend from the tremendous heights of their orgasms. When Taylor has her breath back, she says in a quiet voice, "Mom, I'm so sorry for all those terrible things I said and the way I acted. Can you forgive me?"
Lori, already wiping tears of pleasure out of her eyes, begins to tear up anew as she reaches out and strokes her daughter's face. "Oh, Taylor, there's nothing to forgive," she says in a hoarse voice. She grins and says, "You were absolutely right about one thing. I definitely needed to get laid!"
Taylor laughs and leans over and begins showering her Mom's face with little kisses. When finally she brushes her mother's lips with her own, both women stiffen and then Lori raises her head and kisses her daughter more firmly, slipping her tongue into Taylor's open mouth!
Mother and daughter share a long French kiss, both leisurely and passionate at the same time while Dennis and Teddy look on in amazement. Teddy has an evil grin on his face as he watches his mother and sister kiss while Dennis sighs and says in an almost reverent voice, "I give thanks to thee, Lord, for showing me the glories I have ever been too blind to see!"
Teddy's cock, now at half mast, begins to recover and even his middle aged father is aroused by the sight. Teddy grins at Dennis and says, "Amen, Dad!" and returns to stare at the two beautiful women.
Lori gives a happy sigh and then almost purrs as Taylor begins nuzzling and licking her throat, lapping up the fucksweat, trailing her tongue down from her mother's neck towards her pert breasts. Lori looks upwards on the bed where her husband is watching her and their daughter with lustful delight. "Baby...Dennis, is everything..."
Her husband smiles and nods before he replies, "It's all good -- we have had a revelation. Perhaps this is why we're here -- to see all the love God offers us that we ourselves deny. I love you, wife!"
Lori again tears up and says, "I love you, husband, now more than ev-OH!" She jerks in surprise as Taylor closes her lips around her mother's swollen nipple and less than gently bites down. Lori purses her lips and blows a kiss to her husband before returning her attention to her daughter who is eyeing her as she sucks her mother's breast.
Taylor's face is full of mischief as she makes her mother groan by tugging on her nipple with her teeth. Finally letting it slip from her mouth, Taylor says in a teasing voice, "Mom, I smell cum! I smell a cunt full of hot, nasty Teddy cum!" The girl kisses her way down her mother's stomach, taunting Lori as she goes. "It smells so good, Mom. Hot jizzum, hot son cum inside a nasty pussy!" Taylor rolls her tongue across her mother's trimmed bush -- making a satisfied sound as she licks of flecks of semen and cunt cream.



"I'm going to eat your pussy, Mother," Taylor teases. "I'm going to suck Teddy's hot spunk right out of your mommy cunt!" The young woman, her strength recovered and now aroused as never before, climbs atop her mother straddling Lori's face -- her own cum filled cunt above her mother's own face. She waggles her hips, flaunting her pussy and flexing her cunt muscles causing a glop of sperm and pussy cream to fall and splatter on her mother's chin and neck.
"Are you hungry, Mother?" Taylor taunts her mom. "Are you dying to find out what Daddy's hot cum tastes like inside your little girl's twat?" With a growl, Taylor dives between her mother's thighs, her tongue lashing out to run the length of Lori's labia, slicing deep to scoop up her brother's cum.
"Ohhh Taylor, that's lov..." Lori moans before her words are muffled by her daughter's descending pelvis, grinding her bald mound against her mouth. I watch in delighted awe as mother and daughter slurp and lick each other's cunts. The room grows quiet except for the obscene noises of Lori's and Taylor's tongues and mouths devouring pussy and semen. Dennis and Teddy watch amazed, aroused and enraptured by the sapphic and incestuous scene before them.
Lori, her pussy already incredibly sensitized by the tremendous fucking by her son, succumbs first, her body beginning to writhe as Taylor's tongue and lips quickly bring her to a powerful orgasm. Taylor traps her mother's clitoris between her lips and seems to be humming as Lori screams and sobs, actual streamers of pussy juice ejaculating from her cunt.
As her mother's screams of pleasure fade, Taylor undulates her hips, rubbing her cunt over her mother's face and hisses, "I'm so close, Mom -- please don't stop. Lick my clitty -- suck it and lick it, make me CUM, Mother!" Taylor tightens her thighs against Lori's face and digs her hands into her mother's tight cheeks and rolls them over, still locked in a sixty-nine, bringing her mother on top.
Teddy groans as he takes in his mother's face, red and glistening -- smeared with his father's sperm and his sister's juices. She eyes her son's again erect and throbbing cock and moans, "Fuck Mommy, Teddy!" before focusing on her daughter's pussy, spying Taylor's swollen clitoris and taking it into her mouth.
Taylor's response is immediate as her body stiffens as if electrified and we all hear her muffled sobs as Lori grinds her cunt down on her daughter's face. Lori, unused to female loving, perhaps is not gentle enough and Taylor's screams of pleasure overload reach her and she eases her grip on her daughter's throbbing nub.
Teddy glances at his father and says, "I gotta fuck Mom some more!"
He's not asking his father for permission, but Dennis nods anyway, his cock now stiff and long again. He and his son knee scramble on their knees until they are lined up with their hearts' desires. Dennis is between Taylor's twitching legs and when Lori senses his presence, she looks up just in time to see three quick spurts of cunt juice shoot from her daughter's cunt to splatter against Dennis's cock and groin.
Lori's eyes widen as she sees Dennis's angry shaft approaching and she groans, "Fuck her, baby! Fuck our little girl!" Dennis does or does not hear her. With the touch of his daughter's hot cream, he is consumed with lust and without hesitation, he rams his cock home, bringing more muffled screams from Taylor as he buries his penis inside her.
Teddy holds off long enough to see this happening, grinning as he moves behind his mother, hands taking hold of her ass and ogling the carnal scene of his sister licking their mother. He places his erection against the wide open folds of his mother's cunt, her flesh hot and glistening from her juices, his sperm and his sister's saliva. Taylor, despite being near mad with pleasure still has the presence of mind to abandon their mother's pussy for a moment and lick her brother's shaft.
"Oh Lord almighty!" Teddy gasps as he watches his sister somehow wrap her lips around his swollen cockhead and clean it of their mother's juices from earlier with her twirling tongue. Taylor gives him a last lick and wheezes, "F-fuck Mom! Fuck Mom now!"
Now comes Lori's turn to scream as her pussy, already quivering from their previous monster fuck and her daughter's tongue is again assaulted by his thick, erect penis! Seeking comfort, Teddy's mother presses her face into her daughter's naked flesh, currently engorged with Dennis's erect penis. Lori's fingers claw the mattress as she tries to find solace in licking her daughter's pussy and her husband's, her tongue slithering around Taylor's engorged clitoris.
Both women are soon exchanging moans as they duel to push each other past the breaking point, tongues rolling over aroused cunt flesh and licking pussy cream and semen from the constantly thrusting shafts. I am almost moved to tears as I see these four distinct individuals become as one, merging into one loving and incestuous entity bent only on giving and receiving pleasure -- no petty differences or hatreds or resentment, only love in its purest form.
For this family, time has no meaning as they glory in the wonder of their new found understanding of love and its seems as if the music of pleasure echoes off the walls of the I-Room for immeasurable hours before in a crescendo of sobs and cries, all four are in the throes of a mutual orgasm that seems to go on and on forever before the family as one collapses in a weary and well deserved sleep.
I dim the lights and then observe that even exhaustion will not keep them from experiencing their new world. In near darkness throughout the night, kisses and caresses will be traded, pussies will be mounted and fucked sweet and slow, cocks will be tongued and sucked with sweet delight, cum from cunt and penis will be shared and shared again.
Like a family on the point of starvation given free reign in a buffet, Teddy and Lori, Dennis and Taylor will gorge themselves over the next several days, unable to keep their hands off each other. At first, they pair off, parent with child, Lori insatiable when it comes to her son's thick cock. The very act of kneeling in front of Teddy becomes a moving, religious experience as she seems to embody something both sacred and obscene in the intense loving way she sucks her son's cock.
Dennis fucks his daughter with the intensity of a new convert to the faith, his eyes almost glowing with new comprehension of the world. I have to wonder -- did Luther have the same intensity...were the evangelists of the Great Awakenings as profoundly affected as this man as he realizes that there is so much more to believe in? As he strokes in and out of Taylor's slick, wet pussy, he sings praises to his God, thanking his deity endlessly for allowing him the privilege of truly knowing his daughter.
As the days pass, I am pleased to see a rebirth in the romance of Dennis and Lori. By expanding their love to include their children, they have somehow rekindled what had been best a flickering flame into something akin to a raging fire. Taylor and Teddy will watch in awe as their parents make wild, passionate love, overjoyed at the happiness they have never seen before in their parents' faces.
Likewise, Dennis and Lori are enraptured as they watch their son and daughter fuck like mad beasts, Taylor driven almost insane by the intense pleasure Teddy's cock gives her. From the first, they come together like longtime lovers, almost by instinct knowing how to best please the other.
And Lori confesses to her family her utter delight in enjoying lesbian love, allowing Taylor (who will own up to being actively and enthusiastically bisexual since high school), to teach her how to better love another woman. Both women consider pussy a delicacy, even more so when filled with a generous amount of hot semen. Many hours will pass with the men recovering while enjoying the erotic spectacle of mother and daughter eating each other's wet pussies.
New experiences will be had by all -- perhaps none greater than Taylor's leading the men to take Lori together. Lori will weep with joy, suspended between her two male lovers -- her husband's long cock deep in her ass while her son fucks her pussy. She is like an erotic rag doll -- impaled on two large dicks, her body in constant frenzy as she savors being completely filled by cockmeat.
Taylor enjoys those moments too and does what Lori cannot. Although there is much screaming, sweating and pain, Taylor somehow worms her brother's thick penis into her asshole, her orgasm resembling nothing so much as an erotic seizure -- breasts bouncing madly as she comes again and again and then screaming herself hoarse with incestuous pleasure as her father mounts her as well, her long, athletic body trapped between Teddy's and Dennis's insatiable cocks.
I am a long time bringing this sexual spectacle of biblical proportions to a close. Ten days will pass after the family first understands the truth before I can bring myself to intrude on their incestuous Eden. All are resting on the bed after a morning of making love. Teddy is on his back with his mother curled up beside him. Lori is idly fingering herself, occasionally lifting a semen covered finger to her mouth to suck languorously while she waits for her son to recover. Dennis and Taylor too have just finished making love. Dennis is on bottom, trying to catch his breath and his daughter is still riding him, making her orgasm linger as she works her cunt muscles around her father's shaft, delaying his eventual shrinking as she milks every little bit of sperm remaining in Dennis's cock.
"HAVE YOU FOUND ENLIGHTENMENT?" I say, scaring each of them momentarily. "HAVE YOU DISCOVERED YOUR TRUTH?"
The family look at each other, all eventually turning to the head of the family, knowing he should speak. Dennis sits up, wrapping his arms around his daughter, still slowly rocking on his dick. "I think we have found what you brought us here to find."
"AND WHAT IS THAT?" I ask.
Dennis pauses to consider his words, smiling as Taylor leans forward and nuzzles his neck, a little sigh escaping her lips. "The truth is...the truth is that we were blind. We did not see all the possibilities that God offers us -- all the ways of love that are there to be enjoyed and savored and relished."
"YES, THAT IS PART OF TRUTH. PLEASE GO ON."
Dennis nods and replies, "I think that here we found that we get too wrapped in old tradition and morals -- that we lost the meaning of what Jesus taught us -- that love is the greatest thing of all and that love is everywhere around us."
He glances over at Lori and smiles as he sees her slowly stroking their son's cock back to an erection. She is looking at her husband with loving pride and she looks up to the ceiling and says, "We learned that we shouldn't deny the love right in front of us and that love shared only produces more love."
"AND WHEN YOU LEAVE HERE -- WILL YOU CONTINUE TO PRACTICE THIS NEWLY DISCOVERED TRUTH?"
Dennis nods vigorously. "Absolutely!" He looks at each member of our family. "We have experienced a revelation of holy proportions. One would be a fool to deny God's offering of love. We will never give this up and we will, with the Lord's help, try and spread the word -- in our own way, join you in this missionary cause."
"THANK YOU -- I AM HONORED THAT YOU FEEL THAT WAY. I AM PLEASED TO HAVE HAD THE PRIVELEGE OF WITNESSING YOUR REBIRTH AND YOUR LOVE FOR EACH OTHER."
I confess that I am sad to see them leave -- they embody so much what I believe and want to share with the world. Come morning, they wake up back in the world, dressed and in their family van not three miles from their home. As always, the media descends upon them after the authorities announce their safe return. The family is grilled mercilessly by the various involved law enforcement agencies. They provide no more insight into their abduction than any of the previous "victims."
As our government offers up its latest salacious scandal, the media will eventually abandon the family and they will try and pick up the old threads of their lives and attempt to weave their new understanding of the world with their old ways. It is difficult. Dennis is a changed man and his congregation quickly picks up on it. His sermons of hellfire and brimstone are replaced with impassioned sermons on embracing the love that Jesus offers -- to be like him and embrace the concept of loving your fellow man and woman. His traditionalist church is not amused.
Nor are they happy with the more affectionate and passionate woman who is Dennis's wife. She embraces life more freely than ever before, her happiness exhibited in the sexier clothes she wears and the attitudes she expresses. When Taylor, who four months after the ordeal becomes pregnant, it is clear to both the family and the church that they are not compatible any longer and Dennis offers his resignation.
At this point, I send my representative, both with the compensatory boon contained within the bank deposit book in their name, but with an offer. Many people in the world assume that the enlightened ones who embrace family love have no use for religion, but nothing can be further from the truth. We are of many faiths and we, like everyone else, have need of spiritual guidance. I have served in that capacity, but acknowledge that I am just a layman in such matters. Our island has need of a minister and though my representative, I offer Dennis the position and he accepts.
I will be in the third row when Dennis delivers his first sermon, praying for everyone to find their god's blessings. I will be there when his and Taylor's new daughter is christened and proudly accept the duty as little Tina's godfather, a duty I hope to be offered again when Lori gives birth to Teddy's child. Lori, wise as only a mother can be is correct. "Love shared only produces more love."
Again, I pronounce the I-Room a success. I offer up prayers of happiness, knowing it will not be the last.
The End...for now.
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It was a perfect Florida summer day -- the powerful heat blunted by the fresh breeze coming off the Gulf of Mexico. I glanced at my mother standing across from me, looking even lovelier than ever -- her almost flawless skin just a bit red over her tan and her dark hair being gently blown around by the wind from the sea. Mom was wearing a strapless off the shoulder, red dress, her bountiful breasts almost spilling out from the low cut front, the material clinging on by virtue of prayer and Mom's erect nipples. The hem was at mid thigh, showing off Mom's shapely legs and the dress clung tightly to her, accentuating every luscious curve of her beautiful body. If I hadn't already been head over heels in love with Mom, I would have fallen for her right then.
The sound of the surf mixed wonderfully with the music of two guitars playing softly near us with the murmurs of those gathered together for the ceremony underlying everything. I could hear the laughter and shouts of children playing with a dog further on down the beach. I smiled at Mom and she smiled back, filling my heart with something so wonderful and powerful that it needs a better name than love.
In front of us, I heard the minister clear his throat and say in a happy voice, "Would everyone please stand." Mom winked at me and blew me a kiss. It was a beautiful day for a wedding. The guitars shifted from the classical piece they were playing into the Wedding March and Mom and I turned along with the twenty-five or so people gathered and watched as my Aunt Debbie and my best friend Molly came walking hand in hand down between the rows of folding chairs set up in the sand.
Molly looked incredibly beautiful as only a bride can -- wearing a white dress -- complete with veil, but ignoring the tradition of long dress and train. I can honestly say, I've never seen a shorter hemline on a wedding dress, ending just south of her crotch and showing off her well toned and curvaceous legs. She went barefoot in deference to the sand and the whole ensemble worked for her.
Debbie, throwing all conventions to the wind, had chosen a scandalous dark blue halter dress that was little more than straps across her enhanced breasts attached to a short skirt. I had to smile at the glow on my aunt's face -- she was truly smitten by my sometimes lover and college classmate, Molly. The two women were on first look a seeming mismatch -- Deb blonde, tall and athletic and Molly dark haired, short and voluptuous, but once you saw them look at each other, you realized that they were soul mates.
They came to a halt between Mom and me, each passing us loving glances before they took each other's hands. The minister -- a burly, bearded, fellow who introduced himself only as Steinbeck and was some kind of non-denominational cleric, gave everyone a big smile and began. "Dearly beloved -- we are gathered here today in the sight of God as witnesses to the marriage of Molly and Debbie as they pledge their love to each other and join in the holy bonds of matrimony."
Steinbeck smiled out at all those present -- mostly Deb's friends and Molly's aged grandmother, a wizened old woman who had loudly declared earlier, "That girl should be with whoever she wants. I got pushed into marrying her granddaddy and I had to put up with that miserable son-of-a-bitch for fifty-three years!" Molly had known that her family would be outraged when she announced she was "marrying" another woman and her father was quick to disown her, but you could tell when you saw her looking at Debbie, that all that crap didn't matter. The fact that her grandmother had accepted her invitation to attend their wedding meant the world to her.
"Whatever the laws and conventions of society may say, today we rejoice as these two wonderful ladies take the love that is within them and by joining as a couple, combine their love to make something that cannot be anything but holy in the sight of God," intoned Steinbeck. "If there be any who would deny them this sacred act, let them speak now or forever hold their peace."
I don't know who had the more forbidding look as folks scanned the crowd -- the minister, myself or Molly's grandmother. There was nothing but a sea of smiles among those gathered. Steinbeck's scowl fell away and his beatific smile reemerged and he continued. "Debbie, here in front of these witnesses and God Almighty, do you vow to love, honor and cherish Molly for all time?"
Aunt Debbie's eyes were brimming with happy tears as she nodded and then almost giggled as she remembered she had to speak, "With all my heart, I do!"
The minister turned to Molly and said, "Molly, here in front of these witnesses and God Almighty, do you vow to love, honor and cherish Debbie for all time?"
Molly face was streaked with tears of joy as she said in voice quavering with excitement, "With all my heart, I do!"
Steinbeck nodded in satisfaction and said, "Molly and Debbie would like to share their own vows with you all."
He nodded and Molly spoke up first, turning to Debbie and slipping her own hands into the grasp of the older woman. "Debbie, my darling. I knew what love was before I met you, but you have shown me just how truly wonderful love can be. I am yours heart and soul, now and forever. I love you, sugar."
Debbie sighed and replied, "My wonderful Molly. You've made an old gal's heart young again and reminded me how wonderful it is not only to love, but to be in love. I am yours, heart and soul, now and forever. I love you, Molly."
I think we all did sort of a communal, "Awww." I looked at Mom and saw tears in her eyes and she looked at me with the same burning emotions that her sister and Molly were showing.
The minister said, "The rings, please." Molly and Debbie turned and took the simple gold bands that Mom and I held in our hands.
As Molly and Debbie repeated the words, "With this ring, I thee wed," Mom and I stared at each other and Mom mouthed the word, "Soon," to me and even silent, it held so much promise that I could feel my cock stirring in my slacks.
"I now pronounce you married in the eyes of God," intoned Steinbeck. "You may both kiss the bride!" Everyone laughed and Molly and Debbie came together, their bodies seeming to fit perfectly as they kissed, tongues hungrily dancing in unison. "Ladies and Gentlemen, I present to you, Debbie and Molly Hamilton-Cash!" We all began to applaud and then there was simply a press of folks coming forward and for a few minutes a lot of hugs and kisses -- a surprising number of which were very passionate.
Then Mom was in my arms and we were kissing and I felt that delicious and naughty charge that I always got when French kissing my own mother in front of other people -- some who knew we were mother and son and others who were totally oblivious. Either way, it was exciting and it felt good to have Mom's lush body pressing against mine, feeling her heartbeat, her pulse racing as our tongues twirled and dueled.
Those sweet sensations were suddenly tripled as Debbie and Molly closed in on us and suddenly I had Debbie sucking on my tongue while Mom and Molly kissed passionately. When my aunt sets her mind to it, she can make your head spin with just her lips and tongue and she certainly had me dizzy with desire before she passed me along to Molly who was rubbing up against me as she seemed to climb up my body and press her lips to mind, whispering, "I've never been so happy, sugar and I have you and your family to thank for it!" before she and I locked lips and kissed.
I was vaguely aware of muffled and contented sighs from beside us and managed to spare a glance over to see Mom and Debbie kissing, hands roaming knowingly over each other's bodies. My bulge in my pants was beginning to feel insistent and a remote part of my mind was calculating where and when I get my mother alone and do something about it.
Molly's hand palmed the tent in my pants and she giggled as she slowly rubbed it. Breaking our kiss, saliva in stringers between our barely parted lips, she said teasingly, "Sweet Lord, John! If our wedding turns you on this much, you'll be fucking your mother right in front of the preacher when it's your turn!"
Everyone laughed around us and again a thrill rippled through me as this reference to our incestuous behavior seemed not to create even a stir with Debbie's friends. No wonder she loved this bohemian little town so much!
"All right everyone, the reception is in our back yard!" called out my aunt. Why don't y'all get moseying that way and let's get this party rolling!" There was a lot of hurrahing and cheers and at the prospect of booze and free food, the entire wedding party began to move off the beach.
Molly gave me another cock swelling kiss and then after Debbie rubbed my obvious erection and collected her bride, they moved off into the crowd. I saw Molly's grandmother take the Minister Steinbeck's arm and stroll off towards Debbie's and Molly's home and suddenly I found myself alone with my mother.
Mom slipped into my arms again, her arms wrapping around my neck as she let her meaty breasts pillow against my chest. Somehow, even without seeming to move, I could feel her voluptuous body rub against mine. Mom kissed me and the world just went away. All that remained was my mother and me, tongues dancing while we felt our hearts beat together as one. I had one hand running down her back and under her skirt and was thrilled to discover Mom wasn't wearing panties, cupping her meaty cheek in my hand, trailing one finger along the crack of her ass.
We kissed for a long time, long enough for me to start leaking precum. I wanted, no needed to fuck Mom in the worse way. Mom sensed it and she rubbed her stomach against my bulging pants until I was ready to cum and then eased off. Mom's eyes were full of naughty secrets as she whispered, "I love you, son!"
She put her head against my chest, her breath warm and delicious against my shirt. "I love you, Mom!" I replied.
I took her right hand and put it against the tent in my crotch and she giggled and rubbed it just for a moment, saying, "We need to be careful. We don't want to let this big thing go to waste."
I let my free hand slip over her belly and then up to cup Mom's large breast. A thick, swollen nipple slipped out from the low cut front and Mom shivered as I rubbed it with my thumb. "What do you say we find a hiding spot in the sand and make love, Mom?" I asked.
Mom almost purred and replied, "Right now, I'd just like to fuck like wild animals, son, but..." Mom let out a long suffering sigh, "Right now, we're supposed to be helping out at the reception." She kissed me again, slowly and deeply and then winking at me, took me by the hand and we began the walk back to her sister's bungalow. On the way, I reached over and tucked her nipple away, letting out a long suffering sigh myself.
We walked slowly, my arm around Mom's naked shoulders, fingers idly brushing the half top of her soft tit, not saying a word, just savoring the presence of each other. I loved it. I loved just being with my mother all the time now. I had only graduated about seven weeks ago, but already the world had changed so much.
Graduation had been a blur. Mom and the twins and Aunt Debbie had descended upon Chicago -- the presence of the twins making it awkward and achingly difficult for Mom and me to be our true selves. My brothers were filled with excitement for their own impending high school graduation which would immediately be followed by their joining their respective military branches.
It had been a tough few months for them as they came to terms with our father's death and then dealing with the twin shocks of learning Dad had left them a lake cabin in Wisconsin and that Mom was selling the house and moving back to Kentucky. Mom had been shocked to learn about the cabin too, but her anger at the Old Man's secret hideout was muted by realizing it gave her younger sons a 'home' to come back too.
It wasn't said aloud, but we all knew -- the twins were their father's sons and once they left, Mom and to even a greater extent, me, were out of their lives. I know that they loved Mom in their own way, but to them, she was someone who would soon no longer truly matter in their immediate lives. Mom and I have always made sure they knew they were welcome, but in all the years since, contact has been sporadic at best and almost always initiated by Mom and me.
Mom decided that the boys would be allowed to stay at a local hotel alone during their visit for my graduation and to "save money" Mom would stay at my apartment on the couch and to help me pack up. It worked out rather well. The boys stayed out of trouble, content with hotel cable and beer and pizza provided by me and I spent most of the weekend making love with our mother.
It was bittersweet in a way. It was time to move on, but Mom and I had such wonderful memories of my apartment. It was there, just two Christmases past that we had first made love, sweet, incestuous memories that we devoted ourselves to reliving as much as possible that last weekend.
We saw little of Debbie and Molly as well, their love affair exploding with as much passion as Mom and I shared. They seemed made for each other, both with a seemingly inexhaustible capacity for making love. During spring break, Molly had flown down to Florida to be with Debbie and she had returned with a weary, but heavenly smile on her face and an engagement ring on her finger. It was during our post graduation dinner that they asked Mom and me to stand up with them at their wedding in July and while my brothers just sat there looking poleaxed, we both said yes, amid passionate kisses and hugs.
Two weeks later, we all applauded as the boys walked across their high school football field and collected their diplomas and a week later as Mom wept and I was rather misty eyed myself, we dropped the boys off at their enlistment depots and suddenly and finally, it was just Mom and me.
I'd like to tell you we went home and immediately went to bed and fucked our brains out until we passed out. That didn't happen. Truth is, we barely made it past the front door, before we were ripping our clothes off and touching, caressing, biting and sucking on each other. Our first time alone was on the living room carpet, clothes strewn every which way, Mom naked and on her back, legs spread wide as I slipped my erection into her wet pussy, kissing my mother hungrily, biting and sucking her lips as I began to thrust in and out of her sweet cunt.
It was now us, just us, no one to worry about catching us or surprising us. We were free to be a couple -- never again alone, but together, united in our incestuous love forever. We planned to be married in October when the leaves are so incredibly beautiful, but that was truly the moment that we made our vows, unspoken and unformed but complete and permanent. We fucked as mother and son. We fucked as husband and wife. We fucked as soulmates. We fucked and became one.
When I began to shoot my hot semen into Mom's milking cunt, Mom let out a great wail of pleasure that I had never heard from her before, the orgasmic cries of a woman truly free to express herself and I joined her, roaring out my delight and joy and pleasure at our incestuous lovemaking.
For a week, we barely stopped making love, limited only by the demands of the human body for sleep and food and we tried our damnedest to incorporate our fucking into those activities as well. The entire house reeked of pussy and semen as we fucked and sucked and tried to sate ourselves of our hunger for each other and never succeeding. In all these years, I've never satisfied my desire to have my mother and I never will.
We stopped only when the moving people called to set a date for collecting and shipping those belongings of Mom's and myself to Kentucky and to close down our house. Even then, as we worked feverishly to get the house packed up and ready to go, we could barely keep our hands off each other. It was the beginning of our honeymoon, one we have never truly stopped taking -- even today.
But, somehow we did get it finished and good thing too. Mom already had a buyer for the house and our new home -- Mama Polly's old house was ready to move into. Mom had been very busy. During Spring Break, I had driven her to Kentucky and in a whirlwind of activity, Mom had engaged the services of Bill, her friend, Emma's husband, to serve as the building contractor to do work on our new home.
Mom hired Bill to have the house remodeled completely, redoing the wiring and plumbing and adding central air and heat. What Mom had planned was to expand the back end of the house, adding a downstairs guestroom, a bathroom and increasing the size of the kitchen, while upstairs expanding Polly's old room into what would be our master bedroom complete with a bath as well as expand the old bathroom.
Mom fortunately had the money to burn from the Old Man's life insurance and Bill brought in really talented and competent people who had worked fast all spring so that by mid June, we could move in. Mom walked around with a huge smile as we toured it with Bill and Emma. Emma expressed amazement that Mom had kept the old kitchen table and despite having a modern range installed, had kept the old wood burning stove in one corner.
"I swear, Carrie -- you know you can get a beautiful table for this room -- hell, Bill here could make you one to order!" Emma said.
Mom just shook her head and replied while running her hand over the old rough surface and looking at me, "Oh no, I have too many good memories of this old table to get rid of it." She winked at me and added, "And I hope to make some new memories with it as well."
Later on, Mom and I were standing outside, admiring the way Bill and his folks had made the new addition seem almost part of the original house, when it hit me. "Mom, there's just the two of us and we have a five bedroom house. What're we gonna do with all that space?"
Mom just smiled at me and turned around to kiss me, her arms around my neck. "It's just us now, but you know how life is -- you never know when things might change!" Mom kissed me then, long and deep and when we were finished, Mom whispered, "John, I want a baby. I want to have my son's baby and raise him or her right here."
I felt my heart begin to beat and as my cock began to stir, I saw that hungry gleam in my mother's eyes. We moved as one, me lifting Mom up as she wrapped her legs around my waist and I carried her back up onto the porch and into the living room. It was a warm spring day and my skin was slick with sweat from the effort of carrying Mom and my muscles were throbbing and swelling, but somehow I managed to carry Mom to the kitchen and set her down on the old kitchen table. "Let's make some memories, Mom," I gasped as I began to tug her blouse over her head while she fumbled with my belt and kicked off her sneakers.
Mom groaned as I leaned over and sucked her unfettered breasts and replied, "Fuck memories, let's make a baby, son!" I felt my jeans slide down my legs to pool at my feet and Mom lifted her sweet ass up so I could tug her jeans off her, revealing her thick pelt of black pubic hair, already split by her swollen labia, revealing glistening pink flesh. I groaned happily as Mom's hand stroked my hard cock, thick and long and always hungering for her hot and steamy womb.



Mom scooted to the edge of the kitchen table, spreading her legs wide, allowing her cunt flesh to spread open to welcome my cock. "Fuck me, John. Fuck me and make Momma a baby!"
I responded by thrusting forward, sinking my cock deep into her slick, fiery flesh, her pussy walls wrapping my shaft in their wet and loving embrace, and sighing, "I love you, Mom!"
Our bodies slapped wetly together as I sank into Mom's cunt to the hilt, her thick pubic hair entangling with mine. I pulled Mom to me as her feet hooked around my legs and her thighs tightened against mine. We kissed as our bodies began lunging and bucking at each other, our breath whistling noisily as our tongues curled round each other, our hands busy caressing and cupping.
I could smell that sweet jasmine scent of Mom's mingling with our sweat and the aroma of sex. I could see the excitement in Mom's eyes as we made love. It was never less than intense between us, but whenever the thought of us making a child of our love was brought up, our lovemaking changed into something greater, hungrier and more erotic. We lost ourselves as the basic human urge to procreate merged with the delicious incestuous nature of our love to take us to a new plane of existence.
The entire world winnowed down to just us and we became so much more aware of each other, becoming cognizant of every molecule of each other's body. My erect penis thrust through Mom's lubricated flesh, bathed in her hot juices as I pressed into her womb again and again. I could feel Mom's nipples, hard and swollen, scraping against my chest, not quite sure when she had unbuttoned my shirt. Mom's heels dug into my ass cheeks as she tried to work my cock deeper into her tightening cunt. Mom hunched herself into me, her ass coming closer and closer to slipping off the edge of the table.
Mom's tongue rolled insistently around mine, doing things that made me almost dizzy with lust and urging closer and closer to the brink. Mom groaned into my mouth as my cock head swelled and I could feel my sperm surging upwards from my balls. Mom slipped forward and then seemed to jump free of the table, her legs tightening around my waist.
"OH GOD YESSSS, JOHN! GIVE ME YOUR CUM! FUCK ME HARD AND DEEP AND GIVE ME A BABYYYYY!" Mom cried out as her weight drove her down deeper on my cock and I began filling her womb with hot semen. For what seemed both too short a time and all of eternity, Mom and I stood there, two beings joined as one, stiffly quivering, awash in the storm of our mutual orgasm -- my seed filling up Mom's clasping cunt.
Finally, we came back to Earth and exhausted from our baby making efforts, we both laid down on the sturdy, weathered table and tried to catch our breath. We looked at each other and then up at the ceiling, at the joists and beams and wood, hammered together by Mama Polly's father before the beginning of the twentieth century.
"We're home, aren't we?" I breathed, taking Mom's hand and squeezing it gently.
Mom sighed and she looked at me with such love in her eyes and said, "Yes, son, we're home -- finally and forever."
The movers arrived two days later with the few fragments of our old lives we had chosen to keep which hadn't been much at all, especially for Mom. I kidded her when we drove away from the house in for the first time that I had more clothes than she did. Mom had given most of what she called her dowdy housewife clothes to the Goodwill and was in the process of rebuilding her wardrobe to better meet her own exhibitionist desires.
When we had been apart from family, as I have often mentioned, Mom's wardrobe reflected her long suppressed urges to flaunt her voluptuous and sexy body. Short dresses with scoop necklines -- tight fitting clothes that showed off her curves, shorts and halter tops and tube tops that left more of her luscious ass and tits exposed than it covered up, along with sexy heels and shoes that accentuated her lovely legs. Mom was having a ball clothes shopping and I loved helping her, watching her pick out more daring outfits than I had had the courage to suggest. Everyday was a wonderful day in which Mom showed off to me and the rest of the world jiggling tit flesh and her sexy legs and bare shoulders!
When the movers arrived, I had another surprise for her -- one that I'd saved months for and had had to be a little sneaky in arranging. As Mom supervised the movers (who were ogling her in her red tube top and short denim shorts), directing various boxes and furniture to various rooms, she just stopped and stared as they unloaded from the truck the frame of a brass rail bed. The older of the two movers worked a cigar around in his mouth, his eyes roaming enviously over Mom's lush body and said, "So, where you want the bed, lady?"
I came up behind Mom and ran my arms around her waist. "She'll want it in the master bedroom." I gave them directions to the room while Mom whirled around in my arms and gasped, "John, where did you get that? It looks exactly like the one in that inn we stayed at!"
I was grinning like the proverbial Cheshire cat and I said, "It is the same bed. I bought it and arranged for the movers to pick it up on their way down. It's a wedding gift to you a few months early."
Mom's lip trembled and tears began to trickle down her face and then she was showering my faces with kisses and sobbing, "I love you! I never imagined...no-one ever did something like that for me before!" I got more hugs and the kisses became more passionate, drawing chuckles from the movers as they passed by several more times before Mom calmed down. Of course, by then, I was pretty worked up, but Mom just grinned when I suggested we take a walk up the hill, saying, "Oh no. I want you saving it up till tonight when we get our bed set up and break it in right!"
As frustrated as I was at that moment, it was all worth it as I discovered when that evening after we had bid the movers goodbye and had set the bed up, getting the new mattresses situated on it and I was sitting naked on clean sheets and Mom emerged from the bathroom. I could feel my heart begin to pound and my cock, already erect, stiffened and slapped against my belly.
Mom's long black hair with just a few sexy streaks of gray had been brushed out and hung over her bare shoulders. She had on a filmy green negligee of sorts that seemed to wrap around her in wispy layers, but was almost completely transparent, her meaty, slightly sagging breasts hanging proudly on her chest and her thick dark bush stood out between her pale, flawless thighs. She was wearing a pair of four inch high heels that drew attention to her shapely calves. Mom had added the perfect finishing touch -- a black ribbon tied around her neck, holding a cameo I had given her when I was younger.
"Oh, Mom, you're beautiful!" I murmured as she approached, smiling that naughty smile of hers that promised so much -- a smile full of wicked carnality and sexual hunger.
I started to rise up, but Mom pushed me back and leaned over and kissed me, her tongue snaking into my mouth while her hand wrapped around my cock and slowly stroked me. "I love you, son!" Mom sighed against my lips. Silently, using her hands she urged me back on the bed until I was on my back, head on the pillows. Mom straddled me, resting her hairy bush against my throbbing cock and rocking slowly back and forth, her wet, slick lips sliding along the shaft of my cock. "Tonight, Momma shows her son how much she loves him," Mom said softly, her voice husky with desire.
My hands went to her waist, slipping in between the folds of the silky negligee, but to my surprise Mom shook her head and with a smile full of secrets, pulled my hands free and then drew my right hand up to the brass rails of the bed. "Tonight, John, Momma's in total control," she murmured.
I looked on in totally amazement as she pulled at the negligee and a long strand of the transparent green cloth came free. Mom leaned into me, her breasts dragging across my chest as she proceeded to tie my hand to the railing. "Um, Mom? What are you doing?" I asked.
Mom just replied, "Shhhh," and took my other arm and pulling loose another strand of green, silky cloth, tied my other hand to the brass bed as well. Sitting up, Mom wiggled atop my cock and smiled at her handiwork. "Now then, I have you just where I want you, John," she said.
I have to say, I was excited. My cock was throbbing madly and it was all I could do not to blow my wad right then and there. "Sooo, what are you doing, Mom?" I asked again.
Mom started pulling more of the wraparound negligee away from her body as she answered. "Just a little fantasy I've had for a while and now that we're home, sweetheart..." Mom leaned in and brushed my lips with hers, her tongue trailing over my mouth. "Now that we're in our home, I thought I would live out my fantasy."
Mom's hips undulated atop me, her pussy dripping with hot juices that were bathing my cock. "Son, I'm going to fuck you all night long and you're just going to have to lie back and love it." Mom lifted herself off me, my cock rising along with her, seeking her heat and wetness, until the head of my cock slipped between her lips and found her warm and succulent opening. "Ahhhhhmmmmmmm, yessssss," Mom hissed as she began to move back down, my cock spearing inside her as she enveloped it within her sticky-slick hot cunt.
Mom was the perfect image of a carnal whore as she sat on my cock, her eyes closing as she bit her lower lip with her sexy overbite, savoring the wonderful and incestuous sensation of her son's cock filling her motherly pussy. "My god, I love you so much, John," Mom whispered as she began to ride me.
I wanted to tell her I loved her too, but I was biting my lip as I struggled not to lose control in the midst of the sweetest sensation a son can know, the feeling of his mother's pussy wrapped around his hard cock. I groaned with pleasure as Mom's hot flesh caressed by cock as it worked its way up and down my shaft. My eyes shifted back and forth between my mother's lovely face, now twisted with carnal pleasure, and her bouncing, rolling breasts -- nipples swollen like ripe strawberries ready to explode.
Mom's knees pressed into my sides as she fucked me and the room seemed to grow hot, the heat building outward from our joined crotches, causing our bodies to become slick with fucksweat. "I love your cock, son!" Mom called out again and again in a sing-song voice as she rode me, her back arching and causing her tits to be thrust out, her hands caressing the heavy bags of flesh, pinching and pulling her nipples as she squirmed astride me, somehow seeming to take me deeper with each movement.
We were both aware of a third participant in our love making as the bed began to squeak and groan as Mom bounced up and down on my cock. Its protesting creaks ran counterpoint to our cries and moans as we fucked and Mom stroked my chest with her hand and grinned happily at me, letting me know how much she loved how her new brass bed amplified the noises of our incestuous fucking. With each new noise from our bed, Mom's excitement seemed to escalate and I could sense her approaching climax.
Mom' hot juices turned to scalding cream as her orgasm swept over her and I could not hold out any longer and Mom's sudden cries of pleasure were joined by me bellowing, "FUCK, I LOVE YOU, MOMMMM!" as I began ejaculating thick streamers of semen inside her pussy. My body convulsed with pleasure and I flung my pelvis upwards, seeking to pierce Mom's womb deeper as I flooded her with hot sperm. Mom stiffened with sexual elation, her body becoming almost perfectly still until her pleasure began to make her body first quiver and then shudder as her orgasm ripped through her.
Mom collapsed, pressing her face against mine as her body heaved with aftershocks, kissing me between gasps for breath while her cunt continued to massage my cock, refusing to let it go flaccid. My flood of hot seed became a trickle and I dueled tongues with Mom until we both had to stop or pass out from lack of air.
Finally, Mom's breathing relaxed and she began to purr, her breath warm against my neck. "That...that, Mom was fantastic," I wheezed.
Mom nuzzled my neck and whispered, "John, my darling, you aint seen nothing yet!" She giggled and said, "I love my bed, son. I love hearing it -- hearing the noise of fucking!" To illustrate, Mom began to slowly roll her hips, my still mostly erect cock responding to the caress of her cunt walls. In turn, we heard a soft creak of metal as the bedsprings began to respond to Mom's loving movements.
Mom was still shaky from her earlier exertions and as she mewled as pleasure began to work its way through her again, she leaned forward, using the brass rail headboards for support as she began to rock back and forth on my now massively stiff cock again. Mom's huge, pendulous breasts swung back and forth over my face and I watched them hungrily until she leaned forward a little more and I raised my head and snapped my teeth onto one of her nipples.
"OHHHHHYESSSS!" Mom squealed, her whole body shaking as I nipped and sucked at her tit, holding her hard, rubbery nipple in place with my teeth and rolling my tongue over the very tip of the thick and swollen nub. Again, Mom bathed my cock with her steaming juices, but now that I had cummed, I knew I would last and I began to buck, thrusting my crotch upwards to meet her descending pelvis.
The bed shook and screeched as Mom hung on as she rode into orgasm again, her pussy clamping tightly around my penis while her body shivered and quaked. When she began to calm down, I let go of her nipple and caught the other tit with my mouth before she could move and her body, reacting to the pain and pleasure my mouth and cock provided sent her over the edge again.
Long minutes passed as we fucked slowly, my mouth chewing on Mom's nipples until my jaws ached while Mom rose and fell and rose again on my cock, her orgasm waxing and waning again and again. The intense gratification seemed to go on and on, taking us to almost unbearable heights until Mom was wailing, tears falling from her face to splatter against my cheeks, begging me to, "Cummmmm, Johnnnnn -- please, son, cummmm in Momma's pussy!"
I held out as long as I could, but eventually as Mom collapsed on top of me, her cunt spasming around my aching cock, I cried out, "I love you, Mom -- cumming for you, MOM!" and I again emptied my load in Mom's wet and steaming womb.
We were both exhausted and by the time we had regained our breath, Mom was softly snoring on top of me, my semi-erect cock still buried inside her semen drenched cunt. Tied up, I could do little more than enjoy the sweet sensations that Mom's body offered and went to sleep myself savoring her touch.
The rest of the night was a bit hazy -- full of sleepy time fucking and at one point sucking as Mom cleaned my cock of our mixed juices. I awoke at one point to find Mom's hairy pussy rubbing against my face while she swirled her tongue around my sensitive penis and I happily tongued her to another orgasm, lapping up her juices and my own semen in the process.
I also discovered a strange and exciting experience. Now, Mom and I are not big fans of wet play, but that first real night in our home, Mom introduced me to something I never even dreamed of. I had been awaked by an intense need to urinate and realized Mom wasn't on the bed. Then I heard the toilet flush and Mom reappeared, beautiful in the dim light of the room, naked with bed tousled hair. She smiled at me as I said, "Thank God, you're awake. Mom, I need to pee something awful!"
Mom stopped and laughed and replied, "Okay, so go ahead."
I laughed in response and tried to move my arms, still tied to the bed. "Hello -- some kinky woman tied your son up!"
Mom found this funny and said, "Oh yeah? Well, I told you, you're mine all night and I'm not untying you."
I bet I looked desperate because Mom shook her head and turned around and headed back to the bathroom. "Hang on, son. I'll see if I can find something to help you out." She returned a minute later with an old long necked plastic flower vase. "Here you go, son. Piss in this."
Mom climbed up in the bed and taking my cock in hand, aimed it at the vase's opening. "Um, Mom. I don't know about this." I said.
My mother giggled and said, "Go ahead and pee. I'll make sure you don't make a mess." Mom thought this was hilarious and kept giggling while I struggled with the moment. You all went through toilet training as toddlers and know the dilemma I was facing. It's damned near impossible to urinate when someone else is guiding your penis and you're lying down. All those old instincts kick in and your body tries to resist.
The pressure was intense and strangely erotic, I could feel and see my cock begin to erect. "Mom, you're going to have to let me up. I can't..."
Mom leaned in and whispered in my ear, "You have to trust me, John. Momma knows best." Mom's tongue flickered out and danced around the outer shell of my ear. "Let it go, son," she said softly. And I did. I began to piss -- you know the feeling -- that sweet pleasure when you can finally can achieve release? I was experiencing that and more -- the pleasure of emptying my bladder and just letting everything relax was intense -- perhaps not on the scale of an orgasm, but close, very, very close!
Afterwards, as Mom took care of the vase, I lay there, again catching my breath and not for the first or last time, considered how so very much my world was changing! And of course, I was thinking that same thing again as Mom and I walked back from Molly and Deb's wedding ceremony.
Mom giggled as she gazed down at the even more prominent bulge in my slacks and said, "Yum, I wonder what you're thinking about, sweetheart?"
I laughed and said, "Well, truth is, if I'm around you, Mom -- I'm usually hard, but I was thinking back to our first night at Mama Polly's -- breaking in your brass bed."
Mom cozied up closer to me, her mostly exposed breast rubbing against my arm and said, "Mmmmmm -- that was a fun night. I already miss our new bed!" She reached down and rubbed her palm against my bulge. "And I miss this big thing too! We've been so busy today, we've not had a chance to make love!"
I made a face and growled, "Not for lack of trying! Maybe we can find a closet or something at Deb's while everyone is partying."
Mom stuck her tongue out at me. "Patience, baby. Momma promises you'll get some relief before the night is over." She laughed when I rolled my eyes and then we were back at Deb's and the party. Despite my blue balls, it was a wonderful party, full of laughter and food and drink. Debbie's friends were a very accepting and hedonistic bunch and it was nice not having to hide my feelings about Mom and knowing that we could just be ourselves -- affectionate and loving with each other and receiving only approving or at worse, envious stares when we kissed or embraced or cuddled during the evening.
My only bad moment of the evening was when wedding presents were opened and I realized I didn't have a clue what Mom and I had gotten Debbie and Molly. I cornered Mom and questioned her, but she just shook her head and said, "We'll give them their present in private, later." She then smiled lovingly at me and said not another word, even though I pressed her several times about the matter.
Finally, the evening began to wind down and the guests started to drift out in couples or small groups. Molly asked me to drive her grandmother back to her hotel as her original ride, Steinbeck was passed out drunk and being carried out by several other guests.
The old woman didn't say much during the ride, but seemed to be studying me as I drove along the coast road. Finally, as I pulled up in front of her hotel, she turned and said, "Thank you, John." I walked her up to her room and she shook my hand and as I turned to leave, she reached out and squeezed my arm. "You love your mother, boy?"



"Yes, ma'am, I do," I replied, feeling my face get warm under her scrutinizing stare.
She nodded. "Well, you make a good couple and Molly thinks the world of you both. I reckon it will all work out for you two." She tightened her grip on my arm. "I expect you to keep an eye on my little girl too. You're the man of that family now. Be a good one!"
The old lady let go of me and stepped inside the doorway. She turned and grinned at me -- I knew where Molly got her charming smile now. "Family loving aint so bad, I reckon. Doubt Molly's ever heard the stories about my great grandparents. Come over from Ireland, they did. Lots of stories about how Great-granddaddy married a woman half his age." Molly's grandmother winked at me. "Some of those stories say my Great-granny was really his daughter. Not that it matters -- they shore loved each other and aint that all that matters?" She nodded her head and closed the door as I stared in mouth wide open shock.
I don't remember much of the drive back, but agreed with Molly's grandmother about family loving and I was anxious to pick up Mom and take her back to our hotel room and work on some family loving of our own. We'd taken a room nearby to give Molly and Debbie privacy on their wedding night before they took a flight out to Aruba for their honeymoon.
When I got back to Debbie's and Molly's house, it appeared deserted. All the guests' cars were gone. I walked in to find Mom sitting on the couch, her sexy red dress hiked up above her thighs, revealing her thick bush and a very wet pussy. Mom had two fingers slowly rubbing her wet, aroused cunt, her face flushed red with desire. She beckoned me to sit next to her and then she kissed me hungrily, her thick tongue thrusting into my mouth, seeking a playmate. When she was finished, I was red-faced and hard as steel. My hand slipped to her thigh and moved upwards, feeling the heat coming off of her cunt.
Mom moved to stop me, taking my hand in hers and in a quiet voice, said, "John, we need to talk."
Mom's quiet but serious tone pulled me up short. "Is something wrong, Mom?"
My mother shook her head and gave me a gentle smile. "No, baby -- everything's fine. We need to discuss Molly's and your Aunt Deb's wedding present."
"Um...okay. What is it anyway? Why's it been such a big secret?"
Mom took my hand and kissed it. She reached out and stroked my face and replied, "John, your aunt and Molly have asked me to ask you for something." Mom paused and took a deep breath. "Son, Molly and Debbie want to have a baby and they want you to be the father."
Okay, I admit, I didn't see that one coming. I stared at Mom in complete and utter shock and when I could finally reply, said, "Um...what?"
Mom nodded and said, "Molly and Deb want to have a family and want you to be the baby's father."
My head began to spin and I felt this incredible well of emotions erupting. "A baby? For Molly and Aunt Deb -- um, me be the father." I shook my head, trying unsuccessfully to clear it. "Mom, um...I always thought I would have a family with you. Having a baby with someone else...I don't know. I can't see having a child and not being a part of its life and I want to have a child with you..."
Mom nodded and replied, "Oh son, I want that too, but I've been off the pill for a while and God knows we've tried and I'm forty-three now and it might not happen." Mom cast her eyes down and I could see her lower lip tremble as she struggled to keep control. Finally, she looked back up at me, her hazel eyes misty with tears. "John, I want to spend my life with you, but I want you to have a chance to know how wonderful it is to have a child -- to be a parent.
"You're not just a sperm donor here. Molly and Deb want you to be a father in every way for this baby. You will be...we both will be as much a part of his or her life as we want." Mom smiled and added, "And if I might just be a bit of a conceited future grandmother, I think you and Molly would have beautiful babies."
My mind was still reeling, but I will confess I already found the possibility exciting. I loved Molly and Debbie -- in truth, if Mom and I had never found our true way, I think I would have proposed to Molly. To imagine that she and I might create a child -- well, it made my cock hard!
"Mom, are you sure about this?" I asked, reaching out and taking her hand.
She nodded and said, "Yes, son. I know you're in shock. I was when Molly and Debbie first asked me, but I think that giving them a baby -- making a child with two wonderful, loving people...well, how can it be wrong?"
I nodded in agreement and replied, "Okay, then...so what, um, do I do?"
Mom looked at me with a silly smirk and then her lip trembled as she struggled for control and then Mom was almost on the floor as she began to laugh, almost choking as she answered me, "Ohhh, John. I know you know how to make babies!" And then Mom was laughing again until she had to wipe the tears from her eyes. I felt stupid for asking the question the way I had, but had to laugh at myself too.
Finally, when Mom had recovered, I asked, "Okay, so what is the plan here anyway?"
Mom giggled and replied, "Well, Debbie and Molly are in their bedroom -- Debbie's been getting Molly ready for your big cock and Molly is ovulating right now, so...I know you've been dying to get some relief all day. Let's go tell the newlyweds that you said yes and then let's give them our wedding present!"
Mom stood up and leading me by the hand, walked me to the master bedroom. As she opened the door, she called out. "Who's ready to get knocked up?"
We stepped into the bedroom to behold a lovely sight. Molly was lying on the bed, propped up on pillows, naked as the day she was born. Her face and chest were flushed and her hair was wet with sweat as Debbie lay between her legs and was tonguing her shaved pussy. Molly opened her eyes and gasped, "So, sugar, you're gonna do it? You'll make a baby with us?"
She gave a little squeal as Debbie rolled her tongue over her partner's swollen clitoris before sitting up and grinning as she replied, "Of course John will do it -- we're family after all and a loving family at that!" My Aunt Deb slithered off the bed and stalked towards me, giving me that lusty look of hers that had me almost creaming in my slacks. I felt almost hypnotized by her carnal stare, scarcely aware that Mom was unbuttoning my shirt and pulling it off me.
My statuesque and naked aunt came up and placed her hands on my bare chest as she rose up and kissed me, her tongue coated with Molly's pussy cream. As she shared Molly's sweet juices with me, her hands joined with Mom's to undo my slacks and free my aching cock. When I was naked, my sexy aunt squatted down in front of me, taking my cock in hand and stroking me gently. "Are you ready to give us a baby," she cooed, her tongue flicking out to tease my erect penis.
"Are you ready to fuck my Molly pregnant?" Debbie added as she rose up and kissed me again, joining with Mom to envelope me in mature, womanly flesh and guide me towards the bed.
As I climbed up on the bed, Mom reached out and touched my cheek and then leaned in and she kissed me, whispering, "Make me proud, John," and then slipping down to kiss the head of my erect cock. She looked up at me with so much love in her eyes and said, "For good luck."
Debbie then kissed me again, her tongue dancing with mine before she leaned down and kissed my throbbing cock head. "It's time, nephew. Make us a beautiful love child!" she breathed as I moved between Molly's widespread legs.
"Hi there, sugar," Molly said, her voice a little nervous. Mom and Deb eased down along either side of her and Molly let her attention wander away from me and my aching dick long enough to give each woman her tongue in an erotic kiss. I eased down until my cock was resting just above her flowered, sopping wet pussy, her heavy tits heaving with excitement.
"Are you ready for me, Molly?" I asked, surprised by the nervousness in my voice.
She nodded and replied, "Um, I think so." Then she grinned and said, "Sugar, I know we've fucked a couple of hundred times, but John, I swear I think I just forgot how to do it!" We both laughed, recognizing the line from the movie, The Big Chill."
"Yeah -- knowing we're trying to make a baby makes it all different, doesn't it?" I said.
Molly lifted her head up, bringing her lips to mine and we kissed, tongues making love as our bodies began to move against each other -- Molly rolling her pelvis with old familiarity and capturing the head of my cock between her labia, her arousal clearly evident in the wet heat her cunt was generating. "It does, John," Molly said in a quiet, almost breathless voice. "It makes it better! Fuck me, John. Let's make a baby!"
As one we moved together, Molly thrusting her hips upward as I drove my cock down into her and with one swift motion, I buried my cock inside her hot pussy to the root, grinding my hairy crotch against her smooth mound.
Debbie had taken Molly to the edge of orgasm before we entered the room and now she found release as I filled her pussy with my long, hard cock and she gave a scream of intense pleasure as I brought her over the edge into climax. "Oh, god, yessss!" Molly cried out as she arched her back and wrapped her arms and legs around my body, trying to will me as deep as possible into her womb. "Ohhhh, Debbbielove, his cock feels sooo good," she crooned as waves of orgasmic pleasure wracked her body.
Molly opened her mouth, her tongue appearing, seeking company and before I could react, Debbie ducked in and was kissing her newlywed partner. Molly gurgled and moaned into Aunt Deb's mouth as I plunged in and out of her tight pussy, her sugar walls clinging to my shaft as I thrust deep inside her and slowly withdrew.
My body trembled with effort as I struggled to maintain control and hold off my own orgasm. Mom leaned over and kissed me and whispered words of support as I fucked Molly, trying to bury my aching cock as deep as I could go. "Momma's so proud of you, baby!" Mom sighed between wet kisses. "Make it good for her, John. Show Molly how good fucking is when you're trying for a baby!"
Then I was kissing Molly again, our eyes locked on each other as we increased the pace and intensity of our lovemaking. Sweat covered us and the room felt and smelled like a sauna room in a whorehouse -- the air full of pussy and more than a hint of semen as we fucked. Molly's orgasm had waned, but was now rising up in her again, her hard nipples scraping against my chest as her cunt began to spasm and tighten around my penis again and then I passed the point of no return.
"Here it comes, Molly," I moaned as I drove deep in her, feeling her hips roll upwards to take me just a fraction deeper. "Cumming, Molly -- giving you a baby, lover!" I went deep and felt my balls jerk painfully as I exploded inside her, thick heavy jets of sperm bursting forth from my cock and flooding her womb with hot semen.
Molly cried out, the intense pleasure of my ejaculations sending her into orgasm again and she mashed her lips against mine and my head reverberated with her squelched sobs as she held on tightly to me and welcomed my seed in her pulsating pussy. Pleasure locked us tight together as we came together. A quick glance to both sides revealed Mom and her sister close to us, both working fingers furiously in and out of their own cunts, eyes shining with excitement as they watched us fuck and cum.
Finally, we both collapsed, me keeping my weight off Molly with my elbows, my cock still throbbing and hard, buried in her cum soaked pussy. Molly grinned up at me and wheezed, "Oh sugar, your hot cum feels so good. I can feel your hot baby makers inside me, trying to make me pregnant!" She lay back helpless, pinned to the mattress by my cock. Aunt Deb moved in and began kissing her face, her tongue licking at her lover's lips, tasting her sweat and our mingled saliva.
Mom began to moan as she reached climax, four of her own fingers thrust deep inside her hairy cunt. I reached out with one hand and wrapped it around Mom's wrist and worked her hand in and out of her pussy -- glops of pussy cream smeared over her fingers. Mom sobbed and shivered as she came and then I took her juice soaked hand and began licking it off, Molly and Deb joining in. It was such a nasty scene, I felt my cock throb with need and slowly I began to pump into Molly's cunt again.
Molly stretched her limbs like a lazy cat and purred, "Mmmmm, yes -- I just know you've knocked me up, John, but sugar, nothing wrong with giving me some more of your big dick's hot jizzum!"
We began to fuck, sweet and slow and then fast and furious and then slow and sweet again. The edge now off my own need to cum, I knew I was good for a long fuck and I tried to make it good for Molly, finding her sweet spots and rolling and twisting my hips to allow my cock to touch them all. Soon, the sexy thing was writhing underneath me, her meaty, pert tits bouncing merrily as she moaned and scissored her legs, trying to take me as deep as possible.
Molly's eyes were glazed and her tongue peaked out, licking her lips as she began moaning, "Pussy! PUSSSSSYYYY NEED ITTTT! GIVE MEEE PUSSSYYY!"
Deb, who had resumed fingering herself quickly moved to straddle her lover's face with her own pussy, squatting over Molly's mouth and letting her began to lick and nibble at her long labia, cunt cream dripping down to cover Molly's face. Mom clambered behind her sister and knelt there and wrapped her arms around Deb, cupping her sister's big tits with her hands in an effort to keep her steady and to help spur Aunt Debbie's impending orgasm on by pinching her long, swollen nipples.
My aunt's bald pussy right in front of my face served as a distraction to help me keep from cumming from the excitement of this carnal exhibit as I pressed my face into her pussy, my tongue joining with Molly's to lick Debbie's sodden cunt. Soon, Molly's cries of pleasure were mingling with Deb's sobs of orgasmic joy culminating in my aunt screaming her love for her family as she literally sprayed pussy cream all over her newly wedded lover's face.
Aunt Deb pitched over into a quivering heap of pleasured flesh and Mom and I quickly began licking Molly's face clean of Deb's juices. "My turn," Mom sang out happily as she hurried to straddle Molly's face, rubbing her thick furred mound over Molly's open mouth, squealing with delight as Molly's long tongue plowed the furrow between Mom's thick lips.
What followed was so nasty and erotic -- the sounds of Molly slurping and licking and gasping for air as my mother rode her face, rocking back and forth as Molly's tongue pierced her pussy, delving deep inside Mom's hot twat while I pounded Molly's clasping cunt with my stiff, swollen penis. I leaned forward and was content to feel Mom's hairy muff caress my face as she sat on Molly's talented mouth. Soon, Molly had Mom moaning and groaning, her hands coming up and catching Mom's swinging breasts, pinching Mom's nipples hard as she tongued her until Mom began to sob from the sweet mix of pain and pleasure.
Mom's body stiffened and she closed her eyes and began biting her lower lip as orgasm turned her into a quivering mountain of lusty pleasure and the beauty of seeing Mom cum sent me over the edge again and Molly began to scream, her voice muffled by Mom's creaming pussy as I pumped Molly's womb full of hot semen again.
Mom finally keeled over, sliding off Molly's face, leaving the young woman with a cunt cream facial. I drove my ejaculating cock deep one last time and began kissing Molly's face, cleaning her of my Mom's copious pussy juices while Molly's cunt milked the last of my seed from my now aching and weary cock.
"I love -- love -- love this family, John!" Molly whimpered as I showered her with kisses. "You've made me pregnant -- I just know you have and now our family can grow and be even more wonderful than ever!"
As her orgasm subsided, her eyes were fluttering and I knew she was on the edge of sleep. I kissed her and whispered, "Yes and you're going to be such a wonderful mother, Molly darling. Thank you for allowing me the privilege of being your baby's father." Molly smiled at me and started to reply, but then her eyes closed and she began to snore, stopping only to groan as I slowly wormed my semi-erect cock out of her grasping cunt.
I rolled over onto my back, trying to catch my breath when Mom and Debbie descended upon me and I groaned with pleasure as my overly sensitive cock responded to the two mature women eagerly cleaning my cock with their tongues, licking up my sperm and Molly's juices and then sharing them with each other.
After watching them kiss in such a way as to begin to revive my cock for another go, Deb curled up next to Molly who in her sleep snuggled up to her newly wed partner and sighed happily while Mom curled up with me. "I'm so proud of you, son," Mom whispered to me. "I can't begin to tell you how exciting it was to watch you just now -- more than ever before!" Mom kissed me long and passionately, her tongue a hungry animal seeking to be satiated. "When we get home, we'll work on making babies some more. Watching you with Molly makes me want to give you a child more than ever!"
Mom and I stayed with her sister and Molly all night and through most of the next day until they left on their honeymoon and Mom with a mixture of envy and satisfaction made sure that every load of my hot semen was delivered to Molly, filling her womb to overfilling with hot, baby-making seed.
When we kissed Molly and Deb goodbye at the airport, watching them fly off on their honeymoon, Molly thanked us for making her pregnant. When I asked her how she could be sure, Molly just smiled, her face lit with an almost holy glow and replied, "Sugar...I just know -- I reckon if a mother looks in her heart, she always knows."
Turns out, Molly knew what she was talking about. Five weeks later, as Mom was keeping busy with putting finishing touches on the house and I was settling into my new job near Lexington, we got a call from Molly and Deb announcing that our family was about to get bigger and that I was going to be a father!
Mom and I were almost as thrilled as if it was Mom that was pregnant. Lord knows we were trying, making love whenever we felt like it and we felt like it a lot! I knew there was a little sadness behind Mom's smile, but in a sense, she felt like this child was going to belong to all of us and in that I believe that was and is true. As Mom and I explored our new world together, eagerly looking towards our own wedding, the impending arrival of a child I had fathered was an equally exciting adventure that Mom and I were taking part in. We could only hope that more blessings would follow. Only time would tell.
To Be Continued...
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Although the great age of heroes and villains is now long past, lost amid the ruin and dust of time, I, the storyteller, remain to remind humanity that giants once walked the Earth, that humans lived, fought and lusted with a furiousness and passion now lost to this race. I alone can tell the tale of Jonos, Conqueror and King, Lover and Loved. Gather around me and revel in the telling of his glory!
Old King Janish stirs restlessly from his throne, wandering the nearly deserted hall to gaze out a window at his capital city of Atria. A bloody moon hangs over the city and he grins up at it. It is a good omen -- a moon of death overlooking bloody deeds below. "By now the deed is done," he mutters to himself, unconcerned with his personal guards always standing nearby.
A soft sob echoes through the room, drawing King Janish's attention from the window and to the woman who sits slumped on the steps leading to the dais of his throne.
His eyes slide unappreciatively over her lovely body, dressed scantily in silk wraps that do little to hide her bountiful breasts and long, shapely legs. "Hush woman," he snaps. "He's my son, too and it must be done." For a moment, he does acknowledge her almost unearthly beauty, but only in that it reminds him of his own aged body, now immune to the lusts and desires of his younger years. "Damn witch," he hisses as he steps by her and resumes his wait on the jeweled throne of Agosta.
He begins to nod off, his thoughts mixing with his dreams. He finds himself in the streets of the city, mist rising up to dim his way. Off in the distance he spies a proud, young man walking towards him. Tall, muscular and striding with the ease and agility of a noble panther, long hair brushing his shoulders as he walks, almost hiding his face...his almost always scowling face. He is flanked by two of the Prince's Guard, cloaked in the red and black colors of the Prince. He hears one of them saying something about a visit to Lynestra's -- Atria's most opulent bordello and the young man laughs lustfully and nods agreement. At that moment, his guards suddenly pull their swords and the young man turns, a look of shock and disbelief on his face as the two armed men close with him. The mist swallows them up and there is an awful scream...
King Janish jerks awake, startled as the great doors to the throne room open with a boom to admit a cloaked and helmeted member of the Prince's Guard. Janish sits up, his heart suddenly pounding. Below him, the woman sits up as well, her lovely, dusky face streaked with tears. Everyone's eyes are drawn to the sword held low by the guard, much of its length darkened by blood that still glistens on the razor edged metal.
"Is it done? Is my son dead, Captain Leone?" the King rasps. "Does your sword bear the heart blood of Prince Jonos?" He stands and takes a step downwards, barely able to control his desire to take the sword and embrace its potential to restore his youth and vigor.
The guard approaches and holds out the sword, hilt first. "Your command was obeyed, my King," a harsh voice replies.
The woman on the dais begins to weep again, sobbing, "Jonos, Jonos...my child." Ignoring her, the old man descends the dais, laughing and holding out his hands to take the sword, his face alight like a child receiving gifts at Winterfest.
The guard speaks again, "Your command was obeyed, my King, but...Father, your men failed." With one hand, the guard quickly removes his helmet and the long hair of the Prince Jonos tumbles to his brawny shoulders even as with long practiced ease, the long sword in his left hand is twirled and caught at the hilt.
The King halts, his eyes widening in surprise. "Jonos? Alive??" He backpedals up the steps. "Nooooo. Guards! I am betrayed!" he wails.
The several guards stationed around the throne room begin to move towards the young prince but stop as he holds up his free hand and with a voice used to giving commands, cries out, "NO! I claim the right -- the right of challenge between one who is wronged and the wrongdoer. My father attempts to kill the rightful heir without cause or justification. I now demand the right of satisfaction." As he speaks, he undoes the clasp of the red and black cloak, letting it billow to the ground. A long bloody slash runs the width of his torso, still oozing blood from a nearly fatal strike.
Jonos stands dressed only in the kilt he mostly favors as apparel, his nearly naked body well muscled and gleaming with sweat. He offers his sword up as guarantee to his next words. "Any man who stands against me in my quest for satisfaction will die slowly!"
The guards look uncertainly at each other and then all look to one man for guidance, his colors are the black and purple -- the Captain of the King's Guard. He nods and motions for his men to stand down. "He has claimed the right." The Captain removes his helmut and nods to King Janish. "Your majesty...Prince Jonos, by your leave." He points towards the door and his men march out.
The old King looks on in absolute horror, continuing to back up until he almost stumbles against his throne. "Jonos...there is a misunderstanding. You don't know...I am your father...I AM YOUR KING!" King Janish's face is ashen as he gropes around the arm of the throne until his hand closes around the hilt of "Vanquisher" the sword of Kings for time immemorial that he had once led armies into battle with. He raises it uncertainly and looks at his son. "You owe me your allegiance, boy!"
Prince Jonos smiles back darkly. He begins to climb the steps. "And you had it, Father. I would have given you my life willingly had you but asked. But this rank betrayal...and only to extend your own miserable life. Leone told me everything in the end -- your plans to use sorcery..." The Prince glances over at his mother who is on her knees, staring at him in disbelief, "...and my blood to regain your youth..." Jonos steps up to face his father on the dais. "You want my blood, old man, come take it if you can."
At the taunt of "old man" the King's eyes fill with insane anger and he lunges at his son, the sword slashing through the air with a speed that belies his faded age and vigor, hissing, "Whelp of a whoring witch, I will kill you!"
The sword descends towards Jonos' unprotected neck only to miss as at the last possible second, the young prince simply steps aside and then before the King recovers, his son drives his own sword home, deep into the King's black heart.
King Janish gives a pained and anguished cry, then squeals like a wounded sow as his son twists his sword and in a soft, almost tender voice, says, "I claim it all, Father. What was yours is now mine," again glancing over at his mother, her face paling as she watches her husband's life blood spill onto the dais. "Everything, father. Your throne, your kingdom, your queen...it all belongs to me now!"
Jonos twists his sword again, the sound of flesh and muscle tearing echoes wetly across the room and King Janish's final cry of denial and rage die, choked off in a gush of blood from his lips. Jonos gives a harsh laugh and jerks his sword free from his father's still standing body. He stares into King Janish's now sightless eyes and with contempt, shoves the lifeless corpse off the dais to land with a meaty thump. Jonos looks at his dead father with satisfaction, his eyes coming to rest on the sword still in Janish's grasp and then the bejeweled gold ringlet sitting askew on his head.
The young man turns to the Queen and in a voice that brooks no argument commands, "Mother, bring me my sword. Bring me my crown." He eases himself into the throne, making a little grunt of contentment
The woman, her hands clasped at her breast can only stare at her son in amazement for a moment before she can tear her eyes from his nearly naked form and rise to her feet. She tries to ignore her son's frank and interested stare as she walks towards her dead husband, her body moving lithely. She has felt his hungering eyes before, his amongst thousands who have looked with lust upon her comely body.
Her large and magnificent breasts heave mightily under the scant silk wrappings, huge, jewel sized nipples now erect and visible against the filmy material. Her bare, flat stomach and shapely thighs do more than hint at her well toned and fit beauty. Her dark eyes which give her away as a Princess of the far off lands of Elysiis flit again and again to her son, unable to meet his piercing gaze.
She squats carefully, long strands of silk covering her sex, but molding against her pudena, revealing the shape and fullness of her mound. She removes her husband's crown from his head and then pries 'Vanquisher' from his hand. Slowly she then climbs the steps to the foot of King Janish's -- no, now her son's throne. She holds out crown and sword to her son.
Jonos snorts and says in a voice full of derision, "Kneel before your King, mother."
She takes a deep breath and slowly drops to her knees, knowing full well she offers her son a splendid view of her extravagant cleavage. She cannot help but blush before his gaze, especially as she realizes that she is almost face to face with a prominent tenting in her son's kilt. Jonos takes the sword from her and then raises his head and cries out. "King's guards -- you are commanded to enter the Hall."
As if waiting for their cue, the great doors open and the company of the King's Guard just dismissed, march in, accompanied by three men in rich, luxurious robes. The Guard spread out and resume their stations while their captain approaches the throne. The Queen begins to rise, but a single command of, "Stay as you are, Mother," keeps her kneeling before her son.
Jonos nods to the soldier approaching and the Captain of the Guard halts and kneels. "Captain Torrene, did you know of my father's plot to kill me?"
Torrene raises his head and removes his helmet, his short gray hair almost gone white. Despite his advanced years, Jonos knows him as a skilled and deadly warrior. Without hesitation, he replies, "Yes, my majesty. I knew."
Jonos nods and then turns to the new arrivals, each wide-eyed as they stare at the now blood soaked corpse of their King. "Ministers -- Lords Krane, Sykes and Lorrel -- did you know of the King's plot to kill me?"
Each man blanches and looks to the others and then shakes their heads and cry out, "No!" and "Madness!"
Jonos nods watching the Captain's reaction as well as that of his father's closest advisors. He sees something in Captain Torrene's eyes that he doesn't see in the others. "Captain Torrene, who do you serve?"
The old man nods and replies, "I serve the King."
"Am I the King?"
Again the old officer nods and says, "You are, by right of birth and by right of challenge."
"I believe you. Will you continue as my Captain of the King's Guard?"
Something akin to fire flashes in the old man's eyes and he smiles grimly and says, "My life is yours, Sire. Command me."
Jonos smiles, cold and harsh and replies, "Rise, Captain Torrene. Stand ready to serve." He turns again to the advisors. "Gentlemen, who do you serve?"
The three men prostrate themselves and babble, "You, your majesty -- we are yours to command." They look at each other with some signs of relief.
Jonos smiles and says, "Very well. Please throw yourselves out yon window." He points to the very window his father gazed out of scant minutes past. "It is my will that you jump to your deaths."
The oldest of the three advisors, Lord Krane of the Treasury sputters. "Sire? You jest surely?" When Jonos shakes his head in the negative, Krane draws himself up. "My King...I am your Warden of the Treasury. You cannot command me to jump out a window only to die. I'm...I'm...IMPORTANT!" The other advisors nod in agreement.
"No, Krane -- you are mine to do with as I see fit. Captain, help them along."
Tollene replies, "As you command, majesty." A few simple signals and his men are in motion and one by one, the screaming, protesting advisors are hurled out the window -- their cries fading before merging into three wet and crunchy explosions.
All return to their stations and then as one cry out, "Hail, King Jonos!"
Jonos smiles and then returns his attention to his mother. "Mother, am I your king as well?"
His mother finally meets his gaze. "Oh yes, my son...my King. I am yours -- command me."
Jonos smiles and says, "Rise, Queen Celise." He looks at the soldiers in the room. "I am King Jonos, by right of birth and by right of challenge. The Queen of my treacherous father herself swears allegiance and now places the crown upon my brow." He nods and his mother steps up and behind him, so close he can smell her perfume -- jasmine based, as well as sweat and something else. He can feel her full, voluptuous breasts brush against his bare back as she gently places the crown upon his head.
She steps back and cries out, "King Janish is dead, Long live King Jonos!" Her cry is echoed by all in the room. She moves to step away but Jonos's arm shoots out and takes her wrist in an iron grasp. "Mother, did you know of my father's plot?" He jerks her around and down to fall at the foot of his throne. The violence of his action exposes her right breast, huge and fleshy and for a woman of at least fifty years, marvelously firm and upright without a hint of sagging.
Queen Celise stifles a sudden urge to cry and beg and with her eyes filled with shame, nods quickly and replies, "Yes, my son -- forgive me."
King Jonos snorts derisively and says, "Captain Torrene, have my mother escorted to my father's -- HAH! -- to my chambers and guard her well while I consider her fate." Guards appear on either side of his mother and take her by the arms. She is crying silently now, but does not beg for mercy as she is led away.
Once she has left, Jonos instructs his Captain further. "Summon the High Council. Inform them we shall meet at high noon come the morrow. Spread the word throughout Agosta that I have slain my father in challenged combat and claimed the throne. Let any who would challenge me make their claim tomorrow."
He stands and descends the dais, 'Vanquisher' still in his hands. "Recall Captains Prius and Nasser from the Battle Lines -- have the wizards bring them. I want them here when I awake come morning."
Torrene nods and replies, "As you command, majesty."
Jonos steps over his father's corpse and strides from the room, followed by two of his Guard, pausing only to call over his shoulder, "Leave that wretch's corpse where it lies."
He stops in front of his parents' bedchambers. Two Guards stand there already. "Do not disturb me or the Queen till morning," he commands as the Guards take up station. He grins darkly, making the guards swallow and sweat. "No matter what you hear."
Jonos pushes open the doors and slams them shut behind him. Scented candles scattered about, illuminate the room. The opulent bed covered with furs and soft satins and silks sits empty. The room is filled with a lifetime's worth of mementos and trophies from his father's near six decade long reign. A great tapestry divides a small portion of the room from the rest and he stalks over to it and gripping the ancient piece firmly, he rips it to the floor, revealing the Queen's portion of the room -- her lair when the King had dismissed her from his bed, but wanted her to be close at hand.
A small, but luxurious bed sets across from a small vanity with silvered mirror that stands against the outside wall. Before it, his mother, Queen Celise sits, her eyes downcast. Without looking up, she whispers, "My king, what do you wish of me?"
Jonos feels his heart swelling with a storm of conflicting emotions which spur him into enraged action. "Witch, I wish I knew!" He springs towards her, grabbing a fistful of her dark hair and jerks her upright and she screams as he then hurls her across the room, knocking over a teak table and shattering a bottle of Elysiisian wine on the cold stone floor.
Celise lets out a terrified cry and struggles to her feet, her knees skinned and bloody from the impact. Jonos storms towards her, bringing his sword up and touches the tip to his mother's throat. "Should I kill you now, Mother," he hisses, his voice quivering with rage. "Would you have worked the spell for him -- would you have used my blood -- the blood of your son to restore my father's youth and vigor?" He steps closer, his sword tip pressing hard enough to ever so slightly pierce his mother's skin, causing a trickle of blood to run down her long, slender throat. He puts his lips to her ear and whispers, "Did you miss your husband's cock so much that you would kill your son to regain it?"
Celise trembles with fear, but her son's last words provoke an almost angry reaction. "NO!" she cries out. Her hands come up to cup Jonos's face and she says, "You are my son. I love you and I am no dark sorceress! I...how can you even think of such a thing?"
Jonos takes step back and snarls, "You knew! By your own confession you knew what father wanted and you did nothing to stop him!" His right arm tenses as if preparing to run his mother through."
Tears pour down his mother's face as she sobs, "He was King -- I could not betray him!" She tries to reach out and caress Jonos's face again, but he places his hand against her chest and keeps her from moving. Both instinctively shiver as his flesh touches hers, her breast soft and firm beneath his palm. Celise stifles a moan and whispers. "I would have done his bidding as his wife and then I would have killed myself for my deeds.
"You are now my king, Jonos. Believe what you will and do what you will, but know that I have always loved you." Again she shivers as his hand digs into her meaty breast while the point of his sword scratches the soft skin of her throat.
Celise moans as she feels her son's hand clench, tearing into the silk fabric of her wrap. Jonos growls, "I believe you are a devious bitch." His voices grows raspier as he squeezes her breast, the silk giving way and his hands, still stained with his father's blood brushes her flesh. "What is truly in your heart, Mother, I do not ken."
Celise moans as his tight grip on her breast brings both pleasure and pain. Jonos is breathing heavy -- the tent in his kilt reappearing now as his mighty chest heaves. Celise's dusky skin darkens as she blushes with embarrassment and arousal, her heavy and firm breasts bouncing slightly as she shakes with fear and other almost animalistic emotions. Her large, thick nipples swell, perhaps from the cold air, perhaps from something else. Between her legs, she feels her well groomed forest of black hair go from moistness to sodden heat.
"What is in my heart is love," she breathes. "Love for my son, love for the man who has freed me from the depredations of an evil man, love for my King." Celise reaches out and grasps her son just below the knee. "What would you have me do, my son, my king, to prove my love and loyalty to you?" She gazes into the stormy eyes of her son as she speaks, her hand sliding upward a little.
Jonos licks his lips and says softly, "I am the King and you are mine to do with what I will -- do you not agree?" His kilt shifts noticeably as the swelling of the tent becomes more pronounced.
Celise cannot long bear his gaze and then as she looks downward, she averts her eyes from the obvious erection her son is now sporting. "Y-yes, my majesty," she whispers.



Jonos chuckles. "What to do with such a conniving witch? He tickles her throat with 'Vanquisher' lifting her gaze to his sneering visage again. "Perhaps I should just kill you. Perhaps I should spare your life and send you to work in the mines in the mountains." He laughs again, harsher and says, "Perhaps I should sell you to Lynestra. You have the body of a fine whore, Mother." He drops the sword from her throat and with his other hand tears the silk cloth from her bosom. Celise moans, her eyes full of fear and desire
"Would you make a good whore, Mother? I imagine men would pay a pretty bit of coin to bed a Queen. What of it, Mother -- shall you be a whore?"
Celise's face continues to darken and she finally raises her gaze to meet her son's stare. "If you command it, my liege, I will fuck every man in the kingdom. If you command it, my king, I will be Lynestra's finest whore. If you command it, my son, I will be your whore." Her hand trembles as she slips it up further under her son's kilt, his mighty hewed thigh leading to his great penis. Celise moans as she tries to wrap her delicate hand around his cock and fails. Her eyes widen -- showing her amazement at his length and girth. Celise's voice cracks as she whispers, "I will be the finest lover you will ever know, my son."
Jonos's eyes gleam with lust and he laughs, tossing the sword across the room and with his fingers digging painfully into his mother's breast, brings her to her feet. "I told Father that everything that was his was now mine, including his queen and so it shall be!" he hisses before mashing his lips against Celises. She moans into his open mouth as his tongue spears between her lips, spreading them and finding her tongue, a fresh duel beginning of wet fleshy tissue.
Celsie's head spins as her son kisses her like a familiar and passionate lover, her tongue coiling around his, spittle dripping down their chins as they kiss hungrily, her sucking on his tongue and then yielding to his hunger as his lips trap her tongue and sucks it, his teeth, trapping and scrapping her soft, wet flesh.
Through their long and ardent kiss, the queen's hand never leaves her son's erect member, slowly stroking it, her mind racing with awe at its immense size. Jonos's sword hand slips down her mostly bare back until it becomes entangled in the remaining silks that wrap around her lower body. With little effort expended, he rips his mother's remaining garments from her, leaving her naked in his arms.
The young man's lips begin to nuzzle his mother's soft neck, lips smearing with blood from where his sword had been moments before. Celise feels herself begin to swoon, her head falling back, exposing her neck to her son and her full, ripe breasts. She cries out as Jonos ducks his head and bites her long, swollen nipples, the pain rocketing through her body, transforming into knee weakening pleasure.
Suddenly Jonos snarls and flings his mother onto the king's bed. Before she has come to a stop amidst the furs and fine cloth, Jonos is on her like a ravenous beast, tearing his kilt from his body to reveal his great lust for his mother. His cock is swollen and immense, longer than any man's that Celise has ever seen, thicker than any she has known. Her heat beats in trepidation at the thought that she might be assaulted by his mammoth member while her labia begins to pucker with eagerness at the prospect of entertaining his truly kingly cock.
"I am yours, Jonos," she moans, spreading her legs wide, her thick but trimmed pubic hair, parting to reveal her drenched pussy -- her juices literally dripping from her sodden cunt. "I will be your mother, your queen, your whore, my lord!" Celise groans as she thrusts her pelvis at him, fingers digging into the bedding, desperate for her son's immense penis.
Jonos barges between his mother's thighs, laughing at her as he presses his body against hers, a hand intertwining itself in her long, dark hair and yanking her head back and exposing her neck. "Slut, you will be whatever I command you to be, I don't need your declarations of love or fealty. You are mine, wench whore!"
Celise screams as her the huge head of her son's cock spreads her labia and enters her! It is iron rod and spongy head and thickness itself and opens her as no man or object has ever done before. Her screams escalate as he plunges swiftly and steadily into her womb, ever forward, her own tightness proving to be no obstacle. The silken sheets are ripped as she claws them, her whole body convulsing as if on fire and indeed, her mind and body are consumed by a pleasurable conflagration as she commits incest with her son. Thoughts of buying his mercy or preying upon sentiment are seared from her thoughts as the rapturous joy of mating with her son overwhelms her.
Orgasmic fury sends Celise's screams echoing throughout the palace, no doubt leaving the guards at the door wondering what their new King is doing to his mother, as he fills her completely and still he thrusts forward, stretching her, almost tearing her as he pummels her cervix with his cock!
"JONOSSSS! TOO TOOO MUCH MY KING...SON OH GODSSSSS YOU'RE TOOOO BIG SOOOOO BIG!" Celise sobs, her hands now in balled into fists and she beats at his brawny arms and shoulders in vain as her son begins to piston in and out of her, her pelvis almost pulled along as he withdraws, his meat is wormed inside her so tightly and then she cries and writhes as he thrusts again into her, the pleasure so intense that the difference between it and pain is almost...almost indistinguishable!
Sweat pours from the young king's body as he fucks his mother, he is almost eerily silent as a thousand nights of fantasy become reality and he masters his mother with his mighty penis. His lips alight upon her skin in a hundred places, kissing here and biting there, hands mauling her bountiful, heavy breasts as he bits her nipples hard enough to draw blood. Celise's orgasm is unacknowledged by him although he appreciates the liquid fire of her pussy cream, providing enough lubrication to keep from tearing his mother apart.
Energy born of incestuous passion seems to fill the air -- it almost seems to crackle, albeit the only manifestation evident is the sudden increase in the intensity and height of the flames of the many candles in the room, pulsating in time with Celise's orgasms, fueled no doubt from the sorceress's own fulfilled desires.
Gradually, her struggles to stop the intense sensations of pleasure cease, replaced by a sense of humility and wonder as Jonos seems intent on fucking her forever. Her wordless cries never wane although her voice grows hoarse and strain as orgasm follows orgasm as Jonos relentlessly fucks her.
She is lost in her pleasure and it seems to go on forever, then almost defying belief, she feels her son grow within her, his massive cockhead battering away at her womb seems to grow and then he roars, like the great lion of the savannas, announcing his mounting his mate and thrusts hard and begins to cum.
All previous understanding of orgasmic delight is washed away as now the true joy of incestuous pleasure ignites within Celise as her son and king begins to flood her pussy with steaming hot semen. Like the Great Geyser of the Everfrost Highlands, he does not seem to stop as burst after burst of Jono's cum fills her hungry cunt until she cannot understand how her body can take it all. As ecstasy spreads throughout her body, it as if her very flesh is absorbing his seed and converting it to a form of pleasure she never dreamed could exist.
Celise is so lost in her own rapturous joy that she is totally unaware that she has lost consciousness until she is ripped back into the waking world when pain and pleasure mix as her son grips her hips and pulls his still thick and erect cock from her clasping cunt. Jonos grins as she moans and writhes underneath him as she is deprived of his manhood. "You make a fine whore, Mother," he says as he rolls off her and onto his back. Celise is amazed that while covered with love sweat, her son is scarcely winded.
"Your fine cock would make any woman wish to be your whore, my king," his mother replies, stretching like a lithe panther. "You surpass your father in the bedchamber. You fuck like a god, my son." Celise rolls over on her side, curling up against her son and draping one long and shapely leg over his muscled thigh. Already, she can feel the copious deposit of her son's kingly semen oozing from her well fucked cunt.
"Bring me wine, whore," Jonos commands, a pleased smile on his face at her compliment. As his mother slithers unsteadily off the bed, he slaps her round bottom, leaving a distinct red hand mark on her ass cheek.
Celise staggers towards the wine cabinet, somewhat shocked at how shaken she feels with her son's seed trickling now down her thigh. She glances back at Jonos and a thrill goes through her body as she feels her words are truth. Her son, lying back on the large bed, appears like a painting of a god, his broad, well muscled body perfect, flawed only by the scars of battle, his long dark hair so much like her own, framing and partially hiding his face, although she can feel his lusting gaze roaming over her body. Most amazing of all is his giant's cock, rising from his mighty thighs like a great redtree, glistening now with his sperm and her juices.
She picks up a bottle of prime vintage and reaches for a goblet, but Jonos's harsh voice commands, "Just bring me the bottle, Mother." She returns to him and he takes the bottle and swings it up and swallows a third with one swig. Celise is unsure of what to do next, but her son decides for her. "Mother, clean me up. It is the duty of a good whore."
Celise shivers at her son's demeaning words and begins to move towards the washbasin with its warm water heated by coals, but then it dawns on her what the new king is truly asking and she murmurs, "It would be my pleasure, my lord," as she climbs onto the bed and kneels over her son's crotch. With eyes turned towards him, watching his amused face, she begins to lick the mixed leavings of their mating off his cock. Celise sighs with desire and pleasure as she licks up thick streamers of semen and cunt cream, savoring it as something akin to the nectar of the gods.
As she tongues up a particularly thick glob of her son's seed, she groans happily and licks her lips, drawing a bark of laughter from Jonos. "Ahhh, Mother, you missed your true calling. All these years wasted as Queen of Agosta when you could have been our kingdom's finest slut." With one strong hand, he reaches out and runs his fingers through her long and now tangled dark hair.
Celise's eyes glow with incestuous lust as her stare pierces her son's very soul while she curls her long tongue around the enormous crown of his penis and whispers in a voice dripping with desire, "For you, my king, I would be both Queen and Whore."
Jonos snorts and replies, "Assuredly you are both -- as to whether you will remain either -- I know you for the conniving sorceress that wed my father and bore me. Whether I should trust you or just fuck you and then kill you...I have not decided."
A shiver passes through Celise's naked body at the casual way her son speaks of her as yet to be divided fate. In a voice that is more confident than she feels, she says, "As I have sworn, my king. I am yours. Command me and I shall obey." She sits up, her tongue flicking out to capture a last bit of sperm on the corner of her mouth and gestures to the nearest open window. "Shall I follow your father's ministers and fly out the window?" The dusky Elissian looks proudly upon her son, her body the epitome of carnality. "Command me, my son."
Jonos again snorts with laughter and answers, "Perhaps later. For now, I would have you mount the King's charger and ride." His voice is full of lust for his mother's mouth has again awakened his long denied incestuous urges. Celise feels the same lust within herself even as her cunt aches from the beating her son's cock gave her just minutes before.
Heart pounding, Celise rises up and swings her shapely leg across her son's body, straddling him, his long erect penis brushing against her thick pubic pelt, her labia still split asunder from earlier, her lips quivering -- kissing his thick shaft as she rises higher, sliding her wet, cumsoaked flesh along his erect cock until she is hovering over it. Celise is almost overcome with emotion and lust and moans, "Oh before the gods, I swear my love for thee, Jonos!"
Celise begins to descend, crying out in both pain and ecstasy as she impales herself on her son's great pole, spreading her open, scraping her flesh deliciously as he fills her as no man has ever done. The sensations of sweet sin are too much and she pauses, having taken only half his cock in her pussy and lets her incestuous orgasm take over, sobbing, "I do love you, my son! I never knew this could be so...so GOOD!"
Jonos hands slide up his mother's comely body, pausing to cup both her bountiful and firm breasts, forefinger and thumbs pinching and pulling Celise's large, rubbery nipples until she cries out in pain that only intensifies her climax. "Mayhap you do love me, Mother. Mayhap you just are a cockslut at heart. Ride me, Mother! Fuck your son as if it has been your life's dream come true." His large hands move to her waist, just above the curve of her hips and with a grunt of satisfaction, he pulls her down, spearing her womb deeper with his mammoth cock.
Celise's eyes snap wide open and she flings her head back and lets fly a scream that makes even the battle hardened guards outside the doors jump in surprise as the white fire of intense sexual pain and pleasure explodes in the wet, steamy and cock filled hole between her legs and sears every fiber of her being. More and more cock disappears inside her pussy, filling her up beyond belief, nudging and then hammering against her cervix until she feels his wiry pubic hair entangle with her own trimmed bush.
Time seems suspended as Celise shudders helpless, trapped on her son's mighty cock in the throes of orgasm. Again, every candle in the chamber brightens and intensifies in strength and her dusky skin gleams with sweat that almost appears to have an unworldly sheen to it as she moans, her unseeing dark eyes flashing with fire. Celise is conscious of the fiery furnace of pleasure that burns between her legs, filling her blood with energy that courses through her body, swelling her nipples till she thinks they'll burst. Every so often, she is aware of Jonos flexing his cock, making it stir her insides as her cunt walls grip his thick shaft so tightly she can feel his heart's pulse.
Abruptly, Celise lets out another soul shredding scream and then it is as if the string is cut and she collapses atop her son's body, crying as only a woman completely sexually fulfilled can. Long minutes pass while she comes to herself, Jonos content to be completely buried in his mother's pussy, her flesh gripping him tightly as if to prevent any escape. He relishes the feel of Celise's immense bosom pillowed out against his chest, her nipples throbbing against his hairless chest.
Gradually, Celise recovers -- the first sign being little kisses on her son's neck and then cheeks and finally, her lips brushing his mouth and her tongue running over his parted lips before venturing inside to be greeted by his tongue. Jonos grunts appreciatively as his mother hunches against his body, wiggling her hips around his buried penis until she almost swoons again. Her arms caress his well muscled shoulders and shoulders before running her fingers through his hair and then into the mountain of furs and pillows above them.
Celise groans, nearing orgasm again as she squeezes her cunt somehow tighter around Jonos's cock and then swift as a lioness, raises up, bringing a dagger to bear against her son's chest, the point positioned exactly above his heart. Celise can feel her son tense up inside her, but his face is impassive, his eyes revealing nothing but the lust he has exhibited all evening.
In a voice that trembles with yearning, Celise whispers, "You doubt my loyalty, my king and you would do well to do so. Many will try and take what is now rightfully yours and you must always be on guard until allegiance is proven." The dagger presses against her son's mighty chest, almost drawing blood.
"Jonos, I could plunge this knife into your heart and snuff out your life before you can draw another breath." Celise groans and tries to resist the swelling ecstasy building between her thighs. Her eyes flash with eldritch fire and the very air around her shimmers as she calls upon her sorceress might. Her voice is lusty as she said, "I can send my powers coursing through this blade and burn your bones to ash. I can slay you right now, my king and you could do nothing to stop it!" The blade breaks skin and a trickle of blood wells up, its thick coppery aroma mixing with the heady scent of semen and cunt that fills the room.
"But, I love you, King Jonos, ruler of Agosta and my heart," Celise sighs, her voice becoming teary. "I adore you as my son and my lover and pray in my heart that you will take me as Queen as was done in ancient times." The point rises up from above her son's heart and she places the blade in her son's hand, closing his fingers around the hilt before guiding it up, point first to place it against her own breast.
The arcane power fades from her eyes, leaving them dark and full of love for her son. "I am yours, my son, my king, my god. My life is yours. End it if you wish." Celise cries out as her orgasm begins to overwhelm her resistance. Her pussy convulses involuntarily, massaging her son's immense cock as she gasps, "If you will not have me, kill me now -- NOW -- OH GODS -- LET ME DIE KNOWING ONLY THE PLEASURE OF MY SON'S COCK!"
Celise's hand falls away from her son's and she closes her eyes and lets her pleasure take her so she does not see her son smile, this time, the smile of a son who loves his mother. With a flick of his wrist, he flings the knife away, the point burying itself deep in a wooden beam. His hands again tug at his mother's hips, driving his cock as deep as humanely possible in his mother's womb.
In a voice that almost resembles tenderness, Jonos says, "Mother, if you would be my queen, then accept the seed of your son and king!" With a thrust upwards that makes Celise scream, her son laughs and begins to cum, his hot seed flooding her womb, joining and mixing with her own steaming juices that are bathing his cock. Mother and son, queen and king join, backs arching and becoming almost immobile as their mutual orgasm takes them, growing into a carnal conflagration unlike anything either has experienced before.
Celise orgasms as she never has, the pleasure intensifying as for the first time since he was a child, she hears Jonos whisper into her ear, "I love you too, Mother!" For a while she is swept away in an orgasmic flood of joyous rapture. When she comes to herself, she is on her back and groaning as she endures the sweet torture of her son slowly worming his still thick shaft from her still contracting pussy.
As sleep overwhelms her, the last thing she hears is her son's pleased voice. "You will always be remembered, mother as Celise, Whore Queen of King Jonos, the Conqueror."
The sun streams through the eastern windows when Celise awakes, her body aching pleasurably from the night's passions with her son. She rises from the bed and sees him hunched over a desk, frowning as he laboriously scratches with a quill on parchment. Naked, she strolls over and wraps her arms around his wide shoulders and kisses his cheek.
"My king, already hard at work?" she says, letting her fingers wander across his muscled chest while rubbing her breasts lasciviously against his bare back.



"Taking the crown is easier than running it," Jonos grumbles to her. His kilt begins to tent in response to his mother's attentions, but before he can return her affections, there is a loud knock at the door. The king reaches for 'Vanquisher' before calling out, "Enter!"
Captain Torrene opens the great doors and enters, bowing before Jonos with a flourish. His face is etched with weariness and the King notes approvingly recognizing a man who will get things done as commanded. Torrene takes in the sight of Jonos, his mother standing naked and unashamed at his side. Torrene gives not the slightest sign that he finds this out of the ordinary.
"Report, Captain!" barks King Jonos.
"Sire, Captains Prius and Nasser await you and the High Council gathers even as we speak." The Captain pauses and then continues, "Petitioners clamor for your attention and await your arrival in the Great Hall."
"Excellent. Has anyone issued a challenge to my claim?"
Captain Tollene shakes his head and replies, "Nay, Sire, although there is rumor that Prince Kella takes the news of his brother's death hard and even now is summoning forces to take the throne by force.
Jonos nods and laughs, "I had all but forgotten my uncle, so rare did he attend my father in court. Take all necessary measures -- Captain Nasser will soon be in charge of any necessary response. Tell him and Captain Prius, I will join them in the throne room shortly."
Tollene bows and says, "As you command, King Jonos. Is there any other service I may provide?"
Jonos rises, his arm going around his mother's waist. "Yes, I want you to personally pick out a new retinue to make up my Queen's personal guard. Her safety is in your hands."
Tollene nods and then bows to Celise. "My queen, it will be my honor!"
When he has left, Jonos turns and kisses his mother passionately. "I must go to work -- make yourself presentable and attend me in the Great Hall."
Celise sighs and kisses her son back. "As you command, my king."
The king belts his scabbard on and slides 'Vanquisher' into place. He stares lustfully at his mother and says before walking out, "Remember, mother. You shall be remembered through the ages as the Whore Queen. Dress appropriately."
A delicious shiver ripples through the queen's body, her nipples swelling and moist heat building between her ripe thighs. "As you command, my son and master."
A short while later the King is on his throne scowling at the splendidly dressed cleric standing before him and daring to scold him. "Jonos...I was your first instructor in the ways of the gods and I know you know that this is an abomination." The cleric points to the stiffened body of the late king Janish, his face darkened in death now, already grinning with the rictus of death.
"Remind me, Patriarch, remind your king of his duties," Jonos says softly, his voice full of menace.
"Your father was king -- king for many years and deserves your respect. King Janish deserves proper burial and interment in the tomb of your family -- not to be left lying on the floor like scraps left for the hounds!" The old man is red-faced, truly angry at the affront to the long time ruler of the kingdom. He is flanked by two grim faced acolytes who stare brazenly at King Jonos.
"My father was a treacherous bastard and will not sully the crypts of the great kings of Agosta," said Jonos. "But you are right, Patriarch Donat, we shouldn't leave his gnarled corpse lying around the Great Hall." Gesturing at the Patriarch's acolytes, "Instruct your servants there to drag this carcass into the street and stand watch over until the city's vermin have disposed of it."
The old man sputters and shakes his head. "Sheer sacrilege, Jonos. This is an atrocity and I forbid it from..." He pauses as Jonos stands up, his hand now resting on the hilt of his sword.. The crowd hovering at the edges of the hall take an unconscious step back.
"Patriarch. If you refer to me as anything but your King again, I will be exercising my royal right to name your successor. You forbid me nothing, old man. As King, I am the head of the Temple of the Gods and you serve me at my pleasure." He and the older man stare at each other until finally the Patriarch averts his gaze. Jonos smiles and then continues. "Have your servants drag that sorry thing into the streets...unless you prefer to see your dear old friend off yourself."
The Patriarch's face flames anew, but he motions to his acolytes and steps back, bowing as he does so. That attended to, the king turns his attention back to the two scarred soldiers standing with Captain Tollen in full combat dress.
"Now, Prius, here is your commission. You are now General of the Army of the Frontier," says King Jonos, extending a scroll to one of the men."
One of the soldiers steps forward, removing his helmet, revealing a battered, one-eyed visage, testament to decades of fighting. He gingerly accepts the document. "Sire, it will be my honor."
"Your instructions are specific. Assume command and march on the Swamp King's lands, but do not enter. Show strength but not butchery. Tell old N'kumu to gather all his chieftains three months hence and I shall meet with them and we will settle this war like men, not mad beasts. My father's passion for slaying the Swampers ends now. Release N'kumu's son as a sign of my good faith."
General Prius nods and replies, "My Liege, I will attend to it with pleasure."
Before he can withdraw, another man steps forward from the milling crowd, his face lean and narrow, his bearing military in nature. "My king -- if I may?"
Jonos looks his way and scowls. "Minister Larass, you have additional thoughts on this matter?"
There is a low mutter from the crowd amid a sense of more confrontation. Larass smiles and nods. "Sire, I beg forgiveness, but I urge you to reconsider. There are many of your loyal subjects eager to take claim of the Swamp Lands and um, utilize the resources there for the benefit of all. Your father was pursuing our ancient claims upon those lands and we shouldn't let those...savages continue to trespass. "
"Our claims are a sham, Minister Larass, based on documents of dubious origins. The war has claimed too many lives, both our own and those of those savages as you call them, who were until my father and you cooked this scheme up, amongst Agosta's most faithful allies. This war ends now."
Larass bristles at the king's words, but before he can reply, the herald's voice cries out, "All hail Queen Celise!" Another wave of murmuring echoes through the court and then cuts abruptly off as the great doors open and Celise strides in. From habit, all save the King and the guards kneel, but to a man and woman, all fail to avert their eyes -- staring with amazement at the lovely and exotic woman.
King Jonos smiles, pleased to see that his mother has listened to his words. Queen Celise struts proudly towards her son. Her long, black hair is pulled back into a single braid running down her back to brush against her scarcely covered buttocks. Red silk scarves wrap around her waist and pelvis, serving as a short skirt that only hints at the dark haired covered treasure between her thighs and draws attention to her long, curvaceous legs. The silk loin cloth and the high heeled sandals are all the clothing the Queen wears and she marches, breasts bare, firm and high bounce along for all to see. A gold chain hangs on pincher clamps between her breasts, clinging tightly to her engorged nipples.
She pauses before the throne and bows to her son. "I hope, my liege, I meet with your approval." Her bountiful breasts sway hypnotically as she bows forward, looking anxiously up at Jonos.
Celise is rewarded with a nod and King Jonos points to the top step of the dais between his mostly bare thighs. "You have outstripped all my expectations, Mother. Attend me."
The queen sighs with relief and quickly ascends the steps and sits between her son's legs, leaning her head back on his right inner thigh. She smiles out towards those in attendance in court which stares in shock at the lewd display.
"Outrageous!" cries out the Patriarch. "The Queen Mother should be retiring to a monastery, mourning the death of King Janish. What...why are you humiliating your mother so and making her appear like a common strumpet?"
King Jonos snorts and says, "I assure you, Patriarch, my mother is an uncommon strumpet." He strokes her head and Celise turns and plants a kiss on his thigh -- inhaling his strong musk as she notices his kilt again begin to move. She takes her hand and trails her fingers up and down his ankle. Jonos fixes the high cleric with a stare. "And do not address my mother as Queen Mother. She is Queen still...my Queen."
The king looks all about the room. "Let the word go forth throughout the kingdom. As I claim my father's throne, I claim his wife, the Queen of Agosta as my own. I take my mother, Celise DeKarthus, daughter of the Pharaoh Khanthus XVII, as my wife and queen, as was done in the ancient times. All hail Queen Celise!"
There is a moment of stunned silence and then the King's Guard and the soldiers present shout in response, "All hail Queen Celise!" Captain Tollene spares a glance at Nasser and Prius and they step forward as one, thump their chests with closed fist and cry out, "Long live King Jonos and Queen Celise!" There is a moment's silence and then most of the crowd repeats the cry and break out in applause, men smiling and nodding and more than one woman's face betraying thoughtful expressions.
When the uproar fades, into the quiet, steps the Patriarch, his face scarlet with fury. "This is blasphemy! Incest has been banned in Agosta for centuries! You cannot force your mother into such a shameful cat. I demand you free her of this barbaric claim of yours."
"You protest for naught, Patriarch," says Celise. "I happily pledged my love and devotion to my king, my son and my love. You speak too forcefully and glibly. Your Temple of the Gods has preached a ban on family love, but the right of the son's claim has never been banned. The rest of the civilized world allows it and is blessed by the gods for it." Celise's smile dissolves and in a tight and dangerous voice she adds, "Dare not come between my heart's desire and I or face my wrath, old priest. I will show you power blessed by the gods' approval of the joining of mother and son!"
Another shocked murmur spreads through the court, partly from the Queen's threat and partly because as she speaks, she reaches up into her son's kilt and begins to masturbate his cock.
Jones raises his hand and the Great Hall falls into silence. "There is no debate here. I have spoken. You call the old traditions barbaric, Patriarch. But if one looks out upon Atria and at your beloved temple, it would be well to remember that it was built by those barbarians that lived by the right of son's claim or father's claim. Your priests pontificate and judge them, but how long since you and your ilk could weave the magic capable of building such a pyramid!"
The Patriarch trembles, his face indicating imminent apoplexy. "Jo -- King Jonos, you would bring your kingdom down in ruins. You dare too much too soon!"
King Jonos laughs derisively even as his mother exposes his manhood, now swollen and huge, eliciting whispers from those in the court and more than one awed sigh from the women in attendance. Queen Celise opens her mouth and covers the head of her son and now husband's erect penis and begins to suck it as he replies, "I will raise my kingdom back to its days of glory, old man. One can only do so if he dares great things."
Jonos grips the braid of his mother and wife's hair and jerking it forward, forces more of his cock into her mouth, making her moan with desire as he says, "I am not afraid to dare and to take what is mine. Heed my mother's warning well. I decree the right of a son's claim to be lawful -- as well as the right of a father's claim. Let he who would oppose my will know they risk peril."
The king dismisses the priest with a wave and turns his attention back towards Minister Larass who has stood in stunned silence since Queen Celise's entrance. Jonos settles back, spreading his thighs to allow his mother better access, pleased to see her attempting to deep throat his shaft even though he knows it is near impossible. Her gurgles and wet grunts mix with his spirited exchanges with the member of the High Council until he suddenly holds up his hand for silence.
"Ah, Mother, you are truly a Queen of Whores," Jonos moans and then he laughs as his climax explodes and he begins pumping Celise's mouth full of blistering hot semen, so much that she is unable to swallow it all and it streams from her cock filled mouth to drip down her chin and splash onto her heavy but youthful breasts. When finally he is drained, Celise lets her head fall back to be cushioned by his hard thigh, smiling with a mouth full of the king's seed drooling onto her mostly naked body.
The day passes with many petitioning King Jonos to be heard, many seeking to retain positions held under the old King while others protest or proclaim support for the new ruler's pronouncements.
Amid the many duties of the day, Queen Celise pleasures her son and king twice more, each time proudly sucking the King's cock in total view of the entire court. The clothing concealing her cunt becomes sodden, molding itself to her mound and King Jonos mercifully grants her spoken request to pleasure herself as well while she sucks his cock that third and final time. Sitting on the steps of the dais, her head thrown back and her son's cock buried in her mouth, Celise will spread her legs wide and plunge three fingers in and out of her pussy until her choked screams of orgasm draw everyone's attention away from a debate with Minister Larass on another foreign policy issue.
Rumors trickle in that Jonos's Uncle Kellas is marching with an army and wizards to avenge his brother and claim the throne for himself. "Direct confrontation is not Kellas's way, my son," murmurs Queen Celise from between Jonos's thighs, nuzzling her son's semi-erect cock with her semen splattered cheeks. "Like Janish, Kellas believes that sometimes more can be accomplished by deceit and assassination than with open war. Be wary, my King."
Jonos agrees, but appoints Captain Nasser as General of the First Legion of Agosta and directs him to prepare for open war with any challenger. It is well after dark before the new King calls an end to the day and taking his Queen by the arm, retires to the King's chambers.
Queen Celise leans against her King's strong body while his hand cups her buttocks, fingers slipping down the crack between her shapely cheeks until he can slip fingers into her soaked cunt. The guards on the chamber doors salute as they pass, their faces impassive as they observe the Queen's face slack-jawed with exquisite pleasure. When the doors are closed behind them, Jonos takes his mother in his arms and kisses her hungrily, thrusting his tongue into her mouth and sucking on her lower lip. When he pauses, he smiles and reaches up with one hand and tugs gently on the chain held in place by the nipple clamps. "I'm very pleased, Mother. Your conduct today would make any whore proud."
Celise begins to reply, but falls silent as her son suddenly places fingers upon her lips with one hand while the other pulls 'Vanquisher' from its scabbard. Jonos cocks his head to one side as if listening to some far off noise. Celise shivers and then hears cries of "Defend the King!" from beyond the doors.
Jonos snarls, "Stay here!" and turns towards the door and then comes to an abrupt halt. He sniffs the air and spins around, bringing his sword up. He sniffs the air again and hisses, "Be alert. We are not alone!"
Celise's eyes grow wide, but she, being a daughter of Elysiis, reacts out of a lifetime of training. Her fingers trace eldritch symbols in the air, causing the very air to shimmer with energy which with another gesture she pushes outward so the shimmer expands throughout the room.
A brutish growl fills the room as shadows are stripped away, revealing, a large figure which flings itself at mother and son, a blur of teeth, claws and furs. King Jonos swears and pushes his mother to the side, taking an off balance swing at the intruder and missing while it in turn slashes long nails across his chest, causing lines of blood to well to the surface. Jonos rolls and comes up in a crouch, sword at the ready, in front of his mother. Blood trickles from the slash marks scored across his chest.
From outside the doors, men's cries and the sharp clang of weapons crossing in battle are heard. Inside the room, the beast turns, snarling and drooling -- yellow eyes burning with hatred as it advances towards the king and queen. "By the Gods -- a werewolf!" gasps Celise. Without thinking of her own safety, she ducks under her son's arm and again makes arcane gestures and great gouts of flame erupt from her fingers and envelope the monster advancing towards them.
The flames seem to lick at his fur and do nothing as Celise cries out in frustration. "This creature is warded. I cannot hurt him!"
Jonos curses, both at the wolfish creature and at his mother's impulsive actions. "Damn it, bitch. Stay out of my way!" He grabs her by her long braid and flings her back, saving her life as the werewolf charges again, intent on disemboweling her. Jonos tries to strike with his sword, but in saving his mother, is unable to complete his swing and a powerful blow from the creature's fist sends him reeling. Another swing of the monster's claw tears at his face and then it slams him into a wall, stunning him, 'Vanquisher' clattering to the marble floor.
The creature throws back his head and howls in triumph before moving to close with the dazed king and finish him off.
"NO!" screams Queen Celise, her mind reeling as she tries to comprehend a way to stop the beast. Having shrugged off her most potent offensive spell, she knows instinctively that such overt power will not stop the lycanthrope. She climbs to her feet and she acts completely out of pure instinct. Her hand plunges between her legs, scooping up precious fluid of her own arousal. "Aramour!" she cries, flicking her own cunt cream at the muzzle of the beast, the liquid love shimmering with arcane power as the scent of pussy suddenly fills the room..
Drops of her pussy juices splatter on the werewolf's moist muzzle and he swings his head around as he comes to a complete stop -- his cruel eyes completely focused on the beautiful woman, the stunned Jonos forgotten. Queen Celise stands tall and proud, her breasts jutting out as she tears the silks concealing her loins away from her body. Her fear combines with the arcane lust of the spell she has just cast to make her nipples and labia to swell and a sexual flush to spread across her face and chest.
The werewolf's long, lascivious tongue lashes out and licks her wetness from his muzzle and he begins to snarl, advancing on the queen. With bravado in her voice that she doesn't truly feel, Celise hisses, "Come, foul beast. Killing can wait, now is the time for rutting!" She again slides her fingers through her wet labia and holds soaked and glistening fingers up for the monster to see.
The beast stalks towards her, eight feet tall and thick furred sinewy limbs. Celise shudders as it comes upon her, its rough pelt brushing against her flawless, dusky skin, claws gripping her arms and its muzzle striking, only to stop short of a bite, choosing instead to lap at her fingers like a hound parched from the hunt. Celise looks down, trying to avoid its cruel yellow eyes and its stinking breath. She groans as she spies its penis, long and hard, a lupine knot emphasizing its unnaturalness, emerge from a sheath between its hind legs.



One claw reaches out and yanks the gold chain hanging between her breasts, making her cry out as the nipple clamps hang on tight to her large meaty nubs. Celise is thrown against the bed, face down and she cries out in fear as she feels the werewolf's weight come down upon her. Something long and stiff rubs against the inside her thighs and then she is pushed forward and lifted onto hands and knees. The bed shifts as the monster climbs on, its foreclaws scratching her belly as it lifts her pelvis up, raising her ass up high in the air.
It pauses and fearing the beast's attention is beginning to waver, Celise looks over her shoulder and wiggles her buttocks, offering the werewolf the almost universal signal of a female in heat desiring to be mounted. The knobby cockhead brushes against her mound and seems to almost drink of her wet arousal, swelling as the beast crouches and then plunges with an angry snarl.
Queen Celise's body goes rigid as she feels the lycanthrope's cock plunge deep and swiftly into her pussy, one claw digging into her belly as it keeps her pelvis properly tilted while the other claw slides up her body to cup a meaty breast, nails digging deeply into her lush breast flesh. As the first nonhuman penis ever pierces her cunt, Celise lets out a soul rending scream. Her mind reels, in part from fear, knowing she and her son are mayhap moments from death and in part from the horrible realization that there is deep within herself something that is responding to this inhuman rape!
Jonos's voice echoes in her mind, his words, "Ah, Mother, you are truly the Queen of Whores," reverberating in her thoughts even as her body responds to the werewolf's carnal assault. As the beast plunges into her wet cunt again and again with his long penis, Celise struggles and loses to resist the lewd needs of her body. OH GODS, I AM A WHORE! I LOVE THIS, her mind screams as she lifts her ass higher while the werewolf snarls and slobbers, his long tongue rolling over the nape of her neck, making her shiver with unnatural delight.
Celise's efforts to get more of the werewolf cock inside her spasming cunt earn her an unexpected reward. She sobs with pleasure and pain as its lupine knot presses against her quivering labia and then as she recalls the size of the knot and the implications it portends, the queen attempts to resist, but too late as the werewolf shifts its hind legs for better leverage and thrusts hard, forcing the meaty knot of cockflesh into her cunt, filling her in a way she never imagined and producing pleasure so intense that it is only a fraction away from pain.
Celise's orgasm rips through her even as it seems the lycanthrope's meat will tear her apart. Blood drips from her breast as the monster's nails dig deep and it increases its pace, rapidly plunging into her, the knot preventing it from withdrawing more than a little from her battered womb. Tears flow down her face as the beast makes her cum and cum and cum yet again.
A shadow crosses the joined human and creature and Jonos's voice, harsh and angry, rasps, "By the Gods, you whore, will you fuck anything?" The werewolf yelps in surprise as a wet and meaty noise results from a fist being driven into its head. Celise screams as the beast jerks back, trying to withdraw, but prevented by the thick knot wedged inside the woman's wet and steamy cunt.
Pain and pleasure conspire together to take the queen's orgasm to a new level. Amidst her screams of ecstatic agony, she glances over her shoulder to see her son and husband take hold of the lycanthrope's head and begin to slowly twist. The monster yelps and screams in pain, limbs scrabbling for a hold, attempting to break the king's lethal assault, but only managing to scratch Celise's back and thighs -- its cries mixing with her shrieks of lusty pleasure.
The wolf creature lets out a long, unearthly howl, full of pain, confusion and desire as its bestial intelligence and desire to survive war with its animal urges to mate. Jonos roars with rage, muscles swelling with effort to tear the monster's head from its body while Celise sobs with pleasure, her cunt muscles clamping tightly around the werewolf's cock. The beast's struggle to get free, propel it backwards, dragging the orgasming queen with him, caught fast on his swollen knot.
Jonos grunts and stains, halting the backwards movement and then shoves forward, driving the werewolf's body against his mother, driving the beast's cock deeper, his knot spreading Celise's cunt even wider. The monster's body yields to the age old instincts and Celise begins to scream anew as the werewolf's hot seed begans pouring into her womb, spreading out like burning oil and bringing her to an orgasm that is unlike any she has ever known.
The white fire of inhuman pleasure courses through the queen's body, bringing with it, knowledge. Celise now understands why the wolf howls and the great jungle cats scream and shriek in the night. She comprehends the bellows of the great buffalo in rut and the triumphant trumpet of the war elephants in their breeding pens. The pure and savage joy of being mounted and brought to bestial orgasm rip away every shred of Celise's humanity as she surrenders to the sheer carnal delight of being filled with the beast's semen. Her voice grows hoarse with her screams of pleasure even as the sound of ripping sinew and snapping bones fill the air.
There is a single forlorn yelp and the lycanthrope falls lifeless in Jonos's embrace. He flings it off the bed, triggering a cry of pain and loss from his mother as her cunt yields up the beast's cock. Jonos's eyes are full of fire fueled by battle, his cock erect and jutting out from beneath his kilt. He lets loose with a savage scream, proclaiming his victory won with his own hands.
The king gazes down at his mother, still kneeling, thighs spread wide, her cunt gaping wide and oozing copious amounts of the monster's semen and her body scratched and bleeding. Celise's eyes are wild-eyed with lust as she looks over her shoulder at her son and lord. "Take me, Jonos. I beg you -- fuck your mother now!" The queen reaches back with one hand, fingers wiggling, eager to grasp her son's cock.
King Jonos breathes heavily, his nostrils flaring as he takes in the scent of sperm and pussy and mayhap the bloodlust is upon him thanks to the thrill of battle or mayhap remnants of his mother's sex spell is still present in the room -- whatever the case might be, he snarls, tearing his kilt from his bleeding and bruised body and moves towards his mother.
"Whore Queen, you would dare offer your sex to me befouled with that thing's seed? I'll fuck you, Mother, but I insist on a virgin hole!"
Celise moans, a part of her understanding his meaning and quivering with fear at the pain to come, while yet another part of her moans with need, aching to be violated and used. That part of her wins out and she reaches back and spreads her ass cheeks. "Fuck me, my King! Fuck my ass with your godly cock!"
Jonos kneels behind her, his hands gripping her taut cheeks as he presses his swollen cock head against Celise's brown, puckered hole. The sole lubrication is the drops of precum oozing from his mammoth cock, but lack of lubrication does not hinder him and he thrusts his erect penis forward, forcing his way into his mother's anus with a satisfied roar.
The air again quickly fills with Queen Celise's screams as she is split asunder, Jonos's cock worming its way into her hot, moist asshole. Pain sweeps through her body, rendering her almost unconscious as she slumps down, her face pressing into the furs and silks of the bed, her fingers clawing at the bedding. Out of instinct, she tries to scrabble forward, away from her son's invading erection, but Jonos reaches out and grabs her by the hair, her braid long undone, her dark mane now tangled and wild. He yanks her back, reining in her escape while he thrusts again and again, burying his throbbing cock deeper into her asshole.
Celise begs for mercy in Agostian and Ilysii, her body on fire from the cock now buried deep in her bowels. Jonos laughs as he hauls her back, pulling her up against him, up onto her knees in an upright position, her pubic hair scratching her smooth cheeks, his free hand squeezing her mauling her proud and bloody breasts while he nuzzles her neck and face, bending her head back further so he can force his mouth down on hers, his tongue finding and capturing hers, sucking and licking.
His fingers pinching her now slippery nipples sparks new pain within her, but pain mixed with pleasure and as her body recovers from his initial anal assault, her body begins to respond to her son's throbbing penis and pain transforms into ecstasy, the incestuous pleasure spreading throughout her body. Her screams escalate and her near unconscious state is again replaced by a ravenous beast of lust. Celise begins to return her son's kisses, biting and sucking at his thick digit as their tongues dance feverishly.
"FUCK ME, MY KING. FUCK YOUR MOTHER WITH OHHHHHH YESSSS THAT GODCOCK!" Queen Celise croons as she again crosses into the realm of orgasmic joy. She wiggles her ass, thrusting back as Jonos fucks her.
"Oh yes, Mother -- my whore. You love your cock! Like a good whore queen you would fuck any cock offered up, wouldn't you my queen?" Jonos is overcome with his lust, battering his mother's asshole without mercy. The king shoves her back down and without breaking stroke, he somehow rises to his feet, never ceasing his thrusts into his mother's tight anus, crotching behind her like a beast in rut, hugging her body to him as he fucks her with almost inhuman speed.
Queen Celise squirms and writhes under her son, screaming until her voice is almost gone as he fucks her ass until she is almost unconscious, only coming to life again as Jonos thrusts deep one last time and empties his heavy balls, pumping her bowels full of hot semen. The beautiful, but battered woman flops convulsively on his cock, her orgasm rendering her voiceless -- able to manage only a husky groan as she cums one last time.
King Jonos throws back his head again and roars victoriously, his mother impaled on his cock. In the quiet that follows, he senses they are not alone and turns to find several of his guard and a bloodied Captain Tollene standing before him. Faces are full of shock or awe at the sight of the mighty warrior fucking his mother's asshole.
"Nothing like a good fight to make fucking all the better, eh, Captain?" King Jonos says, the rage in his voice gone, replaced by satisfaction and pride.
Tollene smiles and nods, replying, "You are correct, King Jonos and I expect your men will following your, um, kingly example before the dawn." He gestures at his men, all of whom bear the signs of battle, spears and swords red with blood, dented and bloodstained shields and wounds still open and raw.
"When the men have had their pains tended to send them to Lynestra's -- tell the money grubbing whore to send me the bill," Jonos orders. He grips his queen's buttocks for leverage and with a satisfied grunt pulls his still thick cock free from his mother's asshole, drawing a sharp cry of pain and pleasure from Celise.
Jonos reaches for her long hair and pulls her around as he takes a seat on the edge of the bed, drawing his exhausted mother's face into his crotch. "Clean your King's sword, Mother," he commands. Celise moans, weary, but she eagerly begins to lick her son's semen covered cock, the taste thrilling her -- his salty flavor mixed with the earthy funkiness of her asshole. As she sucks her son clean, Jonos looks up at the captain of his personal guard. "Report," he says.
"My liege, the palace was attacked by a mixture of your uncle's personal guard and assassins hired out of the Southlands...Nedalians." There is disgust in his voice. One of the palace wizards brought them in through a teleportal. General Nasser killed him. The fighting was fierce, but I -- we've been ready since last night. We lost eight men, but the assassins have been killed to a man -- none escaped." Tollene turns to regard the corpse at the foot of the bed. "I see you had no problem here -- who was he?"
King Jonos leans over and considers the naked dead man lying on his stomach, his head twisted around and staring sightlessly at the ceiling. Queen Celise takes one last long slurp of her husband and son's shaft and looks down at the corpse. "Werewolf, Captain Tollene," she says in a voice harsh and raw from screaming. "Look at the pointed ears, the nails and the pentagram branded on his shoulder. "The Lycanthrope Guild of Nedal. Janish's brother employed their best often, both for himself and for Janish."
Celise points down at the dead creature. "There is a medallion on him. Bring it to me, Captain. Take care not to touch it with your bare hands."
Tollene uses his boot to roll the werewolf over. A small medallion hangs on a choker chain around his neck. A quick flick of the captain's sword breaks the chain and after looking around, Tollene picks up a scrap of Celise's cunt stained silk garment and uses it to pick up the medallion, his mouth twisted with distaste as if sensing the magic within. He hands it to the Queen. "Careful, my lady," he says softly.
Celise picks it up and examines it carefully. "A protective charm and a powerful one at that," she announces after studying the runes etched upon it. "No wonder my Fireburst spell did not work."
"Who made it," asks Jonos. "One of my wizards?" He speaks with hatred in his voice. The King is a warrior, bred and trained to fight with sword, spear and fist and hates the arcane arts.
Celise shakes her head and said, "No, my king. I recognize the craftwork. It was created by Kallas's wife, Nesharina. Like your father, he wed a magic user -- only she is Nedalian, schooled in their dark arts." She reaches out and takes her son's hand. "The attack on the palace was a feint. This beast was the true killer and was gifted with a powerful artifact. This item is a year's hard work for a practitioner of the art and its cost goes beyond materials and time. Part of Nesharina's lifeforce is bound within this medallion."
King Jonos nods his head and looks at his new wife approvingly. "A deadly and costly gamble on my uncle's part. So be it." He stands, swaying slightly from the aftereffects of battle and the sex that followed. "Captain Tollene, Send word to General Nasser to march on my Uncle's holdings. My wizards are to accompany him. I want Kallas's strongholds leveled and his head on a platter within two fortnights. Announce my decree -- any who stand with my uncle die -- they and all of their line."
"The general is already gathering his forces together. Your will shall be done, my liege." Captain Tollene turns to leave, but pauses to consider his bloodied king and queen. "King Jonos, you and the Queen have suffered wounds. Shall I summon the healers?"
Jonos eyes widen and he looks down at his bloody chest and arms, touches his torn face, then turns and gazes upon the bloody body of the queen -- blood seems to cover her naked body, several cuts and scratches evident. His cock stirs at the sight though. Celise appears as some kind of avatar of the warrior angels and her bloody nudity only seems to arouse him. "Aye, Captain, send the healers to us."
He pauses and studies his mother more carefullyl kneeling on the bed next to him. He snorts derisively as he spies semen oozing from both her well fucked anus and cunt, pooling on the bed between her thighs. Summon the Queen's handmaidens as well. She is in need of being cleaned up after this night's adventures." He grins at his mother who stares back, blushing but unashamed.
Captain Tollene nods and signals his men to move out. As he nears the door, Jonos calls out. "Quite a first day as King, eh, Captain?"
Tollene turns and grins at his King. "An interesting beginning, Sire. I suspect that this will actually be one of the quieter days of your reign." He exits to the sound of Jonos's riotous laughter.
King Jonos takes a sip of wine as he watches the sun rise from the great window of his chambers. He scratches absently at his stomach, the newly healed skin over his wounds a pinkish weal contrasting with his mostly bronze skin -- harshly tanned from many days in the wilds. He marvels at the ability of the healers to mend his wounds so quickly although he curses that damned itching that will persist for several days.
A moan from the king's bed draws his attentions away from the beauty of the sun revealing the beauty that is his city of Atria. Celise is on her hands and knees, a position he finds pleasing. Beneath her lies a young, blonde-haired girl, scarcely eighteen, her freckled face glistening with his mother's juices and the seed of the dead assassin. She has an unusually long tongue and has been working on cleaning Queen Celise's assaulted cunt for most of an hour.
Kneeling behind the queen is an ebony skinned girl, her long black hair streaming down to her ass. Like the other, she has not yet seen her nineteenth birthday yet. She has his mother's ass cheeks spread and is spearing her tongue deep into Celise's asshole, scooping up blobs of the king's seed, still hot inside the queen's tight anal passage. Every so often, she pauses and clambers around to share Jono's semen with his mother who insists it should not go to waste. Watching them kiss rouses the King's ardor and when the last of the lycanthrope's sperm has been sucked from his mother and wife's womb, he intends to follow the servants' redemptive tongue bath with a renewing and cleansing fuck from her lord and master.
Jonos regards his mother in a new light. That she is a whore, he has no doubt -- in truth, it is part of his attraction to his mother, her capacity to yield to her baser desires. Even in the lust of battle as he stalked towards the werewolf as it fucked the queen, he was in awe and aroused by her succumbing to the carnal pleasures the beast offered. And now there was more...
His doubts about her loyalty were now washed away. She had done what she had done to save his life -- although he had been stunned and unable to rise for long minutes from the blow to the head, he had known that instantly. She above all others was above reproach now. He could rely on her, trust her and use her as he saw fit.
King Jonos knew that his own lusty soul was born of his mother's own sluttish ways. He indeed would insure that in times to come, the stories of the Whore Queen Celise would be many and wondrous to hear, just as he would carve his own legend upon the world. He grinned and stood, his cock now slapping against his cock. Striding around the bed until he was in front of his mother, he took in her great beauty and felt his cock swell even more.
Celise's face was contorted with the sweet ecstasy of the young women's loving tongues. Her lips and chin were smeared with the blonde handmaiden's own pussy juices. Her eyes suddenly focused and she smiled, weary yet aroused by the sight of her son's long and thick cock in front of her.
"My son and king -- may I -- ummmm Gods..." Celise shivered from the talented ministrations of her servants. She licked her cream covered lips and began again. "My son, may your mother and queen please you?"
Jonos smiled, both love and cruelty on his face. "Oh yes, Mother, yes," he replied as he guided the swollen head of his penis between his mother's open lips, her tongue rolling over the crown. "You will please me, now and forever."
So ends this first chronicle of Jonos and his Whore Queen. Go now and pleasure each other in their memory. There will be more stories...many stories to come...
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Cock. I love cock. I've yet to experience a cock I didn't immediately love...especially hard, erect cock. I love the feel of hard rigid cock in my mouth, my tongue memorizing every bump and ridge and throbbing vein as I lick and suck. I love the way a cock smells, that mixture of semen, sweat and piss and how the taste is different in every man I've been privileged to suck off.
Part of my mind marveled at the fact that the number of cocks I had experienced in my whole life before a month ago I could have counted on one hand...with fingers to spare. Now, in the span of just four weeks, I had sucked more than I could recall at hand. I was awestruck by the sheer variety of cocks I had experienced. Who knew that they came in so many splendid shapes and sizes? Even more amazing is whose cocks I've been sucking.
Take for instance the cock I had in my mouth at the moment. My tongue rolled slowly over his plum sized knob, tasting piss and precum, my nostrils inhaling the musky scent of his crotch as I looked up into the brilliant blue eyes of Father Thomas, my priest and confessor for the last fifteen years. I drew a groan from my priest as I took more of him in my mouth, my tongue rolling down his considerable shaft.
His gnarled hand dropped down onto my head and twisted in strands of my long, dark hair, tightening as he urged me to take more of his erect penis down my throat. "Ahhh, Sonya. You've a mouth blessed of God himself!" he sighed as I sucked his cock. A nasty shiver ran through my body, making my already hard nipples stiffen even more as my tits swung heavily below me as my mind adjusted to the fact that I was on my hands and knees sucking the cock of a sixty-three year old Catholic priest.
Another shiver rippled through my naked body as I felt something hard brush up against my labia, pressing between my slick lips. A soft palm ran up over my ass and up my back to finally come to rest on my shoulder and I could almost feel the weight of another body leaning over me from behind. Fingers dug into my shoulder, using it for leverage as a long, thick and firm pole, studded with hard bumps was thrust into my steamy and cum filled cunt.
I groaned around my mouthful of priest's cock as Mother Superior Margaret Ann buried her strap-on dildo inside my pussy, thrusting my ass back to meet the long, rubber cock of the nun who often taught my oldest child on Sunday mornings. She chuckled, her voice full of lusty mirth as she said, "Yes, Father -- I never suspected the whore that was hiding inside this one." Her free hand trailed long nails around my waist and up to seize one of my swinging breasts, fingernails digging into my flesh as she rubbed her palm against my throbbing nipple.
It was moments like this that I sent up prayers of thanks to God Almighty for sending me to Mr. Richards, our bank manager who showed me how I could save my family's home from being foreclosed upon by becoming an out and out whore and slut. I sent up thanks that his actions revealed to me after long years of marriage, my true nature -- that I was an absolute sex slut.
Three days a week, I received assignments -- to go forth and sexually pleasure various prominent members of the community. Two days a week, I would visit my bank manager and suck his cock -- often cleaning his secretary's cunt cream off in the process. In exchange, my house payments were taken care of each month and as I had discovered, I made a tidy profit in tips from most assignments. I had sucked captains of industry and deflowered young virgin men. I had sucked cocks ten at a time and so much more.
Three hours ago, I had received a call from Mr. Richard's beautiful secretary, Lilly Fox, telling me with much amusement that I was to be at the rectory of the local Catholic Church two hours hence at 10:00 A.M. She told me that I was to see Father Thomas, a priest that not twenty-four hours before had placed a communion wafer on my tongue. I almost fainted from shock and from excitement. I was told to use my imagination on what to wear but I knew immediately I would again raid my seventeen year old daughter's wardrobe for the naughty school girl's outfit I forbade her to wear -- the same outfit I had used for my first whoring assignment.
Father Thomas had such a pleased smile on his face when he saw me walk into his private office, skirt barely covering my crotch, bare belly and one of my daughter's white blouses, snug and tightly tied up under my breasts, a single button preventing my braless breasts from being exposed.
My priest had stood up and had finished off the glass of wine he was holding and then came around his desk to take a better look at me. I was both embarrassed and aroused as this man of God let his lusty gaze roam up and down my barely clad body. I almost gasped as I saw the bulge grow inside his dark slacks as his stare followed my long legs down to the white socks and black patent leather shoes I was wearing.
"Nice touch, Sonya," he had said admiringly, staring lustily at my feet as he came to me. As I mentioned, Father Thomas is an elderly man, sixty-three years old, a tall, gaunt figure of a man, with a hawkish face, lanky gray hair and those piercing blue eyes that I had always thought could see right into your soul and know your sins. The priest was dressed in neatly pressed slacks and a black shirt complete with his priest's collar. He paused before me and smiled -- not the sweet, comforting smile I had always known from my priest and confessor, but a hungry smile, rife with desire and lust.
"I could scarcely believe my ears when I heard that dear Mrs. Lawson, dutiful mother and maker of brownies for our annual bake sale was a fuck hungry whore." He rubbed the bulge in his pants and added, "But, yesterday, as you knelt for communion and I placed the wafer in your mouth, I imagined resting my dick in your mouth and somehow I could see it in your eyes, Sonya." His hand came up and he brushed his thumb against my lips as he repeated, "I could see it in your eyes, Sonya Lawson -- I knew that before me knelt a true harlot, dedicated to lust and pleasing a man."
I took his thumb in my mouth and sucked it slowly, my eyes never leaving his and then I whispered, "Bless me, Father for I am about to sin." I resumed sucking on his thumb while I took his free hand and slipped it into my shirt so he could fondle my 38D breasts. He sighed happily as his fingers dug into my tit flesh and teased my swollen nipples.
I reached up and undid my shirt button and then undid the knot so the blouse would fall open. I pressed myself against the old priest, thrilling to feel his hard cock, barely restrained by his slacks, press against my stomach. I let his thumb slip from between my lips, covered with my saliva and I rose up on tip-toe to kiss him, his mouth opening eagerly to accept my tongue. I could taste him -- the cigarettes he smoked and the lingering taste of the wine and him...like a finely aged delicacy.
Father Thomas's hand tightened around my breast while his other hand dropped to my skirt, slipping under it and he groaned into my mouth as he discovered that I wasn't wearing panties and that I was dripping wet. I groaned too, as the man with the knowledge of sixty-three years, expertly slipped two fingers into my hot, sodden cunt and seemed to immediately find some pleasure points within me. My heart was pounding and wicked desire coursed through my bloodstream. Even in my nastiest fantasies did I ever imagine I would be a whore for my neighborhood priest!
I quivered as the Father fingered me and I eagerly began to fumble with his belt, undoing it and then running the zipper down so I could fish for that large lump inside his pants. I gasped against his mouth with surprise as my fingers wrapped around a very sizable and stiff penis.
I broke the kiss and looked down at the erect penis in my hand -- at least seven inches and thicker than most I'd seen...and I'd seen a lot in the last month. "Father, that's a -- a really big cock!" My surprise and awe was evident in my voice. I slowly stroked his shaft as I looked back up into his eyes, an evil grin on my face.
Father Thomas smiled proudly back at me. "Thank you, Sonya. I give all credit to God...well, God and Viagra!" His fingers slipped from my pussy and he held them up, glistening in the multicolored light shining through the old, antique windows of his office. "Are you ready to please me, Sonya? Are you enough of a slut to commit adultery with your priest and confessor?"
To answer him, I took his hand and guided his cunt cream covered fingers to my lips and whorishly sucked them clean. "I am yours to command and use, Father Thomas. God made me a slut, use me however you want."
The Father smiled and did so, pulling my blouse free of my body and then leaning in and taking my left nipple between his lips and sucking while his hands caressed my now mostly naked body, fingers sliding through my neatly trimmed bush before again sliding between my labia into my steaming honeypot. His teeth expertly nibbled at my swollen nips, drawing little gasps from me as he bit me again and again, never hard enough to be really painful, but hard enough to send electric jolts of pleasure through me. He switched breasts, his tongue rolling over my bountiful tit flesh as he found my right nipple and sucked on it for what seemed forever.
I felt my knees begin to buckle and I was sagging against him, forcing his fingers deeper and more firmly into my pussy. "Yesssss -- that's so sweet, Father," I cooed, feeling the pleasure building between my thighs and spreading outward.
He stood up straight again and then with his fingers still stirring my pussy, steered me over to his desk, a monstrously large oak structure, currently empty except for a phone and an empty wine glass. As we moved, he kicked off his polished loafers and let his pants slip to his ankles and with more grace than I'd thought a man of his years would possess, Father Thomas stepped out of them, never halting for a second.
My priest turned me around and leaned me over the desk, fingers briefly leaving my pussy, but soon returning, lifting me up with pressure against my sugar walls. "Many people have been telling me what a bad girl you've become, Sonya. Is it true?" he asked, flipping my skirt up to expose my asscheeks. His other hand slid up the soft skin of my back and then into my mane of long dark hair. He wrapped his fingers around my tresses and gave a sudden, painful jerk, catching me off guard and making me cry out.
"Is it true, Sonya Lawson? Are you a cock hungry whore?" he hissed.
"Yes!" came my cry just before I felt his palm slap my ass, stinging and surprising me. "YES!" I screamed.
Father Thomas's voice grated out again, "Are you a bad girl?" as his hand spanked my ass again.
The room echoed with the crack of his palm against my flesh. That hurt and I felt the burn spreading across my bottom even as the fires within my cunt exploded as well. "YES!" I sobbed.
"Do you love having big cocks in your slutty cunt hole?" SLAP!
"YES!"
"Are you just a sinful bitch in heat?" SLAP!
"YES!
"Are you such a slut that you'd dare fuck a man of God?" SLAP!
"YES! OH FUCKING GOD, YES, YES YES!" I cried out, tears running down my face even as I came closer to cumming with every painful slap of Father Thomas's hand. I could scarcely believe it...I liked what he was doing, despite the pain.
"Do you want me to fuck you, Sonya?" SLAP!
"YES!" I shrieked. "PLEASE FUCK ME WITH YOUR BIG DICK, FATHER!"
Father Thomas laughed and continued, "Are you really enough of a whore to fuck your priest...your confessor?" SLAP!
"YESSSSS!" FUCK ME, FATHER THOMAS, FUCK ME!"
"Beg me to fuck you, you slut." SLAP!
"YES! OH PLEASE, FATHER, I BEG YOU, PLEASE FUCK ME! I WANT TO BE FUCKED BY YOU. I WANT TO BE YOUR SLUT! I WANT TO BE A SLUT FOR GOD. FATHER THOMAS, PLEASE FUCK ME!"
I cried out as my priest slapped my ass one more time and then I felt him move between my legs, his hands lifting me up slightly as he murmured, "For what we are about to enjoy, Lord, our most reverent thanks!" I let out a cry as I felt his cock press between my slick lips and then thrust violently into me. Father Thomas rammed his cock inside me with a confidence born of years of experience. I felt his pubic hair tickle my tingling asscheeks and then I cried out again as buried deep inside me, he yanked again on my hair, pulling me against him while he thrust further, drilling his long, hard cock even deeper within my womb!
That's all it took. With a series of sobs, my body stiffened as I was swept away by my first orgasm of the day. As pleasure wracked my body, I dimly heard Father Thomas chuckle as he began to work his way in and out of my pussy, withdrawing as my cunt muscles tried to clamp down on his cock and then vainly attempt to resist his hard thrusts back inside me. Each time he buried his hard pole inside me, he would yank on my hair and then push deeper into my pussy.
His expert love play seemed to perpetuate my orgasm and it seemed to go on forever while he patiently fucked me. My voice soon grew hoarse as I sobbed and moaned and screamed as the man I had confessed my sins too for many so many years fucked me and fucked me with no sign of relenting.
Suddenly in the midst of all this ecstasy, an inner door opened into his office and I moaned in surprise and dismay as I watched Mother Superior Margaret Ann walk in. A tall, stocky woman, draped in the current robes and habit of her order, a severe black cowl draped over her head. This was the woman who ran a clinic for the poor and destitute and served as the iron-fisted instructor for my oldest daughter's Sunday morning classes. I expected her to take in the scene and begin calling down thunderbolts at the carnal act in front of her.
Instead she smiled at us and said, "My apologies, Father. I was delayed at the clinic." She removed her habit, revealing a short cropped head of ash blonde hair.
"Not at all, Maggie," replied Father Thomas, never pausing for as much as a single stroke, his cock thrilling me with that double pump action. "I've been discovering what a sweet piece of ass our Sonya has become!"
Mother Superior licked her lips hungrily and her eyes never left us as she disrobed, revealing a thickset body with the most enormous set of tits I have ever seen on a woman. She undid the front clasp on an industrial strength bra and her massive udders fell free -- sloping down on her chest like huge gourds, capped by nipples as round as quarters and extending nearly an inch. Her legs and arms didn't quiver with fat, but rather were well formed, almost muscular. She radiated strength and confidence.
Like me, the nun was bereft of panties and as she walked, I got glimpse of bare, pink flesh, Mother Superior stepped up beside Father Thomas and I glanced over my shoulder to see them kiss passionately, tongues slipping back and forth before she turned to study me. Through it all, the Father never slowed his pace a bit. "I'd like a kiss, Mrs. Lawson or may I call you Sonya?" the nun asked me.
"P-please," I stammered, trying to focus as pleasure tortured my body. I let out a cry of pain as Father Thomas pulled my hair, raising me up, his free hand wrapping around my waist to support me while his hips never stopped slapping against my ass.
The nun closed with me, her strong hand cupping one of my swaying breasts and she pressed her lips against mine. I felt her tongue roll against my lips and I opened my mouth and greeted her tongue with my own, moaning as my cock induced pleasure became mixed with the gentle excitement of kissing another woman as well as the delicious sensation of the ball of her thumb scraped against my blood swollen nipple.
Time seemed to slow and I was caught up in the sweet rapture of my near continuous orgasm in the embrace of these two servants of God. It was with a little cry of protest from me that Mother Superior Margaret Ann broke the kiss and stepped away. She grinned at me, her lean and angular face beautiful in her desire, and turned and strode to a closet set into the wall. "How's the slut's pussy, Father?" she asked matter of factly.
"Exquisite," sighed Father Thomas. "Sonya knows how to use the gifts God gave her -- her pussy feels tight and wonderful." He twisted his hips, drawing an appreciative moan from me.
Mother Superior licked her lips and nodded. "I think Mister Black is in order, then." From the closet she brought out a contraption that vaguely resembled a belt and then a long and thick black dildo, heavily covered with beaded studs. The dildo seemed to have two heads on it and I felt my heart race at the possibilities.
The nun laughed and said, "Look at her. My God, Sonya, you are a slut, aren't you?"
I nodded and said, "Please...whatever you want. Use me, make me your whore too."
Mother Superior grinned lecherously at me as she climbed into the apparatus and I realized it was a strap on dildo devise. She inserted one end of the dildo into an hole, slipping into her own cunt several inches and causing beads of sweat to break out on her face. She slipped some latch and locked the studded dildo into place and tightened all the straps. She walked proudly towards us, her rubber cock waving and bouncing before her, pointing the way. She made one of the most erotic and lewd visions I have ever seen.
"Can a bride of Christ join this fuckfest?" she said, giggling.
Father Thomas sighed and replied, "Of course, Maggie. Louis Richards told me that our little Sonya is a marvelous cocksucker." I moaned in protest as I felt my priest ease his cock from my clasping pussy lips. As much as I had already cummed, I wanted more.
The Father pushed me away from his desk, turning and leaning against it himself, his cock pointing straight out and shiny with a thick coating of my pussy juices. I stared at his old, but proud penis hungrily. "You are in the house of God, Sonya," Father Thomas said, gravely. "You should honor him by being on your knees."
Obediantly, I sank downwards and crawled between his legs, rising up and opening my mouth to accept his cock. I furiously and greedily licked his cock clean of my cunt cream before I moved to begin sucking him and marveling over how much I loved cock...which is where this part of my story began.
I had not experienced feelings like this before -- acting so lewd in a holy place. I felt evil and twisted and so damn sexy and I was savoring every moment. I struggled to focus on giving Father Thomas the blowjob of his life while Mother Superior Margaret Ann pummeled my pussy with her studded rubber cock. The bump covered dildo felt so strange and wonderful inside my spasming pussy, touching me as I had never been touched before and she was not gentle with me, fucking me deep with the long, artificial cock, pushing against my cervix with tremendous force, giving me pleasure so intense it wavered on the border of pain.
Mother Superior showered my back with kisses as her big, strong hands mauled my tits, pinching them until I screamed which seemed to give Father Thomas additional pleasure as he fed me his cock. Orgasms waxed and waned and it seemed like it would never end.
Between sighs and grunts, my priest told the nun how good my mouth was -- "Sonya's tongue is a devilish thing and it will feel so heavenly inside your wet pussy, Maggie." Father Thomas ran his hand through my hair and added. "Her mouth is as hot and sweet and soft as her pussy. Tis a shame you cannot feel how tight and wet she is, with that dildo."



Mother Superior sighed and said. "That's true, Father." Then she giggled and abruptly withdrew from my pussy. "But Mother Maggie has other ways within her means."
I let the Father's cock slip from my mouth and looked over my shoulder just in time to see Mother Maggie flex her fingers and then I screamed as she plunged her entire hand inside me, pain fighting with pleasure for dominance. Then I really screamed with pain as the nun waggled her fingers inside me and made a fist, filling my cunt to the point I thought it would tear open. She began to work it around and I screamed even louder as white hot pain exploded and was transformed into one of the most intense orgasms of my life. I flopped onto the floor, my face getting carpet burns as I collapsed, helpless under the onslaught of intense carnal joy. My ass stuck up high, hung on Mother Maggie's fist buried inside me. The word 'fistfucked' floated through my mind and a remote part of me was wondering how I had lived so long and never discovered the intense pleasure of this simple yet devastating act.
"Mmmmm -- so wet and hot, Father," Mother Superior murmured. "Very tight -- I love how her pussy throbs and pulses around my fist!"
Time again slowed to a crawl and I was adrift on a sea of intense pleasure, heightened when again, a hand wrapped around my long tresses and pulled me upwards until I was again sucking a long, hard penis. Father Thomas's hard cock became my focal point, my rock in a sea of relentless orgasm and I sucked him feverishly as Mother Maggie pounded my cunt with her fist. She had a maddening technique of flexing her fist inside my quivering cunt and then pressing forward slowly and gently and producing the most intense and delicious sensations within my pussy.
As I wafted down from one orgasm and eagerly anticipated the next, Mother Superior abruptly withdrew from my cunt, making me cry out in pain. I would have collapsed again, but Father Thomas held my head up, his fingers tightly tangled in my hair. In the throes of my orgasm, I had failed to notice how he was responding to both my sucking mouth and the sight of his senior nun fisting my pussy.
Sweat poured off the old man's face, his expression twisted up into equal parts lust and need for release. I realized he was about to cum. "Sweet Sonya," he grunted. "I baptize you in the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit!" The last few words came out in a strangled cry and then he slipped from my lips and stroking his saliva coated shaft, my priest ejaculated in my face.
I think he'd been saving it for a while because I was liberally anointed with thick streamers of hot semen. His seed splattered across my cheeks and nose and against my forehead, dripping down my face. Thick wads of sperm splashed into my open mouth and coated my chin. And he just kept cumming, his face growing redder as he kept crying out, "Praise God!"
Mother Maggie scooted around to kneel beside me, reaching out and catching the last few spurts of the priest's jism before turning her attentions to me. Her lips were against mine and I shared the taste of Father Thomas's cock with her before she proceeded to lick my face clean of his semen, pausing now and again to share his creamy goodness with me. I knelt, exhausted and shaking, marveling over the lewdness of the moment, occasionally glancing up at my half naked priest, still wearing his shirt and collar, never letting me forget I was committing sexual sins with a man of God.
As I recovered, I put more passion into my kisses with Mother Maggie, neither of us closing our eyes as we kissed, tongues writhing and sharing the priest's seed. Her blue eyes burned with desire and I could feel the sudden hunger within me to please her. The older woman groaned as I trailed kisses down her neck and over her massive tits, my lips finally finding her stupendous nipples -- the hugest I'd ever seen on a woman. "Yessss, that's a good little slut," the nun sighed as I nibbled and sucked on her rubbery nipples, making her groan as I not so gently bit down on them.
As I sucked Mother Maggie's big tits, my hands fluttered between her thighs, my fingers parting them and discovering her large, wet and so slick hairless mound. Her pussy was like a furnace, her juices almost scalding hot on my shaking fingers. I twisted and turned my fingers inside her cunt, making her quiver with need. She cried out in pleasure as she fell backwards, her rubbery nipple stretching out from being clamped between my teeth before I let it slip free.
She reached out and grabbed my hair and roughly pulled me down between her widespread legs. "Pleasure me, you little whore!" she moaned, thrusting her crotch upwards, letting me see her long and thick labia, slick and gleaming with her juices. Her clitoris had revealed itself, a long, thick nib almost as big as her nipples. "Lick me, slut!" Mother Maggie cried out as she forced my face against her mound.
I obeyed eagerly. I had only now licked four women -- two from the first day of my new line of work and then on two separate occasions since then. I was still new to licking pussy, but I was already developing a hunger for it and I mashed my face into her sodden flesh, her strong scent filling my nostrils while I feverishly began to lick her.
Like semen, every woman's juices were unique and to my taste buds, exquisite! The nun's pussy had a very different flavor than any other woman's pussy I had tasted and then as I was driving my tongue deep inside her, it hit me -- I could taste semen. Mother Maggie had been fucked not long before! I felt a big tremor of orgasmic energy ripple through me. I had not licked a man's cum out of a woman before. I felt my cunt quiver with renewed lust, despite the pounding the woman had given me just minutes before.
I glanced up from her wet, pink mound to see Father Thomas kissing Mother Superior, tongues working furiously. He broke the kiss and turned to see me staring and smiled knowingly. "Yes -- Maggie is a slut for cock too! I believe you're tasting one of her student's cum." He chuckled for a moment and added, "Late at the clinic indeed!"
He watched my eyebrows shoot up in surprise and shook his head. "Oh no, nothing of the sort, my dear -- our tastes run to decadence, not to minors. We like our partners to be at least eighteen years old." He eased himself down next to me, his lips nuzzling my ear as he whispered, "When we see a likely participant, we happily welcome them into our sinful circle as soon as they reach adulthood."
Father Thomas leaned over and licked Mother Maggie's thigh, drenched with her juices. Then he again whispered into my ear. "I seem to recall your Tara will soon be eighteen, won't she?" His tongue slithered around my ear and he hissed, "I wonder if your daughter takes after her slut of a mother?"
"OH GOD!" I groaned, as a wave of pleasure reached out of nowhere and washed over me. Part of me knew I should be indignant and angry, but the part of my soul that now gloried and reveled in being a sluttish whore found his words to be carnal ecstasy itself.
I felt his hand slither down the crack of my ass and fingers pierce my pussy. "Mmmm! I think our Sonya finds that notion every bit as exciting as we do. I for one would pay a handsome sum to see you and Tara together," he said loud enough for Mother Maggie to hear. He fingered me roughly with three digits of his hand and added, "Or perhaps you would like to see your daughter and Maggie here together?"
I began to cum them, despite having been only physically stimulated for a brief time. Awful, wonderful images swirled in my mind and I realized that I had no clue as to the depths of my own sexual depravity! "My goodness, Father, she is a whore, isn't she?" groaned Mother Maggie as she reached out and again tugged my head between her thighs, rubbing her slick folds of flesh over my face.
Father Thomas eased his hand out of my cunt and slid them back over my ass, pausing now to spread my cheeks and smear my own juices over my asshole. I don't know what was more exciting -- his next words or the fact my priest was about to fuck me up the ass! "Well, its good to know the truth about oneself, isn't it?" he said. "She has so much to learn and enjoy -- things that you and I discovered long ago, sister."
His words began to sink in even as his cock, recovered and erect again, began to force its way through my sphincter. I cried out against Mother Maggie's creamy cunt as I heard her reply -- "Absolutely, brother. Vice is nice, but incest is best!"
White hot pain and pleasure exploded in my ass as Father Thomas thrust his erection inside me, slowly and confidently, never completely stopping, but with sure knowledge, worming his way into my tight anus. Mixed in with the sweet pain was the sudden comprehension of what I had been oblivious to for years! Both the nun and priest shared the same brilliant blue eyes and now that my attention was drawn to it, I could see the family resemblance in their faces, the same high cheekbones and while Father Thomas's nose was more pronounced, Mother Maggie's nose shared the same lines.
My voice, partly muffled by Mother Maggie's wet flesh squealed, "You're brother and sister!" Anything further I might have said was reduced to cries of pleasure as the father began to pound my ass, fucking me up the butt with abandon. Mother Maggie gave her own squeals of pleasure as my tongue slathered over her huge, swollen clitoris, making her squirt pussy juice into my face as she began to cum.
My own orgasmic pleasure began to overwhelm me, both from my priest's wonderful cock and from the exhilarating knowledge that I was being fucked by a brother and sister. Pleasure seemed to burn in every atom of my body and I was weeping with joy as I sucked and licked Mother Maggie, my face dripping with her juices while my sphincter kept trying to clamp down on her brother, Father Thomas's invading cock.
I felt him stiffen behind me and again he thrust into me with that delicious stuttering movement, driving deep into my ass, hesitating and then plunging a little deeper. "Oh dear Lord," Father Thomas groaned and then I screamed aloud as he began to empty his balls into my ass, filling me up with searing hot semen. The sweet heat flowed through my bowels, the sensations of ecstasy spreading outward and overwhelming my entire body. I shook and shivered with orgasmic pleasure and then as my world seemed to fill with heavenly white light, I simply passed out from the joy of it all.
I drifted along, my dreams vague and hazy, floating along on a cloud of carnal joy, aware only that my body seemed to throb and pulse with never ending sexual gratification. When I came to, I found myself on the big leather sofa in Father Thomas's office, still naked, my head in his lap, his cum covered cock, semi-deflated and nuzzling my lips. I blinked and smiled up at him while my tongue peeked out and began licking him clean.
A thrill ran abruptly through me as I felt something long and wet swirl around my well fucked puckered asshole. I glanced back to see the Mother Superior kneeling behind me, her large, mannish hands spreading my cheeks wide and her head bobbing as she tongued her brother's cum from my ass. The nasty sounds of wet licking filled the rooms for several minutes intermixed with happy sighs from Father Thomas and myself. I licked my priest's cock clean, but could not get another erection from him.
I looked up at him with a sad and frustrated look, but he stroked my hair and said, "Think nothing of it, Sonya, my dear. I've had two very lovely orgasms myself and am quite contented. You are a very talented whore, God be praised!" I felt like a school child receiving the highest praise from their teacher.
Mother Maggie gave me one last lick and then with her brother's seed smeared on her lips, clambered up and kissed me. "Yes, you've been a wonderful slut experience, Sonya. I'll never see you...or your daughter again without getting wet." She kissed me again, sharing her brother's taste as well as my own funkiness with me, before climbing off me to sit in her brother's naked lap. She looked quite naughty, her thick, voluptuous and naked body, squirming on Father Thomas's lap, him still naked except for his shirt and priest's collar.
We chatted a few minutes more about nothing in particular, both of them taking delight in my childlike astonishment and awe of them being brother and sister. Father Thomas and Mother Maggie would only hint at how long they had yielded together to the temptations of the flesh and the only honest answer I got was from my priest as he caressed my breasts, saying, "Now, Sonya, dear -- we must save something for the next time we all get together. It should suffice for you to know that the next time you are before me to receive communion, I will be wickedly hard for you under my cassock.
Not another word about their incestuous relationship did I get and I knew that like the whore I was, I was being dismissed. I pulled my outfit together, drawing some pointed comments from Mother Maggie about how she'd love to see Tara and I dressed the same once my daughter reached eighteen in a few months. I felt my face blush and the heat of her lewd suggestions spread down my chest and southwards to between my legs.
As I turned to go, Father Thomas came up and gave me a gentle kiss and said, "Go with God," as he handed me a folded hundred dollar bill. Now, I'd gotten used to the extra tips that most of my assignments brought me, but for the first time, I absolutely felt I couldn't accept it.
"Oh, Father Thomas, no! I can't -- I mean, you're a man of God and..." I really couldn't explain myself...to be honest, I'm not sure I understood it myself. Just listening to myself try and explain it to my priest made me want to hoot with hysterical laughter.
My priest just shook his head and laughed. "Sonya Lawson, you're a whore and a whore never turns down money!" He leaned in and gave me another kiss while his hand reached down under my skirt and with a skilled move, tucked the folded money between my labia. "God understands and I'm sure he has a special place in his heart for a working girl like yourself!" He pressed it a little deeper inside my wet and sensitive pussy, turned me around, opened the door and with one last firm SLAP of his hand on my bare ass, sent me on my way.
I was halfway home before I had to pull over and calm down, although as I slowly pulled the folded hundred dollar bill from my pussy, completely soaked through with my juices, I knew it would be a long time before I would ever feel calm again!
I had just fucked my priest and a nun! Even more, I had had sex with a brother and sister! My mind was reeling from all the thoughts rampaging through my mind -- not the least of which was the fact that I had practically orgasmed at their teasing hints of having sex with my own daughter! Images I would once have never believed I would even consider cascaded through my mind. I was completely appalled and aroused that I could even think of Tara that way!
I somehow managed to make it home -- not actually remembering the whole drive. I trudged wearily up the stairs, happy that I had an hour or two to rest before the kids came home. I was shocked, almost screaming then as Donnie stepped out of our bathroom, with only a towel around his waist and his hair wet. I'd forgotten this was one of his half days at work.
I looked at him warily and said, "Hi, sweetheart. How was your day?"
My husband looked me up and down, that particular look of disgust he always wore when he greeted me when I came home from MY work. "Better than yours, Sonya," he replied. "What was it today, blowing winos down by the tracks? A gangbang at the fucking bank, maybe?"
I felt that familiar anger stir within my breast and with it, a new surge of heat between my thighs. I admit it, I took great pleasure in stepping up to my husband and laying a big wet sloppy kiss on him, thrusting my tongue into his mouth and rubbing his tongue slowly with my own.
I felt his cock stiffening underneath the towel as we soul kissed and I swirled my tongue roughly around inside his mouth, wanting to share every bit of the flavor that I myself tasted. I smiled evilly at Donnie as our kiss ended, running my tongue over his parted lips.
"You like that, baby," I murmured, rubbing myself against him, towel falling away as I wrapped my fingers around his cock. "You like the taste, Donnie?"
He pulled me in for another kiss, his hands now tugging at my skirt, letting it drop down to my ankles. "I'm glad you like it, sweetheart," I whispered, trailing my tongue over his cheek to tickle his ear. "Remember how sweet it tastes next Sunday during mass. Remember how sweet Father Thomas's sperm tastes after it's been sucked out of my asshole."
Donnie pushed me away, the shocked look on his face akin to someone who has just been punched in the chest by a sledgehammer. "You fucking whore...there aint no fucking way!"
My husband's face reddened with horror and embarrassment and I confess I took great delight in it -- my pussy tingling as I hammered his humiliation home. "Oh yeah, baby!" I replied, wiggling with delight and running my hands down my bare tummy and over my still swollen and open cunt. "Our man of God's big cock has been in my pussy and my mouth and my asshole and I loved it!. The Father cummed all over my face and it was delicious!" I hissed, running my tongue around my mouth. "Take a lick, Donnie if you want another taste."
I spun around and spread my cheeks to reveal my red and abused asshole. "Father Thomas fucked my ass till I was screaming for God and then he filled it up with his hot, holy jizz!"
Donnie's cock was iron hard now and dripping precum even as he struggled not to blow up. "It gets even better, Donnie. Mother Superior Margaret Ann licked his nasty cum out of my ass and shared it with me!"
Donnie's face turned even redder and he stammered, "N-no fucking wa-way! She's Tara's S-Sunday school t-teacher!"
I shouldn't have pushed it any further, but there was something about rubbing my adventures in Donnie's face that wouldn't let me let it go. "Oh yeah, hubby! Mother Maggie loves pussy -- she even thinks it would be sweet to eat Father Thomas's jizz out of both mine and Tara's pussies someday!"
Donnie caught me flatfooted, his palm slashing out to strike me in the face and knocking me right off my feet. I cried out in pain as Donnie raged over me. I rolled over onto my back as he knelt, hands slapping at my mostly bare flesh with him screaming, "No one gets to fuck Tara! NO ONE GETS TO FUCK TARA!"
I was fucking terrified and I thought for a second that he had snapped and was going to beat me to death. His blows stopped and I felt his hard cock bounce against my ass cheek -- then Donnie's hands were digging into my butt, spreading my cheeks as he kept screaming, "NO ONE GETS TO FUCK TARA!" I felt the head of his cock press against my swollen sphincter and then he was thrusting -- no lubrication and without any warning -- thrusting hard and I was screaming as a fresh wave of pain and pleasure exploded between my legs. I silently thanked God that Father Thomas had taken me up the ass earlier so Donnie's entry wasn't as painful as it might have otherwise been.
Donnie was pulling my hair and still screaming, "NO ONE GETS TO FUCK TARA!" as he began to fuck me like a man possessed! His cock was like a jackhammer, rapidly ramming in and out of me and although on one level I sensed he wasn't as big as Father Thomas, Donnie still felt so swollen and thick inside me as I tried to squeeze my anal muscles tight around his cock.
His voice grew ragged as his screams became hoarse sobs and "NO ONE GETS TO FUCK TARA!" was shortened to gasps of "Fuck Tara, Fuck Tara -- Oh God, Fuck Tara!"



I felt my orgasm ignite and spread through my body like a dry season wild fire and my perverse and twisted soul began crying out, "YES DADDYYY! FUCK ME, DADDY, FUCK ME!" My nasty words spurred Donnie on even more -- his hips surely a blur as he fucked me hard and fast, spikes of pain alternating with waves of pleasure -- pleasure growing by leaps and bounds as I realized that Donnie was acting out hitherto unknown fantasies.
I gloried in my sluttish desires and in uncovering Donnie's own deepest secrets and we fucked like perverted maniacs, the air filling with screams of "FUCK ME, DADDY, FUCK YOUR LITTLE GIRL" and "FUCK TARA, FUCK TARA!" Donnie had me flat on the bed, drilling my asshole with his throbbing cock and then he buried it as deep as he could, corkscrewing his hips to sink a little deeper and then shrieking one last time, his voice full of desire and rage, "FUCK TARA!" as his cock ballooned inside me and he pumped my asshole full of his burning semen.
My orgasm escalated, my anal muscles squeezing and milking my husband for every drop of his seed and locking us together, bodies going rigid as intense pleasure washed over us again and again. Tears blurred my vision and all I could do was squall as we came and came and came.
When finally our mutual orgasm faded, Donnie fell on top of me, his pounding heart keeping time with mine. He groaned as my sphincter muscles pulsed and squeezed his cock, trapping him inside me. Consciousness was fleeing quickly and I only managed to hear my husband groan, "You fucking whore," before I fell asleep and surrendered to strange dreams of crosses and priest collars and bald pussies and swollen cum coated cocks.
I woke to the sweet and familiar sounds of my children laughing downstairs. I first thought I was alone --still naked and face down on the bed where I had been fucked hard up the ass by Donnie. His cum was cool and sticky between my ass cheeks and crotch. I rolled over, groaning with stiffness to find my husband sitting next to me.
"What the hell are we becoming, Sonya?" he whispered, his voice still raw. "What you've been doing -- what it makes me do, what it makes me feel...what it makes me think." He shook his head and rubbed his eyes, wiping away tears.
"We're becoming what we were meant to be, sweetheart. I told you -- I can't turn back. Darling, I love what I'm doing. I feel free for the first time in my life." I reached out and took Donnie's hand. He tried to look at me, but couldn't and turned his head away, studying a spot on the floor.
"But what we're doing -- today and all the talk. What we did wasn't making love."
I slid next to Donnie and kissed him on the cheek. "No, it wasn't. It was fucking -- good, hard, nasty fucking and didn't you feel alive? Didn't you enjoy it? Baby, I love when we make love, but lets face it -- we forgot how sometimes its good just to be a man and woman and to just fuck cause it feels sooo damn good!" I reached down and caressed his cock. "We didn't do anything wrong today. Just discovered some hot, nasty fantasies that led to some of the best sex either of us has ever had!"
Donnie still couldn't look at me. "It isn't right, Sonya. We're just a couple of perverts."
I turned and took Donnie's face in my hands and turned him to face me. "Who the fuck cares, Donnie? We're aren't hurting anyone and tell me, baby, that this wasn't one of the most memorable fucks of your life!" I climbed off the bed and faced my husband. "Baby, we don't have to apologize to anyone. I love this and I'm not giving it up!" I leaned over and kissed him, my tits swaying. "Get over the guilt, Donnie and enjoy what we've found!"
I left him there to think things over while I grabbed a quick shower, washing the sweet reek of sex off my aching and weary body. My face where Donnie had slapped me was red and tender to the touch, but I didn't think it was going to bruise. I slipped into a modest light green sundress, feeling nice and naughty by not wearing any underwear underneath. It didn't show off much flesh, other than a good expanse of leg, but it did mold itself to my body, showing my curvy ass and clinging revealingly to my breasts.
I joined Donnie downstairs and while he worked on supper, I helped the kids with their homework. Donnie Jr. and Molly both got their work done quickly and fled to go play video games. I sat down with Tara and did my best to help her with her Chemistry, but at best, I don't think I did anything to confuse her. Donnie wasn't unfriendly, but he was distant from both of us -- something that Tara, I think, picked up on, giving us both concerned glances as we tried to figure out the formulas she was studying.
For my part, I couldn't quite get Father Thomas's and Mother Maggie's words and fantasies out of my head and every time Tara's body brushed against mine as we studied shoulder to shoulder, I could feel the wetness between my legs grow a little more. It reached a point where my arousal was becoming obvious as my nipples stood out clearly against the light green cotton of my dress.
To be honest, I felt the slut inside me rising to the occasion and was unable to resist teasing Donnie as he moved around us in the kitchen. I somehow always seem to be showing Tara affection whenever Donnie glanced our way, rubbing my daughter's back or giving her a kiss on the cheek or somehow just managing to somehow to convey my lewd desires to my husband while Tara was blissfully ignorant -- licking my lips lasciviously or fluttering my tongue like I was eating pussy. Donnie's face turned red and grew darker with each passing moment while he worked to keep the more than obvious bulge in his blue jeans hidden as he worked. My pussy was becoming soaked to the point I thought I could smell my lust and I had an almost overwhelming urge to lift the hem of my dress up and just finger myself like a madwoman!
It was both a disappointment and a relief when my husband finally announced that dinner was ready. I stood up, preparing to retreat and set the table for dinner when Tara stood up too and hugged me tightly. "Thanks for the help, Mom!" she said, not letting me go. She felt warm and soft and a shiver ran through my body as my breasts brushed against hers, separated only by my dress and her blouse and bra. I spared Donnie a glance and saw him looking at us with something part lust and part awe.
Impulsively, I returned the hug, pulling my daughter even tighter against me and replied, "Oh sweetie, thank you. You've been a big help to Mom and Dad these last months." I let her go reluctantly and smiling, added, "You will never know how much your father and I love you, Tara!"
"Your mother is right," added Donnie, turning away to hide the hard cock in his jeans. Tara's arm was still around my waist as we both watch Donnie put the finishing touches on his stew. He couldn't look at us, his face reddening as he worked. "You've really helped out, especially with the little ones." He gave me an almost embarrassed glance and murmured, "We both love you more than we can ever say."
It was our teenaged daughter's turn to blush, her eyes glittering and her face glowing with pleasure at the praise we were giving her. Tara leaned back into me and kissed me on the cheek and then slipping from my embrace, hurried over to her father and hugged him from behind and said in an emotion filled voice, "I love you guys too!" I watched with envy as she pressed her young, full breasts against her daddy's back.
She turned and headed out of the kitchen with her books, but stopped and turned and looked at us both with a mix of love and curiosity. "I know you guys have had it hard, but everything is okay now, isn't it -- I mean what with Mom's new job and all?"
"Yes, sweetie, everything is good," I sighed.
Tara nodded, hugging her books to her chest and making both her father and I sigh as it emphasized her shapely form...so much like mine. She started to speak and then hesitated and then said, "I -- I was afraid you guys were going to get divorced or something, but that isn't going to happen now, is it?" She looked at us anxiously and I had to remind myself that despite being so mature looking and acting, that this was still our little girl.
I felt Donnie come up behind me, his arms encircling my waist and pulling me against him -- his erection pressing the material of my dress into the crack of my ass. I could feel my pussy juices trickling down my thigh! "No, Tara honey, your Mom and I aren't gonna divorce," he said, his voice sounding a bit rough.
Tara's face broke out into a brilliant and sunny smile and she said, "God, I love you both so freaking much," and she turned and hurried out of the room, unaware of the two sets of eyes following her shapely jean clad ass as she went.
"Goddammit, you fucking whore," Donnie hissed into my ear. "When we get the kids fed, I'm going to drag you upstairs and fuck you like the teasing slut you are." He reached around and pinched my right nipple, hard and standing out against my dress.
I moaned and wiggled my ass against his hard cock. "Who's teasing, baby?" I giggled in reply. "I'll tell you what -- you take care of the dishes after dinner and I'll go up and borrow one of Tara's outfits and you can fuck your whore wife or pretend I'm your nasty little girl. Either way, I don't care cause this slut's pussy will be filled with hard cock!"
I turned and kissed Donnie, my tongue roiling like a maddened serpent in his mouth. I couldn't remember when I felt so happy or aroused -- just another day in the life of a sluttish whore housewife. I could hardly wait to see what tomorrow brought me!
To be continued...
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"Hey, Hamilton! Tony and me are catching a beer -- why don't you come along?"
I was unlocking my truck in the company parking lot, heading home after a day's work. I turned at the invitation and shook my head as I replied to one of my co-workers, Willis, "Naw, man -- heading home. My lady's waiting for me." Willis and Tony worked in cubicles near my own -- like me, they were fresh out of college, but unlike me, they were still looking for Miss Right or even better as far as they were concerned, Miss Right Now.
Tony rolled his eyes and said, "C'mon, John! Man, you're not even married yet and you're pussy whipped!"
I just grinned and shook my head again. "With what's waiting for me at home, if that's pussy whipped, then Lord, beat me all you can!"
Both guys guffawed and while Willis climbed into his beater of a car, Tony got a far away look on his face and I knew he was calling up the picture of my Mom that sat on my work desk. It wasn't anything scandalous -- just a picture of Mom sitting on a rock, the hills above our home in the background -- she was wearing a short summer dress that showed off the heft and beauty of Mom's heavy breasts and her shapely legs. "Yeah, man -- I can dig that, I reckon." He grinned at me and waved goodbye. "John, you and your lady have a great weekend!"
Of that there was no doubt. As I drove home, I thought that truthfully, life couldn't get much better. It was now October and we'd been living on Mama Polly's old property for the better part of five months now. My first real job was going well -- my supervisor was pleased with the quality of my technical writing and although it was a little more than an hour's commute each way, I generally left the house each morning with a smile and the memory of Mom on her knees sucking my cock before I was allowed out the door and I drove home each night keenly anticipating taking my mother in my arms again.
Each day seemed to bring new discoveries as I realized how incredibly deep a relationship can become when you are sharing your life so intimately with another. It wasn't just the sex, although that became more intense as time passed, but also the simple things that make up everyday life. Holding hands as we strolled along the street, catching our reflections in a storefront window, marveling at seeing ourselves, hand in hand or arms around each other's waists -- just another couple in love out window shopping.
Reveling in the knowledge that this was my mother and soon to be my wife and that now, here in this time and place, I could kiss her like a man kisses his woman in public and that others saw us as only a couple -- as "John and Carrie" whether or not they knew our incestuous secret. Simple things like sitting at Mama Polly's kitchen table having supper and looking at my beautiful mother and knowing that we would be sharing thousands of suppers like this in the decades to come, filled me with wonder.
And of course, there was the sex. Everyone can debate whether the ever increasing pleasure of our lovemaking is because of us being mother and son -- or simply the end result of the joining of true soul mates. It is both and neither and it is something more, this thing that Mom and I share, and although I have tried so many times to put what we are on paper -- I, at best, can only create a pale echo of the love my mother and I have. Nevertheless, as Mom and I lie gasping in bed, naked and sweaty as we bask in the afterglow of our incestuous orgasms, we both agree that it just gets better and better each time we are joined -- cock and pussy.
Now we were preparing to marry -- to be joined as husband and wife under the eyes and blessing of God -- a joyous event that we had both been anticipating for a long time. A long time ago, atop a tall building in Chicago on New Year's Eve, I had promised Mom I would stand with her in front of a minister and before God and claim her as my wife and now that time was upon us.
As to who would perform the ceremony -- well, Mom and I agreed that there was only one possibility...Reverend Simmons, the now retired preacher from Mom's childhood church -- the church we were now attending. As I tooled down Interstate 75, I felt my cock stirring as I recalled the day we had finally asked Reverend Simmons to officiate at our nuptials.
It had been back in August, a few weeks after returning from Molly and Deb's wedding that we had invited Reverend Simmons and his daughter Melinda over for Sunday supper. Mom fixed a sumptuous pot roast and mountains of mashed potatoes and peach cobbler for dessert and I was amused to see that wiry little old man put away two heaping helpings of everything.
We all had a good time -- the reverend was a great story teller, never really crossing bawdy, but titillating us with his recollections and making us laugh till we were almost crying. The whole time he was talking, his eyes behind his thick lenses were roving over Mom's delicious body while his hands always seemed to wandering about Melinda's petite frame.
I didn't blame him, Mom was wearing a halter top that left little to the imagination, tit flesh overflowing the top and sides and which the seams appeared to be on the verge of unleashing Mom's massive breasts. She also had on blue jean cutoffs, her ass cheeks jiggling enticingly as she moved around the kitchen and dining area bringing food to the table or bending over to check the cobbler in the oven.
And I confess to roaming an appreciative eye over his Melinda who, despite being at least fifteen years older than Mom, was a very attractive and sexy woman in her own right -- wearing a light blue spaghetti strap summer dress that drew attention to her bare shoulders and slim figure.
We had finished dinner and were in the living room enjoying Reverend Simmons's stories -- him finishing up one about Mom's daddy, Tom and how as a teenaged boy, he had dropped a skink (a salamander-like critter) down the front of the Reverend's mother's dress at a church picnic. "And Momma let out a yell to curl your hair and she was out of her dress in a flash and running across the field, her big ol boobs flopping this way and that and turns out she wasn't wearing knickers that day."
The old man smiled a bit sadly and said, "Now, Momma -- she didn't cotton to family loving like Daddy's side of the family did and it wasn't till that moment and I was in my late twenties, mind you, that I ever had my prayers answered and saw my mother naked as the day she was born, but I swear, I think about her fine body that God blessed her with every day of my life since...praise God. And I got your daddy, Carrie, to thank for that!"
Reverend Simmons was sitting in a big leather chair and Melinda was curled up next to him on the wide arm, her arm draped around her father's shoulders. She snorted and said, "That's true, but I doubt a day goes by that you don't think about every woman you've seen naked your entire life, Papa!" We all laughed at that and then a moment of awkward silence set in as we all looked at each other expectantly.
Finally, the old man stepped into the void. "Now, while I know y'all enjoy our company, I reckon you're wanting to ask me something, Carrie."
Mom's face reddened and she reached out and took my hand and said, "You always knew what was on my mind, Reverend Simmons. The fact of the matter is..." Mom paused and I understood why. True enough, we were reveling in our incestuous relationship and were unashamed that we were lovers, but it is still difficult to just say out loud...
"Reverend Simmons, Mom and I want to get married and we want you to perform the ceremony!" I blurted it out, both embarrassed and basking in Mom's sudden loving stare.
Quiet followed as the old man studied us both for a moment, his daughter smiling mysteriously at us, a slight flush spreading out from the low neckline of her dress. Reverend Simmons scooted forward to the edge of the sweet, his thin, angular frame almost swimming in his white dress shirt and black slacks and then he flashed us a toothy grin and said, "Well, boy, it's about time you made an honest woman out of your momma! It would be my pleasure to bind you to holy wedlock!"
We both jumped up and ran across the room, Mom hugging the reverend till I thought he might break while I accepted a congratulatory kiss on the corner of my mouth from Melinda. Then Reverend Simmons was shaking my hand in an iron grip while Mom and Melinda hugged and gave each other a less than quick kiss on the lips -- a spectacle erotic enough to stop the reverend from talking and which had us both watching eagerly.
I felt a stirring inside my blue jeans as Mom strolled by me and I followed her back to the couch across from the reverend and his daughter. We spent a few minutes working out details -- the reverend had Melinda use our phone and reserve the church for our chosen day in October, before we all settled in, expecting Reverend Simmons to resume his story-telling.
Instead, he fell silent for a few minutes, just studying Mom and me, his hand reaching out to rest on Melinda's bare knee. "I swear, John, you are one of the luckiest boys on the planet. I believe I said it the first time we met and I'll say it again, your mother is one of the finest cock suckers in the world!"
"Papa, behave yourself!" giggled Melinda, giving him a slap on the hand resting on your knees. I glanced at Mom to see her grinning devilishly, maybe embarrassed, maybe not.
"Well, its true, isn't it, Carrie?" He pointed a long, bony finger at Mom. "This here girl never met a cock she didn't like is the way I always heard it. I know she always sucked my cock like it was her favorite dick in the whole world!"
Mom laughed and sighed. "Yes, that's true, especially back then and Reverend Simmons, your cock was always one of my favorites!" She smacked her lips loudly and added, "I bet he still tastes delicious, doesn't he, Melinda?"
It was the fair-skinned Melinda's turn to blush -- her reddening face drawing attention to her still mostly sandy-blonde hair -- lightly shot through with gray. I reckoned that like us, she wasn't ashamed of the relationship she had with her father, but it's not something one gets to discuss with others on a regular basis. "Yes, Papa's spunk is tasty." She elbowed her father. "I reckon my little ol' mouth suits him well enough."
Reverend Simmons sighed and he idly ran his fingers over his daughter's leg above just above her knee. "Ain't nothing finer than your mouth on my old pecker, sweetie." She smiled and leaned over and gave him a quick kiss. "I reckon you're in a league with Carrie here." He sighed. "Lordy, I can still remember the first time with little Carrie there -- she was a fine figure of a young girl -- lean with those big, upstanding titties. We was in the sanctuary of the Church -- she was helping me with the cleaning a month or two after she lost her daddy." Mom nodded, a smile, both sad and pleased on her face.
"We were polishing the wood on the alter, me on the top step and her kneeling below me and doggone if that sweet girl just didn't reach out with her hand and start rubbing my crotch! And when I asked her what she thought she was doing, Carrie said to me, 'I miss my daddy, Reverend. I miss his cock something awful and I was thinking, if you don't mind, I'd love to suck your big peter for you!'"
"And I did, didn't I, Reverend," said Momma, her voice soft and breathless. "I fished your big peter out and on my knees gave you the best blowjob you'd ever had!" Mom sighed, her hand squeezing my hand a little tighter. "I was so surprised. I figured you'd taste just like Daddy, but you didn't. It was gooood, but different." Mom giggled. "And you were shocked that first time that I would swallow." She shook her head. "All these silly girls that refuse to let a man cum in their mouths -- all that good jizz going to waste!"
"Amen," breathed Melinda in response. Mom's and her father's reminiscing was getting her aroused. I could see her smallish breasts rising and falling under her light cotton dress. Hell, I was getting aroused. I could absolutely envision my mother -- young cock slut that she was, going down on the reverend and the image made me stiffening up. I squirmed a bit on the couch, trying to adjust for my growing erection.
"Yessir, your Mom sucking cock was quite a sight...a sight I'll never forget!" said Reverend Simmons in a voice I think was mostly used to praise awe inspiring miracles.
Mom looked over at me, winking and giving me that, "I want to be bad" grin of hers and then turned back to face the reverend and his daughter and said, "Well, if you and Melinda don't mind, I'm more than happy to put on a show and let you relive those good old days!" Mom's hand suddenly was on the bulge in my crotch, her fingers seeking out my zipper. She looked expectantly at the family Simmons across the room.
Melinda's hand went to her mouth and she said, "Oh my!" and fell silent.
Her father grinned, his furry eyebrows waggling and he produced a handkerchief and was busily cleaning his glasses. "Thanks be to God for his many blessings," he said aloud and then added under his breath. "Lord, don't strike me blind!"
"Melinda, do you mind? I don't want to offend you." Mom said softly.
Melinda was silent for a moment, her tongue peeking out and running slowly over her lower lip. Finally, she answered, "No, I don't mind at all. I gotta confess, I've been hearing about how good you suck cock for years, Carrie and I reckon I've also been wondering about the kinda of cock a son must have that would make his mother want to marry him."
Mom giggled and replied, "Well, let me show you!" The room was very still and quiet and the sound of my zipper being pulled down seemed so loud. Mom looked up at me, a naughty grin etched on her face and she raised an eyebrow as if to ask me, "Oh, do you mind, son, if Momma sucks your cock in front of these folks?" I reached out and stroked Mom's face and then entwined my fingers in her dark hair and said, "God, I love you, Mom!"
"I love you too, son," Mom said breathily. "And I love this big dick of yours," she added as she worked my erection out of my jeans. I was hard as I could be, swollen and large and as Mom slowly stroked my cock, she turned and said to Melinda, "Well, hon -- what do you think?"
Melinda was looking at me with definite interest -- studying my long, thick cock intensely. "That's...um, that's real nice and big, Carrie." She licked her lips and continued, "Well, that explains a lot now, especially why you're always smiling, Carrie!" She shivered as her father continued to rub his palm against her thigh.
"Go ahead, Carrie," urged Reverend Simmons. "You don't need to make an old man wait...nor your son either! Get to sucking, girl!"
Mom obliged him, lowering her head into my lap and taking me in her mouth. I sighed as only a man can when he feels his mother's satiny wet tongue flattening out and rolling over his sensitive cock head, the warmth of her mouth -- of her saliva making me shiver with delight. Mom's lips slid down my shaft, her dancing tongue accompanying them as she began to suck me. With little effort, Mom took me deep until her lips were brushing my wiry pubic hair. Then slowly, Mom moved back up the length of my cock, sucking fiercely as her tongue swirled and pleasured me as only she could do.
"Oh my Lord," gasped Melinda, her eyes wide as she watched Mom suck me. Her hand came down on her father's hand and squeezed as she watched Mom demonstrate the agility and inventiveness of her tongue, rolling and licking it around and over the head of my cock. Minutes began to pass as Mom sucked and licked me, her gaze traveling from my face to the reverend and his daughter and then back to me -- Mom's beautiful hazel eyes gleaming with pleased desire.
I know this was making Mom more excited by the moment -- allowed to take her exhibitionist streak to a new level -- moving way beyond her normal practice of wearing scanty and sexy clothes to actually sucking her son's cock in front of non family members. I began to catch whiffs of Mom's scents -- that unique jasmine scent mixed in with the aroma of her sweet cunt and felt myself swell even more in her mouth.
"Praise Jesus, Carrie!" cried out Reverend Simmons, fumbling with his own zipper. "Would you look at what Carrie has done inspired, Melinda!" The old man fished his own cock out of his pants and I was shocked to see that this eighty-five or six year old man was sprouting an erection to rival my own. Now, I don't imagine that Reverend Simmons weighed one hundred-twenty pounds soaking wet, but he was certainly well endowed. A snatch of memory came back to me -- Mom looking slyly at me after I first met the Reverend and saying, "Reverend Simmons -- that man had a nice cock on him!"
"Oh Papa, look at you!" Melinda cooed, staring down at her father's hard-on. Her hand quickly made its way down to his crotch and she urged his erection on, stroking and squeezing his dick gently. She leaned over and gave Reverend Simmons a long, loving kiss, her tongue spearing in and out of his mouth. Slowly she slid off the big, overstuffed chair, easing down on her knees, surprisingly nimble for a woman of fifty-seven. "Papa, you don't mind if I get a taste, do you?" she sighed as she took him in her mouth and began sucking him.
Minutes passed, the room silent except for the slurping wet sounds of Mom and Melinda sucking cocks and the steady groans that Reverend Simmons and I produced as a mother and a daughter pleased their men. My gaze moved back and forth, watching Mom suck me and watching the talented Melinda giving her father a lavish blowjob.
At one point, Melinda let her father's erect cock slip from her lips, a long blobby string of saliva connecting her mouth and his cock and she whispered, "Well, Papa, tell me -- who's better, Carrie or me?" Her voice was full of devilish glee as she teased her father.
"Well," gasped the old man. "It's hard to say -- daughter, you have the sweetest mouth I know, but I remember Carrie being quite the cocksucker -- albeit, its been a long time since I had that pleasure." Reverend Simmons was leaning back into the chair, breathing hard and enjoying both his daughter's efforts and the sight of my mother sucking hungrily on my dick.
Mom snorted around my dick and looked up at me, the question in her eyes easy to read. I knew that Mom would honor my decision, even if the answer was no, but I would never deny Mom her pleasures...never. "Go ahead, Mom -- its okay. He's like family anyway, isn't he?"
Mom's eyes glowed with pleasure and she whispered, "Thank you, John," as she let me slip from her lips, giving the head of my cock a gentle, loving kiss before she turned and walked on hands and knees to Reverend Simmons and his daughter. My cock throbbed at the sight of Mom crawling, the crotch of her cut-off shorts wetly dark with her arousal and breasts swaying hypnotically as she moved.
Melinda, busy with pleasuring her father, gave a little start as Mom reached her, placing a hand on the older woman's shoulder. Melinda let her father's cock slide from her mouth and she and Mom stared into each other's eyes for several seconds before Melinda began to grin and leaned over and kissed Mom, their tongues dancing briefly together before Mom ducked her head and began to suck on Reverend Simmon's cock.
"Oh yes, yes, yes -- I love this mouth!" groaned the old man, throwing his head back, an expression of extreme pleasure dominating his face. Mom, on her knees before the minister, was busy loving up his cock, her tongue working feverishly as she sucked him. I couldn't see Mom's face, but I knew that as she worshipped his cock with her mouth and tongue, she was worshipping Reverend Simmons with her eyes and I was impressed with his self control under her carnal gaze.



Melinda sat beside my mother, watching her father get pleasured by Mom. She glanced back at me from time to time, smiling at me as I slowly masturbated myself -- enjoying this rare and erotic spectacle. She whispered in Mom's ear and I watch Mom nod her head. Melinda turned and began to crawl towards me, almost like a big cat, approaching its prey. Her face and upper chest were flushed and her dress gaped open, showing me small, apple sized tits, marvelously firm with small, pebble hard nipples.
"One favor deserves another, huh, John?" Melinda whispered. "I've imagined doing this since we first met. Papa fucked me hard that night, listening to me fantasize about you and I came so hard, I damned near blacked out!" She crawled between my legs and without another word wrapped her lips around my cock, removing my hand from my shaft and replacing it with her small, delicate fingers and began to stroke me as she licked and sucked the head of my cock.
I ran my fingers through Melinda's sandy blonde-gray hair, mesmerized by her brilliant green eyes as she bobbed up and down on my hard, throbbing dick. Her tongue swirled delicately around my swollen and sensitive crown and she definitely was talented, making me grow dizzy as she made love to my erect penis. "Well...am I as good as your mother, John? Can I suck dick like your momma?" she burbled between mouthfuls of cock.
I would have been hard pressed to give her an honest answer, although I do believe I'd have to give Mom the benefit of a doubt. Still, I comprehended that this beautiful woman had several more years of experience on my mother which led me to the mind bogglingly exciting thought of how good Mom would be at sucking cock when she reached Melinda's age.
Finally, I felt cool air on my cock as Melinda released me. She looked up at me, her face flush with desire and said, "I'd love to see how you taste, but my Papa's as hard as I've seen him in a long time and well, I got to have Papa inside me now!"
Melinda stood up, kissed me on the mouth, her tongue sharing with me the taste of my own cock and then turned and hurried across the room -- panties falling to the floor on the way. She touched Mom on the head and said, "I'll trade you, Carrie!"
Mom looked up and saw the desire etched on the older woman's face and scooted out of the way. "Fuck me, Papa," Melinda groaned, straddling her aged father in the chair, lifting up her dress and giving Mom and me a glimpse of a shaved bare pussy, glistening with desire before she guided Reverend Simmons's cock into her wet cunt.
Father and daughter groaned as one as Melinda slowly sank on the reverend's cock, taking its considerable length completely inside her in one long motion. Reverend Simmons's hands came around to slip underneath her dress and cup her ass cheeks, accidentally or maybe on purpose, exposing her still pert and tight butt. Melinda began riding him slowly, murmuring words of love to her father while he kissed her and groaned his contentment.
Mom watched captivated for a moment and then hurried back to me, working her tight jean shorts off as she came. Finally, they fell to her feet and she deftly stepped out of them, her thick, hairy bush glistening with her wet desire, the dark hair split by her pink and juicy labia. We didn't bother to waste words as Mom climbed atop me and with easy knowledge dropped down onto me, her soaking wet and oh so slick cunt enveloping my stiff pole and like Melinda, sliding down and impaling herself on my erection in one movement. Mom leaned in and kissed me, her tits pillowing out against my chest -- her thick nipples trying to punch through the thin fabric of her halter top. Mom's tongue snaked into my mouth where I tried happily, but in vain to capture it with my tongue. Undaunted, I pursued only to have Mom's tongue surrender and we tasted each other, me marveling over how excited Mom could make me with just a kiss.
Reverend Simmons and I spared each other occasional glances as his daughter rode him and Mom fucked me masterfully, the room rapidly growing warm and beginning to smell of the oldest and sweetest aroma known to man -- wet pussy aroused by long, hard cock. Mom worked her pussy against my penis, massaging and squeezing it as she worked herself up and down my shaft.
When Mom flung back her head, her back arching as she began to cum, I spared a glance over at Reverend Simmons and his daughter and saw that she was already in the throes of orgasm, her hands scrabbling against her father's dress shirt as she quivered with pleasure. Reverend Simmons grinned fiercely at me and gave me a thumbs up. As Mom's sweet creams flooded over my cock, I surrendered and exploded inside her juicy cunt, spraying Mom's loving womb with my hot semen. All four of us cried out as one, giving praise to God for the familial love we were blessed to share.
When Mom and Melinda slipped off our respective cocks, Reverend Simmons gave a quick prayer of thanks and then giggling like school girls, the two mature women staggered past each other to land at the other's man's feet. Mom eagerly began to lick Reverend Simmons's and Melinda's mixed juices off the elderly minister's rapidly fading cock while Melinda took my cock in hand and after licking her lips, quickly cleaned my penis of Mom's sweet sauce and my sperm.
By the time Mom finished cleaning Reverend Simmons, his head was tilted back and he was snoring softly, his glasses askew on his face and a broad smile on his lips. Mom turned back to us and said, "Is he okay?"
Melinda turned and beamed at Mom, replying, "Oh yes, honey, Papa's fine. He can't go as often as he'd like and it takes a bit out of him -- he usually takes a long nap afterwards, but he's fine, the dirty old man!" She laughed, the love she had for her father evident in her face.
Mom crawled back over to us and said in a soft voice, "Thank you. This was special and it means the world to me!"
Melinda leaned in and kissed Mom, licking a bit of the reverend's semen off Mom's cheek. "No, Carrie -- thank you! Papa still is hell on wheels when it comes to licking pussy -- he wakes me up every morning with his face buried in my honey pot, but it gets harder all the time for him to get erect. We both enjoyed what you started!" She pulled the hem of her dress up, revealing her pussy -- lips flowered open and her father's sperm leaking from her naked cunt. "There's nothing like feeling Papa's seed in me...nothing like it in all the world." She leaned into Mom and gave her another kiss -- a long and soulful kiss that had my semi-erect cock reviving quickly.
Mom offered to lick Melinda's pussy clean, but the older woman shook her head and said, "I bet it would feel heavenly, but...I'm enjoying just having Papa's hot cum in me again and I just want to enjoy it!"
Instead, we just sat there as the Reverend snored on -- Mom and Melinda talking about how wonderful the men in their lives were and about our plans for the wedding. As they talked, both women began to reach out and play with my cock, stroking and caressing me until I had a huge cock stand waving proudly in their faces. Mom and Melinda began to take turns sucking on my cock -- carrying on the conversation while the other sucked and licked my throbbing penis.
Reverend Simmons woke up just as I was lifting my hips off the couch while Mom and Melinda had somehow managed to close their mouths around the head of my cock while kissing at the same time, their tongues slithering over my glans while teasing each other. I let out a cry as the semen geysered out of my cock only to be deftly contained by their talented mouths.
When I came back to my senses, Mom and Melinda were kissing again, passing my seed back and forth in their mouths while the reverend grinned and shook his fingers at me, saying, "Shame on you, boy -- taking advantage of these two sweet things while I was napping. That's something I'd have expected from your grandfather -- he was quite the horndog too!"
As our guests were leaving us, on our front porch, Reverend Simmons turned around and beamed at me and said, "John -- it's the best thing in the world you're doing -- marrying your mother." His white, bushy eyebrows waggled at me ferociously as he continued speaking, holding up his hand intertwined with his daughter's. "As wonderful as things are now, when you and your mother have truly become united in God's eyes, things will be hundredfold better as HE showers you with his blessings." For the first time, I noticed that on his left hand ring finger, he had two wedding bands -- one plain and the other with a Celtic like pattern. A quick glance at Melinda's ring finger confirmed that she wore one identical to his.
The reverend noticed my attention to these small details and said, "You understand, don't you, boy?"
I grinned back at him and Melinda and replied, "Yes sir, I do. I can't wait -- I'm counting the days!"
And I have...I've been counting the days eagerly, savoring my life with Mom while keeping one eye on the calendar and dreaming of the day I made my mother my wife!
And then finally...the day has come. The last few days had been a blur. Despite the fact that Mom and I planned a simple ceremony, things had been crazy around the house. Molly and Aunt Deb were there, helping Mom with last minute details, shooing me out of the room whenever Deb was assisting Mom with her dress -- Molly cooking up a storm for the small reception planned for afterwards. And I was as horny as I could ever remember. I don't remember now who suggested it -- Mom, her sister or Molly, but someone came up with the idea that I should abstain from all sexual activity for several days to help our Honeymoon, "get started with a bigger bang," as I think Aunt Deb put. All these lovely women around, radiating sexual energy and me with a near constant erection and no release -- it had been a while since I had had to endure blue balls.
Molly looked radiant by the way, as only a mother to be can. She literally glowed -- happier than I've ever known her to be. At about three months along now, she gleefully showed me the small baby bump in her belly that was our child and just running my hand over her softly rounded stomach sent a thrill through me. Already I felt that there was now a deeper connection between Molly and me and the little guy or gal that was growing in her womb. I loved the feeling of knowing I was going to be a father and the intensity of that happiness stunned me and not for the last time in my life was I to be in awe of the wondrous law of nature that love only produces more love! If I felt any regrets at that time -- it was that Mom and I had not been able to make a baby.
Finally though, on a beautiful Saturday in October, I was standing in that old white, clapboard church in front of the alter with Molly at my side, looking radiant in a red halter dress, short as could be without actually showing her crotch, her breasts already beginning to swell, rising prominently over her neckline. She gave me that searing smile of hers, overjoyed for me that I was about to experience the wedded bliss that she and Aunt Deb had known these last few months.
Reverend Simmons stood before us, his weathered Bible in hand and in his best suit. Despite his eighty-five or so years, he positively beamed with vitality and life. The source of that vitality was sitting in the third row -- Melinda looking radiant herself, pleased and happy for Mom and I. Emma Johnson was there, Mom's old childhood friend and her husband and brother Bill. Both were smiling at us, Bill throwing me a knowing wink. Beside them were two of their children, a teenage boy and girl. The brother periodically would lean over and whisper something in her ear and she would blush and give her brother an evil grin. I wondered what they were talking about. Mom and me? Their own parents? Perhaps they had secrets of their own.
There were a few other people, mostly old friends of Moms or members of the church who were aware and obviously approved of the match of my mother and me. One very old lady introduced herself as Miz Bess and told me how she had been Mama Polly's best friend and hoped that Mom and I would be as blessed and happy as Polly and Tom had been many years ago.
Abruptly, the organ sounded and began playing. My attention went to the back of the church where at the top of the center aisle, Aunt Deb was slowly walking towards us. She shared Molly's look of radiant joy and looked lovely, her tall, lithe body sheathed in a red halter dress that matched her wife's outfit. My aunt, with her large, buoyant breasts trying to break free from the halter top, radiated sexual power and every male in the sanctuary followed her progress down the aisle (and several of the women as well).
She joined our little gathering at the altar, pausing to give me a kiss on the lips, her tongue swirling around mine, that had my cock pulsing with desire. Aunt Deb proceeded to lay a similar kiss on Molly -- one that her mate returned enthusiastically. Everyone in attendance chuckled, amused by the passion that the two women obviously shared with each other. Deb finished by turning to Reverend Simmons and whispering, "Still sexy as ever, Reverend!" and giving him an equally carnal kiss.
The music stopped and then resumed with the traditional bridal march. I turned to look up the aisle and felt my breath just get taken away. Mom stood there looking lovelier than I could ever recall. Mom was wearing some sort of corset like white bustier that left her shoulders bare and lifted and exposed her breasts almost to the aureoles -- in truth I couldn't figure out how Mom's huge breasts weren't literally falling out of her wedding dress. The bustier seemed to flow into a long dress that appeared to cover Mom's legs, but as she walked, you realized that there were high slits cut into it, exposing her shapely legs almost to the thigh as she slowly strode towards me, her feet encased in three inch high heels.
Mom's black hair, shot through with faint lines of silver, brushed her naked shoulders, framing her lovely face, eyes glowing with love for me and her smile -- her lovely, sensuous smile that promised so many things both innocent and naughty. I felt so much love for my mother welling up inside me at that moment, I thought my heart might explode. As she came towards me, a fall bouquet of flowers in her hands, time seemed to slow down and my whole universe became Mom.
"Last chance to run for it, sugar," Molly whispered into my ear, breaking my reverie. I spared her a glance and she gave me a wink and added, "You better marry her, John Hamilton, 'cause if you don't, I will!"
I laughed and then turned back to Mom who had finally reached us. She handed Deb her bouquet and as we stepped in front of Reverend Simmons, I realized I was now sporting a huge boner in my trousers. Mom and I brushed shoulders and I caught a whiff of her -- jasmine and pussy mixed together and knew that Mom was as turned on as I was. We joined hands and I felt that wonderful spark of incestuous energy that always seemed to grow when we touched.
Reverend Simmons cleared his throat and began, "Friends and family of Carrie and John -- we are all gathered here on this joyful day to bear witness to their joining in the blessed bonds of holy wedlock. We are called here to bear witness to the Lord's blessing to their eternal love for each other." I felt Mom's hand tighten around mine.
"We are here in this house of the Lord's to celebrate his greatest gift of all -- the gift of love. We believe that when two people discover that special love that is theirs and theirs alone, that it would be a sin to not hold on to it and nurture it and by doing so bring even more love into an old, cold world. John and Carrie -- mother and son, have always shared love but now in this place and time, they have discovered that they are more than mother and son, that they are as the Lord has surely intended, soul mates -- that they held within them, a purer, deeper love that most folk are never blessed to know. Here today, with y'all bearing witness, they take that next step to more fully embrace and celebrate that love by becoming for all time, husband and wife."
The minister's tone grew stern and baleful as he said, "I must ask if there is anyone present who can give us a reason that this marriage should not take place." He scowled at the few people present and then relaxed and chuckled, "I didn't think so!"
He looked at me and said, "John Hamilton, do you vow to love, honor and cherish your mother as your beloved wife, now and forevermore?"
I'd heard the words before when we'd had a practice run-through the previous night, but now, with Mom looking more beautiful than ever, her hand in mine in front of our friends and family, the rightness, the appropriateness of the moment almost overwhelmed me. My eyes burned with tears as I had to work to control myself as I said, "I do."
Reverend Simmons turned to Mom and said, "Carrie Hamilton, do you vow to love, honor and cherish your son as your beloved husband, now and forevermore?"
Mom let out a happy, little sigh and with her eyes never leaving mine, replied, "I do."
The minister beamed at us and said, "Do you wish to exchange more personal vows?"
We both nodded and joined hands, the world disappearing as our world centered in on each other's faces. "John, I never knew what love was until I was in your arms. I love you as my son and I will love you as my husband till the end of time." Mom's voice wasn't quavering a bit, but was husky with the love and lust that I knew she had for me.
"Carrie," I began, but then shook my head. I know Mom had time and again told me that she preferred not her given name, but Mom. I began again, "Mom, I love you as my mother and I will love you as my wife until the end of my life. It's only when I'm with you that I know what true love is."
Together, we said, "I love you," and started to kiss until Reverend Simmons loudly cleared his throat and gravely shook his head.
"The rings, please," he prompted and Molly and Deb stepped forward. Molly held the antique ring that I'd given Mom our first New Year's together. I'd offered to replace it with a new one, but Mom had flatly refused insisting that in some ways, she'd become my wife on that wonderful night. Aunt Deb passed to Mom a new ring that was an exact duplicate of the antique ring, right down to the minute scrollwork. Mom had found a goldsmith in Lexington that created a ring for me that matched hers.
"With this ring, I wed thee, Mom," I said, returning her ring to its rightful place.
"With this ring, I wed thee, son," Mom replied, sliding my ring onto my finger were it has remained to this day.
"Here and now and forevermore, in the eyes of these witnesses and God, I do pronounce you, husband and wife," intoned Reverend Simmons. With a great deal of satisfied glee, he continued, "You may kiss your mama, the bride, John!"
And kiss we did, coming together, bodies pressed together, feeling each other's hearts beating as our lips met and tongues greeted each other and my mother and I kissed for the first time as husband and wife. We savored the kiss, not wanting to let it end, passionately kissing each other as if we hadn't kissed each other in days or weeks. There was love in the kiss and lust and hunger and joy. It was as if by finally taking this last step we two lovers had become one entity. We were complete. We kissed and it went on and on. We dimly heard chuckling in the background and then some scattered applause and still we kissed, our tongues intertwined and coiling around each other until finally I heard Reverend Simmons clearing his throat.
With a mournful sigh, Mom and I ended the wet kiss, both of us licking our lips as we did so, tasting each other's saliva and grinning wickedly at each other. We were both trembling with desire. The reverend stepped forward and turned us to face the congregation. "Friends and family, may I present Mister and Missus Hamilton!" and we glowed happily as our friends and neighbors and relatives loudly cheered us.



The rest of the day seemed to pass in a surreal blur of joyous activity. Mom and I were never more than a few feet apart as we departed the church amid a shower of rice thrown by our family and friends after what seemed like an exhaustive amount of photographs taken by Emma's husband, Bill who did wedding photography as a hobby. Awaiting us was an old fashioned horse and carriage, driven by another member of our church -- a special gift we had not been expecting.
We were holding a reception at our house and had planned to drive back on our own, but while Molly and Deb and Melinda and the others raced back to finish getting the food ready, Mom and I were taken on a leisurely buggy ride through the gorgeous Autumn colored hills of Kentucky. Our carriage driver left Mom and I to ourselves as he wound through the curvy roads and hills -- the oranges, reds and yellows of the Fall leaves brilliant on the hills while Mom and I snuggled and kissed.
"How's my husband doing," Mom whispered to me, her tongue teasing around my earlobe while her hand caressed my upper thigh.
"I'm on top of the world, wife," I replied, my hand slowly moving back and forth under Mom's slit dress, rubbing her soft, warm thigh, resisting the temptation of going further. Under my dress pants, my cock, not used to denial anymore, throbbed painfully. "I've just married the most wonderful woman in the world."
Mom kissed me, her tongue doing things that made my cock throb even more and she could see the desperateness of my situation. "My son needs to cum, doesn't he?" she teased me. "My hubby's cock is going to explode if he doesn't get some relief."
"You have no idea, Mom," I growled in exasperation.
"Just a few hours more, John," Mom whispered, her hand moving up and lightly caressing the big bulge in my trousers. "Our first time as husband and wife." She kissed me again and said, "I was thinking this morning about when you were a little boy and we'd gone to a wedding -- your first. You must've been about five. We were in the kitchen after -- I think I'd fixed you a snack and you were asking me questions about the wedding. I told you that a man and a woman who loved each other more than anything would get married. You thought about it for a while and told me that when you got older you were going to marry me. I laughed about it and told you that you didn't marry your mother, but that you'd grow up and find a beautiful girl and fall in love and marry her. You thought about that and then told me, 'No, I love you, Mom and when I grow up, I'm going to marry you.'"
I didn't remember that at all, but I grinned at Mom and said, "And you were right and I kept my word. I did grow up and find a beautiful girl that I fell in love with...and then I married her."
There were tears of joy in Mom's eyes when she replied, "Yes, you did, son. Thank god, you did. I love you, John."
We kissed again -- a long, lovers kiss that seemed to go on near forever and didn't end until we were coming to the bumpy, gravely end of the road that led up to our home. As we pulled up in front of the house, our friends and family applauding on the front porch, I replied, "I love you, Mom...then, now and forever."
The reception was fun with lots of good, southern style food (Molly's fried chicken is supreme and Melinda makes a mean Chocolate pie), dancing and in general good fun. It seemed to me that every slow dance with one of the several lovely ladies there, be it Molly, Aunt Deb, Melinda or Emma's teenage daughter was part of a conspiracy to make me all the hornier and it was all I could do to not cum in my pants. Reverend Simmons held court in one corner and had all within earshot doubled over with laughter at his stories. The celebration went on well into the evening and it was after nine o'clock before it ended.
The last folks out the door were Molly and Deb -- planning to take a late flight out of Lexington to head back to Florida. Mom and I received knee shaking kisses from each woman and I had one last thrill of running my hands over Molly's little baby bump before they left. "We'll be down for New Year's Eve," I said to Molly, kissing her one last time. I leaned over and pulled up her shirt and kissed her softly swelling belly. "And I expect you to be a lot bigger when we get there," I said to our unborn child.
Aunt Deb swept into my arms and kissed me again, rubbing her sexy body against me shamelessly. "It seems a little wrong -- to come all this way and neither Molly or me got even a taste of this fine cock," she said as she palmed my crotch, teasing my aching cock. Then my aunt flashed a grin at Mom and winked at her as she said to me, "Although, I guess we more than got our fill of your wife's juicy pussy!"
Mom grinned evilly and stepped up to us and kissed her sister before saying, "Well, there was no sense that we both had to suffer!" Everyone had a good laugh at my expense, myself included and Mom and I stood on the front porch waving at Deb and Molly until they were out of sight.
Finally...finally, Mom and I were alone. She looked so beautiful in the light of the moon shining through the woods about our home, still in her wedding dress. Mom looked up at me and said, "We've been married almost ten hours, son. Don't you think its time we consummated our marriage?"
I grinned at her and said, "I'll race you to the bedroom."
Mom purred and kissed me and then said, "No, there's no rush. Give me a few minutes before you come up. Lock up the house and get the lights and then please come up and make love to your wife."
"I like the sound of that...wife," I replied. Mom kissed me again and then we went inside and I watched her go gracefully up the stairs and disappear into our bedroom. I quickly raced around locking up and turning down the lights, pausing only to put on some music -- some slow, sexy jazz.
I climbed the stairs and stepped into our bedroom. Mom had several candles set and lit about the room. "Mom?" I said, looking about. The bedding on our brass bed was turned down, but the bed itself was empty.
"Get undressed, son," Mom called out from the bathroom. "Make yourself comfortable. I'm almost ready." I quickly undressed, debating whether to keep on my boxer shorts, but decided in the long run that my aching cock had been restrained long enough. I climbed into bed naked, stretching out -- my cock standing up hard, tall and proud.
"Hello, husband...son," Mom called out softly from the doorway of the bathroom. I sat straight up and was on my feet before I could even think about it. The candles illuminated Mom in a heavenly glow. Mom had taken off her dress, but still wore the white bustier and that was all! Now, Mom's nipples were peeking out above the cups of the corset, thick and erect and below the bustier she was completely naked, her thick, black bush standing out against the whiteness of her sexy outfit and her flawless pale skin. I felt my cock slap hard against my stomach, precum drooling from the head in anticipation of soon being buried between her thighs.
"Mom...my wife, you are -- my God, Mom, you are beautiful!" I gasped, holding out my arms to her. Mom again seemed to have become carnality incarnate. Maybe it was the juxtaposition of all her voluptuous nakedness despite much of her torso being covered in that sinful looking bustier, the lush sexuality of her completely exposed or maybe Mom just had the power to generate instinctively such erotic power -- I don't know. All I knew for sure was that this was my mother and now my wife and I was the luckiest fucking man on the planet.
Mom began to walk slowly and provocatively towards me -- her lips turned up in an evil, lusty smile, swinging her full hips as she moved and making her huge, mostly uncovered breasts bounce and roll with each step. Her thick, furry bush glistened with her juices off the candlelight, revealing her arousal long before the sweet, musky aroma of her cunt reached me.
Then Mom was in my arms, murmuring, "I love you, husband," as she pressed her body against mine -- her skin feverish with desire.
"I love you too, wife," I replied softly before we kissed, our tongues meshing together as our lips mets, dancing joyfully as we hugged each other tight -- Mom's nipples rubbing across my bare chest and my erect cock pressing against the satiny fabric of her wedding outfit.
As the kiss ended, I looked into her eyes and whispered, "I love you, Mom!"
I ducked my head and kiss the tops of her soft, fleshy breasts, my tongue slithering downwards towards her nipples as she sighed in reply, "I love you, son!" I took each nipple in my mouth, nipping at the thick, rubbery stems with my teeth before suckling at her breasts as I had done as a babe, Mom's hands stroked my shoulders and back while my hands wandered further down, sliding a palm through her heavy jungle of pubic hair and then fingers splicing through her slick lips and finding her hot, syrupy inner-flesh, drawing a happy moan from my newly wedded wife and mother.
"Oh, John -- I love you so much. I need you! I need you inside me now. Make love to me, son. Fuck your wife -- fuck your mother -- please, god, John, fuck me right now!"
I scooped up Mom in my arms, my mouth leaving her hard, thick nipples to kiss her once again. I mentally kicked myself for forgetting to carry her over the hearth earlier, but now I carried my woman to the place most important to us both -- our bed. I eased Mom down onto the bed, resting her head on the pillows -- her dark hair fanning out over the pillows, creating a dark halo around the mother angel of my heart.
"So beautiful, Mom," I whispered as I climbed into bed, getting on my knees between her legs. Mom's knees were drawn up and she spread her thighs slowly apart, letting me see her in all her aroused glory.
Mom's eyes were full of love and lust and she shivered with anticipation as I knelt over her, my cock still standing hard against my stomach. Mom looked into my eyes and softly whispered, "John, do you vow to love, honor and cherish your mother as your beloved wife, now and forevermore?"
My head seemed to hum with a song of incestuous lust -- my heart pounding so powerfully that I could feel my pulse even in my cock as I replied, my voice thick with emotion, "I do."
Again, I reached out with my hand and ran my palm across Mom's pussy, savoring the heat and wetness and then the full thickness of her dark, full muff. "Mom, do you vow to love, honor and cherish your son as your beloved husband, now and forevermore?"
Mom flexed her hips, thrusting her pelvis upwards against my hand and sighed, "I do." My mother held out her arms to me and I came to her then, as her son and husband and lover, my body sliding along hers, feeling her hot and already sweaty flesh beneath mine, her bountiful tits rolling upwards with my motion and then my cock slicing between her wet labia and then as we kissed, lips to lips and cock to pussy, tongue and penis thrusting inside Mom at the same time. I was home -- home between my mother's thighs once and forever!
Mom's body began to spasm and she arched her back as she brought her luscious form upwards, taking more of me inside her -- her creams molten and sweet, urging me deeper in one continuous motion and she whimpered as her pussy muscles began to clamp down, hungry to take me within her womb and hold me there and then I was buried inside my mother and as our tongues danced and cavorted, Mom's legs came up and encircled my ass, heels digging into my cheeks, intending to never let me go.
I don't know how long we sat in place, relishing the moment. Maybe a second, maybe a minute, maybe a year -- it didn't matter, time stood still for us, locked in the most intimate of incestuous moments. Mother and son, husband and wife joined as God had to have intended! Mom held me tightly to her, the wetness and heat of her pussy soaking and massaging the aches away from her man's long, hard penis. Our hearts beat as one and we achieved an oneness that only a rare few who dare live their lives as we have could ever know. It was the perfect moment of love and lust and incest and desire and it seemed to last forever. Then we began to move and it only got better!
Mom's long nails clawed slowly down my back as I began to fuck her motherly cunt, our kiss never ending as I began to piston in and out of my mother's slick, clasping grasp. Each time I buried myself in her wet pussy, it seemed to grow hotter and creamier and sweeter than the moment before. Mom pulled her thighs back towards her body, legs still locked around me, but sliding upwards to be wrapped around my lower back, seeking to open herself even more, to get every possible inch of cock inside her.
I lost myself within the carnal entity that was my mother and wife. The touch of her skin, the gleam in her eyes, the brush of her tongue against mine, the heat of her velvet soft pussy all became as one as every fiber of her body seems to meld with mine, reducing every minute movement by either of us into pleasure that one wouldn't think possible as existing anywhere shy of heaven.
Mom's pussy tightened around my thrusting shaft, bathing it in torrents of hot pussy juice as her orgasm swept over her, tears running down her cheeks as her tongue went wild in my mouth and her arms and legs squeezed me hard, pulling me more tightly against into her naked flesh.
I struggled for control -- not wanting it to end so soon. My mind seized on the metallic banging of the brass rail headboard against the wall and I focused on the noise of the bed and Mom's muffled sobs of pleasure which served as counterpoint in the noise of our incestuous lovemaking and somehow managed to back off the urge to cum and continue the sweet joy of fucking my mother.
Mom's body writhed around me in long minutes of orgasm before she relaxed somewhat. Our kiss ended briefly and wetly, strings of saliva hanging between our mouths as she moaned, "L-love you, John! Don't stop. God, please, don't stop!"
I replied with my tongue, conveying that I loved her with a renewed passionate kiss as I resumed fucking her sodden pussy -- picking up speed with each downward thrust. Mom happily and meekly accepted my hard thrusts as she regained strength and then began to meet me, throwing her hips upwards to grind into me as I plowed deep into her cream drenched womb. Her tongue swept around mine in a frenzy of motion as we fucked, our eyes open as we kissed, losing ourselves -- our souls in each other's gaze as cunt and cock slammed together again and again.
In just a few minutes or perhaps after an eternity, Mom's orgasm crested again, this time more intensely than before -- her pussy becoming a velvet vise around my cock as she flung her hips to meet my cock and taking me deep within her womb and locking me into place as her cunt hungrily milked my penis.
It was too much. I felt the pressure build in an instant again, unrelenting and stubborn and my entire cock felt like it was swelling as my seed boiled from my full and aching balls and the pleasure just overwhelmed me as I began to pump my hot semen into Mom's pussy in huge, almost painful bursts. Mom's orgasm went to a new level as she felt me fill her womb with sperm and she was like a maddened animal struggling in my grip, not seeking to escape, but to have me -- to consume me completely. We kissed and bit and clawed and clung to each other as our mutual orgasm seemed bound to go on for all eternity.
It felt like I had been chaste for a year and had a never ending supply of sperm stored in my balls and I just kept cumming and cumming. Mom cried and moaned, our kiss finally ending as she flung her head back into the pillows and let out a scream of love and pain and passion and pleasure that seemed to echo through every room in our home, as her orgasm intensified and intensified until finally, Mom collapsed back into the mattress, still holding me in a tight grip until at long last, our orgasms began to ebb.
We were gasping for air, taking deep, gulping breaths between quick, passionate kisses and then Mom began to cry and buried her face against my neck, sobbing, "I love you, I love you, I love you, John, I love you husband, I LOVE YOU SON!" I was crying too -- amazed and stunned that it was possible that after almost two years of making love to my mother that it could get even better.
Reverend Simmons words from many weeks before came to me again as I lie there atop my mother lost in the wonder of the sweet joy of the moment. "As wonderful as things are now, when you and your mother have truly become united in God's eyes, things will be hundredfold better as HE showers you with his blessings."
I had thought I had understood him then, but only now was I able to begin comprehending the true meaning of his words. My heart was near to bursting with more love than I thought possible for my mother. I wiped Mom's tears from her face, kissed her and whispered to my wife, "I love you, Mom." I smiled at her then and said, "And it will only get better from here...our love, our joy, our lives...its just beginning!
We held each other long into the night, hardly talking -- talking being unnecessary as we were now joined in bonds that transcended all others. What we each felt was in our hearts was simply known by the other -- our spirits, joined in incestuous love were one -- now and forever.
The next several weeks passed quickly and joyously as we lost ourselves in the sweet pleasure of newly wedded bliss. As ardent a lovers as we had been since we'd first become lovers, we were now crazed honeymooners, unable to leave each other alone and making love virtually every chance we got until we were too sore to fuck or suck. Everyday seemed better than the day before -- Mom seemed like a new woman compared to how she'd been when the old man was still alive.
Before we knew it, our beautiful autumn leaves had fallen, the weather turned cold and Christmas was upon us. My employer shut down for a two week break and much to my surprise, I received a partial bonus despite only having worked there for about five months. I blew it all on a special Christmas gift for Mom.
It seemed a bit strange, not having anything hanging over us to interfere with Christmas, but we relished each minute that the holidays gave us to spend together. Mom decorated the house so that it looked like something out of a Christmas fairy tale. When I would drive up the hill in the evening and see the warm glow of our home -- I felt like I was coming home to my favorite, almost forgotten childhood dreams...and I guess in a way, I was.
We walked through the snowy woods on our land and picked a perfect fir tree and Mom teased me about being her mighty lumberjack as I cut it down with an axe and we towed it back on a sled. Decorating it was a little more difficult as we kept getting in each other's way and pausing to kiss and then kissing led to touching which led to making love and we were three days getting the tree completed, but it was beautiful when it was finished and we were both pleased with it after much pleasing of each other.
Christmas Eve arrived in the company of an early winter storm -- literally snowing us in, which was perfect -- so reminiscent of our first Christmas as lovers and we sat with only the light of the living room fireplace and the lights on the Christmas tree watching the snowfall, cuddled up on the couch while Christmas tunes played on the radio.
Just before midnight, I couldn't wait any longer and gave Mom the present I'd gotten with my bonus. When I handed her the little gift wrapped box, Mom was like a little girl as she excitedly tore the wrapping and ribbons off and then she was oohing and aahing over the gold earrings I'd given her. I'd gone to the same goldsmith in Lexington who'd made my wedding ring and he'd created the same antique scrollwork that our rings possessed for her present. I got a big hug and kiss from Mom, her climbing into my lap and her tongue slipping into my mouth and we kissed for long minutes until after the clock on the fireplace mantle had chimed twelve times at midnight.



Mom was in soft old jeans and a thick sweater -- it being a cold night, but still I could feel the heat emanating from between her thighs as she rocked herself on the quickly appearing bulge in my pants. "I love my present, baby," Mom cooed. "You've made me so happy, husband."
I kissed her again and we nuzzled noses as I replied, "I love you, wife. You've made everyday like Christmas."
"Mmmm -- speaking of which, Merry Christmas, son," Mom said, glancing at the clock. "I'll be right back, John. I need to give you your present." Mom slid out of my lap, my hands sneaking in touches of her bountiful breasts as she did, her giggling as she escaped my grasp and hurried up the stairs.
Contented, I quietly watched the Christmas tree and beyond the window, the snow falling like silent grace from heaven. I had never been happier. I didn't know Mom was back until she spoke from the bottom of the staircase. "Merry Christmas, John," Mom said softly.
Even though I was pretty sure I knew how Mom would be dressed when I turned, it still took my breath away. Mom was wearing a nearly transparent white negligee -- the very same one that she had worn the first Christmas morning we'd made love and last Christmas as well. Mom looked even lovelier now than she had then. Just having turned forty-four, Mom was the epitome of motherly beauty.
The negligee was cut very low, revealing most of Mom's full, meaty breasts, nipples hard and standing out against the diaphanous white silk. She began to walk towards me and I could see her wet arousal glistening amidst her thick pubic thatch in the light from the fireplace and her new earrings twinkling brightly in the firelight. "God, I love that nightie, Mom," I said breathlessly.
Mom smiled at me and shook her head. "I don't know why -- I never seem to wear it more than a few minutes." She reached me, her brown-green eyes burning intensely with love for me. She slipped her arms around me and grinned impishly up at me, "Why is that, son?"
My arms went around and I cupped her bare ass cheeks, pulling her close. "Well, everyone likes to unwrap their Christmas present fast, Mom!" I bent down a little and kissed my mother, her lips sweet and moist and her tongue insistent and hungry. The scent of jasmine wafted into my nostrils, mixed with her natural scent, feeding the desire I felt for my mother...my wife.
As the kiss ended, I felt Mom fumbling with my belt, undoing it and unbuttoning my jeans. She looked down to check her progress and worked my shirt up out of my jeans. "Well, if I'm soon to be naked, I think you should join me," Mom said as she unbuttoned my shirt. My shirt came off and Mom sent it flying towards the couch. I felt a shiver of delicious anticipation as my pants fell to my feet and Mom slowly followed them down, squatting before me, offering me a bird's eye view of her tremendous cleavage. Mom helped me step out of my jeans and then my socks while deftly ducking my erect penis, jutting out and waving happily in front of her.
When I was completely naked, Mom's hand slid up my ankle, over my knee and then wrapped around my hard cock. Mom smiled at the swollen head of my penis and said, "And a Merry Christmas to you too!" and kissed it gently, her tongue peeking out to take just a little lick at the precum pooling there on my slit. I sighed happily as Mom proceeded to take me in her mouth, her warm tongue rolling over my flesh as she sucked me while her fingers reached around and trailed down the crack of my ass, raising goose bumps on my skin.
Abruptly, Mom stopped, letting me escape from her mouth, her teeth scraping teasingly over the crown of my dick. She stood up and kissed me, sharing my own taste with me and then she said, "Go build up the fire, son. Hurry now, your mother needs you more than ever."
I quickly moved to the fireplace and as quickly and as carefully as a naked man can, I stoked the fire, feeding it several seasoned logs. When I turned back to Mom, she was standing naked in front of the Christmas tree, its colored lights reflecting off the window and off Mom's pale skin. I realized she was standing on a quilt laid out for our comfort and I grinned lewdly. Another Christmas tradition of my mother's and mine.
I hurried back into Mom's arms, kissing her ardently. As our tongues danced, we both slowly sank to our knees and then Mom urged me onto my back, looking hungry and wicked as she scrambled to straddle me, her heavy, pendulous breasts swinging and swaying as she did. Mom's thick bush slid up my leg, leaving a trail of warm wetness behind, betraying her arousal and her need.
"Make love to me, son!" Mom murmured as she leaned into me, her breasts and long, hard nipples dragging across my stomach and then chest as she came face to face with me. Her pussy, now with labia blooming, embraced my shaft, rubbing up and down on it, hunching as she worked to take it inside her. "Make love to me, John!"
"I love you, Mom! Merry Christmas, my love!" I said as Mom raised her hips and the head of my cock found her open and wet and so deliciously slick and she slowly lowered herself down, impaling herself on my thick, long shaft! We groaned together as Mom took me inside her, enveloping my throbbing cock in her liquid heat, soft, pulsating flesh wrapping around me and holding my penis tight in its embrace.
"Yesssssss," Mom hissed, throwing her head back as she arched her back, her breasts rising and quivering as Mom's entire body began to stiffen as she reveled in being filled with her son and husband's hard cock. Her nipples, already hard seemed to swell even more, appearing like huge, ripe cherries about to burst. Mom's lips curled into a lewd sneer as she closed her eyes, creating a portrait of carnal joy.
Mom sat there, impaled for long minutes, her only movement being minute squirming as she ground her thick bush into my pubic hair. She bit her lower lips with her sexy overbite and then suddenly became a frenzy of motion, screaming, "YES, YES, YES! I LOVE YOU, JOHNHUSBANDSON! I LOVE YOUR COCK! I LOVE YOU!" as she began to ride me like a woman possessed.
I lay there, barely moving, caught up in the wonder that was my mother, dark hair flying as her big, meaty tits bouncing wildly as she bounced up and down on my cock, never quite letting all of me escape her velvet wet grasp before sliding back down to take all of me inside her. I reached out and took big handfuls of her fleshy breasts, my palms rubbing and teasing her thick, long nipples. "I love you, Mom," I said through clenched teeth, desperate to not cum too soon, wanting her to enjoy this as long as possible.
As Mom neared her orgasm, her rough and wild ride slowed down as if she too was trying to delay as long as possible her climax. With great care, Mom slid slowly up and down on my throbbing shaft, leaning forward, her eyes full of love and lust and something that contained both yet surpassed it as she stared into my eyes. Again, Mom was biting her lower lip as sweat dripped from her face to splash on mine, her breasts slowing dragging against my chest, the maddening friction of her rubbery hard nipples increasing her pleasure as she slowly fucked me.
Mom's movements became slower and slower, her muscles straining with the effort and then she came to a complete stop, my cock completely inside her, buried in her womb. Mom opened her mouth, her lips working noiselessly for a minute before a harsh, short cry emerged. I chose that moment to fling my hips upward, going a little deeper in her and Mom's eyes went wide and she screamed and her molten cunt clamped tight around my cock and bathed it in her furnace hot creams as her orgasm erupted with swift, overwhelming fury. "OHGODYESSSSS! I LOVE YOU JOHNNNN!"
The sheer eroticism of seeing Mom orgasm so hard would have been enough to send me over the edge, but it was certainly helped by the loving attention her pussy was giving my cock, milking me -- demanding my seed and with a cry of "I love you, Mom," I surrendered and my cock jerked in her cunt's grasp and I flooded Mom's womb with my fiery semen. My orgasm spurred Mom's orgasm to even higher heights and we both rode our incestuous climax joyously to its end, Mom finally slumping forward to rest atop me, her heart beating quickly in time against my chest as she whimpered from the sheer pleasure.
We lay there under the Christmas tree for a long time, my arms holding Mom tight as we regained our breath and our fucksweat slowly dried on our bodies, helping to create that sinfully sweet stickiness that seemed to bond our skin together. When I could manage it, I wheezed, "Now that's what I call a Christmas present, Mom!"
Mom chuckled and nuzzled my neck before raising her head to look at me, her love evident in her smile. "This was wonderful, but not as great as the Christmas present you gave me, John."
I shrugged and said, "I don't know -- making love to you is better than any pair of earrings, Mom."
Mom scooted up a little, making us both moan slightly, my semi-erect cock still inside her grasping cunt. She kissed me, long, slowly and deeply before she replied, "No, my wonderful husband. I'm talking about the present you gave me on our wedding night." Mom smiled down at me, her expression full of motherly love as she said, "You gave me a baby, son. I'm pregnant!"
To be continued...
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First story of the new year for me - hope you like it - a bit of silliness and a bit long, but I think it turned out well! Apologies up front for the lyrics - I can deal with prose pretty well, I think, but I suck at poetry/song lyrics!
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within are simply figments of my imagination and exist solely within the confines of my mind and in this story.
Let me know what you think - negative or positive, your feedback is important to me! Enjoy
I've never viewed myself to be more than your average, slightly dull working mother. I've been divorced for nearly sixteen years and have raised my son, now an eighteen year old senior in high school, alone – his father left Chicago for Las Vegas before the ink was dry on our divorce decree and we've not heard from him since. I worked as an accountant in a local business firm and we've done well for ourselves.
It's been pretty much just John and me – I've had boyfriends from time to time, but none stuck with us – no one seemed to want the extra baggage I suppose. Still, I'm not what I'd call lonely and I've been very content. John has been the center of my life and I'm very proud of him and all that he's accomplished. He already has won an academic scholarship to a prestigious university here in Chicago and plans to stay at home while in college thus relieving me of any immediate anxieties over impending "empty nest syndrome."
John's a good son, stays out of trouble and helps around the house. He's dating a lovely young cheerleader named Kelly and while she and I have never hit it off (I think she's a bit jealous of any other woman around "her" John, including his mother), but I'm happy that he's happy. I'm sure they're sexually active as I've seen the signs, but he and I had that "talk" a long time ago and I'm sure he's taking all the necessary precautions.
If I had any complaints about my son, it would be limited to his choice of music – he adores "heavy metal" music, the louder the better. But, other than establishing some basic ground rules for volume levels in the house or in the car, I've adapted and have even become used to hearing the noise that passes for his music! I've even learned to accept the sometimes vile language that some of the groups pass off as lyrics.
I sometimes find it ironic that it was my son's love for his music that led to both our worlds being literally turned upside down for all time – well, his love for heavy metal and Dirty Davy and the Chimp! I'm sure you've heard of them – they're syndicated all over the nation now – two of those afternoon shock jock radio people. They are based right here in Chicago and run the late afternoon radio show for the Tri-State's most popular hard rock station.
I was only vaguely aware of them as I prefer the lite-pop stations and only then because of their outrageous stunts and penchant for sexually charged material – well, that and the fact that I think they set a record for the highest FCC fine for obscenity a few years back, something they still brag about. Anyways, it was Dirty Davy and the Chimp who set things into motion that changed the lives of my son and me.
I had known that John's favorite band – some huge British or Australian heavy metal band was coming to Chicago this spring. It was constantly on John's mind. I had agreed to spring for tickets for him and Kelly, assuming he could get tickets. Alas, my poor baby never got out of the gate – the tickets getting snapped up by profiteers before the average Joe had a chance. John was disappointed when the tickets were listed for resale at prices that were way out of our league unless I wanted to take a second mortgage on the house.
That's where Dirty Davy and the Chimp came in. They decided to have a contest to give away a pair of first row seats and my son asked me for permission to enter. Not bothering to listen to the details, I gave him my blessing. I told him to not get his hopes up, that probably hundreds of thousands of other metal heads would be entering. Still, I knew the minute I walked into the kitchen one day that from my son's grin, he had won!
"Mom, I just talked to the Chimp himself! This is so cool!"
"I'm so happy for you, honey! Have you told Kelly? I know she'll be thrilled to hear you've won your big tickets."
My son laughed and said, "Yeah, I called her a little while ago, but Mom, we haven't won anything yet. They just drew our names so we can try and win the tickets. We have to um do it before we actually win."
I sat down at the kitchen table and eyed my son who was leaning against the counter. "Do it?" I replied, "Do what, son?" I kicked off my high heel shoes and crossing my legs, leaned over and massaged my aching stocking clad feet.
John's grin faded to be replaced by a somewhat embarrassed and guilty expression. "Um, you know, make out." He was avoiding my gaze, although judging from the direction he was staring, it was hard to tell if he was doing it out of guilt or was ogling my legs.
I started to pay more attention. "Make out? Like kissing and hugging making out? Don't tell me you and Kelly have to make out on those idiots' radio show."
John frowned and shook his head. In a voice now edged with caution, he replied, "No, Mom, remember? You and I have to make out on the radio show."
"WHAT!" I jumped to my feet, not quite believing what I just heard. I started to laugh, thinking John was playing a joke on me, but his expression was dead serious. "You're kidding me, John, right? RIGHT?"
John slowly shook his head from side to side. "I told you, Mom, remember? Dirty Davy and the Chimp have done this before – they love holding their "Making Out With Mom for Tickets" contest. The mom and son selected have to kiss for one minute to win." John could barely meet my gaze now and he added meekly, "Remember?"
"Hell no, I don't remember. I just remember you asking me could you enter their contest." I paused and tried to honestly recall him telling me the details, but I came up blank. I eyed my son who was suddenly looking like I'd told him I was planning to shoot his dog. "By kissing, you're talking about French kissing, aren't you?"
John glumly nodded. I rolled my eyes and said, "Son, are you crazy? There's no way I'm going to French kiss my own son for an entire minute!"
"But Mom, it's our only chance! This is THE concert of a lifetime. Those tickets are worth like a couple of grand!" Part of me wanted to just laugh my ass off and the other part wanted to clout my son on the head for being so dense.
"I am not letting my son put his tongue into my mouth for an entire minute – not even for tickets to see Elvis if he were to come back from the dead! Sorry, sweetheart, no way, no how!"
John looked down at the ground, his lower lip pooched out like it always does when he's wanting something and my answer is no. "Jeez, Mom, it's just a stupid kiss."
I laughed and went over and hugged him. "No," I replied and started out of the room.
"You know, I aint exactly a loser, Mom," John called after me, grasping at straws. "I've been told I'm a real good kisser!"
I paused in the doorway and looked back at my son. He is definitely not a loser. John is a handsome young man, standing just a hair over six feet tall and slender and wiry. His dark brown eyes and matching shaggy head of hair drew more than his fair share of young ladies stares when we are out in public and he'd had no trouble getting dates before he and Kelly hooked up.
"I know you're not a loser, sweetie, you're a handsome young man, and I'm sure you're a good kisser – hell, I'm a good kisser, but I'm your mother. It aint going to happen!" I turned and headed down the hall towards the stairs, John trailing behind, still pleading his case.
"Cmon, Mom. Just one kiss, Mom. It'll be fun. I'm a good looking guy and you're a beautiful woman...how bad can one kiss be?"
My son's words stopped me in my tracks. A sudden thrill ran through me, beginning between my thighs and traveling upwards to make my nipples tingle. John has complemented me many times, but there was something more in his voice this time, something that made my pussy a little more than damp. I turned and faced my son. "I'm your mother, John. A mother and son shouldn't ever kiss that way." I reached out and patted his cheek. "But thanks for the compliment, son. That was very sweet of you."
John's face reddened and he shrugged in a bashful manner. "One kiss, Mom, one kiss with a little tongue. What could it hurt?" he said softly. We stared at each other silently for a minute and then he added, "Just a little tongue kiss, Mom," and then he stuck his tongue out at me and blew me a raspberry. It broke the tension and suddenly we were both laughing.
Somewhere in the midst of that laughter, I suddenly realized that I was about to change my mind and I said, "Am I really beautiful, John?"
It was my son's turn to roll his eyes and he replied, "Are you kidding me, Mom. You're freaking gorgeous – one of the sexiest Moms in the neighborhood!" I blushed even as his words served to fuel the growing heat between my thighs. I could feel my labia swelling and growing slick. I was amazed that I was hearing my son talking like that and even more amazed that I liked hearing it.
"Well..." I paused, John's eyes growing wide with disbelief like a condemned prisoner seeing the warden waving a pardon in his face after already being strapped in the electric chair. It would have been cute if the whole thing wasn't so ridiculous. Still, he was my only son and I confess to finding it hard to ever deny him anything. "Alright, if it won't gross you out Frenching your mother, I'll do it!"
"YES!" John crowed and he picked me up and spun me around, making me giggle like a school girl. He set me down and then to my surprise, kissed me right on the lips – chastely, but firmly, his lips pressing against mine. The heat smoldering within my pussy turned to liquid fire in the blink of an eye.
"Hey now!" I said, laughing and backing away, feeling my face burn. "I said I'd do it, but no practicing. This is a one time deal! Don't forget, I'm not some easy lay, I'm your mother!"
"Yes, you are and I love you, Mom!" John exclaimed, holding out his arms and heading towards me like he was about to hug me and kiss me again.
I squealed and giggled and ran for the stairs like my life depended on it. "Behave, buster! Remember, its just one kiss!" I hurried upstairs and into my room, slamming the door behind me, hearing John's happy voice still thanking me and telling me how, much he loved me!
I leaned against the door and caught my breath and as I calmed down, I began to wonder what in the hell was I doing. From the door, I could see my reflection in a tall mirror across the room. "What in the world were you thinking, Carol?" I asked myself. To be honest, I wasn't sure why I had agreed to do it. Maybe it was as I have already mentioned – that I have never been able to really say no to my son about anything. Maybe it was that he called me beautiful and sexy in a man's lusty voice and that's something I don't get to hear much anymore and I really like hearing him say it.
I looked at my reflection. I have never really considered myself beautiful – not even really all that pretty. My face has too many sharp and harsh angles – the best feature being the dark brown eyes that I've passed onto my son. My hair, dark brown and starting to be streaked with gray at age forty-five, is unruly and coarse and I generally wear it pulled back into a pony tail or like today, just let it hang to my shoulders and hope for the best.
I know I don't have a Hollywood body – I stand five foot, five inches tall and weigh around 145 pounds. I'm just a bit stocky – no flat stomach for me and plenty of tits and ass with measurements of 38D-28-40. My legs are still in good shape and I am never ashamed to wear a dress. I'm no raving beauty, but damn it feels good to be told I look sexy, even if it's my son saying it!
I got my act together and put the naughty thoughts flitting around inside my head away and got on with my evening. After dinner, I got the particulars from John and Kelly who'd showed up for a study date. Our "make-out session" was to happen in two days – Friday afternoon – a week before the actual concert.
I began to regret agreeing to do this the more I thought about it, although my resolve was strengthened when Kelly told me with a smirk that she never thought I'd have the nerve to go through with it. As I mentioned already, my son's girlfriend and I are not exactly close and the only thing her snarky attitude did was piss me off.
And so it was that my son, his girlfriend and I walked into the radio station that Friday afternoon to be led with some smirking and tittering by the employees to the radio booth of Dirty Davy and the Chimp. It was a warm April day and both John and Kelly were casually dressed in T-shirts and jeans while I was wearing a pair of dressy slacks and a light sweater with a mild scoop neck, just enough to hint at cleavage and the very upper swells of my breasts.
Dirty Davy and the Chimp lived completely up to expectations. Dirty Davy was a middle aged man, wearing a Cubs jersey and cap and greasy jeans, his cap hiding his almost bald head. He was leering at me from the moment we walked in and were introduced. The Chimp was a short man with more facial hair than I have ever seen on any human, his dark eyes staring beadily from his hirsute face. His voice had an animal quality and I had a sudden unsettling vision of him naked, his body covered with a thick mat of dark hair with a long, uncut cock protruding from the jungle of animal hair between thick and meaty thighs. I shivered when I was introduced and he reached out and took my hand. He was scary in a sexually arousing sort of way. I could envision myself being ravaged by him and almost enjoying it!
They wasted no time getting us on the air, handing us headsets and explaining the booth operations and then chatting us up as soon as an Iron Maiden song faded away. Forgive me if the following is awkward, but I'm not sure how to put what happened down into words.
Dirty Dave: "All right, Chicago. Lets give a big WFUK welcome to Carol and John – our lucky mother and son going for the tickets to the big concert next Friday night!"
The Chimp: "Oh yeah and if I may be so bold, John my man, your mother is smoking hot!" He gave a little woof and then pushed a button setting off loud wolf whistles. I felt myself blush.
Dirty Davy: "Yes indeed, John – you definitely have a fox for a mom!"
John: "Um, yeah, my Mom is beautiful!"
Dirty Davy: "Sexy is the word I would use, dude and Chicago, you can check her out yourself if you just go to our website – we have the Chimp Cam up and running – so check delicious Mom Carol out!"
I stiffened up at that comment and stared daggers at my son. "You never said anything about this being on the internet, John!" I hissed. The shock jocks began hooting with laughter.
Dirty Davy: "Uh oh! I think John's going to the wood shed after this! The only question is, Mom, are you still going to go through with it?"
The Chimp: "Bet she does, bet she does!"
I started to get up and walk, but caught a glimpse of Kelly smirking knowingly at me and again she just pissed me off! "You betcha, Davy! So are we gonna do this or not?" I replied, my voice nervous and tight. Somebody pushed another noise button and the booth filled with the sounds of a crowd cheering.
The Chimp: "Aw man, Why couldn't I had had a Mommy like yours, John? She can't wait to get going!" I heard wet, breathy noises echoing through my headset. The Chimp grinned evilly at me.
Dirty Davy: "You are definitely Mother of the Year material, Carol. Now – you know the drill right?"
I nodded and replied, "Yes, my son and I have to kiss for a full minute in front of you pervs!" This seemed to crack both guys up and my ears were filled with the sounds of hooting, screaming monkeys.
Dirty Davy: "You're close, Mommy! Me and my brother perv are going to watch you and your son swapping spit for a whole minute – a full on French kiss complete with tongues for sixty seconds."
The Chimp: "Or longer if you feel like it – we like to um, encourage close family relations. We consider it our sacred and privileged duty!"
John and I were sitting on adjoining stools in the booth, and we turned to each other and then I eyed the Chimp and asked, "So, should we start now?"
The evil looking little man held up a stopwatch and said, "Time starts as soon as I see tongues touching!" As way as example, he stuck his tongue out – why did it have to be so freaking long – at me! I shivered a little, maybe from the air conditioning turned on high in the booth, maybe from the tingling warmth growing between my legs. Omigod, I was about to French kiss my son!
I turned to John and said, "Are you ready?"
My son nodded, grinning and for the radio audience's benefit replied, "Oh yeah, Mom! I've been dreaming of this moment!" He paused as his own words sank in and then hastily added, "I mean, getting the tickets!"
Dirty Dave: "This is it – the moment the question 'Would you make out with your mother for free concert tickets?' is about to be answered! They're leaning towards each other. I see Mom's tongue – omigod, I think I'm in love. Closer, closer. Oh WOW!"
The Chimp: "And the clock's running, Mom and son are locking lips and look at them go!"
On some level I was aware of the shock jocks yammering, but mostly the world suddenly winnowed down to my son and myself as I pressed my open mouth to his, tongue extended and totally unprepared for the almost electric shock I felt when John's tongue first brushed against mine. Lips pressed together and we were doing what came naturally. Our tongues played and danced and the longest, sweetest minute of my life began!
John's arms came up and around my shoulders and pulled me close even as I slipped my arms around his waist, resisting the desire to pull him even closer as I gave an unexpected little sigh as we kissed.
The Chimp: "Fifteen seconds gone and Lord Jesus don't strike me blind now! This is so hot, folks!"
Time seemed to pass so slowly and I was amazed that I was able to take so much sensory information in – like the fact that John tasted so clean – part mouthwash, part gum and somehow part himself. I swirled my tongue around my son's mouth, just enjoying how he tasted and enjoying the playful pursuit of his own tongue. I shivered as I felt his right hand on the back of my neck, fingers intertwined in my shaggy hair. I imagined I could feel his pulse through his lips, his heart racing to keep time with my own rapidly beating heart.
Dirty Dave: "We're coming up on thirty seconds and I don't know about you, Chimp, but I'm getting excited!"
The Chimp: "My tongue is hard, dude...among other things!"
John and I both took a half step off our stools and pressed against each other more firmly, my heavy breasts flattening against his strong chest as our tongues curled around each other. I opened my eyes and looked into my son's eyes which were wide open and filled with love and amazement.
The Chimp: "Approaching forty five seconds, folks. I think this Mom and Son are having a blast!"
Dirty Davy: "Yes they are! But I'm not sure about John's girlfriend here. Kelly, hon, what's wrong? You look like you've been sucking on lemons!"
A perverse thrill went through me and as much as I was enjoying my son's naughty kiss, it was all the sweeter knowing that it was pissing off his girlfriend. I sighed happily, my breath whistling through my nostrils as with time running out, both John and I seemed to be increasing the intensity of our kiss, tongues pressing and roiling into each other.
The Chimp: "Almost there...almost there. Five...four...three...two...that's it! Mom and Son frenching for a whole minute! Um, plus five seconds...um, coming up on plus ten seconds. Um, Dirty Davy, where's the fire extinguisher – we may have to hose them down!"



My son and I both heard the countdown, but for several seconds, could not break our intimate contact. I was enjoying myself and my entire body was flushed and heating up rapidly. John seemed to have no desire to end the contact either, but finally I regained my senses and pushed him away, a little sliver of spit hanging for a second and then breaking apart to splatter against his chin.
The Chimp: "Oh my God – Mother and Son French kissed for a record one minute and twelve seconds! I cannot freaking believe it!"
Dirty Davy: "Now that was what I call a special mother and child moment! Chicago, lets give John and his mom a great big hand!" The air filled with the canned sound of people clapping, cheering and car horns honking!
I felt my face burning with embarrassment even though I took a lot of enjoyment at Kelly's sour face. Both the Chimp and Dirty Davy were applauding – the Chimp's eyes burning with excitement. John was grinning at me and with a flick of his tongue seemed to lick off the saliva on his chin. Even though I was already more than a little aroused, that sight seemed to double my sexual excitement all in itself. My head roared as blood rushed through my veins, making me feel a little dizzy.
Dirty Davy: "Wow, wow, wow! Man, I would pay to watch that over and over again. That was hot. Was that hot, Chimp?"
The Chimp: "That was the single sexiest thing I've ever seen in my freaking life, Davy!" He let his tongue hang out of his mouth and panted like a dog.
Dirty Davy: "Oh yeah! So, Mom...what'd you think? On a scale of one to ten, how does your son kiss?"
I laughed nervously and opened my mouth, but for a few seconds, could not find the words. I waved my hands aimlessly and shrugged my shoulders in bafflement before I finally managed to gasp, "Uh – Thirteen?" The shock jocks hooted their delight and I added in a slightly steadier voice, "That was the best kiss I've had in a long, long time!"
The Chimp: "Outfreakinstanding! I know you must be proud of your boy, Mom! Hey, John – so how does your Mom rank...who's the better kisser, your Mom or Kelly?"
John was by now blushing a deep shade of red too, although he looked pleased by my answer. He grinned at me and then at his girlfriend who was looking extremely pissed. "Well, um, dudes, I'm going to plead the Fifth Amendment here. What can I say – it's a toss up." The shock jocks howled with laughter and both turned to see Kelly, lips pressed tightly together, the anger evident on her face!
Dirty Davy: "So, Kelly, girlfriend, what did you think? Your bf and his mom making out – hot or what?"
Kelly rolled her eyes and her face frozen in a frown and staring at me, replied, "I think this whole thing and you guys are sick!" Again, the two radio jockeys howled with laughter.
Dirty Davy: "There you have it, Chicago, Kelly says we're sick! Chimp, what do we have to say to that?"
The Chimp pushed a button and then a deep voice like the guy who does Darth Vader's voice boomed in our headsets, "YOU'RE DAMNED RIGHT, WE'RE SICK AND PROUD OF IT!"
The Chimp: "And we're just getting warmed up! Tell 'em, Dirty Davy!"
Dirty Davy: "Alright, John and Mom, again congratulations for that outstanding display of family affection. You've won your tickets, John for making out with your mom." He slid an envelope over his work station to my son who looked absolutely delighted. Then with an evil grin, Dirty Davy continued. "Now, me and the Chimp have been thinking about what actually makes up, well, making out! Now, Mom, do you think a hot, sexy kiss is 'making out?'
I wasn't actually expecting that question and I fumbled for an answer. "Um, well – yeah. It's been a few years since I've made out, but yes, sexy kissing is 'making out.'"
The Chimp: "Yeah, kissing is great, but is that all that 'making out' is? Hey, Kelly, when you and John make out, is kissing all you do?"
Kelly: "Ewww, gross!"
The Chimp: "Okay...sorry I asked. Hey, John, when you and Kelly are making out, is all you do is kiss?"
All eyes turned to my son and he laughed and shook his head, "Um, I'm sticking with pleading the Fifth."
Dirty Davy: "Okay, Mom, back to you. Now when you were growing up, was kissing all there was to making up?"
I wasn't sure I liked where this was going, but I stifled an urge to giggle like a teenager and said, "No, that was considered um, getting to first base!"
The Chimp: "Bingo, Mom. And what is second base?"
I did giggle then, wishing silently that I'd kept my mouth shut. Both the shock jocks were looking at me expectantly while John was grinning like an idiot. I promised myself I would make him pay dearly for this. My hand came up involuntarily and I almost cupped my own breast as I stammered, "Well, you know – um, oh hell, guys getting their hands under the sweater and um, under the bra or undoing it and touching...you know!"
The Chimp giggled and pressed another damned button and that deep voice announced, "BOOBS! MMMM, AINT NOTHING LIKE 'EM!"
Dirty Davy: "See how it is, Chicagoland? If in doubt, go ask your Mom! You're batting a hundred, Mom. Now howzabout telling John and us what third base is?"
Again, I wondered how the hell I got myself into this situation but at the same time, I found my mouth working and replying, "You know – when a guy puts his hand between a girl's leg and touches her, um...um."
The Chimp came to my rescue with another sound effect – a cartoon voice screaming, "IT'S PRONOUNCED VA-JAY-JAY, YOU MORON!" I groaned as I wondered who was actually listening to this and I put my head in my hands.
The Chimp: "And this instructional moment was brought to you by MOM, the one more perverts recommend you go to with questions of a..." He paused and lowered his voice to a mock whisper. "A sexual nature!"
Dirty Davy: "Right you are, Chimp. Now, Mom and son, I'm sure you're wondering why you're still here talking with us and not running for your lives. The Chimp and I have a little proposition for you two!" A musical fanfare broke out as Dirty Davy brought out several envelopes and laid them on the table between us.
Dirty Davy: "In the interest of pushing the envelope of fine public broadcasting..."
The Chimp: "And maybe setting a new record fine with the FCC!"
Dirty Davy: "We would now like to offer John and his Mom a chance to play the advanced player's version of 'Making Out With Mom!'"
John and I looked at each other warily – the apprehension in my face no doubt equaled by the interest in my son's face. "Why am I sure I'm not going to like hearing this?" I replied, my voice full of doubt.
Dirty Davy: "Here's the scoop, Mom. Although I'm sure our sponsors are no doubt regretting putting up the prizes, you can win some serious cash and stuff if you and your son are willing to really make out on the air!"
"WHAT!" John and I both cried out together. I felt a little dizzy and was wondering when and how I had gotten so far over my head with this silly shit.
Dirty Davy: "Give with the details, Chimp!"
The Chimp: "In envelope number one, there is a five hundred dollar gift card to _____, the leader in fine women's fashions! It's yours, Mom if you and your son will French kiss for another full minute."
Both the shock jocks found it somehow hilarious when my son said, "Freaking awesome – Mom loves that place, but she says it's so expensive!"
Dirty Davy: "Is there more, my horny little friend?"
The Chimp: "We're just getting started, Dirty Davy! In envelope number two, are weekend reservations for the _______ Hotel, Chicago's finest Hotel, known world wide for its luxurious accommodations. It's a thousand dollar a night suite and reserved for next Friday and Saturday nights and its yours if Mom lets John get to second base and the kiss goes to two minutes!"
I felt my mouth drop open in shock and I gasped in a small voice. "You have got to be kidding me! That's insane!" Even John looked stunned, but the interested smile never left his face and its hard to describe how that made me feel.
The deep voice boomed into my ears, "WE MAY BE INSANE, BUT THAT DOESN'T MEAN WE'RE NOT DEAD SERIOUS!"
Dirty Davy: "We wouldn't be offering it, if it wasn't true! Finish it off, Chimp!"
The Chimp: "In envelope number three there are ten, count em, ten one hundred dollar bills! That's a clean one thousand bucks if John is a lucky enough son to get to third base while the kiss goes to three minutes!"
Kelly jumped up, a look of utter horror and disgust on her face. "This is freaking sick. I can't stand this. I'm waiting outside!" and she fled the booth, her hand over her mouth like she was going to be sick." The shock jocks thought this was particularly hilarious and stood up and high-fived each other. A woman's shrieking and hysterical voice screamed into the headsets, "I'M LEAVING THIS HELLHOLE AND I AIN'T NEVER COMING BACK!"
I stood up, thinking it was time to leave, but wondering why I didn't find their proposal as disgusting as my son's girlfriend did. I tried to laugh it off and said, "You guys are so weird! There's no way any mother would do this with everyone watching on the internet. We'd all go to jail!"
The Chimp cackled and flipped a switch and I saw a little red light go off a web camera on his desk. "Oh no, this will be a radio exclusive – no webcam! And you can't go to jail if they got no proof!"
"But...everyone would hear us – er, hear you guys talking about it!" I turned to my son, expecting him to be on his feet to walk out with me...or already on the move to catch up with Kelly, but John was still sitting there, a silly grin on his face and a more than obvious bulge in his blue jean covered crotch.
Dirty Davy: "Well yeah, but again, no proof! And as everyone knows..."
"DIRTY DAVY AND THE CHIMP AREN'T ONLY PERVERTS, THEY LIE!" intoned the deep voice.
Dirty Davy: "Aint it the truth! Well, Chicagoland, we're gonna break for a few really important commercial ka-kas while John and Mom talk it over." He hit a switch and a car commercial came on and the On-Air sign went dark. Grinning he said, "We're dead freaking serious, folks, what do ya say?"
I was laughing and shaking my head and started for the door, but John reached out and took my hand. "Mom – what have we got to lose?" he said. He grinned at the shock jocks. "It's a lot of money and stuff and you deserve it for all this crap I've put you through! Besides, everyone will think it's just a fake-out by these guys anyway!
"John, I'm your mother. French kissing you was bad enough and we can't fake that. I'm betting these two freaks will insist on us actually doing um...it."
"You bet your sweet ass, Mom," chortled the Chimp. "Other than our on-air commentary, there'll be no evidence – no harm – no foul, but we wanna see you two really make out!"
"And you better make up your mind quick," added Dirty Dave. "We got about five minutes of air-time left and we're back live in thirty seconds."
John squeezed my hand and leaned in close. "Mom, it's just a bit of kissing and touching – just for fun and money. Tell me a thousand bucks wouldn't come in handy?"
I replied, my voice barely a whisper, "But you're my son. I can't let you touch me like that!" I could hear my voice speaking the words, but deep inside my heart, part of me didn't believe a word I was saying.
"Three minutes, Mom – that's all," hissed John, his eyes bright and eager. "C'mon, Mom – it aint like we're going to have real sex or anything."
"Although, as far as we're concerned, go as far as you want, Mom!" urged the Chimp, a big, toothy grin peeking out from all that hair. I just grinned back and rolled my eyes.
"Five seconds and we're on the air," intoned Dirty Davy. "What's it gonna be?"
John just kept looking at me and I was struck not only by his eagerness, but by his confidence – the pussy warming confidence of a man who knows what he wants and knows he's going to get it. A shiver ran through me as I threw all good judgment to the wind and went with what I was feeling in my heart...or maybe a place a little lower. "I'll do it," I said with a shaky whisper! Both the shock jockeys cheered and then we were back on the air.
Dirty Davy: Alright Chicagoland, we've got a hot and sexy Mommy ready to make out with her handsome son. Grab a soda and some hand lotion and let's have some fun. Are you ready, Mom...John?"
I nodded and when the Chimp rolled his finger and moved his lips without moving, I remembered it was just radio and I said, "God...I don't know. I suppose so."
The Chimp: Well – the clock's running and we're almost out of time – so Mom and John...GET IT ON!"
I looked at John, realizing he was leaning towards me, smiling – his mouth opening up like a tiger's maw about to devour me. My wits seemed to desert me then, but my instincts were working just fine. Our lips pressed together and I let out a little sigh as our tongues joined again in a wet, sloppy soul kiss, while the idiots watching us began to report.
Dirty Davy: "And here we go – Mom and Son are kissing and oh man, look at them use those tongues! Do you think they're going to go for the gold, Chimp?"
The Chimp: "Absolutely – oh man, they're looking so hot. Honeywife of mine, if you're listening, you better be waiting in bed when I get home cause I'm raring to go!"
Dirty Davy: "And so are our Mom and Son. Uh, oh – I think John is making his move on second base. Stand by for updates. We're at thirty seconds and counting!"
John was indeed, making his move. I felt one hand on my waist and the other on my thigh. Slowly, I felt his fingers sliding along my leg towards the bottom of my sweater. I felt dizzy as I wondered if he was actually going to do this! Our tongues curled around each other, dancing and taunting and again I found myself savoring the taste of my son, feeling my body respond – the heat and wetness building between my legs.
My son's hand crept further upward and under my sweater and I jerked as I felt his fingers, cool against my hot skin, sliding around and slowly making their way up my back. I was puzzled for a moment and then moaned into his mouth as I realized he was making for my bra. His fingers stopped and ran across the seamless band of the back strap of my bra and I started to break the kiss and whisper that it was a front loader, but John's fingers began to slip around to my front and I realized that my son had a lot more experience than I thought and knew what to do.
Dirty Davy: Yes, yes yes, sports fans. John is making his move on second base – hand is under the sweater and definitely in search mode. Man, I envy this young man – his mother, Carol is definitely blessed with motherly mammaries. Big 'uns at that! I'm guessing 36D!"
The Chimp: "I'm betting they're closer to being 40Ds, Dirty Davy and if there's anything I know..." The deep voice boomed out, "THE CHIMP KNOWS HIS BOOBS!"
John found and deftly undid the clasp holding my bra together and I felt my breasts shift as their support slipped away. I groaned against my son's mouth as I felt his palm slide between my breasts, my heart pounding faster and faster under his touch. OMIGOD, my son was about to fondle my breast! I put my hand against his chest, meaning to push him away and end the kiss and this whole crazy, twisted game...but I didn't. I held my hand in place, feeling his heart pounding in his chest and allowed my son to slide his hand over my left breast, palm scraping over my hard and long nipple!
The Chimp: "Good God, John's doing it, I do believe! I see his hand moving under his Mom's sweater!" I heard a chair leg scrape and footsteps and then felt more than heard the Chimp's presence behind me, knowing without looking that he was peering over my shoulder. I started a bit when he leaned against me, a definite throbbing bulge pressing against my hip and then I felt a finger scraping skin as he pulled my sweater out and peered downward. "Yes, yes – OMIGOD, YES!" he crowed. "Chicago, I am blessed to see and report that at fifty-seven seconds in, this son's hand is cupping his mother's lovely boob! Oh yeah, John – give it a squeeze for me!" And Lord, help me, my son did!
I was terrified and excited as I don't think I'd been since I'd lost my virginity so many years ago. My John – my son was massaging my breast, his palm maddeningly rubbing and teasing my hard nipple. Spittle ran down my chin as I cried out from the crazy pleasure rippling through me before John sealed his lips against mine again. My hand resting on his chest began to curl, my long nails scraping against his T-shirt clad chest! John made an approving growl against my mouth, his fingers digging into my fleshy tit in response.
Dirty Davy: "Chicagoland, we are definitely moving into a new frontier. Let's give a big cheer to John and his Mom for making it to second base as we pass the minute and ten second mark!"
My mind reeled with the realization that for the first time since John had been weaned, he was touching my breast and for a long, crazy moment, I wished that I could feel his lips on my tits as well – almost a hunger to feel my nipple being sucked by my son once again. Seconds ticked by as we kissed and with his touch, it seemed as if I had an even greater clarity of senses. The taste of his tongue, the feel of his breath from his nostrils, the touch of his hand on my breast, all seemed to intensify with each moment that passed.
I knew I should stop, that I should try and regain some resemblance of respectability, but I didn't and a part of me began to cheer as I felt John's left hand leave my waist and travel downwards to rest on the top of my thigh.
The Chimp: "We're at a minute and thirty seconds and is he, OMIGOD, yes, John is going for gold, folks. He's got his hand on the inside of Mom's thigh and heading towards heaven's gate!"
John's fingers trailed over and down between my legs, scratching softly on the inside of my right thigh and I couldn't stop myself from slowly spreading my knees apart and then I groaned against my son's lips as his palm was suddenly pressing against my crotch! I shivered with delight as I felt the weight of his hand against my pussy – my son's flesh separated from mine only by my slacks and panties. I wondered if he could feel the heat from my aroused pussy. I wondered if he could detect how wet I felt. John began rubbing my mound as I clung to him, fingers digging into his shoulders.
Dirty Davy: "Please, God, don't let me have a heart attack now! John's definitely loving up his mom as we approach two minutes! Uh oh! His hand is on the move...up he goes...fingers sliding into Mom's pants!"
John indeed was slipping his hand past my waistband and while part of me was absolutely horrified that I wasn't putting a stop to this insanity, part of me was rejoicing that I'd worn dress slacks with an elastic waist band, making it easier for John to slip his hands inside. I rose up off the seat of the stool, trying to make it easier on my son.
With the sure movements of an experienced lover, my son slipped his hand into my panties as well, his fingers feeling sinfully sweet as he slipped through my thick, crinkly mat of pubic hair. I stiffened and squealed into John's mouth as pleasure as intense as an electric shock tore through me as my child's, my son's fingers slipped between my swollen and sensitive labia, encountering my wet and slick cunt!
I felt my head begin to spin and I clutched my son tighter, our tongues feeding on each other in a frenzy of lust as John's forefinger and middle finger slipped inside me, gently stirring around – exploring my motherly pussy even as his thumb slowly stroked my flesh, teasing my clitoris. I think I was making all sorts of little animal noises as I fought not to surrender completely to the incestuous pleasure of the moment.
Dirty Davy: "We're at two minutes and ten seconds and Mom looks like she might be getting her rocks off while her son's hand seems to be awfully busy in her panties! Chimp, do you think we have penetration? Chimp? Hello, Chimp? Um, Chicagoland, I believe this naughty display has rendered my partner in perversion catatonic...in a good, deviated way!"



I was all but ignoring the idiot shock jocks. My world was now focused on my son and his very talented fingers. All sorts of nasty, evil thoughts filled my mind as any sense of restraint or decency was on the verge of being swept away. I was consumed with sudden desire to let my son take me right then and there. I was wiggling on his fingers and wanted more, much more – I wanted to feel his hand, his fist – NO! I wanted to feel my son's cock inside me. I had a sudden vision of my son naked, his cock, huge and long jutting out at me. Before I realized what I was doing, my right hand began to move south, my fingernails making ripping sounds as they dragged across his t-shirt.
Dirty Davy: "Jesus Christ Almighty! Mom's making her own move! Is she...SHE IS! MOM IS COPPING A FEEL OF HER OWN!"
I palmed my son's crotch, feeling the magnificent bulge that was pulsing with power and lust under his blue jeans! I felt my pussy clamping tightly around John's fingers as I began to comprehend just how well hung my son was! John groaned into my mouth as he responded to me rubbing his erection through his pants.
John suddenly curled his fingers upwards, triggering a response from my g-spot even as his thumb began to firmly massage my clitoris and orgasmic pleasure exploded in my pussy and spread as fast as lightning through my entire body. Our kiss became a kind of carnal combat – tongues dueling viciously as my orgasm intensified and then it was too much and I broke the kiss and screamed, "OH GOD...NO...YESSSS!" and somehow managed to break the embrace, pushing back from my son, his hand slipping from my pants, fingers thickly coated with my juices, gleaming in the harsh lights of the radio booth.
I felt another scream rising in my throat but somehow managed to contain it as my son and the two other men watched me with thunderstruck awe. I don't know how long it was before I could breathe again and the incredible pleasure had receded to a point where I could put more than a single thought together at a time.
"Did we...was that three minutes?" I asked Dirty Davy. I ignored the Chimp who was standing there, motionless, his mouth hanging open and appearing to be drooling like an idiot.
Dirty Davy: "Who cares? You get all the prizes. I wish I had more stuff to give you. That was without a doubt the single greatest moment of my career. I might as well retire cause I aint never topping this!" A soft chime rang out and a light began to flash on his control board.
Dirty Davy: "Oh hell. Folks, we're out of time here. Tune in tomorrow as the Chimp and I will probably be arrested for extremely naughty and indecent behavior. John, any last words?"
My son was staring at me like he was seeing me for the first time. He glanced down at his wet fingers and then back at me and a strange smile crossed his lips. "Yeah, I'm so lucky to have such a cool and hot mom!"
Dirty Davy: "Yes, you are. Be looking for John at the concert next Friday night, Chicagoland. Be sure and shake his hand and hope his karma rubs off on you because this is one lucky motherBEEP" He deftly pressed a button to bleep out the rest of the word. He turned and grinned lasciviously at me and added, "Mom – care to have the final word?"
I grinned at him and then at my son and said, "Um, wow...just um, guess this just goes to show you the sacrifices a mother will make for her son!" I started giggling, sounding I'm sure, like a woman losing her mind.
And then, just like that, we were off the air and Dirty Davy was shaking John's hand, gave me a big hug and began slapping the Chimp back to consciousness. John and I hurriedly exited the radio studio, our tickets and prizes in hand, both of us I think, in a state of shock and disbelief. We left the radio offices amid scattered applause and or stunned and speculative stares from various employees who'd heard the show over speakers stationed everywhere.
Kelly wasn't in the reception area so we moved on outside towards the parking garage we'd left my soccer mom van in. John and I had barely said a word since leaving the radio booth and we didn't speak now. Hell, I could barely meet John's eyes. As the excitement wore off, the realization of what I'd done was sinking in. My son had just been fingering my pussy. If I were to smell his fingers, I knew they'd reek of my juices!
Oddly enough as I was thinking that, John reached out with the hand he'd touched me with and took my hand and we walked on, silently, hand in hand, his fingers still a bit tacky with my cream. His touch still felt electric and I wondered if somehow this had changed things for us. I felt so much more aware of him...aware of him as my son, but also as a man...a very attractive man.
He tightened his grip on my hand and I felt a corresponding tingle between my legs, my still sensitive labia pulsing with need and for a moment I had a flash of that almost overwhelming desire to have my son's big cock buried deep in me. I felt my face burn again, skin blushing and was thankful that we were entering the dimly lit parking garage.
There we found John's girlfriend. Kelly was red-eyed and pale of face and her mouth was puckered into a disapproving frown. When John climbed into the back seat with her and showed her our prizes, she just shook her head and snarled, "I know – I was listening. I can't believe you did that! What's wrong with you people?"
John laughed and tried to kiss her. "It's no big deal. Just acting stupid for a bit and we're a hell of a lot richer because of it!"
"Did you really do it? Do you feel up your mother?" She turned away from John and said, "You're fucking sick. I can't deal with this shit!"
As I drove us away, I looked at her in the rearview mirror and said softly, "It didn't mean anything, Kelly." She rolled her eyes at me and gave a contemptuous snort and said nothing the rest of the long drive back home. We all rode in silence, the tension so thick you could cut it with a knife, but...every once in a while I'd check on both my son and his girlfriend in the backseat using the rearview mirror.
Kelly was always pouting, her usually pretty face all scrunched up as she stared out the window, but John was always looking back at me, a knowing and unsettling smile on his face. I smiled back knowing that it was more than a sweet, motherly smile. We exchanged the smiles of a man and a woman who had shared something important, something intimate. That knowledge kept my pussy moist and tingling all the way home.
Over the next few days, nothing was said between my son and me about what had happened. Oh, what we had done was still hanging about between us. I would catch my son looking at me with unfeigned interest and I was repaying him in kind. I would catch myself reliving those sweet short minutes – reliving the sensations of John's hands on me...in me. It made me wet and it made me hornier than I've been in years. My bedside vibrator and dildo got a good bit of work at the end of the night, when things settled down and got quiet and I was alone with my thoughts.
Images of my son, naked and proudly erect ran amuck in my mind, spurring me on to masturbate furiously, cumming and cumming over and over from fantasies of John going beyond touching and taking me, making me his woman...his lover.
John seemed to spend a lot of alone time in his room too and I was sorely tempted to check his laundry for tell-tale signs of jerking off, but I reasoned that a healthy young man like him would be masturbating a lot anyway. Still, I didn't shy away when I knew he was watching me and I'd be fibbing if I didn't dress a bit sexier because I wanted my son to look at me. I loved the frank, lustful way John would just stare at me.
When I returned to work that following Monday, I tried to prepare myself for any fallout from our radio stunt, but other than a few smirks and giggles, very little was said. I guess most of my co-workers were my age or older and didn't listen to Dirty Davy and the Chimp. I did sign autographs for two mail-room boys, both of whom informed me that I was their hero. I found them sweet and amusing and a bit silly and from then on, I always made a point to be a little flirty with them both.
We were also lucky in that during the weekend, one of Chicago's prominent sportscasters made a nasty racial comment about a local athlete and in the ensuing furor over that incident, Dirty Davy's and the Chimp's stunt was forgotten by the media.
The only real negative event to come out of what we'd done was that Kelly broke up with John...or John broke up with Kelly. Apparently, she couldn't get over it, acting snotty and hateful with my son and I heard from others later through the neighborhood grapevine, she supposedly called me a whore to his face. In any event, the following Tuesday evening, John came home a little downcast and pissed and announced that he and Kelly were through. I suppose I'm terrible, but deep down, that part of me that was fantasizing over my son was absolutely ecstatic!
Wednesday evening as I was going to bed, I had just stopped and gave John a goodnight kiss on the cheek (and gave him a big eyeful of my meaty breasts through the gaping neckline of my blouse and yes, it was sort of intentional), when John turned around in his chair and asked me to wait as I was climbing the stairs.
"Mom, you know the concert's this Friday, right?"
I nodded, "Yes, sweetie – I know."
John squirmed awkwardly in his chair and for the first time in days, looked at me with something other than utter confidence. "Well...you know Kelly and me are quits and we have those free nights at the ________ Hotel and well, I was wondering."
I felt that smoldering warmth between my legs begin to grow. "Yes?" I said, urging him on.
"Mom, I was kinda hoping that you'd be my date Friday night. I know you hate my music, but I thought we could spend the weekend downtown at the hotel. You know, just hang out and stuff." His eyes glowed as he said, 'stuff.'
In the time it took me to reply, "Yes, I'd love to," my nipples went completely erect and my pussy was dripping wet. I'd been hoping John might ask me to the concert and even though I knew it was wrong and dangerous, I was thrilled that he'd ask me. I went to sleep that night with my fingers still buried in my throbbing pussy, having fantasized about my son and me just throwing self control to the wind and succumbing to incestuous lust.
Now, I knew that nothing would happen between us, but it was a whole lot of fun thinking about it and we both enjoyed flirting and teasing each other about our big upcoming weekend date. John would take me in his arms and ask if I was his girl now and I would giggle and cover his face with chaste kisses and say "Yes," before pushing myself out of his arms before things got too physical. The naughty part of me always checked to see if holding me inspired his manhood to grow and not once was I disappointed. It didn't seem fair in a strange, nasty way. I could see the huge bulge of his cock straining to get free, but my son didn't know how wet he made me each time he held me in his strong arms.
As Friday rolled around, I decided to take the naughty flirting a little further. I took a personal day from work and went downtown for a makeover and a new outfit. I wanted my son to be proud of his mother when we showed up at the concert! I had my hair done and burned through the gift certificate for the women's clothing store that we'd won.
When John came storming through the door after school, hollering, "MOM, I'M HOME! ARE YOU READY TO GO TO THE SHOW!" he came to a dead stop, mouth gaping open as he stared at me standing in the middle of the living room.
"Well, what do you think, son?" I said, spinning around in a circle to show off the new me. My hair was hanging in a long, tightly curled perm, still dark brown with streaks of gray running through it. My hair-dresser called it the ultimate MILF 'do! I was wearing a black satiny bustier that barely covered the lower half of my breasts, the built in cups lifting my slightly sagging tits up to a level they'd not been in a long while, my breasts jiggling with every move I made. A short and tight black leather skirt and stockings and stiletto heels completed my naughty ensemble. I felt like a fashion statement for lewd mothers everywhere. Just knowing my son was going to see me in this slutty outfit had my thong panties soaking wet long before John got home.
"OMIGOD! Mom you look so freaking sexy!" John finally moaned, rushing to me and scooping me up in his arms. "You are fucking hot, Mom!" he said as he spun me around while I blushed and laughed.
"Well, I can't let my son be embarrassed at his big metalhead concert, now can I?" I giggle as he sat me down, his eyes roaming lustily over my body, eyeballs bouncing as my tits jiggled! "I'll be your rock goddess MILF tonight!"
John's eyes grew wide and he grinned happily over my words and said, "Mom, I'll be the envy of every would be mother-fucker there!"
I felt my face blush and I playfully slapped him on the arm. "Now, hush with that nasty talk!" I rose up on tip-toe and kissed him chastely on the lips. "Go get ready and we'll head downtown and check in at the hotel!"
Kissing my son on the lips for the first time since the radio station pleased him – chaste kiss or not and he gave me another strong hug, mashing my barely contained breasts against his chest so tightly I could feel his fast beating heart. "I love you, Mom!" he sighed and then raced upstairs to get changed. When he was out of sight, I sank down onto the couch, trembling something awful. I could feel the sodden material of the crotch of my thong panties. I was so aroused, a state confirmed by looking down at my nipples jutting out against the silky material of my bustier.
I could not remember ever wanting someone as badly as I wanted my son at that moment. It was all I could do to not play with myself while waiting for John to come back downstairs. My pussy ached and cried out for stimulation...in truth, it cried out to be stuffed with my son's cock. My thighs were growing slick with dripping juices from my excited cunt and I fancied I could even smell my arousal. I knew I was playing a dangerous game, but I couldn't seem to stop myself. I was very pleased with my son's reaction to my outfit. It had been a long time since a man looked at me like that.
I let John drive us downtown and he got us there in one piece despite the distraction of his mother sitting with her dress pulled up to almost her crotch, showing off the tops of my black thigh high stockings. My son's cock was swollen and strained for release against his jeans. John looked good in a black concert T-shirt and tight blue jeans, showing off his tight ass. We didn't talk much, but the glances going both ways were full of passion and desire.
We arrived at the hotel and got checked in. The young clerk let his eyes roam over my exposed flesh while I filled out the registration card. John stood right behind me and with every little shifting of my feet, my ass brushed against his crotch. The naughty little bastard was doing it intentionally.
When I slid the card back across the desk, the clerk passed me our card keys and said, "Very good, ma'am. The bellhop will see your bags to the suite. Please let us know if there is anything you need. The um, radio station has set up an expense account if you need room service and – oh! We'll call up to your suite when the limo arrives."
I looked back and John and he shrugged in puzzlement and I turned back to the clerk and said, "I'm sorry...limo?'
"Oh yes, ma'am. The radio station has taken the liberty of providing you and your friend here a limousine to take you to tonight's concert!"
Well, I was completely non-plussed, but John stepped in and said, "Absolutely freaking cool." He took my hand and said, "Let's go check out our suite, Mom."
The suite was fabulous – like something out of an old movie. A sumptuous lounge area complete with leather sofa and chairs, a bathroom with a sunken tub bigger than most swimming pools and a monstrous bed that would put a king size bed to shame.
John and I stared in awe as we walked around after the bellhop left. We stood in the doorway of the bedroom and my son leered down at me and said, "Well, looks like there's only one bed, Mom. Guess I know where I'm sleeping tonight."
I laughed and turned around and walked back towards the lounge area, trailing fingers teasingly across my son's chest. "That's right, baby. But don't worry, I bet that couch will be plenty comfortable." I winked playfully John and tried not to laugh at his suddenly crestfallen face.
Before he could rally, the front desk called up and announced our limo was here. We are both again wowed by the long, white stretch limo as we boarded out front, a very good looking young woman in a crisp black jacket and miniskirt, opening the door and nodding to us. I could see people on the street craning their necks to get a peek at us and asking each other who we were. It was both embarrassing and thrilling to be a kind of celebrity...even if it was only for a moment!
The young driver leaned in and gave us both an appraising look, her gaze lingering on me longer than on John before she finally said, "I am assuming, ma'am, that you're not Kelly."
I laughed and shook my head, replying, "No, I am definitely not!"
She smiled and said, "Then I assume you're this young man's mother, Carol?"
"Yes," I replied.
The female driver nodded and said as she took a thick envelope from her jacket pocket, "I think that Dirty Davy and the um, Chimp were hoping you would be accompanying your son to the show and I was instructed to give you this." She handed it to me and then quickly walked around the limo and climbed behind the wheel.
I gave John a curious glance and then tore the envelope open. Inside were two laminated cards on leather straps that had in big letters, 'VIP.' A note fell out of the envelope and John leaned down and picked it up off the floorboard. "Read it, honey," I said.
John held it up and read aloud the following,
Dear John & Mom!
Somehow we just knew that your Mom would be coming with you to the show, dude! HI MOM! The band loved the video of your time with us and passed along these passes to sit in the VIP area of the show. We're all be thrilled to see you and you should expect to get introduced during their show. They tell us they have a special surprise in store for you! Lord knows you gave us a surprise and a half last Friday. In thanks, the limo ride is on us!
Love (and a lot of lust)
Dirty Davy and the Chimp!
"There's champagne if you care to partake," our limo driver said, looking back over her seat. "My name is Linda. If there's anything I can do for you, please just push the call button – otherwise, I'll let you two enjoy your ride!" She smiled at us in such a way I felt as if she could see every lusty, incestuous thought in my mind and then she ran a privacy screen up, leaving John and I alone. A moment later, we felt the limousine pull smoothly out into traffic.
John seemed to quickly recover from my teasing him about the couch, his eyes roaming speculatively over my scantily clad body and although the limo was a smooth ride, I knew that John was taking in every little jiggle of the exposed portions of my breasts. We sat facing each other for a minute and then John slid down to the bar and asked me, "Champagne, Mom?"
I giggled in amusement and nodded and John worried the cork out of the bottle and managed to pour a glass of champagne and then paused over another glass and gave me a questioning look. "Hmmm – just a little, you are underage and all," I said in my best mothering voice.
John poured himself about half of what he gave me and then carefully moved to cross over and sit next to me, his blue jean clad leg brushing my stocking clad thigh. He was looking down and I peered down and felt myself blush as I realized my crotch was exposed and I was inadvertently showing my son my soaked panties, wet spot vaguely visible. "Here you go, Mom," John said, his voice suddenly a bit hoarse.



I lifted myself up and nonchalantly scooted my miniskirt down as much as possible and then took the proffered champagne from my son, trying to act as if I hadn't noticed my son staring at my cunt. Just the thought of it made me a little wetter.
"Well, here's to you, Mom," John said, raising his glass up. "If it wasn't for you, we wouldn't be here right now." He smiled at me in such a brazen, confident way, I felt like I ought to be either sliding the hell away from him as fast as possible or tearing my clothes off...as fast as possible.
We both took a sip of the champagne, its bubbles tickling my nose. It was very good, but I was amused to see John make a face. "Not to your taste, huh?"
John sipped the rest of his drink and shook his head, "Beer's better – um, not that I drink., Mom."
I laughed and finished off my drink. John moved to refill my glass and as he did, I teasingly said, "Trying to get your old mother drunk?"
My son smiled and said, "Well, whatever it takes to not be sleeping on the couch, Mom."
"You're a naughty boy, John." I looked around the limo and at the note from the shock jocks, lying on the opposite seat and then again at my son, catching him staring down at my tits and legs and after shaking my head and taking another long sip of champagne, continued, "This whole thing from the beginning has been awfully naughty."
John grinned evilly and replied, "Well, Mom, naughty can be nice, right? It's not like we've done anything really wrong."
I let out a harsh laugh and said, "French kissing my own son – letting him feel me up, letting him f-finger me, isn't wrong?" I slugged back the rest of my champagne...feeling very warm all of a sudden.
John was frowning and in a suddenly uncertain tone said, "So do you regret doing it, Mom?"
I know I should have told him that, yes, that it was wrong – that being dressed like this and feeling sexually aroused by my own son was wrong and that we should turn this limo around, check out of the hotel and go home and back to my safe, middle class life. But I didn't. Maybe it was the champagne which was already giving me a buzz, maybe it was just me, not wanting the naughty feelings to end, I'm not sure, but what I did was scoot a little closer to my son, my breasts brushing his arm and resting my free hand on his blue jean clad thigh, I said, "Not one bit. I'm having fun, sweetie!"
I rose up, my left breast almost popping free from my bustier as it dragged along my son's upper arm and pecked a kiss on his cheek. John shivered a bit and then grinned the same grin he always got whenever he'd gotten away with something as a boy and said, "But, I'm still on the couch, right."
I winked at him and replied, "You betcha," I giggled as he rolled his eyes.
A few minutes later, we arrived at the concert. Linda opened the door for us and after making sure we had our passes, told us, "I'll be here whenever you wish to leave."
After walking past a line of photographers and feeling like a celebrity for a moment as cameras flashed, I had my ego deflated a little as I heard one of the photographers say, "Who was that?" only to get a reply from another, "Nobody."
We were guided to our seats, spacious things unlike anything I had experienced at a concert before. There was an open bar and beautiful young women in short shorts and tight tank tops waiting on the VIPs that included at least two Chicago area pro-baseball players, a pro-hockey player, a local anchorwoman and amazingly, us! We both felt a little out of place, but wound up chatting with several of the others in the VIP seats and I even gave an autograph to the hockey player who'd apparently heard us on the radio.
Then the lights went down and suddenly it sounded like World War Three had started as the whole place went up in explosions and fireworks and flames and my entire body seemed to be vibrating as John's favorite band began playing...something. It was loud and apparently good considering the audience's reaction. We were all on our feet and as time went by, I began to catch the lyrics which seemed mostly about sex and drugs and sex and fast cars and last but not least, sex. People were moving in time to the music's beat, shaking their heads violent and many including my son were dancing to it.
The first song led into another, this one louder and faster than the first and I was laughing as John tried to get me to dance to it, bouncing up and down like we'd gone insane. John's eyes were locked onto my body as I tried to dance to it, not laughing a bit, but staring at me lustfully and I realized that my partly bare breasts were no doubt quite a sight, jiggling and jumping up and down and it was a miracle they hadn't bounced right out of the bustier.
My head swam from the noise and music and from the evergrowing presence of smoke in the air – not just from the special effects, but with an aroma I'd not really experienced in several years. When I screamed to John that I suspected someone was smoking pot, he just grinned and pretended to take in a great lungful before continuing to dance.
The third song was even more thunderous and exhausted from the last one, I just stood there while my son did the headbanger thing wondering how long his brain could stay intact doing that. As the raucous noise washed over me, I suddenly looked down and had to laugh – as the waves of sound washed over us, my tits were literally jiggling on their own with no movement from me.
I tugged on John's arm and screamed into his ear, "Just how loud is this music going to get – I'm afraid I'm going to vibrate right out of my top!"
John stopped shaking to the music and watched my breasts move all on their own to the music and then shrugged and screamed back (I think), "So what – check it out, Mom – a lot of women are already topless!"
My son pointed towards the main crowd away from us and I gave them a good long look for the first time as my mouth sagged open. John was absolutely correct. Scattered through the crowd were several woman, breasts out and bouncing as they danced.
The fourth song was a change of pace – a bluesy number, slow and it seemed to me, very sexually charged. The head banging stopped and everyone began swaying in time to the music while the singer (who sounded as if he had his balls caught in a meatgrinder began to screech sexually suggestive lyrics which periodically seemed to be urging some woman to "lick me."
John slipped his arm around my shoulder and began swaying, taking me back and forth with him as he sang along, somehow always managing to be grinning down at me when the "lick me" refrain came around. I shivered each time he said it, feeling the moistness of my pussy increasing and my nipples hard and long, trying to break free of the bustier. By the time the song ended, I was so aroused, I was almost ready to rip John's clothes off and fuck him right in front of the thousands of folks in the arena. My head spun – maybe from the drinks, maybe from the contact high I was getting from the marijuana cloud floating about, or maybe from the sexual desire I was feeling for my son.
As the song ended, I skittered out of my son's embrace and started to walk away and find a women's room to calm down, but before I could do anything, I heard the voice of Dirty Davy echoing through the place.
"ALL RIGHT CHICAGO! IS THIS FUCKING PLACE ROCKING OR WHAT?" He proceeded to welcome the band to Chicago and then to thank the concert sponsors. He began introducing various special VIPs and I suddenly wished I was somewhere else as he said, "AND LAST AND CERTAINLY NOT LEAST, THE CHIMP AND I WANT TO WELCOME WFUK's WINNERS OF THE 'WOULD YOU MAKE OUT WITH MOM FOR TICKETS' WINNERS – JOHN AND HIS MOM CAROL, GIVE THEM A FUCKING BIG HAND!"
A spotlight touched down on us as the arena erupted in loud cheering that seemed to go on and on. I stepped back to my son, my left arm going around his waist as we waved to the crowd, my face red as could be. As the cheers just kept coming, the Chimp suddenly appeared on stage, another microphone in his hand and he started shouting, "WE WANT A KISS! WE WANT A KISS! WE WANT A KISS!"
The crowd went nuts and started taking up the chant. I suddenly felt very dizzy and warm as we stood in the middle of that spotlight, our ears echoing with the screams of maybe thirty thousand people demanding that my son and I kiss, urged on by both Dirty Davy and the Chimp and then the band, all demanding, "WE WANT A KISS!"
My son turned to me, a silly grin on his face and over the din, he hollered, "So, what are we going to do, Mom?"
My heart was pounding, I could feel my blood pulsing in my brain and between my legs and I felt like I might just swoon and could barely believe my own voice when I replied, "I guess we're going to kiss, idiot!"
My son and I came together in a passionate embrace, our arms wrapping around each other, pulling our bodies tightly together and as our lips met, I admitted to myself that I'd truly been aching for this all this past week! The crowd went nuts as we kissed and although I didn't notice at the time, cameras were on us, transmitting our kiss to huge monitors on stage, giving everyone a good look at our mouths hungrily working as our tongues greeted each other like long lost lovers.
We gave the kiss all we had, both of us grunting and sighing with contentment as our tongues danced and curled around each other. God, I liked doing this with my son. The crowd roared its approval as my son brazenly slid his hands down my back and cupped my ass cheeks through the thin material of my miniskirt while the crowd chanted, "DON'T STOP! DON'T STOP!"
A wicked and insane impulse had me respond to my son's indecent embrace by lifting my left leg up and curling it around his thigh, exposing the top seam of my stockings and a large amount of thigh while rubbing my wet panty clad mound against John's thigh, hoping he'd feel the heat he was generating inside his mother! John pulled me tighter against him, making sure I felt his erection pressing into my stomach. I knew we were acting completely indecent, but suddenly I didn't give a damn.
The crowd loved it and cheered us on minute after lewd minute until finally we broke the kiss, gasping, our mouths wet with each other's saliva. We again waved to the crowd, both of us shaking with nervous energy. I looked up at my son and saw he only had eyes for me as he mouthed, "I love you, Mom!"
He hugged me tight against him, me shouting into his ear, "I love you, too, son!"
The band's lead singer, a scary looking man with long, greasy hair and a muscle shirt that showed off disturbing looking tattoos, took the microphone again and in his English or maybe Australian accent, growled, "ALL RIGHT! THAT'S WHAT WE FUCKING CAME TO CHICAGO FOR! LET'S GIVE ANOTHER BIG FUCKING HAND TO CAROL AND JOHN, YOU WANKERS!"
The arena's audience screamed in response and the band began to softly (for them), play another bluesy number. The lead singer leaned into the microphone and looked right down at us, flashing us a big, toothy grin and said, "ALL RIGHT, CHICAGO – THIS NEXT SONG IS OFF OUR LAST FUCKING ALBUM AND AINT ONE YOU'D BE HEARING ON PUSSY AMERICAN RADIO. WE'RE GONNA DEDICATE IT TO JOHN AND HIS HOT FUCKING MOTHER, CAROL – 'THE MOTHERFUCKER RAG'!"
The band brought it up a notch and John evidently anticipating the song, took me in his arms and we began to move to the music and then the lead singer began singing in a slow, booze-laden voice and I couldn't believe the words I was hearing...and even more, that my son was singing along too.
The MotherFucker Rag
I see her walking 'round me,
Shaking that sexy body with all she's got
My naughty mind begins to dream naughty forbidden thoughts
Who would've ever imagined, who would've ever dreamed
My mother would be so fucking hot, she'd make me wanna CREAM!
MOTHERFUCKER!
That's all I want to be!
MOTHERFUCKER!
Please Momma, won't you please come satisfy me!
MOTHERFUCKER!
Oh Mommy, please let me be your one and only
MOTHERFUCKER!
Mom gives me that naughty knowing smile,
That makes certain parts of my body grow!
I dream of those long legs parting
Her juicy sweet treasures to show!
So I can climb back in and with a grin
Lose myself in incestuous sin!
MOTHERFUCKER!
That's all I want to be!
MOTHERFUCKER!
Please Momma, won't you please come satisfy me!
MOTHERFUCKER!
Oh Mommy, please let me be your one and only
MOTHERFUCKER!
Mom slowly walks up to me, her ass it sweetly shakes
Making me sweat and swell, while my entire body quakes
I can't believe it when she kisses me, slipping me a little tongue
And then Mom whispers to me, baby, please oh please,
Make your mommy cum!
MOTHERFUCKER!
That's all I want to be!
MOTHERFUCKER!
Please Momma, won't you please come satisfy me!
MOTHERFUCKER!
Oh Mommy, please let me be your one and only
MOTHERFUCKER!
My head was whirling so much that if I hadn't been in my son's arms, I think I might have fainted and collapsed, I was that close to swooning. The music seemed to invade my body even as the words seemed to echo the lust etched on my son's face. I felt like I was on fire and I was consumed by the sudden, overwhelming desire for John, and even if he'd let me go, I would have clung all the fiercely to him, feeling his strong arms around me and the heat and sweat for all the physical activity and as our bodies moved together with the rhythm of the obscene song, I felt my inhibitions melting away in the incestuous lust of the moment.
I began to respond to my son physically, rubbing against him as we danced, trapping his thigh between my legs and practically humping him while our faces grew closer and closer till I could feel John's hot breath against my face, my neck and my breasts. My hands rubbed and caressed his chest, his back and his butt while his hands again cupped my ass cheeks, sliding under my skirt – his fingers digging into the meat of my ass while he dry-humped his denim covered cock against me.
Remotely, I sensed the crowd roaring its approval as the band began to repeat the refrain again and again, each time with more intensity, the cheers growing louder as my son and I kissed again, still moving to the nasty music until finally, it ended in a crescendo of screaming, discordant guitars and insane drums. "NOW THAT'S WHAT I'M TALKING ABOUT, YOU FUCKERS!" growled the lead singer while John and I still were locked in our embrace, looking at each other as if seeing each other for the first time.
"Get me out of here, son," I moaned, pressing my head against his sweaty chest, feeling his heart pounding madly. "Take me back to the hotel...now!" I looked up into my son's eyes, confident he could read my feelings from the expression on my face and he just nodded and with his arm wrapped possessively around my waist, we fled the arena.
Linda, our Limo driver was right on the ball, spotting us exiting and had the limo door open for us as we approached, me still clinging to my son as if my life depended on it. "Is everything all right?" she asked. John nodded and I said, "Yes, thank you," shocked at the ragged tenor to my voice, full of need and desire. We climbed in and Linda closed the door and hurried around to her seat.
When she was on board and I could see her eyes on us in her rear view mirror, I said, "Take us to the hotel, please, Linda,"
"Of course, ma'am," she replied, starting up the limo and moving us swiftly away from the arena.
"Linda?"
"Yes, ma'am," she answered.
"Please get us there quickly and Linda, some privacy if you please." I saw her eyes widen a little in comprehension and she nodded and I paid her no more mind as even before the privacy screen slid all the way up, I was climbing into my son's lap and hungrily mashed my lips against his and forced my tongue into his mouth.
I savagely pursued his tongue with mine even as I worked my mound against the bulge in his crotch, savoring the delicious wickedness of feeling his denim covered cock rubbing against my sodden mound, pushing the soaked silk material of my g-string between my sensitive labia.
John's hands again were cupping my ass cheeks. I reached down and took one of his hands and brought it up to cup my breast, urging him to squeeze my fleshy, meaty tit as we kissed. I groaned into my son's mouth as he deftly used his thumb to push down my bustier just enough to free my swollen nub of a nipple and then using the pad of his thumb to rub and tease it.
Each minute locked in this passionate embrace was like a gift from heaven, yet I ached for it to come to an end and was so thankful when we came to a stop and over the intercom heard Linda say softly, "We're here."
By the time she had our door open, my son and I had pulled ourselves together someone. My nipple was covered again and although I'm sure the limo reeked of my juices, you could barely see the wet spots on the crotch of John's blue jeans. Linda squeezed my hand and gave me a knowing smile as she helped me out of the limousine.
I slipped her one of our radio prize hundred dollar bills and thanked her for getting us here so quickly.
The young woman smiled at us and said, "Thank you." She winked at us as I took John's hand and literally dragged him towards the huge revolving door and called after us, "I hope you two have a wonderful night!"
John and I hurried through the lobby, ignoring the stares that accompanied us. In the elevator, I again forced myself against my son, kissing him passionately as the lift took us up to our suite, my hands roaming hungrily over his body, pulling his shirt out of his jeans and caressing his chest and rubbing my palm against the rock hard bulge in his pants. After much frustrated fumbling with the key card, we pushed into the room, pausing only to hang the 'Do Not Disturb' sign on the door.
We'd scarcely closed the door when John literally slammed me against the door, pinning me there with his body as he kissed me, his hands scooping my breasts out of the bustier's cups, fingers quickly finding and pinching and pulling on my swollen nipples. My hands were busy too as I fumbled at his jeans, hands shaking as I finally got the button undone and then anxiously tugging down the zipper. I had forgotten how hot things can get in a man's crotch as my fingers slipped in, expecting to work my way into the folds of his shorts, but finding instead hot skin and crinkly hair and a thick tube of pulsating flesh that I managed to get free, gasping into my son's mouth at just how big he really was.
As my hand tried to encircle the girth of his cock, John, his tongue busily dueling mine, slid a hand from my breast to under my skirt and then with a growl, he ripped my thong from my body and then his hand was palming my mound, fingers tracing paths through my thick and trimmed mat of pussy fur before finding my splayed labia and pressing into my liquid, syrupy heat!
An intense jolt of extreme pleasure tore through my, emanating outwards from my cunt as my son touched me, seeming to know my every secret spot. I clamped my thighs around his hand, not wanting to let him go...at least not until I found something better. Our kiss continued as we stroked and touched each other. Finally, John pulled his hand free and tugged on my miniskirt, letting it pool at my feet. I let go of his cock and wrapping my arms around his neck, literally lifted myself up, trying to wrap my shapely legs around his waist, trapping his long cock against my wet muff.
"Am I still on the couch, Mom?" John gasped, breaking the kiss – my mouth pursuing his, my tongue still seeking the sweet warmth of his mouth.
"Hell yes, you're on the couch, son – carry me over there and fuck me on that fucking couch, John!" I moaned before forcing my tongue into his mouth again. As we kissed, John began to move us that way, shuffling awkwardly at first as his jeans fell and threatened to trip him up. Each stumbling movement brought a muffled groan from me as his erect dick rubbed against my aroused pussy lips. Finally, John kicked free of his shoes and jeans and hurried the rest of the way across the room and then he gently deposited me on the couch.



I'm sure I looked like some crazed MILF whore, as I reclined back on the couch, wearing nothing but my stocking and heels and the bustier with my tits escaped. John stared down hungrily at me as he quickly pulled his T-shirt off and stood before me naked as the day he was born – his cock hard and long and almost lying upright along his flat stomach. I spread my legs, lifting one leg to rest on the top of the back cushions.
My heart was pounding as I said in a shaky whisper, sure that I was screwing up the lyrics, "Motherfucker! Wont you baby come satisfy me? Motherfucker, baby, please of please, make your mommy cum! Motherfucker!"
"I love you, Mom," sighed John as he climbed between my spread legs.
"I love you too. C'mon, now – do what I've been dreaming of ever since that stupid radio show. Fuck me, son – make your mommy cum! John, be my MOTHERFUCKER!" This last ended in a scream of sheer joy as John moved upwards as I took his cock in hand and pressed the head against my quivering, juicy cunt and he thrust into me like he'd done it all his life.
John was big – bigger than his father had been, bigger than any man I'd ever been with and I could only scream and roll my hips to meet him as he sank slowly into my aching, wet pussy, relentlessly opening me up and touching me as no man has ever done before! It was almost too much – like a pleasure bomb going off inside me. My hands were scrabbling about, the fingers on one hand clawing the leather skin of the sofa while my other hand was flat against my son's chest as part of me wanted to stop the pleasure bordering on pain, but I found I couldn't give it up and my hand slid around John's waist to cup his taut butt cheek and urge him deeper.
After what seemed a sweet eternity, I felt John's pubic hair grinding into my muff and shaved parts of my mound and I opened my eyes and looked into my son's loving gaze and tried to speak, but only a whimper emerged from my lips as I was overwhelmed by the sheer fact that my son's cock was buried in me and I was happier than I had ever been before. John nodded and I saw tears pooling in his eyes and he said in a choked voice, "I love you so much, Mom."
My sweet son began to fuck me then and for a brief insane moment, I felt my jealousy of Kelly swell to immense proportions as I begrudged her every moment John had ever spent with his cock buried in her instead of me, then I let the jealousy go, knowing he was completely mine now – that I was claiming my son as my lover, as my motherfucker and that I would never let him go! Never had I known such ecstasy as I did at that moment as John's cock, my cunt flesh clinging possessively to him, began to move in and out of me.
John ducked his head and began licking my nipples as his hips rolled, driving his cock in me again and again. The intense pleasure between my legs spread out and met the delicious feelings of John's rough tongue rolling over my hard, swollen nipples and his teeth nipping teasingly at my oh so sensitive flesh. My entire body seemed to go up in flames of incestuous pleasure and I writhed madly underneath my son's body as his cock filled me up again and again.
That lovely huge and long cock was touching places in me that were virgin territory and yet I wanted even more. I rolled my pelvis and spread my legs, pulling my knees back, doing everything possible to open myself up so my John could bury his cock deeper inside me.
John's arms came up under my knees and lifted, rolling me up like a ball of aroused flesh, each stroke of his stiff penis piercing me a little deeper than before while his mouth was kissing my body, tongue licking my throbbing nipples or rolling over my quivering tits or running up along my neck and stealing a sloppy kiss from me.
I seemed to have lost the ability to speak, but I filled the room with moans, cries and screams as my pleasure waxed and waned...never ending, but at times becoming more intense than anything I had ever experienced or dreamed possible! We were both covered with sweat, allowing our joined flesh to move more easily, yet almost gluing me to the leather cushions, providing purchase for me to accept my son's cock more completely.
Suddenly without warning, John's thrusts increased greatly and I began to scream as his cock's pounding of my pussy sent me to new heights of pleasure and then he stiffened, driving deep and I felt my insides flooding with his hot spunk – thick, steaming ropes of semen bathing my womb and my body responded in kind, triggering the greatest orgasm of my life and my screams went higher only to fade hoarsely away as I could only gasp for air as carnal ecstasy enveloped every fiber of my being! Time seemed to be suspended as I wallowed with my son in the incestuous joy of our mutual orgasm – the only coherent movement I made was finding my son's mouth and kissing him as his cock pulsed powerfully within my pussy, sustaining our pleasure for what seemed just short of forever.
When we came to our senses, John was sprawled on top of me, his cock still buried in me, his breath fast and hot on my neck and I was sobbing almost hysterically, having finally found my voice and saying, "I love you, son!" over and over again. As minutes passed, we both faced each other and I searched his face for signs of remorse or shame and was delighted to the core of my being that I saw none. John was staring intently at me as well, searching for any indication of regret on my part and I reassured him by letting my mouth turn upward in a loving smile.
"John," I said, the joy evident in my voice, "You can feel free to make out with your mom anytime you like." I worked my weary cunt muscles around his semi-erect cock and continued, "I love you, son and I'm sorry it took those two silly DJ's to allow me to see the truth."
"I love you too, Mom," His face, already red with exertion, darkened a little more. "I gotta confess – I only entered that contest so I might get the chance to really kiss you. I've dreamed of loving you, Mom, like a man, for freaking ever."
"I don't care, baby," I replied, wrapping my legs around him possessively. "I just want you to know Mommy's body...Mommy's pussy...all of Mommy is yours for as long as you want me!" Already, my lust began to grow again and my mind reeled with all the secret desires and fantasies I wanted to make reality.
I began by urging my son off me. As much as I relished his big, long dick inside me, I had a sudden craving to taste his cock and I quickly found myself on my knees, between John's thighs, my mouth and tongue lavishly loving his cock, cleaning it of semen and cunt and returning it to lovely hardness. It had been a while since I'd pleasured a man with my mouth, but I gave it my all and had my son squirming and bucking before too long as I made love to his magnificent cock.
Sometime that night, we made it to bed. My memories of that are fractured and overwhelmed by a recollection of incredible pleasure. I remember being carried to the bedroom, impaled on John's erection and beating his back as each jolting step touched me in ways I never conceived of. I remember riding my son, his hands trying to capture and contain my flailing tits as they bounced while I slid up and down on his cock, trying to go slow, but needing to be filled completely with my son's cockmeat. I remember being on my hands and knees, stroking John's cock off and like a cum crazed whore, taking his sperm in my face, my tongue lashing out to catch the spray of semen showering my face. Lastly I remember drifting off to sleep in a haze of sweet satisfaction, my son's strong arms wrapped around me, making me feel safe and oh so loved.
When morning came, we were awakened by an insistent knock at the door. John, swearing like a sailor, pulled a blanket around his waist and stumbled bleary eyed to answer it. I rolled over and stretched like a big, contented cat, smiling as I recalled the tremendous night that had just occurred. From the living room of the suite, I could my son's voice and other voices, loud and familiar.
Smiling, I rose and loosely wrapped a sheet around my now naked body. I grinned at the sight of my bustier lying across the top of a lampshade and my stockings, now torn and in tatters on the floor. I walked into the living room and as I expected, Dirty Davy and the Chimp stood there, bleary eyed, both trying to talk at once and handing several packages to my son.
"Can't a mother and her son get some sleep after a big night like last night?" I said, interrupting whatever the shock jocks were saying. Both stopped cold and stared at me, their jaws dropping wide as they took me in – an obviously naked woman – my hair bed tousled, with a sheet around me – my breasts partially visible and one shapely leg exposed as well.
The Chimp's mouth moved but nothing came out and he finally settled on just giving me a big, leering grin while Dirty Davy finally stammered out a reply. "Um, it was, um – we just wanted to thank you folks for coming to the show – you were a big hit and the band was really disappointed they didn't get to meet you." He just stared at me for a few moments as I tried to readjust my wrap and if I "accidentally" flashed the shock jocks a breast or a brief glance of my dark bush, well, I don't think they minded."
"Mom, the band gave us all this cool stuff," John said, showing me the packages in his hands. I saw several CDs and T-shirts and what appeared to be some silk baseball jackets.
"Um, yeah. They really hope you'll be at their show the next time they play Chicago," said Dirty Davy.
I nodded and smiled and said, "We'd love to be there – just let us know." I walked up and kissed Dirty Davy on the mouth, letting my tongue brush against his lips and then turned and did the same to the Chimp, who despite being speechless, had fast enough reflexes to manage a little tongue on tongue time with me before I slipped away from his embrace.
"Thanks for coming by," I said and then in a really heartfelt tone, I added, "Thanks for everything you've done for my son and I," as I herded them out the door. "We'd love to chat more, but John and I had a really long night and, well," I said, giving them a wink as I closed the door, "My son and I really need to spend some more time in bed!"
I closed and latched the door, ignoring the excited comments beyond. I turned, dropping the sheet and after John dropped the box aside, slipped into his arms and gave him a long, delicious good morning kiss.
"You are so naughty, Mom," John said, grinning from ear to ear when we finished our kiss. Somewhere along the way, he'd lost the blanket and now his cock was completely erect and trying to rise from between my legs.
"Mmmm, I'm just getting started," I replied, my hand already stroking that fine fuckpole of his. I nodded to the box. "Is that 'Motherfucker' on one of those CD's?"
John nodded, saying, "Yep, they gave us all their stuff."
I kissed my son again, grinding myself against him and when we came up for air, I said, "I'm sure there's an entertainment center in this place. Put that song on and come back to bed." I gave his cock one last slow stroke and squeeze and then turned and slowly walked towards the bedroom, feeling my son's eyes crawling up and down my swaying ass. When I got to the door, I turned so he could see my low slung breasts in profile and the dark forest emerging from between my legs. I gave him a come hither smile and said, "Hurry up. Mommy needs her motherfucker real bad!"
A short while later, I think I truly understood the attraction of hard metal rock. As my son fucked me hard and furiously while the 'Motherfucker Rag' rocked through the suite, I finally came to realize the inherent sexual power of the music. As we clawed and sucked and bit and fucked each other, holding nothing back, letting ourselves become absolutely intoxicated with each other, the music itself spurred us on and was in itself a part of our newly discovered incestuous love and lust for each other and as the lead singer screamed, we joined him in shrieks of absolute joy and pleasure...that song and others like it an anthem for our love and desire for each other.
John is now in college and still living at home. He dates now and again and I contain my jealousy so long as when he gets home and I lick him clean of those girls' creamy cunts, he follows up with demonstrating who his true love is and forever will be. He carries everywhere his cell phone with the song "Motherfucker Rag" downloaded as a ring tone that lets him know that his mother is home, legs spread wide and pussy soaking wet, hungry and anxious for her motherfucker to come home and make mommy cum!
The End
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Only about three weeks late, but here is a promised Valentine's Day story. I'm not totally happy with it, but hope you all enjoy! Please let me know what you think!
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within exist only within the confines of my imagination. Again, enjoy!
"Dad, you are a fucking idiot," I said for about the hundredth time since this morning.
"Watch your mouth, John and watch the goddamn road," replied my father as he grabbed onto the dashboard. I just laughed as I negotiated the heavy traffic of the Interstate, crossing several lanes of traffic to hit the exit that said "Airport."
I glanced at my watch and said, "Well, you said to get you to the airport on time and I do believe you're going to make it." I glanced over at my father and repeated for about the one hundredth and one time today, "You are a fucking idiot. Dad, it's February 10th. You are leaving Mom to go hunting for two damn weeks rather than spending Valentine's Day with her. You're going to fucking break her heart."
I exited onto Airport road and began working my way towards the drop-off terminal. Dad was still hanging onto the dashboard as he said, "Your mother is a big girl and will get over it. Besides, this is big game hunting in Canada - moose and elk. How often do I get a chance to hunt something like that?"
"Hello, talking about Mom here. You know how much she was looking forward to going out, dinner and dancing – romantic evening and all that?" I shook my head in disgust. "Mom's gonna cry her eyes out."
Dad just rolled his eyes at me. Clearly I just didn't understand. Personally, I was glad. If I understood why Dad acts the way he does, I'd likely be just as big an asshole. Dad is a big time lawyer for some big time firms and thinks that he walks on water. The last few years, I've watched as he's gone through his so called mid-life crisis and become more and more distant from Mom and me. Nowadays, Dad's attention is mostly on traveling with his business buddies and trying out fancy golf courses, attending football games in the skybox section and these elaborate hunting and or fishing trips.
I also knew about the rumors that his new interests also ran to some twenty-somethings that hung out at the upscale bars he and his business buddies frequented. The walls in our home aren't so thick that I could ignore some of the huge fights he had had with Mom the last couple of years.
There had been a couple of marriage counselors and for the past six months, I had thought Mom and Dad were going to patch things up. Then someone called him this morning and offered him a slot on this big game expedition and Dad jumped at it – although who the fuck in their right mind would want to go hunting in sub-zero weather when they could be warm and at home with a beautiful woman.
"Dad, you've got to quit treating Mom like shit. It just isn't right. Mom deserves better. Don't go. Stay here and do right by her," I said as I pulled up to the baggage check-in.
Dad climbed out of the car while I popped the car's trunk. He unloaded his bag and came around by the driver's side door and peered in my open window. "Frankly, John, it isn't any of your goddamn business. Here, take this." Dad tossed me his cell phone. "I don't want to hear your Mom bitching at me every five minutes. Wish me luck – maybe I'll bring home a moose head."
Dad started to walk away. I stuck my head out the window and said, "What about Mom? What do I tell her about Valentine's Day? You know how she's been talking about it for weeks."
Dad turned and gave me that look of his – that "what the fuck do I care – it's all about me" look that Mom and I have seen more and more often the last few years. He rolled his eyes again and dug into his pants pocket. Without looking at it, he threw something at me. I caught it. It was a money clip. "You care so damn much, John, take your mother out to dinner. I got bigger fish to fry." He stopped and grinned. "Or moose to shoot"
Dad turned and walked into the check-in section while an airport cop motioned for me to move out. I pulled away, making my way back onto the airport road. I shook my head and wondered once again how my old man could be such an asshole. Mom was a romantic and she had been planning on their big romantic night out on the town for weeks. Now it was my job to break the bad news to her. Somehow, I didn't think that me taking her out to dinner was going to soften the blow.
Once I was off the airport grounds and speeding back home on the Interstate, I glanced down at Dad's money clip. Then I began to grin and then to laugh. I picked it up from the passenger seat and ran my thumb over it. Dad was going to be so pissed.
See, my father walks around with two money clips. One is more or less functional. He keeps five, ten and twenty dollar bills in it – usually around two hundred bucks for everyday stuff. His other money clip is his show off clip. When he's trying to impress someone, he pulls it out and thumbs off a Ben Franklin, making sure to let everyone around him see that there are many of them. Usually he keeps about two thousand in that clip and clipped in the middle, a credit card with a nice five figure limit on it.
I was holding his big money clip. The idiot had thrown me the wrong one. I kept on laughing as I glanced at my watch. By now, he was past security and there was no way to return it to him. No big deal, he had other credit cards in his wallet and his debit card. Still...I stopped laughing and it began to sink in that my deepest, most secret fantasies suddenly were in the offing.
I confess to this proudly. I love my Mom. I am in love with my Mom. I've had feelings for her since I hit puberty. And I would like to see anyone healthy red-blooded American young man who if he had my Mom for his mother not feel the same way.
Coralyn Hanson is, in my opinion, the most beautiful and most wonderful woman in the world and she is my mother! Mom is forty years old ("thirty-nine and holding, young man," I can hear her saying to me with that lovely smile of hers). Mom stands five foot, seven inches tall in her stocking feet and is a throwback to those voluptuous women you see in the movies in the Nineteen Forties and Fifties – miles and miles of curves and all woman. I know her cup size is a 40DD because I've looked as I fondled her bras in my younger years.
Mom has blue eyes you could spend a lifetime staring into and a big mane of black hair that is tinted with streaks of grey that I think make her look even sexier. Her long legs are shapely and toned and when she comes down stairs in her power suits, hem of her dress just above the knees and her blouse opened just enough to hint at her voluptuous cleavage, I pop a boner faster than I can say, "Mom, you look beautiful!"
Yes, I've fantasized and mooned over Mom since I was about thirteen and even though I have been resigned to just fantasizing about her while masturbating or while making out with some teenage girlfriend, as I headed home from the airport, I realized that maybe, just maybe I could make this more than just a horny eighteen year old's hottest wet dream.
I know damn well that Mom and I are closer than most young men and their mothers. We've always been close and my horn-dog ways during my teenage years haven't affected that. I know that Mom knows that I used to peek at her, trying and succeeding in seeing her naked or partly naked. When I was fifteen, I watched through a slightly open door as she took her time drying off from a shower, almost giving me a bawdy show as she turned this way and that, giving me an eyeful of her magnificent tits and ass, her rounded stomach and that marvelous, almost unruly bush of hers.
Afterwards, as I was about to jerk off in my bedroom, Mom had come in, wrapped up in a fluffy bathrobe and gave me a look that both froze my blood and made my cock swell. "John, you finally got a good, long look. Now, what say you quit trying to catch me naked in the bathroom?"
I was slack-jawed at what my Mom had said, unable to make any kind of verbal response and Mom's stern look and changed to a grin and she gave me a naughty wink and said, "We understand each other? Good, now enjoy yourself," and she turned around and walked out of my room, leaving me to beat my meat with abandon.
Since that day, our relationship had changed somewhat. I never saw Mom naked again, but she seemed to enjoy my frequent hugs and kisses and I often made her blush when I would give her an appreciative leer and compliment her on her sexy appearance. Still, till this moment I was resigned to consider anything else between Mom and me as just wishful thinking. Now, as I sped towards home, I made the decision to go for broke. If Dad didn't want Mom, I sure as hell did!
That night was rough. Mom took Dad's bailing on her as hard as I knew she would. "THAT BASTARD!" Mom screamed as she raged through the house. "THAT NO GOOD, SORRY BASTARD!" Mom sobbed as she went into Dad's study and began to throw his prized golf trophies around the room. I hung out by the door and admired Mom's fury – her anger making her even more beautiful as she raged, trashing most of Dad's treasures.
When she settled down, I held her while she had a good cry. I have to admit she felt good in my arms and I was sporting serious wood by the time she pulled herself together and went to bed. I walked her to her bedroom, saying, "I'm sorry, Mom. I wish I knew how to make you feel better."
Mom wiped her eyes and tried to smile as she said, "You're sweet, John. I'll be alright. I'm just so damned disappointed with your f-father...SHIT!" Mom began to sob again and I moved her into my arms and let her cry against my chest, almost feeling guilty for enjoying the feel of her luscious body pressed against mine.
"We stood there in the doorway of my parents' bedroom for several minutes before Mom again regained control and eased back from my embrace. "Sorry about that, honey," Mom murmured.
I leaned in and gave her a quick hug. "No problem, Mom. Dad's an asshole. If you were my girl, I'd treat you like you deserve."
Mom tried to smile and sniffled, "Thank you, Baby." We stood there for a moment, both of us feeling a little awkward and then Mom reached up and touched my face. "Thank you, John. I know I can always rely on you, my strong son – all grown up now." Mom stood on tiptoe and gave me a little kiss on the cheek and suddenly it was my turn to blush.
Mom turned away and went into her bedroom. Long into the night, I heard her crying and I ached to go in and comfort her and be the man she needed – no, deserved, but I knew I needed to bide my time. I got busy with my laptop, researching what I needed to make her Valentine's Day the best she had ever known.
The next couple of days crawled by. I tried to keep Mom cheered up by cooking her dinner both nights and taking her to a movie on the 11th of February. Mom still took to fits of crying and on the evening of the 12th, she actually fell asleep in my arms on the couch. It was so cool to hold her for so long, her body snuggled up to mine. Mom was wearing a caftan that zipped up the front. It was a bit bulky, but I could still feel her underneath, her breasts weighing heavily against my chest and her long hair smelling like flowers as she nuzzled my chest. I even loved Mom's little snoring noises.
When Mom started to stir, I pretended to be asleep as well and through barely opened eyes, I saw her rise with a start and stare at where she was. A look of concern passed over Mom's face, but then she smiled and I was thrilled when she eased back down, snuggling into me again and then we did sleep together on the couch that way the rest of the night.
While Mom was at work, I split my time between morning classes at the University and arranging things for Mom's big surprise. It's amazing what an eighteen year old can do if he's got a couple of thousand bucks in cash and his Dad's credit card. If that didn't work, I would use Dad's name and that opened doors as easy as the money did.
On the morning of the 13th, while Mom and I were eating breakfast and giving each other funny looks, having woken up together on the couch, I launched the first part of my plan. "Mom, how about I take you out to dinner tomorrow night. We can do Valentine's Day together."
A cloud passed over Mom's face and she studied me from across the breakfast table. Mom shook her head and replied, "Oh honey, that's really sweet of you, but all this shit with your father has really ruined Valentine's for me. I think I'm just going to come home and take a hot bath. Besides, I'm sure you have plans with one of your girlfriends."
I gave Mom a crestfallen expression, trying to look really disappointed (which I would be if I couldn't change her mind). "Mom, the only plans I've made is to spend Valentine's Day with you. I figured we could go someplace nice to eat and just enjoy ourselves."
Mom sighed and again shook her head. "Oh, John. Thank you, but I'm not fit company right now. I'd probably just start crying." At that, Mom did look as if she was tearing up.
I reached across the table and took her hand and gave it a little squeeze. "C'mon, Mom. Please. It would mean a lot to me if I could take you out and get you to smile. I'm sure you'd enjoy yourself and besides, you can't let Dad ruin it for you. Go to dinner with me and have some fun just to spite the asshole." I squeezed her hand again.
Mom seemed to melt a little and she seemed to struggle between crying or smiling. The smile won out and finally she nodded and squeezed my hand back and said, "Okay, honey. It's a date."
"Yes!" I crowed. "I'll make all the plans, Mom. Do you think you can get the afternoon off?" Mom worked as the creative director in a downtown Knoxville Ad agency.
Mom nodded and said, "Sure, tomorrow's a Friday and not much gets done on Valentine's Day anyway. Why? I thought we were just going to dinner."
I got up and came around the table and gave Mom a hug from behind, managing to sneak a look down her blouse into her considerable cleavage as I did so. "Well, I can't say right now. Let's just say, it's a surprise."
I wouldn't tell her anything else, not then or that evening. Mom was intrigued and a little curious and seemed to be a little more cheerful. Still, I knew she was hurting and I heard her crying again that night in her bedroom. I went to bed that night hoping and praying to God that this would be the last night she ever had reason to cry in her bedroom.
Mom got an early start to the day the next morning and was heading out of the house while I was still eating breakfast. She came back in just a couple of minutes later, a little teary-eyed and holding the Valentine's Day card I'd left on her steering wheel. It was as near a romantic card as I could find from a son to his mother – very flowery and centered around how much a son loves his mother. I had signed it "From a son who always has and always will love his mother- his first love and his last. Love, John."
I barely managed to stand up before Mom embraced me and exclaimed, "John, I love this card. I'm so lucky to have a son like you!"
I got hugged tight for my troubles and Mom kissed me several times on the cheeks and ended with a peck on the corner of my mouth. I admit, I was a little overwhelmed and barely managed to murmur, "You're welcome, Mom," before she hurried back out the door beaming happily. If I ever find the guy who wrote that card, I'm going to give him a big hug – maybe even a kiss on the mouth.
Then it was time to get down to work – making sure that everything went off as planned. I was as nervous as a bridegroom all morning, hovering near or in Mom's office building. I wanted her to have a great day with lots of surprises.
Her first surprise was the two dozen red roses that arrived in her office around ten a.m. I wish I could have seen her face when she got them and read the accompanying note. Maybe it was corny, but I meant every word.
Roses are Red,
Violets Are Blue.
I'm the Luckiest Son in the World,
To have a Beautiful, Wonderful Mother Like You!
Love, John.
At noon, another two dozen red roses arrived in her office, this time delivered by a uniformed chauffer. He handed her a note that read:
On this special day when we celebrate the ones we love,
I think it's only proper that you be pampered.
Your appointment to be spoiled is at 1:00 o'clock and
Your chariot awaits. Don't be late, Mom.
Love, John.
Now from behind a big potted fern in the lobby of Mom's office building, I watched her stare stunned as her chauffer led her to a white stretch limousine. I really enjoyed watching Mom put her hand over her mouth in shock as he opened the door for her. Inside were three dozen more roses – not red, but a dozen each of purple, coral and orange. According to my very happy and well paid florist, purple roses symbolize "Love at first sight" while coral and orange simply symbolize "desire." I wasn't sure whether Mom knew their meanings, but I really wanted to drop a few hints. Mom also found a bottle of champagne and a box of chocolates along with a note:
These Roses aren't Red,
Nor are they Blue,
But their meaning is plain.
Mom, I love you!
Love, John.
Mom's limousine carried her to the swankiest spa in town. I had arranged for Mom to have an afternoon of lavish pampering including a massage, some kind of mineral/mud bath, a manicure and pedicure. For some reason, I had an image of Mom being waited on hand and foot like Dorothy in the movie, The Wizard of Oz. And that fostered warm, happy thoughts of Mom and I watching the movie together when I was younger.
Following her spa treatment, the limousine carried her over to her favorite beautician. Mom's afternoon of pampering concluded with a trip downtown to one the most expensive woman's stores – one that even Mom rarely goes to due to its ritzy prices.
Here I was going on faith – having tried to figure out Mom's precise measurements and communicating them to the good folks at the clothing store. I decided that some of Dad's money would be spent to good use in getting Mom a new dress – one appropriate for the occasion. When she arrived, I knew that the store clerks would hand her one last note (along with another dozen roses of mixed colors – red, purple, orange and coral). The note read:
Rose are Red,
Violets are Blue,
I'm hoping my Dream Date
Likes what I picked out for You!
Love, John.
I was a bit busy that afternoon too. I got a haircut and picked up my good suit at the dry cleaners – heck I even picked out a new tie. I went home, shined my dress shoes till they almost glowed and then showered and shaved and got dressed. I drove back downtown to the Corwin Hotel, a grand, old fashioned hotel which housed a four star restaurant and an huge ball room and which tonight had the A-list Valentine's Day event for Knoxville – dinner and dancing at the Corwin Ballroom.
I was standing outside the hotel, the chauffer alerting me by cell phone that he was pulling up moments before. The long white vehicle came to a stop and the chauffer hopped out and opened the door and helped Mom step out. I thought my heart was going to literally leap out of my chest.
Mom, always beautiful, looked lovely – almost something out of a old fashioned Hollywood movie. Mom's skin almost glowed from the spa treatment and her hair was elaborately coiffed, piled on top of her head in such a way that she reminded me of some stunning Grecian statue from ancient times and then there was the way her voluptuous figure looked in that dress. It was a dark red gown, strapless, leaving her shoulders bare, and molding itself to her lovely womanly figure and offering up a great deal of cleavage – her breasts seemed poised to escape. Long slits down the sides of her dress would briefly part, offering up enticing glimpses of her long, shapely legs. The three inch heels helped better define her legs, placing an emphasis on her shapely calves. It looked even better on her than I had imagined when I had picked it out.



Mom also had a slightly stunned look on her face, one that didn't abate as she first watched me approach and then as she took in her surroundings. Mom was so surprised, she didn't even flinch when I reached her and kissed her on the lips and said, "Mom, you are without a doubt the most beautiful mother in the world!"
I offered Mom my arm and on instinct she took it and I began to walk us inside, the doormen nodding respectfully and a little enviously as we passed. I don't blame them. I was the luckiest man alive!
Finally, Mom recovered enough to say, "John, what have you done? How much is this costing?" She paused in the lobby, looking around at the old fashioned chandeliers and the beautiful rugs and I felt her newly done nails dig into my arm. "John, you didn't get into your college savings, did you?"
I just smiled innocently and shook my head while patting her hand. I might mention I was also enjoying the sensation of Mom's heavy breast rubbing against my upper arm and the fact that I was getting a bird's eye view of almost half of Mom's heavy breasts which appeared to be on the verge of falling out of her sexy dress. I could feel my cock quickly hardening inside my slacks.
We approached the ballroom where a maitre d was watching us approach from his podium, his eyes roaming appreciatively over Mom. I confess I was surprised that it inspired pride in me rather than jealousy. "Coralyn and John Hanson," I said to him. "We have reservations."
His eyes flickered over his paperwork and he smiled and nodded. "Of course, Mr. Hanson. If you and your um, wife would follow." A hostess standing nearby took over for him as he personally lead us to our table. The ballroom had been divided into two sections – one for the orchestra already playing and for the dance floor where several couples were already dancing. The other was filled with small tables set for two – dimly lit with candles at the tables evoking an intimate and romantic atmosphere.
"Here you go, Mr. Hampton," said the maitre d. "Shall we bring out the Dom Perignon now?"
I nodded affirmatively to him as I held out Mom's seat for her – the confused look on her face so adorable and sweet. I nodded and peeled off one of Dad's hundreds and slipped it to him. "Take good care of us tonight," I said, winking at him. He smiled and winked back, pausing to give Mom's luscious body one more lascivious leer and departed.
I slipped into the chair next to Mom and set my hand on top of hers and said, "Happy Valentine's Day, Mom!"
She tried to smile, but then shook her head and said. "What in the world is going on, son? How the hell are you paying for all this?"
I smiled smugly and said, "Well, what's going on is that I love you and I wanted to make this a better Valentine's Day than you've ever known before." I squeezed her hand affectionately and was pleased when she rolled her hand over and squeezed back, our fingers interlacing. I was even more pleased when neither of us let go and we sat there holding hands.
I could tell Mom was blushing even in the intimate but dim light of the table's candles. She couldn't look me in the eye when she said with more passion than I ever heard before, "I love you too, John. With her eyes studying her lap, Mom asked again, "How the hell are you paying for all this, son?"
I got a little daring and reached out with my free hand and lifted her chin until she was looking into my eyes. I resisted the sudden urge to run my thumb over her full and luscious lips. "Well, Mom, it's like this..." And I recounted my conversation with Dad while driving him to the airport and then his error in throwing me his big money clip and credit card.
Mom's face during my explanation was a study in different emotions – pure rage crossed her face as I recounted his indifference to leaving her alone on Valentine's Day, muttering, "That fucking bastard," and then pure mirth as I confessed to letting my father unknowingly bankrolling my Valentine's Day present to her. Mom whooped with laughter, drawing curious looks from others in the room. Finally, there was pride and love as I told her how I had planned out the day and evening in perfect detail, her hand squeezing mine affectionately as I walked her through each step.
"I really hope it's the best Valentine's Day ever, Mom!" I said.
Mom's face glowed with excitement and love as she leaned close to me and said, "Oh yes, I've never been so spoiled in my entire life. Being chauffeured around and pampered – I've felt like a princess in a fairy tale!" She drew closer still, the horny male in me not failing to take note of the magnificent view of her cleavage as she leaned in, and kissed me chastely but passionately on the mouth. "Thank you, John! I love you so much."
My heart was pounding in my chest and my cock was stiff in my pants and I started to reply, but a tuxedoed waiter chose that moment to arrive with our bottle of Dom Perignon. He opened the bottle for us, both of us jumping a little as it made a loud pop and then he poured us each a glass and departed, leaving the bottle behind in a bucket of ice.
Mom looked at me over her glass, the champagne fizzing noisily and said, "Should we have a toast, son?"
I raised my glass and smiled lovingly at my mother. "Absolutely! "To my mother – the most wonderful woman I know and love. May this be your best Valentine's Day ever!"
Mom shivered a little and said in a soft, almost inaudible voice, "Thank you, John," and drank as I did. I gotta say right up front, I would've preferred a beer (although technically I was too young for either – Dad's money carried a lot of weight). When she sat her glass down, she gave a sigh and looked around the room before giving me a piercing stare. "I can't believe you did all this. Your father will be furious!"
I shrugged and replied, "I don't care. You're worth it, Mom. You deserve to be treated like a queen tonight...all this, dinner and dancing..." I paused and then blurted out, "And so much more!"
Mom raised an eyebrow at me and after taking another sip of champagne said, "Hmmm, sounds like dangerous talk. Is there more surprises to come?"
I grinned and felt myself blushing as I answered, "Well, if there is, I can't tell you, Mom. Then it wouldn't be a surprise." I filled her glass again and mine and continued. "Let's just have a good time and no worries about tomorrow."
Mom studied me for a long minute, her glass at her lips before she nodded in agreement. "You're right, honey. Tonight, let's have fun!" She took another long sip of champagne and then set her glass down and pushed it away. "Whooo! This stuff can go right to your head." Mom leaned back and used her hand to fan herself. She turned her head as the orchestra began to play again and a short haired woman in a dark blue gown stepped up to a microphone and began to softly croon. The first lyrics were, "Somewhere there's music..."
Mom sighed and said, "I love this old music. I always thought it had a certain romance to it."
Mom sighed again, my eyes drawn to her heaving breasts that began to wobble as she slowly swayed to the music. I stood up and held out my hand. "Would the lovely lady care to dance?" I asked.
Mom's eyes glowed with pleasure as she took my head and replied, "I'd love to dance, John. It's been so long..." Hand in hand, we walked out onto the dance floor and I tried to look more confident than I felt. I had actually taken ballroom dancing lessons to impress a prom date back in high school and I was hoping I could impress my mother or at least, not step on her toes!
Mom put her arms around my neck and tried to keep an chastely appropriate distance between us – a difficult task considering the size of her breasts. I decided to be bold and after slipping my arms around Mom's waist, I pulled her close against me, my cock jerking in happy delight as Mom's warm body molded against mine. Mom let out a little "Eep!" in surprise, but to my delight she didn't pull away, instead wiggling a little as if to more comfortable press herself against me. I looked down and almost lost myself in her wide open eyes.
We began to dance, barely doing more than swaying to the music. I was on cloud nine! Even if nothing else happened, I had my mother in my arms, her body pressed against mine, allowing me to know the incredible sensations of her softness and her heat. I could feel her heart beating in counter time to mine and just the knowledge that my mother's huge, soft breasts were pressed against me close enough to allow me to feel her heart beat was almost enough to make me swoon! My cock was throbbing in my slacks, as hard as it had ever been in all my eighteen years!
My lessons came back to me and Mom after a minute or two of silence said, "Son, I had no idea you were such a good dancer!"
I sighed, feeling like the king of the world and I murmured in reply, "You might be surprised, Mom, at all that I'm good at!" That drew another surprised look from Mom and then she smiled and placed her head on my shoulder and let me guide us along.
The song ended and a new one took its place – Mom said later it was a Streisand song...something called, "Evergreen." We continued to slowly move over the dance floor, not speaking and only occasionally looking into each other's eyes. Neither of us could hold such a stare for long – it seemed to be too intense an experience for both of us.
When it ended, we kept moving for several seconds, I suppose listening to the music in our hearts and then Mom let me go, looking up at me a bit sheepishly. "That was wonderful, son," she said softly. "I don't think I've ever enjoyed a dance more."
I took her hand and guided her back to our table, saying as we wound our way back, "Anytime, Mom. I'm yours for the asking."
Mom gave me a sharp glance then, at first smirking at my words – a smirk that dissolved into a goofy grin. "Be careful, John," she said. "I might take you up on that!" She batted her eyes at me and then broke into giggles as we took our seats and had another glass of champagne.
The evening just seemed to get better from there. I was seeing Mom in an entirely new light – seeing her just enjoy herself and as much lust as I had for my mother was counterbalanced by the love I was feeling for her as well. Our talk was mostly cheerful chatter laced with a few obvious double entendres from me, each one drawing an amused or speculative look from Mom.
Mom eased off the champagne after the third glass, winking as she said, "I think I need to keep my head clear tonight – the last thing you need is a drunk, middle aged lady to take care of." The dinner belied the reputation of the hotel as a first class experience and we spent a great deal of our time out on the dance floor, each dance feeling more intimate than the last. Mom seemed to just melt into me, her body coming against mine, touching as much of me as seemed possible. Mom never mentioned the hard-on in my pants, although there was no way she could not be aware of it. It seemed to me like our bodies were meant to come together – that we fit each other perfectly. By the end of the evening, we could anticipate each other on the dance floor and moved as one.
At the end we were barely moving, holding each other tight, Mom's face nestled against my neck, her breasts pillowing against my chest, nipples hard against my shirt, clearly visible against the thin material of her dress on the rare occasions that we moved apart and me so stiff that it hurt – my cock was in need of some serious relief! The band announced its last song of the night, the old Casablanca theme, "As Time Goes By," and Mom sighed unhappily as she gently rocked her body against mine as the song went on. It was an almost perfect moment and I never knew I could feel so much in love with my own mother.
Somehow I managed through all this to mask my nervousness and anxiousness at taking Mom's Valentine's Day to the next step. We danced till the last note had been played and even then, we moved on to our own internal music while other couples began to slip away towards the exit.
Finally, with regret from both of us, Mom stepped away from me, her eyes glowing with something I'd never seen before, something full of love and desire and regret. In a halting voice, Mom said, "That was wonderful. Oh, John, I wish this night didn't have to end!"
We collected Mom's bag and strolled towards the ballroom's exit and I took Mom's arm and as she turned to head towards the lobby, I pulled us the other way and pointed towards the elevators. "Who said anything about this ending, Mom?"
Mom's eyes grew wide. "John, what have you done now?"
I laughed and said, "Just following Dad's orders, Mom. Making sure you had a good Valentine's Day. Remember, I said there are surprises yet to come!" I pretended not to hear Mom's stuttering questions as I walked us onto an elevator and pressed a button for one of the higher floors. Instead I just smiled at my sexily clad mother, enjoying the view of the most beautiful woman in the world.
We reached our floor and Mom was now flushed and concerned and a little nervous. "John, what are you doing?"
"Sshhhh," I replied, putting a finger on Mom's lips as I led her into a hallway. I left my finger in place for a moment, her soft, moist lips feeling wonderful. I had a sudden, wild fantasy of Mom sucking on my finger and I felt my cock throb painfully in my slacks – the vision in my mind bringing me closer than ever to cumming.
I walked us to the end of the hall to a door and fished a key card out of my jacket. I worked the key and opened the door and took us inside, Mom meekly resisting, but allowing me to pull her inside as I hit the lights. Mom gasped again as she took in the luxurious suite I had booked for us. I reluctantly let go of her hand and allowed her to roam around and take in the sumptuously decorated rooms.
"Omigod, John! How much did this cost?" Mom said in a hushed voice. She peered into the bathroom, complete with a massive sunken tub.
"Who care, Mom – its Dad's treat." I answered, shucking off my dinner jacket and draping it over the back of an upholstered sofa.
Mom giggled and then paused as she opened a door that revealed a large bedroom complete with a huge four poster bed and on the night table, another bottle of Dom Perignon chilling in a bucket of ice. Mom's hand flew to her mouth after she opened it and then closed it without saying anything. She turned around, looking the entire suite over and then she looked at me with a growing sense of comprehension in her eyes.
"Son, there's only one bedroom." She looked around again, her hands rubbing nervously against her gown covered hips. She took an instinctive step backwards as I walked towards her, bumping into the wall behind her. Mom pressed her hands flat against the wall, giving her an appearance that was both frightened and erotic.
"That's right, Mom," I replied, smiling at her and acting a lot calmer than I felt inside. I slipped my hands around her waist and looked down her face. "We only need the one bed," I whispered and then I kissed her like I've never kissed Mom before...not a loving peck on the cheek or a chaste kiss on the corner of the mouth or even flush on the lips. I kissed Mom like a man should always kiss the woman he loves – with passion and strength, pulling her warm, soft body against mine.
I opened my mouth and brushed my tongue against Mom's lips, drawing a cry of surprise from her and giving me an opening that I happily seized, thrusting my tongue into her mouth and rolling it against her own tongue. My cock throbbed painfully and I could feel my heart pounding so hard I thought it would explode in my chest! Mom tasted wonderful!
For a sweet moment, it seemed as if Mom was responding to the kiss and then she broke it, pushing lightly against my chest with her palms as she cried out, "John, I'm your mother, for God's sake! What the hell do you think you're doing?"
I held Mom tight against me, savoring the feel of her heaving bosom against me while I replied, "Being the man that Dad isn't! I love you, Mom. I want you...I always have, you know that!"
Mom stared up at me in almost slack jawed amazement and then shook her head. "I'm your mother! We can't...it isn't right. I'm married to your father...I'm your goddamn married mother! WE CAN'T DO THIS!" Mom struggled to break out of my embrace, but not with great effort and I kept her in wrapped up in my arms.
"I love you, Mom and you love me," I said. "Tell me you haven't thought about it today. Tell me you haven't thought about us together doing what men and women are supposed to do!" I ducked my head and kissed her again as she struggled meekly – somehow not being able to keep me from French kissing her again. Mom's tongue responded to the courtship of my tongue and the two danced briefly before I broke the kiss this time.
"Dad doesn't deserve you, Mom," I hissed. "Dad doesn't love you like I do...like I have for so long. This is right, Mom...you know it is. Tell me you've not imagined it – you and me, son and mother becoming lovers!"
Mom shivered and looking downwards, suddenly unable to look me in the eye, shook her head from side to side. "No. I haven't, son. That's wrong, you know it's wrong!"
"It's not wrong," I said, whispering it in her ear as I gently kissed her lobe. "You have thought about it. You've dreamed about it today...all day." I kissed her again, my tongue gaining even quicker access to her mouth than before. Her tongue chased mine and I relished the deliciously sinful feeling of Mom's wet, slick tongue rolling and intertwining with mine. Her hands quit trying to push me away and slowly went upwards until her arms were around my neck.
"You want this too, don't you, Mom?" I whispered in a breathless voice. "You're wet for me, aren't you, Mom? You've been wet all day because you've known what would happen at least since you put on this hot dress I've picked out for you. Your pussy has been hot for me all evening as we danced, feeling what I have waiting for you." I rolled my hips and left her no illusions about the size of my erection. "You knew what was happening when I brought you up here – it's what you hoped for, wasn't it, Mom?"
I stared into Mom's eyes, hoping and praying she would see the love and desire I had for her in my eyes. "It's Valentine's Day, Mom – the day for lovers and I want you to have a better Valentine's than you've ever had before. I want to be your lover...your man and treat you like you deserve to be treated. I love you, Mom!"
I moved to kiss Mom again only to be met halfway by her, her lips pressing against mine, her tongue slipping willingly into my mouth, searching and finding my tongue and coiling possessively around it. As we kissed, I could feel her hot tears spilling from her eyes to trickle against my cheeks. I was a bit alarmed even in the throes of delight while realizing she was actually kissing me back – making Mom cry wasn't in my plans. I started to break the kiss, but Mom resisted and kissed me all the more fiercely, her arms tightening around my neck as she pressed herself against me, doing things with her pelvis I had never imagined.
The kiss seemed to go on and on, making my head spin. Mom grinded herself against my crotch, heightening my desire and my need for her. Emboldened, I let my hands slide down the small of her back and over the luscious curves of her ass to cup her cheeks, caressing her soft and meaty flesh. Mom moaned approvingly into my mouth, her tongue a mad dervish teaching me new pleasures as she continued to writhe against me.
When the kiss ended, Mom's hands guided me downward from her lips and I showered her long neck with kisses as she pushed me lower while gasping. "Yes, yes, baby...oh yes! I want you, John! I've been dreaming it over and over. If you want me, son – I'm yours. Do what your father won't...fuck me, love me, make me remember what it feels like to be loved!"



Mom guided my face downward and I kissed her upper chest even as my chin brushed the jiggling upper portions of her magnificent breasts. I was thrilled when Mom's palms slide down the sides of my head, down over my ears and cheeks and then took hold of the top of her dress and yanked down hard, allowing her meaty and firm breasts to spill free. Mom's tits were incredible, full and fleshy and remarkably firm, capped with thick, round nipples, stiff and long, making me moan as I moved to devour them.
My hands released her ass to come up and cup her bountiful tits while my mouth closed over a swollen nipple. Mom gave a little cry as I nipped her rubbery tip with my teeth and then began to roll my tongue over it, all the while letting my fingers squeeze and caress her wonderfully soft titflesh.
Mom's hands moved downward and she palmed my erection and the knowledge that this was Mom's hand, separated only by a little fabric from my penis took me right to the edge of ejaculation. I struggled mightily with the need to cum, but somehow resisted. Mom moaned as I kept sucking on her tits, "Oh God, John. I want your cock in me now!"
The next moments were a blur as our hands roamed and probed and pulled and tugged clothing away. Mom's dress, so tight seemed to stretch and fall and her panties came into view, red as her dress with a sopping wet crotch and then they were partially tugged down and Mom gave a little, unforgettable wiggle and they fell to her ankles and she stepped out of them and spread her legs, revealing her bush, as hairy and unruly as it had been those long years past and split by wetly pink lips that were so slick and hot to the touch.
Somehow I lost my pants, feeling briefly cool air on my stiff cock before a warm hand encircled my shaft and slowly stroked me. My face found Mom and between ardent kisses, she demanded, "Fuck me, son! Fuck me now!"
My head seemed to spin madly and I tried to be considerate and mumbled, "What about foreplay, Mom? Don't you want me – um, don't you need some foreplay?"
Mom pulled me against her, rubbing my hardness against her wet and hairy pussy and giggled as she gasped, "What do you think this whole damn evening was, John? Fuck me, baby, fuck your mother right the fuck now!"
Then I was bending my knees and then surging upwards as Mom pressed the head of my cock between her slick lips and then I was inside her incredible wetness and heat and I felt harder and longer than I ever had before and I was so deep inside my mother until we were grinding against each other while Mom gave a great wail of long denied pleasure, her left leg rising up to curl around my hips, pulling me even deeper inside her!
I was suddenly feeling like a stallion, my hands instinctively returning to cup Mom's ass cheeks, lifting her up as she wrapped her other leg around me, using the wall behind her as a brace while I began to thrust in and out of her. I was fucking my mother! I was fucking my mother standing up!
"YESSSSSSSSSS!" Mom cried out as I buried my stiff penis in her again and again, her fingernails clawing at my shirt covered back as I fucked my mother...the woman of my dreams. Her pussy flesh was like hot liquid silk, pulsing and contracting around my aching cock and I managed to stroke deep into Mom for all of a minute and then I exploded, unable to hold back.
"I love you, Mom!" I sobbed as I thrust deep, coming up on my toes as I slammed her into the wall and my cock was jerking and I was cumming like never before – jet after jet of burning hot semen bathing Mom's insides.
I looked into Mom's eyes, completely lost in love with her and as I ejaculated, I saw awe and surprise, alarm and love in her brilliant blue eyes, all coalescing into an intense look of desire and lust as she realized that her own son was pumping her full of his sperm. "I – I never imagined..." Mom groaned before my mouth found hers and our tongues loved each other while I came and came and came...Mom shivering with a small orgasm of her own.
A minute or two later...or maybe it was an eternity, the kiss ended and we looked at each other, searching for signs of regret or anger and finding only incestuous love and lust in each others eyes. My heart felt ready to burst I was that excited! I had fucked my mother and made her mine...my woman now, not Dad's!
Mom's mouth opened and no words came out at first. She was shaking and smiling and I could feel her hot, cum filled cunt massaging my still hard cock, willing it, demanding it to stay erect. A little laugh slipped from Mom's lips and she squeaked out in a whisper, "Don't stop, son! Please, keep fucking me. Please, fuck Mommy good!"
Then we were kissing again and as our tongues danced, I felt my strength return and I honored Mom's request and began to thrust into her hot cunt again and again! This was new for me. Mom wasn't my first lover, but she was the first who didn't want to stop and I understood quickly the implications of having shot my first load and knowing I would be able to go for a long time.
Very quickly, Mom was grunting into my mouth as I plunged into her again and again, feeling the hot stickiness of my semen and Mom's cream slowly leaking from our joined loins. Mom's hands ripped my shirt open and reduced it to ragged tatters, her fingers caressing my chest and back and then as Mom approached a serious orgasm, her nails tore bloody tracks down my back.
Mom began to convulse in my arms, limbs all flying wildly as intense pleasure tore through her. A thick stringer of saliva hung between our lips as she broke the kiss and flung her head back, hitting the wall with a loud smack and oblivious to the pain, cried out her incestuous joy as her cunt squeezed my thrusting penis. The stringer of saliva broke and most of it splattered wetly on Mom's chin and between her breasts. I leaned in and licked it up and then pressed my lips against hers again, sharing it with her.
As Mom's pussy bathed my cock in her juices, the heat from our grinding crotches seemed to spread out over our bodies, covering us in a fine sheen of fuck sweat, making the slipping and sliding of our skin more delicious than ever before.
Mom came and came and came, finally going limp in my arms, unable to move other than the occasional involuntary twitch as my never ceasing cock thrusts continued to deliver pleasure to her. My muscles were bulging and aching with the strain of holding Mom and fucking her at the same time, but I had no thought of stopping. Her cunt flesh was heaven itself as I buried myself deep time and time again. Mom's head lolled against my shoulder, happily moaning with each entry and withdrawal of my stiff cock. I felt like I could fuck Mom forever!
Slowly Mom came out of her semiconscious state, her body again responding to mine, matching and meeting my thrusts. I felt Mom's lips planting little kisses on my shoulder and then my chest, ducking down to nip at my pebble hard nipples before raising her head to look at me, her blue eyes blazing with love and Mom kissed me again, her tongue searching out mine. Then Mom wrapped her legs and arms tight around me and said softly, "Son, there's a bed somewhere here. Take me to it. I want you, John. I want you on me, inside of me, making love and fucking Mommy good!" Mom looked at me and then added insistently, "NOW!"
I nodded and in a hoarse voice, replied, "Yes, Mom!" and then, trying hard not to stagger, I walked us towards the suite's bedroom, somehow getting the door opened and making it to the bed, climbing up on it on my knees, Mom still impaled on my cock. I eased us down, lying Mom gently on her back and letting my knees slide down and straighten until I was lying atop her, my cock nestled deep inside her motherly cunt.
All the movement had Mom on the verge of another orgasm and her lower lip quivered as she said in a breathless voice, "You've dreamed of this forever, haven't you, son? You've wanted me since you were a boy – I know, I remember how much you wanted to see me naked, to have me and fuck me and now...now, you're not a boy anymore, son. Now, you're a man, John and you have me. You have your mother, son! Now take me. Fuck me, love me, love your mother, John!"
Mom's ankles crossed behind my ass cheeks and her heels dug into my flesh, urging me, spurring me to fuck her and with a happy moan, I thrust hard into Mom, saying over and over as I fucked her sweet pussy, "I love you, Mom! I love you, Mom!" Eventually my voice faded to be replaced by the sweet sounds of fucking – sweat slick bodies slapping together, the soft, wet noises of cock pumping pussy, gasps and groans and sighs, and of soft kisses and tongues licking and lips sucking.
My heart thrilled at the sight of my mother beneath me, her heavy, proud breasts rolling and bouncing with each thrust of my throbbing dick, nipples swelling to the point of bursting while Mom, her dark hair falling out of its coiffed state, bit her lower lip as the pleasure built and built, becoming something more than either of us ever could have thought possible. It felt sinful, it felt good, it felt wonderful and it felt right...so fucking right!
My own pleasure was building again after it seemed like Mom and I had been making love forever and the pressure...the need to cum became to much and I growled as I slammed into Mom's cunt one last time and began to empty my seed into her womb, overwhelmed by the sinfully sweet sensation of semen and cunt cream and her slick, molten flesh clamping around my shaft, milking my cock for my spunk. My strangled moan of "I love you, Mom," was drowned out by my mother's screams of utter orgasmic pleasure as she again began to cum, her arms and legs wrapping tight around me, crushing me to her body as we shook and trembled with the force of our mutual orgasm.
All of the world's mysteries became clear for one long, sweet moment as I finally understood my purpose in life, the meaning of my very existence. I was here to be joined to my mother – cock and pussy and I had no doubts or reservations about the total rightness of our incestuous union and that I would dedicate the entirety of my life to making my mother happy.
We drifted down on a cloud of orgasmic delight, weeping and laughing and kissing and fell asleep in a tight embrace, my last memories being Mom's happy groans as I rolled us over and her resting her head wearily, but happily on my chest, my semi-erect cock still held in her cunt's grasp.
At some point I remember waking up, hazy with sleep and Mom on top of me, her luscious body silhouetted by the lights of the city. Mom was gently riding my cock, her breasts brushing my lips as she moved up and down on me. I started to speak, but Mom put a finger to my lips and moaned and I just lay there, enjoying the delicious feel of her hot cunt slipping up and down on me. When she rose up, arching her back as she orgasmed, I came too, flooding her pussy a third time as I gazed in wonder of her shadowy form, backlit by the lights coming through the windows across the room. As she squirmed, I saw her still firm breast in profile, her nipple, swollen and engorged like a ripe strawberry.
Then as her orgasm faded, we did too, drifting back into contented sleep to dream of our new life and of each other. When I next awoke, I felt Mom's mouth on me and looked down to see her kneeling between my legs, her tongue swabbing my tender cock head, cleaning me of last night's lovemaking. Seeing me awake, Mom grinned evilly and asked, "Any regrets?"
As Mom rolled her tongue down the length of my shaft and then back up again, I managed to gasp, "None...except maybe doing this sooner."
Mom's tongue came up my shaft again and she kissed the crown and then slithered upwards to kiss me as her breasts massaged my body, hard nipples tickling my stomach and chest as she moved. "It was the right moment, John." Mom straddled me, her wet, hairy bush brushing my hard cock. "This was the best Valentine's Day ever!"
"And now, Mom?" I whispered between kisses. And now that Valentine's Day is over? What happens now?"
Mom smiled lovingly at me and slipped off me, her hands gripping the headboard, she wiggled her ass at me and replied, "Now you start the day fucking your mother...just like you're going to do everyday from now on, whether or not its Valentine's Day!"
My cock slapped against my chest in anticipation and for the first time in my life, I moved to fuck a woman doggy style. I ran my hands over Mom's soft ass cheeks and raised her up a little before spreading her cheeks and aiming my cock for the wet, glistening cleft nestled in all that lovely hair, slid once again inside my mother. We had a long leisurely fuck, punctuated by moans and sighs and occasional bits of conversation as Mom outlined her plans while I made her cum and then cum again.
By the time I finally came, spraying Mom's womb with another tremendous load of sperm, I was excited beyond belief and wondered if my cock would ever soften again or just stay hard forever.
And so our weekend went, making love and fucking our brains out – it seems like there wasn't a square inch of that hotel suite we didn't fuck in before we checked out Monday morning. I will always savor the memory of the first time I fucked Mom in a shower, or bent over a table or the first time she swallowed my semen, a smile of lust and delight on her face as she drank my seed, or the first time I pressed my face to Mom's pussy, inhaling her sweet, strong scent and feeling her thick bush tickle and scratch my face before my tongue began to delve her delicious flesh.
We got home and slept most of the day and then fucked all night, unable to keep our hands off each other...newlyweds in the throes of incestuous love. By the time Dad returned from his trip, Mom and I knew each other like long time lovers...not that we saw him.
I confess I would have liked to have seen the look on Dad's face when he came from baggage claim toting his new stuffed moose head and found not me or Mom there to pick him up, but rather a process server handing him his divorce notice. I did see his face when he got his credit card bill for Mom's Valentine's Day and just shrugged smugly when I said, "I was just doing what you told me to, Dad. I took Mom out for Valentine's Day." Sometimes, late at night, I smile to myself wondering what Dad thought when he saw the bill for three nights at the Corwin and the room service charges and how close he might be to wondering what might have actually happened. He has never asked me though and he never will. His precious ego would never survive actually knowing that his son had taken his wife away from him. He gives me looks though, the few times a year I see him and I know he suspects it. That's enough for me.
He didn't oppose the divorce. By the time he got home, Mom had things lined up quite neatly...the problem with being a tough lawyer is you make enemies and plenty of Dad's legal rivals were happy to put the screws to him, especially with the evidence of neglect and philandering Mom had been hoarding all these years.
Mom didn't screw him over too badly in the settlement. He got the house and half their assets. Mom and I didn't care. We knew we were on the winning end of the deal because in the end, we have each other...body and soul, forever. My biggest concern these days is to make sure that for Mom each Valentine's Day is better than the one before, a challenge I will be happy to take on the rest of our lives.
The End
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Here's a story that's been kicking around in my head for many years and finally decided it had to be written. I'm not sure what to make of it other than my reoccurring oedipal issues are back...lol.
I look forward to hearing your comments and criticisms, both positive and negative. As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters exist only within the confines of my imagination. Enjoy!
*
Maybe it's my Irish blood that makes me an optimist -- that helps me believe that no matter how bad things can get, there is always hope for a better day. I'm sure my Da would disagree. He was always a dark soul -- morose and brooding and wishing he could return to the "Old Country" one more time. With his dying breath, he was grousing and complaining about the raw deal that life dealt him.
Maybe that's why I married, Jimmy Halloran. He was the exact opposite of my father -- a happy go lucky charmer and an up and coming police officer in the small city I grew up in on the Northeast Atlantic coast. He was always smiling and laughing and his brilliant blue eyes and easy smile literally charmed me out of my panties and off my feet. Alas, Jimmy was no great lover -- I enjoyed the sex, but I always felt it was missing something and my orgasms were far and few between -- not that I ever let him know. I made him think he was the finest lover in the world. In my optimism, I always thought he would get better at it.
I remained an optimist even when the marriage went sour. My Jimmy lost interest in me sexually after I gave him his long desired son, the apple of my eye, James. I think Jimmy had mother issues and gradually could not bear to be with me sexually after I gave birth and became a mother. In the end, when he was with me, he was completely impotent. He blamed it on me of course. I wasn't woman enough anymore -- I'd let myself go, were his accusations. I'd stand naked in front of my bedroom mirror and know that that charge was a bald lie!
I'm not an immodest person, but I know that I am a good looking woman that got as many longing glances from a man when I was thirty-five as I did when I was twenty! My bright red hair betrays my Irish heritage, red as a fire truck and hanging down in wavy tresses past my shoulders -- a thick mane of red hair and my best feature. My face is pleasant enough, with brown-green eyes and pale skin and a wee, button nose. I've got a luscious figure that would tries to run to fat, but with lots of work and a hard life, I've kept the same twenty-six inch waist I had before I gave birth to my James. I am amply endowed in the tit department -- with my heavy, teardrop shaped 38D breasts being what attracted my husband to me in the first place! I stand five foot, nine inches and I'm not ashamed of my legs, although Jimmy forbade me to wear a hemline above the knee.
All in all, I'm a fine looking woman most of the time. Of course, as things went bad between Jimmy and me, there were times I dare not leave the house for fear of someone seeing just how rough Jimmy treated me. Jimmy changed. His happy go lucky attitude vanished to be replaced by something angry and hard bitten. Maybe it was the job -- I've no illusions about police work -- Da was a beat cop for thirty years and many's the night I sneaked out of bed and heard him pouring his pain out to my mother. What I didn't know then was how bad a cop Jimmy had become...but that's getting ahead of myself.
Maybe it was me -- that having given him a son and now being a mother, he couldn't bring himself to fuck me and he could never ask for a divorce and that in the end he was disappointed by James, a quiet and sensitive boy who was totally uninterested in his father's obsessions with football and boxing. Jimmy declared his feelings often, "The better part of you, boy, ran down your mother's leg!" The gulf between Jimmy and James widened over the years as James realized what his father was doing to me and resented it. Whatever it was that created Jimmy's anguish and anger, it provoked in him a terrible hatred and when the hate grew too strong and he was liquored up, well -- I wore a lot of sunglasses and long sleeve shirts and stayed indoors for days or weeks at a time.
By the time, James turned ten things seemed to grow worse with each passing day. Jimmy would stay away for days, even weeks at a time and then show up drunk and pissed and oh, Jesus, how he could make me hurt! One would think I'd relish his absence, but James and I lived in constant fear when he was gone of finally hearing his footsteps on the porch, the creaking of the front door opening and what he'd be angry about this time. I found no solace in the Church -- my priest admonishing me to "Be a better wife to the man, Charlene! He deserves that much doing the job he does."
I pressed charges once, after a brutal beating landing me in the emergency room with three cracked ribs, a sprained wrist and a bruised kidney. For one fleeting moment, I thought I might be free of the man -- but that was the day I learned of the "thin blue line" where the police force protected their own. All that came of that was Jimmy getting a stern reprimand from his precinct commander about minding his personal life with more discretion and Jimmy teaching me that there is lots of ways to inflict terrible pain without leaving marks...at least those that could show. They say the police are better about dealing with spousal abuse these days -- I hope so.
Still, I believed that someday, somehow, things could and would change for the better. James was fifteen when I first thought this happened. Jimmy was off duty and sitting in his favorite bar when one side of his face began to sag and he fell off his stool with a massive stroke. The doctors told me he would never completely recover -- that he was likely remain paralyzed completely on one side, bedridden for life. Despite all the beatings, it broke my heart to see him so and I accepted my new role as his caretaker, one I would have worked at to my grave, but my troubles were just beginning.
Three months after Jimmy's stroke, the city prosecutor announced the findings of a police corruption probe and at the heart of it was a small cabal of cops including my Jimmy. He had been neck deep in drugs, gambling and protection scams. He lost his pension/disability and his insurance. We lost our house and our car to something called the RICO statutes. Then it was revealed that Jimmy was also involved in prostitution, running a small string of women out of a sleazy apartment in the worst part of the city.
To add to my humiliation, it was to this apartment that Jimmy had leased for a year in advance where we were forced to retreat to when they seized our home. Can you imagine how it felt to clean that pit up? It was a miserably small one bedroom walk-up apartment on the fourth floor of an apartment building that we shared with drug dealers, hookers, and more roaches and rats than I ever dreamed could exist.
It was a crowded existence too. We had Jimmy in a hospital bed situated in the living room and I would sleep on the couch while James slept on a small bed in the one small bedroom. James and I learned to co-exist within the crowded place and of all the things I think I missed the most -- it was having my own bathroom.
Medical bills drained what little savings we had left and we barely managed to scrape by. Jimmy needed around the clock care that we could not afford once his pension and insurance were lost and I couldn't leave him to take a job to make ends meet. Thank the Lord Jesus for my son, James.
My sweet darling son, James -- as good and smart and brave boy as ever lived. He bore the shame and hardship stoically, never speaking a word of complaint, never crying or whimpering. Even when he had to leave his good school and dear friends behind and move into another world of slums and poverty with a joke of a school, he was there for me, helping me deal with it all. And as we faced total and complete poverty, without a word, my sixteen year old son became the man of the house and went out and found a job. He stayed in school -- knowing I could never bear it if he dropped out, but at four in the afternoon, he rode a bus down to a local textile mill and using a fake ID, got himself hired out as a common worker on the second work shift.
I honestly don't know how he did it, but he did. James was a student by day and a factory worker by night, coming home to sleep for a few hours and then do it again. On Friday nights, he'd bring his check home and drop it on the kitchen table. Saturdays and Sundays, he found pick-up jobs to do to bring in much needed cash. And we needed the money. Jimmy was anathema to the city and any hopes from aid and relief agencies were dashed at every turn. When the system turns it back deliberately on you, there is no hope from that end. We barely had enough to pay the rent, buy Jimmy's medicine and eat, but somehow we did it.
One might think at least with Jimmy being incapacitated, at least there was relief in one sense, but, now we had Jimmy with us 24/7 and his anger was still there, still palpable in his presence. His face was locked into a perpetual sneer and hatred blazed in his eyes. His ability to speak was almost gone, but he could make noises that we quickly were able to interpret as anger or annoyance and I swear upon my soul, a vindictive and self satisfied expression at us being trapped with him in this life.
Feeding him, cleaning his messes, showing him every kindness, it all seemed to enrage him further. He was like a cancer in our lives, slowly eating away our spirit. Over the next two years, my eternal optimism began to fade, especially as I watched my son sacrifice his youth for our well being. It broke my heart to see him come in night after night, exhausted and dirty and yet find the strength to smile at me, kiss my cheek and whisper, "I love you, Mom," before collapsing into bed.
Jimmy slowly got worse -- another major stroke rendering him completely incapacitated. His mind was intact and full of the hate that was so evident in his eyes as he angrily glared at me all the time. Still, I persevered and tried to hope for a better life. All that sustained me was the love I had for my son and the love I knew he felt for me. The world might kick us down, but we clung to each other as we struggled to rise back up.
Things changed one Friday night in May, shortly after James turned eighteen. It had been a long day. Jimmy had discovered he could still spit and had spent most of the day amusing himself by trying to spit at me while I fed him or to let it drool from his mouth so I had to clean it up again and again. It was after midnight and having finally seen Jimmy off to sleep, I had changed into my ratty old nightgown when James came through the door, carefully and quietly setting his lunch pail down at the small table in the kitchenette. Not sparing his father more than a cursory glance, James made his way to me and gave me a quick hug and a kiss and whispered, "How are you, Mom?"
I gave him a weary smile and shrugged my shoulders as I replied, "I'm fine, sweetie -- he was the usual."
James nodded, he understood. He tried to give me an equally weary smile, but it only flickered across his lips before disappearing. His eyes stared into mine for a moment, glanced downward quickly and then back to meet mine -- his eyes seeming to be so much older than a young man should be. I stiffened suddenly as I realized his downward glance was at my chest and I blushed as I realized that my gown was gaping open and my tall son could look down at my exposed braless breasts. I quickly moved to pull the nightgown closed and whispered, "Sorry, James," in an embarrassed tone.
My son sighed and nodded. "It's okay, Mom." He started to say something, but stopped and said, "I'm whupped, Mom -- I'm gonna rack out."
As he passed me, I reached out and touched his arm. "Son, are you -- is everything alright?" My fingers closed and not for the first time was I surprised at how muscular he was -- his arms were well defined -- not simply the well toned muscle of youth, but the hard muscle of a working man. I felt him shiver slightly.
"I'm fine, Mom -- just a long night at work. All I need is a good night's sleep."
He leaned over and kissed me on the forehead and whispered, "I love you, Mom." and slipped off to his room, pulling the door shut behind him. My heart ached for my son and I felt so helpless to ease his weariness and pain. I went about finishing getting ready for bed.
I was about to turn out the light when I heard a commotion outside down in the street. From my window, I couldn't see anything and I moved to James's bedroom door and knocked quietly. "James, is everything all right?" I said as I opened up the door. My son was sitting in the window, his room dark. From the dim light from outside, I could tell he was wearing only his boxer shorts. Even though he was partially in shadow, I could see how my son was indeed a man -- a well muscled man. I confess my heart beat a little faster and why not. James was handsome and I was still a relatively young woman of forty-three and it's only reasonable to have a slight physical response to a beautiful, barely clad man...even if it was my son.
"James, what's going on?" I said softly as I crossed the room coming to stand by his side. "Who's making all that ruckus?"
I peered over his shoulder and saw three young couples dancing and laughing their way down the street -- the young men in tuxedos and the ladies in long formal dresses complete with corsages. The answer hit me like a blow to the stomach even before James could get the words, "It's Prom night," past his lips.
Now I thought I knew what was bothering James and I felt the guilt flood over me. I'd been so focused on dealing with my husband I'd forgotten all about what should have been one of the most special nights for my son before he finished school. The tears began streaming down my face as I wrapped my arms around my son from behind and hugged him as I sobbed, "Oh my darling boy. You've missed your Prom! I'm so sorry!" I hugged him tight to me, pressing my aching bosom against his bare back.
James let out a sigh as I cried, ashamed of myself and hurting for my son. "Damn your father for all he's done! You don't deserve this. I shoulda done something!" I sobbed, hunching myself against him.
My son sighed again and slowly turned in my embrace and I became acutely aware of my breasts, nipples hardening, sliding across his body, his flesh separated from mine only by a thin, threadbare cotton gown. It sent a shiver through my body -- a sensation I rarely felt anymore...a sensation that ended in a growing warmth between my legs. James put his arms around me and hugged me back and we embraced tightly there on the window sill, James's face pressed into the soft pillows of my tits, murmuring in a strained voice. "I don't mind, Mom. It's okay. I love you and I'll do whatever it takes to take care of you!"
My son raised his head and I could see the tears in his eyes as he continued. "I don't care about all that stuff, Mom. All I want is to take care of you, Mom!"
"And you do, James, my dear son, you do," I whispered. "But you've had to sacrifice so much." I leaned down and kissed his forehead. "I love you, too!"
Suddenly it seemed much warmer in the room and despite the heat, I shivered again. It dawned on me that a handsome, strong man had me in his arms...and a barely clothed man at that. It felt good to press myself against all that hard, warm flesh and I had a terrible urge to look down between my son's legs and see if he was responding the same way to his mother's embrace and the thought stunned me! I let my arms fall away and slowly stepped away from him, now incredibly embarrassed. My arms went up and crossed as I didn't want my own son to see his mother's thick nipples hard and trying to poke through her thin gown. James let me go reluctantly, a frown crossing his face as he stood up, his arms still momentarily held out.
I trembled as I saw it then. Partly in shadow, but distinct nevertheless, my son's erection stood out in his boxer shorts! I started to speak and stopped and then whispered in a voice full of strained lust. "You are all a mother could ever hope for, James, my sweet. I'm so proud of you. Get some sleep, dear." I turned and fled the small room, rushing to the little bathroom and locked myself inside.
I felt all churned up inside -- angry at Jimmy for our situation and ashamed at myself for not figuring out a way for James to have a better childhood and aroused as I hadn't felt in a long time and ashamed of that since it was my own son that had turned me on! I could hardly believe the sudden urges wracking my body, spreading my legs wide as I sat on the toilet and finding my hands down between my legs, rubbing my suddenly wet pussy for several seconds before I realized what I was doing. Fresh tears streamed down my face and I silently cursed Jimmy for putting us into this terrible situation that could lead me to such lurid thoughts.
I had myself a good, long cry and then wiped my eyes and got up. I hurt and ached for my son's plight and my own lonely existence, but knew there was nothing to do but go on. Life is what life is, all we can do is try to survive it day by day!
I came out of the bathroom and as I passed by my son's room I heard him cry out, "Oh, God, Mom!"
I responded completely on motherly instinct, hearing pain and distress in my son's voice and burst into his room without knocking. "James, what's wro-..." I stopped, stunned by the scene before me and rooted in place from shock.
James was stretched out naked on the bed, his boxer shorts on the floor. His right hand was wrapped tightly around his cock...his hard and bigger than I would have ever believed possible, cock! My son's eyes were closed and he was covered in sweat and his fist was stroking that long shaft and squeezing that huge, plum colored head and he groaned, "I love you, Mom! Fuck it...fuck me, Mom!" It wasn't pain I heard, but passion! James was so deep into his fantasy that he didn't realize I was even in the room.
At that moment, understanding and revelation exploded within me -- I suppose it was what they call an epiphany. My head spun as I let the truth burst free within me and assimilated what I had forced myself to never acknowledge.
My son and I had been thrust together into this hostile and crowded environment for two years and in my loneliness and misery, I had denied what should have been obvious. In the span of a heartbeat, a million images of my son looking at me...not just as his mother, but as a woman, a weary, but attractive woman...seeing me in that threadbare and worn nightgown night after night or in a slip and bra as we wiggled past each other going to and fro that tiny bathroom, or asleep on the couch, gown accidently pulled up, exposing my long legs and God knows what else, returned to my mind and I realized with amazement that each glance had been filled with love and more...with a young man's hungry lust.
And now a million returned glances exploded in my memory -- a million moments of desire and longing for my son's ever maturing and handsome body, a hard and chiseled body that housed a heart that put me first above all else -- a heart that truly and completely loved me! And I knew...I knew the real truth -- the truth that I had denied every single day for years while I toiled to take care of the sorry son of a bitch I had married, the truth that was real source of my optimism, the wellspring of hope that allowed me to get up everyday and keep going. I loved this boy, my son. I loved him as a mother and I loved him as the man I wished his father had been. I loved James and I wanted and needed him.
"James," I said softly as he masturbated, still moaning "Mom," over and over.



My son's eyes opened wide and he saw me in the doorway, light from the window spotlighting me. His mouth worked and nothing came out and he sat up, his hand releasing that magnificent penis and reaching for the blanket to cover up. In a panicked, wet voice, he sobbed, "Mom, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to...I'm sorry, Mom!"
"No," I replied sternly, taking a step towards him. "No, don't you be a bit sorry, my love!" My hands reached down and I pulled the worn gown up and over my head, revealing my naked body to my son. I threw the old garment aside and climbed up on the bed.
As I swung my leg over my son's body, his thick, erect and hard cock brushing my thigh, leaving a warm trial of precum, James's eyes widened in shock and maybe fear and he gasped, "Mom -- what the hell? Mom -- you can't..."
Then I was on top of him and lying down, trapping his swollen, throbbing meat against my crotch and stomach while my heavy breasts flattened against his strong chest and I said, "I can and I will! You want this, James, darling. I want this." I teased him with a kiss, soft and loving and ending with a wet lick of my tongue across his lips before I added, "Momma's gonna make all your dreams come true!"
James stared at me in wide eyed shock for a moment and then I was engulfed in his embrace as he kissed me, his tongue hungrily slipping into my mouth and finding my own for another taste while his hands roamed over my flesh, squeezing my ass cheeks and stroking my back before intertwining in my hair and holding me firmly in place as we kissed like lovers for the first time.
I had grown up a relatively good girl. I confess to having performed oral sex on two boyfriends after high school and before I met Jimmy. I was still a virgin when Jimmy laid me on our wedding bed and until now his was the only cock I'd ever had inside my pussy. Now I was consumed with a sudden terrible need and desire to know the sinful sensation of having my son's huge dick inside me.
Jimmy hadn't been a good lover all those years before, but I was sure that it wasn't just poor memory that told me that his son's lovely cock dwarfed his own and I wanted it right now! I broke our kiss, saliva splattering over both our chests as I sat up. I felt like I could barely catch my breath as my meaty tits heaved, the nipples swollen up like ripe berries. I ran my hands slowly down James's chest, his muscles now engorged and swollen in his arousal. I could hear my father's lilting brogue in my husky voice as I rasped, "I'm gonna fuck ya now, my son! I want that fine man's cock buried deep in my pussy!"
I rose up on my knees, stretching high as I wrapped one trembling hand around my son's big dick and brought it between my legs where the thick red pelt of my bush was now split by my swollen and slick lips. It had been better than ten years since I'd known a cock and now...now my son was coming all the way home to relieve me of all I'd missed.
"I love you, James," I whispered as I felt his head spreading my pussy. "Momma loves you so much!" I sobbed as I slowly lowered myself, pleasure mixing with pain as my son's thick cock went deeper and deeper into my tight hole -- spreading my cunt wide and never stopping, never pausing, just creating one sweet and continuous sensation of becoming filled with something wonderful!
As I impaled myself on my son's cock, I reached out and took James's hands and placed them on my breasts, guiding him and urging him to sink his fingers into my tit flesh, showing him how to tease his mother's hard and sensitive nipples with his palms, his work roughened flesh delightfully scratchy against my blood engorged nubs. "Oh Mom, I can't believe it...I've dreamed and wanted this." Tears of joy flowed down my son's face as he sobbed, "I love you!"
After what seemed to be an eternity, James's cock was in me to the root -- his reddish blonde wiry pubic hair entangling itself in my thick red bush. I had never felt anything like it. He was so big, I felt stuffed and my son was incredibly long, his cockhead nestled in placed that his father had never touched. I felt dizzy as the erotic bliss of the moment almost made me swoon. I ground my crotch against him and arched my back and stretched, letting my weight settle more on James's body -- seeking to somehow drill a little more of my son's penis inside me.
A blazing fire of lust erupted between my thighs and I began to ride James -- slowly at first -- he felt that big and I felt so tight, but with each incredible up and down motion, we began to move easier -- still tight and delicious, but wetter and slicker as I coated his cock with the creamy juices of my cunt. The fire spread outward from my loins until I felt I was being consumed by flames of incestuous lust and desire. My hair was whipping wildly around as I continued to piston up and down on my son's cock, sweat falling from my body to splatter on James's slick skin, his hips thrusting upwards to meet my downward slide in an almost bone-jarring collision of bodies.
I heard a keening wail a long time before I realized it was me, crying out in orgasmic pleasure as for the first time in years a hard cock made me cum! My pleasure turned white hot and increased a thousand fold as my orgasm swept me up and I surrendered to this incestuous love body and soul, continuing to fuck my son as I quivered and shook with unbelievable pleasure.
With his cock buried deep inside me, James sat up, his mouth coming to cover one of my nipples and sucking on it like a hungry babe, his teeth making me moan lewdly as he nipped and teased my sensitive flesh. As my orgasm waned, I was helpless in his arms with barely enough strength to kiss him and stroke his back. With a hungry growl, James took a firm hold on my body and literally flipped us around in midair and I found myself landing roughly on my back on that narrow bed, my breath whooshing from my body as my son's hard cock still deep in my cunt drove itself a little deeper with the impact.
I shivered as I looked into James's eyes and saw in them more than just love and lust. There was a hunger in his brown-green eyes that promised never to be sated...that demanded to be compensated for all that had never happened before and an insistence that this would never end. I shivered from the intensity I saw there and because I felt welling up inside my soul the same hunger and insistence. What my son and I did here and now could not and would not ever stop!
James ran his hands over my heaving tits and down my sides, stroking my thighs and then my ankles which he then took hold of and then my son lifted my legs and spread them as wide as he could while he began to thrust into me. I flung my head back as I felt him stroke deep inside me, opening me up to more and more of his long, thick penis. James fucked me like a madman for what seemed an eternity and while part of me reveled in the seemingly endless flow of orgasmic joy that washed over my body, another part of me marveled at the amazing control my James seemed to possess.
He let my ankles go suddenly and I somehow managed to wrap my legs around his thrusting hips, digging my heels into his tight ass cheeks while he eased his body lower onto mine and showered me with wet, sloppy kisses -- our tongues dancing and flirting and making love on their own.
James began to fuck his mother with mad abandon and I held on to him for dear life, trying to thrust back even as I slipped into yet another orgasm and then my son howled like wolf and thrust deep one last time and I screamed in passionate delight as I felt his cockhead swell and then he was flooding me with hot, thick cream and I was insane with pleasure as my son filled my womb with his semen, searing my insides with more of a man's seed that I would have thought possible. Heavy jet after jet of sperm burst forth from his cock -- so much I wondered if it would ever end...not that I minded. It was hot and beautiful and in the haze of my incestuous orgasm, I wept with the beauty of the moment and of the unbelievable sensations.
The world went away for a bit, leaving only sweet and incredible pleasure that was my entire world and then I was back and in my son's arms and his lovely cock still inside me as he kissed my face tenderly, whispering over and over again, "You, Mom, you are all I ever wanted or will ever need...just you, Mom. I love you."
I kissed him back, somehow finding the strength to raise my hand to stroke his cheek. "I love you, James, my dear sweet boy. Your mother will never let you go -- it's you and me, now and forever!"
We fell asleep then in each other's arms and for the first time in longer than I could remember, I had a good night's sleep, feeling safe in my son's arms. My last conscious thoughts were of how good and warm he felt, the light hair on his chest tickling my nose as I pressed my face to his body, smelling his earthy, sweaty scent while his arms held me close in a strong embrace.
In the light of a reddish colored dawn, we both seemed to awake together, James's cock still in me and growing long and hard again. We both looked at each other, the hope and joy that it all wasn't just a wonderful dream evident in both our faces. We were cuddled on our sides and my son rolled us so that he was more or less on his back and we had a long, slow fuck with his hands cupping my ass and moving me back and forth on his stiff dick -- neither of us in a hurry, both of us just enjoying the moment.
It was lovemaking as I'd never known before. With Jimmy it had been straight up, lets get going sex -- good in a basic way, but this was more...this was what it meant to have someone make love to you who truly believed you to be the end all and be all of their world. As my son fed me his sweet, fine cock we whispered our desires to each other, bared our souls to each other and with each long, drawn out thrust I fell more and more in love with my beloved James, my heart swelling and breaking as he gently told me of his secret longing for me for several years and how it grew with each passing day. James told me how he had longed desired to see me treated like the wonderful woman he knew I was deserved to be treated.
It eased my guilt for his lost youth with James telling me of how it had made him so happy to be my man in so many ways and I wept with joy as he confessed his dreams for us -- a world free of his father and this sad, decrepit place, someday making a home for us where we could live happily ever after. This last part he told me in a strained voice amidst my escalating cries of pleasure as he brought us both to an exquisite orgasm that seemed to go on and on...carrying me to heaven's door as his cum filled my pussy amidst his soft whispers of, "We will live happily ever after, Mom. I swear it!"
It seemed like we lay there basking in the golden glow of the newly discovered depths of our love for an eternity, but all good things seem destined to end and so did that wonderful moment as I heard Jimmy's demanding noises from the living room...noises that indicated that he needed to be cleaned and fed.
With great regret, I left my son's bed and dressing quickly, I began another day's chores -- cleaning Jimmy up and seeing to his breakfast. Cleaning him was always the biggest chore, but as I rolled him over on his side to wash him, I felt a hand on my shoulder and there was James, a smile on his face as he moved to help me -- a smile unlike any I'd seen in years -- a happy, hopeful smile and one that prodded a similar one from me. As my husband glared at me and his son, we finished him quickly and I sat about fixing our breakfast.
In our financial state, all we really could afford was plain oatmeal which while nourishing, was as bland as cardboard. Because I felt so happy that morning, I splurged and added a bit of my hoarded coffee to our meal...Jimmy loved coffee and was spiteful when he didn't get it. This morning he was spiteful despite getting his favorite treat.
His eyes seemed to convey a deeper level of hate this morning and it dawned on me that he might have heard us in the night or this morning making love. In any case, while James washed up in the bathroom, I tried to feed Jimmy, but he was angrily spitting food at me after the first few swallows. "You need to settle yourself down and act right, Jimmy," I begged, wiping spit and oatmeal off my gown. "What's wrong with you this morning, anyway?"
By way of answer, my husband turned his eyes towards the bathroom door and then spit at me again. "Damn your soul you hateful bastard!" I cried as I looked at my now filthy gown. Jimmy's eyes were full of fire and hatred and he mewled something almost indecipherable...but it sounded like he called me a whore.
He knew then. There was no doubt about it -- Jimmy knew that our son and I had fucked each other like mad lovers in the night. Jimmy trembled with effort and he managed to mumble, "Cunt...Whore," and spit at me again. And for the second time within a few hours, I had that perfect moment of clarity and all the years of abuse and neglect came to the forefront of my consciousness and my anger welled up as I stood up and said, "That's enough, you son of a bitch." I raised my fist back to strike him, but I caught myself as I suddenly realized that there was a better way to get my revenge...no, my retribution for all the years of hell my husband had put me and my son through.
"James," I called out loudly. "Come here!"
There was a momentary pause and then my son emerged from the tiny bathroom -- a threadbare towel around his waist. "Mom, are you alright?" he said.
There was a fine razor edged quality to my voice as I replied, "I am absolutely fine, darling. Please bring Momma a chair from the kitchen." I pointed to one of the plain, wooden straight back chairs that we used at the tiny round table. "Set it here directly in front of your father."
James obeyed me quickly, a confused look on his face. I centered it, facing towards Jimmy at a distance of five feet -- making sure to be outside my husband's spitting range. "Mom?" James said softly. "What's going on?"
I glared down at Jimmy and then as I turned towards my son, I quickly pulled my gown over my head and again tossed it aside. "Retribution, son!" I hissed and then I flung my arms around his neck and kissed him hard as I pressed my naked flesh against his hard body. James stiffened in surprise as I pressed my tongue into his mouth, but as our tongues danced together, I felt him relax and he didn't resist as I reached down and tugged his towel free and tossed it away to land next to my soiled and discarded gown.
I moaned appreciatively as my son's hands began to roam over my back and hips, slowly stroking me one moment and kneading handfuls of flesh the next. I heard an indignant snarl of sorts from across the room, but ignored it, losing myself in the embrace of my loving son. I could feel James's cock growing against my belly, its inevitable rising up evoking a delicious sensation as it moved against my skin.
The kiss ended with us both practically breathless and I turned to Jimmy, savoring the anger in his eyes now and I ground myself against James as I said, "Doesn't our son have a fine body, Jimmy. He's got the body of a real man..." I slipped my hand downward and wrapped it around his erection and continued, "And our son has the cock of a real man...a fine, big cock, much bigger than yours ever was, don't you agree?" I slowly stroked it, feeling it pulse in my hand. "And Jimmy, it feels so good inside me -- so much better than ever your puny little thing did!"
I felt James's cock swell at his mother's words and while facing towards Jimmy, I rubbed my cheek against our son's chest. "And Jimmy, he makes me so wet just thinking of him inside of me, fucking me, Jimmy -- cumming in me and making me cum harder and better than you ever did."
I slipped in front of James, shivering as I felt his erect cock nestle itself in the crack of my ass. My son pleased me by instinctively joining in on the torture I wanted to inflict on my sorry spouse. James's hands slipped up and cupped my heavy breasts, kneading and bouncing my plentiful tit flesh and pinching and tugging on my swollen nipples till I was ready to scream.
"Isn't Mom beautiful, Dad?" James chimed in. "She is absolutely fucking gorgeous!" I sighed happily as my son ducked his head and kissed me softly on my shoulder. He looked down at his father and continued, "You were a fucking idiot not treating Mom like a queen, Dad." Then, even without seeing his face, I knew my son was displaying a wolfish smile as he said, "But don't worry, Dad. I'm taking care of Mom now...and I'll fuck her like she deserves whenever she wants it!"
I giggled and as I wiggled my ass against my son's erection, I said, "Mmmmm. I want you to fuck me right now, James. Will you fuck your Mom good...right now, son?"
James's fingers intertwined in my hair, both between my legs and on my head. He leaned my head back and kissed me while running his fingers through my thick, red bush to find my slippery wet labia and split them, revealing my sodden, pink flesh.
As the kiss ended, he eased himself down onto the wooden chair, pulling me towards his lap, but I had a sudden new inspiration. I knelt at his side, glancing at Jimmy whose face was almost as red as my hair and I gave him a sweet smile as I again took our son's cock in my hand and slowly stroked it up and down.
"Isn't it lovely, Jimmy -- hard and long and thick!" I moved my head towards James's lap, planting little kisses on his thigh. "I've been dying to taste it, but I've been enjoying our boy's cock in my pussy so much." I paused with my mouth hovering over James's cock, feeling the warmth coming from the swollen head and smelling his scent -- his musk mixed with the smell of semen.
I reached out and flicked James's cockhead with my tongue and said, "You always said I wasn't much of a cocksucker, Jimmy. I wonder if your son will agree?" I ran my tongue up and down James's shaft and licked his large balls and added, "I'm out of practice of course, but I'm going to be getting lots of practice with our son from now on!" I rolled my tongue up the length of James's penis and then took him in my mouth -- never taking my eyes off my husband as he glared at us. I sucked my son deep, taking as much of his length as I could before letting him slip almost completely free, my lips holding him while my tongue busily explored and washed his crown.
James groaned and sighed as his mother went down on him, murmuring to his father about how good I was. I would occasionally take my eyes off Jimmy and look to our son and we would share a moment of perfect bliss flavored by the sheer perversity of the moment. I suppose we should have been ashamed at torturing Jimmy like that, but to this day, I've never felt any guilt -- remembering only the sheer lewd excitement of not only making love to my son, but rubbing my bastard husband's face in our incestuous passion.
Finally, I could take waiting no more and I let James slip from between my lips and with his help rose to my feet. "Now's the moment you've been waiting for, Jimmy," I hissed as I moved to straddle our son's lap facing my husband. I felt completely liberated as I felt James's wet and hard cock press against my cunt flesh as Jimmy stared deadly daggers at us. "Your son is going to fuck your wife, Jimmy. Your son is going to fuck me better than you ever dreamed of doing and your son is going to make his mother -- your lawfully wedded wife cum her brains out!" I began to lower myself onto my son's thick penis and as it disappeared inside me, I moaned, "And you can't stop me, you limp dicked bastard!"
I'm sure we looked incredibly erotic and lewd with my legs draped over James's thighs, my feet barely touching the ground, levering myself up and down on my son's cock by my toes, while he groped my bouncing tits and nuzzled my neck and ear, both of us grinning and moaning while staring at Jimmy -- humiliatingly cuckolding him while he helplessly watched.



"Oh God, Mom," James groaned as he pinched my nipples and planted kisses on my shoulder and neck, his lips making me quiver almost as much as that thick penis buried in my cunt did! "Your pussy is soooo fine, Mom! I love it! I love you, Mom!"
"I love you, James, my sweet motherfucker!" I crooned back to my son as I rode him -- savoring every moment of his thick meat slipping deep in. "You're a fine lover, son -- much better than your daddy ever was!" I twisted and writhed in my son's lap, taking his hands and helping them squeeze my tits, urging him to pinch and pull on my nipples ever more roughly.
Our bodies were soon covered in sweat and the room quickly reeked of our scent - fuck sweat and hot pussy. I could feel the pleasure roiling inside me, becoming more intense with each passing moment, threatening to explode into orgasmic fire and I was bucking and bouncing on James's cock as I screamed, "He's wonderful, Jimmy -- a real man fucking me -- making me cum like a man should. Your son's a better man than you, a better lover...a better fucker than you ever were!" Then I was screaming with the overwhelming joy of orgasm as James pulled me down hard on his cock and with his fine penis buried deep in my womb he began to pump his hot seed inside me!
Jimmy in his bed seemed almost to vibrate with impotent fury and in the midst of my son induced orgasm, I found myself laughing -- the first full bodied happy laugh I let out in longer than I could remember. After all these miserable years of suffering and abuse, I was happy again!
As I felt James's cock begin to shrink in the aftermath of our lovemaking, I stood and turned around and began to shower his face with kisses -- his father now the farthest thing from my mind. "Take me to bed, darling," I gasped between kisses. "Make love to me again!"
"My pleasure, Mom," James replied as he stood up, bearing my weight easily and carried me into his small bedroom where for the next few hours, I forgot all about the bad part of our lives while my son made me remember all that is glorious about being a woman in love. I marveled at James's endurance and ability to recover. Perhaps it was simply his youth, but I think that there was a lot of wished for loving that inspired my son to continue to perform and please his mother.
Later in the day as we took care of Jimmy's physical needs, I felt enveloped in a cocoon of love unlike anything I'd ever experienced -- one that shielded me from my husband's ever present hate. Now he was something more or less to be pitied. Filled with my son's love (not to mention his hot semen), I could face any thing.
I also discovered that while I savored every moment James and I shared in the bedroom, I also was enjoying every moment that we could rub Jimmy's face in the fact that our son and I were now unashamedly lovers. That Saturday night as we watched television on the little black and white set we'd found in a second hand store, James and I were sitting on the couch holding hands as a Red Sox game unfolded. It was a hot night with no wind and the box fan on the fritz so my son was wearing only his boxer shorts and I was in a ragged slip. Jimmy was oblivious to the game, instead looking angrily at us.
Perhaps I am a terrible person, but I couldn't help myself. "You hoping for a little more of a peek, Jimmy?" I asked in a sweet voice. "It'll be my pleasure!" Winking at James, I slid to the floor and moved between my son's knees. I sighed with pleasure as I reached out and palmed his crotch, my heart beating faster as I felt James's cock pulse and grow.
"Ah, Jimmy -- you should be proud of James. He's already cummed in my pussy at least four times today and our fine man of a son can still get hard for his mother!" I said in a happy, laughing voice that I scarcely recognized as my own. I looked up into James's eyes and felt the heat again grow in my now well fucked pussy and said, "Would you like Mommy to suck your cock, sweetheart?"
James sighed happily, his face smooth and clear of many of the premature lines that the recent years had marked him with and he replied, "I would love that, Mom!"
It was with great relish that I fished his cock from his shorts, once again marveling at is girth and length and I leaned in and kissed the head tenderly before taking him in my mouth and letting my tongue roll slowly over his swollen glans, savoring the taste of the precum already building in his slit. I glanced over at Jimmy and saw his face, red and infuriated as he stared at me orally pleasing our son.
It thrilled me to humiliate him so -- not as a sadistic thrill but as retribution for all the pain and anguish he'd inflicted upon us. Satisfied, I turned my gaze again to James and held his gaze as he watched me suck his cock. All my energies turned to pleasing him and I tried to note which movements of my lips and tongue seemed to make him happiest. It took a little doing and I thought I would choke once or twice, but I managed to take all of him in my mouth -- doing that deep throat thing and reveled as I watched my son throw his head back in sheer ecstasy as I sucked him and sucked him and sucked him some more.
The day's events left him with considerable staying power and with nothing better or more enjoyable to do, I tried to give him the blowjob of a lifetime. When he would approach climax, I would back off, letting his blood swollen penis slip from between my lips to cool off a bit. I would fill these moments with pointed comments at Jimmy, asking him if I was sucking our son's cock correctly and informing him of how superior James's cock was to that of his father. "Don't you wish, Jimmy, that it was your wee little cock I was sucking?" I said tauntingly. "All your cruel words to me now, I bet you're wishing you could take back."
I licked the head of James's dick and smacked my lips as I grinned up at my husband, his anger almost turning him purple and then I added, "But from now on, the only cock these lips will taste is that of our son!"
Again and again, I took James deep in my mouth and throat, my tongue licking and exploring every ridge and vein of my son's wonderful cock until I was almost shivering from exhaustion. Finally, I could wait no more -- I began vigorously sucking James's cockhead, urging him with my eyes to cum for his mother and after a few minutes of exquisite torture, James moaned, "Mom, I'm -- I've got to cum!"
I sucked all the harder and was immediately rewarded with a tremendous blast of delicious, hot semen. I almost choked from the quickness and amount of sperm as my son shot streamer after streamer of thick and hot salty semen into my hungry mouth. I held off swallowing so I could let my son slip from my mouth, long and messy strands of spunk extending from his cock to my lips and show my husband how much seed our son could produce.
James's hands were intertwined in my hair and he was gasping, "That was incredible, Mom. I love you so much," while trying to catch his breath.
"I love your cum, James," I replied, licking a glop of his sperm from my lips. I turned and grinned at Jimmy who looked near enough to having another stroke. "And we're going to do this a lot from now on, I promise!"
As I got off my knees, James reached out and took my hand. "You know, Mom -- turn about is only fair play."
I raised an eyebrow and cocking my head to one side, said, "Now, whatever do you mean by that, son?"
In reply, James placed his hands under my slip and between my legs, palming my tender cunt. "I haven't gotten to taste your pussy yet, Mom!" He said with a leering grin and licking his lips.
My hands flew to my mouth in shock and in a breathless voice, I answered, "You'll be wanting to lick my pussy, James? No one -- your father never did that!"
James stood and waltzed me around and sat me down on the couch. As he knelt, he looked over at his father and said, "Dad, you're such a fucking idiot. How could you not want to eat Mom's pussy?" He flipped my slip upwards, revealing my red bush and my now well fucked cunt, almost as red as my pubic hair, my labia thick and swollen, glistening with my juices. James ran his hands along my inner thighs and then rubbed both palms over my sensitive puss -- almost making me cum just from his light touch.
"Oh son, have you ever done this before?" I whispered in wonder. I had never been licked before! Jimmy had thought it a foul and dirty thing to do all those years ago and now my son was eager and drooling to put his mouth on me where not but a few hours before he'd pumped load after load of sperm inside!
The bravado in his voice faded as James said softly back, "No, I haven't, Mom, but I've dreamed of eating your pussy and I promise you, I will become good at it!"
I spread my legs wide as James plunged his face into my tender flesh, crying out in delight as his tongue, thick and warm washed across my pussy lips and delved into my cunt. It was wonderful and in just a few seconds I was on fire like never before and my head was swimming as my son's tongue just seemed to devour me.
I cried and squirmed as James's tongue seemed to be everywhere...probing deep into my cunt or licking up and down my labia or probing for my clitoris, urging it to emerge from its little hood. His breath tickled as it blew warm air through my thick mat of red hair. As my son sucked and chewed and licked my pussy, I felt myself cumming over and over again, my body jerking about and stiffening up as orgasms swept me up...I was even aware of a sudden and strange, but intensely pleasurable sensation of ejaculating pussy juices into James's face as the incestuous pleasure took me time and time again.
Through it all, Jimmy stared and fumed, his mouth working impotently to form incoherent curses as he watched his only son kneel between his wife's legs and devour her pussy, pleasuring his mother while his father could only helplessly stare.
The pleasure was so incredible, so intense that I think I blacked out at least once. I know I suddenly realized that I was naked and that while lapping my pussy, James was also mauling my tits, pinching them hard as his tongue brought me off again, intensifying my pleasure in ways I would never have dreamed possible!
I was in a daze as our first full day as lovers ended and James and I dutifully made Jimmy ready for the night. Having prepared Jimmy for bed, I turned to my son and wrapped my arms around him. James's hands found my asscheeks and he lifted me up so I could wrap my legs around his waist, his hardening cock trapped between our bodies and we both wished Jimmy sweet dreams before my son carried me to his bedroom to make love to me one more time before we fell headlong into dreams of what might be yet to come.
And just that quickly the world seemed to change. Life was no longer a continuous drudge of hopeless labor and poverty. Taking care of Jimmy was a breeze knowing that my James would be transporting me to another world of delicious, incestuous pleasure, both in the near privacy of that tiny bedroom and with our blatant and lewd exhibitions in front of Jimmy. His anger now was muted by his wife and son's lust and love for each other.
Economically, things gradually improved as well. When James graduated in May from high school, he began applying for better jobs and found one. We were still poor, but now James had a better paying daytime job and supplemented that with some part time work that allowed us to spend more time together. We all were eating better and James took great delight bringing me the occasional little gift -- a new negligee and my first decent dress in years and perfume!
The doctor at the free clinic noted that even Jimmy seemed better health wise. "Although his spirits seem in decline -- I'm not seeing that old fire of his anymore," remarked the doctor. I had no answer for him, but I smiled with the secret knowledge that my retribution against Jimmy was visibly taking its toll. His anger at being openly cuckolded by his wife and son was extinguished fraction by fraction with each act of fucking or sucking that James and I performed in front of him. You can call me a spiteful and callous bitch if you want, but never once did I ever feel any guilt or remorse over making my husband watch me being pleasured by our son or making him witness my sluttish devotion to James. Indeed, it made the sex special and delicious in its own way.
Life went on this way for the next two years until the morning I arose from bed, my thighs sticky with my son's semen from a night of passionate lovemaking, and found Jimmy dead. The doctor's opinion was that a final stroke had killed him and I imagine that it indeed was the physical cause -- but in my heart, I proudly know that with every son induced moan of pleasure and with every combined cry of incestuous orgasm that Jimmy endured, we killed a bit of his black soul. I feel no shame. It wasn't revenge we'd earned, but a just retribution for the long years of pain that man gave his wife and son.
It might be melodramatic to end our story with a revelation that after Jimmy's burial in the city's pauper's graveyard that we found Jimmy's hidden stash of ill gotten cash and that James and I lived happily ever after, but of course that's not quite the way it happened.
Freed of the obligation of caring for Jimmy, I found work for myself and at my insistence James enrolled in the local college and went back to work part-time. The next few years were a struggle financially although we were wealthy beyond measure in terms of love as my son and I truly became one. Finally, James graduated with a degree in business and today we live in the Midwest, with James rising rapidly within the banking industry.
We rarely speak of the old days preferring to savor the present and dream of the future...a future in each other's arms, free of reckless and futile hatred and filled with the love of a mother and son. I'm still an optimist -- I've been wronged, but I had my retribution and life is once again wonderful.
The End
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Okay...I'm back - it has been only four months or so, but it seems alot longer. This story is somewhat autobiographical although nothing so bad has happened to me in real life, but I hope it catches the spirit of the last several months. It is also the first time I've tried to break down the so called "Fourth Wall," and I'm curious as to your impressions. Remember, it is a work of fiction. (However, all stories mentioned within are part of my writings here at Literotica.)
Enjoy and please fire off those comments - your feedback is what inspires me the most.

I splurged on a taxi ride from the bus depot, staring at my home town with the same eagerness and sense of wonder I'd had on the seven hour bus ride up Interstate 75. Who knew that two years of staring at gray concrete walls would leave someone so starved for color? Even the garish, neon colors of the fast food restaurants looked good to me. Focusing on the passing scenery also helped occupy my mind and help me to not think about how nervous I was. Of all the people I had to face now that I was free again, Mom would be the hardest.
The taxi pulled up in front of my mother's home – the house I grew up in. A modest tract house in a huge neighborhood filled with identical houses, each now made distinctive by forty years of passing time. Trees towed overhead – trees that had been saplings when I was a young child aching for trees big enough to climb.
I paid the driver and slung my duffle bag over my shoulder and began to walk up the sidewalk. The front door opened up and behind a screen door stood my mother and I paused, uncertain whether or not to continue.
Mom looked pretty much the same as the last time I'd seen her, just before the trial began. Mom was fifty now – I'd missed her birthday by three months. She wore her years well, her fair skin almost without flaw and wrinkles. The drab housedress she had on seemed to make her look dowdier than she really was. Mom has a matronly figure – big bosomed and large shapely hips and although she is thickening in the middle, she still has a curvy, reubenesque figure. Mom had her hair cut short, almost in a pixie cut and only her hair betrayed her age and perhaps the stress of the last few years as her black hair was liberally laced with gray. Mom's dark brown eyes glistened wetly as she looked me over like I was a stranger.
Mom opened the door and gave me a nervous, uncertain smile before she said, "Well, John, come on in."
I got my feet unstuck and came on up the sidewalk and onto the porch. I felt my throat trying to close and barely was able to stutter, "Hi, Mom." I tried looking her in the eye, but I felt my face flush and embarrassment flood over me. I wanted to turn around and run like hell. The only problem was I didn't know where else to go.
Mom's troubled smile stayed on her face, but she reached out and squeezed my shoulder and then leaned in and said in a voice as choked up as mine, "Welcome home, son." She used her hand to propel me forward and I stepped into the house of my youth, looking much as it had when I was a child, big, overstuffed sofa and chairs, a relatively new television and pictures of family – Mom, Dad and myself at various stages of my youth. There was an empty space on one wall that was lighter than the rest roughly the size of a picture or to be more precise, a wedding portrait. I gave thanks for small mercies.
When the door was closed, I dropped my duffel bag to the floor and turned to face Mom who was studying me intently. Silence and tension filled the air as Mom looked me over. Mom reached out and ran her fingers through my hair. She smiled again, more sad than nervous as she said, "You're going gray, son. You've got more gray than me now."
I shrugged, still not sure I could open my mouth without breaking down and bawling like a baby Mom stepped closer until she was almost in my arms and said, "Are you okay, John? All that time...all that happened, are you okay?"
I took a long, stuttering breath and as I let the breath go, I replied, "I'm fine now, Mom...now that I'm here." And then I started to cry and Mom's arms were around me and we were both crying and I never felt so glad to be somewhere in all my life.
After we both ran out of tears, Mom told me to take my things down the hall to my old room and get unpacked and cleaned up while she got dinner together. Wiping my eyes, I could only nod and do as she asked me to.
As I walked down to my old room, my head was full of churning emotions. Embarrassment still threatened to overwhelm me even as I struggled not to let my body react to being embraced by a female...any female in over two years, but especially by my mother. I let my mind turn to recent memories of being on the inside to quell the erection that was half-formed in my slacks.
I tried to focus my attention elsewhere and found distractions in my old bedroom. At age thirty-three, I had been on my own for almost fifteen years and Mom had long ago turned my old room into a guest room. My sports memorabilia, kung-fu posters and twin bed had been replaced by a queen size bed and a mature and tasteful bedroom suite. As I put away my few possessions into a bureau drawer, I realized how dispossessed I was...my history in this room erased like my life had been.
Back downstairs, having washed a day's travel off me, my mood brightened considerably as Mom demonstrated that one thing had not changed and that was her cooking. To most folks, I reckon that meat loaf and mashed potatoes wouldn't be that big a deal, but most folks never had my Mom's meat loaf and mashed potatoes, topped off with a big slice of her pecan pie! After more institutional meals than I ever want to remember, Mom's cooking was pure ambrosia and I made a pig of myself while Mom looked on with a pleased expression on her face.
Still, there was a distance – a gulf between us – something that etched tension on Mom's face as she rambled on about family doings that I'd missed over the past few years...a something that both of us seemed reluctant to bring up.
Mom shooed me away when I offered to help her with the dishes, instead insisting I keep my seat and drink another glass of her sun tea while she cleaned the kitchen up. A lot of awkward silences ensued before Mom finally worked up the courage to ask me, "So, John – is it all that over now? You don't have to do anything else?" Mom's shoulders shook as she spoke, facing away from me as she washed dishes. There was fear and worry in her voice.
I made sure I had my voice under control before I replied, "It's done. The conviction is being expunged from the record despite the district attorney's objections. The appeals court's ruling is final and I won't face any further charges." I didn't know how relieved I was until I said it aloud and could hear it in my voice.
Mom's body shuddered with what I hoped was relief as well and then she said, "What about you and Lisa? Have you talked to her? Is there any chance..."
She left the rest unsaid as I let out a weary sigh. "No, Mom, we're done. The divorce was final over a year ago. Her lawyer told my lawyer that she wants nothing to do with me. The shysters are working out a new settlement on the sale of our house now." I shook my head in disgust. "I just want to move on, Mom. I've had two years to fall out of love with Lisa. I'm not pissed at her any more. I just want to rebuild my life."
Mom turned and looked at me – the pain and confusion as evident on her face as it had been two years ago when I'd asked her not to attend my trial. I could see the struggling emotions on her face as she replied softly, "I'm so sorry, John. I wish – maybe if I'd done things differently after your father left us..." She ducked her head and spun around – not fast enough for me not to see the tears.
I wanted to go and wrap my arms around my mother, but I was frozen in my seat, feeling frustrated and impotent and embarrassed. I could hear the inadequacy in my voice as I said, "It's not your fault, Mom. It's no-one's fault."
That was a lie of course. All of this was my fault. Almost three years ago, my then wife, Lisa went and found religion in a big way. Then already knowing my predilection for internet pornography, Lisa did some snooping on my laptop and discovered my secret life as Ahabscribe – writer of incest fiction. Along with my many stories, Lisa found other folks' stories and my collection of incest cartoons, hentai, and explicit photos and videos. And she went insane over it.
Lisa decided I was some sort of child porn purveyor despite the complete lack of actual child porn and she turned my laptop over to the local police department which agreed with her that I was some kind of sick pervert and before I knew it, I was under arrest and completely disgraced. I lost my job, my friends gradually faded into the woodwork, especially as the incestuous nature of my writing and collection emerged.
Lisa began divorce proceedings even before the trial began. My pride in my writing struggled with the sudden embarrassment of being portrayed as the "Incest Pervert" in the local media and worse of all – I hated the attacks and recriminations thrown at my mother as ugly speculations were tossed her way. The last time I had seen Mom was just before the trial when I had insisted she not attend – to distance herself from me for her own well being.
The trial was a slam dunk guilty verdict. Despite not finding one piece of actually illegal material, I was found guilty of trafficking in illegal pornography and sentenced to twelve years in prison. With a final swing of his gavel, the judge finished destroying my life and off to a Georgia penitentiary I went.
For the next two years, my lawyer worked towards an appeal while I counted the days inside a minimum security facility. Two weeks ago, my conviction was overturned and the prosecuting attorney censured for not exercising proper perspective for whatever that might be worth. As I sat there in Mom's kitchen, I knew that there would a coming settlement for wrongful conviction, but due to the lurid nature of the charges, my lawyer predicted it would be a pittance compared to what I'd lost.
Suddenly I realized Mom was standing over me, her hand on my neck as she again repeated that she was so sorry – "If I'd raised you better...if you'd had a father here, maybe it would have been different."
I broke free of my enervation and came to my feet and in a teary voice repeated, "Mom this isn't your fault. This is all on me. I never dreamed my feelings and fantasies would cause you this kind of pain!" I wrapped my arms around Mom and pulled her tight and for the second time that day we shared a good cry, embracing tightly. Despite my guilt at the pain I had caused her, part of me was aroused by the situation. I could feel Mom's heavy breasts, restrained by her bra, heaving against my chest, creating in me feelings that I hadn't allowed myself to feel in years. I felt myself hardening as Mom's belly bumped and pressed against my groin area. My head started to spin as I felt myself grow light-headed in my excitement.
Mom, I think, must have felt my growing arousal too as she abruptly broke our embrace and stepped away and around the table, wiping her eyes as she moved. She laughed half-heartedly and said, "You must think I'm ridiculous carrying on this way."
I let out a shuddering sigh and sat back down, trying to hide any evidence of my erection as I rubbed my eyes, my face wet with my tears. "No, Mom. It...I know it had to be tough on you – all the embarrassment of having a pervert for a son and it all being on television and in the papers."
Mom's face reddened a bit and she frowned as she replied, "No, John. I know you're no pervert. Things get...well, they get confusing." Mom turned away and went back to her dishes and things went very quiet for a bit. Finally, Mom glanced up at the kitty-cat clock on the wall, its tail and eyes moving as they had when I was a little boy. "I think the Tigers are on the television tonight. Why don't you go watch while I finish up in here?"
I sensed that Mom wanted to be alone for a few minutes and having calmed down enough so that there wasn't an obvious bulge in my pants, I took my tea and went into the living room and turned on the TV, sitting in the old recliner chair as I had when I was a kid. The Tigers were playing the White Sox, but my head wasn't in the game despite having dearly missed baseball while I was in prison. My mind was on Mom and what being near her was doing to me. I hadn't considered that when I had called her after learning I was to be released and asking if I could come home until I got things sorted out.
I hadn't really known who else to turn to afterwards. Lisa was long gone, returning to her native Maryland and all my "friends" had made it clear I was no longer welcomed around them. And despite being cleared of the charges – I had no desire to stay in Georgia one minute longer than necessary. Mom had remained the one constant in my life – sending me letters filled with hope and love, never mentioning the circumstances of my incarceration, but remaining the one beacon of hope within my cold, gray world.
Mom came in with fresh cups of coffee and sat across from me on the sofa and we both pretended to watch the baseball game for a long time. I hadn't even bothered to turn the volume up. The silence was almost deafening in and of itself. We each traded uncomfortable glances with each other.
"I guess we need to talk about this," Mom said suddenly, her gaze suddenly fixed intently on me, reminding of times when I had gotten into trouble back in high school. I was reminded of the time I wrecked her car and she had interrogated me calmly in this very room until all the truth came out.
I took a deep breath and nodded, finally replying, "I suppose so. It's like the elephant in the room, isn't it?"
Mom smiled then, one of the first untroubled smiles I'd seen on her face since I walked through the door. It brought out her beauty so much it made my heart ache. Then her expression became more serious and she said, "So, you're fascinated with incest?"
I shrugged, feeling my face begin to burn. "Yes – some might say it's more of an obsession to me."
Mom nodded and said, "Is that why you used the name Ahabscribe? Ahab was an obsessed man and you love to..."
"Write – yeah – in part anyway. I um, loved the idea of incest – of family members in love and lust and making love. I have always imagined that family love would be more intimate, more intense than any other type of relationship and it captured my imagination...I guess." From the heat on my face, I knew I had to be blushing – my face a deep shade of red. My heart was pounding so hard it almost hurt. I couldn't believe I was having this conversation with Mom of all people.
Mom's face was red too, but there was a look of intense curiousness in her expression. "And all the things they found on your computer – incest?"
"Yeah, Mom, most of it was. Most of it was related to incest. Cartoons and such. A lot of it was Japanese cartoons, what they call hentai."
Mom said, "Yes, I know what hentai is, John."
She looked at me expectantly and I went on. "Um yeah, well, cartoons and drawings depicting incest and other people's supposedly true stories and lots of fiction and lots of photographs of pretend incest and maybe a few real pictures and some videos – there's a lot of fantasy incest stuff out there on the net. Some of the videos were adult movies like the Taboo stuff and some of it was more or less amateur."
Mom was silent for a moment, biting her lower lip as she appeared lost in thought. I idly wondered if she knew how sexy she looked when she did that. Finally Mom went on, "And most of this – this incest porn that you had, it wasn't about fathers and daughters or brothers and sisters, it was about mothers and sons?"
I suddenly realized that I had only thought I was blushing before. My face was so hot now I was amazed that my skin didn't ignite. "Yes, Mom," I said in a tight voice. It was mostly about mothers and sons."
Mom shivered violently as if we were in a deep freeze even though the room seemed suddenly extremely warm to me. "Son, how long have you been obsessed about mother and son incest?"
I thought for a few seconds and shrugged my shoulders. "I'm not sure, Mom. It seems like forever...since I was a teenage anyway."
Mom shivered again and suddenly hugged herself – trying to find comfort and maybe warmth in her own embrace. She dropped her gaze – looking at the carpet as she said, "Were your fantasies back when you were a kid about me...about you and me?"
I was silent for long seconds. Mom finally raised her head to look at me, her brown eyes boring intently into me – trying to understand who and what her son was. "Please, son – answer me."
My throat felt dry as I rasped out. "Yes, Mom – it was about you from the first – since I first understood what was happening to me in puberty. I always loved you. I have always been in love with you."
Mom's face grew redder and there was an expression on her face unlike any I'd ever seen before as she replied, "And lust. You lusted for me...you wanted me sexually."
Feeling so light-headed I thought I might faint, I said, "Yes. I dreamed of us together. I dreamed of your body...touching you, kissing you, fu-fucking you."
Mom closed her eyes tightly as if trying to tune my words out. "You've been thinking about this – about us all these years – even while you were in prison?"
"Yes, Mom." I whispered.
Mom, eyes still closed, continued, "And now, right now, are you still imagining us being lovers?"
"Yes, Mom," I whispered again, my voice hoarse and scared. If Mom threw me out of her house and out of her life, I would be truly alone.
Mom's eyes snapped open and again, I couldn't read the expression on her face. Mom stood up and walked away from me, going over to the mantle and looking at pictures of us – a pictorial tour of a mother and son over three plus decades. Not looking at me, Mom asked, "Why, John? Why did you develop these feelings for me...for us?"
I paused again, trying to put into words what I'd felt all my life. "I don't know, Mom. I'm not sure I'll ever know for sure. I just have always loved you. Maybe it's because after Dad left, it was just me and you against the world and we were always so close. Maybe it's because you're so beautiful...I remember the first time after puberty hit that I saw you naked..."
I stopped speaking as Mom's head turned quickly around to look at me, her eyes burning with emotion. "Yes? Keep talking, John!" she said in a husky voice.
"Um, I guess I was twelve or so – I'd just started getting serious hard...um, erections and one afternoon I walked in on you in the bathroom just as you were getting into the shower. You were completely naked and beautiful and I surprised you and you just stood there in shock, one foot resting on the edge of the tub." I paused, seeing it again in my eyes and Mom raised a hand to her mouth and I saw the recognition in her eyes and knew that she remembered that moment too.
"And then?" Mom prompted.
"I don't know – I guess it was like seeing the real you for the first time – seeing you as more than my mother – seeing you as a woman. Your breasts were so incredible, full and round and your bush – I never knew a woman could be so hairy between her legs." I paused, taking a deep breath, wondering if this was all a dream – me talking like this to my mother.
Mom stared at me expectantly and I continued, "It seemed like I stared at you for hours, but I guess it was just a few seconds and you finally laughed and said, 'Okay, buddy, scram. Every woman has them – tits and pussy, it's no big deal,' and I hauled ass out of there and back to my room." I stopped again, unsure of whether to continue, but Mom didn't even need to speak. Her face communicated her desire to know it all.



I swallowed and said, "I was so hard, Mom. I think it was the first time I'd had an erection because of you specifically and I didn't really know what I was doing, but I rubbed my dick and stroked it and then I came for the first time. The first time I shot a load of sperm, I was thinking of you, Mom."
Mom just stared for what seemed forever and then she walked shakily back to the couch and sat down, breathing heavy and then after letting out a long sigh, said, "Love and lust coming together for the first time." She stopped and studied me. "But not for the last time." It wasn't a question, but a simple statement of fact.
"No, Mom – it was just the beginning for me. I've always had this special feeling for you. I had my crushes and loves – Ramona, Terri, Cassie and Lisa, but I never stopped loving you and dreaming of us..."
I stopped speaking as Mom slowly shook her head. "All those years and I never had any idea. I knew we were close – that you loved me a lot, but not like that." Mom looked at me and there were tears in her eyes and a look of confusion. She opened her mouth to speak again, but all she could say was, "I never had a clue."
We sat there in silence as the baseball game played on, the only sounds being our breathing and for me anyway, the drumming beat of my own heart. Finally, I began to apologize again, but Mom held up her hand – an old gesture of hers for, "Shut the hell up!" Silence reigned for what seemed an eternity. Mom again studied me...for what I don't know. Then she looked down at the carpet again as if in contemplation.
"I've read your stories, John." Mom said suddenly. She was again looking at me. Again, I felt a wave of dizziness sweep over me – the idea of my mother reading my incestuous writings filling me with horror and wonder.
"My stories?" I replied, feeling numb.
Mom nodded and said, "Yes, your stories – at least all that are on that Literotica place on the internet. After everything that happened and you were locked up, I wanted so much to understand it all and so I looked them up and read them...all of them."
"Oh my God," I whispered. Images from so many stories raced through my mind – images of Mom re-imagined as a wanton slut for her son – images of Mom engaged in every sort of sexual act with me and with other women – images of Mom begging me to make her pregnant. Even in the stories of mother-son incest where there was no physical resemblance to Mom, her spirit inhabited each of those characters.
Mom began to speak, paused, a small smile emerging on her face as she finally said, "You certainly can write. I couldn't believe how vivid your descriptions were. You certainly seemed able to describe my body in detail." A scolding frown crossed her face. "Just how many times have you seen me naked?"
I started to laugh, but wasn't sure if Mom was trying to be humorous or not. "Um, I don't know – I guess over my teenage years, maybe a dozen times – mostly glimpses."
Mom arched an eyebrow. "Mostly glimpses?"
I shrugged my shoulders. "I came home early from school one time my senior year and you were sun-tanning naked on the patio. I was um, real quiet and you never knew I was there."
Mom laughed – a happy laugh that seemed to take a lot of tension out of her. "Oh Christ! I can't believe you did that! How long did you peek at me? Did you masturbate while you spying on me?"
"Uh, yeah, I did – twice in fact. You were asleep I guess. I must have watched you for at least an hour."
Mom nodded to herself. "Well, I guess that explains how you can describe me so well." She stopped again as if collecting her thoughts. "And the sex...you write so graphically and so intensely. I never imagined anyone writing about making love or just fucking so precisely and getting the sensations so dead on accurate."
Mom looked at me sharply. "And why do you write so much from the mother's point of view – from my point of view?"
I felt my face burn anew and some small part of my brain wondered just how hard a man could blush and not die. It took a bit of time for me to answer. How to put what I felt into words? Finally, "Mom, I guess I like to write from your point of view because..." I took a deep breath. "Because imagining you so head over heels in love with me, imagining you wanting me as both son and lover, imagining you cumming with my um, cock buried inside of you is the most erotic thing I can imagine."
Mom's face seemed to lose all color for a moment and then quickly turned a bright shade of red again as she processed my answer and after long minutes of thinking about it, could only reply with a quiet, "Oh."
More minutes passed. The ballgame ended and was replaced by some old comedy show rerun. People ran around in seemingly helter-skelter fashion on the screen, reflecting my churning emotions. Mom finally spoke up again. "This is going to sound weird, but you really write with a lot of passion. It was so strange reading these stories and knowing that you were really writing about me – so intensely sexual and yet loving, almost like you were worshipping me in some lewd and erotic way."
I nodded and bravely offered up, "Yes, worshipping you is something the writing represented. In a way you are my religion, Mom. Mostly, I guess my stories were meant to be love letters you were never meant to see."
Mom closed her eyes and sighed. "Love letters. Love letters from a son to his mother." Mom laughed again – the laughter more bitter than before. "Love letters you couldn't show me, but the rest of the world got to read."
"I'm sorry, Mom. I suppose I should have kept them private – never putting them on the net, but...I couldn't tell you how I felt, but I wanted – I've always wanted to tell the whole world how wonderful you are and how much I loved you and how much I wanted you."
I didn't realize until I said the words aloud how badly I wanted to say it – how badly I had always wanted Mom to know how I felt. I was amazed at the sudden sensation of a burden lifted from my heart. If Mom told me to leave this very instant, I could live with it – at least I could leave knowing she knew how I truly felt.
Mom shivered again and she let go with another sigh – this one more passionate and one that seemed to draw the tension back into the room. She closed her eyes again as if trying to pay no heed to the emotion thickening in the room. "Well, I suppose you got your message across. I read the readers' comments – they really liked your stories."
My turn to laugh as I responded, "Well, some of them did. Some people thought I was a no talented pervert-slash-creep!"
Mom frowned. "Now that's not true," she responded. "Most of the people who made comments seem to love your writing. They thought it was erotic and nasty in a good way and romantic." I looked at my mother in amazement. It was almost as if she were taking pride in how people had liked my work.
Mom gazed at me steadily, her gaze resolutely meeting mine. "I read your stories, John. I've read them over and over again and son, your readers are right. Your stories are erotic and nasty and so romantic!"
I rocked back in my seat, feeling like I'd been smacked with a baseball bat. "Mom?" I gasped.
"John, I've been trying to understand you and all this since you were arrested. I went online and read your stories and I couldn't believe how they made me feel! Even now I feel scared and confused, but god help me, reading about Carrie and John or any of the others, fucking with abandon, losing themselves in each other's sweat and flesh and cum, from the first, John, from the fir..." Mom's voice broke and she let out a sob and I leapt to my feet, but Mom held up her hand to stop me.
Mom regained control and continued in a halting voice. "From the first, son, as I read your stories, they did something to me. I've never been so excited, so turned on as I was reading about your mothers and sons – no, about you and me fucking and loving each other so completely." Mom smiled up at me – love and desire now dominating her expression – looks I'd never dreamed I'd actually see – at least directed at myself. "For close to two years, John, I've read your stories over and over, playing with myself, making myself orgasm to your words...imagining it was you making me moan and cum and until today I never truly understanding that it was you making me cum."
"Mom, what are you saying?" I almost sobbed – my voice husky with emotion.
Mom's hands slipped up shakily to the top buttons at her neck. "I'm not sure, son. I've tried to imagine this moment for months. I guess I'm saying..." Mom paused and swallowed and summoned up a come hither smile as she began unbuttoning her housedress. "I guess I'm saying, would my son like to see his mother's breasts again?"
I took a hesitant step towards my mother as she undid button after button until her bra encased breasts were exposed. Mom paused in unbuttoning her dress and spread the dress wide, exposing her chest – her cream colored heavy duty bra seeming to barely be restraining her meaty breasts which were heaving with the excitement of the moment. "Well, John – do you want to see Mommy's titties again?"
"Oh yes!" I moaned, taking steps towards Mom, not believing this was really happening as I sank to my knees before my mother.
Mom smiled lovingly at me as her hand fluttered about her bra – then with an almost unseen flick of her hand, she undid the front loading bra and the cups sprang apart and Mom's heavy breasts fell free. Mom's tits were enormous – larger than in my youth as over the years, Mom's weight had increased a bit. Their size had yielded somewhat to gravity and they sloped entrancingly like two large gourds on her chest, capped by thick, nickel sized brown nipples, now erect and pulsing with excitement. A hint of last year's tan line revealed the skimpiness of her swimsuit.
Mom's breasts were gorgeous and I stared at them with love and an almost religious awe and was so transfixed in their presence that I almost didn't hear Mom say softly, "Go ahead, son – touch them – kiss them if you want."
One second I was staring at my mother's tits and then my hands were full of her soft, warm flesh and my face was buried in her cleavage, inhaling the sweet aroma of Mom's skin – sweat and perfume and something else...something almost indescribable but which made my stiff and aching cock pulse with need.
I kneaded Mom's breasts – squeezed and caressed, teasing stiff, rubbery nipples with my fingers before my mouth discovered them and I felt more than heard Mom's low groans and I ran my tongue over her nipples, tasting and licking and sucking and then feeling gratified as Mom gave a loud gasp of pleasure when I nipped at the blood engorged tips with my teeth. Somehow I had always known my mother liked having her nipples bitten and now my suspicions were proved correct.
As I nibbled on Mom's tits, my hands roamed over them as well and then upwards to her shoulders, pushing her housedress off and at the thought of Mom's bare shoulders, I slowly began to kiss my way upwards, running my tongue along the valley of her cleavage and then kissing her upper chest – now covered in a sexual flush while my hands returned to caress her meaty breasts. I kissed my way along her naked shoulder until I reached Mom's neck which I kissed and nibbled until finally I rose up to face Mom – our lips, noses and eyes as close as could be without touching.
We seemed surrounded by utter silence as if the moment were too holy to be profaned with the spoken word. I saw hungry permission in Mom's eyes and fulfilled a lifetime dream as I leaned forward and pressed my open lips against Mom's mouth. Her tongue was waiting to greet mine and again my cock throbbed as for the first time I experienced the sacred thrill of French-kissing my mother for the first time.
I felt the sudden need to cum – almost exploding into orgasm as Mom's tongue curled around mine – its heat and wetness and eagerness representing Mom's newly revealed desires all by itself. We both kept our eyes open – seeing the need and love we had for each other reflected as we kissed and kissed and kissed. A part of me realized that if nothing else happened – that if Mom changed her mind, I would still die a happy man.
The kiss seemed to last nearly forever – ending only when Mom gently pushed me away. I leaned back on my knees to gaze of the erotic sight of my mother, a silly grin on her lovely face and her chest heaving mightily as she whispered huskily. "I dreamed about that, but never imagined it would be so...so..."
"Good?" I supplied, surprised by the giddiness in my voice. "The best kiss I ever had, Mom!"
She grinned and replied, "Me too, but I'm guessing we can do even better!" She licked her lips and took a deep breath and then continued. "But first, I was thinking, maybe my son would like to get another peek at Mommy's pussy?" Her hands fluttered down and pulled her housedress away from her lap and thighs, revealing her slightly meaty thighs. She spread her legs to show me plain, white cotton panties opaquely concealing a dark shadow between her legs.
I groaned as I realized that in the center of her crotch was a large and visible wet spot – teasingly making the cotton material almost but not quite transparent. I shivered as I struggled to maintain control over my aching cock. I ask you, what son wouldn't struggle to not cum at the vision of his mother wet with arousal...wet because of him?
"John, why don't you take my panties off for me?" Mom said in a breathless voice. I didn't hesitate for a moment, moving in and slipping my hands under the elastic waistband of my mother's panties. Mom lifted herself up as I slowly pulled them off of her, drawing her legs back together as I eased back, my gaze torn between seeing my heart's dream between her thighs and admiring the womanly curves of her legs.
When I had her panties in my hands, almost absently, I brought them to my face and inhaled Mom's lush scent as I had so many times in my youth with her undergarments swiped from the hamper. Mom's strong scent of sex made my head swim and my blood course through my body with a new urgency.
Then almost shyly yet teasingly, Mom slowly spread her legs again and I heard myself sigh, "Mom, I love you" as I beheld fully the glory of my mother's hairy cunt. Between Mom's luscious thighs nestled a thick, black pelt of hair – curly and glistening with her arousal and with two thick lips blossoming out from it like a lush lily from the fertile earth.
I don't remember moving. Suddenly I had my face buried in Mom's furry muff, reveling in the feel of Mom's bush tickling my face – soft yet scratchy as I inhaled her scent from the source – so strong I could taste it as well as smell it. I nuzzled and rubbed my mouth against Mom's hairy pussy, my movements becoming more forceful and needy with each passing second. My nose and lips found slick and wet flesh and her labia spread and parted and my tongue was delving deep into my mother's pussy and I sobbed with happiness as I tasted the sweet nectar of Mom's love cream for the first time.
Mom's body quivered violently – seemingly all around me as she drew her thighs in, trapping my face between her legs – I felt her feet cross and come to rest on my back and my muffled ears still heard a plaintive cry as I fed my long denied hunger for the place of my birth. I felt Mom's fingers intertwine in my hair as I lapped and kissed her wet cunt, drinking her heavily flowing juices like a man dying of thirst.
I explored Mom's pussy with my mouth, blindly discovered the delightful shape of her cunt lips with my tongue and then exploring until I found her clitoris, a long and swollen thing emerging from its hood to be kissed and gently caressed as Mom bucked her pelvis against my face. Her flood of cunt cream became a raging torrent – splattering my mouth and face with her juices as Mom screamed out her pleasure again and again as I licking and sucked and kissed her until my face was raw and my jaws ached pleasurably. I thrilled in the knowledge that Mom was having her first orgasm from my actual touch and the only lack of joy was from the idle thoughts of wishing I could have seen Mom orgasm the first time she had read one of my stories.
Finally, I felt Mom go limp – her legs falling away from me allowing me to hear her feeble gasps for breath. With regret I fell back myself, face dripping with Mom's love juices only to have my breath taken away by the vision before me. Mom naked – her short, black and pepper hair wet – her body gleaming with fuck sweat – meaty breasts heaving and rolling with each breath she took – nipples so painfully swollen they looked ready to burst and legs spread wide, her pussy lips spread wide revealing her gleaming wet flesh.
A more erotic sight I had never before seen and I am not ashamed to say that the sight of my mother still in the throes of a son induced orgasm was more than I could take and with a sob of joy, I exploded in my pants! I shook and quaked as I struggled to stay on my knees as I shot jet after jet of hot sperm in my shorts, feeling my hot gooey seed spreading around my groin., gasping, "MOM! Mom, I love you!" as I had a sweet Mom induced orgasm of my own.
Mom's eyes grew wide as she realized what had happened and she struggled to sit up, saying, "Baby – John...did you...? Oh, son – did I do that to you?"
My joy began to mix with regret as I fully understood what had happened and I said, "Mom – I'm so sorry, I...I didn't mean to..."
Mom flew off the couch laughing and babbling as she pushed me off balance and onto my back. "Oh, John. Did Mommy being all nasty make you cum?" She began scrabbling at my belt and zipper. "Did you fill your shorts with hot jizz, son? I have to see that"
My shoes and socks went flying and then Mom was tugging off my slacks, a great eager grin on her face and hunger in her eyes. Roughly she yanked at my shorts, pulling them off me and then she drew up short, kneeling there between my legs. Here gaze locked onto my now naked crotch – my still mostly erect penis smeared with my sperm, thick white blobs splattered on the head and smeared along the shaft with other big drops of my seed splattered in my pubic hair.
Mom gazed longingly down at my cock for a long time and then looked into my eyes, a fiery expression on her face that promised so many forbidden things. Then Mom held up my briefs and peered at the globs of semen splattered and smeared on the cotton fabric. As if imitating my earlier actions, Mom brought my underwear to her face, inhaling deeply before saying. "I almost forgot what a man really smells like," she sighed. Mom gave me a sideways glance and grinned as she added, "And what he tastes like!"
I groaned and my slowly shrinking cock suddenly jerked with excitement as I watched my mother act as lewdly as any of my fictional mothers as her tongue snaked out and lapped up a thick blob of my semen from my shorts. Mom closed her eyes as she let my seed rest on her extended tongue for several seconds as if savoring the taste before she swallowed it. Opening her eyes, Mom moaned and whispered. "Better than I ever dreamed, John. I want more!"
Mom dropped between my legs, taking my recovering cock in her hands, smearing her fingers with my sperm and cooing to herself in delight at the amount of jizzum I had shot. Holding my cock within tongue's reach, Mom looked up at me and said, "I haven't had a lot of experience with sucking cock, baby, I hope Mommy doesn't disappoint!"
Believe me, Mom didn't. Enthusiasm made up for inexperience and I was transported to a level of pleasure I'd never known before as Mom took me into her mouth and began sucking and licking me – cleaning me of my spent juice. I groaned as my sensitive flesh was scoured clean by Mom's warm, loving tongue. Mom's eyes stayed on my face, only closing when she made moans of contented joy as she ate my sperm.



My fingers clawed the carpet as Mom made love to my cock with her mouth – her tongue lovingly exploring the length of my shaft, swirling about the head and then racing through my pubic hairs to lick up smeared glops of semen before she returned to sucking me vigorously. Now in my thirties, I'm nowhere as virile as I was as a teenager, but just the vision of my own mother sucking my cock clean of my sperm was more than enough to return me to a long, throbbing erection.
Mom finished with a lewd wet smacking of her lips and then scrambled upwards along my body, her heavy breasts and hard nipples dragging deliciously along my skin. Then we were kissing again, our faces smeared with each other's juices – tasting each other as we kissed and held each other tight.
"John, I dreamed of this moment – of this all working out, but I never imagined..." Tears began to stream down Mom's face as the emotions of the moment overwhelmed us both. "I love you, son!"
I felt my own tears burning trails down my face as I answered, "I know, Mom. I love you too!" before showering her with kisses.
We lay there on the floor kissing for a long time, our hands stroking and caressing – both of us feeling our desires build. Finally, Mom reached down and stroked my stiff penis and looking into my eyes said almost shyly. "John, will you please take me bed and make love to me?"
My heart, already beating fast, speeded up at the thought and I somehow managed to whisper, "Oh, Mom – I've waited my whole life for you to ask me that!"
Somehow we got to our feet, never really untangling ourselves from each other. We slowly made our way out of the living room and into the hallway still in an loving embrace – our lips locked in a passionate kiss, Mom walking backwards, her hand firmly wrapped around my cock as we moved, stroking me gently. She led me past my bedroom and into hers. Candles were already burning – some already burning low, casting the room in a dusky romantic light and there was a hint of jasmine in the air.
Mom's bed was turned down and I realized that she'd come in and gotten things ready earlier while I was watching the ballgame. It gave me a sweet thrill to realize Mom had dreamed and planned to become my lover for a long time. I looked at Mom with an understanding and grateful smile and as she saw comprehension in my face, she looked down, an embarrassed smile on her face.
By the time our legs hit the side of the bed and we fell on it in a tangle of limbs, I was completely naked and we squirmed and caressed and hunched against each other – unable to satisfy a hunger to feel each other's bodies. Between long, ardent kisses, we were kissing each other's bodies – my tongue swirling around Mom's turgid nipples and then Mom slipping down to shower my chest with soft kisses before rolling her tongue over my pebbled nipples, playfully nipping at them before she slithered back up my body to press her lips against mine again.
Desire and need mounted until finally I found myself between Mom's widespread thighs. I was resting on my arms, my cock lengthwise along my mother's hairy cunt – captivated by her carnal beauty – face and chest flushed red in sexual heat, Mom's tits rolling as she breathed rapidly, her short black and gray hair glistening with sweat and her tongue peeking out between her lips. I felt her full thighs scissoring against my hips, thrusting her pelvis upwards – hungry for my cock.
"Are you ready for me, Mom?" I murmured – flexing my crotch to run my cockhead through her thick thatch of pubic hair – feeling her heat and the wetness. My heart felt as if it would explode. A lifetime of dreams – of fantasy was now within grasp. I gazed into Mom's big brown eyes, seeing my own incestuous desires reflected there. Tears welled up in my eyes as my love for my mother threatened to overwhelm me.
"I can't believe we're doing this. I've imagined this moment for days, months, son and now..." Mom let out a long, shuddering sigh and licked her lips before continuing, "I want this so much, John. I want you."
My soul sang with joy, but still I hesitated, feeling Mom's labia touching the very tip of my cock trying to clasp me – draw me inside my birthplace. I needed to hear the words...words that I'd dreamed of for so long. "Say the words, Mom." I groaned. "Tell me what I've waited so long to hear."
Mom lifted a hand to my face, stroking my cheek tenderly and then in the voice that is to me the very epitome of love, said, "Son, please fuck me! Please fuck your mother, John! Fuck me hard with your....OH GOD YESSSSS!" I never let her finish as I plunged in – wanting to go slow and savor every fraction of my mother's sweet pussy, but then plunging fast and hard as I buried my cock in her wonderful creamy soft heat!
Mom threw her head back as she cried out her pleasure – her thighs pressing into me as her legs came up reflexively to wrap around my lower back – feet crossing and driving into my hips as my mother flung her pussy upwards to meet my thrust and bury me deep inside her – all in one incredible swift motion.
I felt as if every atom of my being had been hit with an intense electrical charge emanating outwards from my cock and through my entire body. My cock throbbed and threatened a second premature ejaculation as the unique and incredible sensation of being completely enveloped in her silky wet heat was unlike anything I'd ever experienced before.
Mom's vagina wasn't tight like a young woman nor was her pussy a gaping, loose hole. Mom had the muscular control of a mature woman and the delicious sensation of her cunt flesh taking me – holding and massaging me was heightened by the secret knowledge of flesh returning to its own. On the most primal level, my cock, my body, my mind recognized Mom's pussy as its place of origin. Within that wonderful, wet place was the place I was conceived and came into being and now the flesh of mother and son were joined again in a celebration of incestuous joy and ecstasy!
For an eternity, neither of us dared or wanted to move. We lay there, joined cock and pussy in the oldest expression of human love known, savoring the sharing of flesh between man and woman, strengthened in by the love between mother and son. Tears of joy fell from my cheeks to join those running down Mom's face. Silence reined as we savored the moment before finally sobs of pleasure became laughs and sighs of happiness.
Gradually we began to move, slowly rocking, producing more pressure than motion as we began to make love. We kissed, our tongues seeking to become one and our bodies seemed to meld together, flesh melting into flesh. I never felt so safe and loved as I did in Mom's embrace – arms and legs wrapped tightly around my body as her pussy kept a sweet grip on my cock.
Somewhere after an infinity of this, we found ourselves moving in perfect harmony – my cock pumping in and out of Mom's clasping cunt – the intensity of her heat matched only by the wetness of her inner flesh – an almost indescribable liquid friction that created a carnal conflagration in our joined loins that spread through our naked, slick bodies and then into our souls, consuming us and claiming us converts in a more than holy moment.
So intense was the pleasure, I wanted to do nothing more than close my eyes and be lost in that incestuous pleasure forever, but my gaze was held by the beauty of my mother, lost in the throes of love and lust, her head turning from side to side as her own pleasure overwhelmed her. Images of Mom as so many of my fictional mothers flashed through my mind – Carrie, Caroline, Corinne, Cathy, Cora – all the imagined representations of my would be love and devotion for my mother now coalescing into the real thing – the true love of my life...my Mom!
Pleasure ebbed and flowed as I fucked my mother, slowly sliding my cock in and out of her sweetly slick pussy and as I felt her carnal bliss build, I sped my motions up until I was loudly slapping into her flesh, Mom writhing beneath me as her orgasm welled up and then exploded in cries and moans, calling my name out again and again. My cock was bathed in a heavy flood of her hot creams and I struggled to keep myself from cumming and somehow resisted although it was hard seeing Mom contort beneath me, her face screwed up in ecstatic joy.
I showered her face with kisses, bringing her down from orgasm while we whispered, "I love you," to each other. I had not truly comprehended how wonderful it was to feel Mom's body, hot and slick with sweat beneath me, her heart beating wildly as she tried to regain her bearings. I tried to speak – to tell Mom how special this moment was, but I found myself choking up and Mom kissed me on the lips and stroked my face with shaking hands as she softly said, "I know, John. Mommy understands. I love you too, son!"
Mom then began to respond again to my cock buried deep in her pussy, rolling her hips and caressing me with her hands and urging my hips into motion with her legs, pulling me into her and we began to earnestly fuck. With each stroke of my cock, we both became more intent and feverish...lust overtaking love until the headboard was banging against the wall as we fucked – my cock sliding into Mom's wet, fiery pussy hard and fast.
I ducked my head to Mom's breast and sucked and bit her swollen nipples, drawing cries of delighted pleasure from her lips. Sweat poured off both our bodies, soaking the sheets and the sweet odor of sex – of pussy cream and perspiration and cock grew thick in the air even as the need for both of us to cum grew inside both of us. Our moans and sighs became more animalistic as we lost ourselves in incestuous carnality.
Orgasm came to me without warning and I gave a loud cry as I began to ejaculate thick spurts of hot semen as I began a long downward stroke. I sank myself deep and ground myself into Mom's crotch as I pumped thick wads of jizzum inside her hungry cunt.
Mom's eyes grew wide as she felt me cum inside her and the reality of the moment – realizing that it was her son...her own child who was filling her womb with his seed, crashed over her and she gave a cry that was part love, part disbelief and part carnality itself and surrendered to her own orgasm, this one making her earlier climax pale in comparison. We clung tightly to each other as incestuous orgasms swept us away, kissing and crying as we became one perfect thing living in the perfect moment of orgasmic bliss.
We came down from that Olympian high together, hanging onto each other for dear life as the pleasure ebbed – never quite ceasing as aftershocks of delight made both of us shiver with every little movement of our joined bodies. For the longest time words just seemed unnecessary as we just reveled in being joined as lovers both body and soul. We both kept our eyes open as we kissed, our tongues engaged in a slow and lazy dance, while we basked in the warmth of the love reflected in each other's gaze.
Eventually I felt myself soften and slip from Mom's wet and warm grasp and I slipped off her and we cuddled facing each other, still kissing – the silence punctuated by quiet whisperings of love and commitment to each other. We fell asleep in each other's arms – my last thoughts being of Mom and feeling alive for the first time in years, almost as if I had been resurrected and in truth, that was what had happened. The terrible end with Lisa, the years in prison had left me dead inside – my soul a wasted and shriveled thing. Now...now the love of my mother had brought me back to life – she had resurrected me into a new world full of promises and hopes. I went to sleep dreaming of that new life – a life I knew I would be spending with my mother.
When I woke, a late morning sun was shining through Mom's bedroom windows. I felt better rested than I had in a long time and a smile slipped over my face as I stretched and remembered the incredible night...the first of many nights I planned to spend with Mom. I was alone in bed. On the bedside table was a glass of orange juice and a bagel liberally smeared with cream cheese. A little note sat next to it and in Mom's handwriting it read, "Eat up – you're going to need your strength!"
I could hear the sound of a shower running in Mom's bathroom and I felt my cock stir at the sweet image of Mom – naked, her skin soapy and wet. I reached for the food, suddenly feeling ravenous and was just finishing the last bite as the shower stopped. I heard Mom humming then and smiled as I recognized the tune – the old Tammy Wynette song, "Stand By Your Man."
Then Mom appeared – her voluptuous body wrapped in a bath towel. "I see you're awake, son!" Mom said, sounding pleased. "I was afraid I wore you out last night!" She leaned against the doorjamb and smiled down at me while I eyed her mostly bare legs – full and shapely. Her short hair was wet and spiky – almost like a punk rocker. She looked good. "Any regrets, John?"
I shook my head and replied, "Not really, Mom." I paused and then grinned. "Well, I reckon I wish I was about ten or fifteen years younger and we'd see who would wear out who then!"
Mom laughed and with the hand not holding her towel together, wagged a finger at me. "Oh, I think you'll do just fine. You've got a lot of good motherfucking loving to catch up on!" I felt my cock quiver and begin to fill out. Who would have guessed it would be a turn-on to hear one's mother talk like that!
Mom glanced at the still subtle movement under the sheet and grinned evilly. "Speaking of motherfucking...ta da!" Mom let the towel around her fall free and I groaned appreciatively. I knew then I would spend the rest of my life enjoying the sight of my naked mother. Mom struck a sexy cheesecake pose and I felt myself harden as I studied her from head to toe.
Again, Mom's short hair – what we used to call a pixie cut suited her – especially with that wet, spiky look. Mom's fair skin glowed pinkly in the aftermath of her hot shower. Her breasts hung down on her chest like two huge ripe gourds and I was mesmerized as her nipples began to swell, called to life by her arousal. Mom's stomach, round drew my attention farther down to the first few wisps of black pubic hair that quickly grew to become a lush forest of black between her thighs, glistening wetly from her shower and from what I could come to realize was a near constant state of arousal. Mom's meaty thighs I had experienced close up, her passion evident in the strength of their grip – a passion I was looking forward to enjoying again and again.
I flung the sheet off, revealing my nakedness and a now very swollen cock, recovered with a night's rest. "Come to bed, Mom," I said in a husky voice.
Mom licked her lips, but shook her head and replied, "I have a better idea. Come here. Come to Mommy!"
I moved quickly, rolling out of bed and coming around to wrap Mom in my arms, her skin soft and warm and damp to my touch. We kissed, tongues greeting each other and I savored Mom's taste – it seemed even better than last night. I felt Mom's hands stroke my buttocks and then her right hand found its way around to my front and encircled my cock, slowly stroking it. "Follow me," Mom whispered.
Leading me by my cock, we left the bedroom and went into the third bedroom which Mom had converted into an office years ago. There was an old overstuffed sofa in there, bookshelves and an old, battered wood desk with an armless computer chair in front of it. On the desk was a fairly new PC with a large flat screen. "John, there are two things I've been dreaming about doing with you."
Mom had me sit down on the computer chair and then straddled my lap facing me, my cock nestled against her hairy and wet pussy. She used an almost dangling foot to rotate us until we were facing the PC sideways so we could both look at it. Mom kissed me and said softly. "You know where I want you to go, don't you?"
Mom looked at me expectantly until I nodded – a small smile on my face. I reached out with one hand and typed in the Literotica address. I gave a small sigh when I saw the familiar site pop up, the pretty young woman I always think of as the "Literotica Girl" proudly displaying her taut ass. Mom then reached out and logged in and linked up to her favorites with just the one name there...my nickname...Ahabscribe.
Mom clicked on it and all my stories came up. I shook my head in wonder. There were so many there – I had forgotten I had written so many and yet there was in my head so many still to be written. I wondered if there were still readers anxiously awaiting me to finish some long neglected storylines. A quiet ache rippled through me as I wondered about colleagues and how they fared and of all the stories of theirs I had missed while I was locked up.
Mom kissed me again and giggled as she squirmed on my lap. "I've been dreaming about this ever since I first read your stories, son." Mom whispered. "John, I want to fuck you while we read each and every one of your stories together." Mom rose up on tiptoe and taking my cock in hand, guided it to her warm, slick cunt. As she slipped down on me, she sighed in a sing-song voice, "Pick a story, John...pick something and read it to me!"
Mom ground herself against me – my cock buried deep inside her while our pubic hairs became entangled. I reached out to the mouse and after a moment's hesitation, clicked on "Christmas with Mom." Mom sighed and said, "That's one of my favorites! Read it to me, son!"
Mom began to slowly rock in my lap, her pussy muscles massaging my cock as I began to read. Mom rode me slowly, then more quickly bringing herself to close to orgasm before slowing down and then resting – pressing herself against me, breasts pillowing out against my chest, her breath quick and warm on my neck as she listened to me read the story of Carrie and John before she again began her carnal dance on my cock.
I discovered that the act of reading my erotic story aloud served to help me not to cum, providing me just enough distraction from the hot and slick silkiness of Mom's pussy flesh making love to my throbbing cock. Not until our fictional counterparts are achieving orgasm under their Chicago Christmas tree did Mom let herself go and I had to pause in my reading as Mom and I fucked our selves into a tremendous orgasm, my arms squeezing Mom tight as I emptied a load of steaming semen into her wonderful and hungry pussy! Mom wiggled and ground herself against my groin, flinging her head back as she arched her back and screamed as her orgasm washed over her – a lewd sneer etched on her face as orgasm followed orgasm.
In the afterglow of our lovemaking, Mom purred happily while I gasped for breath and read the rest of the story. When I was done, Mom raised her head and gave me a soft kiss and in a quiet, hoarse voice said, "That was wonderful, son! I knew it would be. Hearing you read your own words, knowing you're really talking about me just made it sexier and nastier." Mom kissed me again, this time with enough vigor and passion to make my now semi-erect cock stir inside her clasping cunt.
After we rested a bit, still joined and sitting in the computer chair, my mind cleared enough to say, "You said there were two things you dreamed of doing, Mom?"
Mom grinned and said, "Mmmm, so I did." With a pleased moan, Mom lifted herself off my cock and it slapped wetly on my thigh. Mom slowly went to her knees, kneeling between my legs. She reached out and took my cum-covered cock in her hand.
Licking her lips, Mom raised her eyes to look at me. "John, I want you to write more stories. Tell the world all your secret fantasies about us and while you write, I'll be right here to give you inspiration...to never let you forget how much your mother loves you!"
Mom ran her tongue up my semi-erect penis, lapping up sperm and cunt cream, never taking her eyes off me – telling me with her mouth and eyes how much she was enjoying this moment. I groaned happily as Mom's tongue cleaned my sensitive flesh before taking me into her mouth. I wallowed in the sinfull deliciousness of the moment for a couple of minutes before Mom let me slip from her mouth just long enough to whisper with a mouthful of semen and pussy juice, "Write, son – tell the world!"



I shivered as Mom returned to sucking my cock and then clicked open a blank word document. I paused for a moment – thinking of all the possibilities and then as Mom's tongue swirled lovingly around the head of my cock, typed, "Resurrection."
The End
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Okay readers, a while back one of my readers reached out and provided me with several "lost" stories from my earlier writings (pre-Literotica). They aren't perfect, but I am very fond of them and now with a few minor alterations for content, I will be sharing them with you (Thanks, Joe!)
This first story is one I created to amuse myself on a long drive on I-75 many years ago. Please share your feedback with me, be it positive or negative. Enjoy!
*
A lot of people look down on us folks out at the Stringer Trailer Park on the south side of town. They think we're nothing but drunken gutter trash and inbred scum. Well, I'm here to tell you everyone is wrong about us being drunk and gutter trash and scum. As to whether, we're inbred, well, as tight and close as our family is, you know a few people are always fooling around.
I once saw Uncle Bennie feeling up his niece, Wendy in her mom's kitchen, his hands rooting around in her panties. Rumor also had it that Grandpa Stringer was really fond of his granddaughter Kelli. Hell, I'll confess that my Aunt Rosie, Mom's older sister, once sucked my cock when I was feeling blue because Mom and my sister, Trish went off to a rock concert when I was sick. She was a bit liquored up and it wasn't anything she offered to do again and I never had the nerve to ask her to do again (although she has a fine mouth on her).
Grandpa Stringer bought the place in the mid 1970's and over the years has rented out more and more of his trailers to family. All six of his children, four girls and two boys, rent from him. So do several of their adult children, as well as a few of his nieces and nephews. Mom, my older sister Trish, and I moved in three years ago after our old man split on us.
Several years back, Grandpa fixed up a little park, beyond his trailer. It was a nice place for cookouts and to have a few brews and for the little kids to run around. This past summer, many of the Stringer clan took to having a big party for the adults every Saturday night. We'd drink a few beers, cook some steaks and just kick back and fool around and by that I mean horse around -- toss a football around, maybe throw some horseshoes or maybe dance to music from someone's CD player. I'll tell you right now, I had no idea that that first nice Saturday in June, our family was going to take "fooling around," to a whole new level.
My twenty-one year old sister, Trish, started it all. In the aftermath of breaking up with her latest asshole boyfriend, she'd gotten extremely drunk and then proceeded to get into an argument with Mom about her lousy choice of lovers. "Don't be telling me who to fuck," Trish cried. "I'll fuck whoever I damn well please!"
Everyone stopped talking when she said that. Trish staggered into the center of Grandpa's little park and leaned against a picnic table. Trish was wearing a really short pair of cut-off jeans and a little halter top that tightly hugged her trim body. Her freckled face was flushed with drink. Angrily, she looked around at her attentive audience. "If I want, I'll fuck every man here!" she screamed at Mom.
My sister immediately had the attention of all sixteen men there, her brother including. I'd done enough peeking at her in the shower to know that Trish was immensely fuckable. Her tight ass and shaved pussy would give any man the fuck of his life. Her titties were little bitty things, but she had huge, extended nipples that just begged to be sucked.
"Trish, you're drunk!" scolded Mom. "Let me take you home."
Trish grinned at her. "You don't think I'll do it, Mama?" Trish reached down and unsnapped her shorts and let them drop to her feet. Hopping up on the picnic table, she flicked them off and spread her legs wide, revealing her hairless cunt to one and all. Her fresh pink flesh glistened with juices as she reached down and ran her fingers between her labia, flowering her pussy lips open.
"All right, boys," Trish cried. "Let's fuck. Who's gonna be first?" She looked over the men in the crowd, now moving closer. Looking at Mom, who was staring at her with a mixture of disbelief and desire, Trish leered and said, "Tell you what, Mama. You get to have first licks after the guys get done." She stuck her tongue out, fluttering it up and down as if she was licking someone's pussy! I felt my cock stir in my jeans. Trish could be incredibly sexy and lewd when she wanted to.
Mom blushed down to her roots, but didn't say a word. Trish locked eyes with Uncle Bennie and then hollered. "C'mon, Uncle Bennie, I know how you like your nieces...hot, wet, and horny." She spread her legs even wider and ran a finger down her pussy and plunged it inside. Pulling it out, she showed everyone how wet she was and then licked her finger off. "I wanna fuck, Bennie. Pull out that hard cock and fuck me."
Our uncle didn't need any more coaxing. Unzipping his fly, he fished out an erect dick that looked to be at least eight inches long. A murmur of interest ran through the women in the crowd, several craning their heads to get a better look. I idly wondered how many women in the trailer park -- sisters, nieces and cousins -- already were familiar with his impressive penis.
Uncle Bennie walked up and placed himself between Trish's legs and without hesitation thrust himself deep inside her. Trish screamed with pleasure and threw her legs around Bennie's waist. Bennie reached down and tore her halter top off, revealing her long, erect nipples. He bent over and took one in his mouth, sucking hard. He thrust into her again and again, their bellies slapping as Trish rose to meet his cock with her cunt.
I looked over at Mom and was surprised to see her rubbing her heavy breasts absently as she watched her big brother fuck her twenty-one year old daughter. All of us gathered in a little tighter, forming a closed circle to watch the hot spectacle. With each hard stroke, Trish gave a happy little yelp, wiggling her tight ass around as our uncle fed her his cock again and again. Suddenly, Bennie raised his head and bellowed into the night sky. His balls jumped as he began pumping hot seed into Trish's pussy. My sister mewled as she neared an orgasm from Bennie filling her with semen.
Trish then gave a moan of protest as Bennie pulled out and staggered off, muttering something about "best friggin snatch I ever had." Trish, her fingers playing with her turgid nipples then smiled at the rest of us and whispered, "Next."
Our cousin Billy sauntered up to her with an erection poking out of his gym shorts and plunged in. He only lasted about two dozen strokes, an intent expression etched on his face as he fucked my sister, but his long, thin dick brought Trish off before he dumped his sperm in her. Trish kept him locked in place with her ankles crossed behind his ass while she ground herself against his groin, milking his cock for ever drop of his sperm while she sobbed as her incestuous orgasm swept over her.
A few murmurs went through the crowd as Grandpa took his place, some of the women looking with interest at his old horse cock as he held the stiff member in his hand -- letting the uninformed know who Bennie inherited his size from. He let his dungarees fall down around his ankles and smiling tenderly down at Trish, he thrust into her cum filled cunt like he'd been doing it with her for years. Still coming down from her orgasm, Grandpa's thick meat sent his granddaughter over the edge again, making her sob with delight as he fucked her like a man a third his age.
Tearing my gaze away from the incredible scene of my grandfather pounding my sister's wet and sloppy cock, I glanced around the family circle and smiled as I watched Mom avidly eyeing her father's penis as it became coated with sperm and pussy juice. Ten minutes later, he came with a bull roar amid scattered applause. He leaned over, his cock buried deep inside Trish's womb and gave her a tender kiss, whispering soft words that made her smile and blush and then kiss him back, her tongue hungrily seeking his.
As Grandpa eased out of her, his cock dripping with pussy juice and sperm, Trish turned her head towards me. She crooked a finger at me and smiled. I don't actually remember moving or anything, but I suddenly found myself between my sister's legs, my pants down and my dick aching. "I'm gonna fuck my little brother," Trish murmured. "Stick that big ol' wang in my pussy, Jimmy." Her hands grabbed hold of my dick and she rubbed the head against her sloppy, leaking sperm cunt. She pressed the head into her well lubricated hole and thrust upwards. I gasped as I felt her cunt slide up, enveloping my throbbing meat with her slick and wet flesh, hot with her juices and the cum of three other men. I felt myself pushing into her until our bellies met with a satisfying smack.
Trish grinned up at me and then pulled me in for a wet kiss. After we engaged in a duel of tongues for a few minutes, her moaning into my mouth every time I thrust into her, Trish broke the kiss and whispered into my ear, "Mmmm, baby brother, if I'd known how good your cock felt inside me, I'd have snuck into your room years ago and screwed your brains out."
As she lay back and watched me ram my cock into her hot hole, I looked around at my relatives until I found Mom's face watching us with keen and hungry interest. She gave me a little encouraging smile as I watched her slip her hand into her jeans and massage her pussy mound. Mom was dressed extremely casual, her breasts unfettered by a bra beneath her T-shirt and her nipples were visibly hard beneath the cream colored cotton cloth.
Trish then rolled her head back and screamed she was coming. Her cunt tightened like a vise around my dick and I knew I would blow my load any second. Trish looked deep into my eyes and cried, "On my face, Jimmy! I wanna taste my baby brother's sperm!" Without even thinking about it, I quickly climbed up and straddled my sister's chest, stepping out of my jeans as I climbed and barely getting into position in time to cum. I shot a thick wad that splattered off her lips and nose. Trish raised her head up and licked my cockhead, catching the next blast squarely in her mouth. Then I was sucked into her mouth and she nursed my remaining cum out, sucking me like a newborn sucking its mother's milk filled tit. Trish made the most of it, noisily slurping up my jism as if making sure everyone knew how big a slut she could be.
With my head still spinning, I awkwardly climbed off my big sister just in time to see Bennie's son, Franklin ram his babymaker into Trish's snatch. I could see other Stringer males looking anxiously on, some already getting shed of their pants and jeans, stroking their dicks as they waited their turn.
One after another, the men of the Stringer clan took Trish on. Aunt Rosie's twins fucked her at the same time, one in her pussy and one up her ass. Trish convulsed as orgasm after orgasm shook her body as they fucked her with identical cocks. Some came in Trish's ass or cunt, some pulled out and blasted sperm all over her body, others came in her face. Trish welcomed it all, writhing around on that picnic table like a wanton whore from some old paperback porn novel, her hands rubbing cum into her skin or scooping up thick blobs of thick semen with her fingers which she would proceed to eat.
Grandpa Stringer returned for a second round, taking her up the ass. Uncle Bennie fucked her again and I have to admit, I let her give me a blowjob while Billy and his Dad, Uncle Lee fucked her front and back. I don't know what was more amazing to me -- letting my sister wrap those sweet lips around my cock in front of all these people or the fact that my sister was letting three men have her at the same time.
Finally, Trish lay back, full or covered with the sperm provided by seventeen men, who had by my count, fucked her twenty-nine times. She weakly ran her hands over her cum covered body while her legs were sprawled wide on the picnic table, her pussy gaping wide open -- rivulets of jizzum pouring from her well fucked cunt. Trish looked over at our Mom who looked back with an almost feral hunger in her eyes. Mom was standing there, her entire body poised to spring, but unsure as when to make her move. Finally Trish shakily held out her arms to our mother and moaned, "I promised you the first lick, Mama. Come and get it."
With a little cry, Mom rushed over and knelt between Trish's legs. For a moment, she gazed almost worshipfully at her daughter's well fucked vagina, the mixed cum of several men slowly oozing out of her cunt. Then Mom buried her face between Trish's legs and began to loudly gobble up all that spunk. She reached up with eager hands and began twisting and pulling at Trish's extended nipples, now slippery with a coating of semen. The other ladies in the park allowed Mom about a minute before they swarmed in and began licking and sucking and touching my sister's body, stopping only to share with each other mouthfuls of mixed sperm that they had licked off Trish.
The night became filled with Trish's renewed cries of orgasm -- these from the gentler sources of loving tongues and fingers. When they were finished and the only sound was my sister's exhausted sighs and whimper's, the women staggered back to the circle -- Mom the last one to leave, standing over her daughter and giving her a slow, sweet kiss -- sharing the last of Trish's massive cream pie with her.
Mom returned to the circle standing next to me, her heavy breast brushing against my arm. I could smell my sister's cunt on her -- my nostrils flaring at the scent of pussy and sperm. Mom looked up at me, unashamed at what had gone on, her breasts rising and falling as she continued to be aroused by the evening's action. She gave me the loving smile I had known for as long as I could remember and then took my hand and squeezed it gently.
For a few quiet minutes everyone stood there, looking at my naked sister, wondering how this was going to end. Finally, Trish brought the evening to an almost gentle close by asking Bennie in an ever so soft voice, to take her home to bed. Uncle Bennie stepped forward, his mostly bald head shiny with sweat from the evening's exertions and gently lifted Trish in his arms and took her off to his trailer, where throughout the night one could occasionally through our open windows, hear Trish's continued moans of pleasure.
The rest of us slowly drifted back to our respective homes. Mom and I returned home in complete silence, still holding hands. As we walked, Mom would again and again turn and gaze over at Uncle Bennie's trailer with a wistful expression and then give a small sigh. Once inside, Mom retreated to her bedroom and I went and took a shower, the night's events running and rerunning in my mind like an erotic highlight reel.
I had just slid between the sheets thinking I might just have to stroke myself off again when I realized Mom was watching me from the bedroom doorway. Mom's short buxom figure was detailed by her nightshirt, which almost (but not quite), covered her crotch. The sight of her nipples visible through her shirt and just a suggestion of dark pussy hair, made my cock throb.
Now this wasn't exactly the first time I'd ever had naughty thoughts about my mother. You can't grow up in the close quarters of a house trailer without getting a few accidental glimpses of the other occupants in their birthday suits and Mom was a good looking woman. I remembered many a night when the moans coming from my parents' room woke me up and gave me an erection. These moments hadn't stopped after the old man hit the road. Mom wasn't shy about bring home dates or pick-ups from Dailey's Tavern when she was in a mood to get laid!
Mom knew I was checking her out and gave me a slightly amused smile. I wondered if my night wasn't through yet. "So, it was quite an interesting night, huh, kiddo?"
I nodded, feeling my cock stiffen underneath the sheet, making the cotton covering tent. Mom gave it a long, appraising look and then asked, "Are you okay with what happened tonight with your sister, son? It didn't upset you, did it?"
I gave my mom a big grin and replied, "Oh no, I'm fine, Mom!"
Mom smiled at my more than enthusiastic response and said "Did you enjoy yourself tonight, Jimmy?"
She grinned as I struggled to find the appropriate thing to say. Finally, I decided that honesty was the best policy and replied, "Yes."
Mom nodded, her braless tits bobbing as she did, nipples growing more right before my eyes. "Good," she said, taking one last long look at my sheet covered erection. "Goodnight sweetheart." Mom blew me a goodnight kiss as she had done since I was little and then she was gone, padding quietly down the narrow hall to her own bedroom..
The next morning, the previous night's activities weren't even mentioned. Mom got dressed for church, somehow looking very sexy in her modest lime green dress, black hose and short high heels, reminding me to check on the pot roast in the oven before she went to services with Grandpa and Aunt Rosie.
While she was gone, I went into her hamper and fished out the panties she'd worn the night before. They were still damp and reeked of pussy juice. I pressed the plain cotton panties to my face, her scent making me feel heady. I spent a good bit of the morning using them to jack off while I again relived Trish's gangbang. And no, I didn't let the pot roast burn!
Mom had returned from church and we had already eaten when Trish came staggering in -- looking tired and pleased, wearing one of Uncle Bennie's dress shirts. She gave us a weary smile and retreated to her bedroom, closing the door behind her. Mom gave me an odd glance and then excused herself and followed her daughter. I heard their voices talking softly through the thin walls of the trailer and then Mom emerged, looking somehow...satisfied.
"Try and keep it down, Jimmy," Mom said softly. "Trish is exhausted and needs some sleep." She gave me a knowing smile and then left after telling me she was off to visit her sisters. Nothing more was said that night or all the next week about Trish's Saturday gangbang, at least in our home. But come the next Saturday, everybody was back for that night's cookout. Hell, a couple of cousins who'd been out barhopping last Saturday showed up as well to see what would happen.
As the evening grew late, several of the men kept glancing over at Trish who looked as sexy as ever in her usual halter top and blue jean shorts, but she took no notice and it soon became clear that she wasn't going to give a repeat performance. Every Stringer male and quite a few of the females looked pretty glum as the evening began to wind down.
Some of the family started to pack it in, gathering up trash and bottles and getting coolers squared away, but then Aunt Rosie dressed in a pretty little gingham sundress and her bright red hair pulled back in a pony tail, stepped away from everyone else and walked up to the picnic table carrying an old quilt. My aunt spread the quilt out on the table and then turned around and glared at everyone who was suddenly giving her their complete attention.
"Tonight, I'm going to fuck every man here," Aunt Rosie said in a loud voice. With that declaration, she whipped the sundress off and hopped up on the picnic table and struck a spread-eagled pose. There was a long spell of silence in the aftermath of her words and actions and then almost as one, everyone gathered there began to cheer and whistle.
With her tall, athletic body tanned a perfect gold, boasting beautiful, full breasts and a snatch that declared she was a natural red-head, Aunt Rosie quickly had the Stringer men standing in line to sample her red hot body including her husband Tom and her sons Donnie and Ronnie, both grinning like fools.
Nineteen men had their way with my aunt that night. Rosie took (by Trish's count), forty-three loads of cum in her pussy, ass, and mouth. This included three blasts of cum from each of her twins, and a load from me as I enjoyed fucking my first ass. I was her fourth lover that night, following Grandpa, her brother Uncle Lee and Uncle Bennie. Aunt Rosie was wet with sweat when I approached the table, naked from the waist down with my cock in my hand (I'd left my pants neatly folded on a lawn chair). She was quite the erotic sight laid out there, chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath from her second orgasm of the night, nipples hard, pussy lips spread wide and a trickle of sperm oozing from her hole and making its way towards her ass.



"Mmmm, Jimmy, I was hoping to see your cock again. You want your Aunt Rosie to suck it again?" Rosie cooed, holding out her arms to me and licking her lips in a way that almost had me shooting prematurely.
I shook my head and replied, "Aunt Rosie, I was wondering if I could...um, Aunt Rosie, I want to fuck your hot ass!" You'd think in the middle of a gangbang, a man wouldn't blush, but I felt my face burn as I made my request. It was an old fantasy, born of many summers watching my sexy aunt walk around in tight shorts and little teeny bikinis. I'd stroked many a load imagining worming my big dick into Aunt Rosie's back door.
My aunt laughed evilly and crooked a finger at me. "Oh, baby!" she sighed. "I'd love for you to shove that big thing up my ass!" In one swift motion, Rosie rolled over and slid off the table. She leaned forward, resting her torso on the quilt covered picnic table and reached back and with her hands, spread her ass cheeks, revealing her puckered brown hole. I swear, her asshole winked at me!
"Put a little of everyone's spunk in there to lube me up, sweetie," Rosie commanded.
Like a man entranced, I did as she said, slipping two fingers into her cum filled pussy, amazed at the heat of her cunt and let my fingers get coated with love cream. Then I smeared all that mixed together jism and pussy cream on Rosie's asshole, obeying her instructions to worm my middle finger through her sphincter and loosen her up a little.
My aunt began making little groaning noises as I did as she told me, pausing once to let my finger slide out of her slick ass and scoop up some more semen and cunt juice and lube her asshole again. As I finger-fucked Aunt Rosie's asshole, I looked up and beyond her leering face to see Mom standing there, eyes wide as she watched us.
Mom looked good tonight too. She was wearing a tank top that barely concealed her breasts and left her shoulders bare -- a look I found very sexy. Her legs were spread wide and her hand was working furiously in her shorts as she nodded at me and gave me an encouraging grin.
Aunt Rosie wiggled her ass back on my finger, buried all the way to the second knuckle and then looked over her shoulder at me and panted, "Be a good boy, Jimmy. Fuck your Aunt Rosie right now!"
I obliged her by making her yelp as I jerked my finger free from her tight asshole. I stepped up and guided the head of my dick to her puckered hole and then shoved, drawing a louder cry than before as the crown of my cock forced its way through her sphincter, surrounding the heat with cum slick hot flesh. "OH SHIT, JIMMY!" Aunt Rosie screamed. "YOU'LL FUCKING SPLIT ME OPEN!"
Still, Aunt Rosie shoved her ass back at me as I thrust forward. She was tight -- tighter than any pussy I'd ever encountered and it took several sturdy thrusts before I buried my cock up her ass. Her bowels were hot and tight and wonderful. I could feel her tender tissue pulse around my shaft, trying to both cling to my cock and to expel it at the same time. Rosie sobbed as I began to withdraw and then she screamed again as I shoved back into her with a slow, but steady thrust.
My hands rubbed my aunt's back, trying to help her relax as I butt fucked her. Gradually, I began to fuck her faster, amazed at the way her ass chute clung to me -- a tight, silken glove. Before too long I was pounding cock into her ass at a rapid pace. I reached out and took Aunt Rosie's red ponytail in my hand and jerked her head back, making her arch her back as I fucked her hard. She seemed to like the slightly rougher play and flung her ass back at me as she screamed that she was cumming.
I felt Rosie's legs give way -- the table holding her up as her long legs went limp. I spread my thighs slightly, using them to keep her slightly raised up and was rising up on tip toe as I continued to fuck her. I felt a wet splash of hot, slick liquid splatter down my leg, but it wasn't until later when Trish explained what happened that I understood that Aunt Rosie had cum so hard, her pussy had been ejaculating - spraying pussy juice on me.
Then my need was upon me and there was no way I was able to hold back. I thrust deep on more time and let out a yell as I began pumping cum into my aunt's bowels. The pleasure was almost unreal as I came so hard it almost hurt. Aunt Rosie again drenched my legs with ejaculations of cunt cream while she clawed the table and moaned wordlessly as my semen enema sent her reeling back into orgasm. Her anal tube was clamping down on my cock like a vise, pulsing with warm need as she milked my balls empty!
For a few minutes, I wasn't sure she'd ever let me loose, her sphincter had locked up so tight as she groaned and shivered with each little effort I made to withdraw. I finally slipped out of her just as her son Donnie climbed up on the table and pressed his hard cock to her lips. Rosie gave a little sob as the head of my cock came free with a loud, wet pop and she began vigorously sucking her son's cock.
I felt someone's hand on my shoulder and turned to see Donnie's twin brother, Ronnie standing there, hard cock in his hand. He winked at me and said, "Thanks for getting Mom all lubed up, Cuz!" He stepped up behind his mother and without warning, shoved his cock up her cum filled asshole. If her mouth hadn't been full of his brother's cock, I'm sure their mom would have let out a scream that would have curled your hair.
Both of Rosie's sons were big guys who worked out and had the muscles to show for it. Ronnie had no trouble taking hold of Rosie's waist and pulling her back and up, suspended on his cock, a streamer of saliva and precum hanging from her lips as she let Donnie slip from her lips.
"C'mon, brother," Ronnie called out. "Let's give Mom a double fucking she'll never forget!" Donnie scrambled off the table and quickly got in position, bending his legs and then rising up as he buried his big dick in Rosie's pussy. Immediately, Rosie was reduced to a shrieking rag doll, impaled front and back by her sons' cocks -- her legs sprawled wide as they cupped her ass to hold her between them and fucked her like they've been doing it for years.
It made me wonder if they'd had practice doing women double. I had to grin as I remember something their mom had said years ago when they were still little. "Two sweeter boys you'll never find," Rosie had said. "They never fuss with each other and love sharing everything!" They certainly seemed to love sharing their mother, fucking her nearly unconscious before emptying two huge loads of sperm inside her sexy body. Later in the evening, they did it again, switching places so Donnie could fuck her ass while Ronnie sampled his mother's now well fucked pussy.
In the end, Rosie was barely awake, a big, sloppy smile on her face as she lay sprawled on the picnic table -- the quilt and her soaked in semen. Again, the Stringer women moved in afterwards and licked her clean. My dick came back to full attention as I watched Mom kneel behind Rosie, spread her ass cheeks wide and tongue her sister's sperm filled asshole.
After Rosie was cleaned up, again quivering from multiple orgasms from the woman, Rose did as Trish had done, choosing a particular man to take her home; in this case, her father, Grandpa Stringer. It sent a powerful shiver up my spine to hear my aunt call out in a voice she probably used to get her way when she was a little girl, "Daddy, I love you! Please take me home to bed!" It actually excited me to watch Grandpa pick her up and carry her off to his trailer, Aunt Rosie's arms wrapped around his neck.
Mom found me then, smiling up at me with shiny lips and gleaming skin and I wondered if she'd rubbed some of the jizzum she'd licked out of Rosie onto her face. I'd heard that it was good for one's complexion. Like the previous Saturday night, we walked home holding hands not saying a word. Mom again retreated to her bedroom while I got showered and made ready to go to bed.
To complete the repetitive pattern, as I lay in bed that night, already stroking my cock as I thought about fucking my aunt's tight ass, Mom again came to my door, this time dressed in a pink baby doll negligee that left little to the imagination. Mom didn't say anything for a minute or two, just smiling down at me as I ogled her barely clad body. Her nipples, dark and swollen stood out clearly through the gauzy material and I could see the large dark triangle of her bush. I decided to be a little daring and continued to slowly stroke my cock under the sheet, my actions quite obvious.
Finally Mom said, "Well, that was another interesting night, wasn't it?"
I laughed and replied, "It sure was. I never would have thought Aunt Rosie would go and do...well, that."
Mom rolled her eyes and said, "I guess you don't know my big sister as well as I thought you did!" She winked at me and added, "Of course, I don't reckon I knew how close you and she were, either!"
I felt myself blush and just shrugged my shoulders and just grinned back at my mother. The whole time I never stopped stroking myself. Mom watched me masturbate under the covers for a bit longer before asking me, "So, Jimmy -- did you have fun with your Aunt Rosie -- did you enjoy yourself?"
I thought about how it felt having my cock buried deep inside Rosie's warm and loving ass and almost on the verge of cumming, whispered, "Oh yeah, Mom! I loved it!"
Mom licked her lips and her hands idly brushed across her thinly covered breasts and across her hairy snatch and I felt my cock jerk in my hand and I groaned as I felt hot semen gush over my hand.
Mom watched me trying to calmly cum without making a big show of it and finally replied, "So I can see." She nodded to herself and added, "Good!" Mom blew me a kiss, said, "Good night," and turned and walked back down the narrow hallway to her room -- swinging her ass cheeks saucily as I stroked the last of my load out of my still throbbing cock.
Like before nothing was said about Saturday night's fun and games although I caught Rosie smiling fondly at me from her front door a couple of times as I passed by her trailer while running errands for Grandpa. The days seemed to move slowly as we waited for another Saturday to arrive.
And so our summer moved along. Every Saturday night, the Stringer clan gathered for our weekly cookout, and every Saturday night after everyone waited anxiously, a Stringer female offered herself up for a family gangbang and not once were we disappointed. That next week it was my eighteen year old cousin, Brenda, barely out of high school and by her own admission, barely past her virginity.
In the weeks that followed, my cousins Wendy, and Kelli made the trip to the picnic table and bravely declared that they were going to fuck every man there and did it with great enthusiasm. Uncle Bennie's wife, Jessica offered herself up. Aunt Wanda, Mom's baby sister, pulled a gangbang train, her sluttish ways inspired eighteen men to fuck her fifty-one times -- a Stringer family record.
Aunt Rosie returned a second time for a memorable night of incestuous fucking including the first time I participated in making a lover "airtight" as Ronnie put it. We must have been quite the sight up on that picnic table -- me on my back and Aunt Rosie impaled on my cock while Donnie fucked her up the ass and Ronnie fucked her mouth. The entire time Rosie appeared to be in the throes of a pleasure induced seizure, her body flailing as she writhed under the ecstasy laced assault of three young and hard cocks.
Each Saturday night saw the Stringer family women gathering around the "guest of honor" in the aftermath of the gangbang and cleaning her up. I marveled at how my mom always seemed to be at the center of the action, her tongue always buried in a cum-filled ass or pussy. I marveled at how Mom seemed totally at ease licking up the mixed jizzum from several men and how erotic she looked sharing it with her sisters or nieces or best of all, her daughter, Trish.
Each gathering of the family concluded with the gangbanged woman choosing a man to take her home to bed. A few times it was a spouse, more often not -- instead it was uncles, cousins, and three times it was Grandpa Stringer. I always wondered where the spouses wound up, but as I said at the beginning of my story, we are a close knit family and I'm sure they found a warm bed to sleep in.
Afterwards, Mom and I always walked home together, holding hands. Trish seemed to always disappear -- either heading out to hit the late night clubs with some of her cousins or maybe heading home with a cousin or Uncle Benny for the night. She usually wouldn't come home until sometime Sunday afternoon -- always tired, but always with a pleased look on her face.
The end of each evening's fun and games was the moments that Mom and I shared before falling asleep. Mom would disappear into her bedroom while I would shower and then climb into bed where I would begin jerking off while thinking about what had happened earlier in the evening. Mom would appear -- always dressed in a sexy manner -- a scanty negligee one time, a nightshirt or one of my old T-shirts the next. As each week passed, I would get exciting glimpse of Mom's body -- her bush peeking out from underneath my old Van Halen concert T-shirt or a nipple slipping free of her baby doll nightie.
Mom would ask me about my night -- was I okay with what went on? I would always give her an enthusiastic response and then Mom, sometimes waiting for me to cum again -- sometimes not, would just smile, blow me a kiss, tell me, "Good," and retreat to her room. I often fantasized about following her. Part of me believed she wanted me to -- to claim her as a lover, but part of me felt that this was all following some wild, crazy plan and that if I broke with tradition, it would all come to an end.
As we gathered together each Saturday night, I felt the thrill of anticipation, wondering if Mom might be the one who walked up to the picnic table. I wasn't sure if she would do it or not. Not every woman of the Stringer clan seemed so inclined, although all who attended the Saturday night cookouts/gangbangs seemed more than willing to participate in the cleanup. Week after week, I was mildly disappointed when Mom didn't make a move, but that disappointment was quickly erased by the lusty anticipation of getting my horny cock inside another sexy member of my family!
With the arrival of September, we all realized that the summer's hot fun was drawing to a close. As we ate the summer's last grilled steaks on Labor Day weekend, we men folk watched the ladies closely to divine any hints at who might approach the gangbang table (as we had taken to calling it). As usual, we didn't have a clue.
I was finishing off a huge T-bone steak when Mom came walking up, looking good in a low cut blouse and tight blue jeans. She leaned over and handed me a fresh beer, and asked me if there was anything I needed. I took a long, hungry look at her exposed cleavage, her breasts visible as she bent over, one arm on my arm, revealing that as usual, she'd left her bra at home, before I replied "I'm fine."
Mom said, "Okay, honey. You call me if you need anything." She gave me a kiss on the cheek and walked away while I and the other guys watched, admiring her swaying, denim clad ass.. My dick, already at half mast from watching her tits, swelled to full erection as I suddenly realized where she was walking to.
As Mom reached the picnic table, she stepped out of her blue jeans and panties and tossed them aside and in a clear and loud voice announced, "I'm going to fuck every man here." My mother pulled off her blouse and turned and looked back at me. She ran one hand down over her meaty tits, pulling at her thick nipples and then down further, spreading her dense, black pubic hair and caressing her slit with her middle finger caused her pussy lips to flower and reveal her slick wet flesh. "Tonight, I'm going to fuck every man here," Mom repeated and then pointing that cum covered finger at me, said, "And I'm going to start with my son."
As if drawn by a magnet, I set my beer down, stood up, and began walking towards my mother. Mom climbed up on the picnic table and slowly spread her legs. Leaning back and resting on her elbows, she watched me approach, her blue eyes glazed with longing. Her lovely tongue peaked out between her lips. As I drew close, I could smell her desire and could see that my mom's cunt was dripping wet in anticipation of being motherfucked. I stood there motionless, drinking in the beauty of Mom's body, her compact frame full and lush and I ached to fuck her.
I felt hands fumbling with my belt and jeans. I looked down in time to see Trish haul my hard dick out. She winked at me and after giving my cock a few long, gentle strokes, she gave my dick a little kiss on the head. "For luck," she said as she stood up. Trish gave me a little push and I stepped between Mom's widespread legs, my cock less than an inch from her pussy.
Mom held out her arms to me. "C'mon, Jimmy. I know you want to fuck me. Put your meat in Mommy's cunt," she begged, flexing her pelvis, thrusting it up, scarcely a breath away from my throbbing penis..
I moved forward, feeling Mom's thick bush tickling my cock and then I was thrusting into the wet warmth of my mother's cunt. An intense electrical charge rushed through me as I sank my tool deeper and deeper into my Mother. Her legs came up and around my butt, urging me further. Mom's eye's widened a little in fright and a little in wonder as I filled her cunt with inch after inch of her child's hard cock. Her expression was suddenly that of a person asking themselves if they've gotten into something too hard to handle.
Mom's heavy tits began to wobble as her first son induced orgasm rolled over her. "Oh, Jimmy. Ohhh my god!! You're making me CUM!" She screamed the last word as her orgasm swept her away. I pulled out to the head and then thrust back into Mom's cunt, savoring the way her cunt muscles flexed and grabbed at my meat. Again and again, I pounded into my mother's box, watching her face as she sobbed and cried with joy as she came and came again. I leaned forward and took a nipple in my mouth, sucking and chewing it like a man starved.
Mom's voice, choked with tears, made my cock swell even more with her whispers of, "Oh, Jimmy! You know how to make your mother happy! You're such a good motherfucker! Give Mommy what she needs; give her that nasty motherfucking cock!" In and out I pumped my cock into the silky liquid heat of Mom's clasping pussy -- her flesh clinging to my flesh in ways that surpassed any sexual experiences I'd had before. I understood now why Aunt Rosie reacted as she did when her boys fucked her. This close a familial relationship brought something new to fucking. I was experiencing something with Mom on a deeper level than either of us might have with anyone else.
Mom's hands fluttered over my body, settling in along my thighs, fingernails digging in to urge me to fuck her harder and deeper. The look of ecstatic satisfaction on Mom's face was a thing of beauty I will take to my grave. Being buried in her motherly flesh was and is the best moment of my life!
Mom's hand found my ass crack and she began exploring -- finally using her forefinger to toy with my asshole. I stroked furiously into her wet, fiery pussy, struggling to keep it together, to make it last. Mom's finger pressed against my sphincter and then I felt a almost electric thrill as her finger popped through into my ass. That was all it took. My balls began to furiously pump my hot jism into Mom's pussy. She wrapped her arms and legs tight around me, trying to get me even deeper within her grasping and hungry womb. For what seemed forever, the world spun furiously as I lay on Mom's heaving body, trying to catch my breath as Mom's pussy massaged, caressed and drained me of my seed. "That was beautiful, Jimmy," whispered Mom. "I love you, sweetheart."



I kissed her gently, our tongues barely touching. "I love you too, Mom," I replied. "I hope we can do this again."
Mom grinned nastily and licked sweat off my face. "Oh yes, sweet son, again, and again, and again, and again!"
Our little talk was interrupted by someone tapping on my shoulder. I looked around to see Grandpa Stringer standing there, wearing nothing but a frown and a fat hard-on. "Come on, boy. Talk later. Right now I want a little piece of my daughter."
I laughed, kissed Mom once more and then made way for Grandpa. As I stepped back, I heard Mom say, "Daddy, wasn't Jimmy something? He's a wonderful fucker!"
Grandpa snorted and said, "Yeah, Connie, I hear you, but can you shut up for a moment and give your ol' daddy a bit of loving like you used to do?"
I stumbled away, wide-eyed at my grandfather's words, to stand with Trish. We held hands as we watched our mom fuck her own father. At one point as Mom arched her back while Grandpa's cock was buried deep inside her, making her orgasm, Trish leaned over and whispered, "He's almost as good as you, little brother."
As the night went on, Mom seemed to thoroughly enjoy herself as she took on all comers. In her pussy, in her asshole, in her mouth, Mom welcomed and consumed every cock offered to her, working her ass hard when she was able and when she was exhausted and recovering from orgasm, Mom just lay back, groaning and sobbing as she reveled in being the center of attention for all those hard family cocks.
Towards the end, lying on her stomach, leaking thick blobs of hot, white cum out of her ass and cunt, her face covered in sperm, Mom called out to Trish, saying, "I know you're keeping count, baby -- how many loads have I taken?"
"Fifty-one times, Momma," said Trish. You're tied with Aunt Wanda!" Trish had seemed primed to answer Mom and I wondered if she and our mother had discussed this earlier.
"Like hell," Momma moaned. "Daddy, Jimmy, get your cocks up here and fuck me again."
Grandpa sitting over in a lawn chair, his granddaughter, Kelli on his knee, raised an eyebrow at his daughter's demand, then laughed and waved me to get a move on, while he slowly rose from his chair, his semi-erect cock swinging between his thighs.
Following Grandpa's instructions, we pulled Mom off the picnic table and hoisted her up between us, suspending her in mid-air with my dick sliding smoothly up her well fucked asshole and Grandpa shoved his dick into her cum filled pussy. Mom mewled like a new born kitten as our dicks sank deep inside her, filling her up, each of us aware of the presence and size of the other's hard cocks separated by a thin sheath of skin. Grandpa and I locked arms and began pumping back and forth, Mom flailing helplessly between us as she bounced from orgasm to orgasm, her ability to speak gone and barely able to make noise. By the time we'd pumped Mom full of Stringer jizz, she was almost unconscious.
Carefully, we laid her out on the picnic table. Mom lay motionless, legs spread wide, sperm dripping from every hole and smeared over most of her body. She had a silly, satisfied smile on her face. "Your momma's about the finest piece of ass I know," Grandpa said in a low voice. "She needs a good man in her life. You think you're up to it, Jimmy?"
I felt butterflies in my stomach as I realized just what my grandfather was implying. I nodded slowly and said, "Yes, sir!"
Grandpa nodded and said, "Good!" He then turned and looked around at the women folk standing around. "Well," he said. "What are you waiting for? Get to licking."
Mom regained consciousness to find Trish between her legs, repaying her for the favor that had started back in June. My sister hungrily went after Mom's sperm filled pussy, lapping up deposit after deposit of cum before making Mom groan as she teased and tortured Mom's thick clitoris. Rosie capping the cleaning off by licking up the last of the hot spunk in Mom's gaping asshole and then sharing it with Mom, letting it drip from her lips into Mom's open mouth. They ended with a semen smeared soul kiss that was so hot that many of the men looked like they were ready to start the gangbang anew.
Silence fell around the park as we waited to hear Mom's choice to take her home. I held my breath as she looked over the crowd. Her gaze paused when she saw me. Mom held out her arms, fingers wriggling in a come hither gesture. "Son," my mother said in a quiet voice, "Take me home to bed."
I picked her up and cradling her in my arms, walked Mom back to our trailer. I tucked her into bed and sat down next to her, stroking her cheek. At first I thought she had slipped off into a well deserved sleep, but she opened her eyes and smiled up at me. "Some night, huh, kiddo?" Mom whispered, her voice hoarse from all the orgasm induced moans and screams.
"It sure was, Mom." I replied, probably with a little more enthusiasm than was necessary.
Mom smiled wearily at that and said, "Are you okay? You and me...fucking, that's not going to mess you up, is it?"
I shook my head emphatically. "God, no, Mom! This was the greatest night of my life! I've dreamed of fucking you forever! The only thing that would mess me up is if I never got to fuck you again!"
Mom beamed up at me -- a proud smile on her face. "Did you enjoy yourself tonight, Jimmy?" she said, again completing her part of the ritual of the last dozen or so Saturday nights.
I knew my response and gave it honestly and wholeheartedly, "I loved it, Mom!" I paused and went on, "I love you, Mom!" I felt my face heat up and knew that I was blushing.
Mom whispered, "Good. I love you too, son." She held out her hand. "Come to bed, Jimmy. It's your bed from now on...if you want it."
I shook my head and leaned in and gently kissed her as I lifted up the sheet and slipped in beside her. I spent the rest of the night giving Mom my undivided attention, massaging her aching and weary body, showering her with kisses and when dawn arrived, it found Mom lost in one last orgasm as I tenderly licked her pussy and rimmed her asshole.
Summer was over and so were the Saturday night gangbangs. Some of the Stringer clan still visit each other now and again for a little incestuous fun. Me? I stay at home. Mom and I have a really passionate love affair going on and almost all our free time is spent in our bedroom. Once in a while, Trish shares our pleasures with us as does Aunt Rosie, but mostly it's just Mom and me. Next summer, the gangbangs might start up again and we will both be happy and willing participants, but at the end of the evening, it will always be me taking Mom home. We're the real thing, lovers in love, now and forever. In fact, I've already spoke to Grandpa about scheduling a little wedding ceremony in our little gangbang park for next spring
The End
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Finally, here is the next installment of this story. Apologies for taking so long and apologies if you think I lost my touch...I'm not completely happy with it either, but I hope you will enjoy! Please let me know what you think about it - pro or con!
*
Maybe it's my romantic nature, but I think I could go on and on about the incredible beauty that is a woman in pregnancy. Truly there is something almost indefinable in the exquisite loveliness of a woman carrying a new life inside her...especially when the woman that's carrying your child is your mother and wife.
With each passing day of her pregnancy, Mom just grew more beautiful -- a glow worthy of angels seemed to envelop her and my heart swelled each time she caught me staring at her like a love sick puppy, a smile breaking out on her face, full of love for me and for our child inside her. It was as if in making our child of incest, we had brought forth into the world even more love and happiness than existed before. I confess I wasn't prepared for all the new love I discovered I could have for my mother and for our unborn child.
I was equally surprised by the sheer carnal appetite that grew in Mom and in myself as her pregnancy progressed. Mom is a lusty person by nature, but being pregnant brought out a hunger even greater than our usual appetite for each other. Mom was swept up in hormonal storms of sexual desire that came close to wearing me out -- sudden demands for extended bouts of lovemaking or naked, lusty fucking that left me exhausted, but smiling at the memory of Mom demanding cock again and again.
And perhaps it was perverse, but there was something erotic in knowing that inside her -- as Mom's swelling belly pressed against my stomach as she rode my cock or brushed against my forehead as I ate her pussy -- there was a life that we created from our love and lust, linking Mom and me together as never before.
Even at rest, our time together seemed enchanted. To this day I recall the wonderful evenings that ended with Mom and me in bed, spooning -- Mom's butt cheeks wedged against my crotch, my cock (usually hard), nestled between her fleshy globes of flesh, my arms around her -- one cupping a milk filled breast and the other one her swollen belly, feeling the life within stirring, growing, readying to come into the world and join our family. There was a certain sweet intimacy we shared in those moments as sleep overtook us.
And then there was Molly. Impending motherhood took her pretty features and raised them to a whole new level. She was like an erotic Madonna portrait by Raphael, offering a preview of what lay ahead for Mom and I. From the swelling of her breasts to her impossibly increased sex drive, Molly led the way to show us what wonders lay in store in the months ahead. And perhaps even more than Mom, Molly seemed to revel in the process of becoming a mother -- always a beatific smile on her face as if in motherhood, she had discovered a great and wonderful secret.
Aunt Deb and Molly spent a great deal of time in our remote Kentucky home -- allowing Mom and I to share in the glory of watching Molly's and my child grow inside her. In between their visits to us, Mom and I made several trips to Florida. My love for Molly grew as did our baby inside her. There was no reservations in all our feelings for each other -- no resentments or fears from Mom or Aunt Deb over the fact that I was about to be father to babies from two different women. We all seemed to understand that all traditional viewpoints had to be thrown away. We were as Aunt Deb put often put it -- simply family. Mom's and Molly's unborn children were to have four loving parents who would love them both equally and unreservedly.
Oh, and that I am the luckiest son of a bitch on the planet doesn't even have to be mentioned. That was no more in evidence than on a fine, warm day in February as we all played in the warm waters of the Gulf coast, many male passerby casting envious and lustful glances at me and the three women surrounding me. Molly, at seven months, was wearing a white bikini that contrasted wonderfully with her tanned skin and barely contained her rapidly growing breasts, swollen now with milk. Her belly was swollen and distended and both her stomach and her breasts seemed to keep her buoyant as she swam and floated in the warm water.
Resting on a beach blanket, Mom struck a gorgeous pose in a very skimpy red string bikini, her baby bump clearly defined now at four months, her heavy, pendulous breasts beginning to show signs of more growth with each passing week, breast flesh overflowing and threatening to escape the little bits of fabric that passed for her swimsuit. Mom's figure had grown a little more full and lush, but did nothing but deepen her Ruebenesque loveliness. Mom's black hair, hints of gray shining in the Florida sun, hung down past her shoulders, framing her lovely face.
Aunt Deb, her long and tight body clad only in a whisper of green fabric that almost covered her nipples and cunt, was pulling me into the water, her right hand tucked into my swim trunks, leading me by my cock to where Molly was relaxing. The fact that anyone walking down the beach could see that she was masturbating me didn't seem to inhibit her at all.
Molly pushed in closer to shore as we waded out to meet her, coming into our embrace as we stood in the warm waters of the Gulf nearly chest high. Molly met us with soft wet kisses -- first kissing her spouse, Deb, their tongues dancing and darting as they kissed, wet bodies sliding against each other as they made love to each other with their kisses.
Then Molly turned to me, one arm coming around my neck to help her float in the water while her other hand slipped below the surface to slide into my swim trunks and join Deb's hand in stroking my cock. Her tongue whipped hungrily around mine, salty and sweet and it teased and taunted my tongue.
"I was just thinking I needed a good fucking, Sugar," she murmured when our kiss ended -- her tanned chest darkening with arousal as she looked up at me with those merry blue eyes. "Touch me, John. Feel how I badly I need a hard cock!" She whispered as she pulled herself closer to me, her heavy, milk-swollen tits rubbing against my bare chest. Her legs came up on either side of me, scissoring around my waist as Aunt Deb, after tugging my trunks down, moved with practiced ease behind Molly to support her, hands reaching around to cup her lover's breasts, one nipple escaping her small bikini top, revealing her arousal with its swollen condition.
Underwater, I reached out and palmed Molly's crotch, her heat and wetness evident even in the balmy water. "My pleasure, darling," I murmured, my voice growing thick with lust as I tugged the skimpy swatch of fabric covering her bald cunt aside, slipping a finger into the slick heat of her womb. I can only report on what I've experienced with Mom and Molly, but pregnancy must make a woman's pussy even hotter than normal. Molly felt like she was on fire. My cock throbbed at the prospect of sinking into that molten heat.
I cupped Molly's ass cheeks in my hand, tilting her slightly as I carefully moved, toes sliding through the soft sand. My erect cock brushed her thigh and then I groaned as I made the transition from warm, salty water to hot, slick flesh, burying my cock in Molly's tight cunt. I slid in deep until my pubic hairs were mashing against her naked flesh and then held on, cock deep in her -- enjoying the look of sheer bliss on Molly's face.
Molly sighed and shuddered, the only movement our subtle shifting to maintain balance as the gently waves rolled in from the Gulf of Mexico -- each swell making the pregnant woman moan with pleasure. After a few minutes, I began to thrust -- slowly at first, enjoying the grasp of her furnace-like pussy. "Yessssss," moaned Molly as she flexed her hips and dug her heels into my backside, trying to get me deeper inside her. "Fuck me lover -- fuck me like only a motherfucker can!"
Adding to Molly's pleasure, Aunt Deb's hands squeezed and massaged Molly's swollen tits, lifting them from the bikini top, fingers gliding knowing across the full mounds of flesh to seek out and taunt her swollen nipples, pinching and pulling them in ways that made Molly quake with pleasure.
Deb's eyes glowed with naughtiness and desire, shifting from my face to just below the surface where Molly and I were joined, cock and pussy and then to Molly's face -- slack jawed with overwhelming pleasure one moment and then etched with a silly, lusty grin the next. I increased the tempo -- never fucking Molly violently, but thrusting into her with long, steady strokes, pausing only to grind my crotch against hers, straining to touch her swollen, baby filled womb, somehow achieving in our carnal act a level of intimacy beyond anything I would have imagined ever happening.
Suddenly, arms were wrapping themselves around me from behind, then I felt Mom's heavy breasts pillowing against my back, her skin hot and damp. I felt Mom's warm breath against my neck just before she kissed me, her tongue darting out to lick my skin there, making me shiver with delight as I continued to fuck Molly. Mom seemed to just mold her body against mine, her fingers trailing deliciously over my body.
Then Mom began to swim and float around us, pausing to kiss me, her eyes full of pride and love as our tongues made love. Large, thick nubs pressed out against the wet, red fabric of her bikini as her nipples betrayed her arousal of the sight before her. From me, Mom floated over and kissed Molly, whispering words into my lover's ear that made her groan and blush even more, her nipples somehow swelling more between Aunt Deb's fingers. Mom moved on to her sister, giving her a long, lingering kiss while her hands roamed over Deb's body, slipping inside her suit to pinch a nipple and then seek out her pussy.
Mom giggled and said, "Poor big sister. You're getting neglected while we cock hungry mommies get satisfied -- that's not fair." Mom floated on around behind Aunt Deb, showering her shoulder, back and neck with kisses while her hands disappeared into the water. I watched Mom with interest as she gave me an evil smile from over my aunt's shoulder.
Aunt Deb gave a almost startled jerk and then moaned as Mom giggled. "Too much, big sister? Three fingers too much for you these days, Deb?"
Aunt Deb moaned and shook her head, moaning, "No, Carrie. Just um...please, more. MORE!" I realized Mom had without any real foreplay, thrust three fingers into Deb's pussy. Aunt Deb began to bob up and down as Mom placed her left hand on her sister's shoulder and made a thrusting motion with her right.
Deb's big blue eyes popped wide open and she let out a loud cry that sent a few gulls floating nearby into the air with surprised squawks. My aunt's hands clamped down almost involuntarily around her lover's breasts, drawing a similar cry from Molly -- her pussy clamping down around my cock in reflexive response, making me groan again from the incredibly pleasure. Mom laughed and continued her thrusting motion. "Ohhhh yes, my big sister likes to get fisted, doesn't she?"
I felt my cock swell even more -- just the image of my mother shoving her whole hand up her sister's cunt made my cock throb. I picked up the tempo of my thrusts, being as gentle as I could muster, resisting the urge to madly fuck Molly's wet and clasping cunt. Aunt Deb tried to stay quiet, biting her lip until I thought it was going to bleed and then letting loose with joyful screams of, "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK ME, CARRIEEEE!"
I'm sure we were probably being watched from shore and that despite being chest high in the water, there would be little doubt as to what we were doing -- not that it would have made a lick of difference in those days. It sent evil shivers of delight through me knowing I was standing here with my mother and aunt and Molly, fucking and pleasuring each other in broad daylight.
Molly began squealing with erotic joy as her orgasm swept over her -- her heavy, milk filled breasts flopping wildly, pelvis thrusting back and forth as I held her to me with one hand on her ass and one hand stroking her large round belly, little driblets of milky white leaking from her nipples as Deb pinched them while quivering in climax from Mom's fist buried inside her pussy.
Mom locked her gaze on me even as she nibbled on her sister's neck, the hunger evident in her eyes and after running her tongue along Aunt Deb's shoulder, she hissed, "Don't you dare cum, John! Momma needs cock!"
Somehow I managed to hold off despite the silky tight vice grip of Molly's hot pussy, the pleasure so intense in my cock I thought I would explode, but somehow I rode through my pregnant lover's orgasm without cumming.
Molly weakly kicked her legs and slid free of my cock, the shock of the cooler water after being buried in her scalding cunt almost sending me over the edge. She swam to her spouse and clung to Aunt Deb who somehow managed to keep her footing after Mom slipped her hand out of her pussy, wincing with both pain and pleasure as Mom exited. With an unsteady voice, Deb stammered, "Fuck his brains out, little sister!" Then Aunt Deb's attention was diverted as Molly hauled her in for a passionate kiss, bodies sliding and grinding against each other in the calm waters.
Mom was already on the move, diving underwater only to emerge like some kind of lusty goddess from antiquity in front of me, rising up with her skin glistening, bikini abandoned and her heavy, hanging breasts sliding along my mostly naked body and then wrapping her arms around my neck as she levered herself higher, legs encircling my hips as she raised her hips and impaled herself on my cock! It registered somewhere in my mind that Mom was now completely naked and a part of my heart swelled at the sight of her lusty courage.
Mom's growing stomach wasn't an impediment yet, but again, I felt that new level of intimacy as Mom and I were joined carnally with a new life beating between us. If Molly's pussy was a furnace, Mom's hot wet cunt was a raging inferno, surrounding my now aching cock with liquid fire and molten flesh, corkscrewing down around my cock.
"I love you, son," Mom moaned in that lust filled voice that always rocks me to my core -- a voice full of love and desire that knows no limits and gets what it always demands. Mom's hard nipples dragged across my chest as she ground her hairy twat against my crotch. Mom's arms and legs held me tightly as she rode me, my hands squeezing and spreading her ass cheeks, helping her piston up and down on my stiff penis. We kissed, our tongues rolling slowly over each other, feeling swollen in their own right, swollen with the arousal that seemed to permeate both our bodies.
Mom's fingernails clawed at my back as orgasm quickly overtook her. Then we were joined by Molly and Aunt Deb, their hot, slick flesh pressing into ours, hands stroking and bodies rubbing against us. More tongues joined our incestuous kiss as they touched and urged us to climax. Fingers brushed against mine and then slipped between Mom's ass cheeks and she jerked in pleasurable surprise as someone pressed a finger against her asshole. More fingers fluttered against my buttocks and then into my asscrack to begin probing against my butthole.
My kiss into Mom's mouth became more frantic as a long finger eased through my sphincter and found my prostate and pressed and I growled against Mom's lips as my orgasm overwhelmed me and I went up on my toes as Mom slid down my erection, burying myself as deep as I could before I began to erupt, emptying a heavy load of hot semen into Mom's pussy!
The twin sensations of steaming sperm and a finger up her asshole sent Mom over the edge and she groaned into my mouth as she shimmied and shook on my cock, bathing it anew in her sweet, fiery juices as she massaged my cock for all the semen hidden inside.
It was lucky for us that we brought blankets with us to the beach. Mom's bikini we never found and somehow Molly's top was lost somewhere between my fucking her and then Mom. We emerged from the water to a smattering of applause from some of the locals and a few slack-jawed tourists and who could blame them. Again, Mom reminded me of some erotic goddess -- the very epitome of Venus emerging naked and unashamed from the surf, her heavy breasts bouncing and her hairy bush glistening wetly from the water and other things. As several beachcombers watched, Mom grinned and met their hungry, amazed glances -- enjoying her rare opportunity to let her exhibitionist side run free.
Finally, wrapping blankets around our two mothers to be, Aunt Deb and I proudly walked our spouses home. Naps and an afternoon snack loomed ahead for us until our expectant mothers regained their energy and could demand some more loving -- loving both Aunt Deb and I would be thrilled to give.
Molly didn't give up fucking until the middle of her eighth month and was receiving and giving oral love almost to the minute she went into labor. Bless her heart, it was a long and difficult labor, lasting almost fourteen hours but in the middle of April, she and Aunt Deb gave birth to a beautiful nine pound baby boy while Mom and I stood by -- in awe of this lovely young woman producing the first member of the next generation of our family.
I know I am repeating myself when I say I was not prepared for the reality of all this new love we had created and brought into the world. Appearing weary and pissed, the first time my son looked at me with my own brown eyes, I broke down and wept -- overwhelmed with the intense love that only a parent can know. In the end, it gave me an even better perspective on Mom's love for me and makes me love her back all the more.
With everyone's blessing, Molly and Deb named him Matthew Thomas, after Molly's grandfather and my grandfather Tom. We would call him Matthew, but when he was about four years old, he announced that he was Tommy and that's what we call him to this day.
It was tough not to be there every day -- not being able to watch him grow and experience his world. With every picture I received from Molly and Deb, it seemed Tommy grew by leaps and bounds. Because of geography -- I would miss his first step and the arrival of his first tooth, but Mom and I were visiting when he said his first word, "momma" and we were all always together at birthdays and Christmas. I hated being apart but I was at peace knowing that he was raised day in and day out by two of the most loving people in the world and with the exception of Mom and myself, I knew no one else who were so much in love as Molly and Aunt Deb.
Holding my and Molly's son in my arms made me yearn even more for the day when I would be holding the baby that Mom and I made. In some ways, those next few months flew by, my heart filled with wonder and awe as our child grew inside Mom. In some ways, those days seemed to last forever -- an almost eternal celebration of the love my mother and I shared -- creating memories that I cherish to this day.
Mom and I would talk long into the night about our hopes and dreams for our unborn child, wondering where our unusual lives would take us, but knowing that we would love and embrace every moment of the journey. I would race home from work in Lexington each night, eager to see Mom and hear how her day went and to kneel down and kiss her belly and tell our baby how much we both loved him or her. Often it seemed as if in response to my voice, the baby would kick, letting us know that it too eagerly awaited the day it would come into our lives.
Just thinking about those times makes my head swim with good memories. Sure, there were hard times too. Mom could get very emotional as hormones raged within her and at age forty-four, her pregnancy was more of a physical strain than it had been for Molly. Despite her best efforts, Mom put back on some of the weight she had worked hard for so long to take off. To me, this simply made Mom all the more beautiful. She was always destined to be a full-figured beauty and I had always loved her lush figure -- a few more pounds now just made her even more attractive and although it was perhaps little comfort to her, her weight gain truly meant to be that there was just that much more to love!



One of my favorite memories of that time occurred in early June, just as Mom was entering her eighth month. It was a lovely day -- the temperature perfect and no humidity. Despite having a great swollen belly and little stamina and to hear her tell it, all the grace of a billy-goat on skates, Mom had wanted to take a walk up the hill to visit Grandpa Tom's grave. We carried some fresh flowers for his stone and a picnic lunch, planning to enjoy a quiet and intimate afternoon together as we had some many times before.
Mom was wearing a skimpy halter-top, fitting more snugly than ever as her breasts had grown heavier -- swollen with milk, making her bountiful breasts overflow the meager top. Mom was also wearing a loose, wraparound skirt that did nothing to hide the enormity of her swollen belly. By the time we reached the family cemetery, Mom was pretty winded, her face flushed with exertion. While I tended to Grandpa Tom's plot, Mom rested atop her father's gravestone and brought him up to speed on the latest happenings.
"...and I swear, Daddy -- little Matthew Thomas looks more like John everyday! And he has your eyes too, Daddy...just like John does." Mom smiled down at me, her hand resting on her stomach, toes dangling just above the grass around the stone. Her eyes widened suddenly in surprise and she let out a long whoosh of air. "And this one, Daddy -- I swear your next grandchild must be a football player the way it kicks!"
With her other hand, Mom stroked the smooth marble of her father's tombstone and said, "I wish you could be here, Daddy and see how wonderful things are -- to see how good my son treats me and loves me. You'd be proud of him, Daddy -- proud of him and me and the way we love each other." Mom let go a wistful sigh and continued, "I wish you could be here and be a part of us -- a family that loves each other more than anything -- that loves like you and Mama Polly loved each other."
Mom's gaze went off into nowhere for a moment and I knew she was thinking of her own youth and the few precious loving moments she and her father had shared. A new shade of red colored Mom's face -- blushing not from exertion, but from arousal as she recollected making love to her father. Through these wonderful and exciting months of Mom's pregnancy, I had come to anticipate Mom's urges and I wasn't surprised when she emerged from her reverie, eyes gleaming with need and a sexual flush spreading quickly from her face to her chest.
"Son," Mom said softly as she reached down and did something to her dress that made it fall away, revealing her full and shapely legs. "John, I need you!" Mom whispered as she slowly spread her legs, her wild and unruly bush revealed in the shadow of her swollen belly, barely hinting at the wet and pink flesh of her motherly cunt.
I moved to knee between her widespread legs, looking over her large stomach to smile up at her as I said, "I love you too, Mom!" I trailed fingers up Mom's ankle, making her quiver as I tickled her knee and then teased the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Mom let her head fall back and her lips curl in a pleased sneer as I slid my fingers into her bush, slipping into the split of her labia and spreading her slick lips apart to reveal the hot and slick flesh hidden there. I marveled at the wonder that was and is my mother's vagina. I could not recall a single time during her entire pregnancy when I had touched her and she wasn't soaking wet and seemingly on fire.
I eased my middle finger into Mom's sopping cunt, slowly rotating it as I sought out Mom's secret spots, making her squirm as I probed and massaged her inner flesh. I inhaled her strong scent as it wafted through the air, my nostrils flaring as I breathed in her intoxicating aroma -- my cock hardening already in my jeans.
Like a man dying of thirst, I pressed my face into Mom's wet, hairy pussy, sucking up her sexual nectar as my tongue began to roam over her slick aroused flesh. I could feel her blood pulsing through her labia as they swelled and blossomed wider and Mom's taste was sweet and vibrant as never before as if filled with the same energy and life as she was carrying deep in her womb.
Mom's legs came awkwardly up to hang over my shoulders and I was wedged between her luscious thighs and her fertile belly and as I licked her delicious pussy, sending tremors of pleasure racing through her body, I could feel our child kicking -- somehow joining in on our happiness in its own way.
"Eat me, John," Mom moaned in a keening voice that in her ecstasy threatened to fall apart into simple babble. I made love to my mother with my mouth and fingers, seeking out her G-spot and discovering her erect clitoris, swollen and throbbing, teasing with my tongue. "Lick Momma's pussy -- make Momma cummmm!" she cried as she wiggled on her marble seat.
Mom's thighs tightened against the sides of my face while her fingers curled up in my hair -- getting a grip to hold onto as I lapped her cunt towards orgasm. With my free hand, I reached around to support Mom in the small of the back -- a tricky thing to do with all the twisting and scooting around she was doing atop her father's tombstone.
"See, Daddy? See how good your grandson loves his mother," Mom moaned. "See how he makes your little girl cummmmm!" A torrent of pussy cream flowed from Mom's cunt -- pouring over my face faster than I could lick it up, rivulets running down my chin, dripping from my cheeks, her scent making me almost dizzy with desire
Mom let out a scream that echoed through the green hills as I simultaneously found her G-spot and began gently and steadily sucking on her stiff clitoris. Her legs fell away from my face as she lost control of her limbs. Mom seemed to be trying to push my entire head back into the womb as she quivered and rocked against my face -- a gusher of cum -- hot streamers of pussy juice sprayed my face.
Finally, unable to take it anymore, Mom pushed me away, gasping desperately for breath and I fell back to a sitting position, staring happily at my mother, legs spread wide, thighs gleaming with her juices, jerking as little waves of orgasmic aftershocks rippled through her blossoming body, punctuated by little spurts of cunt cream splashing onto Grandpa Tom's headstone. Mom was the epitome of erotic motherhood as she sat there, an incestuous mother lost in rapture, pussy juice gleaming wetly on the marble stonework. Somewhere during my making love to her, she had opened her halter top and her heavy, hanging breasts were heaving -- nipples huge and distended, thick drop of milky fluid dripping from them.
I heaved myself to my feet and came to her, letting her shaky arms go around my shoulders as I kissed my mother hard and long, my tongue snaking into her mouth to share her own taste with her -- Mom pausing to lick her cream from my cheeks and then share it with me, her son and husband. One hand dropped and busied itself with my belt and then I was flat on the ground in front of Grandpa Tom's stone, Mom facing away from me, leaning forward, bracing her hands against her father's headstone while resting her huge belly on my legs as she took my erection inside her and began to fuck me with as much vigor as an eight months pregnant woman could muster.
I could only moan with happiness as I felt Mom's tender and fiery flesh move up and down on my cock, hearing her whimper with pleasure as she told her father over and over what a fine motherfucker her son was. Somehow I levered myself up, wrapping an arm around Mom's soft and sweaty body to caress her belly while the other played with her milk laden tits, feeling the warm, life-giving liquid flow through my fingers as I massaged and pinched her heavy breasts.
Too soon for me, I lost it and began to cum inside Mom's wonderful pussy, savoring her sobs of pleasure as my hot semen began her orgasm anew, her hot flesh milking my seed. We wound up with Mom lying atop me, her pregnant belly rising to the sky as I slipped out of her, holding her tight in my embrace, both of us basking in the warmth of the sun and the intensity of our incestuous love.
Mom's obstetrician had pegged July 15 as her due date, but we were in for a surprise. The evening of July 3, we had retired relatively early. Now in her ninth month, Mom tired very easily and was in some serious discomfort. To help her relax in the evenings, I would usually gently lick her pussy to orgasm which seemed to help her sleep better. That night, Mom wanted us to sixty-nine and so we wound up in bed lying on our sides -- me happily running my tongue over Mom's wet pussy, tenderly nibbling at her clitoris and licking the sweet cunt cream from her wet flesh. Mom was hungrily sucking on my cock, her tongue a maddening dervish swirling around the head of my cock.
Nestled between us, her swollen belly felt almost feverish with new life and I would stroke it softly as it seemed to bring Mom some comfort. I tried to control my orgasm, but once a delicious flood of her juices washed over my mouth and lips and I heard her happy sighs of a languorous orgasm wafting in my ears, I couldn't resist any longer and with my face pressed to her delicious cunt, began to cum as I gave a muffled moan of pleasure. Mom eagerly drank my hot sperm, relishing the taste of her own son's semen.
We went to sleep soon after, me rubbing Mom's aching back, sharing a last goodnight kiss, the taste of my seed still on my mother's lips. Then in the early morning hours of July 4, Mom woke up me up to let me know it was time -- that her water had broken. I don't remember much of the drive from our home deep in the hills to the local hospital, just Mom sitting serenely in the passenger seat urging me to stay calm and that she loved me very, very much.
Despite any concerns the doctor had about Mom having a baby at her age, her labor was short and without complications -- in the pain of delivery, she only called me a motherfucker three times, much to the amusement of the doctor and nurses present, most of whom were oblivious to our familial relationship.
At 8:30 in the morning on the Fourth of July, Mom gave birth to a healthy seven pound daughter that we named Polly after Mom's grandmother, Mama Polly. Forgive me if I am prejudiced, but Polly was the loveliest baby I had or ever will see. The nurses would tell you it was probably gas or something, but I swear when I first held my daughter and spoke to her that she smiled up at me.
That evening, as Mom slept, our daughter in her arms, I watched them as the sky outside lit up with fireworks and I felt a sense of rightness greater than I had ever felt before. Over the past few years, as Mom and I had realized our love for each other, with each step we had taken to become a couple, it had simply felt...right. Now I felt as if all the pieces had fallen into place. The woman who had bore me and loved me both as a son and as a man, now wore my ring and we had made a child together. Our love was only strengthened and increased by our deep feelings for Deb and Molly and the life that we had all four truly brought into this world and that was a part of the rightness I felt now.
"Isn't she beautiful?" Mom whispered, her voice weary, but happy. I glanced up from our baby in her arms and Mom's eyes were gleaming, tears of joy threatening to fall.
I leaned over and kissed Mom gently and stroked her face. "She's the loveliest thing I've ever seen, Mom," I replied. "You did good."
"No, son, we did good -- together, we took our love and made something more wonderful than I ever thought possible." The tears began to flow as she kissed me again and then said softly, "I love you, John. We've made a baby together. I can't believe all that we've hoped for has happened. It feels like I'm living out a fairy tale -- my greatest dreams come to life."
I kissed away her tears, "It's not a dream, Mom, it's our life and I promise you, we'll live happily ever after." Mom smiled up happily at me, her eyes growing glassy as exhaustion overtook her. I whispered, "I love you, Mom," and kissed her on the forehead and then kissed our daughter likewise. Both made little satisfied sighs and slept while I continued to sit there and watch them -- love for them both overflowing from my heart.
At some point that evening I went down on my knees and thanked God for all my blessings and I asked him for the strength to continue to be the son and husband and now father that I needed to be and even though the future was unknown to me, I knew the rightness of the path I was following and that the journey would be wonderful.
Once we were back home and settled in, it seemed even more right. Yes, our lives changed radically from the moment we brought Polly home -- how could it not, but it was all change for the better. We might bitch about the dirty diapers and the occasional all night fussiness and the sometimes seemingly endless exhaustion that comes with raising a baby, but that all seemed inconsequential as the very act of being parents seemed to bring a new level of intimacy between my mother and I. We found an even deeper sense of oneness that seemed to increase our love and yes, our lust for each other.
True, we probably slowed down a little in our lovemaking -- at least during Polly's first couple of years, but we were still passionate with each other and any loss of physical contact just made us that much hungrier for each other -- a hunger we sated with a vengeance whenever opportunity came knocking.
Mom once asked me if I ever regretted us having a child or at least having one so soon after we married. "With a child in the house, we had to give up all that wild sex in every room of the house, you know," Mom said teasingly.
"Well, I don't know about that, Mom," I replied. "I thought we just tried to plan our wild sex a little bit in advance. If I wanted to fuck you on the kitchen table, we just had to wait until Polly went to sleep or off to school...same if we were making love in front of the fireplace and all those times we got caught..." I shrugged and added, "We always taught her that sex was something natural and beautiful that two people in love shared, not something dirty. Polly never seemed to be bothered by that."
Mom laughed and said, "Well, she really didn't like it the first time she caught us under the Christmas tree."
I winced and shook my head as I recalled that. It must have been Polly's fourth or fifth Christmas and she'd gotten up to see if Santa had visited yet and found her mother and me under the Christmas tree making love -- our favorite Christmas tradition. Mom was underneath me, her filmy gown spread out around her and I was naked, buried deep inside her.
Polly just stared at us disapprovingly and said we really should do that in bed. She turned around and stomped back to her bedroom. The next morning when we came down, we found all of Polly's presents carefully stacked on the far side of the tree -- as far away from the site of our naughty deed as possible...a new Christmas tradition that she continued for years.
No, we didn't carry on like naked sex crazed maniacs in front of our daughter, but we never tried to disguise our passion for each other either. Mom and I have been and always will be very openly affectionate in public. We tried to raise Polly to be accepting and open minded and though sometimes that was a bit complicated like explaining why her brother had a different Mommy and another Mommy too, Polly never dwelt on the details, but accepted it all serenely as simply the way things were. We knew that it would be a bit tougher explaining how her mother and father could also be mother and son, but that would wait until later years when she would be mature enough to understand it all.
We were blessed, especially in those early years, watching our beautiful golden haired daughter grow and explore the world around her, fascinated by even the smallest discoveries the world had to offer and helped us regain our own sense of wonder in so many ways. I defy anyone to not be changed in watching a young girl's awed face the first time she watches a butterfly emerge from its cocoon. With each day she has been in our lives, she has been a blessing, making a truly wonderful life even better. When you add to that the additional joys that Tommy brought into our lives, we could truly believe in the possibility of living "happily ever after."
Of course, life doesn't truly work that way and while mostly life was and is wonderful, there have been some dark and terrible moments. In those early and heady years of raising our family, none of us dreamed that tragedy was as near to us as it was.
To be continued...
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A new story for you all. I've been toying with the idea of a non-consent/forced story when an idle thought occurred - What if the Creep of my I-Room story had been evil in nature. This story quickly emerged. I hope you like it. Please share your thoughts - positive or negative, they are all useful. As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within exist only within the realm of my imagination. Enjoy!
*
To this day, I'm not sure why this happened...only that it did and that it changed my life forever. I suppose I will wonder until the day I die if it was truly a good thing or a bad thing. I certainly didn't have a clue what was in store for me when I picked up the phone...
I am a loan officer with a small regional bank in Indiana. I am married and at the time of this...event, I was forty-three years old. My husband, Dale is a good man, rather too devoted to his job in insurance, but I know he loves me and our kids. At the time of the...event, my daughter Kim, was twenty-one and a junior at a good university in Florida. My son, John, had just turned eighteen and was beginning his senior year in high school. My name is Connie.
I was at work when the call was transferred to my office. "Hi, this is Connie Hall in loans, how can I help you?"
"WELL, CONNIE IN LOANS, IF ALL WORKS OUT, WE WILL BE HELPING EACH OTHER." The voice at the other end was a bit garbled and washed out, as if a real voice was going through some sort of device to disguise it.
"Um, okay. May I ask who's calling please?"
"NO YOU MAY NOT AND DO NOT HANG UP THE PHONE, CONNIE. NOT IF YOU VALUE YOUR FAMILY'S LIFE!"
In truth I was already starting to hang up, we get cranks a lot, mostly people pissed off at the bank for one reason or another, but the last words halted my hand and I slowly drew the phone back to my ear. "Who is this? What are you saying?" I could feel the slightest bit of hysteria in my voice.
"YOU HAVE A TASK AHEAD OF YOU, CONNIE HALL. I HAVE FAITH THAT YOU WILL CARRY IT OUT WITH FLYING COLORS, BUT I KNOW YOU WILL NEED INCENTIVE. IF YOU TRULY LOVE YOUR FAMILY, YOU WILL LISTEN CAREFULLY AND DO WHAT YOU'RE TOLD."
I wasn't sure what was going on. I glanced at the closed door to my small office, wondering if I should try and get someone's attention. Anyone who works in a bank has heard the stories of how criminals will sometimes threaten bank employees' families to extort money. My heart began to race as I wondered if I was about to be used in such a way.
"Surely you don't mean to rob the bank by threatening me and my family? It never works." My mind was racing, trying to remember my family's whereabouts.
"I SAID YOU NEED TO LISTEN CAREFULLY, CONNIE. SHUT UP AND LISTEN OR I'LL MAKE SURE YOUR HUSBAND AND DAUGHTER ARE ON THE EVENING NEWS AND NOT IN A GOOD WAY!"
My heart dropped into my stomach and I felt a wave of dizziness sweep over me. In a small, quiet voice, I replied, "Yes, I'm sorry. I'm listening."
"EXCELLENT. FIRST, LET ME ESTABLISH MY PARTICULARS. I HAVE WATCHED YOU FOR QUITE SOME TIME NOW, CONNIE. YOU ARE UNDER CONSTANT SURVEILLANCE -- MORNING, NOON AND NIGHT. SO IS YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY. RIGHT NOW, YOUR HUSBAND IS FLYING TO RHODE ISLAND FOR A WEEKEND SEMINAR. KIM HAS THREE CLASSES TODAY -- AN ENLIGHTENMENT LITERATURE CLASS, CALCULUS AND A RELIGION & PHILOSOPHY CLASS WHICH IF SHE KEEPS TO HER USUAL HABITS, SHE'LL BLOW OFF TO GET A START ON HER FRIDAY NIGHT PARTYING. YOU EVEN SCOLDED HER THIS MORNING ON THE PHONE ABOUT SLACKING OFF."
My stomach was now doing flip-flops. How did he know about my conversation with my daughter? "H-how did you know that?" I said in a tight whisper. "Is my -- did you bug my phone?"
"I KNOW EVERYTHING ABOUT YOU, CONNIE. I AM ALWAYS WATCHING AND LISTENING. I KNOW THAT YOUR HUSBAND BOUGHT THE LATEST EDITION OF ESQUIRE THIS MORNING AT THE AIRPORT TO READ ON HIS FLIGHT. I KNOW THAT JOHN MASTURBATED THIS MORNING TO SOME INTERNET PORN BEFORE COMING DOWN FOR BREAKFAST. I KNOW THAT KIM HAD COFFEE AFTER THIS MORNING'S CLASS WITH A BOY SHE HOPES TO SOON FUCK, AND I KNOW YOU ARE WEARING BLACK FRENCH BIKINI PANTIES RIGHT AT THIS MOMENT."
"Omigod," I said as I felt myself on the verge of fainting. I tried to steady my breathing until the black clouds at the edge of my vision began to fade. My heart seemed so loud as it pounded inside my chest. How did he know what I was wearing? Dale and John had both left the house before I'd showered and dressed for work. I'd seen them off still wearing an old flannel nightgown. "What do you want? I can try and get you money, but I'm not sure how much I can manage." Who was this guy and how did he know all this? Did he have cameras in our home?
"I HAVE NO INTEREST IN MONEY. I AM NOT TRYING TO ROB YOUR BANK. THIS IS MORE...PERSONAL. CONNIE, I WANT YOU TO FUCK YOUR SON."
Silence hung between us as my brain tried to process what the caller had said. His words seemed to jumble up in my mind, nonsensical at first. Not wanting money? Sex? Fucking...to fuck my...my son?" I ran my hand through my hair, rubbing my scalp furiously as if to get my brain to warm up and work. "Wait...what? You want me to what?" I babbled, trying to give myself time to process what he had said.
"YOU HEARD ME, CONNIE. YOU ARE GOING TO FUCK YOUR SON. YOU WILL SPREAD YOUR LEGS AND LET JOHN BURY HIS COCK INSIDE YOU!"
"I can't do that!" I cried as his words suddenly crashed in on me, sending shivers of revulsion through me. "That's awful!"
"OH, I ASSURE YOU THAT YOU CAN DO IT, CONNIE AND THAT YOU WILL DO IT. LISTEN CAREFULLY, CONNIE, BECAUSE THE CLOCK IS NOW RUNNING. YOU WILL SEDUCE AND FUCK YOUR SON BY MIDNIGHT TONIGHT OR YOUR HUSBAND AND DAUGHTER WILL NOT LIVE TO SEE TOMORROW'S SUNRISE!"
I let out a sob and covered my mouth to stifle it. I struggled to regain control, finally blurting out, "I can't. John would never...for God's sake, I'm his mother!"
"YOU WILL, CONNIE, YOU WILL FUCK HIM OR THE REST OF YOUR FAMILY DIES. PAY ATTENTION NOW. IF YOU TRY AND EXPLAIN TO YOUR SON WHAT IS HAPPENING, YOUR HUSBAND AND DAUGHTER DIE. SHOULD YOU CALL YOUR HUSBAND OR DAUGHTER AND ATTEMPT TO WARN THEM, THEY WILL BE DEAD BEFORE YOU HANG UP THE PHONE. SAME THING APPLIES SHOULD YOU TRY AND CONTACT THE AUTHORITIES. I WILL KILL THEM!"
A cold shiver ran through my body as this almost inhuman voice calmly told me his rules. Any thought of calling the police or the FBI evaporated in the cold certainty of his words. I absolutely believed that he would do what he said he would do.
"WHAT TIME IS IT, CONNIE?"
For a moment, his unexpected question caught me off guard. I struggled for a moment to understand and then looked down at my watch...the lovely gold wristwatch Dale had given me for our 20th Anniversary. I swallowed and replied, "It's a few, um minutes to twelve, um noon."
"GOOD. DO WE UNDERSTAND EACH OTHER, CONNIE? YOU HAVE JUST OVER TWELVE HOURS TO SEDUCE YOUR SON AND MAKE HIM YOUR LOVER. FAILURE TO DO SO BY MIDNIGHT WILL RESULT IN DALE'S AND KIM'S DEATH. YOU ARE NOW RACING AGAINST THE CLOCK, CONNIE. YOUR SON USUALLY GETS HOME FROM CLASSES AROUND THREE -- I'D START PREPARING IF I WERE YOU."
"Oh God, yes, I think I understand. After I fuck my...after it happens, how do I get in touch?"
There was an almost obscene chuckle at the other end. "TRUST ME, CONNIE. THE FIRST TIME JOHN SINKS HIS COCK INSIDE HIS MOTHER'S CUNT, I'LL KNOW." He laughed again and then continued, "OH, AND CONNIE?"
"Y-yes?" I replied, fearful of what he might demand of me next.
"ENJOY YOURSELF."
He hung up then, the line going dead for a moment and then it seemed as if the entire room was filled with that terrible drone of a dial tone. I sat there in total shock, trying to make sense of what had just happened. The entire conversation had only lasted a few minutes. My entire world turned upside down in the span of a short telephone conversation.
I broke down crying -- sobbing loudly as the terribleness of the situation just overwhelmed me. There was no way I could do what the caller demanded and yet I was consumed by a terrible certainty that if I didn't do this...if I didn't somehow seduce my son and fuck him, this madman would kill the rest of my family. If he had me under surveillance, there was no way I could go to the police for help. Even so, my hand was already reaching for the phone to dial 9-1-1, before I realized what I was doing. My fingers hovered over the phone set for several minutes as my mind raced and tried to find another solution. Nothing came to mind and I shivered with fear and worry until the clock on my desk gave a gentle bong and I jumped, startled out of my reverie of fear and disbelief. I glanced at the digital device's readout display. It was 12:00 P.M. It was noon.
Twelve hours. I had twelve hours. That suddenly became the overwhelming thought in my head. I made my decision. My hands punched up a number on the phone and I said, "Dora? Connie here. I've had a family emergency come up and I'm taking the rest of the day. Let everyone know, okay." Words of concern and sympathy came back and I replied, "No, everything will be okay, I think, but I have to go take care of some things. Have a good weekend, hun."
Five minutes later, I was in my car, driving towards home and wondering how the hell I was going to do what I was being forced to do. A terrible thought of "Is this some weird trick of John's?" occurred to me, but I dismissed that out of hand. I know that many reading my story assume that every son wants to fuck his mother and vice-versa, but I had never seen even a hint of sexual interest from my son. Not that John didn't like girls -- he'd peeked a few times at his sister when he hit puberty and I'd found porn on his computer, mostly young women with huge breasts and some lesbian things. I'd scolded him mildly, but wrote it off as normal and to be honest, healthy. And then there are my son's social skills or lack of them.
John's a shy boy -- eighteen now and I think he's only ever actually asked three girls out on date and only two ever accepted and there were no repeat performances. I haven't been able to get my son to trade in his glasses for contacts and he's just a shade on the husky side. I hate to admit it, but his sister's favorite term for him -- nerd, is very accurate. He's a bookworm -- happier with a thick fantasy novel than most anything else. He tends to clam up whenever a young woman is in the room. My greatest fear now was that if I just asked John to fuck me, he'd run and lock himself in his room -- even if I wasn't his Mom.
And it's not like I'm anyone's idea of a -- what do they call it? I'm not a MILF. I'm forty-three years old and stand five foot, four inches tall. I'm a good twenty pounds over what my appropriate weight should be. I have 38DD breasts -- not those artificial beach balls that my son seems to like looking at, but heavy and somewhat sagging breasts and a little bit of a belly. I have short blonde -- almost white hair and blue eyes, which are the only good things I inherited from the Swedes on my mother's side of the family. My legs aren't too bad, but my thighs are thicker than I want or what I'd consider attractive, despite hours and hours on the treadmill. In my greatest leaps of imagination, I couldn't imagine my son finding me sexy.
I began mulling over how I could pull this off and each idea seemed doomed to failure. How the hell does one make their son think of them as someone they'd like to fuck? I got out of downtown and on the expressway leading home. Suddenly I saw an exit sign that named one of our area's largest malls. Inspiration or maybe simple desperation struck and I crossed three lanes of traffic, leaving honking horns and some obscene gestures in my wake. I had the vaguest hint of an idea and little time to get what I needed.
I smiled then, no doubt a strained, even horrific smile, but a smile nonetheless as the thought occurred that in order to save my family, I needed to do a little shopping.
#
I'm not sure how I did it, but by three- thirty, when I expected to hear my son's old Dodge come rumbling up the driveway, I had everything in place for what I was hoping would be a successful seduction. I could barely believe I could actually contemplate such a thing, but terrible images of Dale and Kim keep me on my path. I began to panic as it was another hour before I heard John pull into the driveway.
I was in the kitchen pulling some brownies out of the oven when I heard him unlock the front door. I heard the thump of books being dumped on the couch and his footsteps treading down the hallway towards me. "Hi, sweetie," I called out. "Welcome home!"
Before he came through the doorway, I could hear him say, "Mom! You're home early, what's up?" I heard his feet come to a sudden halt and I knew he was surprised about more than me being home early.
Since the days when he was little and we could take a bath together, he'd not seen me showing off this much skin and I doubt he really remembered doing that anyway. I'd found a little sundress -- intentionally a bit small for me, that tied in a halter around my neck with a plunging neckline and an even deeper plunge in back, almost to my hips and with a hemline that ended barely south of my crotch. I was wearing "fuck me" pumps that I thought improved the look of my legs and with my back to him and bent over in front of the oven, I'm sure he was getting a real good view of my bikini clad ass.
I looked over my shoulder at him and said, "Yeah, decided to take the afternoon off -- hit the mall and buy a few new things. What do you think of my new dress?"
John swallowed -- his eyes widening and his face turning bright red even before he managed to mutter. "It's um, real pretty, Mom. Uh, I got some homework to...um, do." I hoped him blushing was a good thing and idly wondered how much I was blushing. I felt so embarrassed being dressed like that in front of my own son.
John began to beat a retreat, but I straightened up and turned with a tray of my secret weapons in hand. "Oh honey, you got the entire weekend to do that. I thought with Dad off doing another business trip, you and I could have some quality time together." I lifted the tray, feeling the warmth radiating across my mostly uncovered breasts. My heart was beating in fear as I said, "I made your favorite -- brownies!"
John actually took a step or two towards the hallway, but then the scent of my homemade brownies reached him and his teenaged appetite won out over his shock at his mother's shameful outfit and he looked hungrily down at them. "C'mon, son -- fresh out of the oven -- all hot and gooey, the way you like them."
He swallowed and then nodded, sliding into a seat at the kitchen table as he focused his attention on the sweets and not on his mother's body. I sat the tray down in front of him and then crossed the room to get us some plates and forks. I came up behind him and reached around to set the plate in front of him, leaning my body into his, my breasts mashing against his back.
"To tell the truth, I've been looking forward to spending some time alone with my baby boy. Soon, you'll be going off to college and getting married and having kids and I'll never see you," I said, still leaning into him as I reached around and cut a brownie out of the pan and set it into his plate.
My son shifted nervously in his seat, making my breasts rub against him all the more which I suppose explained the rise of goose bumps along his arms. "Yeah, me married and kids -- that'll be the day," he said in that tone of sarcasm that only a teenager can create.
I finished by giving him a big hug, pulling him tight against my body as I said, "Oh some girl is going to be mighty lucky when she manages to snag you!" I leaned my head in and kissed John on the cheek and said in a lower, huskier voice, "Very lucky." Then, feeling my face burn with embarrassment, I let him go and hurried to the sink, facing away from him to keep him from seeing my reddened face. I hoped he was still watching me, but was afraid to turn around and see.
I busied myself with washing the dirty dishes in the sink and worked to keep the conversation alive. "So, how was school today?" I asked.
I heard my son give a snort and then say through a mouthful of brownies, "Sucked as usual. I'll be so glad to graduate. That civics teacher is a real bore."
I kept up the inquiring questions and John let me know how much he disliked school. Finally, I said, "Well, I'm sorry your day sucked, honey. I've had some fun -- I played hooky all afternoon and went shopping." I took a deep breath and turned to face my son and was rewarded to see that he was staring at me as he ate.
He ducked his head down to avoid my gaze and paying attention to his brownie, asked me the leading question I had hoped he would ask. "You never take off work, Mom. What's the special occasion?"
I came over to the table and sat down across from him, crossing my arms and resting them on the table, using them to push my breasts up, making them overflow the low cut front even more. "Well, sweetie, I've been thinking. You know I got a nice raise recently?"
John nodded and ate more of his brownie, trying as he did to look me in the eye, but unable to keep his gaze from drifting down to the exposed flesh of my big breasts.
"I thought that during your fall break, your dad and I could take some days off and we take a family trip down to the Bahamas. I got the urge to go buy some new things to wear on the trip, like this little dress."
John nodded again and said, "Um, yeah, that'd be awesome, Mom -- if Dad would take the time." He rolled his eyes. "You know how he is."
It was my turn to nod and I replied, "Yes, I do and that's the whole point. We could all go down -- you can hang out on the beach and watch the girls in their bikinis and maybe your Dad and I could spice up our love life a little." I gave my son a wink and then giggled, "If you know what I mean?"
The redness in John's face which had begun to fade now flamed anew and he got a panicked look on his face and exclaimed, "Aw, geezus, Mom! I mean...Geezus!"
I laughed and reached out and took his hand. "Oh, don't act embarrassed, sweetie. You're eighteen now -- you're a man. You know your father and I do it...at least we used to. Otherwise, how did we get you?"
John was going on instinct, trying to push away from the table, but unable to while I held his hand. "Yeah, yeah, I know, but for crying out loud, Mom -- TMI!"
I tried to look a little hurt. "Sorry -- but I, I don't know, I don't think it's that big a deal. We're both adults at this table." I looked down at the table. "I mean, you're eighteen now -- a grown man. I didn't mean to make you feel uncomfortable." I felt a little ashamed as I tried to make him feel a little guilty.
Maybe it worked though, as I felt his hand relax a little in my grip and in a meek voice, John replied, "You didn't make me feel uncomfortable, Mom. It's just...I'm not sure I want to hear about yours and Dad's sex life."
"Or lack thereof," I said right back and looked up at him, offering him a little smile. "Of course, honey -- I don't expect to talk to you about your father and I in the sack." I felt his hand begin to tense up again under my fingers. "But, you're not blind. You know that your father and I have kind of drifted apart these last few years."
I took a deep breath and plunged on. "All I mean to say is, I thought maybe a romantic vacation on a warm beach somewhere might put the spark back into our lives. I went shopping to get a few things that might get the old engines revved back up." I winked at my son again and was relieved to see him nodding -- still looking uncomfortable, but not appearing to be ready to flee the room.
We sat there for a long, quiet moment and then I looked into his eyes again and in a softer, shyer tone, I said, "You know, I really could use another man's opinion right now."



John eyed me warily and said, "Opinion on what, Mom?"
"Well, I'd like to get a man's perspective on some of my outfits -- you know, how I look in them. I'd hate to wear something and it turns out your father hates it."
John's face reddened again. "I don't know, Mom -- you mean like swimsuits. He shifted in his chair again as if he couldn't get comfortable. "I'm not sure I can, uh, should."
"Awww, c'mon, honey. I really need a man's opinion and you're definitely a man," giving his hand another squeeze. I pleaded, "You're my son -- you'd tell me the truth and besides, who else could I ask, Mr. Turner down the street?"
At that we both laughed and the tension seemed to break. Mr. Turner was an old letch that lived on our block -- well known for his proclivity to somehow turn up in a person's back yard whenever a woman was trying to sunbathe.
John sighed, still looking very uncomfortable, but he suddenly shrugged his shoulders and said, "I guess I could -- anything to save you from old man Turner."
I let go of his hand and jumped to my feet. "Really?" I exclaimed, sounding like an excited schoolgirl. "Just sit right there -- get another brownie if you want. I'll go change!" I rushed away, hurrying to the downstairs bathroom where I'd left some things. My heart was beating in my chest so hard I could scarcely breathe.
In the bathroom, I tried to quickly change, but my hands were shaking so much, it was difficult. I slipped out of the dress and my underwear and slipped on the first of three swimsuits I'd bought at a risqué lingerie store in the mall. It was a sand colored tankini -- a somewhat modest tank top and a French cut bikini bottom.
I gazed at myself in the mirror like a nervous girl about to go on a first date. Like the dress, I'd bought it a couple of sizes too small and the top hugged my heavy, drooping breasts like a second skin, leaving no doubt as to their shape and heft. My nipples stood out against the fabric -- I even imagined I could see the small bumps of my aureoles as well.
Still wearing my "fuck me" heels, I walked back down the hall, pausing to take a deep breath before I threw my shoulders back and strode into the kitchen. "Well, honey, what do you think?" I said in a voice of forced cheerfulness, striking a pose in front of my son.
John stared back, his fork suspended in mid air as his eyes took in the sight of his mother in her swimsuit. I tried to see myself in his eyes -- a middle-aged woman wearing a tank top that molded itself against her chest, leaving almost nothing to the imagination as to what her tits were like. I shivered as my son's gaze roamed downward and I felt oddly embarrassed that he might notice my round belly pooching out above the low cut bikini bottom, finding that I was idly wishing I had a flatter, more attractive stomach. I felt a flush of warmth wash across my face and neck as John's eyes moved lower, studying the tight expanse of cloth that covered my mound.
I shifted nervously on my feet as John continued to look appraisingly up and down. "Well, what do you think, son?" I asked. I felt so skittish that I couldn't stand still and I slowly turned around, feeling silly as I thrust my butt out a little. "Does this outfit look alright?"
It seemed like it took my son a moment or two for my question to sink in and then he slowly nodded his head up and down, a shy smile on his face as he continued to study my body and say, "Oh yeah, Mom. Dad's gonna love it! You look great!"
I felt a great sense of relief and was grinning from ear to ear as I responded, "That's so sweet! Think you can stand to look at another one?" John's shy smile turned into a silly grin as he shrugged and nodded. I felt strangely pleased and shot him another wink before I hurried out of the room, suddenly realizing that in my haste, I was giving him a show of bouncing breasts.
Back in the bathroom, I was surprised to find that I was breathing heavily and that there was a deep flush across my cheeks and neck and upper chest. I immediately dismissed any thought that I might be in any way aroused from my mind and focused on changing into my next outfit.
After looking in the mirror this time, it was a little harder to make myself move out of the small bathroom. That's not to say that the light blue bikini I was wearing was all that scandalous -- Kim would probably laugh herself silly that I would be embarrassed to be seen in it. It was, no doubt almost prudish compared to what she wore on the beaches in Florida. The bikini top was modest -- although, having again picked a garment of smaller size than I should've, my meaty breasts were overflowing the cups and the thin material left no doubt as to how dark my nipples were. The bottom part of the suit was little better. I have no doubt that if the material were to ever get wet, it would cleave to my pussy like it had been painted on, revealing the shape and contours of my labia.
Taking a deep breath, I moved out, my 'fuck me' heels clicking on the wooden floors. Knowing full well my son could hear me coming, I still called out, "Ready or not, here I come."
John was waiting and his eyes widened as I came strutting in, my breast flesh bouncing and jiggling as I moved into the room. Pleased with his expression, I charted a course all the way around the table, letting him see me from all angles. I even teasingly reached out and trailed my fingers through his thick, dark hair as I strolled around him.
I came to a stop in front of him and swiveled my upper body back and forth, knowing how the movement made my breasts roll and bounce. I didn't have to urge him to make an observation this time. "Mom, you look fantastic!" John said with real enthusiasm in his voice. Through his glasses, I could see his eyes flickering up and down, taking in my bikini-clad body again and again.
Again I felt a strange tingle of pleasure at my son's words, a tingle that sparked both at the tips of my nipples and between my legs...a tingle that had been sadly absent too often in my life in recent years. I felt weird and ashamed, but was surprised that there was a part of me that really enjoyed hearing him talk like that...to hear the enthusiasm in his voice.
"Really?" I said. "You don't think its too um, much, do you?"
If anything else was causing my son's face to be that dark a shade of red, I'd have been rushing him to the hospital, but I admired his effort to act nonchalant as he shook his hand in an expression of dismissal. "No, Mom -- it looks...you're beautiful!" he responded in a tight voice.
Again, I could feel my grin stretch across my face -- beaming appreciatively at my son for his generous words. I replied, "Thank you, baby. Do you think you can stand to see one more outfit?"
John's eyes roaming busily over my mostly naked body just nodded and said a bit too enthusiastically, "Sure, Mom!"
I hurried out, letting him get another look at my bouncing breasts (and upon later embarrassed reflection -- my meaty ass cheeks). Back in the bathroom, I stripped down quickly, pausing as I stepped out of my bikini bottoms to stare at the new stain in the gusset. I shivered as I realized that I was wet between my legs -- wet enough that in just a few minutes I had stained my swimsuit with my own juices. I turned the panties around and stared at the crotch -- there was just a hint of discoloration from my pussy cream -- I doubted that my son could have noticed it.
I paused and looked at myself naked in the full length mirror on the bathroom door and was amazed at what I saw. My breasts were heaving heavily, nipples thick and erect and amongst my wispy blonde pubic hair I could see glistening pink flesh as my labia had begun to swell and part. I hung my head in shame, knowing that what I was doing was a sin, but even worse, that this contemplated sin was turning me on.
Finally, I broke myself out of my reverie and moved to dress in my final outfit. It took me much longer to work up the courage to leave the bathroom than it did to put the outfit on. I'm sure even my daughter, Kim, would be appalled at the mockery of a bikini that I was wearing now. What little fabric it had was composed of, was a bright fire-engine red and consisted of three small swatches of fabric and some thin, threadlike strings. My breasts were totally exposed except for my aureoles and nipples which jutted out against the cloth like little door knobs. The bikini bottom -- a thong more or less, didn't adequately cover my wispy bush and I could only hope that the light in the kitchen wouldn't reveal the strands of whitish blonde hair peeking out of the bit of material that just barely managed to cover my mound.
I finally managed to open the door and step out into the hall, only to halt and try to control the sudden violent tremors that racked my body. I was ashamed. I was scared. And, God help me, I was inexplicably turned on. The heat between my thighs was akin to that I'd felt on my wedding night and as I realized that, I suddenly understood that I was feeling exactly like that virgin bride so many years ago -- nervous, embarrassed and very excited. I took several deep breaths and finally was steady enough to move out.
As I approached the doorway into the kitchen, my pace picked up and I strode determinedly into the room, forcing a smile on my face as I paraded practically naked in front of my son.
I couldn't even speak as I strutted across the tile floor, breasts bouncing and threatening to flop out of their tiny halter with every step. All I could do was keep my eyes steady on my son -- praying his reaction wouldn't be to run out of the house, terrified at his mother's sudden insanity.
John's mouth hung wide open and his eyebrows lifted high on his forehead as he ogled his middle-aged mother, my pale Nordic skin exposed almost completely for him, seeing every freckle and curve of my breasts and as I turned around for him, a completely total view of my ass cheeks, thong buried deep in my ass crack and tugging against my mound with every move I made.
A minute, maybe more passed as I posed and walked around the room for my son, waiting for his reaction. His eyes stayed glued to my body, John completely focused as if memorizing my every curve. Finally, still unable to trust my voice, I made a motion with my hand as if to say, "Well? What do you think?"
John remained motionless, only his eyes seeming to work until finally he closed his mouth and licked his lips and in a rough, husky voice that made something turn liquid between my legs, said, "Mom...my God. You are....Mom, Dad will never let you outside in that...in that, um outfit."
I felt crushed and disappointed in a way I wouldn't have expected -- emotions joined by raw fear that I'd disgusted him and that any chance I had to save Dale and Kim were disappearing before my eyes. "Oh God," I moaned almost in tears. "I look that bad, John?"
John slowly shook his head from side to side, his eyes never leaving me. "Noooo, Mom!" He said in a rush. "Dad would have a heart attack trying to beat all the other men at the beach off you." My son took a deep breath and gushed, "Mom, you are too sexy for your own good! That suit should be illegal!" John grinned guiltily and shrugged.
I grinned back at my son, unable to control my smile. I felt like I'd just had the weight of the world lifted off my shoulders. I felt lightheaded and suddenly incredibly warm all at the same time. "You mean you like it, John?"
"Mom, I love that outfit -- I mean, Mom, you are freaking hot!"
I shoved aside my relief that I didn't turn my son off and instead embraced the feelings of delight that my son was saying I was sexy. I pushed the envelope further and walking up to the kitchen table, put my hands on the table and leaned forward, well aware that my breasts were now hanging down like two full udders, barely contained by the bikini. "Are you saying I'm a MILF, son?" I asked John in a coy, flirtatious voice.
John's face regained its dark red tone as he realized what I was saying and his bashfulness reasserted itself and he tore his eyes away from my swaying breasts, looking down as he mumbled, "I, um, guess so!"
Silence filled the room as we both processed his response. John finally scooted back his chair and said, "I really should get cracking on my homework, Mom."
His words barely registered as I could now see the crotch of my son's school khakis, amazed to see the large bulge in his pants, a long tube running down his left inner thigh. Fireworks seemed to explode in my brain as I heard my inner voice screaming, "YOU JUST MADE YOUR SON'S COCK HARD, CONNIE!" Again, I could hear my caller's voice laughing at me.
I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry and said, "Sure, baby, go ahead. I'm -- I think I'm going to take a shower before we decide what to do about dinner." Then I recovered enough to come around the table as my son stood up, him trying to turn away to hide his obvious erection. I pressed myself against his side, my breasts enveloping his right arm and stood on tiptoe to kiss his cheek.
"Thanks for making your mother feel good, son!" I whispered after I gave him a lingering peck on the cheek. I paused, holding myself against him as he turned and looked down at me -- unable to meet my gaze, his eyes wandering further south to look at the hard tipped and barely covered nipples grazing his arm and chest.
He nodded and then unable to handle the moment anymore, whispered, "Sure, I love you, Mom," and then he fled for the stairs and the safety of his room. I watched him go, smiling lovingly at him whenever he glanced back in his retreat until he disappeared from sight. I retreated to the downstairs bathroom, growing shakier with every step.
Inside, I tore the strips of cloth off me, shivering as I turned on the shower and letting it run until steam began to billow out. I could barely stand and I wondered if I was having a heart attack or a stroke as I unsteadily stepped into the stall. I let the hot water cascade across my body and then as I ran my shaky hand across my flesh -- over my breasts and down across my stomach, I understood what was wrong with me as my fingers instinctively ventured to my swollen labia and spliced through my dripping lips. I was aroused and needed relief!
I fell back again the shower wall -- the tiles cool and comforting against my hot skin while the pulsing jets of the water played over my pussy as I begin to work my fingers up and down my suddenly needy flesh. I closed my eyes and slipped two fingers inside my slick cunt, images of that large bulge in my son's pants flashing before me. I could see myself kneeling before him and unzipping his khakis, reaching in, wrapping fingers around that warm, hard pole and then bringing it out...
I shuddered with an incredible wave of pleasure -- heralding the approach of a huge orgasm and I snapped open my eyes and jerked my fingers from my clasping pussy, sobbing with frustration and shame and disbelief at my own actions. I could scarcely believe it -- I had masturbated thinking about my own son! Part of me laughed sardonically -- I felt ashamed because I had almost gotten myself off thinking of John, yet I planned on fucking him before midnight.
That brought me back to reality -- that and the sudden remembrance of why I was going to fuck my son -- images of my husband and daughter flashed through my head. Trembling now with frustration, I climbed from the shower, hoping that in denying myself satisfaction I might give myself an edge -- that perhaps my frustration might help inspire me to achieve my goal. Slivers of pleasure echoed through my body as I imagined my son on me, in me. I took a deep breath and moved to the next stage of my plan.
Naked and dripping wet in more ways than one, I opened the door and yelled, "John, help!"
I had to repeat myself before I heard his bedroom door open and he called down from the stairs, "What's wrong, Mom?"
"Honey, there's no towels down here, can you bring me one from the linen closet?"
There was a long pause and I hoped it was because my son was imaging his mother, wet and naked, then he said in a slightly hoarse voice, "I'll be right there, Mom." I heard him walk down the upstairs hallway and then come back and like all teenagers, he came tromping down the stairs. I peeked out at him from the doorway, only my head and bare shoulder showing as I watched him approach. His face was a fiery red again -- I hoped over me. Then I withdrew moving so that he couldn't see me from the door and held out my hand. I hoped I had this figured right.
"Here you go, Mo..." My son's voice simply failed as he handed me a bath towel and from the angle he was standing at the door, he found himself staring at his naked mother in the mirror over the sink. I took my sweet time taking the towel from him and then as he continued to stand there as if pole-axed, instead of covering up, I whipped the towel behind me and began drying my backside, my heavy breasts swaying and bouncing as I worked the towel back and forth.
From my point of view, the mirror showed my son's pants begin to tent up again and after a minute or so, I winked at him, causing him to look at me with shock and alarm and then he started to move away, back towards the stairs. I quickly followed, bringing the towel around and sort of holding in front of me, I stepped out into the hallway and said, "John?"
My son froze in his steps and slowly turned around and I wasn't sure if it was relief or disappointment in his face when he saw me -- breasts mostly exposed and the edge of the towel just below my crotch. He swallowed a couple of times and said, "Yeah, Mom?" There was fear in his voice and I suddenly realized he thought he was being busted for ogling his naked mother.
"I'm sorry to ask -- I guess I'm having a real blonde moment, but I left my undies upstairs on the bed, would you be sweet and bring them down to me?"
Again, I wasn't sure if there was relief or disappointment in his expression, but he nodded and said, "Sure thing, Mom," and hurried upstairs, walking awkwardly with the stiff pole in his pants.
I retreated back into the bathroom and began drying myself while I waited for the next stage of my plan to kick in. A minute or two dragged by and then I heard John call down from upstairs. "Uh, Mom -- um, which pair of your...uh undies did you want?"
I grinned at my reflection in the mirror at the sound of discomfort in my son's voice. I'd left three pair of panties on the bed -- all bought earlier in the day at the lingerie store. The tamest of them had a see-through crotch. The other two were crotchless panties, a pair of silky red ones and a pair of lacy black ones. I felt that tingle between my legs again as I imagined John standing upstairs holding them, picturing me wearing them.
"It doesn't matter, sweetheart. Just pick one and bring them down to Momma!" I responded in a flirty voice.
Another couple of minutes passed and as I heard John's footsteps, I delayed bringing my towel up to cover myself properly until it was just a few seconds too late, again giving my son a glimpse of his mother naked. He hung back at the door as I wrapped the towel around me and then walked up to him.
Holding my black crotchless panties gingerly, he extended his arm and handed them to me. "Ooooh, good choice, son," I purred, shaking them out and slipping my fingers through the open crotch. I wiggled my fingers at him through the open area and said, "Again, I guess I need a man's opinion. If you were my husband, would you like these?"
John just stood there, eyes wandering back and forth between my lacy, slutty panties and the jiggling globes of flesh my towel barely concealed. He licked his lips, looking pained and no wonder considering the size of the bulge in his pants. His hands were trembling and he rubbed them on the sides of his khakis nervously as if trying to keep them busy lest they do other things. "Um, yeah. I think Dad is gonna love them, Mom."



Another moment passed and the tension was thick between us and then John found a hidden reserve of strength somewhere and said in a voice that was barely above a whisper, "I reckon I should go hit the books, Mom!"
He turned and hurried down the hallway, slightly hunched over and this time not looking back even when I called out, "Thanks, son. Go get your schoolwork done and I'll call us in a pizza for supper. I picked up some DVDs for us to watch too!" John was in such a hurry, he barely mumbled in reply.
I dressed, feeling sinful in a nice way as I slipped on my crotchless panties, admiring myself in the mirror and how the black lace contrasted so well with my wispy blonde muff. I then slipped into a slinky little black lace peignoir that I'd bought earlier. I found it very sexy in that it more teased at what was hidden underneath than actually revealed. It hung to mid thigh, although I quickly discovered it would draw up close to my crotch when I sat down -- even further if I wasn't careful. The scooped neck offered up a voluptuous view of my heavy, meaty breasts, just skirting the edge of my aureoles, yet transparently revealing my nipples in sheer silk swatches.
When I emerged into the kitchen, my "fuck me" pumps back on, I was feeling nasty and whorish and part of me, especially the part between my legs was urging me to get on up stairs and just throw myself at my son. Still, part of me sensed he wasn't quite ready and even though time was passing quickly -- it was already somehow past six o'clock, I felt I had to proceed cautiously.
My confidence in my plan took a shattering hit when right after I called in the pizza, the phone rang and I discovered it was Dale on the other end. I felt panic rise up in me and wondered if my previous caller was listening in and I had to steel myself simply to pass pleasantries with my husband as he yammered on and on about his first day at his seminar. While he rhapsodized about new insurance statistics, I had to fight the urge to scream at him to run to the police and somehow get himself protected, my impulses squelched by my certain knowledge that if I did so, he might be saved, but that I was condemning my daughter to death.
Then a terrible wave of guilt washed over me as I realized that for the first time in our marriage, I was going to be unfaithful to him. But what else could I do? I felt a little crazy for a moment as Dale talked on, fighting a new urge to just ask him, "Hey honey, what would you prefer I do -- let you be murdered or fuck our son?"
Finally my air of distraction became obvious even to my husband. "Con -- are you okay, babe?" Dale asked. "Is our boy taking care of you while I'm gone?"
I fought down the urge to just start laughing or crying and replied, "Oh sure, you'll -- um, you'd be proud of him." That seemed to mollify my husband and after we discussed his schedule, he told me he'd see me Monday evening and that he loved me.
"I love you, too, Dale," I replied a bit numbly and after he hung up, I rushed back to the bathroom and had myself a good cry. Afterwards, I left money on the little table in our foyer and called up to my son to pay the pizza guy when he arrived, then I retreated to the kitchen and struggled to regroup -- to muster up whatever was inside me that would see this seduction through.
To my surprise, it didn't take me long to find it. I thought over and over about what I had to do -- fuck my son and I focused on how hard I -- his mother, had made him with my little fashion show and naughty flashing. The more I thought about that big bulge in his pants, I felt the fires again growing between my legs and I squirmed in my chair at the kitchen table again trying to understand how I could feel both ashamed and aroused at the same time.
It was almost seven-thirty when the doorbell rang and I had to yell up to John twice to come answer it. I gathered myself up and collected plates and drinks and placed them on a serving tray while listening to my son come downstairs and deal with the pizza delivery guy. When I heard the door close, I carried the tray down the hallway to the living room. When I arrived, John had the pizza on the coffee table and was looking over the DVDs I'd picked up -- a frown on his face.
"What's the matter, honey? Didn't I buy anything good?"
John began to answer me, but his reply died on his lips as he took in his scantily dressed mother. My negligee either scared him or aroused him or hopefully both. I wondered what he might be thinking -- maybe wondering why I was so sexily dressed, obviously not wearing a bra and as his eyes scanned downward, studying the hem of my peignoir, recalling that my panties were crotchless.
I leaned over and set down the tray, my breasts almost falling out and certainly giving him a tremendous view of my cleavage. "Honey...son? Everything okay?" I asked softly, handing him a plate and a soda.
He continued to stare for a few more seconds, face darkening up like before. Then he shook himself out of his stupor and found his voice. "Um...what. No, uh, I mean, yeah, I'm okay, Mom." He looked around, grasping for words, staring first at the pizza and then at the DVD's in his hands. "Oh, uh, these movies...I'm not sure you're going to like them. I think they're kind of..." He had to search for the word. "They're kinda crude, Mom."
Actually they were really crude and really raunchy. I'd picked them out carefully. They were mostly so-called teen comedies about teenage boys trying to get laid or just losing their virginity and just chock full of naked women of all ages, mostly with improbably huge tits. I selected one of them and popped it into the player while we both sat on the couch and ate pepperoni pizza. It was the sleaziest of the lot, the storyline roughly about a young man trying to lose his virginity to a sexy young thang, but winding up bedding her sexy older thang of a mother. It was crude and nasty, full of cursing and nudity and even funny in a silly sort of way.
John's attention was never totally on the movie, his eyes drawn again and again to me sitting at the other end of the couch, following me whenever I got up to go the bathroom or get something more to drink. With every movement, I would wind up a little closer to my son on the couch -- him almost shrinking into the corner. I shifted about constantly, giving my son quick flashes of my crotch as my peignoir would ride upwards. Before too long, he had a huge bulge in his pants.
Finally the first movie ended and it was now past ten o'clock, I knew time was quickly running out. I got up and put in another DVD, making a big production out of bending over, letting the negligee ride up and expose my ass and my uncovered mound. I was scared and turned on and could feel the heat and slipperiness of my labia, swollen and wet and very much exposed to my son.
When I sat back down, I sat right next to John, curling up to him with a contented sigh, my feet underneath me and the hem of my peignoir hovering right around my crotch. This movie was an old 1970's soft porn comedy -- a European feature in poorly dubbed English with scads of nudity and barely concealed sex. John sat there tense and wired, my hand on his forearm, my fingers lightly scratching along the fine hairs of his arm. His heart was beating hard enough for me to feel it and he was breathing heavily.
As we watched a scene where a young man fucked an older woman with big, bouncing breasts and wearing an awful blonde wig, I snuggled up closer to my son, my breast mashing against his upper arm, almost falling free from my outfit. As the woman's screams of orgasm began to fade, I whispered as I stroked his skin, "John, thank you for helping me out today -- for being the man I needed."
Barely audible, John replied, "Yeah...um, anytime, Mom."
"It really meant a lot to me, hearing you tell me how beautiful I am...how sexy I am." I paused and moved my fingers down to his hand and interlocking our fingers, added, "A woman my age can't hear that sort of thing enough."
There was a long pause and then John said, "Well, it's true, Mom. You are beautiful."
I turned my head to look up at him and asked in a quite voice, "Really, son?"
My son gave me a shy smile and said, "Really, Mom -- I've always thought you were beautiful."
I lifted myself up and gave my son a slow, lingering peck on the cheek, my meaty breast rubbing against his body as I moved. "You're so sweet, baby," I said, giving his hand a squeeze."
Silence followed and we turned our attention back to the screen where the older blonde haired woman was now on her knees, the young man behind her and her face screwed up into an expression of pained ecstasy. I squirmed about, working my way closer against my son and letting my hand fall just above his knee. The tension in the room doubled as we watched the scene play out on the television screen.
A clock up on the mantle chimed -- announcing that it was ten-thirty -- I had ninety minutes to seduce my son and save my daughter and her father. I took a deep breath and made my move. "Son?" I said.
"Yes, Mom?"
"This afternoon when I was modeling my new clothes for you, did I make you hard?"
My son gasped and his body stiffened and I think he halfheartedly tried to rise, but I kept my hand firmly on his leg. "Please, John. I really want to know."
Silence ensued...punctuated only by the low, animal moans of the woman on the screen. I slid my hand a few inches up John's thigh and said, "Please tell me -- did Momma make your cock hard?"
John licked his lips and opened his mouth and then closed it. His face was turned to the television screen and finally, unable to turn and look at me, he whispered, "Yes."
I slid my fingers further up his thigh, stopping just sigh of the tent pole that had risen up. I asked the obvious. "Son, are you hard right now?"
He nodded, swallowing with difficulty and unable to speak. "John, are you hard now because we're watching that woman get fucked or are you hard because of me?"
My son began to nod again, but I leaned into him and with my free hand, took him by his chin and turned his face towards me. "Tell Momma the truth."
There were tears in his eyes as the moment began to overwhelm him and he sobbed, "You, Mom. You're making me hard!" He began to cry, but I made shushing noises and put my finger on his lips and then I rose slightly and pressed my lips to his, kissing him gently and lovingly, mostly with a closed mouth, but using my tongue to wash over his soft lips every few moments. I'm not sure why, but it seemed to calm him down a little.
"Thank you, sweetie. I'm glad I made your cock stiff -- I wanted to turn you on," I said. I slipped my hand further up and palmed the khaki covered monster in his crotch. I could feel it pulsing in rhythm with his heart. I looked into my son's eyes and with an eager, pleading tone said, "Can I see it, John? Can Momma see her son's big, erect cock?"
Again my son, eyes wide in amazement and near panic, was rendered speechless and could only and helplessly nod. Never taking my eyes off my son's face, trying to convey my love for him through eye contact alone, I worked his belt loose and then unbuttoned his pants and drew down his zipper -- John tensing up as I slipped my hand into his crotch, through the opening of his boxers and for the first time, wrapped my fingers around my son's erect penis!
Freeing it from the confines of his shorts, I finally looked down and now I was speechless. Oh my god! Who the hell knew my son was carrying around such a huge piece of cockflesh. Almost mesmerized, I began to slowly stroke it, feeling it pulse with life in my grip. I tore my eyes away from my son's mammoth cock and looked again into his eyes.
"John, your cock is lovely," I breathed hoarsely. "It's so damn big!" I lowered my voice conspiratorially and added, "You're much bigger than your father!" which was not a lie. Just holding it in my hand, I knew my son's cock was both longer and thicker than Dale's penis. Still stroking his cock, I rose up again and kissed him on the lips, rolling my tongue over his still pressed together lips.
"Mom?" my son finally managed to gasp. "We can't -- we shouldn't be doing...this is wrong!"
"No it's not, baby," I said gently, never ceasing my slow stroking. "You love me and I love you. I make you hard and you..." I paused for emphasis. "You make your mother wet!"
John's eyes widened and he whispered, "What?"
I slowly spread my knees, knowing I was pulling the hem of the peignoir upwards, revealing my exposed cunt, naked and framed by the sexy black lace of my crotchless panties. "You make my pussy wet, son. The love I have for you -- my need for you and this fine cock has made my pussy wetter than it's ever been in my entire life." I reached out with my free hand and found his almost limp hand. "Feel me for yourself, baby. Touch Momma and see how hot and wet I am for you!"
I tugged his hand towards me, letting it come to rest on my inner thigh just a few inches from my flowered labia, now darkly pink and wetly glistening. I released his hand. It was important that he make the move on his own -- instinctively, I knew this.
My own voice now took on an odd quaver as I was growing overwhelmed by the moment, horrified at what I had to do and even more horrified at what I suddenly wanted, no, needed to do. I couldn't believe how excited I was. My nipples were so swollen that they hurt. "Touch me, sweetheart. Feel what you do to me!"
I held my breath, not taking my eyes off my son's face while I continued to slowly masturbate him. His hand remained motionless for the longest time and then I felt him move! His hand slid up my thigh, brushing over the lacy silk of my panties and then paused, hovering over the heat of my cunt. "It's alright, John. Please touch me -- I want you to."
I let out a little gasp as for the first time in my life, my son's fingers brushed through my wispy bush and then pressed against my wet labia. John paused again, eyes wide with desire and perhaps madness, no doubt reflecting the incestuous lust shining in my own eyes and then, one finger -- then two began to trail along my slit, between my swollen and quivering lips, sinking deeper as they moved and then deeper as he probed for my opening. "Yessss!" I hissed as my son's fingers found their way deeper inside my pussy. I began trying to clamp down around his fingers, wanting to feel him inside me.
"Oh, Mom!" John moaned. "You -- you're sooooo hot and soooo wet!" He waggled his fingers around sinking them to the second knuckle and I ground myself against his hand. "I love you, Mom!"
Almost on the verge of tears, both ashamed and aroused, I whispered back, "I love you too, John," and then I leaned into him again and kissed him, forcing my tongue between his lips and gratified and excited as he began to kiss me back, his tongue probing uncertainly into my mouth. As we kissed, I continued my slow stroking of his cock which seemed to grow a bit more around my fingers, blood pulsing within that mighty pole more rapidly with each passing moment. I passed my thumb gently over the top of his cockhead, smearing the thick drops of precum dripping from the slit of his cock.
John was doing his part, making me shiver with pleasure as he plunged another finger into my pussy, probing and discovering my sweet spots like a natural. I made excited mewing noises against his mouth, rubbing myself up against his body like a female cat in heat. I reached out and took his free hand and guided it to my breasts, tugging down the neckline of my peignoir and letting my breasts spring free. John moaned happily as he began kneading my heavy tits, palms scraping against my turgid nipples and sending more bolts of pleasure through my body.
Animalistic passion took over -- all thoughts of shame banished and on the verge of orgasm, I pulled away from my son only to sink to my knees in front of him. For the moment I was beyond words, beyond any coherent plan. Suddenly, I had my son in my mouth, running my tongue over his cock, sucking his cockhead furiously, never losing eye contact and reveling in the look of utter pleasure now on his face.
I sucked and lapped up his precum and slowly took all of him in my mouth until his wiry blonde pubes were tickling my nose. Then, despite being almost drunk with sheer carnal desire, I realized I was tasting cum -- not that he'd shot his load yet, but I could taste it on his shaft and in his crotch and I became suddenly aware of the dampness of his pubic thatch. It hit me hard, almost making me swoon as realization swept over me. He'd masturbated within the last few hours!
I let my son slowly slip from my lips and then as I took his stiff rod in hand, rubbing it over my cheeks and lips, I looked up at him and said, "You jacked yourself off after my fashion show, didn't you?" I probably would have sent him into a panic if not for my lusty, evil grin. John nodded slowly.
"You went upstairs and stroked this big cock while thinking of your Momma, didn't you, baby?" I cooed before running my tongue up the length of his long and hard penis.
"Yes, Mom," John gasped.
"Mmmmmm, well, you'll never need to jack off again, son. Momma will make sure of that!" I growled before taking him in my mouth again, sucking my son off with a vengeance. As I bobbed my head up and down on his shaft, massaging his velvet steel with my lips and tongue, I felt his fingers fall to my head, curling around my short blonde hair till he was helping me work my head back and forth -- fucking my face as much as I was sucking his dick. I moaned my approval at this, making him moan in return.
It didn't take too long from there. I heard John's breath quicken and his cock began to swell and he cried out, "OH CHRIST, MOM! I'M CUMMMING!" And my god, he came -- a great gusher of hot sperm exploding from his cock into my mouth. Sweet, clean tasting cum. I'd forgotten how a young man's semen could taste. John thrust himself against my face, crying with pleasure as I continued to suck him and then I felt myself nearly orgasm as reality came crashing in.
My mind reeled as I realized that for the first time in over twenty-one years, I had a cock in my mouth that wasn't my husband's -- amazement that doubled as part of me screamed, "You're sucking your son's big cock. YOU'RE EATING YOUR SON'S HOT, DELICIOUS CUM...AND YOU FUCKING LOVE IT!"
I couldn't help but love what I was doing. It had been years since I'd felt this much passion for a man...for my husband. A dam of repressed sexual need exploded into release, narrowing down in focus to this wonderful cock of my own child's, a cock I just kept sucking and sucking, draining his load and delighting in tasting and swallowing every drop.
My son squirmed and shook with pleasure and I continued sucking his cock. The sensations overwhelmed him -- my sure and determined loving of his sensitive flesh became too much and I continued to suck his cock, even as he tried to withdraw, putting pressure on my head, tugging me by the hair to let him go. I resisted and as he moaned from the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain that my mouth and tongue were delivering, I sucked on his still stiff cock even harder.
Minutes passed with John moaning, "Mom -- I love you, Mom, but, oh God, too much...OH, MOM!" Still, I sucked my son's cock without pause, paying attention for any sign of shrinking and becoming pleased with myself as it continued to throb, stiff and firm in my hungry mouth. My own needs now began to assert themselves and now assured of my son's erection continuing, I wanted it and him inside me.
"Baby, do you think you can fuck Momma?" I gasped as I let him slide from my lips, a long streamer of saliva and sperm trailing with me until it finally snapped and splattered against my exposed breasts. I began to fall back, shoving the coffee table away so I could lie on my back, drawing my knees up and then spreading them to expose my wet and hungry cunt to my son.



John sat there, cock standing up stiff and proud from his lap, staring at his mother, exposed in my almost total nakedness -- leaving no doubt about my desire for him. The little bit of my mind that was still sane glanced at the clock on the mantle. It was just past eleven o'clock -- I was so close now.
I held out my arms, spreading my legs wider. "Please, son. I want you. I need you." I thrust my pelvis up, flaunting myself to my youngest child -- trying to entice him with the slick wet, pink flesh flowered open before him. "Please, John, please fuck me! Fuck your mother!"
My son stood up and for a terrible moment, I thought he was going to run away. "I want...Mom, I've...I've never..." He swallowed slowly and whispered in a fearful voice. "I'm a virgin, Mom."
As his words sank in, I wanted him even more. "It's okay, baby. I would love to be my son's first lover. I waggled my fingers in a "come here" motion. "C'mon, John. Come here and fuck your mother!" I said in a voice filled with need and desire and lust. I asked my son to fuck me in a lusty manner that I had never even used with his father in our most passionate times.
"I love you, Mom! John groaned as he fell to his knees before me, walking awkwardly and leaning over me. I took him in my embrace and kissed him passionately, wrapping my arms around him, holding him to me as we hunched at each other. I felt his hard dick move back and forth over my mound -- leaving smears of semen, my saliva and newly produced precum in my sparsely haired bush and up as far as my stomach.
I drew my feet up and worked his undone pants down to his ankles where he managed to kick free of them altogether. Between wet, sloppy kisses and breathless exclamations of love to each other, I yanked his t-shirt over his head and flung it away, showering his chest with kisses -- his flesh still a little doughy with the last vestiges of baby fat, but a man's body beginning to be defined.
My son's body shivered as I tongued his hard, pebble-like nipples, sucking at them and nipping them with my teeth as he humped his body against mine. Between my legs, a fire raged, being stoked into a terrible conflagration with each movement of his big, hard penis against my swollen lips. I needed to be fucked. I needed to be fucked by my son. I needed to be fucked by my son right now!
I reached down with one hand and took his throbbing member and placed it against the wet, clasping opening of my aching, needy pussy. It was time. I was about to be fucked by my own child. I never in my life felt so complete. In accepting my son's cock inside of me, I was being a good mother and wife -- saving my husband and daughter from a madman's whim, but even as an image of Dale and Kim came to mind, cheering me happily on in the knowledge that I was doing this for them, the utter and complete truth was present as well. I was about to be fucked by my son because I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted my son to fuck me as I had never wanted anything before.
As John's cock began to press into my cunt -- as his huge cock-head was enveloped by my hot, tender and oh-so wet flesh, I heard my son growl and like a wild beast taking its mate, my sweet son, John, took me, ramming his huge dick inside me to the hilt in one fierce thrust. I threw my head back and let out with a scream as my tender, aroused flesh yielded to his long, massive pole of cock meat -- going deep, deep, deeper than anyone ever had before and as each inch burrowed towards my womb, waves of sheer carnal pleasure exploded inside me, magnified by the knowledge and instinctual recognition of the flesh of my flesh melding with my flesh in incestuous union.
I buried my face against John's chest, feeling more than hearing his young heart pounding with excitement as he brutally thrust his cock into me again and again like an out of control jackhammer. He was a tight fit and the first dozen or so thrusts held pain as well as pleasure, but with each stroking visit of his cock, my pussy adapted and as the first waves of incestuous orgasm faded, I began to meet his thrusts, both of us like lust enraged beasts, locked in furious fucking.
In his excitement, John's cock slipped free, but before I could move to help him get inside me again, my son's thick prick found its own way back home, thrusting deep inside me, touching me in virgin places and I was quickly in the throes of an son induced orgasm again.
My son fucked me hard. My son fucked me sloppy. I knew without a doubt that it was his first time -- that he was completely without experience, moving awkwardly, barely doing anything more than following instincts and yet it was the most wondrous fuck of my life. Just feeling his cock sliding along, scraping my inner flesh with his penis -- the touch of my son's flesh upon mine, did things to my body that no-one, not even Dale at his most experienced and enthusiastic best, had ever done.
I clawed at him and clung to him, fingernails digging into his shoulders and my legs wrapped tight around his ass. Our bodies slapped together wetly as we became covered in fuck sweat. I could smell my own pussy, juices literally pouring forth as he moved back and forth in me -- my inner thighs becoming slippery and allowing him to somehow pound that lovely cock into me all the harder and faster. We kissed and bit at each other, his breath heavy on my neck and then my face before moving down at wrapping his lips around my swollen nipples. He sucked at my breast with gusto, reinforcing both my awareness of my son and long forgotten memories of nursing him and my sudden overpowering desire for him.
As my third massive orgasm swelled up inside of me, fueled by my son's big cock, I forgot all thoughts of my husband and daughter and let myself fall headlong into a well of incestuous lust -- never wanting this moment to end, desiring nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with my son's lovely penis buried deep inside me and knowing nothing more than I loved my son with ever fiber of my being. I began to scream incoherently, slamming myself against John's thrusts and then came the mother of all orgasms as I felt my son stiffen, thrust deep and almost go into convulsions as he emptied his balls into my pussy.
For long minutes, maybe hours, my word winnowed down to the hot, creamy semen filling my womb and to the big, pulsating cock buried inside of me -- making mother and son, simply man and woman. I was floating in a heavenly state -- the knowledge of this being incest only adding a delicious flavor to my bliss and I confess, not thinking or hoping that our illicit deed had saved Dale or Kim.
Our breathing slowed, our kisses became gentler and I had the last exquisite moments of orgasm as John slowly shrank and finally slipped from my pussy's grasp. He left me for just a few second, turning off the lights and the television and pulling a couch throw blanket over us. My last memories were of John's arms wrapped around me, holding me safe and warm in his arms as we both slipped into a well deserved sleep.
I awoke in the wee, darkest hours of the night, my son and I kissing, our bodies working sweetly together -- his penis, again hard and aroused, brushing along my thigh. Somehow, still entangled together, we made it to our feet and I led John up the stairs, still kissing and my hand wrapped tightly around his hard cock, leading him to his bedroom, shivering with delight as he tore the wispy remnants of my peignoir from me, his hands roaming hungrily over my body.
My son's room smelled as most teenaged boy's rooms do -- an earthy mix of sweat, food and semen and while a day ago the scent would have seemed mildly disgusting, it now inflamed my desires even more and I dragged my son onto the bed, spreading my legs wide and pulling him on top of me, thrusting my tongue into his mouth as he again thrust his wonderful cock into my steamy cunt.
I remember my wedding night with Dale -- giving up my virginity to him in a cheap motel, halfway between here and Key West. I remembered our honeymoon in that old resort town. I remember good sex and great sex during my life and the very best moments paled when compared to this night with my son.
I felt insatiable over the next few hours and my sweet, darling son met my needs in everyway -- staying erect as only a teenager can and making up what he lacked in experience with pure, unrestrained enthusiasm. This compounded by the undeniable fact that our being mother and son, brought us to new heights of sinful ecstasy, simply made this the most incredible lovemaking I have ever experienced.
As he began to fuck me for the second time that night, as our first long, passionate kiss ended, John looked into my eyes and groaned, "I want it all, Mom. I want to have it all." The urgency and the hunger in his voice, turned my insides into liquid napalm, inflaming me with the desire...the need to give myself to him completely.
Of course, we didn't do it all that night, but we did as much as we could, given the limits of the human body. I let my son take me from every position possible and while we began in relative darkness, I acquiesced to John's wishes to fuck with the lights on, flattered by his lustful and hungry stares as he explored my body.
My son had me moaning in orgasm while in the missionary position, my legs sometimes locked behind his hips and other times draped over his shoulders. John cupped and squeezed my titties, letting my meaty flesh bounce and jiggle in his fingers as I rode him, my head thrown back in sweet ecstasy, reveling in the feel of his swollen cock inside me. I think my son loved doing me doggie style the best, thrusting deep into from behind as he squeezed and pinched my swinging breasts, nipples long and erect, wrapping his arms around me and pulling me against him, kissing my neck and shoulders as we both watched ourselves fuck in the large mirror over the bedroom dresser.
That single image, me on my knees, John's left arm around my round belly and his right hand full of tit, just a hint of his cock buried in my cunt while he kissed my neck and my face, slack-jawed with pure lust and pleasure, is never far from my waking thoughts and I think will be burned into my consciousness for the rest of my life.
John came in me twice more that night, both times filling my womb with his hot, sweet sperm. In between, I sucked his cock, cleaning him of our mixed juices, reveling in how excited it made him to see his mother on her knees before him, revealed as a cum-hungry slut. To my delight, John was eager to explore my body, kneeling between my widespread legs, touching, kissing and licking my quivering, sensitive pussy, utterly fascinated by his mother's cunt. I marveled at his willingness to taste me, even with his thick, hot sperm oozing from me -- something his father had refused to do many times over the years.
Finally, exhausted in that good way that you get from earth-shattering sex, my son and I fell asleep in each other's arms as the first light of dawn began to creep through his bedroom window. My pussy was achy and sore -- unused to such attentions, my nipples tender and raw from being licked, sucked and bit -- even my tongue was tired from either being busy kissing John or sucking his cock. I was happy in a way I had never known I could be and I slept better than I can ever remember -- not thinking even once about Dale or Kim.
It was nearly noon when I awoke again, my head resting on John's chest, hand draped across his slightly doughy stomach, my thigh across his legs and his cock -- semi-erect nestled against my thigh. My son was deep asleep as I roused myself from incredibly erotic dreams and I lay there for a long time, watching him sleep, an angelic, childlike smile on his face. I could not believe the yearning I felt for him and despite my aching and weary body, I yearned to have him again.
I needed some nourishment first -- coffee and something to eat. Good sex always made me wake up hungry. Gently, so as not to wake John, I slipped from his bed and went quietly downstairs. Naked in the kitchen, I hummed happily to myself as I fixed an English Muffin and brewed some coffee and relived last night in my mind.
It was only then that I recalled everything and why I had done it. I was sorely tempted to call my husband and my daughter, but hesitated, unsure of how to proceed. In my heart, I believed that they were perfectly safe -- unharmed as I had completed my...seduction of my son. I sat down at the kitchen table and as I ate, considered all that had happened. Try as I might, I had to admit not feeling any guilt over what I had done.
In truth, my nipples hardened and swelled up at my memories of last night's...what should I call it -- my complete and utter incestuous debauchery with my son? As I remembered, I felt my labia begin to grow slick and my senses sharpened and I realized I could smell him and us on me. I reeked of sperm and pussy and spit and sweat and it made me wet all over again.
I was thinking of going back upstairs and awakening my son up and beginning right where we left off when the phone rang -- causing me to slosh coffee on the table, it startled me so.
I reached over and keyed the receiver and said, "Hello," knowing even before he spoke who it was.
"OH MY, CONNIE -- THAT WASN'T EVEN CLOSE, WAS IT? I THOUGHT THIS WOULD BE MORE OF A CHALLENGE FOR YOU! YOU HAD NEARLY AN HOUR STILL TO GO WHEN YOUR SON CLIMBED ON TOP OF YOU AND SANK THAT BIG COCK INSIDE YOU ON THE LIVING ROOM CARPET!"
I shivered at the washed out, almost mechanical voice and the confirmation that somehow he was watching everything we said and did. Even so, the fact that someone had witnessed my son and I fucking like cats in heat excited me in some awful way. I said, "I did what you asked. My husband and daughter...?"
"ARE SAFE AND SOUND AND AS HAPPY AS CAN BE. NO HARM WILL COME TO THEM."
"Thank God," I replied. "What happens now?"
"WHY, THAT'S UP TO YOU, CONNIE. IT SEEMED TO ME AS IF YOU TOOK MY ADVICE AND REALLY ENJOYED YOURSELF LAST NIGHT."
Silence on his end indicated that he wanted an answer. My mouth felt dry as I rasped, "Oh yes. I never imagined." My nipples swelled and I felt a ripple of desire course through my body, emanating outwards from my pussy as images of last night flashed through my mind.
There was amused chuckling coming from the other end of the phone line. I heard a snapping noise on the other end and then sounds of a woman moaning with great pleasure began. When I heard myself cry out, "Fuck me, baby! Fuck Momma good!" I realized that it was me being pleasured by John. Fear shot through me -- competing with my arousal and I somehow stammered, "So, what is this -- blackmail?"
My voice on the other end suddenly cut off, followed by silence and then he replied, "WHY NO, CONNIE. I'M OFFENDED AT THE SUGGESTION. MY PURPOSE ISN'T MONEY AND EXTORTION -- FAR FROM IT."
"What the fuck do you want then?" I snarled, feeling my fingers tighten around the phone receiver.
"I DID THIS FOR MY PLEASURE AND CURIOSITY, CONNIE," he answered. "YOU SHOULD FEEL PRIVELEGED -- YOU ARE MY FIRST PROJECT...AN EXPERIMENT, IF YOU WILL."
I was at a momentary loss for words and my caller took this as respectful attention and elaborated. "YOU SEE, CONNIE. I WANT TO SEE HOW FAR PEOPLE WILL GO FOR THOSE THEY LOVE -- WHAT WILL THEY BE WILLING TO DO IN ORDER TO SAVE THEIR LOVED ONES -- WHAT TABOOS THEY WOULD BREAK AND IN DOING SO, MAYHAP THEY WILL LEARN NEW THINGS ABOUT THEMSELVES AND ENJOY NEW AND HERETOFORE FORBIDDEN PLEASURES, JUST AS YOU HAVE...EXPERIENCED."
"And what happens next?" I whispered. In my mind I suddenly recalled news reports and headlines from the tabloids about "The Creep" who imprisoned family members together for periods of time -- many speculating that he was trying to drive them to commit incest. Some of the tabloids claimed to have proof that he had succeeded.
"THAT'S ENTIRELY UP TO YOU, MY DEAR. OUR BUSINESS IS CONCLUDED. WHAT YOU TAKE FROM IT IS UP TO YOU. MAY I ASK A QUESTION?"
I replied, "Yes."
"YOU'VE ALREADY ADMITTED TO ENJOYING HAVING COMMITTED INCEST WITH YOUR SON. HAVING TASTED THIS FORBIDDEN FRUIT, WILL YOU CONTINUE?"
Part of me wanted to say, "No -- of course not," but I knew that was a bald-face lie. I wanted more. I wanted my son right this moment! I knew there was no way I could give my son's cock up willingly. I took a deep breath and answered, "Yes, God help me, yes. I...I loved it. I love him."
Again my words were met with his evil chuckles. "I AM SO PLEASED FOR YOU. ENJOY HIM. ENJOY EACH OTHER."
I sensed he was about to hang up and I couldn't help but blurt out, "Tell me...are you the Creep?"
There was a pause and then he replied, "NO -- I ADMIRE WHAT I THINK IS HIS PHILOSOPHY, BUT MY METHODS AND MOTIVES ARE VERY DIFFERENT FROM HIS. FOR YOUR PURPOSES, YOU MAY CALL ME...THE FIEND."There was another pause and then he added, his electronic voice somehow full of malicious delight. "YOU'RE WASTING TIME, CONNIE. GO FUCK YOUR SON. FAREWELL."
Then I was holding a dead phone in my hand. I turned it off and set it down. I sat quietly for a time, lost in thought. I should have been worried about this man...this Fiend. I should have worried about how he was able to watch my every move and whether or not he would continue to spy on John and me. Maybe I should have been concerned about how easily he'd manipulated me into fucking my son. But, none of that concerned me. I had only one overriding thought.
I stood and quickly went back upstairs. I paused in the doorway of my son's room, inhaling the strong scent of pussy and cum. I admired John's naked body, blankets kicked off and his cock, still half-erect, between his legs. I moved to the bed and eased myself up, lying down between his thighs and taking my son's cock in hand, gently kissed it and began licking it like the sweetest lollipop I'd ever had.
"Wake up, son," I whispered softly. "Momma needs you. Momma needs her boy's big cock."
And happily, my son did wake up and he made love to me and he fucked me and he made me his. For three years now, my son and I have carried on this incestuous affair, both of us reveling in our love for each other. Dale is totally oblivious and if Kim suspects, she has kept it to herself. As I said when I began my story, I'm not sure if this is a good thing or a bad thing, but I love it...God help me, but I do love my son's cock so. I'm not sure why the "Fiend" did what he did and to be honest, I don't care, but if I could, I would thank him with all my heart. If he still watches us, I hope the sinful display of John fucking his mother is thanks enough.
The End?
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It's long (the longest story I've ever posted here), so get comfortable and enjoy!
*
So it came to pass that Jonos, son of King Janish and Queen Celise, usurped the crown, slaying his father and making his mother his own woman, proclaiming her his Whore Queen of Agosta. Many supported the mighty warrior's claim due to his father's evil ways, but others, feeling threatened by the righteous anger of Jonos over the sins of his father and his cronies would ally themselves with Kallas, the brother of the slain king.
Jonos marched the Imperial armies of Agosta to wage war on Kallas, whose wickedness was perhaps even greater than that of his brother. Thrice did Jonos come to the field of battle against Kallas, but treachery was afoot and Kallas always knew his plans -- yet Jonos always drove Kallas from the field, but could not pursue due to the losses borne of vile betrayal. Finally, Kallas withdrew to the great mountain fortress called Bloodgate upon whose granite walls; armies since the beginning of time have destroyed themselves.
So it came to pass that here would the Whore Queen prove her love to her son and lover beyond all doubt and here where the final contest between Jonos the Usurper and his uncle would came to pass. Gather to me and listen for these were the days of true heroes and this is but one tale of many...
Kallas, self proclaimed King of Agosta sits brooding on his throne, the shadows creeping across the great throne room as the sun slowly sinks behind the jagged spires of the western range of the Iron Shard mountains, his mood darkening as gloom takes the room. The news this day has been troubling at best. Seemingly, all news has been troubling since word had reached him five months ago that his agent's mission to slay his nephew, the usurper Jonos, failed in Atria.
Now word of Jonos's army approaching had come, led by Nasser, that upstart officer who began life as the son of goat-herders. Kallas mutters to himself, more guttural growls than actual words as he again seethes with anger that a commoner-born has been sent to arrest him.
"Hah!" Kallas barks. "His army will die upon the walls of the Bloodgate as has every army ever to approach this fortress." The older man actually trembles, his lank, gray hair falling to cover his troubled visage.
"My liege," says a soft voice at his side. "To whom are you talking?" Kallas glances at his wife and consort -- his Queen Nesharina. Her cobalt blue eyes stare back at him, brilliant against her pale, almost pure white skin and framed by the long, coal black hair that betrays her Nedalian heritage. She is like a beautiful corpse, preserved and animated. Her face is alight with hatred and wickedness, reflecting the black thing deep within her that passes for her soul.
"No one, dearest," he replies. "I grow weary of waiting for that whelp of a nephew to come and confront me so I can end this mockery of his 'kingship.' I want to see his head on the spikes upon the walls of Bloodgate."
Nesharina smiles, an expression that would chill the blood of most mortals should they be so unfortunate as to view it, and she rises from her throne chair and crosses over to her husband, moving slowly as she comes to lay her hand on his arm.
Her body moves with an almost serpentine grace, her gown is immodest but still covers her, hinting more at her smallish breasts and shapely legs than revealing them. "Be patient, my love. My father will soon be marshalling the legions of Nedal and come to your aid and Jonos and his ilk will be caught between the anvil of the Bloodgate and the hammer of the Obsidian Legions. Agosta shall be yours, my love." Her nails dig into Kallas's arm as she shivers with excitement at the thought of so much blood soon to flow.
Her arousal makes things stir in the shadows of the darkening throne room and she pauses to settle them down before continuing. "And remember, my love, we will soon have a guest that will drive Jonos to such anguish as the fool never dreamed existed." She starts to continue, but a commotion erupts from beyond the great hall and Nesharina takes a few steps down off the dais and then turns to her husband and says. "My King, I believe our guest has arrived.
There is a trumpeting of great horns and then as guards push open the huge doors -- twenty feet tall and twelve feet wide, Kallas's chamberlain scurries in and say, "King Kallas, the giants...the giants have come!" He speaks with uneasy glee in his voice. "My liege, they were successful!"
Kallas smiles evilly at this and then turns and nods to a soldier standing nearby who quickly bows and hurries from the room via a hidden door behind the throne. Kallas sits up straighter in his throne and says shrilly, "Bid them enter and deliver to me my prize!"
Scarcely does he utter the words when pushing through the great doors comes five huge creatures -- their skin a burnished and worn amber as if they'd spent centuries standing against harsh mountain winds which has bleached out the long, stringy and colorless hair hanging down past their shoulders. The smallest of them stands almost twelve feet high and the greatest of them is over fifteen feet in height and forced to duck beneath the archway of the great doors. All are dressed in stitched together animal skins, forming crude jerkins that hang to their knees. On their backs are cruel axes that could cleave men in two with one strike and stained with blood which prove that they have done exactly that.
The biggest giant steps forward, dragging a naked human woman with him. "King Kallas, we have come and we claim our bounty!" He shoves the woman towards the throne, the force of his action causing her to stumble and fall hard to her knees.
King Kallas rises from his throne, eyes ablaze with eagerness as he peers down at the woman, naked and filthy, her body and hair gummy and crusted with some whitish substance. The woman raises her head, brilliant green eyes blazing with anger and with one defiant whip of her head, throws her black hair away from her face and says calmly, "Kallas - Jonos would kill you slowly for this."
Kallas claps his hands together like a child given a new toy and replies, "Ah, Celise! So happy are we to see the widow of our late, murdered brother!" He gestures and two guards emerge from the shadows and jerk her to her feet.
Queen Celise jerks away from their grasp and takes a step forward, fists clenched and preparing to swing. Kallas steps back, suddenly uncertain in the fierce heat of the true queen's ire, his hands jerking upwards to fumble at the talisman hanging from his neck. "Your magics will not avail you here, Celise."
Celise's eyes narrow and she recognizes the talisman as similar to one she had encountered just a few months before. She smirks and then gazes around the room until she spies Nesharina still standing by her husband's throne. "Yes, I recognize your wife's baubles. Poorly made, my dear, but if one doesn't mind the costs, its good to have a hobby of sorts. How many years have you sacrificed, Nesharina? You still look well...for your age."
Nesharina's face twists into a snarl as she replies, "You would do well to hold your tongue, Whore Queen, lest I cut it from your mouth. Pray we have mercy on you and merely sell you to a whorehouse after your son is put to the sword.
The giant snorts and says, "Enough...argue later. King Kallas, we would be paid our bounty and return home. We have been long enough from the heights of the Iron Shards."
Kallas scowls up at the giant and replies, "Mind your tone, Garlchrissh. Remember who commands here."
The giant shrugs his shoulders. "We have done as you asked and brought you the usurper's woman, alive and unmarked. Give us our gold and we will leave."
Nesharina steps down from the dais and studies Celise closely. She leans in, mindful of Celise's reach and sniffs the beautiful woman's body. She turns and grins up at the giant. "Alive and unmarked, indeed, but perhaps a little used!" Turning back to Celise, she sneers, "Whore Queen indeed."
The giant ignores Nesharina and glares down at Kallas. "We would be paid now, King Kallas!" he says, his brow becoming stormy.
"Yes, yes. Let us be done with it!" He snaps his fingers and then retreats to the dais, motioning his wife to follow. An armored soldier brings forth a small wooden chest and places it before Garlchrissh.
The giant frowns and kneeling down, opens the chest, thick, stubby fingers running through the gold coins within. He stares angrily at Kallas and says in a growl, "This is perhaps a thousand gold! The agreement was five thousand if we brought you the Whore Queen alive!"
Shrugging his shoulders, Kallas replies, "Yes, the agreement was for five thousand gold marks. I have decided to change it. Take it or leave it, but now I grow tired of your presence -- choose and be gone."
Garlchrissh takes a step towards the throne and says "You break your oath, Kal..." his voice trails away as he hears a hundred men shift their feet above them. He looks up to see a balcony that runs the entire length of the throne room, filled with men, all aiming crossbows at him and his comrades.
"Yes, Garlchrissh. I changed our, um -- arrangement. You may take the gold and go in peace or accept alternative payment -- twenty bolts apiece, no doubt tipped with one of my queen's more inventive poisons." Kallas smiles wryly at the giant, his voice growing harsher as he continues. "Choose your fate now, mountain giant."
Celise turns to study the giant, his visage a storm of emotions as he struggles between choosing life or honor. Ignoring the guards around her, she closes with the giant. "Garlchrissh," she says softly. "Take the gold and leave knowing you acted honorably -- to this would be king and to me. I bear you no ill will for your role in these affairs and would be happier knowing you roam the Iron Shards, free and alive. Go and find a strong giantess and make babies with her."
The giant looks down at her, a curious look on his face. Celise smiles up at him even as her hand strokes his gnarled and muscled thigh and then slides upward under his jerkin where she begins making a slow pumping motion. Garlchrissh's scowl smoothes out into a blissful grin and he nods and replies, "As Queen Celise commands." One rough hand reaches down to pick up the chest while the other strokes Celise's face. As a rough hewn finger crosses her lips, she smiles and licks the large digit.
Garlchrissh steps back to his comrades who all are glowering at Kallas who is staring slack jawed at Celise's open display of carnal affection. "The Iron Giants will long remember the deeds of Kallas," he states in a flat, emotionless voice and then he turns and leads his comrades out.
When the doors thunder closed, Celise turns and regards the couple sitting on the throne. "That was ill-done, Kallas. When any king, even a pretender to the throne betrays his allies, he will not sit long on his throne." Celise draws herself up tall and then shakes her head in disapproval. "Don't get too comfortable, Kallas -- my son and lover will soon arrive to claim me back and return what you have stolen from him and Agosta."
Kallas barks laughter back at her. "Oh, he can have you back, my dear. When he arrives, I will happily hand his Whore Queen back." He pauses and licks his lips in anticipation. "At least, he can have what is left of you when you have finished...ah, experiencing our courtesy."
Celise's face visibly pales as she recalls her former husband, Janish's eager descriptions of his brother's 'courtesies.'
An evil giggle escapes Nesharina's lips before she hisses, "Remember, my king, you promised that I could spend some time with my dear former sister in law before you have your fun." Her slender body shivers again as she adds, "I have long dreamed of this moment."
"Absolutely, my dear!" comes Kallas's reply. "I would never deny you your own pleasures, but remember I want her alive and able to...enjoy what I have prepared for her."
Nesharina wrinkles her nose and says, "Let us give her a bath first. I don't actually mind her smelling like a rutting whore, but I prefer it be my doing." She claps her hands and commands, "Take her to my quarters -- have my ladies in waiting bathe the Whore Queen and make her more presentable."
There is rustling in the shadows of the room and from its darkest corners emerge what Celise at first assumes are the Queen's men, but as they near, she lets out a slow gasp as she realizes that their pallid color and almost machine like motion betrays their true nature. Zombies -- undead under the control of Nesharina. In their state somewhere between life and death, they are garbed in little more than loin clothes, their skin not rotting, but reeking of wrongness, their restrained malice evident in their unblinking, black eyes. They approach as Kallas's guards ease back and take her by the arms, the touch of their flesh cold and unyielding, making her shiver as they guide her away.
As she is guided into the depths of the great, granite fortress, Celise can hear Nesharina's ill laughter echoing after her -- following her as if seeking to taunt her. The Whore Queen does not seek to engage the fell creatures in conversation or to seek to flee. Instead, she focuses on memorizing her path -- trying to remember every nook and cranny of the ancient bastion of cruel rock.
So it was that Celise, mother and wife of Jonos found herself sinking gratefully into the hot, soapy water of a huge, pool-sized marble bathtub within Nesharina's quarters. Slave girls slipped into the waters with her and began scrubbing her weary body and washing her crusty, filthy hair. Between her legs, fires were rekindled as the experienced young women caressed and comforted her, their faces a mixture of eagerness and fear, anxious to please the beautiful woman. Celise drifted with their sweet and gentle touch, almost falling asleep as her mind worked backwards, reliving the last several days...
#
The Queen awakes to the sounds of battle -- of men screaming and metal weapons clashing. Clamors of "Awake -- To Battle, To Arms" erupt as do animalistic howls that cause the tiny hairs on her arms to rise. A terrified horse gives a horrific, frightened neigh as it brushes her tent, making the poles shake and wobble.
Naked, Celise comes to her feet and leaves the tent, gasping as she beheld the carnage before her. The soldiers of her escort do battle with giants -- savage mountain giants who wade amongst the Agostan guards, gleefully spreading mayhem and death as they swing battle axes as big as a man.
A soldier, grown barely to manhood, stumbles up to the tent, horrified to see her. "My Queen, we are betrayed! Flee -- flee while you still can." He holds a bastard sword in one hand and the other is pressed against a gaping wound in his side. Celise recognizes him as Quint -- the youngest of the Queen's escort to her father's kingdom, Elysium. A sweet boy who'd just had her three nights ago -- taking his turn amongst the Queen's Guard in sharing her bed for a night of splendid fucking.
Out of the shadows looms a monstrous figure. A mountain giant, face and body smeared with blood that with a savage laugh swings at Quint. The soldier deflects the strike, but is sent flying when the giant follows with a savage kick. Quint lands with a breathless thud in the brush near the tent.
The giant spins and begins to close with the Queen who stands her ground. Celise raises her arms and traces arcane sigils in the air as she whispers, "Inferium." Gouts of bluish flame leap from her fingertips and strike the giant, enveloping him a swath of fire. He screams and staggers off -- hands trying vainly to rake the flames away as it begins to incinerate his flesh.
Queen Celise rushes to Quint's side. He coughs up blood as he gasps, "My Queen...p-please, flee now before it's -- it's too late." He glances at the battle, giants now encircling the surviving soldiers. "They can't hold out much longer!" Tears of pain and frustration run down his face and though it causes him pain, he reaches out and clutches Celise's arm. "Please, my Queen, flee now!"
Celise has followed his glance at the battle. Of the fifty soldiers of her escort, she guesses maybe half are still alive with more dying each passing moment. She shakes her head and says, "No -- I will not, but the King must be warned!" She presses a hand against Quint's wound and concentrates, feeling arcane power flow through her fingers as she surrenders a bit of her own life force. Immediately, the young man's wound begins to close and his breathing becomes easier.
As a wave of dizziness begins to sweep over her, the Queen withdraws. After a deep breath, she whispers, "Soldier Quint, sworn to my command -- flee and seek out King Jonos and tell him what has befallen." She pulls the soldier to his feet, pressing her fingers against his protesting lips and then pushes him into the brush. "Do this and all may yet turn out well." Then without a backward glance, she turns and strides towards the battle.
Giants and soldiers alike pause in amazement as the naked and luscious woman strides into the middle of the carnage. One giant seems to be directing the monstrous creatures and she approaches him without fear. He licks his lips as he watches her stride forth -- her large and magnificent breasts bouncing as she walks -- her hair, tousled from sleep giving her the appearance of something beautiful and feral. In the firelight, he sees the glistening of this night's lover's seed on her inner thighs.
Celise stops before him, unafraid and bold and putting her hands on her hips says in a voice used to command, "Giant, I am Celise DeKarthus, mother and wife of King Jonos, daughter of Pharaoh Khanthus XVII. I offer my surrender if you would spare the lives of my men."
He pauses and considers her, a broken tooth smile appearing on his chiseled face. "You are ours anyway, Whore Queen -- why should I let them live?"
"I would know what you are called, Giant, so we may treat as equals."
He barks a cruel laugh -- one echoed by the other giants while the Agostan men look on with shame and horror. One takes a step towards Celise and the mountain giant, defiantly raising his sword in protest. "My queen -- no! We would rather die than live with the shame..." His words trail off as the futileness of their situation truly sinks in.
The giant ignores him, knowing the battle is won already and replies to Queen Celise, "I am Garlchrissh, Jarl of the Iron Giants, Queen Celise. Again, you are my prisoner already. Why should I let these puny ones live?"
"The victory is yours, Garlchrissh, but live slaves sold in the Nedalian markets are worth more than rotting bodies on the battlefield and if you agree, I will go with you peaceably."
The giant nods almost absently. "And if I don't agree?"
Celise draws herself up, breasts rising tautly, as her body seems to ripple with eldritch power and there is death laced in her voice as she says, "Then we die and you return home all the poorer to face grieving widows and children."
The other giants gawp at their leader, wondering how he will respond to be spoken to in such imperious tones. He studies Celise in silence for long second, only the cries of the dying breaking through the sudden quiet. Then a broken toothed grin splits open his face and he barks a guttural laugh and bows before the queen.
"We have a bargain, Whore Queen."
He turns and speaks to the other giants in his ancient, crude language while Celise sighs and nods to her soldiers, motioning with her hand to drop their weapons. One steps forward -- she recognizes him as Lieutenant Fabre, her escort's second in command. Intuitively she understands that Captain Billow is dead and now he is ranking office. "My lady..." He falters, but then finds the courage to say, "My Queen -- we would rather fight to the death than bear this disgrace -- please, let us..."



He stops in mid sentence by Celise's expression and she reaches out and strokes his weary, blood and smoke stained face and says, "This is not the time to speak of death. For now survive -- take care of your men." Her face grows angrier and she speaks more softly. "We were betrayed. Stay alive so that you may have your vengeance. That time is not far off, I think."
Nothing more is said. His eyes widen at her claim and then he visibly calms down and nods and then turns away to look to his men who are quickly rounded up and placed into fetters by the mountain giants.
Garlchrissh divides his force, sending all but four of them with the defeated soldiers towards the passes leading to Nedal and their dreadful slave markets. As one of the remaining giants approaches the queen with rope to bind her, Garlchrissh snarls, "None of that. She has agreed to be peaceable."
He approaches Celise and without comment reaches out and grabs her with one massive paw and flings her onto his shoulder. He breaks into a run and is followed by the others, ignoring the queen's occasional grunts or cries of discomfort as she is bounced along against his bony shoulder.
Long they run as the night passes, their giantish vision allowing them to run effortlessly through the dark, moonless night. Celise bears her discomfort without complaint, enduring the giant's grasp, massive fingers clamped down on her back and buttocks to hold her in place. As the first threads of dawn break the eastern sky, she realizes they are moving southward.
As the giants run, Celise manages to shift herself so that Garlchrissh's little finger slips between her thighs and she wiggles until she can feel his digit rubbing against her thick matted mound. Thus it was that the morning sun found the Whore Queen quivering with pleasure as pressure from the giant's finger teased and rubbed against her pussy, her labia spreading to open herself up more to the friction their movement created.
If Garlchrissh takes notice of it, he shows no reaction as the mountain giants continue to run at a steady pace, their breathing even and constant as they lope through tree and brush laced plains. In Celise's quiet, orgasmic throes, she often glances over her shoulder and soon confirms their direction as the Iron Shards grow in front of her, the snow capped peaks appearing closer with each passing moment.
Towards noon, they begin turning into a southeasterly direction, still approaching the mountain range, rapidly eating up the miles as they run. Celise, exhausted from the night's fight and her near constant orgasms passes into an uneasy sleep in which images of her son, Jonos dominates -- a dream of sex and passion and anger as he strides about with a huge erection -- his cock monstrously huge beyond even his remarkable dimensions, constantly teasing her, always on the verge of fucking her, but never doing so.
The sun is setting in the west and the giants have carried themselves into the foothills of the Iron Shards before Garlchrissh calls a halt to their march. They find a well hidden hollow and make camp, dumping Celise, naked and sweaty onto a foul smelling animal skin taken from the chieftain's pack.
He sends one out to find food while the others see to their camp, making it defensible. Celise eyes him curiously and finally speaks. "I assumed you were making for Bloodgate."
He nods and says, "And so we are."
She gestures around them and replies, "But we have journeyed ever steadily in a southeastern direction when Bloodgate lies due south."
Garlchrissh snorts as he draws closer, his eyes roaming hungrily over her body as he mutters, "There be more than one path into Bloodgate." Celise recognizes the lust in his eyes and thinks it odd that she is unafraid, given all the horrible stories she has heard since childhood of giantish lust. She feels her nipples harden under the terrible beast's gaze and the fire that has simmered between her thighs all day begins to burn with anticipated need.
The giant licks his lips and says in a husky voice. "You are called the Whore Queen, yes?"
Celise nods and says softly, "Aye and it's a name well earned." She spreads her legs wide, revealing her thick, dark pelt, split now by her flowering labia, pinkish flesh glistening in the slowly fading light. "I'm sure you've been tasked to bring me to Kallas unharmed, but..." The queen leaves the rest unsaid, eyeing the huge tent in Garlchrissh's jerkin.
The giant chieftain reaches out with a massive, gnarled finger and brushes it over Celise's face and then brushes it over her body, making her bountiful breasts jiggle and roll before descending over her stomach and between her legs. "Ohhhh, yessss!" Celise moans as his thick finger, itself the size of a large, erect man's cock, rubs itself into her wet, aching flesh. Garlchrissh grunts with amusement and thrusts it further into the queen's cunt, filling her up and making her cry out as he rotates his finger around inside her furnace hot flesh.
With a swift motion, the giant pulls his jerkin off, revealing his thick, powerful and misshapen body. As he fucks the queen with his one finger, she moans as she eyes the truly enormous cock between his legs. For the first time, Celise feels fear -- his cock is beyond anything she could have imagined -- perhaps three feet in length and as thick as Jono's hard muscled thigh -- the cock head itself the size of a man's head. It is dark red, almost purplish -- its veins standing out and visibly throbbing while thick and clear precum drips from it. More amazingly, her fear of the giant's monster penis is overwhelmed for her desire to experience it.
Queen Celise mewls with pleasure as he somehow seems to curl his fingertip inside her and pulls her naked and aroused body closer to him, moving around her until he stands over her. Garlchrissh squats down and with his free hand, guides his huge dick so he can rub it over her soft flesh, mauling her heavy tits and then pressing the spongy cock head over her face and through her hair.
"I want your cum!" Celise moans as she reaches out to embrace the giant's member, briefly protesting as he works his probing finger free from her clasping cunt, but then focusing all her attentions on the enormous cock. She literally wraps her arms and legs around the shaft, her lips showering his cock head with hungry kisses and long, happy licks, lapping up enormous mouthfuls of his precum. The queen's hands are busy stroking his velvety steel rod as she hunches her wet cunt against the lower part of his shaft, savoring every bump and ridge of his heavily veined penis. Her mind reels with the sheer enormity of the cock in her embrace.
Waves of the giant's musk intoxicate the queen's senses as she kisses his flesh, tasting cum and piss and sweat as she rolls her tongue over and around his cock head, ending up with her mouth pressing into his piss slit, swirling her tongue around the moist tip of his cock. Garlchrissh gives a surprised grunt and thrusts his cock against Celise's face.
The Whore Queen senses his impending eruption and opens her mouth wide, pressing her lips firmly against his piss slit. Even so, Celise is overwhelmed as a torrent of thick, whitish semen erupts into her face -- the contents more than that of even a hundred humans, hosing her face and making her choke as the giant ejaculates again and again. The queen swallows mouthful after mouthful of his strong flavored seed while even more splatters over her face, dripping from her chin onto her heaving breasts, flowing over her forehead and running in thick streams in her hair.
As she fills her belly with his hot sperm, Celise revels in the sensation of the thick coat of his seed covering her face like some soothing lotion. She strokes and kisses the giant's cock until his flood of cum ceases and he pulls back from her touch, his body quivering as he murmurs, "Whore Queen, indeed!"
Celise laughs like a small child, delighting in the carnal sensations of most of her upper body being covered in a thick coat of giantish semen. She scoops up thick handfuls from her face and lets the thick, viscous fluid flow from between her fingers onto her heaving breasts and into her open mouth. So enraptured is she, that it is long minutes before she realizes the other giants have returned from their duties and now, like their chieftain, have abandoned their hide jerkins, each sporting a massive erection.
The Queen moans and realizes her evening pleasures have just begun. She holds her arms out wide in invitation and throatily moans, "More...I want more!"
The giants, once Garlchrissh gives a nod of consent are happy to oblige, all moving in and suddenly Celise is covered with cock flesh -- massive trunks of penis rubbing against her body, stroking her soft and now slick skin from her legs to her hair. Time quickly loses all sense as she finds herself buffeted about by four aroused giants, every inch of her body seeming stroking or being stroked by their mammoth cocks, her mouth constantly kissing and licking tender flesh which only withdraws if one of them begins to cum. By unspoken consent, the others withdraw while one groans with pleasure as he literally showers the Queen of Agosta with an unconceivable torrent of semen, watching her avidly as she drinks and covers herself in the hot, whitish fluids.
Queen Celise drinks sperm by what seems the gallon, gorging herself on the thick, hot seed of the giants and literally finds herself bathing in their semen as it flows over her, leaving none of her uncovered. It pools and collects on the animal skin where she lies and she writhes in the heaping mounds of cum until her body is coated in the jizzum of giants, her belly growing full of the strong tasting giant-cum. Each giant gives her at least two loads of their seed before collapsing back in a general mood of sated good humor.
Last to offer up his semen is the Chieftain, Garlchrissh, who rubs his cock over her cum covered body until she guides him between her legs and bucks her pelvis back and forth, rubbing her sopping wet cunt over his cock head until she sees him tense up.
Deftly, Queen Celise guides the slit of his cock between her widespread labia, positioning him so his long slit is being kissed by her wide spread labia before she begins to scream in utter pleasure as the giant presses against her open cunt and begins to ejaculate, shooting a massive spray of cum inside her pussy, making her scream as for the first time in her life she feels her womb being truly filled with semen -- the scalding hot spunk filling her up completely, the remainder leaking from around his cock head from her pussy to coat her thighs and the animal pelt beneath her. She is reminded of the fire-fighting contraptions invented by the old tinker who lives in the deep recesses of the palace in Atria -- the man-powered pumps creating powerful geysers of water. Her orgasms flow together until she is almost incoherent, pleasure as well as semen flooding her body.
Afterwards, she lies in the middle of what is more than a puddle of giantish cum, her belly full and taut with more semen than she thought ever possible to exist, writhing and rolling in the slowly cooling fluids, while the giants tend to cooking dinner. When it has been cooked, she declines their offers of the charred meat -- patting her full belly and smiling at them all gratefully as she continues to roll and play in her bed of semen.
That night, she falls asleep in the giant chieftain's lap, nestling herself in the wiry-haired groin of Garlchrissh -- her body wrapped around his never completely flaccid cock, her face pressed against the warm flesh of the crown of his penis.
For the next two nights, after a day spent winding their way through little known passes of the Iron Shard Mountains, the lurid attentions of the giants were repeated with Celise feeding on their semen, her sleep only broken when one yearned for a little personal attention -- attention that the Whore Queen was happy to give, marveling at their capacity to offer forth amounts of sperm she had only imagined of in her dreams.
For their part, the giants treat her gently, almost courtly outside of their carnal attentions which she accepts like a well seasoned slattern in a common whorehouse. Celise feels their cum crusting and drying on her body and wherever it flakes away, she feels that her skin had renewed itself, glowing with health. Indeed, the Whore Queen's diet of semen fills her with a sense of health and well being she has not possessed since she was a child in the court of her father.
It was with some sadness that finally, the giants emerge from the jagged peaks of the Iron Shards to gaze at a small valley that backed into a great mountain at the base of which was a great iron gate. The troops guarding the tunnels beyond yield to the fierce glares of Garlchrissh and his company -- pausing only to ogle the cum-covered beautiful woman carried in the arms of the giant chieftain.
#
Celise gives a cry as cold hands yank her from the water. The handmaids of Nesharina scatter away from the huge bath chamber; their naked bodies glistening while their faces show utter disgust and horror as the zombie guards of their queen drag the true queen of Agosta from the bath chambers.
The queen gives no cry or moans of complaint as they drag her along, skinning her knees as she stumbles, trying to gain her footing as they descend deeper into the bowels of Bloodgate -- the air growing fetid and warmer. Celise recalls that the Fortress is nestled amongst great hot springs heated by flowing rivers of magma that emerge from the deep -- remnants of the great power that formed these ancient mountains.
Finally, Queen Celise is brought to a dark chamber, humid and reeking of pain and despair. As her eyes adjust to the dim lights of the room, she recognizes it as a torture chamber, bizarre and evil devices hanging from the walls or resting on tables -- blood stains, some still tacky, marring the stone floor. She remains silent as the zombie guards place manacles on her wrists -- manacles hanging from the ceiling and which after the Zombies let her go, leave her almost suspended -- only the tips of her toes on the ground.
Pain quickly begins to course along her shoulders and arms and then down her back as she struggles to keep her footing -- the pain quickly descending into her thighs and legs. Celise composes herself as the regal being she is -- beginning a mantra taught to her long ago to center herself. In a quiet hiss that barely escapes her lips, she repeats over and over, "Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand."
In the quietness of the room, the only noise the dripping of sweat from her long, shapely body, the Queen of Agosta reaches inside herself -- seeking out the pain that wracks her body, finding it and isolating it, seeking ever to push it towards something sweeter. Her breathing and her heart slow and then begin to beat faster again even as her nipples begin to pulse and warmth begins to emanate from her cunt. Her sorcerer nature takes the pain and like an alchemist who has found away to make lead into gold, she guides the pain into channels into her mind which then emerges as joyous pleasure.
Then with the crack of a whip, all is shattered as a metal tipped piece of leather rips across her back, scoring her soft, supple skin and drawing blood. Celise lets out a single cry and then ashamed, regains control and closes her mouth, her breath whistling rapidly through her nose.
There are slow and deliberate steps behind her and then something solid brushes against her torn back -- something long and hard with long strips of rawhide attached. The solid object makes it way up and down her back, smearing blood from the single wound that it caused. The object, a whip handle, Celise imagines, makes its way over her shoulder and down over one splendid breast -- circling and teasing her nipple as its owner steps around in front of her.
Nesharina smiles at her former sister in law, an evil smile etched on her pale lips, her long dark hair pulled back and tied into a long braid that is draped over one shoulder. Her silk and lace gown are gone -- now replaced by an outfit that makes no pretensions towards modesty. In truth, it reminds Celise of the chaps worn by the cattleman of the eastern regions of Agosta. Nesharina is bare breasted, her smallish, pert breasts standing at attention, nipples rouged red, erect with anticipation. Her outfit of dark, reddish brown leather consists of leggings with nothing covering her crotch. Her pale, hairless, thin lipped labia are revealed, swollen with her arousal, her juices already running down her thighs and over the leather leggings.
"Long have I dreamed of having you here in my playroom, Celise," Nesharina says breathlessly. "My only regret is that you won't die here -- but," she pauses and shrugs her shoulders, "Still, before you leave me, I will break you." She reaches out with one hand and with her long, sharp fingernails, pinches one of Celise's nipples, digging her nails into the tender flesh until drops of blood begin to sprinkle the floor.
The muscles in the Whore Queen's face struggle and jerk, yet despite the pain, she does not cry out, enduring the attentions of the Nedalian princess. Only when she is released, does she speak and only after a long sigh of pleasure. "Thank you, Nesharina. Who would have guessed that you were even capable of giving pleasure?"
Her response does not please Kallas's wife and she snarls as she backs away from Celise, "I will take that haughty way of yours away, bitch and show you what pain really is." She lashes out with the whip, the tip lashing across Celise's waist, drawing more blood.
The queen bares the strike without complaint and then slowly shakes her head at her torturer. "That is perhaps your greatest failing, Nesharina -- thinking that there is only pain when truthfully, pain always walks hand in hand with pleasure like two lovers."
Nesharina's face screws up in anger, twisting her cold beauty and she rushes forward and slaps the queen's face, leaving her handprint behind before hissing, "You know nothing of pain, but I will teach you, Whore Queen." Then in her fury, she spits into Celise's face.
Spittle runs down Queen Celise's face, but she seems unbothered by it, indeed, bravely using her tongue to lick it up where she can as if it was the taste of a lover. "And for the pleasure you'll provide me, I thank you now, Witch of Nedal, for later there shall be no time -- later, I'll simply kill you. She smiles then, showing the wife of Kallas, the beauty and courage of a true queen.
Nesharina simply stares at Celise for a long moment, almost awed by her lack of fear, but then she too smiles and says, "Let us put it to the test." She holds out her hand and a zombie guard moves forward, placing small metallic objects in her palm. Almost coyly she approaches Celise and reaches out with her empty hand to caress the queen's right breast, squeezing and massaging the heavy, magnificent tit, her thumb worrying the nipple until it is erect and swollen. She leans forward and whispers, "Only in my dreams and fantasies," before pressing her lips to the queen's. Celise, wary but brave, opens her mouth in response and lets Nesharina's tongue slither in.
The two women kiss for some time as Nesharina fondles the queen's breasts, then with spider quickness, she snaps a jagged-teethed clamp around one of Celise's swollen nipples, causing the queen to cry out from the sudden shock of the brutal, biting device. Nesharina giggles evilly, as she proceeds to attach another metal clamp to Celise's other nipple. She resumes kissing the queen as she plays with the devices, turning tiny screws that increase the pressure of the clamps grip on Celise's throbbing nipples.



When the Queen of Agosta moans loudly against her probing tongue, Nesharina steps back and whispers, "Too much, bitch? But, we've only just begun." A zombie servant hands the Nedalian another handful of metal and attaches a chain to the clips, pulled almost taut. Nesharina tests it by tugging on the chain, drawing more loud moans from her foe.
Celise opens her eyes and grinning, replies through gritted teeth. "Lick my cunt, Nedalian and you'll discover you've only aroused me." Defiantly, she throws her shoulders back, drawing her breasts up and pulling the chain tighter and then lets out another sigh.
Nesharina's eyes almost bulge from her head as she steps closer and thrusts her hand between Celise's thighs and feels the molten liquid heat there. "I'm just beginning," she snaps as she connects another chain to the one suspended between the queen's breasts and then squats down, another clamp in her hand and locks it into the hanging chain. Grinning now, she reaches and palms Queen Celise's pussy, using her fingers to spread wide the queen's labia and then slid upwards to pin her thick, long clitoris, swollen with arousal, between two fingers. She pulls the clamp into place, the short chain now taut and tugging on its mate attached to the queen's nipples, and is rewarded with a terrible scream from Celise.
She stands to gaze happily at Celise, whose body is writhing from the sensations of the clamps on such sensitive spots -- sensations which are increased with every twitch of her body as the chains are pulled taut with even the slightest of movements, making the clamps pull and tug and bit deep.
"Let us see you cum now, Whore Queen," Nesharina snarls.
Seconds pass as Queen Celise twitches and jerks, unable to bring her body under control -- many moans and cries escape her lips before she can raise her head and glare back at Nesharina and gasp, "Too late, I'm afraid. My apologies for the mess," before losing her ability to speak, her voice deteriorating into wordless groans again.
Nesharina is momentarily puzzled and then looks down and is stunned to see a growing puddle of cunt juice pooling between Celise's raised feet...her loudest moans accompanied by spurts of cunt cream, betraying her almost constant state of orgasm.
The pale skinned woman stands stupefied for long minutes, watching Celise in the throes of carnal delight before screaming in rage, "NO!" as her whip lashes out, tearing across the queen's breasts. "I will break you, Whore Queen! I WILL BREAK YOU!" Like an enraged beast, she stalks around Celise, her rage building again and again until she lashes out, striking the soft, unprotected flesh of the queen, leaving bloody tracks behind.
With each strike, Celise writhes in her bonds, sobbing and crying -- her pussy juices flowing and intermingling with the splatters of blood on the dungeon floor. She is mostly wordless, only the occasional, "YES!" or "MORE!" escaping her lips as she shook in pain-fueled ecstasy.
Eight, nine, ten times, Nesharina flicks her wrist, sending the metal-tipped whip lash cutting into Queen Celise's worn flesh before her rage seems to run out of energy. She stands panting -- still angry and very much aroused. Only the quiet pitter-patter of blood dripping from the queen's torn body breaks the silence of the room. As her temper eases, Nesharina realizes the damage she has done to Celise. Haughty and arrogant as she is, she does not seek to invite the wrath of her husband, Kallas.
Striding to an ancient cabinet, she performs a simple cantrip that bypasses the arcane wards she has placed on it and after a moment of consideration, quickly removes two small, clay bottles. She quickly returns to the now slowly swaying and nearly unconscious queen. Grabbing Celise by her long, black hair, now a sweaty, bloody tangle, Nesharina jerks the queen's head back and forces a potion down her throat.
Celise gags on the foul tasting brew, trying to whip her head away, but the Nedalian maintains a tight grip on her thick mane of hair and pours the remainder down Queen Celise's throat, clamping her palm over the queen's mouth till she sees her swallow.
"This will heal the most grievous of your wounds -- those you have and those yet to come, bitch, but it will do little to temper the pain. I would not have you die...yet." Without warning, she yanks Celise's head back again and pours a second potion down her throat." As she covers Celise's mouth with her hand again, she leans in and whispers, "I would not deprive you of a single second of your pain -- this second tonic of mine will ensure that you will not sleep or lose consciousness over the next twenty-four hours." Nesharina pauses and playfully nips Celise's earlobe before adding, "If you live that long, Whore Queen."
She turns away, looking at a table nearby to consider the horrid implements there. Before she can choose one, she can hear a soft whispering from her captive. She moves towards Celise, trying to hear her words. She cocks an ear close to Celise's full, luscious lips. "What are you saying, you little cunt?"
Nesharina cannot make it out at first, but then she suddenly comprehends the words and her expression is one of horror mixed with pure rage. The fell potions she has given Celise begin to take affect and the rightful Queen of Agosta raises her head and smiles at Nesharina and says with both defiance and pleasure in her voice, "Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand."
The Nedalian, unbelieving the sheer temerity of the incredible woman before her, thrusts her hand into Celise's cunt, finding it still wet and pulsing with need, oblivious to the torture and pain she has endured...or perhaps because of it.
"NO!" Nesharina screams, her anger now a raging, living thing at being denied. "Pain is all there is! I will show you. Pleasure becomes pain...pleasure always leads to pain. You...you, fucking whore, slattern, slut -- I will make you beg for release. I will teach you how all is pain in the end!"
Nesharina snaps her fingers and two of her zombie guards step from the shadows. Their skin reeks of wrong, pale flesh, hair and eyes a soulless black and bodies lean and hard, no doubt warriors or slaves in life and now, puppets to protect Kallas's wife and obey her every whim. Nesharina snaps her fingers again and both tear away their loincloths, revealing turgid, erect penises, unnaturally long and thick. Celise stares helplessly at them -- both repulsed and suddenly intrigued.
The Nedalian woman notices the queen's study of the two undead bodyguards and smiles. "Oh yes -- we of noble birth often use them for pleasure -- their endurance is forever, but they can be used for punishment as well. Did your husband...did Janish ever tell you how my mother was executed for betraying my father? He repaid her lust for a common soldier by showing her that a momentary thing like pleasure always becomes pain after too much indulgence. My sisters and brothers and I watched while her own Zombie guard fucked her to death. She lasted perhaps twelve hours, but Father commanded they continue until she was little more than a bled out bag of filthy flesh."
She grins and adds -- of course, father had them fuck her cunt, ass and mouth and she likely choked to death. I'll be kinder since Kallas has his own plans for you." She turns to undead creatures and hisses, "Take her!"
Celise moans as the zombies approach her from front and back. Their cold flesh touches her, fingers spreading her legs and butt cheeks. The potions that Nesharina have given her have taken affect -- her wounds, though still painful, have stopped bleeding and Celise feels more awake than she can remember -- she can't even close her eyes for more than a moment and finds herself looking into a dark, soulless gaze.
Celise feels the unnatural cool touch of a erect penis, trailing along her inner thigh and then she cries out as it slips between her labia and unerringly slides home in a brutal thrust. Her skin crawls at the thing's touch, but her cunt responds as it always has, contracting around the thick shaft as it burrows inside her while the zombie cups her buttocks -- her legs raised and spread wide against the touch of muscled arms.
Then she feels the chill touch of another penis, pressing against her anus, pushing steadily against her clenched sphincter, never relenting and then forcing its way into her asshole, drawing a cry that is all pain as he thrusts into her ass without any lubricant or preparation. White fire tears through her as she feels it drive its way deep into her soft tissue. "Oh Gods!" Celise moans as she feels both cocks deep inside her, separated by a thin sheath of flesh -- pain and pleasure warring for possession of her mind and soul.
The zombie guards work as one, building up a steady rhythm as they thrust in and out of her body -- silent and relentless in their efforts. Any relief Celise feels across her shoulders, arms and backs as she is now essential suspended between the two undead creatures is more than painfully compensated for as they fuck her hard and steadily, their movements and her own body's gyrations causing bolts of pain in her tightly clamped and pinched nipples and clitoris.
Nesharina feels the sweet heat of arousal rising between her own thighs as she watches Celise, chained and helpless being fucked without mercy by her zombie guards. Celise's head lolls about aimlessly as the queen sobs and moans from the pain and pleasure wracking her body. Nesharina steps close again and jerks Celise's head back by her black mane and after licking her way up the queen's neck, savoring the taste of her sweat -- filled with the pheromones of fear and lust, she kisses Celise savagely, thrusting her tongue into the queen's mouth like another violent tool of violation and pressing her lips against Celise's so harshly that they bleed.
"You won't die this night, Whore Queen -- perhaps tomorrow, but not tonight -- my potions will see to that, but come dawn, I will return to hear you beg me to stop the pain," hisses Nesharina when she ends the kiss, her lips smeared with the queen's blood and saliva. She moves in again, her lips pressed against Celise's ear and finishes, "But I won't -- the pain never ends...I promise you, the pain will follow you unto death and beyond."
Celise moans and licks her lips, coughing for a moment before managing to gasp, "P-pain and pleasure -- t-t-the border is unsure -- only...OH GODS... I d-decide on which s-side I s-stand." She breaks off into whimpering sobs as Nesharina stands astounded at her continued defiance.
Again she spits on the Queen of Agosta and then before turning on her heels and stalking from the room, snarls, "Faster! Fuck this cunt harder and faster!" Nesharina's undead servants obey her command instantly and she exits the dungeon with a smile on her face as Celise's screams follow her far into the long corridors deep within Bloodgate.
Inside the torture chambers of Nesharina, it is the utter silence of the zombies that almost unnerves the Queen of Agosta. They make no moans or sighs as they fuck her -- the only sound they make is the rapid slapping noise of their undead flesh smacking against her body. Celise struggles to find her center -- seeking to cling to each fragment of pleasure that nips and tugs at her body -- pulling the threads of potential orgasm together to knit ecstasy itself, but it is a struggle. Pain courses through her continually as the servants of Nesharina thrust and thrust and thrust.
The demands on Celise's body leave her dripping with sweat, rivulets of perspiration splatter on the floor or on her zombie lovers -- her muscles tightening -- even cramping as she responds to their never ending thrusts. Puddles of sweat form, joining blood and her cunt juices on the evenly cut stones the zombies stand upon. Between moans, Celise repeats her mantra of "Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," over and over again, trying to focus herself around the words -- to collect all that she is to master the sensations battling within her naked and battered body.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand." The words become the foundation of Celise's world as she struggles to find pleasure in the brutal raping of her body. She finds unexpected aid from her own body as it warms from her exertions. Sweat and even blood, combined with her almost independent-minded cunt, ease the pain of the large, long cock hammering in to it again and again. It is there that pleasure is strongest as her natural whorish instincts take over.
As the other undead guard assaults her asshole, sweat and blood make things more slippery and not for the only time that long night will the Whore Queen be thankful for her son's appetite for fucking his mother in the ass. Flesh tears, but heals, leaving only pain behind, but as she loosens up, pain must compete with pleasure.
Gradually, carnal pleasure builds within the valiant queen's body, but even she despairs that she can master the pain wracking her and convert it to sweet ecstasy. She loses all sense of time -- all she knows of the world winnows down simply to the two hard cocks mechanically thrusting in and out of her cunt and ass and the seemingly eternal war of pain and pleasure. Her words pour out of without pause, the only buoy in the ocean of sensation she feels she is about to drown in.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand. Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand. Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand. Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand. Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," Celise sobs between cries of pains and the rarer gasps of pleasure.
She is on the verge of despair when suddenly as she again says the words, "Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," she hears another voice echoing her own -- a voice she hasn't heard in decades but knows as well as her own. She repeats her words, hearing the voice grow stronger and stronger until she begins to disconnect, feeling herself leave her own body, but taking the pain with her...
#
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand. Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," moans Celise, princess of Elysiis, arms aching from many hours from being manacled and raised high above her head. Her toes and feet are cramping terribly from long being forced to stand on tip-toe. Her slender and luscious body that could only be that of a teenager's is wet and slick with sweat and her only desire is to be released and to sleep.
Like a wind-up toy from Agosta, she mechanically repeats the mantra over and over again, her voice growing more tremulous with each moment, tears of pain and frustration rolling down her cheeks to splash against her already full and prominent breasts.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," she moans and as she begins again, another person joins in, this voice more enthusiastic. Celise jerks her head up to take in her mother, Elia striding into the room, flanked on each side by Celise's older sisters.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," the woman repeats with joy in her voice. "Celise, my sweet, you must believe in the words, not simply repeat them like a pretty parrot." She moves gracefully towards her daughter -- every bit the queen of Elysiis that she is.
Elia is bare breasted, her huge, meaty breasts adorned only by the ruby encrusted gold rings piercing her nipples and the heavy gold chain connecting them and tugging heavily on her swollen nubs. Silks swish with an almost hypnotic whisper as she moves, parting to reveal her bald mound, labia thick and plump. Green eyes flash with mirth and love, framed in that beautiful face by great auburn tresses as brilliant as the sun itself.
Behind her, Felisha and Linsele are younger copies of their mother save for the deep, black manes they share with their sister, a gift from their father's line, the great Pharaoh Khanthus XVII. In their eyes are hints of sympathy for their younger sister and knowledge of the trials she is experiencing. Each in her own way conveys expressions meant to encourage Celise.
"Pleasure and pain are the same coin, Celise," Elia murmurs, reaching out to stroke her daughter's face. "You must master both and be able to turn one into the other if you would be of the Order of Isisiris." Elia moves closer and kisses her daughter on each tear stained cheek and then kisses her on the lips, her tongue rolling gently over Celise's lips, offering them much needed moisture.
Celise chokes back a sob and whimpers, "But it hurts, Mother. The pain is...terrible."
Elia smiles with great compassion as she kisses her daughter again, her breasts now rubbing against those of her daughter's. "Pain is simply the road to pleasure, daughter -- you need simply to center yourself and find the way." Elia begins softly stroking her daughter's body, fingers delicately trailing down the sides of her torso, back around her hips and up her back, making Celise shiver.
"Of course, all explorers sometimes need directions to get to the place they seek," Elia murmurs into her youngest child's ear -- her tongue flicking out like a snake's to dance around her lobe. Elia steps back, allowing Felisha and Linsele to move to their sister's side. "Pleasure is easy to find," she says in a soothing tone as she places her hand on Celise's flat belly and slowly bring them down.
Celise moans softly as her mother's fingers slip into her thickly haired bush, middle finger finding her slit and spreading her pussy lips apart. Elia knows her daughter well and quickly with a single finger, plunges inside Celise's cunt and then curling, finds...the spot. Celise mewls like a well fed kitten as little jolts of sweet, pleasure begin to stir within her. Elia smiles and adds another finger, stirring them around inside her child's quickly moistening pussy while her thumb begins to tease her clitoris from its hooded hideaway.
The sisters, upon a nod from their mother, lean in, ducking their heads to take Celise's swollen nipples into their mouths, expertly sucking and teasing her thick and now throbbing protuberances. Their younger sister's shackled body quivers with delight as they pleasure her and as their mother adds yet a third finger, worming it inside her tight, young cunt.
Elia leans in and kisses her daughter, pleased that Celise greets her tongue with her own. Mother and daughter kiss for long minutes, Elia's heavy breasts brushing against her other daughters' faces as they suck and role their tongues over Celise's swelling nipples.
Finally, Elia breaks the kiss and pauses to lick her lips as if to savor the taste of her youngest child. Through it all, she has fingered her daughter, touching all her sacred spots within her pussy and taunting and teasing her now swollen clitoris. "Pleasure is easy to find," Elia repeats. "Pain is more difficult to discover -- its nature often less clear -- is it truly different or simply pleasure misunderstood?"
Upon her last spoken word, both Felisha and Linsele without warning, bite down hard on Celise's nipples, teeth piecing hard enough to draw blood. Celise's body jerks as she gives out a shrill scream, her body convulsing with unexpected sensations.
"Pleasure or pain, Celise?" asks her mother, fingers still massaging her cunt. "Did your sisters give you pleasure or pain?"



Celise opens her mouth to speak, but only a plaintive wail emerges comes. Finally as her body begins to calm somewhat, she sobs, "Oh, I loved that...it was -- oh Gods, it was pleasure!"
Elia nods, pleased by her daughter's response. "Yes, that's my darling. You've taken the first step -- now let us journey down the path further." She nods to her other daughters who both produce identical items of jewelry -- glittering scarabs with wicked looking pinchers. Linsele and Felisha deftly attach them to Celise's still swollen nipples, the pinchers driving deep into the rubbery flesh, piercing them and locking into place with an audible snap.
Again, Celise stiffens, giving out a cry that holds both pain and pleasure, then as her sisters touch tiny wheels on the underside of the scarabs, pain wins out as the pinchers are synched tighter and tighter.
"Oppose the pain, daughter," Elia hisses. "Find the pleasure and wrap it around the pain -- allow the pleasure to consume it -- to feed itself and increase your pleasure." As she speaks, Elia slowly squats down, bringing her face level with her daughter's thick bush, now split wide with labia coated with her juices. Elia inhales her daughter's sweet scent and leans closer, her eyes looking upwards to find her daughter's pain glazed gaze.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only you decide on which side you stand. Speak the words, Celise -- speak them and believe them. Make all you're feeling, pleasure, my love. Find the place within you where pleasure is all and embrace it," Elia implore her daughter and then her face is pressed against Celise's wet and quivering cunt -- her heat almost molten as she drives her tongue between her lust spread labia, up and up, savoring her daughter's fresh, sweet taste before using her tongue to lash out and capture Celise's throbbing clitoris.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand. Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," Celise's sisters chant in unison, standing on each side of her, stroking her shoulders and back, trying to calm her pain wracked flesh. Through gritted teeth, the young girl begins to chant with them. Her reward is a kiss on each cheek and a subtle tightening of the pinchers once again.
"Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I decide on which side I stand," sobs Celise as she stammers through the mantra again and again -- trying to focus on the pain and will it away -- trying to focus on her mother's busy tongue coaxing delicious pleasure from between her legs. She gazes down at her mother who is looking back at her with such love, her mouth working furiously on Celise's cunt, nose twitching as it is tickled by the young girl's furry mound.
She is amazed that despite the searing sensations in her breasts, as if they were being torn off, an orgasm is building from deep within her, her womb throbbing with carnal joy, confronting the pain -- pushing it back and then simply overwhelming it like a tidal wave sweeping over the sands upon the Western shore. There is something happening -- something more than simple orgasm -- something her mother's experienced tongue has given her more than once and then she has it and she sobs, understanding the true nature of pain...its true purpose.
"YES!" she screams as the greatest orgasm of the teenager's short life detonates within her. She takes the pleasure brought forth by her mother's tongue swirling around her throbbing clit and indeed envelopes the pain with it and uses it as fuel to feed -- to strengthen her pleasure and then it is transformed as she is transformed and becomes orgasmic ecstasy itself....
#
YES, OH MOTHER...OH GODS BE PRAISED! FUCK MEEEEE!" Celise screams as she masters the relentless pain coursing through her battered body and she cums as she has rarely cummed before! With all her heart and soul, the Whore Queen of Agosta embraces the brutal ravaging she is being offered by her undead lovers as an intense orgasm takes her into a state of total carnal bliss, devouring any and all pain.
Celise tightens her grip on the thick cock pummeling her cunt, its cool flesh now warmed in the intense heat of her aroused body while she simultaneously flexes her ass cheeks to constrain the cock burrowing deep in her asshole. She arches her back to increase the wonderfully painful sensations in her nipples and clitoris, riding that pain into orgasm again and again. The queen doesn't shy from the touch of the relentless zombie guards, she writhes and twists to meet their long, hard and steady thrusts, doing her sluttish best to take them deeper and harder -- helping her cum and cum and cum.
Pleasure becomes all and never ceases. Seconds tick by. Minutes tick by. Hours tick by and yet time also seems to grind to a halt. Celise's world becomes simply two cocks fucking ass and pussy. Celise's world becomes simply carnal gratification incarnate. She screams and sobs, laughs and cries as orgasm begets orgasm until her whole body screams that it cannot take anymore and then Celise embraces that intense painful ecstasy and rides it to new heights of orgasmic delight.
There is no respite from pleasure -- Nesharina's potions have done their work. Celise experiences every moment of cock induced joy, relishing it, wrapping herself up in the sweet, maddening, never ending delight of cocks fucking her and fucking her and fucking her, never losing consciousness, her senses heightened as never before -- becoming an avatar of fucking induced pleasure.
In the midst of being awash in an ocean of orgasmic delight, Celise does not hear the approach of steps. She does not see Nesharina appear in the entrance of the dungeon, appearing well rested and dressed much as she was the day before -- bare breasted and wearing white leather chaps and stiletto heeled boots with a cat o' nine tails held in her hands today -- each leather thong knotted and capped with sharp steel tips.
Celise does not see Nesharina stand grinning smugly as she considers the sight in front of her. The zombie guards are unchanged since she last saw them, steadily thrusting into Celise's gaping asshole and cunt. Celise herself hangs between them, seemingly lifeless, her body only moving in response to the constant thrusts of her undead lovers, her body is coated with sweat, her hair hanging limply and dripping perspiration. The queen's brilliant blue eyes are glazed and unseeing, her mouth hanging open, spittle hanging from her lips and falling to her breasts.
Celise does not hear the rich and fell laughter as Nesharina claps her hands in delight and moves closer into the room. The Nedalian snaps her fingers and the zombies respond instantly, both stepping back, extricating themselves from Celise, their cocks glistening with her leavings -- cunt juice, sweat and blood. It is only with their withdrawal that Celise shows signs of life -- her eyes opening wide and her mouth moving without speaking.
Nesharina moves even closer, eager for the moment -- hungering to hear the Queen of Agosta beg her to put an end to her misery. Celise tries to speak again, her eyes slowing focusing on her former sister in law standing now before her, a hoarse rasp of a whisper all she can produce. "Speak louder, bitch cunt. Tell me...beg me to end it all now," she hisses, drawing even closer, placing her ear close to Celise's lips.
For long seconds, all she hears is Celise's labored breathing and then slowly words...spoken in a voice long drained and damaged from unrelenting screams. "No...please don't stop fucking me," Celise whispers almost too soft to hear.
Nesharina draws back, her body going rigid as she stares in disbelief at Celise who slowly raises her head and wearily smiles at her and says in a louder, more insistent voice. "More. I want more!"
The wife of Kallas rocks back on her heels as if Celise had struck her with her fist. Her eyes go wide as she comprehends fully all that is around her. The ever erect cocks of her zombies, retreated almost into the shadows, drip with Celise's cunt cream and the floor underneath the almost swaying woman is awash in her juices, swirls of sweat and blood making it appear almost hypnotic. Even the air reeks of Celise's arousal -- the smell of cunt upon everything.
"No," moans Nesharina, staggering back. "No, no, NO, NO, NO!" she screams in utter fury. She wavers in front of Queen Celise, shaking her fists in her face. "You bitch! You fucking cunt. You...you fucking WHORE!" she sobs, tears running down her pale cheeks. "You WILL BEG ME FOR MERCY."
She steps back and then she snaps her whip, the leather threads lashing out and striking Celise across the breasts and belly, scoring the skin and drawing blood. Celise jerks in response and then a sneer of absolute sinful pleasure creeps across her face and she sobs hoarsely, "Yessssss! Make me cummm!"
Nesharina howls as madness consumes her and she abandons all restraint, bringing the metal tipped lashes down again and again, tearing cruel swatches of flesh from Celise's body. Each assault upon the queen is met with moans of ecstatic pleasure and delight which only serves to magnify Nesharina's foul anger.
In frustration, she flings the whip aside and raising one leg, draws a wicked, keenly edged blade from a sheath concealed on the side of her boot. "YOU WILL BEG ME FOR DEATH, WHORE QUEEN!" she screams shrilly, raising her arm to slash Celise's face. Her knife begins to descend when it is stayed by a hairy hand taking a firm grip on her wrist.
She spins in great anger to find herself facing one of her husband's personal escorts -- the cream of his lycanthrope troops. His wolfish face is impassive -- betraying no emotion as she spits in his face and snarls, "You dare touch your queen!" From the shadows of the dank room, several of her zombies emerge and begin to close on Nesharina and Kallas's guard.
"He dares at my command!" snaps Kallas from behind her and she turns to see him in the doorway along with several lycanthrope escorts -- all in a state of battle readiness -- ready to shift into their animalistic form. "Pull the strings on your meat puppets -- call them off now, Nesharina."
"You dare order me so -- my father..."
"Your father, the good king of Nedal, is not here, nor are his Obsidian Legions," spits Kallas. "But Jonos and his army have crept in during the night and even now, prepare to lay siege to Bloodgate." He surveys the room -- his gaze resting on the bloody and naked form of Queen Celise, swaying in her chains, rivulets of blood falling from her to pool on the stone floor.
Without warning, he lashes out with one hand and strikes Nesharina across the face. "I am King and husband and you will obey as is your lot!" he snarls. "Call your undead things off now!"
Anger fills Nesharina's face, but now it is anger layered over with calm and with a nod she stops her guards in their tracks.
Kallas nods and then slaps Nesharina again, staggering her -- the lycanthrope's firm grip the only thing keeping her on her feet. "I told you, dearest -- she was to be alive when I came for her. If she dies now, you take her place, your father be damned!"
His wife gives a little gasp and then looks at Kallas as if for the first time, realizing he is deadly serious and that all their lives depend on the outcome of this battle with their usurper nephew. "Forgive me, my love. I...I can get so involved with my pleasures." Her lips twist on the last word and she pretends not to hear Celise chuckle weakly behind her.
Quickly she brings forth more potions from her stores and forces them down the true queen's throat. Her curatives are potent though foul in nature and within minutes, Celise's skin begins to heal, although leaving behind horrific, twisted scars. Nesharina contents herself with knowing she has for what little time Celise has left to live, she will live with the knowledge that her almost mythical beauty is forever marred.
Kallas's guards release her from her chains and she moans, still in an orgasmic haze as blood rushes back into deprived tissue, triggering new pain that serves as fuel for the fires centered between her bloody thighs.
"Bring her," Kallas orders in a brisk, almost eager tone. He turns and strides from the room, his guards bringing Celise along, dragging her at first, but before they emerge from the depths below Bloodgate, she has recovered enough to walk along unaided, scarcely stumbling as they rush along. In her still heightened state of arousal, she is very aware of the hungry looks Kallas's wolfish guards give her and that in his preoccupied state, Kallas is totally unaware. The mark of the Lycanthrope on their shoulders reminds her of the assassination attempt and her previous encounter with a werewolf -- making her aching cunt tingle with renewed passion. That in turn reminds her of the stories her late husband had told her about Kallas's favorite hobby.
Finally able to speak, her voice, harsh with a night of orgasmic screaming, "You seem perturbed, Kallas -- my son's arrival seems to worry you."
Kallas looks back and hisses, "His arrival should worry you more, Celise, for it means your doom." He strides on and then unable to help himself mutters over his shoulders, "Jonos gathers far more troops than I would have imagined would follow such a young fool -- a pity for he shall surely send them all to their deaths this day."
"There will be death this day, but it will not be the King's, but your's. You should pray that he will make it a swift one."
Before Kallas can retort, there is a crack of a whip and Celise cries out as Nesharina following behind strikes her across the shoulder with her whip. "Mind your mouth, Whore Queen," she snarls. "You address the true King of Agosta."
Celise looks back at the Nedalian woman and replies, "If that is true, then soon my son will prove his reputation as a usurper once more."
"Quiet, both of you," snaps Kallas. They suddenly emerge from the stone bound confines of Bloodgate, crossing over a great stone span connecting two great towers. Celise shivers in the suddenly chill air. She squints her eyes looking up at the clear blue skies lit by the rising sun in the east, but her attention is quickly drawn to the murmur of noise to the north and she gasps as she sees a great army drawn up before the battlements of Bloodgate -- great iron and wood siege engines slowly moving forward.
Celise's heart begins to beat more strongly as for a long moment she strains to see her son and lover...her true husband among the thousands gathered there. Then she sighs, knowing with more than her heart that he stands not with his army. Nevertheless, she again laughs and in a voice of merriment cries out, "Behold your doom, Kallas -- the day dawns and with it comes your destruction!"
Kallas ignores her and they cross once more into the stone edifice that is Bloodgate. There is great clamor and activity as soldiers scurry about, preparing for combat. They descend lower into the fortress, stopped only once by a worried officer who reports, "My liege, scouts report activity in the mountain passes -- I believe some of Jonos's patrols may be at our flank."
"Reinforce the gates -- deploy what troops you think fit to support any feints from our rear," Kallas orders, glancing nervously back at the bloodied but still proud Queen. He turns to the captain of his guard. "Go to the Wolves -- prepare your brigade for battle -- we will use your werewolves to carve his army to pieces."
Celise shivers -- remembering how Janish had used his brother's werewolves as a hammer to break opposing armies in the past. They numbered three hundred and each was equal to at least ten human soldiers...maybe more. For his part, the captain of Kallas's guard, turns and gestures to the Whore Queen. "And what of her -- would you leave her alone with you?"
Kallas smirks and shakes his head. I have the remainder of my escort and Nesharina will keep her in her place." He grins then, an evil and lascivious expression and adds, "And we are almost to the pits now. She is all but dead!"
The Captain of the Guard nods and then turns curtly, casting an evil look at Celise and departs down another corridor.
The party descends deeper into Bloodgate and soon a rank, animalistic smell begins to grow. Celise wrinkles her nose at the thick, broody smell and yet it in itself send ripples of arousal through her. They step out of a corridor above a vast arena -- a pit surrounding by a balcony some twenty feet above it. Growls and snarls emerge from below, punctuated by howls and barks.
Celise is brought close to the railing and her stomach begins rolling as she moves close enough to peer over. She has a sharp intake of breath as she stares with horror at what lies below.
In the pit is a roiling mass of fur -- snarling, wolfish creatures -- neither man nor beast, but somehow both. She cannot count them as they whirl and race and climb over each other -- their eyes red with rage and beastly hunger and madness.
"There is a risk in accepting the gift of lycanthropy," murmurs Nesharina into Celise's ear. "Not all can deal with their new senses and abilities. They succumb to animal instincts and cannot function as part of a greater entity." Kallas's wife takes the handle of her whip and thrusts it between Celise's legs from behind, rubbing the leather wrapped ivory against the queen's swollen labia.
"Many who deal with lycanthropes in Nedal put them down like rabid animals -- unmanageable and consumed only with the desire to kill, eat and fuck," Nesharina hisses. "But there are those who keep them alive for amusement."
"I was fascinated with them from the start," murmurs Kallas from behind her, dropping his hand to cover that of his wife's -- working the whip handle more firmly against and into Queen Celise's cunt. She shivers as both lust and fear threaten to run amuck inside her. "To see what they can do to a person in just a few short seconds when they're hungry is amazing. To see what they do to someone when the breeding cycle is upon them, well..."
Kallas's laugh chills Celise to the bone, but she turns and looks over her shoulder at Kallas and replies, "I know -- Janish told me the stories of your appetites."
Her late husband's brother grins evilly and says, "Then you know your fate. I will take the few scraps of you that are left and send them to your son. If you mean as much to Jonos as has been reported, the loss of his Whore Queen will leave him easy prey for my troops."
Nesharina thrusts the whip handle deep inside Celise's wet cunt and roughly stirs it around. "Maybe I'll bring him back as one of my undead. He can spend eternity as one of my slaves."
Celise brings herself up to stand regally before both Kallas and his wife, awing even them with her majesty even as naked and battered as she is. "You make jokes when you should be making preparations to die. Neither of you will live to see the sun set."
Kallas's face screws up to give an angry retort, but there are suddenly horns blaring from above and a thunderous noise of ten thousand men roaring. In the aftermath come cries. "JONOS ATTACKS -- THEY ARE STORMING THE WALLS!"
Kallas settles for simply slapping Celise across the face. "Your time to die is now. Throw her to my wolves!"
Two guards step towards the queen, but she imperiously holds up a hand, halting them in their tracks. "No need. I will go willingly into the pit. Let no one ever call the Whore Queen of Jonos the Usurper, a coward!"
As all watch in awe, she climbs up onto the railing -- Kallas and Nesharina tensing for some sort of trick. With her appearance, the werewolves below come to a sudden halt, all silent and staring, eager for whatever is to come. In the sudden silence, there is a large thundering boom from above as something collides with the massive iron doors of Bloodgate. Celise grins and says in a voice full of merriment, "Death is knocking at your door, you fools. Time to die."



With the grace of a young swimmer, Celise dives from the railing, uttering, "Featherum," as she does. Instead of falling quickly to the bottom of the pit some fifty feet down, she falls slowly, gracefully as they watch from above.
Quickly the Whore Queen gathers arcane energy and casts another spell. "Aramour," she murmurs and suddenly she becomes lust incarnate, feeling her arousal building up within her and like a pleasing vapor, spreading out from her -- the stink of her sexual need preceding her arrival below. Like a dancer in slow motion, she flexes her body, arching as she brings her hands to her own splayed cunt and plunges them inside, moaning as the eldritch lust within her grows. Celise pulls her hands from her pussy, fingers dripping wet with her creams and she flicks her fingers, spraying droplets of cunt juice down upon the lupine monsters below her, each becoming suddenly frantic and consumed with lust as they catch her scent...her desire.
As Kallas and Nesharina watch from above, their faces suddenly confused, the werewolves go mad, tearing and clawing at each other to be in a prime position. Yet, they all edge back a little as Celise descends, allowing her a place to gently land. Her eyes gleam with secret knowledge when her toes touch the land and she summons one last spell, "Succubuci," she almost growls in a voice full of gleeful malice.
For a moment all is silence -- all is frozen and then like a tidal wave, the motionless werewolves explode forward, tearing and slashing at each other to take Celise first. She is knocked to the ground -- a black-furred lycanthrope snarling and snapping at her face -- his wolfish cock huge and extended, scratching against her thighs as he seeks her cunt. He is thrown off by another -- a huge, red-furred beast and Celise moans at the size of his erection and then with drool pouring from his mouth, he reaches down with sharp clawed paws and flips her over onto her knees, her ass raised up like an offering to the beast's lust.
His lupine cock sinks into the Whore Queen's cunt and both he and Celise howl as he thrusts forward, his harsh fur scratching against her soft, dusky skin. His claws dig into her shoulders as he mounts her savagely and she screams as he sinks more and more of himself inside her, stretching her as he burrows deep into her womb. Celise lets out a painful scream as he pushes his lupine knot past her wide-spread lips.
She begins to sob her long ago learned mantra, "Pain and pleasure -- the border is unsure -- only I -- I -- I YESSSSSSSSSSS!" but she does not finish -- she has no need to. Willingly, with all her heart, she surrenders to the pleasure of fornicating with the wolf creature. She embraces the sweet and painful pleasure, responding to his thrusts with her own. Orgasm boils up from within to overwhelm everything, her cunt tightening and growing hotter as she tries to keep the werewolf's cock inside her suddenly ravenous cunt.
Then another lycanthrope grinds its crotch in her face, heavy, fur covered testicles slapping against her face -- his long, pink cock thrusting forward to seek relief and Celise opens her mouth and allows the beast to bury his cock between her lips, making her struggle and gag as he begins to fuck her mouth. The wolf pack goes mad around her, bodies crashing into her and into each other, rubbing their long cocks against her flesh, muzzles nipping at her swaying breasts.
Even through this din, Celise imagines she can hear the laughter of Kallas and Nesharina, hungrily watching from above, waiting for the wolf creatures to tear her apart in their lust. Despite the din of the lusty beasts, Celise imagines she can hear the noise of battle as Jonos's army assaults Bloodgate. Even as she is fucked hard, she manages to glance upwards and sees an aide, the same one who had warned Kallas of enemy activity in the mountain passes return and point urgently upwards. She sees Kallas's face darken with fury and perhaps the first bit of fear.
The red-furred werewolf thrusts urgently into her and she can feel his hot seed began to bathe her womb and he howls with lusty fulfillment...a howl that quickly sharpens into a panicked wail. Despite a mouthful of cock, Celise manages a triumphal cry as she feels not only the lycanthrope's seed filling her, but his life pouring into hers as well.
The werewolf yelps and bites at her back, suddenly frightened. It tries to withdraw, but her constricting cunt holds him fast as she drains him of his life force. Orgasmic white fire courses through her body and all her weariness flees. Celise feels refreshed and renewed as she uses his life energy to heal her body -- wounds healing cleanly in seconds -- the scars of the last few days swept away, leaving her dusky skin whole and healthy. Then the cock in her mouth stiffens and feeds her a bitter tasting flood of wolfish semen and she drinks it eagerly, sucking him dry of his seed and his life.
The first to assault her falls away, a dry, empty husk of faded red fur. Instantly, another lust fueled beast takes his place, uncaring of his predecessor's fate. The cock in her mouth dwindles in size and slips from her lips as another lifeless form falls away and she howls with the burning pleasure of her now almost continuous orgasm. Eldritch power courses through her, healing her battered womb, making it whole and almost anew.
All around her, the lust-ridden lycanthropes jostle and snap at each other to get to her as her scent fills the air -- her very pleasure fueled cries acting as an aphrodisiac. She finds herself lifted and twisted as her newest lover's lupine knot forces its way into her sodden, cunt. Wolven creatures battle to reach her. Another long cock worms its way between her ass cheeks and Celise cries with pain and pleasure as it assaults her puckered ring and drives deep into her asshole. Canine cocks slap at her face, each seeking relief and she licks and sucks, losing one as she jostled about only to find another thrusting forward to enjoy her hungry tongue.
Furry, whiskery muzzles snap at her breasts, nipping her blood engorged nipples as the lycanthropes swarm over and around Celise, hoisting her onto an ever changing, ever writhing bed of fur and teeth and cocks and tongues, totally oblivious to her spell drawing forth their life essences even as they feed her their seed. Her scent, overpowering and undeniable spurs them on one after the other. As she claims the semen and life energy of one, another fights ferociously to take its place.
With each load of sperm that the Whore Queen claims, the energies within her multiply, escalating right along with a storm of pure, carnal ecstasy. Her orgasms have no ending now -- they are a raging storm sweeping her towards complete and utter sexual pleasure. The long, knotted cocks of the wolfmen no longer harm her -- they do not tear at her willing, wet, pliant flesh or if they do, the arcane power coursing through her veins seems to instantly heal all wounds. All these lupine penises are now are a source of exquisite pleasure as they plunge into her sweet, molten depths and then as each reaches climax, they are energy feeding her, making her flesh ripple and burn with seemingly unlimited power.
While Celise is consumed with ecstatic, sexual joy, she is also aware of everything around here. She can hear the frightened cries of Nesharina, recognizing now what she is doing and the tense barking of orders by Kallas to the guards to bring her down. Archers come and rain arrows down into the pit, slaying a few werewolves howling out in dismay at being denied their moment of mating with the female in their midst. Any arrows that come near the queen are obliterated by the sheer force of ever growing eldritch power now pulsating in or around her.
Nesharina attempts an offensive spell or two, but her talents lie mainly in necromancy and what Celise is doing is far beyond that and in the throes of intense orgasmic fury, she raises her head and looks at Nesharina, werewolf semen dripping off her lips and chins and laughs at the Nedalian witch's paltry efforts. Celise's laughs lengthen and transform into screams of pleasure as she is swarmed by rabidly lusting monsters, burying her with an onslaught of slavering muzzles and long, swollen cocks -- only her sobs and moans of pleasure indicating she is alive underneath an almost pulsating mound of hairy, furred passion.
Celise loses count of the cocks that plunge inside her -- of the loads of tart werewolf cum in her belly, feeding her even as their lives feed her spirit and power. Eldritch energy manifests as purplish flames licking along her skin, singing the fur of the fuck-maddened beasts plunging cocks into the queen's clasping, wet cum filled cunt as well as her asshole dripping with sperm and her hungry mouth.
Between the almost divine orgasmic pleasure and the intensity of the arcane power building inside her -- Celise feels almost suspended beyond reality -- where time and space seemingly fold back in on themselves -- wrapped in sublime ecstasy. Memories of things past and of things perhaps to come whip around the queen and she snatches at one especially precious to her...
#
Celise arches her back as she squats, gloriously impaled on her son's mammoth cock, the muscles of her long and shapely legs bulge with the exertion of plunging up and down Jonos's lengthy and thick shaft. She is biting her lower lip, face screwed up in intense pleasure as she slowly slides down her son and king's cock till she is grinding her furry mound against his wiry pubic hairs, quivering with the sinfully sweet sensation of the head of his cock buried deep in her womb.
Celise's fingers drag across her son's hard, muscled chest, leaving light, bloody lines as her sweat drenched body shivers with orgasmic delight. Jonos grins evilly and with a subtle thrust of his hips, makes his mother groan louder and he pushes himself more fully within her and then snarls, "A gift for my queen!" He grunts again, a noise of satisfaction as he relinquishes control and the crown of his cock swells and he begins to cum, his steaming seed gushing forth to fill his mother's womb.
"Oh yesssss," sobs Queen Celise. "A kingly gift -- OHHHHHHHhhhh, indeed, my beloved.," the Whore Queen moans as she squirms and quivers, suspended on the king's erect penis, reveling in the perfection that is mother and son making love in their royal bedchambers. In all her fifty some years, there has been nothing in her experience that equals spreading her legs wide for her son, his mighty cock claiming her as his again and again.
His hands come up and palm her bountiful breasts, strong fingers plunging into her soft, meaty flesh. He levers himself up to a sitting position, burrowing his cock a little deeper into the womb of his birth. He tongues one of Celise's ruby sized nipples, bites it a little less than gently and then his mouth hungrily finds his mother's and their tongues greet and play with great delight.
Finally, the King falls back, pulling his mother with him to lie naked on his chest, her cunt still packed with his immense cock. Both pant from their exercise and Celise marvels how powerful Jonos's heart seems to beat underneath her pillowing breasts. When she has the breath to spare, she purrs like a great jungle cat temporarily sated.
He stares at her -- his expression one of interest and concern and she kens the import of his consideration. "You've been considering my plan?" she says in a husky voice, trying to hide her anxiousness to hear his answer.
"Aye, Mother, I have. I do not like it."
Part of the queen is relieved, yet she presses on, knowing the correct path to take. "Son...my lord, you know we must do it. I must do it. This plan will serve us two fold. There is a traitor in our midst -- betraying your every battle plan to Kallas. Even though you have driven him off the field of battle despite such betrayals, he now sits with his soldiers at Bloodgate and even you, my mighty king will destroy your forces attempting to breach those terrible walls."
"Better that than see you killed, Mother," Jonos replies. "Where would I find such a sluttish whore as you to sit aside me on the throne?" There is beneath his sarcastic answer a tone that reveals much of his true feelings for his mother -- a tone that causes her cunt muscles to tighten around his still throbbing erection and her heart to nearly burst for the love she has for her son and husband.
"I will not die, my love," says Celise reassuringly. "We know that the traitor is one of three in your High Council. We inform each of them that I go to Elysiis to ask my father for aid. You confide to each possible traitor a different route I plan to take. Whichever one betrays us -- we shall have our proof!" Celise smiles and kisses her son before continuing.
"Kallas would never kill me outright -- he will have me brought to Bloodgate via the ancient mountain passes that few know. You will track me. Inside Bloodgate, Nesharina will want to play with me like a bitch cat toying with a mouse and then Kallas will throw me to his insane weres -- Gods know I heard your father tell me the stories of Kallas's favorite game enough times."
Jonos scowls -- his face darker than its usual brooding self. "I don't like it, Mother. Are you sure this spell...it will work on werewolves?"
Celise sits up, rocking herself gently upon his thick shaft, her nipples swelling more with each tiny movement. With more confidence than she truly feels, she says "I am a daughter of the Order of Isisiris -- it is a terrible and deadly spell, one that can be cast once in lifetime, and I promise you, son, it will work on werewolves or anything else that is unlucky enough to be tempted to sample the love of your Whore Queen."
Jonos grins and reaches up and fills his hands full of his mother's thick, black mane, then tugging on it, rolls them over, his cock never moving from deep in Celise's cunt. She moans as he flexes his hips, her legs rising to wrap around his hard buttocks. "Yes -- my Whore Queen -- never forget you belong to me, Mother -- no matter who or what you spread your legs for!" He thrusts forward hard, making Celise groan! "Never forget, Mother -- you are mine!" He punctuates each hard thrust with the words, over and over again, "Never forget, Mother, you are mine!"
Celise's eyes go blank with pure carnal delight and between savoring each sweet thrust of her son's cock, she sobs back, "I am yours, son! I am forever yours!"
#
The Whore Queen stands alone in the pit, all that remains of the wolfish pack are dozens of withered sacks of fur and bone. Celise is wreathed in eldritch flame, naked and glorious, her expression both of great satiation and of hunger. The fell spell has ran its course, leaving behind only the life energies of those she has consumed.
Her lovely body heaves with passion and power, eyes aglow as her full, proud breasts heave -- jewel sized nipples swollen like great berries about to burst. Her belly is smooth and flawless, a slight bulge from her repast of semen the only oddity and it only increases her beauty. Her long, well toned legs stand wide spread -- her labia spread and thick, her glistening pink meat oozing with the cum of untold numbers of wolfish monsters. Her hair is wild and unruly, falling about her like a cloak, gleaming with health. Celise takes a deep breath and then lets it out in a sigh that expresses something beyond satisfaction.
Above her the din of battle grows. Distant thundering announces continued assaults on the massive iron doors of Bloodgate. With a flicker of thought Celise rises into the air -- the few remaining troops still attempting to strike her with crossbow bolts, incinerated with a mere glance of her fiery eyes. Swiftly, the Queen of Agosta glides through corridors until she emerges onto the wide span she crossed what seemed mere minutes ago.
Beyond the courtyard, her son's army is arrayed, siege engines and battering rams deployed against the granite buttresses of Bloodgate. Celise yearns for a sign of her husband and son -- her beloved liege, but does not see him, but her heart, enhanced by the great energies within her, tell her that he is near.
Laughing, Celise gathers some of the eldritch power within her, shaping it with careful arcane nuances and then with a triumphant laugh unleashes it -- great purplish bolts of power from her hands flying both north and south, growing as it travels, taking form until it takes the shape of the great elephants of her homeland. One hurtles into the great iron doors of Bloodgate's entrance and with a concussion that knocks all down for yards about, reduces the barriers into shards of shattered iron. A few seconds later, another thunderous concussion echoes through the ancient fortress as her second bolt shatters the mountain side gates.
All cease fighting for long seconds -- the only noise Celise's lust ridden laughs. Then with a triumphant roar, her son's army surges forward through the gates, led by General Nasser, his one remaining eye gleaming with blood lust.
Kallas appears from one side of the courtyard, several hundred werewolves behind him and he unleashes them and they fall upon the advancing soldiers of her son. Like scythes in a wheat field, the lycanthropes slash and hack their way through the ranks of the Agostan army. Kallas rallies his human soldiers and throws them into the fray, committing all to the attack.
From the opposite side of the courtyard, Nesharina appears, pointing dozens of zombies, fully armored to join the attack. With a snarl, Celise descends from the great stone span, announcing her presence with great sheets of arcane flame, incinerating rows of undead, leaving them to stumble about until they collapse in smoldering piles.
Celise hears chanting in a fell language and sees Nesharina performing a ritual from a tattered and ancient scroll -- her accompanying gestures betraying to Celise the beginnings of a death curse. She lands softly in the courtyard, perhaps twenty yards from the Nedalian witch. Shaking her head in bemusement, she strides towards the pale, deathly skinned woman.
Nesharina completes the ritual before Celise closes the distance, the scroll in her hand disintegrating in a burst of dark power and the curse, born in the arcane runes written in a dead man's blood hurtles at the queen, screaming out the doom it carries amidst a black mass of tentacles and spikes, only to dash against the eldritch energies that radiate from Celise to fall to tatters.
Nesharina staggers back a few steps, aghast at the utter failure of her spell as Celise calls out, "You witches of Nedal never understood, dabbling in death, wasting a single man's life to create your curses of death." Her voice rises and Nesharina trembles under its weight. "While you play with death, I have fed on life -- not a single paltry one, but of more lives than I can count. DEATH IS NOTHING, WITCH! LIFE IS POWER! PLEASURE IS POWER!"
Celise reaches the witch and takes her in her arms, her strength overwhelming Nesharina, pinning her arms at her sides as she presses her lips against the Nedalian's. Nesharina moans in protest, but yields as Celise thrusts her tongue into her mouth. Terrible power envelopes them both and Celise takes them into the air, now wrapping her long legs around Nesharina as well.
Immersed in such great power, Nesharina's leather armor falls apart like sugar treats caught out in the rain. Celise grinds her pelvis against the thinner, paler woman's mound. The Nedalian moans both in fear and unexpected pleasure as her vulva grinds against Celise's, becoming moister and slicker with every movement -- her nipples harden against the queen's massive and soft breasts.
Nesharina's body begins to burn with desire and she whimpers even as she seeks to tease and intertwine her tongue with that of the queen's. Each subtle rubbing touch of Celise's cunt lips against her own is sheer torturous ecstasy and her body betrays her by hunching back, wanting more of that searing hot cunt meshing with her own aroused pussy.



Below them, Kallas watches in horror as his wife ascends into the air with Celise. His lycanthrope troops take the Agostan army to the brink of collapse and then from the rear entrance of the courtyard comes a great roar. The forces of Jonos groan as dozens of Mountain Giants emerge from the tunnels. At their stead strides Garlchrissh, his tunic covered with blood and his axe dripping with ichor.
Kallas sneers, thinking victory is one step closer before the great Jarl of the Mountain Giants roars, "For King Jonos and Agosta! Death to the pretender!" and he and his men charge the werewolves as Kallas staggers back while giant and lycanthrope crash together in bloody slaughter.
General Nasser reforms his lines and presses his attack, trying to work closer and closer to Kallas, who works his way up a flight of steps, then another, reaching a battlement where he and his personal guard, all now transformed into raging werewolves can more easily defend themselves.
Above it all, Celise coos with dark pleasure as her thick, swollen labia grinds against Nesharina's now flowered and dripping cunt, her tongue roiling around in the Nedalian's mouth. Nesharina is moaning helplessly in the queen's fiery embrace, slowly working her way towards the orgasm of a lifetime, not completely understanding how or why her body is responding so to a woman she has dreamed countless times of killing, simply knowing that she wants...needs more of the Whore Queen. She hunches back against Celise, wanting climax and getting so close.
"KALLAS!" comes a mighty bellow and from a side tunnel, pushing back several of Kallas's soldiers, emerges King Jonos, his mightily muscled body covered in blood, a savage grin on his face as he swings Vanquisher about, laying waste to all brave or foolish enough to give him battle. Jonos eschews heavy armor, content only with a breast plate and his customary kilt. He quickly glances around, assessing the situation here in the vast courtyard, nodding with satisfaction as the Iron Giants slowly corral the werewolves, winnowing down their numbers with each sweep of their brutal axes.
Jonos catches sight of his mother, a hapless and now naked Nesharina in her embrace, a sneer of utter carnal delight on her face. He laughs -- a quick and harsh bark and yells above the din, "GODS, MOTHER! IS THERE NOTHING ON THIS WORLD YOU WOULDN'T FUCK?" He reluctantly tears his gaze away from his queen, hiding all sense of relief at her apparent well being and scans the field again for his uncle. It is only moments later that he spies Kallas surrounding by his werewolf guards, looking aghast at the turn of events.
"COME, KALLAS, LET US SETTLE THIS THING ONCE AND FOR ALL. BE BRAVE SO YOU MAY TELL MY FATHER YOU DIED FIGHTING LIKE A MAN!" Jonos begins fighting his way through the mass of soldiers warring in the courtyard, all giving way before the frightful specter of the warrior king. Blood oozes from his mighty frame from many a sword's slash and he is covered in the blood of dozens he has sent to the Gods.
Upon hearing her son's voice, Celise is nearly overwhelmed with orgasm from the sweetest sound she knows, her cunt pulsing madly as he calls out to her. She senses Nesharina approaching orgasm and is pleased, wanting to be done with the Nedalian bitch.
Nesharina is caught up in ecstasy unlike any she has never known, Celise's passion fueled by eldritch energies burn within her and she yearns to reach the pinnacle of pleasure and begins to gasp, whimpering happily against the queen's lush, full lips. Celise senses the moment of climax has arrived and breaks the kiss.
The Queen of Agosta withdraws from Nesharina the ecstatic glory of the eldritch energies coursing through her body and Nesharina jerks in shock and dismay, the anguish of suddenly being cut off from all that delicious pleasure etched on her face.
Her expression betraying how much she is relishing the moment, Celise whispers, "I deny you, bitch princess of Nedal, the greatest pleasure you would ever hope to know. Die knowing it will never be yours." As her last word escapes her lips, Celise releases Nesharina from her grasp and turns to seek out her King, paying no attention to the witch's screams or the sick crunch of meat and bone that follows as Nesharina crashes on the stone courtyard far below.
She moves towards Jonos who is now climbing towards the rampart where Kallas cowers behind his lycanthropes. Her cunt aches for her son as she admires his gore drenched body, his mighty thewed thighs swelling as he propels himself ever upwards. He pauses only to glance back to see the source of Nesharina's screams and upon seeing her shattered and lifeless body below, spares a moment to grin at his wife and mother who grins back, both caught up in the bloodlust of battle.
Then he resumes his climb, reaching the battlement, Vanquisher slashing through the air, a king's sword committing deeds worthy of songs still to be sung eons from the moment. Werewolf after werewolf falls to his rage. A small contingent of lycanthropes breaks free from the encircling giants and charges up the steps to rescue their would be king, but then Celise is there, a storm of flame swirling around her -- a storm she unleashes, incinerating all in a moment of hellish fury.
With one final swing of his sword, Jonos liberates the head of Kallas's last defender, sending the hairy orb bouncing past Kallas to fall into the courtyard far below. Sweat mixes with blood and pours into Jonos's eyes, making him squint and scowl as he stalks across the battlement towards his uncle.
Kallas cowers against the stone wall, his sword dangling from a limp and panicked hand. Untouched by battle, whole and healthy, he edges away from the bloody warrior slowly approaching him. Sunlight glints off gore streaked Vanquisher, blinking like a semaphore foretelling impending doom. "Jonos...nephew," Kallas stammers, all his vain bluster and bravado evaporated. Once a man familiar with battle, he is unnerved by the giant of a man confronting him.
"Come Kallas, raise your sword and die a man," growls Jonos. "Do not debase yourself and whimper like an old woman begging for mercy."
Suddenly a hush falls across the field of battle as all turn and crane their heads upwards to see the moment when the matter of the crown of Agosta is to be settled once and for all time. Only the few remaining werewolves attempt to fight on and they are quickly crushed by the giants who gleefully stamp their lives out.
Kallas sobs and lets his weapon fall to the ground with a hollow clang that echoes throughout the fortress. He spreads shaking limbs wide and says in a small voice. "No, I will not fight you, nephew. We are kin and I would shed not your blood. I beg forgiveness, my King and beseech you, show mercy to an old man." His eyes flicker past Jonos to Celise who alights behind her son as light as a feather. The old familiar hate shines in his eyes for a moment for the slayer of his wife, but then he begins to weep as he slowly steps towards the king who stands silent and impassive.
"Dispose of me as you will, King Jonos. Execute me for treason or exile me or perhaps even let me live out the remainder of my short years in mourning for my wife." His voice breaks into a sob on his last words as he closes with Jonos. "Please, embrace me, Jonos -- show mercy to your uncle."
As he reaches his nephew, Kallas suddenly flicks his wrist and with a metallic click, a small wide blade slides from his bracer, dripping with black venom and before Celise can cry out a warning -- her hands coming up to strike him with arcane fire, Kallas slashes at the king, a triumphant smirk on his lips.
Jonos seems frozen, willing to stand and curiously watch his doom come to him, but at the very last instant, he moves so quickly as to be a blur and the blade misses his throat by no more than a whisker's length and then his arms are in motion and there is a sickly breaking noise and Kallas recoils, his arm hanging at an odd angle -- the elbow brutally broken.
"You are a fool, old man," the King snarls softly, advancing on his uncle, sheathing his sword. "You are a cliché." Jonos reaches out and with one hand takes hold of Kallas by the hair on his head and then slams the other hand into his crotch, fingers contracting and making his uncle squeal in terror and pain. Jonos lifts him up, squeezing harder on Kallas's loins and even Celise winces as things loudly pop and tear.
"Go join your dead bitch," the King of Agosta says and then with a great grunt of effort, he hurls Kallas, the pretender off the rampart. Kallas's shrill cries of pain and terror follow him down until his head collides with the stone flagons, bursting like an overripe melon to splatter on the bloody remains of his wife.
Silence falls over the battlefield as the King stands above them all, pulling his sword from its sheath and raising it high above his head. "I AM JONOS, RIGHTFUL KING OF AGOSTA! BE THERE ANYONE WHO DISPUTES MY CLAIM? LET THEM COME FORTH AND GIVE ME HONORABLE COMBAT!
Silence follows for some moments -- no one moving save Queen Celise, now unable to keep away from her lover, approaches her son, the king. She places one hand on his strong, broad shoulder and kisses his blood soaked arm, pressing herself against him, hunching her blossomed cunt against his muscled thigh. Her hands move to undo his kilt, unable is she to stop herself, the need to see and touch her son overwhelming.
Celise falls to her knees as his kilt falls away and she moans and presses her face against his thickly haired groin, his penis fully aroused in the heat of battle, sustained now by the touch of his mother's lips, Celise kissing his long shaft, kissing the swollen head, delighting in its velvet firmness. Her tongue slips out and traces a path down and then up Jonos's cock and then she takes him in her mouth as below a great roaring cheer suddenly rises up, accompanied by the sound of clattering swords as the last of Kallas's forces surrender, kneeling in acknowledgement of the true king.
King Jonos raises Vanquisher higher in the air and gives a great, wordless roar to those below which is returned many thousand time in the cries of his soldiers -- their cheers and cries carried to even greater heights as they watch Queen Celise take all of her husband's cock -- deep into her experienced throat, guided by the king's free hand, curled in the long, luxurious tresses of her dark mane.
As the Whore Queen sucks her man's cock in front of thousands of his subjects, they begin to cheer, calling his name over and over again -- "JONOS, JONOS, JONOS!" For long minutes his subjects fill the air with his name while Celise lovingly and expertly sucks her son's huge penis, adoringly licking and sucking ever inch of his vast shaft, reacquainting herself with every bump and vein, losing herself in the touch and taste of her master's erection.
The air around the incestuous couple crackles with energy -- Celise as always, amazed that just kissing and sucking her son's cock can make her so aroused -- even more in the face of all she has experienced in the last few days -- nothing, none of the pleasure she has enjoyed can compare with the joy and rapture of experiencing her son's long, thick penis.
Jonos roars again, announcing the arrival of his orgasm and he floods his mother and queen's mouth with his semen, making her sob with joy at tasting his beloved nectar once again. As he is shooting his last streamers of sperm, he jerks her head back, his immense cock slipping free of her lips to spray the last of his cum on her face and breasts, all to the cheers of his followers below.
The king's strong arms pull Celise to her feet and wrapping his strong arms around her, he lifts her and crushes his mouth against her sperm smeared lips. His army crows wildly as the royal couple kiss passionately. When Jonos releases her, she gasps, "Oh, Jonos -- my beloved. I have missed you!"
Jonos grins cruelly and replies, "I know you, Mother, this is what you missed!" He thrusts his hips against her several times, his cock still hard, dripping cum and saliva.
Eldritch power flashes in Celise's eyes and the wind stirs around them as she answers, "Oh Gods, yes, son." She hunches against him, letting her thick swollen labia to rub up and down his stiff cock trapped between them. "I missed my son's cock...the cock of a god. I want it, my king. I want your god cock in me, fucking me, making me scream...making us a child...an heir to the throne! Please, Jonos!"
He smiles, understanding of his mother's sluttish ways etched on his face. He lifts Celise up, his hands almost spanning her slender waist. Acting on instinct, the Whore Queen spreads her legs, letting out a cry of happiness as her son impales her on his huge fuck pole, driving her down with such force upon it, she almost passes out from the intensity of being filled with such an immense amount of cock flesh. "FUCK ME, MY SON AND KING!" she screams.
With savage glee Jonos does just that, his hands cupping her firm ass cheeks, working her up and down his cock like a hapless rag doll -- her legs sprawled wide, draped over his arms, his muscles swollen and straining from the effort. The king's subjects below clap and cheer loudly, happily, enthusiastically and enviously -- enjoying the carnal display between the royal mother and son.
King Jonos of Agosta fucks his queen hard, thrusting his cock brutally into her again and again, her breasts bouncing and dancing as she is plunged up and down, happily and helplessly speared on his cock. Jonos licks his lips and ducks his head to suck and bite Celise's swollen nipples, making his mother weep as he gives her such incestuous pleasure she thinks her heart might burst.
The energy within her rushes forth, magnifying every erotic sensation in her body. Dark, purplish flames spread out from her to envelope them both. Jonos grunts in surprise as he feels every nerve in his body become almost infinitely more sensitive and does not slacken the pace with which he is fucking his mother -- indeed, he fucks her all the harder. Eldritch flames lick up and down them both, Celise directing the energy to flow over her son, healing his wounds and restoring him to full health and increasing his vigor and appetites beyond even his usual god like standards..
As an awed crowd watches, mother and son, king and queen, husband and wife, fuck madly, Celise's body flailing wildly as her son stands with feet spread firmly on the stone platform and moves her up and down his cunt-juice covered cock. The flames of energy that dance around them contract, disappearing within them, centered on their joining, pussy and cock, flooding every cell of their genitals with arcane power, increasing the sinfully sweet pleasure mother and son share by a hundred fold.
Celise's orgasm washes over her, making her sob and groan and quiver in her son's embrace, the ecstatic joy growing ever greater with each passing moment. Jonos's strong hands, grip her and open her wider, allowing him to sink his throbbing cock even deeper into her womb and then with a snarl, he slams her down brutally, forcing the swollen tip of his cock deeper into her soft sensitive flesh before he begins to cum.
As Queen Celise feels the first wave of hot, steaming semen -- the precious seed of her beloved son, bath her womb, her orgasm explodes as never before, ripping from her such a soul rending scream of pure, incestuous ecstasy as to shock into silence the awed crowd below as her back arches and her body grows taut, straining to get even more of her son's cock inside her -- straining to open herself and avail herself even more to the king's virile seed.
And so it came to pass, that many an Agostan veteran in the latter years of their life would hoist a mug and proudly claim, "I was there -- I bore witness to the day our good prince was conceived."
#
Jonos slouches insolently on the throne in the great hall of Bloodgate. Though weary, he wishes to finish dispensing justice and carrying out the duties of the King of Agosta before retiring to a well earned bed with his bride. His mother, Celise, Whore Queen of Agosta eschews the throne chair next to his, preferring as she most often does, to recline between her son's strong thighs, her face moving to nuzzle his cock in its nest of dark, wiry hair whenever the mood strikes. Celise remains naked, very comfortable in the unclothed state she has been in for the last several days.
Between audiences, she learns of Jonos tracking her through the mountains -- the last of her escorts, the young soldier, Quint having survived to find the king and informing him of her situation. The King calls him forth and knights him, awarding him land and title for his deeds, heaping lavish praise upon him while Celise kneels at Quint's feet and sucks his cock. In later years, Quint who will be a great hero in his own right will be hard pressed to say which honor meant the most to him -- his land and titles or the privilege of cumming in the mouth of Queen Celise in front of the King.
Afterwards, Jonos tells her of encountering the Mountain Giants in the Iron Shard -- of Garlchrissh bravely telling of kidnapping his bride and mother and then almost ashamedly of working for and being dishonored by Kallas. The great Giant speaks admiringly of the king's mother and kneels before Jonos, offering his own neck as atonement for his peoples' misdeeds. Jonos refuses and offers a better way to atone and Garlcrissh will call forth over a hundred of his kindred to go to war and redeem themselves against the dishonor that Kallas inflicted upon them.
"I swear to the Gods, Mother -- I could see that creature's cock grow as he talked of the honorable Whore Queen." Jonos shakes his head in mock disgust and says not for the last time, "Mother, is there anything that walks, crawls, swims, slithers or flies that you will not happily spread your legs for?"
Queen Celise smiles up at her husband and after tonguing his semi-erect cock, replies, "I don't know, my lord, but I look forward to finding out...if it should please my son to do so." Mayhap it did, as her teasing tongue again will bring his thick penis to erection, providing the queen with a pleasant diversion as her son and husband continues to hold court.
The surviving remnants of Kallas's army are brought forth, all whom throw themselves on the King's mercy. All appear awed at the sheer force that is their true liege and are torn and distracted as Celise deep throats her son, eyes glazed with carnal contentment while he commands all Kallas's rank and file to swear fealty, abandon their arms and return to their towns and farms, their pardons contingent upon good behavior. The officers of the armies of Agosta who broke faith and allied with Kallas are also shown the King's mercy -- a mercifully quick execution and their heads adorning the walls of Bloodgate.
No lycanthrope is spared and Jonos decrees that the word be spread across Agosta that a warrant of death will be on the head of any who shelter or aid any Nedalian. When the disposition of the corpses of Kallas and Nesharina arise, Jonos is quick to command, "Wrap up their sorry remains in a burlap bag and bear them to the Nedalian border to be offered up to their Priest-king as a token of the esteem in which the King of Agosta holds him and his people."
General Nasser grunts and in an amused tone answers, "My liege, as you command, but do you not think that you might give offense to the Nedalian?"
Celise lets her Jonos's cock slip from her lips, semen and her saliva dripping from it to splatter over her heaving breasts and replies in a cum filled voice, "Nay, General. My husband seeks to pick a fight with old Nergillian. Nedal plans to war with us, but it will be Agosta that chooses when that war shall begin!"



Nasser grins toothily at that, his one eye gleaming with fire at the prospect of ending the Nedalian threat once and for all. King Jonos nods and his general bows and says, "As you command, sire."
Jonos then commands that the Patriarch of the Church attend him. Many minutes pass before the old man strides in, accompanied by the King's Captain of the Guard, the dour Captain Tollene. "Good priest, I had nearly given up hope of you making an audience with your King," rumbles the king in a tone of foul humor. "You were busy offering up prayers of thanks to the Gods for our victory, no doubt?"
The patriarch's lips curl almost into a sneer before he masters himself and replies, "My apologies, my...lord. I presumed you were busy with matters of state."
And so I am, Patriarch Donat, so I am and a matter of security has arisen -- one in which I seek your counsel."
The old man nods, his expression of near disdain transforming into one of smugness. "As you wish -- may my paltry wisdom suffice to be of service."
Jonos grins and replies, "I am sure of it. Now, as you know, upon the commencement of war between me and my uncle, my armies engaged his forces three times and each time it was if he had anticipated our battle plans."
"The Gods be praised that we were able to still drive his men from the field each time," says the Patriarch.
Jonos snorts contemptuously and answers, "The Gods and General Nasser be praised -- it was his skill that saved the day each time. Despite victory it quickly became obvious that a traitor was amongst the King's advisors."
Patriarch Donat nods, shifting a little before the King, his eyes suddenly avoiding the King's icy stare. He averts them more as his gaze moves down to see Celise calmly sucking her son's cock, milking it clean of his last ejaculation. "As you say, M'lord. I am a man of the divine -- such secular matters...confuse me."
"You are such a devoted man to be sure," says the King, sarcasm heavy in his voice. "I determined that it was one of three who was the betrayer and set a trap for him."
The head of the Agostan faith begins to turn pale and stutters, "I-Indeed, King Jonos?"
Jonos continues, "Only three men amongst my advisors were informed that the Queen was dispatched by me to seek support from her father in Elysiis. Each man was told in confidence a different route that she would travel." The king rises from the throne, forcing Celise to surrender his cock from her lips. "Tell me, Patriarch -- how was it that Kallas knew where to send the giants to take my mother captive?"
The old man steps back, awed in the face of the anger of the King. He opens his mouth to speak, then abruptly turns and attempts to flee, only to realize that he is ringed in by several of the King's guard with Captain Tollene and General Nasser behind him, hands gripping the hilts of their swords. The Patriarch spins and shakes his fist at King Jonos. "You have no right to accuse me. I am the Church and not bound to your word -- you, the usurper who lies with your whore of a mother in unholy fornication."
"Why, Patriarch Donat, you say that like it is a terrible thing," purrs Celise, her arms wrapped around her son's broad, oak like thigh.
"You are guilty of treason, old man against your King and Agosta," thunders Jonos, pulling his sword from its scabbard. "I only regret that I cannot make your death truly worthy of all who have suffered from your black deeds."
"My lord," sighs Celise. "In the days I spent with the giants, I heard them speak of how they deal with traitors of their clan -- perhaps...?" The Whore Queen smiles up at her husband -- her grin so evil that the Patriarch moans in fear.
Jonos raises an eyebrow in surprise and then turns to the Jarl of the Iron Giants, standing with several of his kin in a dim corner. "Indeed? Garlchrissh, come forth -- I would hear of this punishment."
Garlchrissh moves forward and then kneels before the king. Upon rising, he grins at Celise and then says, "King Jonos, we have here in the Iron Shards, a small pest we call Fire Scorpions -- tiny creatures with a sting that would make the stoutest gia- er, man cry. We stake a traitor out next to a nest of the miserable vermin."
Jonos grins broadly and says, "And they sting the bastard to death?"
The giant shakes his head and with a harsh grin replies, "Nay, good King. The Fire Scorpions enter through any available orifice and go hither to lay eggs...thousands of them which then sting and feed off the...as you call it, bastard! Their death is long and painful in arriving though they pray for its quick arrival with all their hearts."
Jonos gapes at the giant for long seconds and then throws his head back and roars with laughter. "By the Gods, so be it! Garlchrissh, the Patriarch's deeds played a role in your dishonor, I give the execution of his punishment to your people!"
Garlchrissh bows deeply and motions to two of his giants who quickly take the now screaming Patriarch away. The leader of the Iron Giants begins to withdraw, but hesitates and again bows to Jonos and says, "Your majesty, I would seek two boons from you to wipe clean all stain of dishonor from my kinsman and myself."
Jonos nods as he retakes his seat, reaching out to pull his mother up and into his lap. He seats her so she is facing the court, his cock rising again between her thighs which Celise immediately begins rubbing her slick labia against, rolling her hips in a whorish, lascivious manner. "What boons do you seek?"
Garlchrissh drops to one knee and says, "I would ask for the honor of I and my Mountain Giants to become the Whore Queen's personal guard -- so her life is never again threatened by treachery. We will serve her unto death itself."
Celise, already shivering in anticipation of Jonos's long, hard cock again being buried inside her, perceives all the implications of a contingent of giants being her personal escort, and gives a long, lust filled sigh." A fresh flood of cunt cream flows from her pussy, her labia spread wide, trying to wrap around the thick shaft of her son's erect penis.
Jonos grunts and then laughs in amusement, replying, "Your offer alone arouses the hunger of my mother's insatiable cunt. Your boon is granted -- form your Queen's Guard -- my wife and mother's safety, I place in your capable hands."
Slowly, the king lifts Celise by the waist, and places her wet and dripping cunt above his throbbing cock. As he lowers her onto his immense erection, drawing a joyful moan from the Whore Queen as she is impaled on his thick length, he asks. "You asked for two boons, Garlchrissh. Pray tell, what is the second?"
Garlchrissh licks his lips hungrily at the sight of King Jonos so brazenly and unconcernedly fucking his mother in front of the gathered audience. It takes him several seconds to gather his thoughts. "My king, my men and I slew many a good man and carried off the rest of the Queen's escort to slavery in Nedal while carrying out the commands of the dishonorable Kallas. I seek your leave and terms to pay wergild to the families of those we wronged."
The king nods thoughtfully, considering the request of the Mountain Giant while he works his mother, the Whore Queen up and down his cock, her helpless as a rag doll, her long, shapely legs hanging limply over his thighs, her breasts bouncing wildly and her face scrunched up in utter pleasure at her incestuous fucking..
"Giant, wergild you shall pay for those you have killed, but I have other penalties in mind for the Queen's men being sold into slavery." He grins lewdly as he fucks his mother, savoring the exquisite feel of her hot, sopping wet cunt flesh as he says, "You and yours will go with me to Nedal -- we shall go and take our men back!"
Every man, soldier and giant in the throne room raise their voices in a guttural cheer, almost, but not quite drowning out the moans of Celise -- the Whore Queen crying out her incestuous orgasm as she writhes helplessly on her son's cock. She revels in the power coursing through her son's body, making his cock throb and his heart pound, aroused by the future prospect of battle and by the motherly ministrations of the cunt of the Whore Queen.
So ends the telling of this tale. There are many more -- stories of great adventure and heroic deeds worthy of Gods. And that is as it should be -- Jonos the Conqueror and Celise, his mother, the Whore Queen, lived and loved in such a way as to shame the Gods in comparison. Go now to your beds and pull your loved ones close and make love worthy of the Conqueror and the Whore Queen! Gather soon again by my fire -- bring good drink and good food and I will tell you more of the age of Heroes!
The End...for now.
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*
I woke to find it was early morning, the light of dawn creeping into our bedroom, filling it with shadow. It had stormed during the night and I could still hear water dripping from the trees -- a pleasing sound to listen to as I stretched luxuriously in our bed. Then as I woke further, I realized why I had awoken so early to begin with.
Mom's hand gently caressed my chest and stomach and in the shadowy light, I saw her face, resting on my shoulder, looking up at me, a sleepy and naughty smile on her face. She cuddled closer, her naked body warm and inviting against my skin. "I was hoping you would wake up, John," she whispered before moving up to kiss me, her heavy breast dragging across my chest as her lips met mine and we kissed.
For thirteen years now, a day hadn't passed that we hadn't kissed each other upon rising in the morning. Each kiss was like the first -- a taste of heaven. As we kissed, Mom's hand drifted further south, sliding through my wiry pubic hair to finally encircle my rapidly swelling cock. With a mother's tenderness and a lover's need, Mom stroked me, masturbating me into a throbbing cockstand while our tongues danced and played.
When I was fully erect, Mom ended the kiss and rose up lithely onto her knees and quickly swung a shapely leg over my body to straddle me -- my cock standing proudly, just brushing the thick mass of her hairy muff, heat and moisture radiating from her already swollen and spread pussy lips. Mom grinned down at me as I said, "I know why you woke me up."
Mom slowly slid down, her cunt expertly capturing the head of my swollen penis and I groaned as I felt her velvet lips massaging my tender flesh -- her pussy clasping hungrily to take me inside her and replied, "Any complaints, son?"
I could only shake my head now as I relished the sweet sensation of my mother and wife slowly enveloping my cock in her wet and fiery cunt. In an idle part of my mind, I wondered how many times we had done this over the years that we'd been married -- one of us waking up with a passionate desire for the other. Of course, the number didn't matter. All that was important was that each time was as good or better than the first time -- that our uniquely intimate bond as both mother and son and husband and wife transported us to a place close to heaven whenever we made love.
As the dawn progressed, the room became lighter as Mom slowly rode me, her face lovely, transfixed in an expression that conveyed both great love and lust. I marveled at how with each passing day and year, Mom simply seemed to grow more beautiful.
Mom's age of fifty-seven did not betray itself easily. Her luscious body, always on the border of voluptuousness, somehow seemed to almost immune to wrinkles and while there was definitely a little more sag to her huge breasts, the way they sloped down on her chest seemed to add to her beauty, their pendulous form evoking thoughts of an earthy goddess of fertility. Mom's nipples, huge to begin with and thickened from nursing, were swollen with her lust, begging to be squeezed and sucked. Her thighs grow a little meatier with each passing year, but long hikes up and down the hillsides of our home, keep her legs shapely and muscular and there are few sweeter pleasures than feeling Mom's legs wrapped around me as we make love or simply fuck in heated, incestuous passion.
Mom's great mane of hair is in some ways, the great betrayer of her age. Through most of our marriage, Mom has let it grow until it hung far down her back, sometimes flowing freely around her like an erotic veil, like this morning, the very tips brushing my skin when she leaned forward and down to kiss me as she rode my cock and sometimes tied up in a long ponytail or braided. But the deep, rich blackness of Mom's hair has gradually given way to a wondrous shade of gray -- itself going whiter with each passing year. It doesn't actually make her look older, but gives her an incredibly sensuous look that again evoked an earthy goddess.
On this particular morning, Mom and I took our time -- savoring the pure deliciousness of slowly fucking -- of our bodies meshing and becoming as one as Mom's sugar walls tightened around my cock, massaging my flesh slowly, her slick juices surrounding me with a heavenly warmth that gradually took me closer and closer to ecstasy.
Mom sighed as she came the first time, leaning forward so her hands were clenching the old brass rail headboard while her breasts swayed and brushed my face, my tongue darting out to tease her swollen nipples. Mom's cries of pleasure were so familiar and yet always a marvel to me -- reminding me once again of my good fortune to have my mother as my lover and mate.
As Mom reached her second orgasm of the morning, I began thrusting back, meeting her downward motion to bury myself as deep into her sweet womb as I could. Mom fell forward on top of me as she whimpered in the throes of her welling climax, pressing her face against my neck as her soft, meaty tits pillowed against my chest, our joined loins working hard until I too was cumming, thrusting hard and deep into Mom's cunt as I gave her my hot seed.
Our sweaty bodies cooled quickly in the cool morning air, making us shiver a bit as we kissed and whispered tender things to each other. I reached out with a hand and found the light quilt we'd been using as a blanket, one of Mama Polly's old handmade quilts and tugged it over our quivering bodies. Still joined together, we kissed and dozed for a good while, just savoring the joy and love we shared.
In the midst of a sleepy kiss, I heard the downstairs kitchen door open and close, followed by footsteps down the back steps. I opened my eyes and looked at Mom inquiringly.
The serene look that she usually had after making love transformed into a sad smile and she said softly, "Molly."
Comprehension come quickly then and I said, "Today's the day, isn't it?"
Mom nodded, her gaze suddenly a little distant and her smile growing sadder. "Yes. Hard to believe it's been five years."
There was little to say after that and then as we heard the kids stirring about, we reluctantly slipped apart and began our day. By the time Polly and Tommy had finished in the bathroom and were dressed for school, Mom had breakfast cooking and I'd hiked down to the road to retrieve the morning paper. Breakfast was as always, a boisterous affair of chatter, eating, and last minute and allegedly forgotten homework.
Polly, Mom's and my daughter was at age thirteen was already turning into the beautiful, young woman we always knew she would be. Tall and awkward for her age, blonde haired and eager to take on the world, she and Mom reviewed her words for a big spelling test coming that day and I watched proudly as she rattled off each word correctly.
Tommy, the son I had fathered with Molly, was short, dark haired and serious, trying to cope with the trials and tribulations of running smack dab into puberty. We spent most of breakfast commiserating on the lackluster seasons of our favorite baseball teams, neither of which was going to be playing in the post-season, their year done now that October was here. Tommy tried to pin me down on the chances of going up to Cincinnati when the Cubs came to play next April and I just played coy, not wanting to tell him I had already looked up next year's schedule to plan that trip.
As breakfast was squared away and books and backpacks collected for the walk down to the school bus, Tommy looked about and said, "Where's Mom? Is she still asleep?"
An uncomfortable pause followed as Mom and I exchanged glances and then putting her arm around her grandson, Mom said gently, "She's gone up the hill to visit with Mom-Deb. She slipped out while we were all still in bed."
Comprehension dawned in my son's eyes and my heart ached for him as a sad and dark cloud covered his face. "Oh...yeah." He looked up at Mom and then at me. "Is she alright, you think?"
It wasn't the first time I ever felt helpless as a father and I knew it wouldn't be the last. I leaned over and squeezed his shoulder. "Yeah, she'll be alright. She just needs to do this. When you get home this afternoon, you'll see."
Matt gave me a small smile and I was about to suggest we head down to the bus pickup when Polly slipped by me, giving me a quick peck on the cheek and putting her arm around Tommy, said, "C'mon, big brother! We don't want to be late!" Polly and our mother gave each other a look that said much more than words could convey and Mom gave me a silent shake of the head indicating I should let them go on alone.
I stood at the living room window and watched them hiking down the drive towards the highway, Polly, although a few months younger than Tommy, always seeming to be older and wiser and I knew that somehow, she was the one who could find the words that would make him feel better.
I felt Mom's arm slip around my waist as she moved up beside me, watching the kids go off to school. "Think he'll be alright?" I asked Mom, inadvertently repeating my son's words.
"Yes, it's just a bit...hard. Polly will keep an eye on him."
I shook my head, feeling just a bit bewildered. "When the hell did she grow up and become so wise," I asked Mom.
She laughed and standing on tip-toe, gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Never blink, John. Your kids grow up in the blink of an eye." She moved around to face me, wrapping her arms around my neck as she looked up at me lovingly. "I can remember blinking and my wonderful first born son went from a loving child to a handsome young man that I feel head over in heels in love with!"
We kissed then, long and lovingly -- our tongues exploring each other, always delighting in the taste and touch of each other. My hands slipped upwards, under Mom's robe to cup a heavy, meaty breast and Mom laughed and wriggled from my grasp.
"Down, sweetie -- there'll be time for that later." Mom danced away from me and said, "Don't you have some work to do?" pointing towards my office.
I gave Mom a mock pout and said, "Oh, you're no fun!"
Mom rolled her eyes and said, "You didn't say that a couple of hours ago. Now, get in there and make a living and I'll come get you around lunch time and we'll go check on Molly."
I sighed and then made Mom giggle and scream, chasing her around the living room couch until she let herself be caught and we kissed a little more before she gave me my marching orders and I trotted off to work.
I was now three years into being a freelance writer and was making good money. I'd given ten years to the same company as a technical writer before the owner sat me down and told me I should be going out on my own -- that while I was always welcome to work for him, I could be making more on my own. With the internet now out of its infancy, he was right and with a solid reputation as a writer already, I had no problem getting work and have worked steadily since.
The big plus to all this was that I could work out of our home and spend that much more time with my family. My former boss had always been progressive and had been an early pioneer in allowing employees to work from home to begin with. That had allowed me to spend a lot of quality time with my kids as they were growing up.
I worked for the next few hours, my mind wandering occasionally to thoughts of Molly and then Mom was in the doorway of my office, looking lovely in a long, wraparound skirt and one of my shirts tied up and leaving her belly bare, her breasts threatening to burst free of the overworked buttons. She was carrying a basket of fresh picked flowers in one hand and a picnic basket in the other. Mom looked breathtaking.
"Care to take a walk with me, son?" Mom asked, looking at me with such affection that I felt both my cock and my heart swell with the love I held for her.
"I'd follow you anywhere, Mom," I replied, levering myself out of my chair and taking the picnic basket in one hand.
We took a leisurely stroll up the hill, passing through Mom's beloved flower garden where Mom paused long enough to add a few more flowers to her basket. It was a beautiful, sunny fall day with the autumn colors in full riot among the trees and only a few water puddles left as a reminder of the early rain.
My hand found Mom's, our fingers intertwining as we walked along. "Are you okay, Mom? I hadn't asked and I should have."
Mom didn't respond for a bit, the sadness in her face all the evidence necessary for her answer, but finally she responded. "I...miss her. We were always close, even before, well..." Mom smiled up at me and gave my hand a squeeze. "There are times I forget she's gone and I'll think about calling and telling her the latest with Polly and then it hits me."
We emerged from the woods into the clearing where our family cemetery was situated and there sat Molly on a blanket, cross legged and head bowed, hand stretched out and touching the headstone of the great love of her life, Aunt Deb.
#
Deb discovered the lump shortly after hers and Molly's seventh wedding anniversary. It was small, but Aunt Deb had always taken care of herself and checked herself regularly. She immediately had it checked out by her physician and by August of that year -- the test results came back that it was indeed breast cancer. A mastectomy followed along with some precautionary chemo treatments...all to no avail. Within six months the cancer was back and spreading like wildfire.
Molly and Deb were resolute in their efforts to combat it, but all treatments simply failed. Mom and I closed down the house and I took a leave of absence and we went to Florida to be with Molly and Deb and little Tommy. Polly was overjoyed to spend time with her brother and going to school there was a new experience and our little seven year old loved new experiences. The joy that brother and sister shared at being together all the time helped a little with the pain and worry we were all feeling.
After several bouts of chemo and radiation therapy, all which failed miserably, Deb finally said enough was enough and came home from the hospital to spend her last weeks with the people she loved most in the world. It was hard for everyone -- Molly because she was losing the great love of her life, Mom, because of the very intimate bond that can only be shared by sisters and for me because I was seeing all the most important women in my life suffer and there was not a damn thing I could do about it. For the first time in my life I understood the despair of feeling impotent.
Molly was utterly crushed as she lost her spouse by inches, painfully and slowly, but she was never more loving and beautiful as she carried the burden of losing her beloved and yet making Deb's last moments on Earth as peaceful as she could.
In the end, Molly was at her side, curled up next to her, gently stroking her pain-filled brow, letting her know that she wasn't alone, whispering to her that she was loved and surrounded by family. At the last, Aunt Deb was beyond the pain and she whispered goodbye to each of us and kissed us for the last time. I've never asked what she said to the younger ones or to Mom or Molly -- I know that it was meant for them alone and honor her memory by not prying.
To me, Aunt Deb grinned and pulled me closer, kissing me softly with dry, chapped lips before whispering in my ear and saying, "This is your family, John. All of them are your responsibility now. Please love my Molly well and take care of her and Tommy and Polly. Love your mother as never before. I love you, John."
Tears cascaded from my eyes as I somehow managed to reply, "I love you too, Deb," without falling apart.
For a moment, the pain cleared from her eyes and I saw a glimpse of the sinful devil she loved playing and she pulled me back to her and said, "Almost forgot. You're a great fuck, nephew!" I loved her for that -- amidst all her own pain and suffering, she still could make me laugh and I will treasure her last words to me for the rest of my life.
#
Mom and I slowly went to Molly, quietly kneeling down on each side of her. Mom reached out and covered Molly's hand on the cool marble with her own, their fingers intertwining. We all sat there silent, each of us remembering Aunt Deb in our own way until Molly finally looked up at each of us, taking her free hand and trying to rub the tears out of her red and swollen eyes with her palm.
"I'm not supposed to cry. Deb made me promise n-not to mourn her, but..." Molly let out a great sigh. Tears ran down her face as she continued. "But when this day comes around...I -- I, oh I miss her so much!" She turned and leaned against Mom, her face buried against Mom's chest and began to sob. Mom's arms came up around her and she hugged her tight. I sat there and wiped away tears of my own -- tears for Deb and tears for Molly, knowing only that I doubted I could be as strong as her if I lost Mom and unable to truly fathom the depths of her pain.
Mom made comforting noises as only a mother seems to know, her hands gently stroking Molly's back, helping her cry away her grief and anguish. When finally, Molly's cries began to fade, she pulled loose from Mom's embrace, wiping her tears away with her hands. For a split second, I knew what Molly had looked like as a little girl after a good long cry and my heart ached for her -- her sadness only increasing her beauty.
She sniffed a couple of times and took us both by the hand and said almost in a whisper, "Thank you both. I don't know how I'd ever get through this day or any days without y'all.
I shrugged and replied, "We're family, darling. We'll get each other through any and all hard times. Besides, you're tougher than you think...tougher than I could ever be if..." I left the rest unsaid, looking at Mom who was looking back at me with such a feral grin of love and lust that all but screamed, "NEVER! OUR LOVE IS FOREVER!"
Molly nodded and answered, "I reckon, but there are days...it feels like she' right there and then..." She sniffed again and wiped the new tears in her eyes.
Mom sighed and reaching out, took my free hand in hers so we sat facing each other, all of us holding hands. "I feel the same way." She lifted Molly's hand and after kissing it, said, "And Deb is here, watching over us all along with Daddy and Mama Polly."
Molly laughed then, a breathless chuckle still echoing pain. "I know. Lord knows you're right, Carrie."
Mom grinned then and said, "And I know what she would say to us right here at this very moment."
Her grin was infectious and Molly nodded and looked at Mom expectantly. Mom licked her lips and said, "Deb would just shake her head and say, "For Christ's sake, people, quit your whining and somebody fuck somebody!"
Molly let out a short, cathartic laugh and then grew wide-eyed as she looked at us both and her hands tugged at Mom and I insistently and then we were all in a tight embrace, lips and tongues meeting, joining in a passionate three person kiss.
#
Aunt Deb passed away on the first of October -- she and Molly having been married eight years. At Deb's request, she was cremated with the instructions that part of her remains were to be taken back to Kentucky to be placed in the family cemetery with her father's and grandmother's remains. As for the rest, she had made another request.



A few weeks after Deb's funeral, on the beach near her bungalow, we held a memorial service. Even Molly, who had over the years discovered the full extent of Deb's network of friends and former lovers, was surprised by the number of folks that turned up. I stopped counting when I reached a hundred.
Before we began, I wandered through the crowd, hearing men and women talking, reminiscing about Deb. I would pause for a moment, savoring a snippet of a naughty or funny story regarding my aunt. I met a number of men and women who would eagerly, even proudly tell me that Deb had taken their virginity.
I could hear a murmur run through the crowd as Molly and Mom came down to the beach -- Molly's widow's weeds consisting of an almost obscenely short black dress that hovered around her crotch and which as she walked, the black hair of her muff peered out again and again, glistening in the brilliant sun. It had a deeply diving scoop front that exposed most of her breasts. Although her face was pale from lack of sleep and her eyes red from crying, she looked beautiful hand in hand with Mom who had chosen a naughty red dress that barely contained her huge breasts and which failed to conceal that she too was going without panties.
It pleased me to hear the approving tone of the crowd -- comprehending that they were dressed to honor Deb. Several began to shuck coats or unbutton blouses, getting more comfortable and relaxed in the summer heat. I even saw one woman unashamedly step out of her own lace panties and kick them into the sand.
Molly made her way to the center of the crowd. In her hands was a small urn that she held so tightly, her fingers were white with exertion. She turned around and around slowly as if trying to memorize the faces of everyone who had come to say goodbye to her lover and wife. I joined her and Mom, pausing to give her a kiss on the cheek.
Molly opened her mouth to speak and stopped. She shook her head and took a long, shuddery breath. Everyone was perfectly still and quiet. Trying to maintain a smile, she began again. "Deb always said that she'd tried to fuck everyone in Florida, but I never knew how close she came to succeeding."
The wave of laughter that followed washed much of the pain and tension from Molly's face and when folks settled down again, she continued. "Deb only really understood one emotion and that was love. Anger, hate, jealousy confused her and so she avoided it pretty much her whole life. She always said you take love wherever you find it and said that's why she picked me up and brought me home." Molly paused a few seconds amidst nods of approval and understanding. "Deb taught me how it was to love someone completely and without reservation -- to give your heart and soul to someone and get back so much more." She unconsciously stroked the urn in her hands.
"I've met many of you over the years. I love some of you dearly." Molly glanced at Mom and me. "The last thing Deb would have wanted is for us to gather together and grieve. Instead, she wants today to be a day of joy and love...and if you can't find that, at least make a new friend or as Debbie preferred to call her friends -- fuck buddies!"
She then turned and began walking out into the water, many of us followed. When she was waist high in the surf, Molly turned to us and said, "My sweet Deb loved the Gulf, she loved this beach and she loved all of you."
"AS MUCH AND AS OFTEN AS SHE COULD!" a deep, booming voice called out from the crowd, drawing laughter and cheers.
Molly laughed and nodded in agreement. "And she could love a lot as we all can testify," she said. "I know it will please her that part of her will always be a part of this place and I also know that no matter where we go or who we're with, she'll be there with us."
Molly opened the urn and poured the contents into her hand -- a small pile of gray ash. She held her hand up high and let the gentle gulf breeze take it, scattering it into the air and into the sea and to be honest, into us. "I LOVE YOU, DEB!" she cried, both love and loss evident in her voice.
A moment passed as Deb's ashes swirled about and then we all took up the cry, "I LOVE YOU, DEB!" Molly then came into my arms and began to sob and my heart ached in that that was all I could do for her. All of hers and Deb's friends stood with us as she let go of as much of Aunt Deb as she could bear to.
Now, despite being very sexual in nature and having had a few experiences beyond close family, Mom and I and even Molly were not used to seeing or being around sex on a large and massive scale, but that day and into the evening, Mom and I got a more personal glimpse into the life of Deb...at least the pre-Molly days.
Taking Molly's words and Deb's wishes to heart, most of the gathered friends lingered -- at the beach or back at Deb's and Molly's little cottage and I doubt more than a handful remained celibate that day. Alcohol and food flowed freely -- a steady stream of liquor, pizza and Chinese food deliveries coming to their home or delivered directly to the beach. Part wake and I suppose part orgy.
Mom and Molly and I didn't take part, but held court, receiving visitors, hearing how Aunt Deb had touched so many lives -- hearing full details of stories I had just heard snippets of on the beach. Around us, people made love and people fucked. Cries of passion and orgasm mixed with cries of sadness for Deb's passing and through it all, I could all but see her, tall and healthy, proudly naked, breasts riding high on her long, toned body as she walked around, sharing her passion for life, for love, and yes for mind bending sex to those who had come to celebrate her life.
Despite our own pain and loss, it was difficult not to be aroused and as the evening wound down, my cock was erect and aching. Mom sat beside me and quivered with need -- her arousal wafting through the air and making me hornier with each passing moment as I inhaled the sweet fragrance of her wet pussy. Molly was equally aroused -- one hand resting on my thigh, nails digging into my pants as one incredibly erotic story after another was told. When she would open her legs without thinking, I could see her cunt cream glistening on her supple inner thighs.
When late in the evening we finally closed the door on the last of Deb's weary and sated visitors, Molly turned to me and Mom with tears in her eyes and taking us both by the hand, walked us backwards into her and Deb's bedroom.
No words needed to be spoken as she let her dress fall to the floor. Mom and I quickly shucked off our clothes and took Molly into our arms, carrying her to the bed, covering her sweet, compact body with kisses, caressing her, spreading her legs where first Mom and then I made love to her with our mouths. Molly sobbed and cried and shivered as her orgasm brought her much needed release. She whispered and moaned Deb's name over and over between passionate kisses with me while Mom swirled her tongue about her cunt lips and teased and pleased Molly's swollen clitoris.
As her first orgasm began to wane, Mom and I traded positions, pausing as our faces passed each other to kiss, Mom's lips and tongue sweet with Molly's pussy juices. Mom's eyes were shiny with her own tears. She continued her way up Molly's body, pausing to kiss and nip the younger woman's turgid nipples while I kissed my way down Molly's smooth belly and trail my tongue across her hairless cunt lips, spreading her labia wider and burying my face in her hot, slick pussy.
Mom's earlier loving attentions left Molly close to the edge and within a few minutes she was writhing in ecstasy again, her thighs tight against my ears, holding my face in place, as my tongue probing her sodden, fiery flesh. I felt her muscles flex and flutter against my cheeks and although my ears were muffled, I could still hear Molly cry out to Deb again and again as her orgasm swept her away -- easing her pain and misery and sense of loss, taking her to a place where Deb always was -- a place we three shared within us that Deb in all her glorious, unbridled passion, love and lust still dwelt.
Fingers intertwined in my hair, at first holding me in place as I lapped Molly's slick and delicious flesh and then pulling me upwards till my hardness was probing Molly's pulsating cunt, her tear-filled eyes imploring me to thrust forward and bury myself inside her. "Fuck me, sugar," moaned the mother of my son. "Fuck me now and forever, please, John!"
I flexed my hips and as I sank my aching, erect cock into her tight, wet pussy, feeling Mom's loving eyes on me, I smiled and replied, "Forever and..."
#
"...Forever, Molly, my love," I said as I felt Molly's legs come up and wrap around my back, heels digging in at the top of my buttocks. She flung her hips upwards, lifting herself off the blanket, cool and damp from the wet grass to meet my thrust, grunting and grimacing as I buried the full length of my swollen penis inside her luscious and molten cunt.
Mom knelt beside us, glorious in her naked, reubenesque beauty, her meaty tits swinging as she moved back and forth, kissing first Molly and then me, the taste of Molly's sweet pussy thick on her lips, urging us on as Molly and I fucked passionately in our family cemetery, our clothes strewn about as Mom and I had comforted Molly in the sweet comfort of a beautiful fall day.
Between kisses, Mom busied herself biting and sucking on Molly's swollen nipples, tugging on the hard rubbery tips with her teeth until Molly was sobbing with pleasure. In between endearments to Mom and me, Molly called out to Aunt Deb, letting our pleasuring of her aid her in releasing all the pent up pain and sadness that another year without her beloved wife had built up within her heart.
Despite the mildness of the day, our exertions made us slick with sweat, allowing our joined bodies to meld as one, both slick and adhesive at the same time, adding to our joined pleasure as I thrust again and again into the passionate furnace that was Molly's aroused pussy. Finally, the need to cum overwhelmed me and under Mom's proud and pleased stare, I thrust deep into Molly's womb and flooded her with my hot semen.
My orgasm triggered a fresh renewal of Molly's and she screamed out "DEB, I LOVE YOU!" in a voice filled with ecstasy and love and I fed her clasping pussy spurt after spurt of fresh sperm. Finally, I withdrew from her and collapsed beside her with only enough energy to kiss her while Mom seized her moment as she always did and perpetuated our pleasure by going down on us both, alternating between licking my still mostly erect penis clean and slurping up my semen from Molly's well fucked cunt.
We didn't neglect Mom either, urging her with our hands to straddle our faces, with her knees spread wide while we took turns licking, nibbling and sucking her dripping wet pussy, still tasting of my seed from earlier in the day. We didn't stop until Mom had baptized us both with her own juices, flooding our faces after Molly expertly speared Mom's asshole with a probing index finger while we teased and sucked her elongated and very much aroused clitoris.
Afterwards, we luxuriated in the warm rays of the afternoon sun, sharing the picnic lunch Mom had fixed and sharing favorite reminiscences about Aunt Deb before making our way back to the house before the kids returned home. As Mom folded up the blanket, Molly knelt one last time and kissing her palm, placed it against her lover's stone. We walked hand in hand back down the side of the hill, enjoying the sounds of birds in the trees and the glorious and colorful riot of fall leaves and feeling the spirit of Deb walking along with us.
#
After Aunt Deb's passing, Mom and I implored Molly to move in with us, but she declined, not wanting to leave the home where she and Deb had lived for so long, raising Tommy and being a family. Of course, we all traveled back and forth so that scarcely a month passed that we weren't with each other, just as it had been before Deb had fallen ill.
But almost two years after Deb's death, Molly and Tommy had shown up at our door, car packed full and towing a trailer and tearfully asked if they could move in. Even before we lost Aunt Deb, her lovely little Gulf town had begun to change. Big business had been slowly taking over properties and turning that sweet little town into just another bland tourist resort, replete with high rise hotels and condominiums and vacation rentals, accompanied by fast food places and tourist trap attractions.
Molly had come to realize that their home was no longer the home of her memories and each passing day, the region became more and more touristy and worse, more conservative sexually than she or Deb could ever have imagined.
Mom and I and Polly were of course thrilled to have Molly and Tommy with us permanently. We were family...closer than most and if Molly wasn't related to us by blood, she was by love. Polly and Tommy would get to grow up together and were already best friends no longer separated by long miles.
With the renovations we had carried out over the years, we had four bedrooms and an additional bathroom so everything just fell into place. After lengthy discussions between the three adults, we decided to cut a door between Molly's bedroom and ours with Molly afforded all the privacy she wanted and an eternal invitation to join Mom and me in bed whenever she desired.
We were all three at ease with each other sexually and in all the years since, there has never been jealousy or conflict over whom is sleeping with whom. And yes, we have remained very sexually active, despite the presence of two kids in the house. Sometimes we had to be creative to have our intimate moments, but it all works out. I am the luckiest man in the world to have two women in my life and I endure cracks around town and in church about "John and his two wives," with a grin and a shrug. The truth is, Molly is as intimate with Mom as she is with me, maybe more. Even though Mom and Aunt Deb were physically very different, Molly claims that they both share the same spirit and passion
Polly and Tommy were both at ease with so many parental figures. I was the lucky one. I was Daddy to both. Mom was Mom and Mama Carrie and Molly was Mom and Mama Molly. It got confusing sometimes and the kids would often just call both Mom, but it didn't matter, all we adults were their parents and loved them equally and without reservation.
Of course, eventually we had to sit them down and have the talk...not the "birds and the bees" but to explain the truth of our relationships. They were quite aware from a young age that we were not the normal family group, but accepted it all as quite normal. But as they reached puberty, their questions began and we all had to set down and explain the circumstances. Not too long after Polly turned twelve, we gathered our courage together and had the talk. We were not ashamed of it, but admit it was a very awkward thing to explain to your kids..
Polly and Tommy sat and listened attentively as Mom and I explained everything, with Molly chiming in occasionally. I expected them to be a little more wide-eyed and shocked at the revelation that we were mother and son before becoming husband and wife, but perhaps they had figured it out over the years (after all, I still called Mom "Mom" most of the time). I could see Tommy working it all out in his head while Polly was stone still as she took it all in.
When we finished, I took a deep breath and asked, "So, any questions or comments?"
Tommy kept glancing at his sister and finally, trying to keep a grin off his face said, "So, Dad, doesn't that make Polly your sister?" He had that look of a brother that loved tormenting his sister almost as much as he actually loved her.
Polly glanced over at him, brushing her long blonde hair back over her ear and said in a deadly voice, "Shut up, you doofus. That makes him your cousin too." That only cracked him up more and he began to giggle. To this day, when he's feeling feisty, he likes to refer to me as "Cuz."
Polly listened for a minute more and then politely asked if there were any more new revelations and when we told her no, she excused herself and fled to her room. Molly followed her up in a bit and talked to her, later reassuring us that she was fine with all this. "It just may take her a bit to process it all -- to get it to make sense." Still, I was worried, though Mom kept telling me not to worry.
In any case, Polly basically stayed in her room for the next week or so, avoiding me like the plague and talking to Mom and Molly only when she couldn't avoid doing otherwise. Tommy seemed to go about his business as usual, more concerned with the Cincinnati Reds terrible season than the fact that his father was a professed motherfucker.
A week or so later, on a Saturday evening, Mom and I were cuddled up on the couch, doing a little necking while listening to music. Molly and Tommy had driven up to Lexington to do some shopping when suddenly Polly appeared in front of her mother and me. For a minute or so, she just stared at us, waiting for us to stop kissing and sort of untwine ourselves from each other. When we were slow in doing so, she gave a huffy little sigh and actually started tapping her foot on the floorboards.
Finally, she had our full attention and she said matter of factly, "So, this incest thing...when I turn eighteen, do you guys expect me to do it with Daddy?"
I'm pretty sure my jaw hit the ground, so flabbergasted was I at the question. Yes, I've been around incest most of my life, but I can honestly say, I'd never thought of such a thing with my daughter.
Mom responded immediately, "No, sweetie. We've never even considered it." She reached out and took my hand. "Like we told you, yes, we're mother and son, but we fell in love with each other as adults. Someday, you'll fall in love and understand what that really means...and that's who you'll want to do it with."
Polly studied us both and slowly nodded and replied, "Good." She turned to leave, but looked at us over her shoulder and said, "I do love you guys," and then headed back up to her bedroom.
Mom and I looked at each other for a long minute or two and then she began laughing, saying, "Oh baby, if you could have seen your face! I think that was the last thing you ever expected your daughter to say." Then she was climbing into my lap and kissing me, her tongue swiping across my lips before she whispered, "Well, I guess I better protect my interests in case she ever changes her mind." Mom pressed her lips against mine, my tongue slipping out to greet hers and as we kissed and continued to make out, making me forget all about that moment and reminding me once more as to why I loved Mom so much.
After that, things went pretty much back to normal -- Polly and I had our regular relationship back and I was thrilled, even though there was a little more...distance, I guess I would call it between us. Molly would tell me that it was normal. That almost all fathers and daughters have it as both become aware of the other as a sexual being.
We thought that would be the end of it and for a long time it was. Three years later, one warm summer evening around sunset, Mom and I were strolling back to the house, having taking a walk up to our special glade where we'd made love. Our hair was still sweat drenched and our bodies were still flushed with exuberant exertion and we were grinning as only two people who love each other and have just made passionate love can do. Mom's blouse was still partly undone and her meaty breasts were more than a little visible.
We climbed the steps to the front porch to find Polly sitting on a deck chair, her legs propped up on the railing. At age fifteen, her awkward stage had evolved into a coltish gracefulness and even a father couldn't ignore the fact that she was rapidly becoming a gorgeous woman, developing a figure that Mom suspected would surpass her own -- a figure clearly evident in jean cutoffs and a halter top that looked to be made from a man's red handkerchief.



"Hi honey," I said as we reached the porch, my arm around Mom's shoulder and her arm around my waist.
Polly gave us a small smile and replied, "Do you guys have any idea how loud you are? I mean, it sounded like a couple of jungle animals echoing through the trees.
Mom and I both laughed and I just shrugged while Mom said, "You're just complaining now? It's not like you haven't heard us making love all your life."
It was Polly's turn to laugh and she shrugged her shoulders, doing it just like her father does. We started to walk away, but Polly looked up at us, her face going to from amused to serious in the blink of an eye. "So, this incest thing...when I turn eighteen, if I want to do it with Daddy, can I?"
Again I was flabbergasted and struck completely dumb. Not only by the question, but by how she did it -- as if we had just simply picked up the conversation from where we left it three years ago. I think it even surprised Mom as I heard her gasp and her hand around my waist clenched me to her a little tighter.
A minute passed by as Mom and I looked down at our lovely daughter and she stared back at us, waiting for an answer. I opened my mouth, but didn't have a clue as to what to say. Again, Mom came to the rescue, her voice low and husky as she said, "Polly, come ask your daddy and me again when you are eighteen."
Our daughter came smoothly to her feet, standing in front of us and suddenly I was very aware of her as a young woman...a beautiful, young woman...aware of her physically, standing almost close enough to touch. She looked at us both, still so serious and slowly nodded. "Okay," she replied and then she gave us both a kiss on the cheek and retreated inside, pausing only to look over her shoulder and saying, "I love you, Mom and Dad."
I looked at Mom and said in a hoarse voice, "I think I need to sit down, Mom." I collapsed into the chair that Polly had just vacated, Mom following me down to curl up in my lap.
Mom ran her arms around me and leaned her head forward till our foreheads touched and we were literally eye to eye. "Bet you didn't see that one coming, son?" Mom asked me, both amusement and surprise in her voice.
"Not a fucking clue, Mom. Did you?"
Mom giggled and said, "Noooo, but, let's face it. Incest is in our blood." Mom kissed me then, hard and passionately, our tongues dancing the carnal dance that never grows old. When we both finally came up for air, she asked me, "Would you be interested -- could you love our daughter that way?"
I felt the blood pulse through my head and I said, "Oh god...I've never even entertained the idea. I love you, Mom. I don't think I could..."
I didn't finish as Mom wiggled sinfully in my lap and grinning replied, "Liar. You got hard the moment she asked us the question. She ground herself against me again. "Pretty quick recovery time there, John. Mmmm, maybe Momma found herself something better than one of those new blue pills!"
Mom moved to straddle me in the chair, raising herself up on her knees while her hands were busy undoing the buttons on my jeans. She freed my already stiff as a board cock, still slick with her saliva and traces of her juices. "I think I'm going to like you entertaining the notion of our little girl joining us in a few more years. Molly and I are going to get a lot of benefits from this!"
My mother lifted her skirt and my suddenly very hard and throbbing cock brushed between her thighs, the tip of my cock dragging along her wet and parted pussy lips. I gasped at the sensation of her hot, wet labia and said, "Mom, you're terrible."
Mom grinned at me lewdly, rolling her hips just so and then I was inside her and she was sinking down my long, thick shaft. "No, I'm not, I'm just a very naughty mother," she hissed as she ground herself against me. "Your mother, John. Now fuck me, sweetheart, give me that good cock."
A long, loud moan escaped Mom's lips as she took all of me in, her cunt still sensitive from our afternoon lovemaking back up the hill. I felt the warmth of her pussy, still thick with my semen from earlier, wrapping itself around my shaft, massaging my cock as she rolled her hips around. She pressed her lips against mine and then our tongues danced together, their movements keeping time with the sweet dance Mom was doing on my lap. My hands slipped into her mostly open blouse to cup and fondle her heavy, sagging breasts, my thumbs tweaking her blood engorged nipples.
Mom ended the kiss as her orgasm primed pussy began to contract around my cock -- her juices bathing my erection with their sweet, searing heat. She began riding me hard, her chin resting on mine, my face pressed against her breasts -- a swollen nipple between my teeth, making her cry out as I gently bit down, adding to her orgasmic pleasure.
We rocked together for a long time, Mom's orgasm taking her higher and higher as her cries grew shriller and shriller. She began to flex and roll her hips, trying to sustain her orgasm or bring on a newer and stronger one, all the time sobbing, "Cum in me, son. Cum in me! Cum, cum, cummmm in Momma's pussy!"
I could feel her pulse quicken as her nipple throbbed between my lips and I surrendered myself to the sweet, incestuous passions of the moment and thrust upwards, pressing deep into my mother's heavenly womb and groaned loudly as I began to cum, filling up Mom's pussy with hot semen.
Mom stiffened in my lap, letting her weight take her down to be even more deeply impaled on my throbbing, ejaculating cock, voicing wordless sobs and moans as her hands scrabbled against my back, fingernails clawing at the fabric of my shirt.
We sat there for a long time, basking in the wondrous afterglow of glorious sex, hearing Polly inside, banging around the kitchen and coming to the screen door once and asking, "I'm making popcorn. Do y'all want some?" and making it obvious that she was staying indoors so long as we were still locked together in various states of undress.
Eventually, we did join her inside and watched a movie. I felt a bit tense, but both Mom and Polly went on as if the earlier conversation hadn't taken place. Later that evening, Mom shared the moment with Molly who laughed uproariously and teased me about the Hamilton women fucking me right into a rest home before they were through and echoing Mom's earlier words. "Sugar, I swear, incest comes right naturally to your family."
I got some measure of satisfaction by replying, "Sweetheart, you better think about what you're saying. Remember, Tommy is a Hamilton too."
That stopped Molly's laughter and her eyes grew wide and then thoughtful. Personally, I don't think it was a coincidence that over the next few months, the sex life that the three of us shared was a little more active and intense than was even usual for us. Fantasies and possibilities kept my cock hard and Mom's and Molly's pussies wet constantly.
The next few years passed quickly...too quickly as we watched Tommy and Polly race through high school. Sometimes it was almost impossible to believe that the children that I'd once bounced on my knee and taught baseball and made them wide-eyed with wonder at my stories of Santa Claus and Peter Rabbit and Johnny Appleseed were suddenly grown up, practically adults.
Looking at Tommy was like looking into a mirror of my younger self with a little of Grandpa Tommy thrown in. Like me, he was a compact, muscular young man who loved sports and had an almost obsessive work ethic. Despite our remote location, from the time he was in his early teens, he'd found jobs. Once he had his license, he talked me into co-signing on an old beat up truck and he went into the lawn care business and I was both amazed and a bit awed at his determination to be successful. As the end of high school approached, he very carefully prepared to go to college and major in agriculture at a local college. He had several girlfriends during high school, but none serious and none willing to put up with being second best to his work. Mom sometimes worried if perhaps Tommy might have inherited some of my father's traits, but for reasons I can't really mention here, I wasn't in the least worried.
Polly had grown up inheriting her mother's beauty and figure. A buxom blonde with her Aunt Deb's height, she had a mind like a steel trap, and graduated as Valedictorian. She had her share of boyfriends in high school and I had a good time playing the scowling, grumpy father with each and every one of them. Polly won a scholarship to my old school in Chicago that has an excellent law program and Mom and I were both proud as could be, yet heartsick that our little girl was all grown up and ready to leave the nest.
Eighteen came and went and emotionally, Mom and I held our breath, wondering when and if our daughter would come to us and ask THE QUESTION again. We also wondered what our answer would be -- trusting our hearts to make the right decision, but when we left Polly at her dorm in her university, the question had never been asked. Mom and I were fine with that. Whatever was to happen had to be hers to begin.
Time marches on and I have to say we were and are still very happy together. Molly, Mom and I have this three way love that we're very happy with -- not quite a marriage with Molly, but the next closest thing. It has been odd having the children out on their own and the house so empty in some ways. On the positive side, having the house to ourselves most of the time has made us more intimate -- both physically, emotionally and spiritually, especially Mom and I.
At the time I end this part of our story, we'd just celebrated our twentieth anniversary. Mom, in her early sixties, still looked as beautiful as she did that first Christmas, when we were first abandoned conventional morality and became soul-mates and with each passing year, we grow closer in love and lust with each other.
Perhaps I will come to share more of our lives. A few meager chapters of our life cannot begin to tell the story that is the love that this mother and son share. And take comfort in that ours is not the only story -- it is only that perhaps it is not my place to tell it.
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*
My mother always told me to "Never judge a book by its cover," which is pretty corny, but still applies to real life as my husband and I found out recently. Danny and I were married at eighteen, me two months pregnant. Three months later we lost our baby and in the aftermath, I lost my ability to make babies altogether. It was tough going at first, but Danny and I were in love and we made things work.
As Danny and I crossed into our thirties, we both had to admit that things were a bit...well, stale in the bedroom. Oh, we still loved each other, but our sex life had become pretty predictable -- we had been each other's first and only lovers and we were good together in bed, but, it's like we hit a ceiling in our lovemaking. It was good, but we were both restless for something more.
Danny broached the topic of swinging first. He'd been using the internet for years to get aroused and I didn't really mind...at least it kept him coming to bed, hard and willing to fuck. Still, when he first asked me about maybe finding another couple to fool around with -- I was hesitant. We talked the topic to death -- the pros and cons, the possible dangers and I was still a bit hesitant. What pushed me over the edge finally were little fantasy games we'd play in public -- like strolling through the local mall and Danny noticing me giving some good looking couple an appraising look and then whispering in my ear, "How about it, Melissa? You'd like to fuck him, wouldn't you? I'd like to see that and I want you watching me make her moan!"
The fantasies help re-stoke our sex lives for a while, but finally, we both hungered for more and despite some misgivings, I gave Danny my blessing to find us a couple to swing with. In our discussions, we both agreed that we wanted strangers from out of town -- not wanting to create something locally that might explode in our lives in our little town. Danny was an accountant with the city government and I was a teacher's aide in the local elementary school. We wanted our fun, but wanted to avoid any possibility of scandal.
Danny cruised and studied swinger sites on the internet, proceeding carefully and methodically to find the right couple. I didn't think we'd have much trouble attracting attention. At thirty two years old, we were both in good shape. I'm five foot three and 140 pounds -- a tad zaftig, but with sexy curves in all the right places with a 36DD-28-38 figure. My hair is sandy blonde, straight and hanging down past my shoulders and I have big brown eyes. Danny is five foot eight and 145 pounds -- a bit on the short side, and his dark black hair is thinning a little, but still a good looking guy with six inches of hard dick.
I'll be honest, I wasn't knocked about by the folks we conducted our first swinging sessions with. The first couple -- Jim and Dana were nice folk and about as square as we were. Dana was a thin, dark haired brunette and Jim was a nice guy -- about twenty pounds overweight, with a tendency to shoot quickly -- long before I was even thinking about cumming. It was interesting in a strange, elicit way -- Jim being the first man other than Danny that I'd ever been with, but I was disappointed. Danny on the other hand was very pleased with fucking Dana and watching my husband with another woman elicited some feelings of arousal in me I never suspected existed. We met on three separate evenings and it was okay...but in the end, the spark we were seeking just wasn't there and we just decided to move on.
The second couple we met, Carol and Mark was even less fun than the first. Carol was a big blousy blonde and Mark was really short -- at five foot, two inches, even Danny towered over him. Carol was really happy with Danny and was willing to spread her thighs wide for him right off the bat, but Mark was another poke and shoot fellow and spent most of his time urging Carol and I to make out while he jerked himself off.
At Danny's urging, I did kiss and fondle her and she was okay with kissing me back and roughly feeling me up and I confess I was a bit turned on. But she tasted of the menthol cigarettes she seemed to always be smoking and didn't seem to be all that into me and the whole swinging affair felt...cheap. We met with them once and didn't follow it up.
I wasn't too keen to try it again, but finally, with Danny begging me constantly, I gave him my blessing to try a third time. It was nearly three weeks later that he announced that he'd found the "perfect couple." He showed me a picture he downloaded from online and I studied it with interest. I sighed a little heavily as I felt that once again, I was getting the short end of the stick. The "perfect couple" was Zeke and Donna. Donna was a good looking woman in her mid to late thirties -- bleach blonde hair and slender with what appeared to be smallish, firm breasts under her sweater. Zeke looked like a tall skinny dork. Thick glasses and longish brown hair styled in a mullet. His slacks and dress shirt seemed to be two sizes two big and he had a big, goofy grin. Donna looked really short compared to the long drink of water next to her.
"I sent them our picture and they went nuts over it," Danny told me, almost bouncing in his seat. "We'll get together next Friday night. Zeke and I agree that if we all hit it off, we can spend the weekend together." He went on to inform me that they'd agreed on an out of town motel about halfway between our hometown and theirs.
"Oh boy," I said with more enthusiasm than I felt. "I can't wait."
So it was that Danny picked me up after work the next Friday and we drove to our rendezvous. We arrived first, so Danny took care of the room -- a big one with two queen size beds. While I took a quick shower, he perused the phone book for local restaurants. With our first two couples, we had all gone out to dinner and only then returned to our shared room to awkwardly begin getting acquainted. Danny was bouncing around like a child on Christmas Eve. I tried to mirror his excitement, but really couldn't muster much enthusiasm.
I got dressed, slipping on a sexy little sweater dress with a big scooped front and a hemline that came to about mid-thigh and then stepping into some sexy three inch heels. At least Danny took the time to give me a wolf whistle and play a little grab ass before I moved to open the door and go out to our car to fetch a tube of lipstick I thought I'd left in the glove box.
As I opened the door, I was greeted with the loud, beastlike rumble of a huge motorcycle and I felt the vibrations of its roar between my legs as I stopped, framing myself in the door as I watched a man and woman on a big chopper, pull up into the parking place next to our car.
The driver flashed me a smile and despite the new and thick mustache, I instantly recognized it from the picture Danny had shown me earlier, but as I took in the rider, that smile and the longish mullet were all that was recognizable. Zeke's glasses were gone and two wolfish brown eyes gave me a hungry look that made me shiver. His outfit of blue jeans, a sleeveless T-shirt and a greasy denim jacket with the sleeves cut off hugged his body tightly and I realized that he wasn't skinny at all, but lean and tight. The muscles in his arms were hard and wiry and held the promise of hard earned strength.
Behind him, I easily recognized Donna, her bleached hair showing black at the roots, but it suited her. The demure dress she'd worn in the photo they'd shared had been replaced with a red handkerchief bandana top and raggedy cut off shorts that made her tanned and toned short legs seem much longer. She waved eagerly at me as Zeke cut the engine on his motorcycle -- the Harley-Davidson logo leaping out from the fuel tank.
Donna hopped off the bike and crowed, "I just knew you'd be waiting!" She rushed forward, her arms held out. She was short -- maybe two inches shy of five feet, but still managed to wrap her arms around my neck as she purred, "Dammit, Melissa, I'm wet as a virgin on her wedding night just thinking about you!" Then her lips were on mine and I opened my mouth to her probing tongue more out of surprise than desire as she pulled me tight against her. I couldn't help myself. I kissed her back, even more surprised now at how much I was enjoying kissing another woman.
Then Zeke was looming over us -- not as tall as I suspected, but somewhere around six feet and in a deep voice tinged with a childhood somewhere in the south, said, "Danny -- Melissa, damned proud to meet y'all."
I felt Danny at my back and then Donna sensed his presence and slipped from my arms to hurry around behind me and leap into my husband's arms while Zeke moved up and leaning down and slipping an arm around my waist, effortlessly lifted me up, my breasts pressing into his chest -- his T-shirt feeling hot and moist with his sweat, which made me hot and moist between my thighs.
On impulse, I kissed him, offering him my tongue which he accepted with a throaty chuckle. His tongue greeted mine and I felt myself rubbing against him as he muscled his way into the room past his wife and Danny who looked a little shocked. As our tongues greeted each other, we both stared into each other's eyes and whatever it was I saw in Zeke's made me shiver with anticipation.
When our kiss ended, he slowly lowered me to my feet, my dress riding up against his sweaty jeans and showing off my black g-string panties while my breasts rolled heavily over the hard muscles of his chest. With one arm around my waist, he leaned forward and grabbed Danny's hand, saying, "Can't tell you how much we've been looking forward to this!"
Danny had a funny look on his face as he took both of them in, more than a little distracted by Donna who was rubbing his chest, her hand moving further south with each stroke. Despite her obvious intentions, he kept looking back over at Zeke who with his arm still around my waist, eased down to sit on one of the beds.
"Um...us too," responded Danny, his voice a bit higher than usual. I glanced at him curiously. He usually only sounded like this when he was under great stress. "Wow -- you sure look different than your picture."
Donna giggled as she reached out and stroked my husband's hair. "Oh that's just some old church portrait we took about five years ago. We've got some sexier ones, but don't really want strangers trading them all over the 'net," she said before leaning in to nibble on my husband's ear. "Oh and I finally talked Zeke into that laser surgery three years ago...no more glasses!"
A few minutes of nervous chatter followed as we asked each other how the drive was, how wonderful the weather had been and how much we had all been looking forward towards meeting this evening. Danny had made his way to an office chair opposite Zeke and once he'd sat down, found his lap full of Donna, her small, petite form sitting casually on his right leg, legs sprawled to reveal what looked like a damp, dark spot in the crotch of her cut-off shorts. Zeke's hand found its way down my back, cupping an asscheek over my dress and then slowly, as I leaned into him, my hand rubbing his shoulder, his fingers began working my dress up in back until I could feel him kneading my fleshy butt.
Finally, Danny who appeared more nervous than I'd ever seen him, maybe because of the loving attention being paid by Donna said, "Well...um, what do you say we get moving, go out to dinner and get to know each other better?"
Zeke laughed and as his fingers began to move down the crack of my ass, heading between my inner thighs replied, "Oh hell, dude, lets just order pizza later! We came to fuck, not talk, how about you? Time's wasting and the weekend will be over before we know it!"
Danny's face reddened, partly from Donna's palm now rubbing his crotch and partly from...well, I wasn't sure. He looked troubled, almost aggravated, like he often did when things didn't go his way. ""Oh, well, yeah, we came to, um fuck too. But, uh, I guess we're used to going slow...um, I guess."
Zeke nodded and replied, "Oh yeah, I get you -- but gotta tell you, Danny, your wife is so fine, I might just have to fuck her on the dinner table and I'm betting my wife will be sucking your dick before we can get to the car." He turned and looked up at me and said, "What do you think we should do, Melissa?" just as his middle finger began rubbing vigorously against the gusset of my panties, pressing the sopping wet material into my quivering and burning pussy.
I let out a little moan and tried not to shiver as I said in an odd voice, "I'm horny, I think we should fuck or something!" and then clamped a hand over my mouth to muffle any more moans.
Donna giggled and then turned and kissed Danny as she wiggled around to straddle him, grinding her crotch against his. Zeke, in the meantime, worked his middle finger around the fabric of my panties and with practiced ease, slipped it into my hot, wet flesh. The knowing way he smiled up at me as he began to probe, sent delicious shivers through me and then he sort of crooked his finger inside my pussy and used the pressure to pull me down next to him, me sitting on his hand and then we were kissing passionately -- his thick mustache tickling as our tongues danced. I could feel my heart pounding and my mind was reeling. I honestly couldn't remember the last time I felt so turned on!
I surrendered myself to Zeke's strong kisses and his ever exploring finger inside me. I closed my eyes as we kissed, losing myself in the moment. I opened them as I cried out when a mini-orgasm rippled through me -- Zeke's finger dangerously close to my g-spot. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Donna and Danny were now on the other bed, making out. Donna's little top was gone and my husband was fondling her cupcake sized breasts while she stroked his semi-erect cock. Danny's eyes met mine and I saw both excitement and fear in them.
Then Zeke had my full attention again as he broke our kiss and guided me with his finger to stand up, this time on very shaky legs. I sighed unhappily as his finger slipped from between my clasping lips. Zeke put his finger up for us both to observe, covered and glistening with my juices. "Yeah, you're a fuck-hungry slut, aren't you, girl?" he said with a wry grin.
He reached up and brushed his finger against my mouth. I don't know why, but I immediately opened my lips and took his finger in and sucked my juices clean, my eyes never leaving his. Slowly, I slid my lips back and forth, sucking his finger like it was something else. I could see his nostrils flare as I sucked his digit and his eyes gleamed with lust. "Get this dress off -- I wanna see you naked, Melissa!" he said, an animal growl in his voice.
I couldn't help myself. I felt compelled to obey his command. I reached down and tugged the dress up and over my head, tossing it idly to the floor. My breasts heaved in their barely encased partial cup bra. I shivered as his eyes roamed hungrily over my nearly naked body -- heat and my juices staining the crotch of my panties. I gave a squeal of fright as his hand flashed out, lightening quick and tore my bra open, causing my breasts to tumble out in a rush of quivering flesh.
Zeke laughed and glanced over at Danny and Donna. My husband was tugging her shorts off while she lay on the bed watching us. "Look at these big titties, baby!" Zeke exclaimed, handling them roughly while I struggled to stay on my feet. The room seemed to be spinning about me as his hands dug into my flesh, somehow constantly rubbing his palm against my swollen nipples.
Zeke looked up at me and grinning evilly hissed, "I bet you love sucking cock!"
Now the truth is, I can take it or leave it, but I heard myself saying in a voice close to a moan, "I'd love sucking your cock, Zeke!" I could scarcely believe what I was saying, but knowing it was completely true. I wanted to hold this man's cock in my hand, take it into my mouth and most of all I had a terrible need to see this stranger look pleased. My mouth was literally watering as I sighed, "Please, may I suck your big cock?"
Out the corner of my eye, I think I caught Danny stopping in mid motion as he ran his hand over Donna's shaved pussy to turn and stare at me. I had meekly accepted the attentions of our earlier swing partners, but I never had spoken or sounded like I did at that moment. He looked stunned -- even upset before Donna's hand caressed his face and turned him back to the wet cunt inches from his face. Zeke regained my attention by simply growling, "On your knees, woman. Suck my big dick!"
I'd never been spoken like that before -- like I was some whore or piece of meat, but his words touched me like Danny's voice never had and I almost swooned with happiness as I quickly dropped to my knees. My hands rushed over his fly, unzipping him, undoing the button on his jeans and then as he lifted himself up, tugging the sweat-soaked denim off his legs to pool at his feet.
Zeke was going commando and as I tugged his jeans off, his cock popped up at full mast and the sight of it alone made me cream, cunt cream soaking my panties. He was beautiful! Long -- much longer than Danny and thicker too. The head was massive and purple and seemed to throb before my eyes before gently tapering to a huge and long shaft, veins standing out prominently. With a cry of pleasure, I pressed my face into his crotch, inhaling his scent -- perspiration, piss and sperm, tickling my cheeks with his wiry pubic hair and nuzzling his hairy balls, large sacs of baby juice.
Looking up into his eyes, I ran my tongue over his ball sack and then slowly up his long, long shaft before my lips rolled over his thick head and took him inside, my tongue rolling over and around the crown, tasting his fluids and for the first time in my life, truly loving what I was doing!
He grinned cruelly, flexing his hips just enough to push deeper into me and I struggled mightily to not choke. I wanted to be good for him. I sucked and used my tongue as I never had before, imagining myself to be one of those cocksucker artistes in the porn movies Danny and I would sometimes watch together. I took him deeper, gagging just a bit, but mastering myself. His heavy, very masculine scent made me wetter with each passing moment and I groaned when I brought my mouth back up to his throbbing cock head and tasted precum, my tongue swirling the viscous material around his slit and then licking it clean.
I spared a brief glance at our spouses and was rewarded by the sight of my husband lying back on the bed, Donna stretched out beside him, enthusiastically sucking his cock while he fingered her wet pussy -- her short, shapely legs kicking helplessly like those of a baby being tickled. He was watching me -- eyes wide as if he'd never seen me before.
I returned to looking up at Zeke, trying to match facial expressions to certain little things -- memorizing the little licks and motions that made him groan and sigh his pleasure, as my mouth and tongue worked his cock. He sat up straighter, his hands coming up to tangle in my long hair and then he began to pump -- fucking my face with his cock while controlling my head's motion. "Yeah, that's my sweet Melissa," he hissed, slowly thrusting his long cock into my throat as I moaned approvingly.
Trickles of pussy juice flooded into my panties, making them so soaked I could feel drops of cum cream running down my thighs. Danny had never treated me so...so possessively. I'd never had so much cock in my mouth before. I could feel his head throbbing against the constricting flesh of my throat. I held back the impulse to choke and only half heard the cries of my husband as he came for Donna.



Zeke fucked my mouth for a long time, allowing me to become more comfortable with taking him deep, his filthy instructions pleasing me almost as much knowing I was making him happy. Suddenly I became aware of Donna, kneeling beside me, her hands stroking my skin, cupping my meaty tits, tugging and pinching my swollen nipples. I looked her way and she was smiling at me with her mouth closed -- a trickle of sperm splattered on her chin.
Her husband's pace increased and then I caught him by the cock head, my lips clamping down on it as I sensed the end was coming. My tongue swirled and flew over his swollen crown and I felt it GROW and then he snarled, "Take it, you sweet, cocksucking slut!" and he came! Omigod, how that man came. It was a flood of hot, salty spunk, more bitter than Danny's, but somehow better tasting than any I'd had before.
I swallowed once before Donna's hand stroked my face and I saw her shake her head and then in just an awe inspiring display of carnality open her mouth, dripping with my husband's sperm and garble, "Noooo. Kiss-share!" I moaned around a mouthful of throbbing cock, shivering with sinful delight at her suggestion as I continued to suck Zeke's cum spurting cock.
Then he was slipping from my lips, splattering his hot sperm across my face and chest one last time and then Donna was in my arms, her lips on mine and I tasted her tongue and my husband's seed and then I was crying into her mouth as I came totally unaided by anyone. Hot semen was pushed back and forth until Zeke's and Danny's flavors were combined -- tasting wonderful as we women swapped it back and forth.
When we finally broke our cum flavored kiss, we both began to swallow and then Donna had her mouth all over my tits, licking up blobs of cum between nibbling at my tits as I groaned and squirmed, feeling my juices spraying against my panties. Zeke had a big grin on his face and his cock remained hard, dripping with sperm and my spit. Danny sat on the edge of the other bed, mouth open in shock as Donna loved me up, turning only when Zeke crowed, "Motherfucker, but ain't your wife a hot slut!"
His words drew my gaze to him again and as Donna bit down on a nipple I held my arms out in supplication, part of me amazed to hear myself beg, "Please...I need to be fucked!"
Zeke's eyes widened with lusty greed and I suddenly found myself being hauled off the floor by his strong arms and flung down on the bed, bouncing on the mattress. Before I knew what was happening, Zeke had lifted my legs up and with one powerful hand, stripped my panties off, leaving my trimmed and soaked pussy exposed to one and all. Again, I held out my arms and pleaded, "Fuck me! I need it now!"
Zeke was now naked, his hard cock waving out in front of him as he climbed between my legs. One hand held my panties and he glanced over at my husband and said, "Damn, dude, you never said nothing about Melissa getting this fucking wet!" He then squeezed my wadded up panties and a warm trickle of my juices splattered down on my stomach and breasts.
Zeke moved on top of me, my pelvis involuntarily hunching upwards as I felt his cock slip over my spread labia, feeling his heft and weight and wanting it inside me more than anything I ever wanted before. He leaned in and kissed me, not caring about the streaks of his cum and Danny's on my face, his body sliding sweetly against mine, his hairy chest teasing and tickling my nipples that were so hard they actually hurt. We kissed long and hard as I hunched against him, feeling his cock so close, but never actually slipping into me.
I sobbed with need as he ended the kiss, his teeth gently tugging on my lower lip as he raised his head to look at me, his expression one of complete understanding that I was his. "You want my cock, bitch? Beg for it," he hissed softly.
"PLEASE!" I begged, undulating my body against his, my arms stroking his shoulders and arms while my legs scissoring behind his butt. "Fuck me, Zeke. Put that big dick in me and fuck me crazy," I sobbed. "PLEASE!" Part of me couldn't believe the words coming from me. I'd been aroused many times, but never in all my life had I felt such a need for sex...to be fucked...and to be fucked by a certain person. I felt as if I either had to have Zeke or simply die of need! "I'm your bitch slut whore, Zeke. Fuck me, use me, PLEASE!"
Zeke chuckled and raised his hips and then I was screaming as he slammed his cock home, thrusting deep into me, deeper than anyone before, deeper than I would have thought possible. The thick head of his penis spread my aroused flesh apart, burrowing deep into my cunt, touching virgin territory and making me cum harder than I had ever cum before.
I wrapped arms and legs tightly around Zeke, literally levitating off the bed, seeking to be more impaled on his cock, needing him, needing that fine chunk of cock, wanting to never let him go. My orgasm was almost supernatural, sweeping everything in existence into oblivion and leaving only glorious ecstasy in its place, a nuclear detonation of obscene pleasure, centering on my pussy and Zeke's cock. It was sexual perfection...or at least I thought so until he began to move!
My eyes snapped wide open and I gave a cry of dismay amidst the delicious pleasure of his cock slowly withdrawing from my clasping lips and then Zeke thrust forward again and went deeper in me, teaching me that my understanding of pleasure was only beginning. Each stroke of his long, hard cock brought me to a new level of orgasm and I quickly felt my voice go hoarse with the cries of a woman pleasured as never before.
One orgasm led to another with little or nothing in between -- my writhing body struggled vainly underneath Zeke's never relenting thrusts, his face set in a thunderous and almost frightful mask of determination as he would speed up and then slow down, oblivious to my own needs and focused on his own. As my ecstasy wore me down, overloading my nervous system, I found myself trying to push him off -- seeking a momentary respite from his hard, brutal fucking and not getting one. I was Zeke's, heart and soul and he was intent on giving me the fucking of my life.
As I moaned and sobbed underneath his endlessly thrusting cock, feeling myself being filled again and again, I suddenly understood the secret and almost indescribable pleasure of submission as I stopped struggling against Zeke's hard fuck and let myself go, enduring the erotic pleasure that more than bordered pain and simply began to cum my brains out. I was swept up in orgasmic pleasure and the world winnowed down to the torrents of pleasure exploding from my pussy brought on by the massive pillar of cock flesh battering me and I drifted semiconscious in ecstatic rapture until Zeke increased the force of his thrusts, fucking me without mercy and then driving as deep into me as his cock could go before his explosion of molten semen sent me into orgasmic hysterics, my screams going shrill and then silent as I came again and again and again.
Then I was again conscious of the world around me. I was crying, wiping my tear filled eyes, gasping for breath, the air in the room cool to my sweat covered body while Zeke lay beside me, his chest rising up and down like an overworked billow. My hand sought out his and I squeezed it hard as I stammered, "Oh god, I never...that was fucking incredible!" He rolled over, scooting up close to me, his still partially erect penis resting on my thigh as we kissed and he grinned proudly and said, "I always aim to please my women."
I shivered at his comment and its overtones of possession. At the height of our fucking, I would have given myself to him heart and soul and a part of me still yearned for him, aching to have Zeke inside me forever. I found myself a bit shocked at that -- almost sensing that I was betraying my husband. I broke the kiss and looked around for Danny and found him kneeling behind Donna who was urging him to fuck her harder.
He had a look of discomfort etched on his face as he continuously stared over at Zeke and me.
He worked like mad for several minutes with Donna coaching him on and then he half moaned and half sobbed, "Dammit" and fell back -- his cock half limp and while coated in her cunt cream, appeared bereft of his own spunk. A look of dismay and disappointment flashed across Donna's face and then she turned around and put herself into Danny's embrace, making soothing noises.
I heard her whisper, "It's okay, sweetie -- we've got all weekend. Just relax." She kissed him several times, her hand working at his cock, but getting little response. It hit me like a ton of bricks that he'd simply lost his erection and if I'd had the strength, I'd have gone to him...maybe. I was luxuriating in the closeness of Zeke and liked how it felt to be in his embrace.
Donna gave us several glances and finally a grin came to her face as she said, "You just watch me and your wife, Danny. I bet you'll like this!" She gave my husband one last kiss and slipped out of bed and hurried to us. Donna slipped between my legs spread all akimbo and glancing back at Danny began kissing her way up my sweaty thighs. I moaned loudly as her lips began brushing my slick inner thighs, already slick with my juices. Donna looked upwards at me, her dark brown eyes appearing just above my pubic bone and then she wantonly buried her face against my well fucked pussy.
I let out a soft, hoarse moan as I felt her stiffened tongue slip between my spread labia and then her soft lips were kissing and nuzzling my well fucked flesh, her nose brushing and pressing against my swollen clitoris. My body began to stiffen in reflexive pleasure, my worn nerve endings firing once again as this little woman began to hungrily eat my cunt.
I quickly found myself again on the precipice of orgasm as Donna expertly tongued my pussy, eating her own husband's load from my pulsating cunt, getting impossibly deep inside my flesh with that maddening tongue of hers. At the same time, I felt Zeke's cock begin to stiffen on my leg. Then as her soft lips closed around my clitoris, I began to cum and kept cumming as she hummed and sucked contentedly on my blood engorged nub.
Then the room was spinning and I along with it as I felt strong hands tug me around and for a brief merciful moment, Donna's lips vanished from my cunt. My legs were limp and hanging over an edge of the bed and then my sight was filled with a bald, sopping wet cunt and I opened my mouth to welcome Donna's pussy, my tongue spearing upwards between her thick labia to taste her sweet, strong juices. Then her maddening mouth was again clamped onto my pussy and I felt myself buck against her face.
I heard muffled voices, making out the words, "Fuck my bitch," and then above me a cock appeared, one I knew as well as anything -- Danny hard and as I lapped at Donna's sweet tasting cunt flesh, his cock thrust into her pussy and despite her legs muffling the noise, I heard her cry out with need.
Her cries were then replaced with my own as I felt a large, spongy object press against my quivering labia and then thrust forward and again, I was at the delicious mercy of Zeke's cock. As I screamed at the center of our little foursome fuckfest, I lapped away at Donna's cock filled cunt, pausing only to tongue my husband's cock as he thrust in and out of her. Her tongue was doing the same as her husband pounded me with his big dick, her tongue an insane tool, wet and soft, slathering over my clit and Zeke's shaft, never at rest, always in frantic and evil motion.
Then I heard Danny groan and Donna cry out in dismay and my husband's cock was twitching and I tasted semen on his shaft and felt a moment of embarrassment for him -- having cummed too soon for Donna. I gobbled at cunt cream and sperm until he withdrew, pausing to suck the head of his dick into my mouth, getting the last of his seed from his shrinking cock before I attacked her cunt ferociously, trying to match her enthusiasm lick for lick as I wobbled in and out of orgasm.
I lapped up a tongue full of semen and thrust it deep into Donna's twitching pussy, stirring it around before returning to tease and torture her huge clitoris while Zeke continued to steadily fuck me. My only respite came when I sent his wife into the throes of orgasm, causing her to temporarily halt her loving up of my cock stuffed cunt.
In the midst of an intense orgasm, Zeke abruptly pulled out and then as I heard him say, "Eat it, you cunt hungry slut," I felt his seed splatter against my quivering pussy flesh and instinctively realized that he was cumming on Donna's face. The image of the little bleach blonde's face dripping with her husband's cream and my hot juices simply spurred my orgasm higher and induced me to lick away at her sopping wet pussy with more enthusiasm.
Finally, exhausted and dizzy, we both clambered about on the now sweat soaked bed till we were facing each other and while we hugged, our arms quivering with effort, we kissed and licked each other's faces, strands of hair dripping with sweat, semen and cunt cream, until we were too tired to go on, simply gasping desperately for breath as our lips brushed back and forth.
Long minutes passed by as we all caught our breath, our menfolk watching us with eager and in Danny's case, awed and stunned eyes. Finally, Zeke proposed a break for supper. His suggestions to have some pizza delivered were over-ruled by Donna who stubbornly insisted that he and Danny go out and find us some Chinese takeout. Grudgingly, Zeke relented and he and Danny staggered into their clothes and with Donna and I obscenely spreading our legs as they looked, our arms entwined around each other, they hurried out the door.
We listened as Danny's car started up and left and then Donna looked at me with complete seriousness and said, "Is Danny okay? Am I doing something wrong?"
My eyes widened at her question, but I understood what she was saying. "I don't think so, sweetie. He's not been acting his usual self, but I doubt it's you." I reached out and stroked her stomach. "God, Donna. You're fucking hot. I doubt he's ever been with someone so...so, sexy!"
The bleached blonde woman grinned and leaned over and kissed me. "Yeah, well, so are you, Melissa," her hands finding their way down between my legs again. I reciprocated and for long minutes we fingered each other until we had another little mutual orgasm. We held each other as we kissed ourselves down from our bliss, the spell finally broken when she said in an uncertain voice. "Maybe we're coming on too strong and it's got Danny off his game."
I giggled and replied, "You guys really are a couple of fuck crazy horndogs!" I felt my face redden as I said it, scarcely able to believe I was talking like this. "I'm sure Danny will be alright. Maybe we both just need to give him some special attention."
Donna nodded and then slid off the bed and moved towards the bathroom, my eyes fixed on her tight ass swinging saucily from side to side. As she turned, I caught sight of a tattoo on her right ass cheek and felt my heart do a flip as I read the words or thought I read the words. I heard the tinkling of her peeing and when she came out, I was sitting up and said, "Can I see your tattoo again?"
Donna grinned and nodded and slowly spun around so I could read it again. In large, flowing script on a white banner crossing a red heart it said in dark blue ink, "Property of Zeke." Donna looked over her shoulder at me and grinned, wiggling her ass lewdly. "Do you like it, honey?" Donna purred.
I nodded slowly, unable to take my eyes off it, trying to process the feelings it created in me, beginning between my thighs and spreading throughout my body, making my heart beat faster and my nipples grow so hard, they hurt. "Oh...yeah, I do." I licked my lips and continued, "Was it your idea...or Zeke's?"
Donna turned again and came to me, sliding into bed on her stomach so I could have a bird's eye view. I reached out, barely realizing I was doing so and touched it with my hand. Donna turned her head and looked up at me, smiling as she answered my question. "Mine and his, I reckon. We met at a biker rally down in Kentucky and he fucked me all night long that first night."
Her eyes went a little distant and a wistful smile came over her face as she said, "One night with that wild man's cock and I knew I was his heart and soul and especially pussy and I told him so. He asked me if I meant it and when I said yes, he asked me to take his mark so the whole world would know." She sighed as I stroked her ass cheek, tracing the lines of the heart as she went on. "So, we went right away and got this tattoo -- his brand if you will and been together ever since."
"And you...consider yourself his property?" I said softly, unable to take my eyes off the tattoo.
Donna giggled and said, "Yeah, I know, betraying the female code and all, but yeah, I'm Zeke's to do with whatever the fuck he wants. I guess part of me likes being submissive to him, obeying his commands. There's something in his voice..." She shivered and I smelled a faint, but fresh waft of cunt in the air and knew she was aroused just talking about it. More amazing to me was that I completely understood what she was saying -- I knew that if Zeke were to command me to do anything, I would do it completely without reservation.
"Yeah, I know what you mean. Your husband has something special that just makes you want to..." We looked at each other in complete shared understanding and in unison said, "Please him." We stared at each other in silence, feeling something grow between us -- what it was, I wasn't sure, an understanding that we were kindred, perhaps like sisters in a way. Donna moved to a sitting position and then we were kissing again, filled with lust and something more -- our tongues courting with a hungry passion.
Before we could follow that to its obvious conclusion, the guys returned, loaded down with Chinese takeout and the sudden smell of all that fresh food jarred us both from our passionate embrace and once our husbands stripped off their clothes, we all dug into the feast.
As we ate, we talked and got better acquainted. Danny and I described our all-American upbringing in a small Indiana town and Donna described how she fled a little Tennessee backwater when she was sixteen only to meet Zeke a couple of years later at a biker rally. Zeke stole the show however as he described life running with a honest to god motorcycle gang since he was fifteen after his family moved from Kentucky to Detroit. He told us stories of riding the entire length of I-75 and of fights with other gangs and even with some of his own, my eyes flickering to his lean, wiry body and finding the truth of his words in scars along the way. Danny listed raptly, but with each story, he looked a little more panicky.
Zeke talked about how he left the life as his gang moved headlong into the Meth trade as it became the drug of choice in many parts of the nation. "It's one thing, we deal that shit to each other -- getting amped to make a long distance run, but fuck that shit selling it to civilians, especially kids." Zeke murmured, the anger still evident in his voice. "I took two slugs in making my goodbyes and gave better than I got. We'all reached an understanding afterwards that they don't fuck with me and I don't fuck with them."
Damned if the dead serious way he said that didn't make me all wet again. As bad as I wanted to move from beside my husband and offer myself to Zeke, though, I didn't, instead I reached into Danny's crotch and began to stroke his flaccid peter. "I need some cock, baby," I cooed to my husband.
I glanced over at the other couple and caught a wink from Donna as she started doing the same to her husband. It wound up taking Danny a little longer than Zeke to get it back up, but before long, Donna and I were both going down on our husbands' stiff dicks and then squealing with delight as they mounted us.



I was on my hands and knees on one bed with Danny fucking me from behind. This allowed us to watch Zeke and Donna -- his larger body seeming almost to cover her tiny frame as they fucked in the missionary position, his huge cock spearing her again and again, making her squirm and squall as he fucked her brutally.
The bleach blonde was the first to cum and when she did orgasm it was like a nuclear explosion as she jittered and convulsed while Zeke pounded her pussy with his long, thick dick. Finally, she gave one last shrill scream of pleasure and collapsed lifelessly onto the bed, apparently fucked into unconsciousness! The sight of Zeke slowly pulling his thick meat from her still clasping cunt lips was enough to send me to the edge as Danny thrust into me again and again.
Then Zeke climbed off the bed, his cock still incredibly hard and long, dripping with Donna's pussy juices and suddenly pointed at me and I felt my cunt tighten around my husband's cock as I realized Zeke still hadn't cum.
Zeke walked slowly towards me, an evil grin on his face and I suddenly realized I was about to please two men at once for the first time in my life. Danny groaned as I felt myself contract around his cock again in anticipation. I heard myself making lewd moaning noises as I opened my mouth wide, thanking God for what I was about to receive.
I felt a mini-orgasm ripple through my body as Zeke's cunt-slicked cock slipped past my lips and I could taste Donna's sweet pussy on him. With new found expertise, I took his cock deep, his long shaft sliding into my mouth until my lips were nuzzling his pubic hairs. I sucked and bobbed my head, loudly and wetly sucking him off like the cock crazy slut I suddenly found myself being. As I thrust back at my husband, aching to feel him go deeper into my womb like I knew Zeke could, I sucked Zeke's cock hungrily.
I heard Zeke rumbling compliments to my husband. "Goddamn it, man, but your bitch can suck cock! You're one lucky bastard, Danny to have this hot whore waiting for you at home every fucking day!" As he spoke, he wrapped his hands in my hair and began fucking my face -- almost raping me with violent thrusts and making me aroused beyond anything I'd ever imagined.
I let myself go -- unleashing the inner slut I never suspected was in me. I moaned and quivered on the bed, anxiously meeting Danny's thrusts and sucking Zeke like my life depended on it, feeling the big orgasm grow inside me, born of two men having their way with me. Then, almost on the edge of an immense cum, feeling my pussy flood with my hot cream, bathing my husband's cock in fiery cunt juice, I suddenly felt it...Danny again lost his erection, shrinking inside me with greater speed than I would have thought possible and then slipping from me, escaping my hungry labia.
I sobbed with frustration around cock filled lips, needing to be fucked, needing to cum. I felt Danny fall away from me and felt anger and lust and sheer primal need. I let Zeke slip from my lips and sobbed, "Please fuck me, Zeke. I need to cum!"
Zeke gave me a smile and a nod and then in a voice that held promise all on its own replied, "I'd be proud to, you cock hungry slut!" Before I could move, his hands reached out and he literally lifted and spun me around so that I was on my knees, my head on the mattress so that I resembled nothing more than a bitch dog in heat offering herself up to the pack leader.
I was now facing my husband, his eyes wide and his limp cock dangling between his thighs, covered in my juices. Then it was my eyes going wide as I felt Zeke's hard cock pushing mercilessly between my quivering labia and ramming deep into my womb! I crooned with pleasure as my yearning to be filled was now being fulfilled. Zeke slid deep into me, spreading my cunt walls and filling me with cock meat.
Zeke fucked me hard and fast, sparing me nothing, but rather giving it to me as brutally as he had fucked his wife and I fucking loved it! My lost orgasm returned and it returned with a vengeance and my hands clawed rips in the sheets as I screamed in sheer bestial pleasure as I was fucked. Despite my lust blurred vision, I could see Danny clearly, his face slack in amazement and horror as he watched another man fuck his wife and do it better than he ever had.
Zeke grabbed a handful of my hair, twisting it into a rein with which he used to spur me on -- urging me to thrust back hard or for leverage as he slammed his cock into me again and again. I began to rant and cry in the throes of my orgasm, scarcely recognizing the wanton slut screaming for all to hear.
"YES, FUCK YESSSSS! FUCK ME, BABY, FUCK ME ZEKE, GIVE ME THAT GOOOOD HARD COCKKKKK I NEED. GODDAMN, LOVE IT, LOVE YOUR BIG THICK LONG DICK -- FUCK ME, ZEKE, FUCK ME AND GIVE MOMMA WHAT SHE WANTS...FUCK ME AND GIVE ME WHAT I NEED...WHAT I'VE ALWAYS NEEDED! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK MEEEEEE!"
And then I was reduced to wordless screams and then I was gone as I felt Zeke go as deep as he could, his hands tilting my ass cheeks and spreading them wide so he could press a fraction of an inch deeper inside me and then he was cumming -- his hot seed bathing the flesh of my cunt and I was in the throes of an orgasm the likes I'd never experienced. I felt the sharp pain of my hair being pulled back, making me press against my new lover's body, feeling his free hand reaching around and pinching my blood swollen nipple so hard I thought I might pass out except that the pain mixed with my ever escalating pleasure to create something even sweeter and more intense.
I was sobbing and crying and then I felt something missing and wailed as I realized Zeke had pulled his wonderful cock from my body. I wanted to reach out and keep him inside me, but suddenly, nothing in my body seemed to work right -- my limbs were useless to me. I felt the mattress sag beside my head and then I felt my head being raised by my hair and the pain it caused was ignored because there was Zeke's cock before me and I opened my mouth and it was in me, tasting of semen and pussy...my pussy and I licked and sucked until it was clean, still mostly erect to my amazement.
Then it was gone and I whimpered and heard a yawn and then as my hair was released and my head hit the mattress again, Zeke said, "Yessir, dude, you are one lucky son of a bitch to have a nasty slut like Melissa as your wife."
Through bleary eyes, I saw my husband, near panic etched on his face, nod in agreement. Then as I ran my tongue around my lips, searching out and scooping up any last remnants of Zeke's seed, I found myself drifting off into the sleep of the very well fucked...
#
I awoke in near darkness, having a terrible need to pee. A thin line of light coming through the not quite drawn curtains in the window provided plenty of illumination once my eyes adjusted. I was in bed with Danny, his halting snore as familiar a sound as any I knew. A blanket covered our nakedness and I felt hot and sticky. A few feet away in the other bed, lying naked and exposed were Zeke and Donna -- her head resting on his stomach and maybe an almost evaporated line of drool extending from her open lips across his groin to his cock, which appeared half erect, lying across his thigh.
I moved the cover off me and slid to the edge of the bed. Danny's hand reached out to my wrist and he moaned softly, more asleep than awake, "Noooo. Stay with me, Melissa."
I broke his grip and whispered softly. "I'm just going to pee, baby. I'll be right back." He whimpered in his sleep, shifting uneasily as I slipped out of the bed and into the bathroom. There, I sighed with relief as I emptied my bladder and as I wiped, realizing that I was a bit sorer than I could ever recall. Not bad pain, but that "I'm sore cause I got the fucking of my life, sore." I shivered then and felt fresh heat and moistness between my legs as my memories of the evening adventure flooded back to me.
For the first time, I truly understood the value of swinging -- of having other partners. Part of me loved Danny with all my heart, but finally, after the other lackluster encounters, I'd found something that had more than filled that restless hunger inside me. I felt like I could fuck Zeke for the rest of my life! My fingers stroked my tender flesh for a minute, making me shiver with delight until I regained self control.
I flushed, washed up and turned off the light, pausing first to look at myself in the harsh light of the motel bathroom. Those damned florescent lights bring out every flaw, but I was struck by how sexy I felt I looked -- little red love-bites on my breasts and neck, nipples even now swollen at the thought of Zeke's cock and a goofy, "I just got fucked good" grin on my face.
I left the bathroom, moving past the other bed to reach Danny when a hand shot out and took my wrist. I damned near jumped out of my skin, but somehow didn't make more than a little squeaking noise. I turned and saw that Zeke, still lying supine on his bed, had taken hold of me. His eyes gleamed at me from the dark and he gently tugged me towards him. I resisted only a moment, sparing a glance over at Danny asleep in our bed and then surrendering to the strength I felt in this near stranger.
Once I bumped against the bed, Zeke's tugging changed direction, his hand forcing me down, down until I was on my knees. In the dim light, his eyes commanded me. No words were spoken, just his eyes, flickering once towards his crotch and then focused steadily on me. A sweet sinful shiver slipped through me as I acquiesced without a thought, leaning over and taking his semi-hard cock in my mouth.
Zeke tasted faintly of pussy, cum and saliva and it was ambrosia to me. I lovingly rolled my tongue over and around the head of his cock, cleaning it of any drying, crusting evidence of our earlier activities. I demonstrated my newfound prowess at deep throating, taking all of him in my mouth while my eyes never left his, seeking and finding his silent approval as I sucked him to a full erection.
Finally, his fingers twisted in my tangled locks and pulled me off his now magnificent and stiff penis. He guided me up onto the bed and again, his eyes told me everything I needed to know. He let me go, putting his arms behind his head, getting comfortable as I straddled him. It suddenly came to me that either Donna was awake and watching or he'd gently moved her while I was sucking him off. Either way, I had been so devoted to my cocksucking, I hadn't noticed anything else.
On my knees, hovering over Zeke, I could feel his thick cock head brushing against my labia, almost making my cunt lips pucker with anticipation. Balancing carefully, I moved into a squat over his lovely body and slowly began to move down, cooing softly as I gently impaled myself on his wonderfully long and thick cock!
I could feel my calf muscles tighten and quiver as I controlled my descent, aching to have him inside me now, but relishing the lusty delight of feeling him slowly spread my cunt flesh as I impaled myself on him. I felt his pubic hairs brushing against my labia and I wiggled in delight as I took all of him in my burning cunt. For a long time, I sat there squatting on Zeke, just savoring his cock.
Slowly, I began to piston up and down on his cock, low, guttural moans emerging from my mouth as it hung open in lewd rapture, feeling the incredible pleasure beginning to boil over from my pussy, smelling my arousal as my pussy juices flooded his cock and escaped, making our joined crotches a sopping wet tangle of hair and flesh.
As my first orgasm erupted from within, I went to my knees, collapsing on top of Zeke, my face and tits pressing against his chest, feeling his strong heart pound underneath my flattened breasts, feeling a corresponding pulse from his cock, throbbing in my tightly clamped cunt, only my hips in motion, yielding to the oldest instinct in the world -- unable to deny the desire to mate.
As I regained control of my body, I kissed my way upwards till I found his mouth, lashing his tongue with mine as I continued to fuck his wonderful cock. Then I was up and riding him, a sneer of complete and utter carnal joy on my lips as I bounced up and down on his long, thick dick. I was moaning louder now, not caring if I woke anyone else up, just focused on fucking that wonderful penis forever.
I heard more than saw Donna moan and sigh in her sleep beside us, but when I glanced over at my husband, I could see that Danny's eyes were open. With a mute expression, Danny watched us -- watched me pleasure Zeke. I could not see gratitude or concern in his face, but to be honest, I didn't care. All I wanted was to fuck Zeke, fuck him forever.
I have no clue how long I rode him. I know my body was covered in a thick sheen of fuck sweat from my exertions. My hair dripped with sweat and rivulets of moisture ran down my breasts and dropped from my hardened nipples to splatter on Zeke's chest. I came hard a second time and then a third. I was dizzy and exhausted, yet unable and unwilling to stop, spurred on by the silent command in Zeke's eyes to pleasure him...to please him.
He lay there, hands behind his head, a gentle smile on his face, letting me do all the work, my steaming pussy massaging his long, hard shaft as I rode him -- virtually motionless until finally as I felt yet another orgasm begin to build, Zeke grunted and as I descended on his cock, he thrust upward, going deep into my womb and the world caught fire as his hot semen scalded my insides, setting off a glorious orgasm that swept me senseless.
I have no idea how long I bounced around on Zeke's wonderful cock cumming my brains out -- there seemed to be no ebb and flow of pleasure, just one continuously immense flow of ecstasy centered on my pussy and spreading outward to all parts of my body. Later I would reflect on how fucking Zeke reorganized my understanding of the world and all the possibilities therein. Everything now had to be seen in a new perspective. Danny was a good lover and had made me orgasm many times, but Zeke...Zeke made me CUM!
Eventually my orgasm did subside and I collapsed onto Zeke in a sweaty heap -- not that I recall much. I just know I didn't return to Danny's side, instead falling asleep on top of Zeke, eventually slipping off to curl up on one side of him, my leg thrown across his legs and my body pressed up against him, holding onto him like he was the most valuable thing on Earth. I freely confess, I never even entertained a thought of returning to my husband's bed. In the hazy, warm afterglow of the fucking of my life, I was right where I wanted to be as I drifted off to a contented sleep.
I came awake, at least partially, sometime in the later hours. It was dark and I was again quivering with pleasure. As I awoke, I realized the source was a pair of soft lips and a maddening tongue going down on me. I could hear slurping noises and quickly realized that as I was still cuddling with Zeke and I could sense more than see Danny in the other bed (I did wonder if he was watching), that it had to be Donna between my thighs.
Zeke's wife spent what seemed to be a sweet eternity eating my pussy, her tongue roaming hungrily over my flesh, delving deep inside to lap up her husband's sperm one moment and then devilishly torturing my clitoris the next. Donna made me whimper and moan as she lovingly brought me to orgasm again and again, opening my eyes to the true joys of oral sex when done by a master.
I was spent when Donna finally withdrew. I was still half asleep with my head in an orgasmic fog as I felt her move up alongside Zeke's other side. Maybe I dreamed the rest, maybe it was real, but I think they had a conversation.
"Did you get your fill, darling? Did you like eating my jizz from Melissa's cunt?"
"Best tasting meal I ever had. I really, really like her, Zeke."
"Yeah, me too -- she's...she's one of us."
"Baby, can we keep her?"
There was Zeke's deep, rumbling chuckle and then, "We'll see, darling."
At that point, I slipped back into a deep slumber, my dreams naughty and strange -- seeing myself naked in front of a mirror, semen dripping from my face and breasts and running in a thick stream from my spread cunt lips, me scooping it up with my hands and drinking it and never getting my fill. Finally I began to turn, looking over my shoulder at myself and seeing as I turned, a large red tattoo on my ass...a red heart with a banner..."
I came out of my dream with a start -- someone was tugging at my arm. I blinked, the room still dim, but with sunlight sneaking through the almost closed curtains. Danny stood over me, a bundle of wadded up clothes in his other hand. He was bare-chested and wearing his jeans. He let me go, held up a finger to his lips and then pointed towards the bathroom. Confused, I nodded and then eased from Zeke's sleeping embrace and followed my husband to the bathroom.
Inside, he closed the door behind us and held out clothes...my dress, long ago abandoned, in his hand. In a whisper, he said, "Get dressed, Melissa. Time to go."
I took my dress, more out of instinct than anything and then shook my head as if to clear it so I could understand Danny's words. "What? Go where?"
Danny frowned, his face tight -- almost scared. "Time to go home. I don't think this is going to work out."
I felt myself stiffen up and anger began to mix with the confusion. Part of my brain screamed outrage at the thought of leaving Zeke...of leaving Zeke's fine cock. "What do you mean, its not working out? Danny, I'm having the time of my life!"
My husband's face reddened. Through clenched teeth, he muttered. "These aren't the right folks...they're not what they said they were. We're leaving. Get dressed, Melissa."
Confusion melted away as my anger grew. "Danny, I like these people. I'm having a great time and you want to leave? I don't under..." and yet suddenly I did understand. "You son of a bitch," I hissed as comprehension flooded through me. Danny ducked his head against my angry glare.
"All this time you've been picking couples that had what you wanted...some willing pussy and a guy you don't feel inferior too."
Danny shrank back from me, shaking his head and saying, "No, sweetie, no. We can talk about it later, right now we need to get going. We'll talk about it at home."
I reached out and shoved him angrily in the chest. "Bullshit! We'll fucking talk about it now. You asshole -- you picked out losers to fuck me while you scratched your itch for some strange pussy!"
My husband held up his hands as if to both defend himself against me physically and to ward off my accusation. "No, no, no. Now stop it, Melissa. We can talk when we get home."
"Fuck you! THIS is what's been bugging you all this time. Me getting fucked good makes you a limp dick. Fuck you, I'm not going anywhere!"
Danny started to reply, but stopped as the door to the bathroom swung open and a sleepy-eyed Zeke stepped through, Donna peering from behind his back -- both naked. Even pissed off, the sight of their naked bodies sent a thrill through me. "Everything okay, folks," Zeke asked in that lazy drawl of his.
Danny took a deep breath and puffed out his chest and said, "Yeah, but I gotta be honest, Zeke. This just isn't working and I expect we just need to call it off and go home." He glanced at me meaningfully and added, "Right, honey?"
For a moment, I felt the words, "Yes, Danny," rising in my throat, but then I looked down at Zeke's cock, still at half mast and I felt my cunt quiver with desire and I let my true feelings take voice. "No, I don't want to go home. I want to fuck some more."
I heard a slight giggle from Donna and Zeke smiled at me in such a way that made my pussy just get wetter. Danny stepped up in front of me, mustering his courage to face Zeke and said, "No, this is getting out of hand. We need to go home now." Then as if appalled by his own nerve, he took a step back, almost cowering under Zeke's gaze. I saw Zeke's cock twitch and rise up perhaps an inch, growing slightly larger.



"Well, hell, man. If you guys want to go, go. Ain't nobody going to stop you, Danny," he said. "But," and he turned and smiled evilly at me. "If either of you wants to stay, that's cool too. Donna and me will make sure you get home."
"I'm staying," I said in an angry voice and before Danny could reach out, I pushed back Zeke and Donna and back into the main room.
My husband rushed out behind me and said, "The hell you are. Now get fucking dressed, Melissa." He grabbed me by the upper arm, squeezing until I whined with pain. With his other hand, he again shoved my wrinkled dress at me. "I'll drag you out of here naked if I have to."
"Hey." We both froze at the danger that was in that one calmly spoken word that Zeke said as he stepped from the bathroom. He wasn't smiling and he wasn't frowning. He looked serious...deadly serious. "Danny," he began, the menace in his voice burning the words into the air. "Man, you wanna go, go. Stay, watch, fuck, I don't care, but ain't nobody going to make someone else do something they don't wanna do."
Zeke looked at me and said, "Melissa, what do you want to do?"
The room was as quiet as a cemetery at dawn as I looked at Danny and at Zeke and again at my husband and part of me knew that suddenly my marriage might be hanging in the balance of whatever I did. Part of me looked down at Zeke's cock, now almost three quarters erect and informed the rest of me what the plan was. I didn't speak up, didn't say a word. I simply walked away from Danny to Zeke, falling to my knees in front of him and taking his cock in my mouth with a happy sigh.
Zeke and I were in profile to my husband, so he could see with what relish and joy I was taking in sucking Zeke's lovely cock. As he quickly hardened in my mouth, I ran my hands up his ankles and thighs and cupped his tight ass cheeks and then used them as leverage as I fucked Zeke's cock with my mouth, taking him deep and fast, gurgling my pleasure in pleasing him, not caring what Danny thought as he watched his wife willfully sucking another man's cock in front of him in defiance.
Zeke grunted in approval and then looked over to Danny and said, "Your wife can sure suck cock, man. So can Donna. It's your choice, dude. Stay and get nasty or split. Your choice."
There was a long moment afterwards, silent except for the wet noises of me sucking Zeke off. Donna chimed in, "C'mon, honey. We'll have fun. Shuck those pants off and I'll fuck your brains out!"
Danny ignored her and said, "You coming, Melissa?" My only response was to take Zeke as deep as possible and then rub my face against his hairy crotch as my throat contracted around Zeke's big dick. I heard a rustle of clothing and then my husband said, "Fuck you, bitch," and then the door opened and slammed. I never missed a beat as I ignored him -- ignored the possibility that my marriage just went out the door too. In my anger and I freely admit, my lust, I was willing to live with that at that moment.
I looked up into Zeke's face, a strangely gentle smile looking back at me and he stroked my hair as he said, "You're something, girl." I continued to suck him, never pausing, letting all thoughts of Danny slip from my mind as I loved on his erect penis.
I felt weight and warm skin against my back and then the sensation of Donna's hard nipples scrapping against my flesh. Her hands came around me and cupped my heavy breasts, lifting and squeezing them even as she hugged me tight. "You are so brave," she whispered in my ear. "You're my new hero!" Her hands played and teased my thick nipples as I sucked on Zeke. One hand slowly slid down my waist and right hip before trailing underneath me to rub my wet pussy. I trembled as I felt fingers splicing between my labia and sliding inside me with special understanding and knowledge that only another woman can truly possess.
I moaned around Zeke's dick as one, then two, and finally three fingers pressed into me and began to work in and out of my slippery and furnace hot cunt. With each thrust of Donna's fingers, I felt my own fingernails digging into Zeke's tight butt cheeks and my head picked up speed as it bobbed back and forth on his cock.
Donna whispered in my ear, "Do you want more?" and when I burbled a muffled and enthusiastic response through my mouth full of cock, without warning, I felt all five fingers of her right hand worm into my pussy and I almost choked as I screamed around all that cock as she wiggled those fingers and made a fist inside me!
I began to cum, my body almost collapsing on me, Donna's free arm wrapped around my body holding me up and then assisted by Zeke as his hands wrapped around strands of my hair, keeping my face in place to suck his cock. As Donna began to fist-fuck me, Zeke gradually assumed the role of aggressor, soon thrusting into my mouth -- fucking me orally while his wife fisted me!
Then her arm released me and I felt other fingers teasing my stuffed cunt, getting digits slick with my cunt cream which was oozing from my pussy with every thrust of her hand. Warm, wet fingers slipped between my ass cheeks and I'm sure Zeke saw my eyes go wide in surprise as a slick index finger pressed against my tight anus and slowly began to worm its way past my sphincter!
Orgasm again wracked my body, its entrance coinciding with Donna's finger sliding into my ass to the second knuckle while she worked her fist inside my pussy. I screamed in the throes of carnal joy, began to choke and had to let Zeke's cock slip from my lips just as he cried out, "FUCK, YEAH!" and began to cum. I'd lost count of the number of times he'd cummed since yesterday afternoon, but even in the grip of my intense orgasm, was amazed at the amount of hot, gooey semen that splattered across my face, some landing on my nose and cheeks and chin and some in my open mouth.
I think I was a little bit nuts for a bit, lost in ecstatic bliss as my pussy tried to contract around Donna's fist -- her twisting and turning it and applying pressure just so... I tried to recapture Zeke's cock in my mouth and did eat some of his ejaculating sperm as I got my lips around the crown of his cock for a few moments, but most of his load splattered against my face and upper chest -- thick rivulets of spunk trickling down my tits or between them. In the heights of Donna's fist-induced orgasm, the feel of his hot, thick semen simply escalated my pleasure and in a fit of desire, I reached up and smeared his seed all over my face and rubbed sperm into my large breasts before sucking the remnants from my own fingers.
Donna sensed I'd reached the outer limits of pleasure and slowly unclenched her hand and gently eased her fingers from my pulsating cunt and bringing one last almost painful jolt of ecstasy as she suddenly yanked her index finger from my asshole. I squalled with pleasure as my body fell back against her, turning to see her pretty, grinning face. I moved to kiss Donna, but she held up the hand that had been in my cunt moments before, her fingers -- her whole hand coated in my pussy juices, some of it thick and whitish.
With a naughty giggle, Donna smeared my own cream over my own face, letting it join and mix with the streamers and blobs of semen already there. I gasped in surprise -- amazed at the heat of my own leavings and even more amazed at how excited her nasty actions made me.
Donna was suddenly on me, her mouth showering me with kisses, her tongue lapping up the mixed juices on my face and then feeding them to me with aggressive soul kisses -- kisses I returned with hungry passion. When my face was clean, she attended to the spunk on my breasts, pausing only to bite my throbbing nipples before running her tongue over my meaty breasts before sharing it with me in tongue twisting kisses.
Eventually, the last tremors of my orgasm faded and between tender kisses from Donna, tears began to run down my face as the enormity of the moment hit me -- what I had just experienced sexually and what I might have done to my marriage. Tears led to great heaving sobs and wails. Amidst all that, Zeke picked me up like I was a baby and carried me to the bed. Both he and Donna cradled me between them, wrapping arms and legs around me and calming me with tender caresses and soft kisses until the crying subsided.
We talked about what had happened -- about the revelations I had had about Danny and myself. I was mildly surprised to not feel more regret. I was damned angry at my husband for trying to manipulate circumstances for his own pleasure and I was very excited about the new feelings I had inside of me -- hungers to experience new worlds of sexual pleasure and the emotions I was feeling about Donna and Zeke.
Donna and the whole female experience was very arousing and I wanted to explore that bi-sexual side of me that I had scarcely realized existed inside me and then there was Zeke. I knew that I still loved Danny, but now there was something more with Zeke. He made me feel safe and beautiful and horny and the feminists can start throwing rocks, but dammit, I wanted to please him in every way possible and I hungered for how he and that dick of his made me feel.
Zeke and Donna admitted to me that they felt a kinship with me that they'd not experienced much in their swinging adventures -- Zeke making me blush when he said that I was the first woman besides Donna that just naturally made his dick hard. Donna said that all her dreams and fantasies since she had seen my photo had come true and then some. My head absolutely spun at their words and my heart beat wildly at the possibilities that lay ahead.
Zeke finally came out and asked if I wanted him to take me home.
"Right now?" I asked in a very small voice.
"Yeah, baby. Right now," he responded.
I was probably shocked more than they at how fast the word, "NO!" escaped my lips. "Danny and I will work it out or we won't," I said. "Either way, every moment I can have with you two, I want. I might be crazy, but I think I love you guys!"
Donna's face brightened even as tears came to her eyes and she replied, "Awwww! We love you too, Melissa!" She moved closer and kissed me and then Zeke was with her and we were all three kissing.
We began with lips and then those lips were traveling elsewhere until somehow we were all linked mouths to crotches. Zeke was between my legs, his long and talented tongue showing me how good a man can really eat pussy while I went down on Donna, relishing again the taste of her wet cunt and taking pride in instinctively knowing all the right ways to make a woman cream with my tongue. Donna sucked on her husband's cock, switching out from time to time and spreading his ass cheeks and licking his asshole, providing me with my first experience of rimming.
At that moment, we abandoned all thought and mention of my husband and threw ourselves into the weekend of sexual abandon we had all hoped would occur from the start. We sucked and licked and fucked all through the day, recharging with long naps with the three of us intertwined. We talked and got to know each other more -- Zeke even confessing that part of his endurance was due to his rather unusual pharmaceutical knowledge gained in earlier times combined with the new anti-impotency drugs. Part of me might have been shocked a few days before, but now having been the beneficiary of his supercharged cock, I had no complaints.
Saturday night ended with me on my hands and knees, my asshole, wet and sloppy from Donna's talented tongue and Zeke kneeling behind me, his cock wet and slick with my pussy juices preparing me for the first ass fucking of my life. I was trembling with both excitement and fear as I felt Zeke's thick knob press against my sphincter -- about to have lose my last cherry, something Danny had been too squeamish to try over the years.
My world changed as Zeke slowly forced his meat inside my anal chute, bringing screams of pain from my lips that slowly became sobs of pleasure as he slowly worked his cock in and out of my ass, loosening up my asshole and firing up pleasure centers I never knew existed. I was totally under his control as he fucked me fast and then slow, deep and then shallow and all I could do was beg him for more.
In the end, I was a helpless mass of quivering flesh -- Zeke holding me up with his hands and cock and my head resting in the wet, slick pussy of Donna, spread-eagled before me, taking great pleasure from my feeble and aimless lickings, she taking my head in her hands and using my face to rub and fuck her throbbing cunt. I barely remember the end of it as I felt a gusher of searing hot semen flood my bowels and then I was over the precipice, falling helplessly in the throes of the single greatest orgasm of my life.
I awoke in the darkness, feeling myself cuddled by Zeke and Donna, my lips wrapped around her erect nipple and his semi-erect cock nestled against my tender ass cheeks. I could feel the semen running down my thighs, cool and sticky now and my mouth tasted of cunt -- licking my lips, I could taste Donna on me and the aroma of her scent hung about my face. I sighed happily, my breath making Donna sigh too, deep in her sleep. I felt loved and safe and I slipped back to sleep, content in every way.
Morning saw us once again locked together in the throes of passionate and in my case anxious fucking. Zeke took us in turn, first his wife and then me and then my wild weekend came to a close as Donna and I engaged in a tender bout of sixty-nine loving. While Donna rested and cleaned up, Zeke ran me home and I felt like the slut I had been all weekend, riding on the back of his chopper, my arms wrapped tightly around his waist as he took me back to my home town, my hair streaming wildly in the wind and my legs being shown off to best advantage in that slutty little black dress I had worn on their arrival and my cunt tingling in the soothing vibrations from between my legs.
I'm sure there were neighbors all agog as they watched Zeke pull into my driveway and witnessed me giving him a long and tender kiss. Finally, I said my goodbyes, wiping tears in my eyes and turned to walk up to the porch. I stopped when I saw Danny standing there, his arms folded across his chest, his eyes red and swollen, that pouting look of disgust he'd had the previous morning still on his face.
"Danny," I said.
He spat on the ground and pointed back along the driveway towards my old Chevy and said, "I packed up most of your shit and it's in there. I want you the hell gone, Melissa."
"Danny," I began again, hearing my voice break and I don't know what made me angrier -- hearing myself start to cry or the way my husband was reacting. "Are you sure you want to go this way?"
Danny looked at me like I was some kind of bug -- someone awful and he spat off the porch again and said, "Slut."
He turned and started to walk inside, but stopped when Zeke called out from behind me, "Hey, man." I hadn't heard Zeke dismount and come up behind me. I felt a shiver of delicious comfort when he put a hand on my shoulder. Danny turned back and looked at the two of us, his disgust now mixed with unease. Zeke said, "Melissa will be staying with us, dude. You got my email if you come to your senses."
Zeke then stepped around me and turned his back on my husband if he didn't exist. "You okay to drive?" he asked me. I nodded, still trying to process everything. Zeke smiled -- that dangerous, exciting smile of his and asked, "You think you'd be okay staying with Donna and me?"
A grin flitted across my face even as electric tingles flitted over my weary, well fucked cunt. "Oh lord, yes. I'd love it," I said.
Zeke smiled and guided me to my car, helping me in. Neither of us gave Danny another glance as we pulled out of the driveway and I followed Zeke back to the motel. Once there, Zeke quickly filled Donna in and she squealed, kissed Zeke on the mouth and then hurried to my car, climbing in on the passenger side and giving me a long kiss before informing me she would ride back with me to their home. That proved very distracting as she sat curled up next to me, her hand resting dangerously high on my upper thigh.
Now, most of those listening to my story no doubt expect an explicit account of two weeks of no-holds barred fucking, but the truth is somewhat different. Zeke worked days at a local car dealership as a mechanic and Donna had a part-time job with a local grocery and many hours passed by myself, allowing me time to think about things -- Danny, my marriage, Zeke and Donna and most of all the future.
Was there sex -- to be sure! Every night we three made love and there were a few independent moments with Zeke and Donna separately -- Donna and I spent several lovely mornings in bed alone, exploring my growing bi-sexual side. But there were also cookouts and walks and television shows and cleaning -- me insisting on helping with the chores and all the everyday stuff that makes up one's life. There were talks on the phone with Danny who was wavering, struggling with his own demons and with what was happening to our marriage.
When the first weekend came, we did cut loose -- Zeke got himself revved up and by Sunday afternoon, Donna and I were walking bowlegged and the house smelled of fucksweat, spunk and pussy. It was glorious and I reveled in losing myself in the earthshaking sex that these two inspired and provided. In the glow of some glorious afterglow of some glorious orgasms, I began to make some decisions for myself and my future.
Another week passed in much the same way, ending in a weekend of wonderful, shattering sex that wound up including some of Zeke's and Donna's friends and I loved every fucking minute of it! During the week that followed, I had some very earnest discussions with Zeke and Donna and committed to some actions that I would later look back upon and never feel a shred of regret.
It was a month after that first fateful swinging weekend that Danny asked me to come home. I was honest and told him I wasn't sure I wanted to come back, but finally, I agreed to meet him, but only if Zeke and Donna were with me. Danny conceded and we planned to meet on the following Saturday at the motel where it all began.
We arrived first and were waiting in the very same room where we'd all first met. When Danny first walked through the door, he paused, staring at us from across the room. His eyes widened as he took me in.
I was sitting on the arm of an overstuffed chair next to Zeke. Donna sat on the other arm and Zeke had his hands draped casually yet possessively on our bare thighs. Donna and I were both in matching fire engine red halter dresses -- the short hemlines barely covering our crotches and the low cut tops offering a lot of cleavage, especially in my case. The clingy, jersey cotton material left no doubts that we were braless...and aroused.
Perhaps what shocked Danny the most was my hair. At my urging, Donna had taken me to her beautician who'd done a marvelous job turning my mousy sandy colored hair into a stark, almost platinum bleach blonde color. As my husband's eyes roamed over my body, I felt pleased by his expression of shock and amazement.
Finally my husband found his voice and said, "Are you...are you ready to come home, Melissa?" His voice sounded fearful -- perhaps not sure I was going to say yes or perhaps afraid about what he was about to let back into his home.
I stood up, Zeke following behind me, Donna watching us all with frank interest. "I think I am, Danny, but there are going to be some changes...some I'm not sure you're going to like."
Danny swallowed hard, his eyes focusing uncomfortably on the possessive hand Zeke placed on my shoulder -- echoing the moment when he threw me out. "Like...what changes, honey," he said, his voice rising a little.
I smiled, surprised to suddenly find myself feeling a lot of love for him, almost regretting what I was about to say and do...almost. "I love you, Danny, but things have changed. They can't ever go back the way they are. Zeke and Donna -- they're a part of me now." I glanced over at Donna who gave me a saucy, sexy wink and then over my shoulder at Zeke who I smiled at and then nodded.



Zeke's fingers moved deftly to the string of my halter dress and undid it. Slowly, the jersey cloth fell away from my body, revealing that I had no panties on. Danny's eyes widened as he saw my vulva as smooth as the day I was born. Donna had demonstrated to me the pleasures of a bald pussy.
"That's just the least of it, Danny," I said, turning slowly into Zeke, showing my husband my ass -- the angle bringing my left ass cheek into view first, revealing the large red heart with a white banner flowing across it and the flowing blue script that declared my intentions -- that announced with no doubts that I was the "Property of Zeke." It might have been evil of me, but the pain of all those hours on my stomach in the Tattoo Parlor was worth the look on my husband's face.
As I cuddled against Zeke, my hand in his shirt, rubbing his hard chest, I said to Danny. "I love you and you are still my husband, but Zeke is my man now. I belong to him." I rose up on tiptoe and kissed Zeke on the mouth, lewdly rolling tongues with him in front of my husband. When we finished, I looked at Danny and continued, "I'll come home, but when Zeke wants me, I'm his, to do with what he wants, where he wants, whenever he wants." I paused and smirked at Danny. "You called me a whore and a slut and you're right. I'm Zeke's slut and whore."
Danny swallowed, his face so red, I thought he might have a stroke. "What the fuck are you saying?"
I started to speak, but Zeke squeezed my shoulder to spur me to silence and he answered instead. "What it means, Danny, is if I say suck my cock, she'll do it, no questions asked." Zeke grinned and glanced at me. "Suck my cock, Melissa."
Without hesitation, I went down to my knees, reaching out to tug his sweatpants down, revealing that he was going commando and that he was already magnificently erect. I wrapped a hand around his stiff dick and guided it into my mouth, looking at Danny and making sure he got a good look at what I was doing.
"What it means, man, is I'm going to fuck this hot bitch whenever I want. She's going to be just like Donna -- the best fucking slut that ever wanted to please a man." Zeke grinned and nodded and went on, "Now, you're her husband, so I'm fine with you fucking her too, so long as I'm not, but when I tell her too, she's going to fuck or suck my brains out...or if I'm so inclined, she'll happily fuck anyone I tell her to. Right, Melissa?"
I nodded with my mouth full of hard cock and mumbled something close to the word, "Yes!"
Danny's eyes went back and forth between my face full of cock and the tattoo on my asscheek. His face was no longer red, but a sickly whitish pale. I saw regret and anger and confusion in his face, but nothing else. Part of me regretted crushing him so completely, but part of me was angry that he wouldn't even put up a pretense of a fight. Just as Zeke thrust his cock deep into my throat, Danny just put his head down and walked out the door. I wish I could say I wanted to go after him, but there on my knees, pleasuring Zeke's fine, erect penis was where I wanted to be...then and forever.
I got the papers a few weeks later in the mail -- "Irreconcilable Differences. Today, Zeke and Donna and I are still together and I reckon we always will be. Lust has deepened into love over time and Zeke treats Donna and me equally as his wives. We even had an actual marriage ceremony done in Las Vegas a few years ago on vacation. Not legal of course, but we put the certificate on the living room wall anyway.
Sometimes I think of Danny and wonder how he's doing. I wished he'd been man enough to claim me or at least share me, but I have no real anger now. If he hadn't suggested us swinging to begin with, I'd never have met Zeke and Donna. Maybe it was a swingers' surprise, but as I spread my legs for Zeke's fine cock or Donna's evil tongue, I know that in the end, it was the best surprise ever.
The End
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Merry Christmas everyone - this is my present to you (although it will likely arrive a bit late). I suspect you'll either love it or want to come after me with pitchforks and torches...lol. It is a bit different. I really look forward to your feedback on this one.
All characters are fictional, existing only within the confines of this story and my mind. Enjoy!
In the end, one realizes there is still so much left to do and to say and even as weary as I am, my heart failing in ever increasing increments, I feel regret. My daughter leans over me as beautiful as ever at age fifty-five – our son and daughter flanking her on each side, each trying to hold back their emotions and put a brave face on things. I reach out and touch my daughter's hand, feeling her fingers close around my shaky digits, squeezing hard as if to will her own life force into my frail and fading body.
"Sally, it's alright," I say in a raspy voice, my throat dry from the constant flow of oxygen. "Don't mourn, my darling. We've – I've had a good life." I feel her wedding ring rub against mine – we've worn them now for twenty years, ever since our mother passed away and she took Mom's place in my bed.
"I love you, Daddy," my girl replies. "I don't want you to go!" She blinks back tears and glances at our son and daughter, barely out of their teens. "None of us want to lose you."
"I love you too, Sally. I love you all." I look into each of our children's eyes – at Megan's sweet face, her grandmother's eyes staring back at me, glowing with the special love that a woman has for her first lover. Images of our first night together pass through my mind – her long lithe body wrapped around mine as my blood flecked erection brings her to her first cock induced orgasm.
I look at Jack's face, his love evident in that face that looks so much like a younger version of myself – love and understanding of his place now – his destiny to take my place in his mother's bed, husband and lover to Sally and to his sister. Again, I am almost swept away with the memories of my daughter and our son coming together as lovers for the first time, Sally's rapturous expression as with legs spread wide, she accepted her son's magnificent cock into her pussy for the first time.
I feel an old and familiar sensation and I almost laugh. Imagine at age eighty with a failing heart, getting a woody on one's death bed. Mom would find this hilarious. I can almost hear her say, "That's my John! That's my horny loving son!"
Images of my mother come to mind – doing nothing to abate the sudden burgeoning erection between my legs. My mother – my greatest love, gone now for a score of years and even as her memories press down on me – of Mom riding my cock, her great and heavy breasts bouncing as we fuck with complete abandon, exciting me, so does the heaviness of breathing. The monitors begin to make warning noises – sounds I am so tired of hearing and I know that I'm done.
"Please, Daddy, don't leave me," Sally begs, her hand tightening around mine. It should be painful, but sensation is fading.
I try and squeeze back, whispering, "Its time, my love – I'm tired and I miss our mother. It's time for me to go to her." Each word is harder to speak than the word before it.
Sally's tears fall on my face as she leans down and kisses me, her lips and tongue brushing my dry and chapped lips. "I love you so much, Daddy," I hear her say as things begin to rapidly fade around me. "Go to her, Daddy. Give Mom our love. I love you so much!" It is the last thing I hear and then I feel my daughter's lips brushing mine one last time as...
I am ELSEWHERE. Streams of light of every color in the spectrum and colors unimagined pass through me or I pass through them. I am BODYLESS – without form and substance. I am in MOTION and I am at REST. I am EVERYTHING and NOTHING. I am nothing but the summary of a lifetime of MEMORY.
I am SOMEWHERE! It is beautiful, a cathedral of light, reinforced by unearthly music so lovely I want to weep. From wisps of illuminated ether emerges a figure, almost too great to behold, his form too perfect to be truly human, great feathered wings spreading wide from his back. Eyes blaze with the same brilliant fire that wreathes the great sword in his hand.
Despite my lack of form, he or it looks deep into my being and intones, "John Heller, you stand before your Lord God. I am the archangel Michael. Prepare to be judged."
From nowhere and everywhere, a light that is truly too beautiful to be truly beheld manifests and I quail before its purity that assaults all my senses. "OPEN YOUR HEART, MY CHILD, SHOW ME WHAT YOU ARE!"
I feel transparent and all that I am – all that I have been, is revealed. "The heart of John Heller – what do you find, Almighty God?" intones the angel, Michael.
"I FIND LOVE IN THIS CHILD," replies the VOICE that would make the finest singer in the world weep with envy.
"And do you find hate, Lord God?"
"NAY! HIS HEART IS PURE – LOVE BURNS AWAY ALL BASE EMOTION!"
"What be the judgment of the Almighty upon John Heller?" asks the Angel Michael, raising his flaming sword in readiness.
"I FIND JOHN HELLER WORTHY. TAKE HIM TO HEAVEN TO DWELL IN MY HOUSE FOREVER!"
The Angel bows in obedience and replies, "As the Father of us all commands." Michael turns and wings spreading wide, says with complete solemnity, "John Heller, you have been judged and your soul found commendable. Come now and dwell in the house of the Lord."
He approaches and even though on some deep level, I know what has happened is good, he is still a fearsome, imposing figure. As he reaches for me, the holy light that has enveloped me increases a million fold and as what I am seems to disintegrate in its joyous intensity, I hear the VOICE once more, "BE BLESSED, MY SON." I am torn from the presence of that glorious light and I want to weep and then I am...
...sitting on what appears to be a park bench. A series of jarring events of comprehension follow. I am in a massive garden on what appears to be the perfect spring day with blue skies, sunshine and a gentle breeze that is keeping the temperature perfect. With sudden delight, I realize the weight of old age is gone and that I feel like I am eighteen again. Then simultaneously, I am aware of two more things. My very erect cock is being sucked and there is a man sitting next to me.
I glance down. I am naked and I marvel for a moment as I realize my body is that of a young man and I am hugely erect and there is a woman kneeling between my legs, her tongue working me over with enthusiasm. Short, curly platinum blonde hair bobs as her lips slide up and down my shaft. Heavy, voluptuous breasts sway enticingly as she sucks my dick.
I turn and look at the man sitting next to me. He has long, wiry dark hair and a dark olive complexion. From above a prominent, hawkish nose, he looks at me with the kindest eyes I have ever seen and gives me a gentle smile. "Good morning," he says in a soft voice. He turns slightly and offers me his hand.
"Good morning," I reply as I shake his hand. Then he takes his hand back and it comes to rest between his legs, atop the head of a dark haired woman who is sucking his very large cock. I look at his face again and although he looks nothing like the countless images I've seen all my life, another look into those eyes is all I need to know who he is. "You...you're..."
He grins and then laughs before replying, "Jesus aka Jesus Christ aka the Savior aka Son of God – blah, blah, blah! Yes, but let's keep it simple, okay. I'm Jesus and you're John and we're a couple of lucky guys getting great blowjobs. Welcome to Heaven."
I look around me. The gardens or park seems right out of a heavenly setting and a short distance away, I see an immense palace of great beauty. I am reminded of the palace at Versailles. Mom and I had taken an anniversary trip there almost thirty years ago and we both thought it was the most beautiful place on earth. This is better.
I start to speak, but nothing comes out. I might just babble nonsense, but the woman sucking me keeps me distracted as her luscious tongue swirls around and around the head of my cock. Jesus again reaches over, patting my shoulder as he says, "I know – not quite what you expected."
"Well..." I reply. "I always figured if there was a god and a heaven, my life choices would – um, disqualify me." I felt myself blushing.
Jesus rolls his eyes. "You mean because you're a motherfucker? Oh and a daughter/sister/granddaughter fucker too? You were all consenting adults and all your family relationships did was to bring pleasure and love into the world. That's no sin in HIS eyes. What you folks had was the blessing of sex that GOD always intended sex to be."
He sighs and strokes the dark hair of the woman orally pleasing him. "It always amazes me – all those preachers talking about the rewards of Heaven and never once mentioning a good blowjob!" He shakes his head and says, "Did you know they even twisted my words around to say there's no sex at all in heaven! Everyone is supposed to just walk around praising GOD and being happy!"
Jesus laughs and adds, "John, every time you shoved your cock into your mother's cunt, you were singing great praises to GOD. The pleasure and love two or more people bring to each other is the greatest act of worship there is!" A look of bliss comes over his face and his hips begin to thrust up into the dark haired woman's mouth. "GOD be praised, this girl is good."
Sensing his approaching climax, the dark haired woman begins to suck harder, her mouth making lewd and wet smacking noises as she pleasures Jesus. As if trying to compete with her, the blonde sucking my cock increases her effort, taking me deep, lips sucking hard, as her tongue roils over my shaft and cock head, making me groan with pleasure. Like Jesus, my hips begin to rise in response, thrusting deep into her warm, wet mouth.
"Oh yeah!" murmurs Jesus as he bucks his hips against the dark haired woman's mouth. "Remember, John – every cry of pleasure...every scream of orgasm is a song of praise to our FATHER! Yessss...that's it sweetie! Take it – eat my spunk, you sweet cocksucker!" He lets out a long cry of pleasure that echoes through the garden.
My blonde cocksucker flutters her tongue over my piss hole and I find myself unable to hold out any longer as my cockhead swells against her loving tongue and pleasure explodes between my legs even as my sperm erupts from my penis. There is a muffled squeal of delight from her pleasing lips as I buck and twist, cumming harder than I can recall in recent memory. Thick streamers of semen gush into her mouth and she looks up at me as she continues to suck on my dick, her brilliant green eyes looking at me lovingly. She seems hauntingly familiar as her pert nose wrinkles with amusement and her cheeks hollow out as she sucks hard on my penis.
Then it is over and both Jesus and I are sitting back as the women finish coaxing the last drops of sperm from our cocks. Jesus chuckles and says. I hope you enjoyed that. It's only been the last hundred years or so that I've convinced HIM that this is a great way to welcome folks to Heaven. I think it helps everyone calm down after the Archangels do their thing." He grins and adds, "It was Michael today, wasn't it? He loves freaking out the new arrivals with that big-assed flaming sword of his."
I manage to nod weakly, remembering it well and feeling delightfully wrung out from Blondie's attentions. I feel her lips slip off my still throbbing member and I look down to see Marilyn Monroe smiling back up at me, a trickle of my semen running down her chin. She giggles and says in that breathy voice that exudes sex, "I loved this nice man's big sword! You're delicious!"
I again open my mouth and nothing comes out. Jesus laughs and responds, "Oh yeah, Norma Jean is real popular with newcomers!
The other woman lets Jesus' penis slip from her mouth and she says, "As always, Jesus, you taste marvelous!" She beams up at him and then turns my way giving me a happy, cum filled grin. She looks very familiar – fair skinned and long limbed and heavy breasted, with black hair hanging down her back to brush at her buttocks. She can't be more than eighteen and I feel a momentary sensation of homesickness as I realize that she suddenly reminds me of my granddaughter, Megan.
Her brown eyes sparkle with delight and she winks at me, tugging at my memories more before she moves towards Marilyn and the two of them share a wet, sloppy kiss, swapping the sperm of Jesus and myself back and forth. Marilyn's sizable but pert breasts mash into the other woman's slightly meatier breasts and their hands stroke each other's fair skin before coming to cup each other's tight young ass cheeks.
"Praise GOD, but isn't that a sight you'd only see in Heaven!" crows Jesus, his cock already perking up. To my surprise, my cock has yet to go down and it slaps wetly against my stomach. Despite the delicious lesbian kiss in front of me, my attention is almost drawn away by the fact that for the first time in decades, I have a sustained erection despite just having ejaculated.
Jesus stands up and I follow along. We watch as the two women end their kiss, thick streamers of divine semen stretching between their lips. The strings break and splatter against Marilyn Monroe's impressive breasts, and the other woman quickly ducks down and licks them up. "Waste not, want not!" intones Jesus in a mock serious voice.
Turning to me, he again shakes my hand. "Well, gotta go. I'm taking Marilyn to welcome more new arrivals. She does love to suck cock." He leans in and in a sotto voce voice whispers, "She's a great fuck too, but I think Jayne Mansfield has a shade tighter pussy!"
Marilyn whirls around and gives him a love tap on the arm. "Does not! Jayne's got a fine little beaver, but I'm like greased silk!" She turns to me and standing up on tip toe, gives me a long wet kiss while her hand finds mine and draws it between her legs. She has a little tuft of brownish pubic hair and it tickles as I pass through it and then my fingers are in her and its like liquid fire, her flesh pulsating against my fingers. "You come visit me sometime, John Heller and I'll show you some seriously heavenly pussy." She giggles again in that special way that can almost make a man cum just listening to it and then lets Jesus take her by the arm.
Jesus gestures to the dark haired girl and says, "Now this little angel has agreed to show you around and explain things a little more. I'm sure we'll be seeing more of each other soon. Maybe you can stop by and meet Mom. I know she'd love to meet you." He grins and pointedly looks down at my erection, "And she'd love to meet that thing too!" He gives us a little wave and he and Marilyn stroll off deeper into the gardens.
"Wow," I say. Then I realize how stupid that sounds and look sheepishly at the young teenager next to me. "Is this really Heaven or am I dreaming."
She laughs and slips her arm around my waist, her body molding against mine as if we were made for each other. She steers us towards the great palace. "It's really Heaven, John," she replies. "Just remember that all the rules of Earth don't apply here. Heaven can be anything you want it to be."
I sigh and say, "Is it magic?"
"No...maybe. Mostly, it's just HIM. HE adores love above all else – not for HIMSELF, but HE revels in our sharing love with each other. Back on Earth, they got so much of it wrong. Here, sex is something to cherish and celebrate." She pauses and rolls her eyes before adding, "Not that Heaven is simply Playboy fantasy #412. People have all sorts of pursuits – not just fucking. Art, music, cooking, writing – anything we enjoyed on Earth, we enjoy here. But love in all its forms is our single greatest pursuit. No hatred, no hang-ups. HE wanted this to be our reward for embracing love in our earlier lives and now we revel in its glory for all eternity.
Suddenly we seem to be entering the immense palace even though just a moment before we were hundreds of feet away. I glance down at the young woman, the question evident in my face. She laughs and says, "Like I said, the rules of Earth don't apply here – physics is just a concept – not always reality."
I nod to show I understand even though I don't and then try not to stand in complete and utter awe at the beauty of the palace – seemingly made of crystal and light and sound. Great doors leading to many rooms adorn hallways that seemed to stretch on towards infinity. Music plays all around us and I hear what I think is the voice of John Lennon, although I don't recognize the song. "Is that...?"
My escort nods enthusiastically. "Yes, that's John – I think his work has gotten even better now that George has arrived. They never really were collaborators, but now they are inseparable. Lord knows how good it will get when the rest arrive."
I shake my head in disbelief. I wave an arm, gesturing at all the doors. "Who lives here?"
She laughs and says, "Everyone in Heaven, sweetie." She gestures to a door to our right. "Just approach a door and think of whom you'd like to see. If they are in Heaven, the door will open to take you to them. If it won't open, they have opted for some privacy...just try again later." She grins at me and says, "Go ahead and try."
"Okay, how about Michelangelo?" I said, saying the first historical person to come off the top of my head.
The teenaged girl nods and then motions towards the door. I open it and we step inside...to find ourselves in a room filled with sunlight from great windows and a middle-aged man standing on a railed platform some ten feet off the ground – an immense unfinished painting before him. I am struck by the beauty and grandeur of it, obviously the work of the great Renaissance artist. I am also struck by the graphicness of the sex it portrays. Then he looks down to the side and in a patient tone says, "Gwen, turn your head a little towards me – Jack, make her feel you inside her!"
I turn my head to see who he is speaking to only to discover four people, naked and fucking. I look on with interest, admiring the shapely bodies of the two women before it hits me that I recognize one of them. A young slender brunette woman, her brown eyes alit with orgasmic pleasure is being fucked from behind by a tall, well muscled man, his light blonde hair hanging down around his shoulders. I feel her give us a sidelong glance and I feel my cock throb as Jackie Kennedy gives us a playful wink. Jackie is licking the spread wide labia of a honey haired pussy stuffed with cock, drawing moans from the buxom blonde woman riding the swollen penis of Jack Kennedy. The blonde's face screwed up in immense pleasure, pussy cream coating Jack's long, hard cock.
"He's calling it, "Sharing Camelot," whispers my guide, her warm breath pleasant in my ear, her hand casually stroking my cock.
It takes me a minute to let the title's meaning sink in and then as I continue to stare with aroused amazement at the carnal scene in front of me, I reply, "You mean Jack and Jackie Kennedy are fucking..."
She giggles and finished for me. "Yep, they're fucking King Arthur and his queen, Guinevere." We both give a little sigh as Arthur Pendragon's queen screams with pleasure, followed quickly by groans from Jack Kennedy as he pumps a load of sperm into her tight, hot cunt. Jackie gives a squeal of joy and begins lapping up semen and pussy juice as it coats her husband's cock.
"The four of them have been an item for years," my young lady tells me. "And when Gwen and Jackie are really feeling horny, they invite Lancelot and Bobby over to join them." She wiggles her eyebrows at me and said, "You can hear Jackie screaming all over Heaven."
I am reluctant to leave, but my young lady lets me know that Michelangelo gets a little cranky around spectators and we exit through the door we came in, returning to the hallways of the immense palace. I can only look at her in amazement and say, "Wow!"



"Would you like to try again?" she asks. "It doesn't have to be someone famous. It could be anyone from your past." She licks her lips and says, "Who was your favorite teacher?"
Despite it having been over sixty years since I had been in school, without hesitation, I replied, "Mrs. Anderson!" My cock throbbed at the memory of my high school English teacher. A tall, lithe redhead – her carrot colored hair usually tied into a tight bun, her athletic figure mostly concealed in tight fitting dress suits, her hemlines so achingly high – all topped off with cat's eye glasses. Mrs. Anderson was the late night fantasy of many high school boys.
The teenaged girl nods and we again open another door, immediately stepping into a brightly lit room, filled with candles and pillows and long silk curtains, filled with a woman's sobs and moans. Before us is a mass of roiling flesh that as it shifts and moves, reveals a naked Mrs. Anderson – her breasts – small cupcake sized tits with long swollen nipples. She is impaled both cunt and ass, her red bush split wide by an immense cock. She is swarmed by young men – scarcely older than I was when I had her for English. Cocks rub up and down her body, exchanging places with the cocks buried deep in her. Swollen cockheads compete for her full and luscious lips.
My young guide leans against me, her firm and heavy breast brushing against, again triggering familiar feelings as she whispers, "It seems you horndogs weren't the only ones with fantasies. Debbie Anderson's been perpetually stuffed with young cock since she arrived some twenty years ago." My cock throbs as I watch her writhe in orgasm as one of her young men cums in her cunt. As he falls away, another young stud takes his place, making her moan anew as he begins to violently fuck her. Mrs. Anderson's cat's eye glasses hang askew on her face as she eagerly twists about in order to lick clean the cock that just filled her pussy with hot semen.
"There's a bit of a waiting list, but Debbie makes exceptions for her old students, John," my young lady purrs as she reaches out and gives my erection a slow and loving stroke, again evoking vague memories.
She leads me out the door again into the vast hallway. The plaintive wail of Janis Joplin now fills the air, a bluesy number I'm not familiar with. When I look at my guide again, she grins and nodding her head, says, "HE really enjoys music from all eras."
We stroll down the hallway, soaking up that sweet whiskey voice for a few moments before my guide asks, "So, John, who would you like to see next?"
I hesitate before speaking, nervous in preparing to ask for that that I want most to see. "I really would like to see my mother."
My guide grins and guides us through a door. The room appears to be constructed of light with a vast bed sitting in what seems to be clouds. The room is empty except for us and I turn to my guide for an explanation only to find her crawling up into the immense bed.
"We were going to see my Mom?" I ask as she begins to smile, easing back on the immense pillows and spreading her legs slowly, stretching out like a sleek feline, her breasts rising as they are pulled taut. Luscious, thick pubic hair is quickly split by fresh pink flesh that glistens.
"Really, John. Has it been that long, sweetheart?" She holds out her hands in a gesture that is as familiar to me as breathing, her fingers beckoning me to come hither.
I feel a salty sting in my eyes as I say in a raspy voice, "Mom?" Memories of years ago – of coming home from a long day at high school my senior year and walking into my bedroom to find Mom naked, her legs spread wide on my bed, beckoning to me, making what I had thought were simply my most secret fantasies come true, came back to me now.
Looking at the young girl on the bed, I see Mom now...Mom as she had been as a teenager and her resemblance to Megan, my granddaughter...Mom's great granddaughter or granddaughter depending on your point of view, become obvious. I quickly move to the bed, almost oblivious to the urgent erection slapping against my stomach, so great is the need to simply be in Mom's arms again.
As I climb on the bed, Mom's appearance seems to magically transform, into the forty-three year old beauty that took my virginity and became the love of my life – slivers of silver in Mom's hair, her breasts a bit larger and heftier, her thighs a little fuller and softer, but her smile just as brilliant.
Then I am lying between her legs, my erection lying between her swollen labia, luxuriating in her heat and wetness. My chest is cushioned by her pillow like breasts as our lips touch and I kiss my mother for the first time in what seems an eternity. As our tongues curl around each other, becoming reacquainted, my tears run down my cheeks to fall and mingle with Mom's tears as we cry and kiss and hug each other tightly.
"I love you, Mom," I whisper as our first kiss ends and I look at the loveliest face in the world. "I've missed you so much!"
Mom smiles up at me and as she wiggles her pelvis against my erection, says, "I can tell, honey!" Her smile makes my heart swell and my cock throb – as it had always been, it was part motherly affection and frank, womanly lust; a sexier expression I have never witnessed. "I love you too, John. I'm glad we're together again and this time, forever!"
The thought of that is almost overwhelming and I kiss Mom again, more forcefully this time which brings a muffled sigh of contentment from her as our tongues dance together once more. I try to take Mom in with all my senses – the taste of her mouth, the hint of jasmine in her hair, the sound of her breathing as we kiss, the loveliness of her face and then, as we both roll our hips just so, the sweet, sweet feeling of Mom's slick, fiery pussy as I slide my hard cock into her.
"Oh GOD, yes!" Mom cries out, flinging her hips upward to meet my thrust, taking my long length into her womb, feeling so familiar and so right. Her cunt, both yielding and tight, closes around my cock, creating sweet, slippery friction as Mom and I begin to move and fuck, halting our passionate kisses only to gasp for air and to cry out our pleasure – both for ourselves and for HIM.
Thirty-seven years of making love to my mother come back to me in an instance – knowing Mom's body better than my own, recalling what made her moan and what made her MOAN! And now, as Mom and I fuck, cock and pussy joined while tongues writhe, I become aware that we are now even more than what we were. It is almost indescribable – the awareness we have for each other and the sheer freedom. It comes to me that now in heaven, all doubts and fears – no matter how small and petty, are vanquished. With HIS blessing, we are completely ourselves and willing to surrender all that we are to each other to become something more.
Mom shivers with ecstasy as I plunge again and again into her pussy – her nipples throbbing against my chest as our bodies slide against each other, slick with the sweat of fucking and passion. As it had been in our old life, each of the countless times we made love or simply fucked somehow was better than the time before. Images of Mom at different times in our life pass before me – at forty-three when we made love for the first time, at forty-five and pregnant with our daughter, Mom's lustrous black hair becoming a mixture of salt and pepper and then a beautiful sheen of pure silver, and as the years mounted, our love never diminishing, always growing stronger.
I groan as Mom's legs wrap around my ass, crossing to lock me to her, flinging her pelvis up to meet my cock's thrusts, our bodies slapping together loudly and wetly as I bury my hard penis into Mom's pussy again and again. Our cries of pleasure rise and seem to become music – a music that celebrates and proclaims the love we shared...before and now!
Mom screams and her body stiffens and I am roaring and we both begin to cum – hot torrents of semen bathing Mom's womb while her cunt clamped down around my shaft, holds me deep inside her as we are lost in the throes of orgasm. I weep from the sheer pleasure, the sheer rightness of being joined with Mom again – linked by familial bonds and by those of wedded bliss. My mother, my wife, my lover, my companion, now and forever!
Then I roll us over, my cock still deep inside Mom, jerking as the last of my load spurts into her cum filled cunt. We are gasping for breath and crying and laughing, Mom's legs splayed out on either side of me as she rests on my cock, her head in the hollow of my neck, panting.
"I – I will..." Mom pauses to gasp for breath. "I will never get tired of that. GOD be praised, but I love you, son!"
I kiss Mom again, savoring being able to taste her sweet lips once again before I reply, "I love you too, Mom!"
We lay there for a bit, Mom on top of me as she had been so many times before. Amazingly, my cock despite having ejaculated twice in a short time is still hard and I revel in the sensation of feeling my penis enveloped in the pulsating sweetness of Mom's inner flesh. It is as if Mom reads my mind (and maybe she does), because she says after a bit, "A bonus of Heaven is that certain limitations of the flesh are um...well, they don't exist here." Mom grins evilly down at me, raising her eyebrows to convey the no doubt lewd thoughts in her mind.
Silence follows as we enjoy simply being together. Finally, I speak up. "I can't believe I didn't recognize you right away."
Mom giggles and says, "Well – arriving here is such a shock to begin with and you didn't know me when I was eighteen, you weren't even born yet! And we weren't lovers for another twenty-five years." Mom giggles again and adds, "And I doubt you were expecting to find your mother going down on Jesus Christ!"
I let out a bark of a laugh and then the enormity of what she had said and my sudden recollection sweep over me. "Omigod! Mom, you sucked Jesus' cock!"
Mom wiggles delightfully on top of me, her pussy muscles massaging my dick as she replies, "Oh, I've done more than that to him since I got here!" Mom leans in and licks my lips lasciviously. "The possibilities here are more than you can ever imagine!"
I nod, both understanding what she meant and also realizing that I might not ever be able to fathom the enormity of what she is saying. One concern rose in my mind. "How does that affect us?"
Mom strokes my cheek with one hand, lovingly and softly as she has done since I was a child. "We are one, my love. We are Mother and Son, Husband and Wife, Soul-mates... forever. Still, here in Heaven there is much more love to share. You'll find that jealousy and possessiveness just don't exist." Mom gives me a kiss, her teeth gently teasing and pulling on my lower lip. "So, I won't mind if you fuck Mrs. Anderson or anyone else."
"And I won't mind when you're with someone else, will I?" I ask, knowing that it is true even as I say it.
"No, you won't, Mom answers. "It's all love here and the more we share love, the more there is...all for HIS glory."
I nod, thinking and hoping I understand. "I'm still sorry I didn't recognize you when I...arrived. I know I've seen pictures of you...not naked of course, before and you reminded me of Megan, but I still didn't..." I reach out and caress her back, gently trailing fingers down her spine, making her shiver.
"Well, I confess I was entertaining a fantasy I've had since you were a teenager," Mom says, wrinkling her nose at me.
"Oh yeah? What?"
Mom kisses me again and then as her breasts rub against me as she wiggles on my body, slowly working her cunt up and down on my cock, says, "I used to imagine meeting you when I was in high school – you just a sexy young stud and me being the slut that would rock your world." Mom rises up to a sitting position, once again the teenager I'd watched sucking the cock of Jesus. Her breasts are more pert and prominent, no sag – no signs of aging, the lines of experience that one accumulates over time.
My hands go upwards out of instinct – Mom's tits both familiar and different. As I maul her tits, playing with her hard nipples – not yet thickened from nursing, she lithely works herself up and down on my erect pole, the pussy juices, hot and thick, almost pouring from her aroused vagina. "Let Momma fulfill a fantasy, John. Let Momma fuck you!"
I'm not about to argue, rather I just sit back and enjoy myself, watching a young version of my mother ride me like the wanton slut she had always been when she possessed my cock. Exquisite pleasure sweeps me up as I feel her tight cunt grasp me and massage me and slide slowly up and down – her sugar walls clinging to my flesh as she begins to piston on my hard cock, a knowing grin on her face.
In some ways it is the best of all possible worlds – a sleek, perfectly shaped eighteen year old girl fucking me and better yet, fucking me with the knowledge of a woman with at least sixty years of experience plus whatever she had learned in heaven, plus the sweet incestuous ecstasy that only a mother and son could share.
Before long, the fuck sweat is streaming off Mom as she exerts herself without reservation, shifting into a squatting position as she rides slow then fast then slow again on my hard, throbbing cock, her magnificent breasts rolling and bouncing wildly, her wet hair flying wildly around her as she lets herself go – fucking my cock until she screams – announcing her orgasm and somehow maintaining just enough control to never stop moving.
On and on my young Mom fucks me, her fingernails clawing my chest as she looks lustily down at me, her mouth gaping open, slack-jawed as orgasms wax and wane, an experienced and lusty woman inside a young girl's body. Little by little, I feel myself moving towards climax and my need spurring me to begin moving in time with Mom, thrusting upwards to meet her downward motion, feeling her hairy beaver grind against my groin, pubic hair entangling and offering a sweet sting as we move apart and do it all over again. "Gonna cum, Mom!" I gasp, pinching her nipples hard as she writhes on top of me – her legs giving out on her, sliding akimbo as she comex down hard, burying me deep in her womb.
"Oh YESSSSSSSS!" Mom sobs. "I want your cum, John. Oh GOD, I want my son's seed in me!" Like a wet and slick velvet glove, Mom's pussy clamps down tight, her pulsating flesh milking me and I yield to the pleasure and we both sing praises to HIM as I flood Mom's cunt with hot semen, sending her headlong into another wild orgasm – Mom's body shaking as if she is having a seizure before she collapses exhausted on top of me.
I feel tears of joy falling on my chest and Mom's quivering voice saying over and over, "Oh yes, John. You've come home to me...thanks be to GOD that my sweet, loving son is with me again."
Slowly we come down from our ecstatic heights, both of us whispering loving endearments to each other as we had for some many years and for the first time in oh so long, Mom and I fall asleep in each other's arms, still joined cock to pussy.
#
I can't say Mom and I woke up in the morning because time has no real meaning...there is no determined night and day, you simply are. Sleep isn't a necessity as I soon found out, but we still do it. Maybe for most humans it is simply that sleep following sex has its own sort of peace and tranquility and Heaven is a place where one pursues what one enjoys.
I awake to Mom's kisses, opening my eyes to find her as she was when she first took me as her lover. "Someone wants you to come visit, baby," Mom says once I am up and about.
"Oh yeah and who is that?" I say, taking Mom in my arms.
Mom kisses me long and slowly before looking at me with mischief in her eyes. "Eve," she says.
I pause and consider. After a moment, I shrug and say, "I don't remember any Eve. Was she a friend of yours way back when?"
Mom laughs and rolls her eyes. "No, silly...Eve. The Eve!"
I look at Mom in confusion for a moment then feel my eyes go real wide. "Um, you mean Eve as in 'Adam and Eve?"
Mom giggles and climbing from the bed, holds out her hand. "That's right, son. Now come on, one doesn't want to keep the Mother of us all waiting."
Feeling rather pole-axed, I take Mom's hand and we leave our room. Once again we find ourselves walking through the great and infinite mansion from before. Sweet, bluesy jazz echoes in our ears – a duel of sorts between trumpet and piano and I cock an eye at Mom and ask, "Louis Armstrong?"
"Yep and Charlie 'Bird' Parker – I never followed jazz when I was alive, but can't get enough of it now."
We pass along the wide hallways, occasionally passing other folk who smiled and nodded or called greetings or welcome – no one I recognized, but some seemed to know Mom and when I look at her, she blushes, grins and shrugs her shoulders. When I grin and call her a slut, she winks and says, "You bet your ass, son!"
We leave the palace at times, crossing great swaths of green under heavenly light – once passing by a ball field where I pause in stunned amazement. I'm not sure what surprised me more – to see so many great ballplayers on the field...Ruth, Gerhig, Mantle and Clemente to name a few, or to see their opposition led by a tall, thin lanky fellow with a distinctive beard – the stovepipe hate is missing, replaced by a ball cap. He stands on the mound, peering at the plate where Jackie Robinson crouches with his bat.
I point at him, looking at Mom for confirmation. That's...that's..."
Mom grins and says, "Yes, that's Abe Lincoln. He's got a wicked fastball that'd make Randy Johnson green with envy. Turns out, most of the Presidents love baseball. Washington bats cleanup! They say he swings a big bat...in more ways than one." Mom giggles, adding, "I haven't discovered if that's true...yet."
Part of me wants to stay and watch, but Mom reminds me we have all of eternity and that right now, Eve...the Eve is waiting for us. We travel on, finally entering a dense, overgrown area of gardens and then step into a growth of foliage through a long, vine wrapped trellis and exit into another place – humid and as green as anything I have ever seen. Birds sing and butterflies flutter amongst great trees that seem to go up forever, fruit laden branches spread out to shade it, yet somehow illuminated still by the brilliant, almost tangible light.
"Ah, Cora...you have come and your son, too! HE be praised." A voice, womanly and deep that struck a chord in me that makes my pulse quicken and my cock pulse, echoes all around us. Then, almost as she comes out of a tree herself, appears Eve and I feel my breath slip from me.
Eve is tall, almost matching my height of six feet and dark of skin, almost that of milk chocolate with long, curly, almost wiry hair of burnished reds and browns that seems to cascade down to her ankles. She is voluptuous, carrying what some might consider too much weight, but which does nothing but emphasize her sheer womanliness. Huge, magnificent breasts, capped with long thick nipples, a full and rounded stomach above a thick and wild bush of pubic hair which matches her reddish brown mane, itself framed by lush thighs that screamed motherhood. Her eyes are green with hints of brown and blue and yellow and as she holds out her arms to us and smiles, it is if I see all of humanity in her features – all races or ethnicities reflected in her somehow. Mom's words echo back to me and under my breath I whisper, "The Mother of us all."
I can't help myself. I sink to one knee and bow to her.
Eve laughs and is upon us, saying, "No, no, no, my son. We are all equal in HIS eyes. Do not humble yourself so," as she reaches out with one hand and with surprising strength raises me back to my feet. She pulls Mom and me into a powerful embrace and kisses us both, startling me as I feel her tongue, full and thick slide into my mouth. I feel a wonderful shock ripple through my body as I realize I am French kissing the first woman on Earth.



When our kisses are done, a string of saliva hanging between Mom's lips and Eve's splattering upon Eve's huge breasts, she gazes at us both with such love and says, "So at last, Cora – united with your mate. Is there anything more wondrous?"
Mom smiles in response. "Nothing in Heaven or on Earth."
Eve laughs, her breasts heaving up and down as her earthy voice touches me deep inside. "Yes, it is true – you have discovered the secret so many are blind to." I think I looked puzzled because she laughs again and says, "You know it too, John, son of Cora – you just don't know you know." She steps up, pressing her lush body against mine, trapping my erection against her soft stomach.
"The forbidden fruit was not an apple or other fruit, son and it was not sin, no matter what the priests and shamans claim," she whispers into my ear, her tongue flickering out to tease my lobe. "It was carnality," she says softly as she rubs herself against me. "It was physical desire, lust, sex, fucking and in the end, the ultimate physical expression of LOVE." I tremble with desire in her arms as she wraps them around me and holds me close, her heavy, enormous breasts dragging across my chest. "And as I later would teach my sons, the sweetest form of the forbidden fruit was family love."
Eve kisses me then, deeper and more passionately than before and somehow seems to open herself up to me, sharing with me her memories and experiences, making me a witness to the beginnings. I kiss her back, holding her now in my arms too and I see...
Eve unchanged, yet young as the world was young, in the garden, enraptured and encircled by something that was both serpent and angel – a flickering forked tongue dancing about, tasting, teasing over hardening nipples and moist lips both above and below, firm and dry scaly skin crawling, rubbing, stroking and squeezing her voluptuous flesh and Eve begging for more and then the serpent's head becoming more, reshaping itself into a mighty phallus and then as its coils spread her legs on the soft mossy grass, piercing her, spilling virginal blood for the first time upon the Earth, driving deep, drawing forth screams of orgasm that echo for the first time across the planet...
Eve lying with her son Abel, sharing with him her knowledge and bringing incest into the world, both discovering together the most intimate form of love is that shared by mother and son, her realization of that culminating in her screams of incestuous orgasm – orgasm that dwarfs anything she has known before...
Eve guiding hers and Abel's daughter, Lilith as the young woman offers herself as Abel's life mate, holding the cock of her son, guiding him to their daughter's maidenhead as Angels proclaim the glory of love honoring the CREATOR as Lilith orgasms for the first time. Eve adding her own voice to the chorus as Lilith tongues her, tasting the seed of her brother and father and that of Adam as well...
Eve presiding over her ever growing brood – generation after generation of children all celebrating the wondrous joy that is family love – revering and keeping sacred the sweet knowledge of incestuous love, ever expanding as does the human race with all its potential, blind only to the sin of jealousy that lurks in her other son who craved her only for himself and who in time will cloud men's judgment and make that which is holiest, taboo for untold generations to come...
I see Eve, her time on Earth done called home by HIM, but a part of her – her spirit and her love, HE leaves behind to dwell within her children for all time, passing from generation to generation – sometimes, alas, not often, but sometimes, finding purchase in the hearts of her descendants as mother and son, father and daughter, brother and sister and so many others discover for themselves the sweetest forbidden fruit of all and its rewards...
I see Eve or at least a part of her hovering over a young man, hopelessly in love with his mother and Eve's spirit opening the eyes of his mother and her heart so that she might recognize her true soul-mate. It is the spirit of Eve that guides her to find the strength to take herself naked to her son's bed and await his arrival, holding up her arms in supplication and waggling her fingers in an invitation to join her forever in holy, incestuous bliss...
Eve is on her back, lying in the soft, mossy grass much as she was the first time, her legs are thrown wide as I thrust into her, my cock throbbing with such need and desire, hungering for her as much as my lips hunger for her taste, wrapped around a thick nipple and drinking the milk of life from her bountiful breasts. Her voice is raised in wordless praise to HIM as I fuck the Mother of us all, my heart aching to please her as a gift of thanks for beginning this...for Mom and me and for all that came before and all that will come after. She is steaming silk flesh, massaging and caressing my cock within her womb and her hands touch and urge me on, making me take her harder, faster until we are fucking like animals, lost in the glory of orgasmic bliss until together we cum, me offering my seed to the first Mother as she writhes below me, an expression of perfect Heavenly bliss on her face as she moans and sobs her pleasure.
After long minutes of rest, savoring the feel of her furnace like cunt around my cock, I kiss her and ease off of her as she says, "Truly, John, you are the son of my flesh – a true child of Eve...as is your mother."
I follow her glance to see Mom sitting against an immense tree, her legs spread wide and a hand firmly shoved up inside her. Her breasts heave and glisten with sweat, her face glowing in the aftermath of self-pleasure, smiling and aroused at the carnal scene of Eve and myself. In a voice thick with lust, Eve murmurs, "Come daughter, feed upon the seed of life to HIS glory," spreading open her legs, her furry cunt dripping with my semen.
With a cry of joy, Mom crawls on hands and knees across the grass and buries her face in Eve's cunt, making the first woman quiver with pleasure as her freshly fucked pussy receives a tongue lashing from an expert. Eve's hands run through Mom's hair as Mom rolls her tongue over her pink, sperm coated flesh, lapping of thick strands of my seed before pausing to swallow and then tease Eve's clitoris as she bucks and twists under Mom's oral love. Again she sends up cries of pleasure to honor HIM as Mom eats her clean of my semen and makes her cum again and again.
Almost reluctantly we come to find its time to leave, sensing others approaching. A young black man and woman, faces sharing distinct traits approach, seeming awed and delighted at the sight of the gloriously naked Eve. Eve gives us farewell hugs and kisses and says, "Come to me again, John and Cora. It makes my heart glad to have you here, to know my love has survived and triumphed and continues even now in the hearts of your children."
It is with some subdued awe that we leave Eve, pausing only deep in the leafy tunnel while Mom drops to her knees and licks my cum covered cock clean. I look at my mother, thinking not for the first time how lucky and privileged I am to have her as my lover and wife. After Mom rises and kisses me, sharing the taste of my own seed and that of Eve's motherly pussy, we continue on our way, silent for a bit – both of us simply savoring the glory of being together.
We stroll again towards the palace of GOD, smiling at others we encounter. Most are naked and we all unashamedly stare at each other, garnering smiles of interest and sometimes meaningful nods promising a rendezvous someday. I see people make love, read books, throw a Frisbee around, have picnics, debate and so much more. Everyone is happy including myself, although a million questions race through my mind.
I decide to ask Mom the hardest question first. "Mom, is Dad here?" I'm not sure how she'll take it since he left us when I was just a little kid. We'd gotten word many years into our marriage that he'd died in an apartment house fire on the other side of the country.
Mom smiles at me gently, squeezing my hand as we walk along. "No – he didn't make it." "But all your grandparents are here! I know they are looking forward to seeing you."
"Really?" I reply. "And they know about us?"
"Oh yes, and they approve, son." Mom smiles upwards into the heavenly light that shines down on us and says, "There's something about Heaven...about HIM, that all our prejudices and misgivings are washed away. Love is always the way and here we celebrate it in all forms."
Mom gave me another naughty wink, "And here, we are free to discover the glory of all its forms with whoever wishes it."
Raising an eyebrow, I asked, "Mom, have you and Grandpa..."
"Oh, praise HIM, yes...fuck yes," Mom gushes back at me. "Now I know where you get some of your um, attributes. Daddy's a wonderful, tender lover and..." Mom licked her lips. "So is your Grandmother!"
I stop, looking at Mom in amazement. "You fucked Grandpa and Grandma!" I say, a big goofy grin on my face, trying to imagine that as well enjoying the throbbing the thoughts produce in my erect penis.
"Oh yeah. In fact, Daddy spends most of his time with his Mom now, your great-granny Sally and Mom, well...Mom has spent the last years exploring her lesbian side!"
As we resume walking, I try and assimilate this new knowledge. As I do, I realize another person has fallen into step with us. I glance over and smile. "Jesus! Good to see you."
He reaches out his hand and shakes mine, smiling at me. "So, getting used to Heaven, John? Your mom showing you the ropes?" Jesus winks at Mom and says, "Forgive me for going along with your mother's little joke?"
I shrug and grin. "I'm just glad I'm with her again." I reply.
He laughs and says, "I'll say...we could hear her screaming all over Heaven!" He nudges me and says, "You have no idea how much that pleases HIM."
Together, Mom and I reply, "It's our pleasure," before we all bust out laughing.
Finally, Jesus says, "Look, I was going over to have dinner with Mother. I know she'd love to see you both. Why don't you both come with me?"
I look at Mom and when she nods, I reply, "We'd love to...if she doesn't mind intruders."
Jesus gives a barking laugh and says, "Mind? The blessed, Saint of all Saints, Mary, mother of GOD on Earth with a heart as big as all outdoors? Please and I know she's going to love you, John."
As we approach an entrance to the glorious mansion a thought occurs to me. "So do we need food in Heaven, Jesus?"
"Oh no, of course not. Here in Heaven you never need physical sustenance again if you so choose, but..." Jesus waggles his eyebrows at us and says, "Wouldn't life be boring without a little bit of good wine and good food now and again!" He nudges me in the elbow and adds, "My mother makes the best curried lamb and rice dish you'll ever eat!"
With that we reach the palace of GOD and enter and Jesus swings open a door and we step into a dimly lit dwelling from another age – a pot stewing over an open fire with something delicious smelling inside it. "Mother, I'm home," calls out Jesus. "I've brought friends!" I feel a tingle of excitement in my belly as I realize I'm about to meet the mother of Jesus...the revered Virgin Mary.
From another room appears a small woman, appearing scarcely old enough to bear children, olive skinned and with long, dark hair. I see a resemblance, especially as she smiles and holds out her arms. "Jesus, my love and friends, be welcomed to our home!" She approaches and I realize with a bit of surprise that she is clothed in a simple shift that leaves one dusky shoulder bare and sandals on her feet that strap up to her ankles.
Mary kisses her son first – a loving kiss on the lips and I feel a strange tingle within my cock as I am sure I see them touch tongues. Then she turns and embraces Mom, saying, "Cora! It has been too long! You must come by more often!" They kiss as well, Mary pulling Mom to her in a tight embrace as they kiss deeply and lovingly.
Jesus' mother then turns to me, her eyes big and brown and so kind and I easily surrender to her embrace as she rises up on tip toe to hug me and kiss me, her tongue sliding inside my mouth to greet my tongue. She takes her time as if somehow assessing me as our tongues dance and play. When she is done, her eyes have a lusty sheen overlying the love I can see there and she says, "Cora missed you so much. It is good you are here with us now, John. It is good you are with your mother." Mary strokes my cheek much like Mom has done a million times. "You two are a blessing to HIM and to us all."
I fumble awkwardly for something to say and settle for a softly spoken, "Thank you," before she shoos us out of her kitchen and into the next room, directing us to a low sitting wooden table, beautiful in its intricate craftsmanship where we settle on lush pillows strewn along the floor. "This is lovely," I say, stroking the finely polished wood.
Jesus beams and says, "We'll pass your compliments on to Joseph. He lives for his craft...you can barely pry him loose from his shop."
I nod until I realize that he's talking about his mother's husband...his stepfather? The 'Joseph'! I shake my head in wonder and speculate if I will ever get used to Heaven. My reverie is interrupted by the arrival of dinner and Jesus did not exaggerate – his mother's curried lamb and rice is, forgive me, heavenly. The four of us sit around and eat until we are stuffed and then we sit back and talk like any two couples sitting down to a good meal.
We talk a great deal about our visit with Eve and Jesus looking just a bit sad laments again on how badly we screwed up the concepts of love on Earth with narrow minded folk down through the ages sealing away the truth and hiding the evidence of a belief that love between any two folks was a wondrous thing, but that love between two family members is a singularly precious experience.
"You know how there's this huge gap in my life according to the scriptures and you're missing all my teenage and early years of manhood?" said Jesus. "Well, mostly it's because I spent a lot of time fucking my mother – blessed be HIS name. I ask you, spending long hours with your cock inside your mother...is there a better way to commune with GOD?"
Mary sighs, a pleased and loving expression on her face as she looks at her son. She looks bashfully at us and shyly says, "And my son liked to commune with HIM a lot." She leans into him and rises up off the cushions to say, "And I think he just likes fucking his mother too!" Suddenly she stands up and with a quick motion, undoes her shift and it falls away, revealing her lovely nakedness. Her skin has a flawless olive complexion, slightly darker than her sons with small, upright breasts more at home on a teenage girl than on a mother with a grown son – such are the blessings of Heaven. Between her thighs is nestled a small, unruly bush of black hair that she runs a hand through quickly, revealing long thin labia parting eagerly to reveal her glistening arousal.
"And in truth, his mother loves fucking him too!" she says softly as she climbs into his lap, still facing us, her short legs dangling on either side of him, Jesus' hands coming up to cup her smallish breasts as she leans back into him and lowers herself onto his now turgid cock. Mother Mary groans as she takes him inside herself. "To fuck my son is to fuck GOD!" she moans. The small woman slides all the way down his lengthy erection until she has him all and she throes her head back against his shoulder, allowing him to nuzzle her neck as she quivers in the grasp of a small orgasm.
Jesus groans as his mother grinds herself down on him, her arms clawing at thin air. After nibbling on Mary's ear, he glances over at us and smiles and says, "Please, join us in our prayers to FATHER."
Mom is already on the move, settling herself into my lap, her hand guiding my cock into her pussy and I feel a thrill as Mom's hot, soaking wet cunt slides down, engulfing my erect penis with her wonderful, insatiable flesh. "I love you, son," Mom cries softly, guiding my hands to her bountiful breasts, pressing my fingers deep into her pillow like flesh and leaning back to turn her head, mouth open and tongue at the ready. I kiss Mom as she impales herself on my cock, steadily descending until I am completely buried in her womb.
Sighs, cries, moans and sobs fill the room as mothers and sons celebrate their love, the scent of pussy spreading, making both Jesus and I breathe deep at the most wonderful fragrance in the universe. I lock eyes with Jesus and we share a moment – an understanding that few are privileged to know – the knowledge that they have the complete and unreserved love of their mother.
I see Mary rouse herself from her orgasmic bliss – her eyes opening and a carnal grin spreading across her face as she sees Mom astride my cock. "It is a good thing and always has been. Since the beginning with Eve, mother and son have understood. So it is with you, Cora and your child." Mary works herself up and down her son's cock, showing Jesus' shaft thickly coated with her juices. "So it has been with Jesus since the beginning. The night HE sent Jesus to me and placed him in my belly – I came so hard, I screamed and sobbed with pleasure for hours afterwards...my parents did not understand."
Mary lets out a guttural laugh, fueled by her next impending orgasm. "They thought their little girl had lost her mind – I was in a constant state of bliss bordering rapture as my son grew inside me and even the pain of childbirth was overshadowed by Heavenly ecstasy."
"My pleasure, Mother," sighs Jesus as he levers Mary up and down on his cock.
"Nooooo, my pleasure," croons Mary, her voice getting higher as her pleasure builds. "I lived my life in constant pleasure as he grew up and even though we never spoke of it – we both knew, we could see it in each others eyes that we could not long be parted. Our flesh was one and could not be denied and when the time was right. OHHHHH praise HIM!"
"And when the time was right, I came to my mother and claimed her and our flesh was made one again!" Jesus says through clenched teeth as Mary bounces on his cock, her long, dark hair flying and whipping about his shoulders.
"OOOHHHH YESSSS, AS WE ARE NOWWWWW! PRAISE GOD, PRAISE HIM!" Mary screams as she is swept away by orgasm, dropping her body downward, taking her son completely inside her – belly muscles fluttering as she is swept away in incestuous delight.
I feel Mom's cunt contracting and now she too is exploding and between the searing pleasure of Mom's pulsing pussy and the sight of Mary orgasming on her son's cock is too much. My hands dig deep into Mom's meaty tits for purchase and I slam her hard down on my cock, feeling my throbbing cockhead push against her cervix as I begin to shoot my seed in her and I cry out, "Cumming, MOM. Praise GOD, I'm cumming!"
Mom's orgasm is ignited by my gushing hot semen and she begins to flail mindlessly in my lap, convulsing as incestuous pleasure steals all bodily control from her. I see Jesus' eyes widen with excitement as he witnesses another son and mother locked in the throes of carnal ecstasy and he cries out, "Praise YOU, FATHER!" and Mary's screams of orgasm become something greater as he cums inside his mother's holy cunt.
The air is full of our praises as we voice our pleasure in both words and the babble and groans of people overwhelmed with carnal delight. This is followed by long minutes of heavy panting, a few sniffles and a few laughs as we all catch our breaths, mothers leaning back on sons and admiring each other's naked and sweaty bodies.
I felt myself blush as I felt Mother Mary's eyes roam over my and Mom's flesh, her eyes lingering at our joined crotches where my still erect and throbbing cock was buried inside Mom's pussy, the exposed parts of our flesh dripping with mixed cunt juice and sperm. Mary lifts her eyes and smiles at me, her eyes reflecting lusty merriment.



Mary leans back against her son and reclines her head so she can whisper in her son's ear. Jesus grins and then shakes his head and replies softly to her and I can barely make out a few of the words, "...can't do that, Mother. That's showing off." Mary whispers again into Jesus' ear, following it with a none too subtle sucking of his earlobe. Jesus answers with a just audible, "Oh, all right!"
There is a just noticeable burst of brilliant light and as my eyes clear, I feel a noticeable change in the weight on my lap and then I am looking into the dark brown eyes of Mary, mother of Jesus as I feel her small and tight cunt clamp down around my cock. Her pussy feels hot and slick and oh so wet and I realize I am experiencing Jesus' sperm freshly deposited inside his mother.
Mary gives a little "Ohhh," and her eyes roll back in her head for a moment and then she recovers, sighing, "You're longer than I thought, John!" She wriggles on my cock for a moment and then leans in to kiss me, saying softly in a sing-song voice, "I like your cock. You must make your mother so happy," and then we are kissing – her tongue sweet and agile.
Beyond her, I can see Mom sitting now facing Jesus, riding his cock, her labia spread wide by his cock and I am aroused to see her being pleasured by another man – even more knowing it is the son of God making her cream. Then I am devoting my attentions to Mary who guides me with her body to lay her down, my hands cupping her taut butt cheeks as she wraps her legs around my waist, her pelvis grinding against me, taking me as deep as I can possible get and trying for more. I am atop her small body, her skin feverish and slick against my sweaty flesh and I begin to fuck her, fuck Mary, mother of Jesus and she is like a dervish underneath me, her hips rolling madly, flexing and contracting as she demonstrates millennia of experience in making love...millennia of experience in carnality immersed fucking.
Mary's eyes gleam with desire and pleasure and something more – a love, a satisfaction, a knowledge that only a mother can know – a mother who has tasted and gloried in joys denied to the less brave and the less willing. Her nipples are like small, turgid rocks that scrape pleasingly against my chest as I press into her, using my legs to drive into her molten cunt hard. She flings her mound upwards to meet my thrusts, trying to keep me buried inside her at all times as her cunt flesh tries to cling to my shaft, massaging me, milking me, devouring me.
I spare a glance to see Mom and Jesus fucking madly. Mom is on her hands and knees, her mouth gaping open in absolute ecstasy as Jesus fucks her from behind. He has one hand wrapped around the tresses of her dark hair, pulling her head up and back, using her mane for leverage as he brutally fucks his cock into her again and again. Mom's tits, full, heavy udders swing wildly beneath her, nipples rigid like overripe berries about to burst. Jesus grins at me and gives me a lewd wink as we fuck each other's mothers.
As we all fuck, we seem to be scooting across the pillows towards each other. Between Mom's and Mary's moans of pleasure, I can even hear Jesus' body slap against Mom's meaty ass and the wet, sucking noise of a big cock working in and out of my mother's cum filled pussy.
They get close enough so that I can feel Mom's hot breath on my face as she pants wildly with each thrust of Jesus' cock. I end a tongue wrenching kiss with Mary and raise up to see Mom's lust stricken face scant inches from my own and as I thrust deep inside Mary's creamy pussy, I lean forward and kiss my mother, feeling the impact and following tremors that rip through Mom each time Jesus plunges his erection into her cunt.
Nails claw down my back as I feel Mary begin to quiver and rock beneath me, her pussy juices flooding around my dick as she begins to cum. I end the kiss with Mom, stringers of spit drooling from her mouth as she sobs with pleasure and then Jesus releases Mom's long hair and she drops to press her lips against Mary's mouth and they begin to kiss.
Jesus and I share a lusty grin and we begin to match our thrusts into each other's mother, making them quiver and shake with ecstasy at the same time. By unspoken agreement, we begin to fuck Mary and Mom harder, still matching pace and rhythm until we mutually begin roaring like two old bulls and drive deep one last time and as one begin cumming into the wombs of each other's mother.
Mom and Mary break their kiss as they raise their voices to GOD in screams of heavenly erotic bliss, praising HIM in wordless, but undeniably ecstatic pleasure as Jesus and I hold them tight and continue to empty our seed into their motherly cunts.
The afterglow of orgasm seems to go on for an eternity and perhaps it does. It is a long time before I slip reluctantly from the loving grasp of Mary's cunt, my still hard cock slipping free with a wet plop. My penis is covered in thick coats of semen and pussy cream and while I'm still gasping for air, Mary, her face darkened by sexual flush somehow finds the strength to go to her knees even as she pushes me onto my back and dives between my legs and I groan as my sensitive cock head is tongue lashed before Mary sucks all of me into her mouth, her eyes conveying her delight in eating the mixed sperm of Jesus and me and the taste of her own juices and Mom's underneath everything else.
I feel her tense up and look to see Mom, still on her hand and knees, press her face into Mary's pussy from behind, moans of contentment emerging between long licks of her tongue into Mary's sperm filled cunt. Behind Mom, still buried deep inside her always hungry pussy, Jesus smiles approvingly at the carnal scene before him – occasionally giving Mom a naughty thrust to make her sob with pleasure against his mother's pussy.
Finally, Mary lets me slip from her mouth, moaning in the throes of another orgasm born from my mother's tongue and she turns to kiss Mom who's face is smeared with juices from Mary's well fucked cunt. Then it is Jesus' turn as he slips free from Mom and he and I watch Mom spin and go down on his sloppy, cum covered cock and Mary spins as well, mashing her face against Mom's swollen, semen filled pussy and I watch in awe and amazement and Jesus, my mother and Mother Mary are locked in an erotic display of carnality that could only be realized in heaven. As if he can read my mind and no doubt he can, Jesus grins at me and nods before saying over the slurping noises of our mothers, "Oh yeah, it doesn't get better than this, John – you are definitely in HEAVEN.
Afterwards, Mom crawls back into my arms, kissing me passionately and sharing the taste of pussy and cock while Mary and her son do the same. We are all still aroused, but succumb to the sweet sleep that comes with mind-blowing sex, my last memories being of Mom as she nuzzles my chest, her eyes closed, looking as peaceful and as happy as a person can be.
We wake up back in our own room, Heavenly light streaming through windows, Mom's body warm and soft, intertwined with mine. For a while I watch Mom sleep, my heart swelling with the love I hold for the woman who gave birth to me until I think I might explode. I think about the scant time I have spent in Heaven and the wonders I have already witnessed and experienced – my mind boggling at what might be in store for us today and tomorrow and on and on.
Mom begins to move and then I am looking into her loving eyes, feeling her cuddle closer against me. "Good morning, Son," Mom murmurs, reaching up to kiss me, her tongue tasting fresh and sweet.
"Good morning, Mom," I reply once her lips release my tongue. "What would you like to do today?"
Mom grins at me – a deadly sexy grin that promises all sorts of carnal delights and before she kisses me again, her already wet pussy sliding lewdly against my stiff cock, replied, "All that Heaven allows."
The End
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This is a story that refuses to die. The first version was lost in a fire several years ago. The second version was lost at the hands of my ex. They say third time's the charm so here it is! Enjoy!
As always, the characters exist solely within the confines of this story and my imagination. All criticism both pro and con are welcome! I look forward to your comments!
At the time that my life's course was established, I had no idea that it was in my blood to be what I am. I simply thought that I was eighteen and uninhibited and rebellious. As I entered my senior year of high school, I discovered the joys of sex and pursued it with reckless abandon. I had my way with any boy I wanted – knowing I was a very pretty and sexy wildcat.
My name is Heather. With honey colored hair and green eyes and a petite body built for sin – standing four foot, ten inches and weighing 98 pounds naked and dripping wet (some parts wetter than others), and a big bust for such a little bitty thing – I was wearing a 34C bra by the time I hit high school, I attracted plenty of attention amongst the opposite sex and a good bit of attention from my own gender. If they'd allowed it, I'm sure I would have been named class slut in our senior superlatives in the yearbook.
My comprehension of my true nature occurred at a New Year's Eve party at my father's house my senior year. My stepmother, Helen disappeared early on in the evening, no doubt getting banged hard by various friends and associates of my father in some upstairs closet or bedroom. I had been aware of my father and stepmother's open marriage for several years. Daddy pressed me into serving as hostess and I was delighted to do it, interacting with his many guests and reveling at the attention I received in return.
I was wearing a silver sheath dress – strapless and very short – when combined with three inch heels, it made my short, but toned legs appear longer. No straps and low cut emphasized my breasts which threatened to overflow the top. It was my first really "adult" outfit and my panties were soaked from all the lascivious stares I was receiving from Daddy's guests.
It was a large party – well over a hundred people in our respectable, but not quite a mansion, home. Daddy was an engineer with a major computer firm and had grown wealthy with several patents. He was a handsome and rather arrogant man who'd grown a bit frosty in the wake of my mother's death in a car accident when I was seven years old. I loved him, but missed the more relaxed and happy father I remembered from my childhood – or perhaps he'd always been that way and I had just perceived him differently when I was younger – before my entrance into young adulthood had altered our relationship as it usually does between fathers and daughters..
As the New Year was rung in and folks hugged and kissed and the liquor flowed, people began to really get loose. At midnight, I got sandwiched between Daddy's lawyer, Mr. Richter and Daddy's boss, Mr. Kyle and got kissed by both, getting tongue from each as anonymous hands roamed over me, squeezing my tits and ass cheeks. It really got my pussy revved up and I wanted more, but they opted to restrain themselves, both of them retreating with grins and red faces as I stared back with an embarrassed, but pleased grin on my face. As the night wound down, people got a lot friendlier – no open orgy, but in shadowy corners couples were making out and as I passed a closet or two, I could hear pants and moans. It all just made me hornier. I wanted to join – to be a naughty adult along with the rest.
I finally did something about it. The line to the bathroom was pretty long and I spotted Mr. Richter who'd been to our house many times, slipping upstairs to use one of the bathrooms there. I followed him up, noting as I passed by one bedroom, my stepmother sprawled out on a bed atop several coats and wraps, snoring softly, her dress hiked up to her waist and her shaved cunt glistening wetly in the dim light. That aroused me in ways I hadn't really considered before, but I had other prey in mind and didn't stop.
Mr. Richter used the hall entrance to my father's bathroom so I slipped into my parents' bedroom only to rewarded by the sound of pissing accompanied by the long, drawn out sigh of a man who really needed to pee. The bedroom entrance to the bathroom was slightly ajar and I slipped up and peeked inside. Mr. Richter was a rather handsome looking older man – slightly balding with a bit of a pot belly, but who exuded confidence and a certain maturity that I found attractive. He was standing over the toilet, swaying slightly, holding a lovely piece of cock meat in his hand – a steady stream of urine slowly losing strength.
I licked my lips and strolled into the room as if I did it every day, taking his cock in my hand as he finished peeing. "Why, Mr. Richter, please let me take care of this for you," I said in a soft, babyish voice as I shook it off. "After all, you're a guest." Mr. Richter's head snapped around, his eyes widening in shock and then a grin spread across his face.
Slowly and carefully, I squatted down – not an easy task in such a tight dress and I took the head of Mr. Richter's cock in my mouth, tasting piss and sweat and the earthy aroma of a man's crotch. To my delight, I thought I could just taste the flavor of pussy on him as well. A naughty part of me wondered who I might be tasting – he and his wife having divorced several years ago. For some reason, I thought of Danielle, his daughter who was a senior in high school like myself.
I locked my eyes on his as I slowly began to suck, swirling my tongue around his rapidly hardening cock as I began to bob up and down. As nervous as I felt, sucking off the cock of my Daddy's lawyer, I was right in my element. I had discovered that I loved cock and loved to suck cocks...any cocks. I had pleasured a few dozen young guys over the last several months, but had found that I liked older men's cocks more. I confess, I'd already discovered that I was attracted to older men, especially those who take charge.
I slowly slid my lips down over his shaft until his wiry pubes were tickling my nose and then slowly, sucking firmly, I went back up, letting him slip from my lips and then planting a soft kiss on the now dripping head. In a little girl's voice, I said, "I love your cock, Mr. Richter."
I then took him back into my mouth and continued sucking him as he stared at me and moaned softly, his hand reaching out to stroke my face and then run fingers through my long, straight hair. I took my time sucking him, running my tongue over ever square inch of cock flesh, lapping up his tangy pre-cum as I used every bit of my hard earned knowledge. I let him slip from my lips only once as I looked up and said, "I bet you wish Danielle would do this, don't you, Mr. Richter?" I licked his swollen head like a tasty lollipop and added, "Maybe when you go home tonight, she will."
"Jesus..." Mr. Richter moaned as I took him in my mouth again, sucking hard as I felt his cock swell at my naughty words. I knew I was just seconds for getting his load. I felt him tense up and I readied to get a mouthful of spunk, but then I sensed his attention shift and suddenly I was aware we were being watched.
Never letting him slip from my mouth, I turned my head slightly to see Daddy standing in the bedroom doorway, his eyes gleaming brightly at the scene of his only daughter, squatting before his best friend, sucking his cock. My heart began to pound wildly and I tensed up for an explosion of outrage even as I felt my cunt quiver with arousal, almost making me cum, pussy juices drenching my panties. I continued to work my mouth up and down Mr. Richter's cock.
"How is she, Jim?" Daddy finally asked, his voice calm, but edged with tension.
Seconds passed before Mr. Richter answered, saying, "She's a born cocksucker, John."
Daddy nodded as if they were calmly discussing the talents of a football player on their alma mater's team or a new employee. "Fine," Daddy finally replied. "Enjoy." Daddy's gaze then clearly fixed on me and he said, "Heather, after the party is over, please join me in the study. We need to discuss a few things." He nodded at us both and then turned and walked away.
I turned and looked up into Mr. Richter's eyes as he grinned down at me, a slightly maniacal look in his eyes. His hands came up and gripped my head and then he was fucking my face, his face growing redder as his grunts of pleasure grew louder and then I felt his cock head swell and then an explosion of semen was occurring in my mouth – his seed salty and sharp and I managed not to choke, sucking hard and doing my best not to waste any sperm.
Finally, Mr. Richter slipped from my lips, he pausing to wipe his cock against my cheeks, allowing me to kiss the slowly deflating member one more time. He grinned at me and said, "Thank you, Heather," and then zipping up, turned and walked away.
On shaky legs, I pulled myself up to sit on the toilet, spreading my legs as best I could in the short tight dress and palming my cunt, covered by sopping wet panties. My mind reeled as I marveled how turned on I was – knowing my father had observed me going down on one of his best friends and seemed to approve.
I masturbated furiously, not even bothering to move my panties aside – instead pressing fingers into the silky fabric, feeling my warm juices trickling over my fingers as I rubbed, teasing the hard nub that was my aroused clitoris until I was yelping with orgasmic pleasure, my legs twitching uncontrollably as I came hard. I stared at my fingers, covered in my cunt creams and then sucked them clean, enjoying the way their taste mingled with the lingering flavor of Mr. Richter's spunk.
I returned downstairs on unsteady legs, pausing only to peer into the bedroom where my stepmother was laying, now with a man atop her – not anyone I recognized, just a hairy ass moving up and down, busily pumping his cock onto Helen's pussy. I'm not sure if she was conscious although I heard little grunts of pleasure coming from her as he pounded her cunt with his cock.
I reeked of my own juices, the scent filling my nostrils and from the appraising stares I received time and again as I mingled amongst Daddy's guests, I was sure that others could smell me too. Each time I thought of my impending confrontation with Daddy, I could feel a fresh flow of cunt cream slither down my thighs, especially when I caught a glimpse of my father mingling with our guests – sometimes sparing me a glance from across the room.
With each step, my blood engorged labia slid against each other, creating a delicious friction that kept me on the edge of orgasm as the next couple of hours passed by. My cunt lips felt so swollen and huge, I imagined them growing to immense proportions, bursting the seams of my panties and exposing themselves from under my short skirt. My nipples were hard, pointy bullets against the bodice of my dress – aching and sensitive as the satiny material of the built in cups rubbed against them.
By the time I had said goodbye to the last guest and waded through the detritus of the party, I was so horny I was seeing potential partners in every object I passed. I paused twice, hefting empty champagne bottles in my hands and considering relieving the burning in my cunt, but I knew that Daddy would be waiting.
I made my way to his study and as I expected, Daddy was there – his jacket thrown over a chair at his desk and he sitting with his tie loosened, on the right end of his long, black leather sofa, a glass of scotch in his hand. I stepped towards him, but stopped when I was about five feet away when he held up a hand. He studied me, a slight frown on his face.
His expression was intense and despite my aroused condition, his scrutiny was almost embarrassing as I stood for his inspection. I became suddenly aware of the skimpiness of my dress and the obviousness of my aroused state – my nipples pressing against the dress, the smell of my cunt. Even as Daddy stared at me, I felt a slow trickle of my juices running down my inner thigh.
After what seemed like an eternity, Daddy took a sip of his drink and then said, "Heather, we need to have a talk. I want complete honesty and I want an answer when I ask you a question. Do you understand?"
I started to nod, but then replied, "Yes, Daddy." Part of me struggled to keep the little girl voice at bay, but it was hard. It had been part of my arsenal in getting out of trouble for as long as I could remember.
Daddy took another sip of scotch and said, "Heather, are you a slut?"
My mouth opened and then closed and I felt a shiver run down my spine. "Daddy...um, what do you...I'm not su –."
Daddy slammed his glass down hard on the table next to the sofa, making me jump as he roared, "Goddamnit, Heather, answer the question. Are you a slut?"
Fear and arousal competed inside me, both making my blood race and my cunt burst aflame. "Yes, Daddy," I sobbed as I felt tears run down my face.
"Do you enjoy sucking, cock?"
"Yes, Daddy."
"Do you enjoy cock in your pussy? Do you love eating cum?"
I felt myself wavering on my three inch heels, the room starting to spin as I heard my father batter me with questions I never would have dreamed hearing him ask me. Even more amazing was my sudden need to be honest with him – to not hide what I knew in my heart was the truth.
"Yes, Daddy. Oh yes, I love cum, Daddy! Yes, I'm a slut, Daddy!"
Daddy paused and resumed studying me, examining me much as he did some schematic from work. Finally, "Well, now that we have that established that you're a slut, all that remains is to determine how you will pursue your appetites."
"Daddy?" I cocked my head just as I had when I was a little girl and didn't understand something. "What do you mean?"
My father downed the remainder of his drink and paused before answering. "Heather, you are my daughter...my only child and heir. You will never want for anything. You may go out into the world and be a whore cock slut for any man with a stiff dick and become what you will..."
Daddy seemed to leave something left. I licked my lips and said, "Or, Daddy...do I have another choice?"
Daddy nodded and slowly his eyes crawled up and down my body. I shivered at the hunger I saw in his eyes, hunger like I never saw in a man before. "Heather, I offer you the chance to be my bride – my wife – to live with me as long as long as I live, but it doesn't come free. In agreeing to be my wife...you surrender yourself body and soul. You will be MY slut – MY whore, willing to obey my every command without hesitation. You will submit yourself to complete domination to me...for the rest of your life."
I felt the world begin to gray out around me even as a ripple of incredible pleasure burst from between my legs, cum juice gushing against my sodden panties to run down my legs, splattering loudly against the carpet and my shoes. I struggled to comprehend his words as part of my mind screamed, "YES! SAY YES." I shook my head raised a hand to rub my forehead, amazed to find it slick with sweat. "Daddy...what are you saying? I don't – I don't understand."
Dad stood up, towering over me and he snapped, "Yes, you do, Heather. It's simple. Do you want to be your father's fuckslut forever or not? I won't ask a third time. Answer me. Do you want to be Daddy's little whore?"
My mouth opened and I thought I would never be able to take a breath, but I did then as I breathed out, whispered, "Yes, Daddy. God, yes – I love you!"
Daddy smiled with satisfaction as if he never had any doubt of my answer. "Good. I'm pleased, Heather. Now, get that dress off. I want to see you naked."
I think I was in some sort of shock because I couldn't quite comprehend Daddy's instructions. "Naked, Daddy? But I -." I never finished my sentence. Daddy's hand lashed out and slapped me hard across the face, knocking me to the ground. Through pain and confusion I looked up at my father and whimpered, "Daddy...why?" before he reached down and yanked me back to my feet by my hair, making me cry out in pain and then in confusion as he reached out with his free hand, grabbing the top of my dress and with a brutal jerk tore it from my body, friction and zipper cutting my back as it was stripped off me.
"You will goddamn well do what I tell you, bitch," Daddy snarled into my face. "You're my slut now – remember!" His fingers were wrapped around thick strands of my long hair and he used his grip on me to swing me around, my scalp alight with pain as he threw me against the arm of the sofa. Before I could do anything, his hands were on my ass cheeks and he pushed me up, scooting my stomach up and over the raised arm of the sofa. I felt my panties being torn from my body and then I began squalling as Daddy began to spank my ass hard with his palm.
"Disobey me, Heather and I will spank your ass bloody raw," Daddy thundered from behind me as his hand came down again and again, the impacts burning on my skin. I screamed from the pain and Daddy shoved a wad of fabric into my mouth. I struggled not to gag as I tasted silky cloth against my gullet and then tasted cunt...my cunt. Daddy had shoved my soaked panties in my mouth. My strong flavor overwhelmed anything and as bad as my ass hurt, each downward stroke brought me closer to orgasm as my father had his way with me.
Daddy spanked me again and again, my legs dangling in the air, flailing uselessly as my father disciplined me. My ass cheeks felt like they were on fire, the ferocity of the pain equaled only by the blazing inferno that was my cunt, my juices running heavily like a river, covering the arm of the chair in my creams.
The palm strikes stopped and after cringing a moment, waiting for them to resume, through the haze of pleasure and pain, I heard a rustle of clothing and worked up the nerve to turn my head and glance around. My eyes widened and I let out a frightened little gasp as I saw my father naked – an immense cock jutting from his hairy crotch. Daddy's dick was fucking huge – bigger than any boy's I'd ever bedded or even the teachers at school I'd fooled around with. The head was a massive plum, nearly purple in its condition, crowning a long and thick shaft. My small pussy puckered at the thought both hungering for his big cock and fearing that it might tear me apart.
Daddy wasted no time enjoying the fruits of his daughter. He stepped between my legs and I had no more than felt his huge cock head press against my spread labial flesh than he shoved himself hard inside me, eliciting a pain ridden scream unlike any I'd ever voiced before, muted only by the cunt cream soaked panties wadded in my mouth.
With one brutal thrust, Daddy plunged his cock inside me, forcing apart virtually virgin flesh, piecing me in places no man had ever gone before. Pain and pleasure warred for dominance as he buried his hard, thick babymaker in my young cunt. In the end, pleasure won out and I threw back my head and let out a muffled scream as my first daddy-cock induced orgasm tore me to pieces.
I could feel Daddy's pubic hairs scratching against the soft flesh of my firm butt cheeks as he ground against me, his cock driving into places I'd not thought possible while I sobbed and flailed about, the pleasure so intense that it flickered back and forth over the border that divides ecstasy and pain. My brain seemed to misfire again and again, rendering me almost completely speechless – unable to say anything except cries of "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" garbled by my panties
My orgasm seemed to go on forever – I'd experienced nothing like it – pleasure coursing through my body like never before, fueled by the barely comprehended knowledge that this was my father – my own flesh and blood fucking me. I felt wonderful and overwhelmed and unsure of my own womanhood for the first time – slowly realizing that for the first time, a man had complete mastery over me and that I loved it.



My orgasm gradually reduced, never completely waning as Daddy stayed buried in me to the hilt. His hands gently stroked my back and reached around to caress my breasts – soothing and calming me, pausing only to come to my face and pull my saliva and cunt soaked panties from my mouth. I coughed and sucked in air until I was able to gasp in a sniffling voice, "I love you, Daddy."
My father chuckled and replied, "I know you do, Heather. Daddy loves you too – let me show you how much." His fingers closed around my nipples and pinched them hard, drawing a cry of pain from me – one that evolved into cries and then sighs of pleasure as he showed how nipple stimulation could enhance my still lurking orgasm and then...then Daddy began to move. A quarter stroke of his cock, then a half stroke and then Daddy withdrew almost to the tip of his wonderful pole and then shoved it back into me. By then, I was out of mind trying to cope with the exquisite pleasure Daddy was giving me.
My pussy, wet beyond belief was a nuclear inferno of burning lust and need. I sobbed as I felt Daddy's cock withdraw and I sobbed harder as I felt him thrust it into my young womb again and again. Daddy fucked me slow and he fucked me fast and hard. I seemed to be experiencing one continual orgasm and then just as I thought I would pass out from the intensity of it, I could feel my father's body growing tense and he rammed his cock into me deep and began to cum!
Only as I felt my insides...my cunt...my pussy...my womb being filled with the hot, creamy semen of my Daddy did I truly understand pleasure. All that came before was a mere hint of ecstasy. I felt as if I was consumed in the fires of incestuous orgasm, burning me to cinders as pleasure wracked my body. I blacked out momentarily, came back to find myself screaming for Daddy to "FUCK ME, PLEASE!" enveloped in a burning wreath of pleasure and then passed out again.
I regained my senses as I felt Daddy withdraw from me completely – whimpering as his wonderful fuck tool wormed its way out of me. He left me there draped over the arm of the sofa and through bleary, tear filled eyes, I watched as he walked around on climbed onto the sofa on his knees so that his cock, still partially erect was in my face.
"Clean me up, Heather," he said in a commanding tone that made my well fucked pussy quiver.
As his cum smeared cock brushed my lips, I obediently opened my mouth and took him inside, my tongue rolling over his slick, semen covered cock head. Even exhausted as I was, barely able to hold my head up, I was aroused to taste my father's penis – lapping up semen and my own juices, taking more of him in my mouth. Daddy took a handful of my hair in his hand and lifted my face so I could stare into his eyes as I sucked him clean. He smiled evilly as he said, "Good girl!"
I happily confess – hearing Daddy's meager words of praise sent shivers of delight through me like nothing I'd felt before. I think that was the moment I truly became his willing slut. I knew that I would never again hesitate or resist Daddy's desires or commands. I lived for his words of love and praise.
Finally, I had Daddy's cock clean of sperm and cunt cream and again rock hard. I let him slip from my lips and looked up at him expectantly. Daddy said, "I think it's time we went to bed, Pumpkin." I quivered with anticipation, knowing he meant us in bed together. I held up my hands and Daddy pulled me over the arm of the sofa and then gathered me up in his arms.
I groaned as my father shifted me around, my weight meaning nothing to him although I was suddenly aware of the fine shape he kept his body in, arms strong and muscular and his chest well defined and a flat and solid stomach. Daddy cupped my ass cheeks in his hands and lifted me up and then I was being lowered back onto his hard cock, his thick dick sliding between my still widespread labia. Pain and pleasure erupted inside me again and I cried out, letting my body go limp as I was impaled on my loving Daddy's big penis!
With one slow, easy movement, Daddy lowered my cunt around his dick until he was nuzzled against my cervix, his pubes rubbing against my hairless pussy. Then, suspended against Daddy's sweaty body, my arms and legs akimbo, my father turned and carried me through the house, through the litter of the party and up the stairs towards his and Helen's bedroom. Each step caused Daddy's cock to jolt inside my pulsating pussy, sending waves of incestuous pleasure through my body. I barely comprehended the unconscious form of Helen as we passed on of the guest bedrooms, now naked and lying on her stomach, legs sprawled wide. In truth, in my pleasure addled mind, she just registered as another object within our house.
Smoothly and confidently, as if he'd done it all our lives, Daddy eased us both on to his bed, walking on his knees until he could lay me back on the pillows and then settling his weight atop my small body, his cock throbbing around my tightly packed cunt. Daddy kissed me then – kissed me like a lover for the first time, pressing his lips against mine insistently forcing his tongue into my mouth to master my tongue like he'd mastered everything else.
I groaned against his lips, yielding happily to his kiss as my arms, shaking with excitement went around his neck, wanting to hold my father tightly. I tried to raise my legs to wrap them around his hips, but the movement triggered so much ecstatic pleasure, I had to let them fall limp, leaving me spread wide under Daddy's body.
When Daddy ended our kiss, I was breathing heavily with desire. "I love you, Daddy," I said in a sniffling, halting voice, unable to catch my breath.
My father smiled back at me, much as he had all my life, conveying warmth and love in his eyes, but with something more – knowledge that fathers and daughters aren't supposed to know, but knowledge I knew I couldn't ever live without again. "I love you, too, Heather....my little girl. So much like your mother, you know..." He gave a gentle thrust, almost making my eyes roll back in my head as I felt his thick head press deeper inside my flesh. "She was small like you, baby...and tight...and she was my fuckslut wife." He thrust into me again as I crooned plaintively with pleasure.
"I'm...oh God, I'm your fuckslut now, Daddy!" I moaned, trying to thrust my pelvis up against him, hoping I could take more of him than I already did. My fingernails clawed at his back as he pumped into me again. "OH D-D-Daddy! Make me your fuckslut wife whore, Daddy!"
My father laughed as he thrust forward again, this time with more force, making me wail. "You are my fuckslut wife whore, Heather. You have been since the moment you said yes to your Daddy." He withdrew most of his length and then slammed his cock home as I sobbed with joy. Daddy kissed me on the lips and then nuzzled my neck as he fucked me again and again before adding, "We'll make it official in a day or so. Father McFee will be happy to do it."
Despite all the intense pleasure, Daddy's words reached me and my eyes widened and I said, "You...ohhhhh, you mean you're going to marry me, Daddy?"
Never pausing as he fucked me, his strokes getting longer and quicker, Daddy replied, "Absolutely. And maybe you can suck your first holy prick." He paused and with a quirky grin on his lips, asked, "You've never fooled around with a priest, have you?"
I shook my head and began to reply, "No," but Daddy began pumping into me hard and fast and my answer collapsed into a scream as my orgasm blossomed into a volcano of carnal joy.
I lay helpless under my father's incestuous assault, writhing with pleasure as he fucked me hard and fast, making me moan and scream and shake until my body was a literal seizure of erotic bliss. I was vaguely aware of the headboard pounding into the wall with a frightful noise and my body feeling like it was aflame, soothed only by Daddy's hot, firm flesh atop me, his chest dragging across my rock hard nipples as he shoved that big, thick monster in me again and again. My heart pounded in my chest until I thought it would explode as my body rocked with pleasure and all I could think was I wanted more and more cock even if it killed me.
Daddy suddenly rammed into me so hard, I cried out in shock and pain and then he began cumming in me again and I thought I did die as the most intense orgasm yet blanketed my body and I was carried away, the world dissolving into an indescribable palate of colors and sounds and most of all pleasure and I fell into a yawning chasm of dark, incredible joy and was swallowed up.
I awoke in the dim light that was the beginning of the dawn, still in the throes of orgasm and Daddy's cock fucking me relentlessly – his face in shadows, barely recognizable, but for the rest of my life, I would know his cock by touch. Some small, logical part of my mind realized that we must have slept and that sometime in the early morning my father had awaken, his hunger for me unabated and that he had simply taken me.
That knowledge – that understanding that I was now a possession of Daddy's – his tool to slake his lust whenever he wanted, both frightened me and aroused me as nothing ever had. I had little strength, but I gathered what energy I had and responded to Daddy, getting nothing more than, "That's my girl – that's my good little slut," in response before he began to fuck me harder until he and then I again were swept away in the ecstasy of orgasm.
In the aftermath of our lovemaking, Daddy and I cuddled together, enjoying long passionate kisses as he stroked and petted my body, telling me how much he loved me and what a marvelous body I had. I basked in the warmth my father's words gave me and I responded by telling him what a wonderful lover he was – that fucking him was beyond comparison with anyone I'd had before.
Strangely, my words didn't seem to please my father and he started to reply, but suddenly, we both realized we were not alone. In the morning light, Helen was standing in the doorway watching us. I'm sure we must have made a shocking sight – father and daughter naked in each others arms, my sprawled legs revealing a pink and cum filled cunt – my labia swollen and spread and Daddy's seed oozing from my pussy.
Then it dawned on me that Helen's appearance was not normal either. Her dress was in shreds – someone having torn the buttons clean off – her meaty, slightly sagging breasts exposed and her shaved pussy also swollen and leaking sperm. Her shaggy mane of reddish –brown hair looked wild and unkempt as she shook her head at us.
Helen took a deep sigh and said, "Well, it was only a matter of time. You were right, John."
"Of course I was," Daddy responded. "Blood knows."
Helen looked at the two of us for a long time, her expression varying from wonder to envy. I felt renewed tingles in my weary cunt as her eyes roamed over us – as much me as Daddy. "Well, I'll be staying at Rita's place until I decide where to go. You know I won't fight it, John. I know you'll be fair."
Daddy nodded and said, "Yes, I will. It's been a lot of fun, Helen."
She smiled then as she moved into the room and quickly removed a bag from the closet. It was already packed – something I thought odd. She came over and climbing onto the bed, leaned down and kissed Daddy. I watched as they kissed, tongues dueling fiercely and Daddy's hand reaching up to fondle her hanging breasts.
When they finished, Helen surprised me by leaning over further to kiss me. I was further surprised to find her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand squeezing my tit as she gave me a kiss unlike any affection she's showed me in the seven years, she and Daddy had been married. Most surprising of all was the fact that I really enjoyed it!
When our kiss ended, she ran her tongue over my lips and with her eyes alight with arousal whispered, "I envy you," before carefully moving off the bed. She gave us one more long and lingering look and with a wave was gone.
I was trying to process a lot of things in my head as we lay there – Daddy's softly nuzzling my neck. "Daddy, what did Helen mean when she said you were right – that she knew this was only a matter of time?"
Daddy paused and raised his head to look into my eyes. "I told Helen from the start that she and I would never last – that someday you would replace her and take your mother's place in my bed."
"You planned this, Daddy?"
He shook his head and laughed. "Not this particular moment, but I knew it would happen, Heather. Blood knows."
Those words made me shiver a little. "What do you mean?"
Daddy stroked my face and he said, "You're my daughter. My blood flows in you. So does your mother's. I have certain hungers and desires as did your mother – I have always taken what I wanted and as I watched you grow up, I recognized certain appetites in you. You think I never noticed how attracted you are to older men...men like your father? Be damned if I would allow you to settle for anyone less."
Daddy's hand moved down over my body, pausing to caress my breast, making me breathe faster, before making its way over my stomach and between my legs. "Tell me I'm wrong, Heather. Tell me that you could marry some boy or some other man when you can be mine forever." His fingers slipped into me – stirring his semen deposited in me. "You've been waiting for me to take you and make you my woman, haven't you, Heather."
Just the touch of his fingers made me tremble with desire and as I sighed with pleasure at what he was doing to me, I could only nod. Daddy smiled then, pleased with my response, but then his smile faded and he said, "Good, now let's get back to something I wanted to address before we were interrupted."
"W-whatever you desire, mmmm, Daddy," I moaned, now squirming on his probing fingers.
Daddy's voice took on a sterner tone as he said, "I am disappointed that my little slut daughter gave up her cherry to someone else. Your father should have had your virginity, Heather."
Guilt raced with fear washing over me. "I'm sorry, Daddy," I replied meekly.
"Not good enough, Heather, not nearly fucking good enough," Daddy said. Leaving his fingers in me, he went up onto his knees. Scowling down at me, he said, "Who did you let fuck you first, Heather? Some pimply-faced high school boy?"
I shivered more from delight than fear as Daddy fingered my cunt. "No, Daddy – it was...um, it was Coach Jones." I'd given up my cherry earlier in the fall, happily allowing my soccer coach to take my virginity in his marriage bed while his wife was visiting her parents out of state. It had been fun – not great like with Daddy, but Coach Jones was very enthusiastic.
"I am very disappointed," Daddy said again. "A slut-whore should have something virgin to offer her husband, don't you think? Do you have a virgin hole left, Heather or are you a bigger slut already than I even guessed?"
I gasped as I realized what he was asking. I felt fear course through me even as I confessed, "No one – no one has ever fucked me there, Daddy."
Daddy smiled again – an evil smile full of carnal darkness and he nodded as I felt his fingers leave my cunt. He held them up for me to see – his fingers coated with my juices and globs of semen. "Put your legs up on my shoulders, Heather," Daddy commanded.
I did so – having to make an effort with my weary body – my feet barely reaching over his shoulders until he leaned inwards, curling my legs back – back until my knees were on each side of my head. I gasped as I felt Daddy bring his cum smeared fingers down to press against my asshole. I felt my anus pucker up, tightening the sphincter ring against his probing digits. "Daddy! Daddy, I'm so small – you'll rip me open!" I whimpered as I felt the strange sensation of his lubricated fingers push past my sphincter – felt my asshole tighten around his digits.
Daddy paused, fingers almost into my hole to the first knuckle and he looked down at me with eyes full of lust and sudden anger. "Is my slut daughter telling me no?" he asked.
Fear and arousal ignited inside me and as scared as I was, I suddenly felt a renewed desire to please my father again and I somehow found it within me to whisper as I looked into my Daddy's eyes, "Never, Daddy. Please fuck me – fuck my virgin ass and show me how a man...a father pleases his little girl!"
Daddy snickered and said, "Good answer, slut!" I gave a little cry of pain and discomfort as Daddy worked his fingers deeper into my ass and then another cry as he roughly pulled them out. We both looked down towards my crotch as Daddy rubbed his again erect penis against my flowered and wet pussy, lubricating it with our mixed juices.
Daddy then pushed my legs back a little more, curling me up almost into a ball – my toes rubbing against his ears and brought his thick cockhead up against my anus. "I love you, Heather," he growled as he began to press into my asshole.
I wanted to tell him that I loved him too, but I was too busy sobbing as it felt like something was ripping me in two. There was no brutal thrust into my ass like there had been into my cunt. Despite the lubrication of my and my father's cum, Daddy had to slowly worm his massive cock into my asshole, stretching my anus out in a leisurely fashion while I screamed in pain, flailing my hands against his body in a futile effort to make him stop.
When I finally found my voice, I sobbed hoarsely for Daddy to, "Please – oh God, Daddy, please stop! Too big – you're too big...no, no NO!" I felt so small and helpless under my father's body – his cock a huge, blunt weapon tearing my ass wide apart. As inch after unstoppable inch of cock slipped into my asshole, the pain escalated – I was crying so hard I could barely catch my breath and my skin became slick with sweat.
I don't know how much of Daddy's cock he was able to shove into me, but it felt like every inch of his long shaft and then some. I closed my eyes as if it could somehow ward away the pain until I felt his warm breath on my face. I opened my eyes to find Daddy's face right in front of me and he leaned in and kissed me, thrusting his tongue into my mouth even as his cock seemed to back up a fraction and then thrust deeper into my bowels in the same motion.
I felt myself anchor my soul and my sanity on that kiss – focusing on the pleasure that was produced by our tongues sliding over each other. I stopped hitting Daddy's arms and back with clenched fists. Daddy's right hand slipped up my left arm until our fingers could intertwine. As we continued to kiss and his cock continued its painful assault on my asshole, Daddy drew my hand down, rising up slightly to make room for it between our sweaty bodies.
He pressed my hand against my own semen sloppy pussy and guided it into a circular rubbing motion. Pleasure immediately erupted to mix in with the searing pain as Daddy began to move back and forth, his thick dick agonizingly slow as it wormed in and out of my anus. The pleasure was a relief – a raft my mind could cling to as Daddy fucked my ass. He let go of my hand, confident that I would continue to masturbate myself.
"Not so bad now, is it, Heather?" Daddy whispered before kissing me again, leaning into me, trapping my arm between us.
Tears streamed down my face as I managed a shaky, "N-no, D-D-Daddy. I love it...I love you so much!"
Daddy grinned, a pleased look on his face as he ducked down and took one of my turgid nipples between his teeth, biting it sharply before taking much of my breast into his mouth to suck on. Pain flared anew within me, but this new pain was greatly tinged with pleasure...sweet, delicious, erotic pleasure. Daddy began to work his cock faster in my asshole, coated with a flood of cunt cream running down from my pussy, coating his cock, making it just a bit easier to worm his way back and forth.



The pain never stopped, but it begin to become muted, overwhelmed by the ecstatic feelings emanating from my cunt as I teased and massaged my labia and my clitoris which had emerged in all its aroused glory. Pleasure began to compete with pain throughout my body – even in my abused and stretched anus – Daddy's fucking began to produce more warmth than pain – warmth that became something else – pleasure unlike any I'd ever known before.
This new wonderful sensation mixed with the more familiar orgasmic joy to become something more – quickly exploding like gasoline being thrown into a fire. My sobs of pain became grunts and moans of sexual pleasure and I sought more, trying (mostly in vain) to greet Daddy's thrusts into my ass, seeking to take him farther inside my asshole, wanting more of that heavenly warmth.
The room seemed thick with the reek of pussy and sperm and sweat and odors strange but exhilarating that made me even more aroused. I felt Daddy speed up some more, bringing more pain as he fucked my ass but bringing new pleasure as well. I felt I was close to some new height...some new understanding of carnal pleasure, but somehow not quite reaching the pinnacle and then Daddy showed me the way as with a groan, he shoved himself as tight as he could inside me and began to cum – thick streamers of hot, thick semen flooding my bowels and I screamed in triumph and in absolute pleasure as my sphincter muscles clamped hard around Daddy's throbbing cock and I was thrown into another unbelievably intense orgasm.
Daddy's arms wrapped around my back and I screamed again as his cock wormed a little deeper as he raised me off the bed – my legs straight and stiff – my toes curling and clenching near his head, cumming my brains out, impaled on his wonderful, immense penis.
I don't know how long I was lost in orgasm. It seemed like forever. Hours seemed to pass before I was relaxed enough to release Daddy's cock from my asshole, hours in which pleasure waxed and waned as we both sought to catch our breath. I know I wept when Daddy finally did pull himself free with a meaty plop. He held me as I sobbed my love for him, stroking my weary and well fucked body until we both fell asleep again. I remember my father kissing me tenderly and whispering in my ears, "Welcome to the rest of your life, Heather. You've made your daddy very happy."
#
It was two days later – a Monday afternoon when we stood in front of Father McFee, a handsome, silver-haired priest in our living room and took our vows as husband and wife. Daddy looked handsome in a dark suit, complete with power tie. He said I looked lovely standing there stark naked, blushing just a little as Father McFee fondled my breasts and fingered my cunt before he began the ceremony.
I cried just a little when Daddy slipped Mother's wedding ring on my finger. I laughed just a little when immediately afterwards Father McFee flooded my mouth with a load of strong tasting thick sperm while he said a prayer of blessing for our union. At Daddy's command, I would suck Father McFee off every Sunday morning after Mass for years to come – my own special communion as Father McFee called it.
I suppose it wasn't until after Daddy had led me naked into our living room to find the good father in his holy vestments that I began to truly comprehend how Daddy was different than most men. Daddy was fearless in the face of normal expectations and law, taking and doing what he wanted.
My life continued to change immediately. Daddy commanded me to suck a new cock every day, giving me a lovely leather bound journal to record my naughty deeds that he would review weekly while I demonstrated to him how my cock sucking talents grew. I was forbidden to fuck anyone but him without his express permission. Of course, I discovered his generosity towards his friends and colleagues knew few bounds and it wasn't long before I came to understand that I would never lack for cock.
Towards the end of January, Daddy hosted a poker game for his friends. I spent most of the evening, wearing only a g-string, serving Daddy and his friends drinks and food and twice was commanded by my father to crawl under the table and suck each of his friends off in turn. As the last hand was dealt with thousands of dollars on the table, Daddy announced that the night's big winner would also get me for a long hard fuck.
A fellow engineer from Daddy's company, an Asian named Huang laid me back on the poker table and fucked me until I was screaming for mercy – his cock tempered by me sucking him off twice so that he seemed to fuck me forever before finally cumming inside me as Daddy and his friends cheered him on. I left Daddy's felt green table top stained with my juices – stains that would be joined by many others over the years as I was offered as a prize at each monthly game.
Daddy also hosted several friends for a Super Bowl party and to my delight, that included Mr. Richter and to my astonishment, his daughter, Danielle. I was stunned to look up from where I was kneeling in front of Daddy's boss, Mr. Kyle, sucking his cock during the pre-game show to see Mr. Richter enter the room accompanied by my classmate, Danielle, wearing only high heels and a black ribbon around her throat. She was a foot taller than me and voluptuous – huge, firm breasts and long legs and an angelic face framed with flaming red hair and a matching trimmed muff below. Her eyes widened when she saw me, wearing only high heels, kneeling before someone who wasn't my father, busily sucking cock.
On the verge of cumming, Mr. Kyle pulled free from my lips and proceeded to cum all over my face, coating me with hot jets of semen and then as his seed dripped from my face, crooked a finger at Danielle.
She glanced at her father who grinned and nodded his blessing and the tall redhead slowly walked across the room, her face a flaming red and knelt in front of me. "Hi, Heather," she said softly – embarrassment evident in her voice. "Is it...do you mind if I clean you up?"
I felt my pussy lips quiver with excitement, making me feel much as I did when Helen kissed me goodbye. I had been very adventurous with boys, but I had never done things with a girl before. "Okay," I replied in a husky voice.
Danielle leaned in and gave me a gentle kiss, her lips brushing against mine as her tongue slipped along and ran itself over my semen smeared lips before moving up and to the right to my cheek to scoop up a huge blob of semen. I gave a little moan as I watched her swallow Mr. Kyle's sperm and smile in satisfaction.
"Don't be selfish, Dani," admonished her father. "Share that cum with Heather." Danielle gave an eager nod and proceed to lick more spunk from my face and then slowly as it almost drooled from her open mouth, a thick pool of semen on her tongue, she kissed me and fed Mr. Kyle's seed with me, our tongues coming together to share and play with the delicious seed. As we kissed, her large breasts brushed against my smaller ones, our nipples rubbing together, making me quake with excitement.
In the end, my face was clean and we kissed simply for the sheer joy of it – savoring the touch, the kiss, the caress of another woman and reveling in the excitement it generated in the men around us, especially our fathers. Danielle and I would over the course of the evening, compare notes and I discovered that I had likely been right when I had teased Mr. Richter about his daughter – that he and Danielle had been engaged in incest since her eighteenth birthday just before our senior year had begun!
We spent the Super Bowl pleasuring Daddy's seven guests, - sucking them off at their request, most of them preferring to cum on our faces so the other could lick their sperm off and share it with the other. Beginning during the Half-time show, each man, fueled by lust and those little blue pills, fucked us and then cheered us on as we put on a demonstration of sixty-nine, eating the sperm out of each other's cunt and I can only say, I loved every fucking minute of it.
Our evening ended with Danielle and I using a long double headed dildo to fuck each other while Daddy's guests masturbated on us one last time and then watching as we rolled around and cleaned each other up. I had never suspected that I had a taste for pussy, but I now longed for it. As years passed, I came to have a certain fondness for Danielle's cunt, eating her out countless times and loving her long labia lips and huge clitoris as her pussy juices would flood my face.
Not that Danielle would be the only pussy I would come to know and love. Daddy and Helen celebrated their divorce with a hot, perverted weekend that saw her use me in ways I never would have dreamed. As I was handcuffed to our bed, I'm not sure who fucked me the most, Daddy or Helen and her long, exquisitely made strap-on human like cock. For two nights I went to sleep with her shaved cunt spread over my face, Daddy's seed dripping slowly from it.
And of course, above all else, there was Daddy. Day in and day out, my father was ever present, mastering me with that magnificent cock of his. Sometimes, Daddy brutally fucked me, leaving me prostrate from one orgasm after another. Other times, Daddy was gentler – we'd spend entire days, making sweet love – drifting in a heavenly haze of orgasmic pleasure.
I dressed according to his whims and I was proud to be scantily clad in public on my father's arm – never ashamed that anyone knew that I was his obedient and willing slut – happily whoring myself on his behalf whenever he desired. I fucked total strangers because my Daddy told me to. I pulled trains to please him, lying in pools of semen, filled with cock in every hole simply because he wished it. Never did a night go by that I didn't fall asleep happy and proud that I had pleased my father.
After five years of such wedded, incestuous bliss, Daddy gave me new orders – commanding me to continue to suck any man's cock I wished, but that now my cunt was his and his alone and to cease practicing birth control. I was thrilled that Daddy now wanted me to bear his child...our child and in our desire to make a baby, Daddy's cock now seemed to be in me more than it was out of me.
It wasn't too very long before my belly was round and swollen with my father's baby – a month long vacation in Key West where Daddy fucked me four and five times a day, often on the public balcony of our vacation home, the likely place of conception. Daddy's treatment of me altered as my belly grew – our incestuous child growing and kicking with life. Daddy was kinder and gentler, immensely pleased that I had given him a child and more eager than ever to fuck his little girl – his cock in me constantly till the very moment the doctor advised him to stop.
Even so, I was still Daddy's little slut, subject to his wishes and desires. Two weeks before I gave birth, I was Daddy's gift to his friends, lying on a sofa at the lounge at his golf club, naked and my belly huge and glistening, sucking off one friend or colleague after another.
Not too long before my twenty-fourth birthday, I gave my father a nine pound baby boy – beautiful in every way – with my green eyes and honey colored hair and Daddy's facial features. Again, my life changed somewhat as we began raising our son, Jonny. Oh, I was still Daddy's willing and eager slut, but our outside activities slacked off as we spent more time with our boy. Oh, we were both still consumed with lusty enthusiasm, but kept more of our fucking ways restricted to our bedroom.
And so it went for several years as Daddy and I raised Jonny until tragedy struck us. Jonny was seven years old when Daddy's doctor diagnosed my father with pancreatic cancer. Daddy fought it with the same ruthless tenacity that he used against any opponent, but to no avail. As I watched horrified, Daddy was eaten alive from inside over the course of seven months and I buried him just shy of our son's eighth birthday.
Devastated is too meager a word to describe the loss I felt for my father. My world was virtually ended. Oh, I lacked for nothing. The bulk of Daddy's estate was held in trust for our son, but the house and a generous allowance was mine. Jonny and I lived in luxury and comfort, but I was bereft of my father, my husband, my lover and yes, my master.
As weeks became months, I truly began to understand my loss as I was filled with unrequited desires and needs – the greatest of which was to serve and please my father. Not simply sex...for a while, I tried to fill that need with passionate trysts with Mr. Richter and Danielle, but the need to be my father's slut – to feel his approval and desire, to feel the cock that had provided me with life inside me, making my existence worthy...to make me feel worthy and needed. But it wasn't the same and I ended the affair, resisting their entreaties to continue.
In the end, I retired from all I had been and known, save being the best mother I could be. Despite Danielle's urgings and pleadings, I withdrew from the sweet, lusty world I had inhabited since I had become an adult. I traded in my whorish attire for widow's weeds and boxed up the toys that had been such a part of my life pleasing and entertaining my daddy. I focused on raising my son, Jonny, making him the center of my world. I became the Widow Brown, dedicated to her son.
Only in the privacy of my bedroom during the seemly endless nights did I let in any hint of my past – masturbating endlessly as I recalled the many passionate moments with Daddy. Despite the pleasure such activities provided, it always left me yearning for more – aching to feel my father's touch once again, aching to feel his cock buried deep inside me. I would usually fall asleep, my face and pillow stained with bitter tears over what I had lost and believed I could never have again.
My only solace was Jonny. He surpassed the loss of his father as the years passed – devoting himself to his studies and to sports, especially soccer. He grew into a younger version of his father, dedicated to achieving success and never entertaining the possibility of failure. As he came close to age eighteen and graduation from high school, I dreaded facing his departure – his grades guaranteed admittance to any Ivy League school he wished to attend. I despaired at the looming future of being truly alone.
On the evening of Jonny's eighteenth birthday, Mr. Richter paid us a visit or rather he paid Jonny a visit, carrying a large sealed wooden box. Solemnly, he gave Jonny the box, informing him that his father had instructed him to deliver it upon Jonny reaching adulthood. He told Jonny it was something meant for him alone and advised him to open it in private. Jonny had an odd, almost sad expression on his face as he gazed down at the box – one that made my heart ache, reminded that I wasn't the only one who missed Daddy. He excused himself and carried the box up to his room.
Mr. Richter just shook his head when I asked him what was in the box. "I'm sure Jon will tell you in his own good time, Heather. Be patient, dear." He gave me a frank and appraising look. "We've missed you, Danielle and me."
I shrugged and replied, "I know, but that's all done with a long time ago. Things change."
He nodded and said, "Perhaps. Still, you know that Danielle and I keep you in our thoughts and prayers." He paused and grinned. "And in our fantasies."
I felt myself blush and said, "Me too, but the past is the past."
Mr. Richter sighed and nodded again. With nothing left to say, I walked him to the door where he turned and said. "Give Jon some space and some time for the next few days. I suspect he'll need it. He will explain it all in the end."
The truth was that for the next several days I hardly saw my son. He literally locked himself in his room, emerging only for food, looking, well, tired and haggard, staring at me oddly. I ached to know what was in the box – but I honored Mr. Richter's request and asked nothing.
A week had passed when I returned one afternoon from shopping. After dropping groceries off in the kitchen, I was making my way towards the stairs when I heard noise coming from Daddy's den. That was a room that we rarely used. Daddy's presence was too strong there. Often, I'd thought about redoing the room – removing and storing Daddy's possessions, but in the end, I always resisted. Now it was odd to hear noises from there. Jonny rarely used the room save for Sundays in winter when he watched games on Daddy's big screen television.
I stepped down into the den and came to a stop, stunned by what I saw. Jonny sat on the black leather sofa, wearing a scruffy and stained T-shirt, a wispy blonde beard evident on his face indicating he'd not shaved in several days. Gym shorts were down around his ankles while he stroked a very erect and very large penis. My son's eyes were fixed on the television across the room. I made to back out, but my eyes followed his gaze and I gasped in surprise.
Jonny was watching a porn movie – two men standing sandwiched a small, blonde woman between them, her legs splayed out as her cunt and ass were filled with their cocks – an expression of utter ecstasy locked onto her face. A wave of dizziness swept over me as I realized that the two men were Mr. Richter and Daddy. A moan escaped my lips as I realized that the woman was me – me at eighteen.
Shock struggled with feelings I had suppressed for a very long time as my eyes went back and forth between the graphic sex on the screen and my half naked son who was watching and masturbating to it. Finally, Jonny looked up at me as moans continued to slip from between my lips.
A scary grin played across his face. I felt naked under his gaze, although I was wearing a tasteful if a bit matronly dress that buttoned up the front with a modest neckline and a hemline that ended just below my knees – a bit old fashioned perhaps for a still youthful looking mother of forty-one. My modern 'June Cleaver' outfit was completed by a pearl necklace choker around my neck.
"Come here, Mom," Jonny said – no, he commanded. He sat down the remote in his free hand and patted the seat on the sofa next to him.
I shook my head, my hands pressed against my chest, feeling the sudden pounding of my heart. "I – uh, no. I'm sorry I intruded." I whispered and began to retreat.
Jonny's grin transformed into something grimmer and in a voice that echoed to me from the grave, responded with, "Mom, I said come here and have a fucking seat...now!"
My body responded before my mind could think about it. From between my thighs, a long dormant fire sparked and rekindled. Jonny sounded so much like Daddy! As I approached I realized that on the floor was the wooden box Mr. Richter had brought over – now unsealed. There looked to be dozens of DVDs inside and books – journals, some of which I recognized as what Daddy had referred to often as my cock-sucking journals! I paused, staring down at the contents...at a past I had long ago given up. After Daddy's death, I'd looked for my journals, but not finding them, simply assumed my father had destroyed them before he passed away.
"Sit down, Mom," Jonny said. "Don't make me tell you again." I quickly took a seat, keeping inches of space between me and my son, not quite able to keep my eyes averted from his very large cock. He picked up the remote control and froze the image on screen – Daddy and Mr. Richter caught thrusting deep into my younger self, a joyful expression of carnal pleasure on my face. "You were quite the slut, weren't you, Mom?" my son said, still stroking his erection.
I felt the embarrassment burning on my cheeks. "Jonny...son, you shouldn't talk like that. I'm your mother." I said, trying not to cry. "I can...explain all this."
My son laughed and resumed the DVD, turning up the volume so we could hear my younger self scream and sob as I was fucked hard in two holes. After freezing the DVD again, Jonny said, "What's to explain? You're a slut...a fucking cock whore, Mother."



"Jonny! I won't stand for that kind of filth. Stop this," I said, getting flustered. Part of me – the part that had spent the last ten years as a quiet and celibate matron tried to be offended while part of me – the part that had lain dormant for years in my heart and soul and my pussy screamed with joy and undeniable hope. I felt my labia thicken with arousal and as I stood to flee, I quivered at the long absent feeling of slick cunt lips rubbing together, making a sweet and sinful friction.
Jonny reached out and took hold of my wrist. "I told you to sit, Mom. If I have to say it one more fucking time, I will beat your ass bloody!" He jerked me back down onto the sofa.
"I'm your mother. You will not talk to me..."
John's hand let go of me and lashed out to slap my face and he stood, towering over me. "You're my slut, now!" he roared. "You're my fucking property! I inherited your sweet ass, Mom!"
The scene seemed to be some sort of surreal pornographic moment. My son, a handsome, six foot tall stud loomed over me, an immense erection waving almost in my face. Part of me wanted to beg him to stop this insanity and part of me wanted to rip my clothes off and fuck my son's brains out.
Reaching into the wooden box, Jonny pulled out a sheet of stationary – stationary I recognized as his father's from years ago. "Read this and do it quickly, Mom!" Jonny snarled at me as he thrust it into my face. Fighting back tears and trying to acquire some semblance of calm I read what I instantly recognized as Daddy's handwriting.
My son,
When you read this, I will be long gone and you finally are a man. How I wish I could be there to see it – to hand over the most valuable possession I have – your mother...my wife and daughter. Yes, my daughter and in truth, your sister too. That does not matter, simply know that she is the most precious thing I leave you.
When your mother was eighteen, she submitted to be my slut...my property for the rest of her life. She served me as daughter, wife, whore and as mother to my only son and she did all of these willingly and happily. It is your mother's destiny to be the sexual property of the man who loved her most – it fulfilled her beyond any other possibility. I dare say, those twelve or thirteen years have been the happiest of her life. Now, I suspect that once I was gone, she has tried to put those days behind her forever, focusing on raising you and remembering me. Heather deserves better. She needs better and so, knowing that she has suffered long enough, I take pen in hand and give her to you.
Your mother is now yours to do with as you will. She will serve you as she served me, loving you beyond the normal constraints of society and making you the happiest man alive, just as she did me. Your mother is a natural born incestuous slut who found true happiness only with family. You are our son – our blood courses through you and it dictates your destiny. Being your mother's son and lover, dare I suggest it, her husband and master will be the greatest thing you ever do – it will be your greatest pleasure.
Master your mother – I've left you my journals and hers to guide you. Take possession of her – use a strong hand when necessary and the rest of the time, your cock will suffice to make her the most willing slut possible.
I love you, Jonny. Make me proud. Make your mother happy. Fuck her brains out, son!
Love,
Daddy
Tears flowed down my cheeks as I struggled to make sense of it all. My commitment to Daddy all those years ago, in this very room came flooding back to me – the love I felt for my father crashing through all the barricades I'd erected around my heart. Reality crashed in as well – comprehension of what Daddy was telling our son to do. I was terrified and yet, part of me – the part that sent shivers of pleasure through my long neglected pussy, yearned for what Daddy wanted our son to do.
I wiped my eyes and looked up into my son's face. His face was a study of emotions. Arousal, fear, anger and intrigue all struggled for dominance of his expressions. "Jonny, you can't seriously think I will agree to this. Your father and I had something spe-."
"Shut up, Mom," my son hissed. "There is no agree or disagree here. You belong to me. Daddy gave you to me!" He snatched the letter from my hand and shook it in front of me. "I have all the proof I need. I have the title for your sweet little ass!" Jonny tossed the letter back into the box and fixed me with a hungry stare. "Stand up, Mom!"
I slowly, somewhat shakily rose to my feet. Jonny stood too close – his erection brushed against my stomach...precum leaving a faint trail across the expensive fabric of my dress. I tried to back away, but my legs bumped up against the sofa.
"Take those clothes, Mom. I want to see you naked!" My son's eyes roamed hungrily over my body, making me quake with fear and desire. My knees trembled even as I felt a thick gush of liquid heat spread into the crotch of my panties.
I froze, years of modesty – of trying to forget and deny my previously wanton ways coming into play. I shook my head and begin to beg my Jonny to stop this madness, but his hands flew out and tore my dress open, sending buttons flying everywhere. "Goddammit, Mom. I said get naked!" he hissed, pulling the remnants of my dress off my shoulders to fall to my feet, leaving me clad only in bra and panties.
I felt my entire body turn red as I hurried to undo my bra, unable to meet Jonny's wolfish eyes as I bared my breasts to him. I was still a 34C and while my tits weren't as pert as they'd been twenty-four years ago, for a woman of forty-one, they were fine. My nipples already erect, swelled more now as my son reached out and squeezed a breast, catching my left nipple between his forefinger and thumb. "Nice, Mom," Jonny said softly, his voice thick with lust. "Wish I could remember sucking on those beauties when I was a baby."
I mewled like a baby, leaning into him a little as a wave of lust made my head spin. My son's skin felt feverish and I could smell him – sperm and sweat and those sweet odors of an aroused man. "You need to stop, baby," I moaned. "This is...wrong."
Jonny just laughed and with his free hand, he palmed my panty covered pussy, fingers rubbing against the wet spot – rubbing my labia and pushing them apart as fabric covered digits pressed into my flesh. "Your wet cunt tells me you're a lying slut, Mother," he said, both lust and sarcasm thick in his voice.
I groaned again, pressing my lips against the sweaty jersey material of his T-shirt. "Oh, Jonny, I...I." I looked upwards, kissing his chest as I looked pleadingly into his eyes, unsure what I was pleading for.
Jonny stared back and then smiled evilly as his father would when aroused. In a voice that was more than an echo of Daddy's, he commanded, "Please me, Mom."
I surrendered then – I knew it was true, that like his father before him, my son, my flesh and blood owned me, body and soul. Slowly, I descended, squatting down, my mouth capturing his hard dick, waving in the air, as if I'd been doing it for years. I sighed as I felt velvety flesh against my lips, my tongue swirling about tasting piss and semen and sweat as I took his cock in my mouth, sucking his fine penis as his hands moved into my hair.
Again I looked upward, eager to see any sign that I was making my son and now my master, happy. I sucked him deep, washing his shaft with my tongue as I sucked and then eased him back out to pay attention to the swollen cock head, drooling cum. He'd been close when I'd walked in and now, looking down at me, an angelic smile of such joy came over Jonny's face that I thought my heart would burst with all the love I felt for him.
Jonny jerked back just as he began to cum, moaning, "Ohhhh, Mommmm!" as his cock swelled and began spewing hot streamers of semen all over my face. I sobbed with joy as for the first time in a decade, I felt the unique sensation of thick wads of sperm splatter against my skin. I felt my heart race as a thick spray of semen slashed into my open mouth – Jonny's seed tasting salty and clean and soooo good. He amazed me as he stroked his penis, cumming and cumming again, covering my face in thick wads of hot spunk.
By the time he stopped, I was crying tears of joy, seeing an entire world of carnal pleasure opening up before me. Jonny grinned down at me and with sudden swiftness, reached out and grabbed hold of my head and shoved his still erect cock into my mouth, forcing his cock deep until I was struggling not to choke while he ground my sperm covered face against his wiry pubic hair.
With short, quick thrusts, Jonny fucked my face, battering his groin against my head. I eagerly, albeit a bit confused, sucked and cleaned his cock some more – sensing any loss of erection was halted by both our actions.
Satisfied that he was completely erect, Jonny again withdrew from my mouth and I let out a pained cry as with fingers wound around my still blonde hair, he jerked me to my feet. "You didn't think we were done, did you, Mom?" he snapped, his face close to mine, studying the smeared mess of cum covering my cheeks and nose and mouth and forehead.
Jonny dragged me around by the hair, throwing me across the arm of the sofa as his father had done years ago. Hands roughly dragged my panties off, down my legs and over flailing legs demure high heels kicking at the air. Now I was naked except for the short high heels and the pearl necklace choker. "I've been dreaming about this pussy for years, Mom. I just never knew it belonged to me!" Jonny said breathily.
I felt something press against my wet labia, pussy juice pouring from my aroused cunt and moaned as I recognized it as the huge head of a big cock. My cunt lips clasped at my son's erection, hungry for what it had for so long been denied.
"Fuck me, baby. Make Daddy proud and fuck your mother," I moaned, trying to thrust back at his cock without much success, perched on the arm of that sofa. "I'm your whore slut, son! Your mommy slut! Mommy's pussy belongs to you now! FUCK ME!"
I screamed the last words out of need, but that scream merged with a louder one as my son rammed his cock into me, never hesitating an inch as he buried his thick meat inside me! My body stiffened and my back arched as I was immediately swept up in a powerful, incest-fueled orgasm, my mind reeling as son-induced pleasure tore me apart, satisfying a hunger that had been insatiable since Daddy had passed away.
Jonny's arms wrapped around me, pulling me against him as he pressed his cock inside me, his lips kissing the nape of my neck. "I love you, Mom!" I heard him pant in my ear – struggling to maintain the harshness in his voice, his touch telling me the truth – that this was more about his love for me than a need to master me.
As his hands cupped my breasts, teasing my throbbing nipples, holding me tight, we began to fuck, our bodies barely moving as he hunched into me, his cock filling my womb with each minute movement triggering wave after wave of ecstatic pleasure. Long dormant pleasure centers exploded to life all over my body – absorbing the constant flow of carnal bliss radiating from my sopping cunt!
Time seemed to stand still as my son and I fucked slowly – his body atop mine as I lay on the arm of that couch – our bodies tightly pressed together, each small thrust bringing exquisite pleasure. As if he were born to it, Jonny brought me to orgasm again and again until I was gasping for air. I felt him rise up from me, our flesh separating noisily and his cock still buried in me. "I love you, Jonny," I wheezed, unable to suck up enough air. "You're wonderful. That big cock is wonderful, son."
"I love you too, Mom. I love your tight, slut pussy. Let me show you!" I screamed again as suddenly, like a beast unleashed in lusty rage, Jonny began to fuck me fast and furiously, pumping my cunt with that thick pole with savage purpose.
The remnants of my last orgasm flared anew and became something more wild and savage, my body quaking with pleasure until at last my son thrust deep into my womb and pumped a load of steaming hot semen inside me, sending me into carnal oblivion – the entire world vanishing and I existed alone in the universe – alone except for that supernatural flesh jammed into my cunt and providing me with incestuous ecstasy that tore apart my very being and rebuilt me anew.
When I was myself again, I was being carried upstairs, still impaled on my son's cock, erotic pleasure reducing me to a helpless mound of quivering flesh. "I love you so much, son," I whimpered meekly, unable to wipe the tears of joy from my face.
"I know you do, Mom," Jonny said. "And you know who you belong to – who you serve, don't you?"
"Ohhhh, I do, baby. I belong to my son...forever," I replied, groggy and falling asleep again in the wake of a good incestuous fucking. I slipped peacefully into sleep for the first time in many years, safe and happy in the arms of my man...my son and lover.
Three days later, I said the vows that made my son my second husband. As I did the first time, the ceremony ended with me on my knees, again sucking the cock of Father McFee, now old and gray, but with a little coaxing from my lips and tongue, still able to get erect and consecrate the marriage of my son and me with a healthy load of sperm.
I am again the happy and willing slut of a man that I know loves me without reserve. I eagerly agreed to do his bidding at all times – whatever it takes to make my son happy, I will happily do it. Things are somewhat different this time. Jonny is more possessive than his father ever was – not sharing me nearly as often as Daddy did.
Still, my son was inspired by Daddy's collection of our sexual history. I never realized that Daddy had recorded many of our most intimate acts, both alone and with others – that he had the house wired with cameras and had over the years documented many poker games, football gathering and apparently with Mr. Richter's blessings, our foursomes and my sexual encounters with Danielle. In addition to my writings about thousands of blow jobs I'd given to friends and strangers, Daddy had kept journals as well, journals always intended to be given to our son as a guide in keeping me as Jonny's sexual property. There was a perverse glee echoing in the journals, but also Daddy's love and concern for my happiness were evident throughout his writings.
With Daddy's efforts as inspiration, Jonny did revive the poker games, albeit the games were different with Jonny's friends – young, virile studs. I was certainly on my knees more of the time as those young cocks never seemed to go down no matter how many loads of cum I swallowed and each game ended with a gang bang with me as the guest of honor. Jonny would see his friends to the door while I lay atop Daddy's old and still cum-stained poker table with thick loads of semen oozing from my ass and cunt.
We also enjoyed trysts with Mr. Richter and his daughter Danielle, renewing my love of her sweet red haired cunt and with their now adult twin daughters, both lovely and horny. All four of us did our best to exhaust our men, leaving them weary but extremely pleased.
Jonny toyed with reviving Daddy's commands to suck a new cock every day, but prefers to take his mother out in public, dressed as the slutty whore she is and pick targets for me to pursue and seduce. My son enjoys watching me stalk my prey and hearing stories of sucking cock and drinking some stranger's semen.
Most of all, Jonny enjoys spending days at a time in bed with his mother, both of us becoming drunk with endless sex, until we both reek like rutting animals. Sometimes it seems that I go weeks at a time without clothes, my son's cock inside me more than its out of me.
Today, I am focused on one all important command of my son's. Like his father before him, he wants me to give him a child. Specifically, we hope to have a daughter to hopefully carry on the family tradition. If I can give my son a daughter, I have no doubt of the eventual outcome. Daddy was right – what we are – our lusty nature is inherited in our blood.
The End
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Here's my annual Christmas story...as usual a few months late! Oh well, helps keep that Christmas spirit alive!
Hope you enjoy - please let me know your thoughts on this story, both pro and con! AS always, the usual disclaimers - this is a work of fiction and characters are wholly of my imagination! Enjoy!

I suppose there are some buzz-kills that will roll their eyes, hearing that as long as I can remember, I've left Santa Claus a special snack – usually some of Mom's sugar cookies and a glass of milk before I went to bed on Christmas Eve. It's tradition! Even as I grew older and came to realize Daddy was Santa...or at least, my Santa. I've left milk and cookies on the little table next to my father's easy-boy lounger. Daddy always encouraged me, giving me subtle reminders as I reached my teenage years and sometimes almost went to bed without leaving Santa his snack.
It was a ritual that Daddy really seemed to enjoy. Of course, Christmas and the holidays always brought out Daddy's sentimental side. He loved the family traditions of reading "The Night before Christmas" and decorating the tree and playing his old Christmas records with all those now dead crooners telling us it was "beginning to look a lot like Christmas." I was the youngest of his three kids – seven years younger than my next oldest sibling, my brother James and nine years younger than my older sister, Tina. As my siblings got older and began to pull away from family, I was the one Daddy turned to more and more to help him carry on the usual Christmas customs.
And to be honest, I enjoyed being the center of attention more and more – being acclaimed by one and all as Daddy's "little girl. Our relationship at Christmas became even more important as first Tina and then James left home. Tina married her high school sweetheart and moved from Ohio all the way across the nation to Southern California, settling down to raise four kids of her own. Falling in love with the climate, Tina is adamant about not visiting home in winter, loving her warmth and sunshine.
James joined the Air Force and most years has been stationed somewhere else when the holidays come. A self-proclaimed skirt chaser, he prefers to spend the holidays on leave chasing women. As a result, since I was eleven, I've been Daddy's salvation when it comes to making Christmas a family event.
In a way, I'm glad. When puberty hit and I began to grow into a young woman – things begin to grow a bit distant between my father and me. It really wasn't intentional, but I think as I started to develop boobs and curves, Daddy took a step back from me, holding me at arms length most of the time. The many hours of sitting in Daddy's lap as we watched Christmas specials and countless versions of "A Christmas Carol" evolved into Daddy sprawled out on his lounger and me sitting safely several feet away.
Despite that distance, it was Christmas time when Daddy and I seemed to connect the most – putting aside our growing differences in the spirit of the holidays. Mom and I talked about it many times...the Christmas connection and the obvious gulf between us that I suppose most girls and their fathers have – fights about clothes and boyfriends and curfews and all the restrictions that a teenager feels their parents are shackling them with.
Mom tried to be supportive for me and she was, even though I thought she took Daddy's side too much of the time. "Get real, Erica," she would tell me. "You'll always be your father's sweet little girl. It's hard on him to suddenly realize you've got tits and great legs and are maybe having sex with the Smith boy who used to deliver the paper!"
I would blush when Mom would get so frank. One thing about my mother was she never pulled her punches. And what she said was true. By the time I hit high school I had a woman's body – breasts that finally seemed to level off at a 38C cup and long shapely legs that looked good in short skirts and high heels. Add all that to long, black hair and a cute face and you'll understand that I never lacked for attention from the boys. And Mom was right in that I didn't waste any time experimenting sexually. Of course, that leads me right back to the tension that emerged between Daddy and me.
Aside from arguments about outfits that were too short, too tight or showed too much cleavage, there were um...occasional incidents that pushed Daddy and me apart. Daddy opening the front door to discover the Smith boy not only French Kissing me, but with his hand up under my sweater, copping a feel. Daddy turning the flashlight on the Smith boy's car parked in front of the house after my curfew to find me topless with my hand wrapped around the Smith boy's erect cock.
The worst incident didn't even involve a boy. It was the summer after I graduated from high school. Mom had gone shopping and Daddy was supposed to be at work. I was shaving my pussy in preparation for skimpy swimsuit season and was doing it in my parent's bathroom – Daddy having installed a huge three-sided mirror for Mom a few years before.
So there I am, naked, sitting on the edge of the tub with my legs spread wide, razor in hand having almost finished when Daddy walks unexpectedly into the bathroom. I don't know how long we both just stared silently at each other in shock, but it was long enough for Daddy to get a real good look at his eighteen year old daughter's tits and bald cunt and long enough that despite the terrified expression on his face, my father popped a significant boner in his pants.
Daddy only retreated after I screamed, "Daddy, get out and close the fucking door!" He retreated with a red face, an erection, muttering apologies as he went. He didn't even stay in the house. I could hear his car door slam and him roll out of the driveway in a rush.
Later that evening, I could hear him arguing with Mom about it. I only caught snatches of conversation, but the gist of it was he was worried about what I was into if I was shaving my bush and Mom was laughing and telling him not to worry about – that she'd done the same thing when she was my age and that it was more about appearances than about sex.
It ended with neither of us speaking to each other for over a week and both of us blushing whenever we were in the same room. Even after things settled down, there were flare-ups like the following Christmas as we opened presents, there was a gift certificate from Mom for a bikini wax at a local salon. She laughed her ass off and Daddy and I went around red-faced on Christmas Day unable to look at each other.
One other thing came out of that. I suddenly became aware that I did in fact turn my father on. I lost count of how many erections I noticed Daddy having when I was around. It was both amusing and unsettling. I would come downstairs, dressed in a tight and short party dress, going out clubbing with my friends and there would be Daddy, sitting in his lounger, pretending to not notice, but still popping a tent in his pants. Or, I'd come in from sunbathing in a teeny bikini in the back yard and there Daddy would be, looking rather guilty and flushed and sporting an obvious erection in his trousers.
I mentioned it to one of my best friends, Dana, but she just laughed and said her father was the same way. She said that like her dad, my father probably wasn't getting laid enough and there was probably some truth to that. Mom had been forced to undergo a hysterectomy when I was sixteen due to ovarian cancer – she'd recovered, but she confided in me that her sex drive just evaporated and had never come back. Of course, this didn't make me feel any better. I assumed that Daddy probably masturbated to relieve his needs and the thought that I might be providing his imagination with images tended to weird me out.
That might have been one of the reasons that I decided after a year in a local community college to transfer to the University of Ohio, almost one hundred miles away. There were other reasons – I broke up with the Smith boy when I found out he was two-timing me with Dana. I know it almost broke Mom's and Daddy's hearts to see their last chick leave the nest...almost, I still came home for holidays and yes, I still went along with Daddy's traditions including leaving out milk and cookies for Santa..
That brings us to this Christmas, me now twenty-one and feeling very worldly and mature. The tensions between Daddy and me were the same as ever as I picked up on when I hugged him when I first came through the door. I'd flung my arms around him to hug him and as I pressed my body against his, I could literally feel him jerk his hips back, avoiding contact in the chest and thigh region as much as possible.
During the first few days I was home, he had a lot of trouble looking me in the face, although I quickly picked up on a lot of sneaking glances my way. I was very much into tight fitting, scooped neck sweaters and dresses made of jersey material that were both warm (almost like flannel) and very, very clingy. We barely spoke at least until Christmas Eve afternoon while we were all sitting at the kitchen table when I asked to borrow Mom's car for a party that evening.
Mom was already reaching for her keys while Daddy's face fell and he said, "You mean you're not staying home tonight?" His voice was thick with disappointment.
"Uh, no. There's a party tonight at Dana's. A lot of my old classmates will be there that I haven't seen in a long time."
"But it's Christmas Eve, Erica!" Daddy said, scowling at me
I rolled my eyes as I anticipated another long battle in the never ending conflict between father and daughter. "Daddy – get real. I'm twenty-one years old. I'm getting a little old to hear "The Night before Christmas, and if I have to hear Perry what-his-name again, I may bang my head against the wall till I'm unconscious."
Daddy began to sputter, but Mom reached out and put her hand over his and smiling sadly, shook her head. "Erica is right, honey. She's not our little girl anymore."
"But...but, its Christmas," Daddy said, the heat fading from his voice. He looked at me in such a sad way that I felt almost guilty, as if I'd hit him below the belt. "Family should be together at Christmas." He looked at both of us. Despite my sudden pangs of guilt, I rolled my eyes again while Mom patted his hand and slowly shook her head. As she handed me her car keys, Daddy just sighed and got up and walked out of the room.
I guess I was the one who looked distressed then because Mom squeezed my hand and said, "Its okay, Erica. He'll get over it – it had to happen sooner or later."
I nodded and looked down, suddenly wanting to cry. It was beginning to hit me that I had just hurt Daddy's feelings badly. Before I could give it more thought, maybe change my mind, Mom got me off track by asking, "A party at Dana's? I thought you and she were on the outs after she stole the Smith boy from you."
I shrugged and replied, "That's a long time ago. I'm over it and it'll be fun to see folks again."
Mom frowned a bit. "Well, they're your friends. I don't know about Dana. She and the Smith boy still are together, but I hear she's gotten a bit wild. You behave tonight."
I laughed and promised to keep the partying to a minimum and went upstairs to get ready. When I came down to leave, Mom was in the kitchen, the smell of baking cookies filling the air. As I went to the hall closet to retrieve my coat, I ran into Daddy, still looking glum, but not so glum that I didn't notice his eyes crawling up and down my body. I was wearing a wine colored velvet dress that clung to me like a second skin with a low cut front that offered up a fine view of my breasts enhanced by the push-up bra I was wearing. A hemline that stopped an inch or two south of my crotch showed off my long and toned legs, enhanced by three inch stiletto heels.
"You won't change your mind, Erica?" Daddy asked glumly as he stared at me. "I've got all the good old albums out and Mom's making cookies for Santa."
I could feel Daddy's eyes slowly crawling over my shapely butt as I reached into the closet for my winter coat. "No, Daddy," I replied. I turned around, feeling myself blush just a little as Daddy's eyes rose up from my partially bared breasts to look forlornly into my eyes. Out of habit, I took a glance down as well and sure enough, there was a noticeable tent in Daddy's khaki slacks. Not for the first time did it send weird tremors through me – not revulsion, but just weird.
"I'll try to not stay out too late, Daddy," I said, hearing the lameness in my voice. My coat on, I stepped up to my father and leaned in to kiss him on the cheek. "Merry Christmas, Daddy."
Daddy caught me by surprise, wrapping his arms around me and pulling me in for a hug. As my body, not quite bundled up in my winter jacket, pressed against my father – I felt an odd tingle run through my body. We hadn't had much affectionate contact since the bathroom incident and it felt both weird and good to have Daddy holding me tight.
"Merry Christmas, baby," Daddy replied, his voice so filled with sadness, it nearly broke my heart. "His arms tightened around me a little, pulling me closer and I stifled a squeal as I felt his boner pressing against my thigh while he said added, "I reckon my little girl is all grown up now." He let me go and gave me another sad smile. "Be careful out there tonight – call if you need to."
I was at a loss for words, feeling both ashamed that I was abandoning my father on his favorite night of the year and a little stunned that I'd felt my daddy's hard cock – an experience that was going to take a while to process. A quick glance down told me Daddy's erection was still there, pressing prominently against his slacks. I had to get out of there and so I meekly waved goodbye and fled out the door.
Once I was in Mom's car, letting it warm up, I gradually calmed down. It wasn't easy. I felt bad about bailing on Daddy – bad enough that I had to fight back tears. And there was recurring images of the bulge in Daddy's pants...a big bulge the more I thought about it. I began trying to picture my father's cock – angry and aroused and that reignited those tingles I'd had when he was hugging me – tingles that centered between my legs, moistening my labia – making me, well, horny! My nipples, already hard from the cold air, swelled more to the point of aching.
I hit the steering wheel in frustration and muttered, "Fuck this!" and started up her car and drove away. I tried to banish all the thoughts of Daddy and my guilt and replace them with the possibilities Dana's party offered. I decided that I needed to get laid and maybe there would be some old classmate that would be happy to oblige me.
Alas, the party turned out to be pretty much a disappointment. There were several old classmates there – the ones who'd never really gotten over high school – the guys whose glory days had been on the high school gym floor or on the football field and who were already resembling their father's with premature beer bellies and come on lines that had been lousy back in our school days. I discovered that I had indeed gotten over the Smith boy and my best friend's betrayal – laughing and joking with them throughout the night.
Since I was driving, I only had a couple of beers – danced with several guys for the sake of dancing and was actually considering calling it quits and going home when things began to get hazy and weird – the music getting louder, the lights evolving into muted glows and people's faces and bodies getting all distorted and strange – voices slowing down or speeding up. I felt hot and sweaty, dizzy and a bit nauseous and the last thing I remembered was trying to get to a bathroom because I was pretty sure I was going to throw up and then things went black...
I dreamed – strange and bizarre dreams. Heavy metal Christmas carols blared from holes in walls. I sat on Santa's knee while he asked me lewd questions in regards to whether I'd been naughty or nice this year. Daddy, wearing a Santa hat and nothing else, sporting a monster cartoon sized erection went back and forth holding a plate of cookies and then a small, squat elf spread my legs and began licking my pussy, pausing to comment on how much he/she liked my bald clam. The elf knew how to eat pussy though and soon I felt myself approaching orgasm...
...and woke to find Dana – my former best friend for life kneeling between my spread thighs, lapping my cunt enthusiastically! I was on a large bed, my dress yanked up around my waist, panties missing and my legs draped over the side as Dana ran her tongue up and down my bare pussy – her face smeared with pussy juices. The lights were still dim and muted and things felt out of sorts – as if I was still maybe in a dream state. Shadows beyond Dana approached and became the Smith boy, his once familiar cock, erect and almost slapping against his stomach – a lusty leer etched on his face.
Dana paused and glanced over her shoulder. "She's as wet as I can make her, lover," she panted – starting to ease back to make room for him. Several things became instantly clear in my mind. I was disappointed that Dana left me on the edge of orgasm. I was astounded that I actually enjoyed a woman's mouth on me. I was hugely pissed with the realization that these two assholes had dosed me with something – one of those date rape drugs!
The Smith boy took hold of his cock, stroking it as he approached me, grinning that shit-eating grin he always had when he was about to get his rocks off. I felt my hips flex in anticipation – my need to orgasm was great and I had some fond memories of the two of us losing our virginities to each other. My desire to orgasm however was overridden by my anger and I shifted my leg and kicked the asshole in the balls as hard as I could!
As the Smith boy dropped to the floor, curling up as he cupped his testicles, moaning softly, I awkwardly sat up, my head spinning as I moved, feeling as if I was moving through molasses. I stood unsteadily on my feet and came face to face with Dana – a stunned expression warring with one of anger on her face. She was naked as well, her face glistening with my juices, her apple sized breasts, firm and attractive in a way I never considered before.
"You dumb bitch," I hissed, my voice sounding as if it was underwater. "If you'd fucking asked, I would've said yes!" As she mouthed words, lost in the swirl that was my mind, I threw a punch at her – my fist moving in what seemed like slow motion, but which she seemed to stand still for – blood spurting from her nose as my knuckles slammed into her face. She sort of floated down onto her butt, looking shocked as she brought hands up to her nose.
I tugged my dress down to cover my slick and quivering pussy, glancing around in vain for my panties. "Forget you know me, you fucking twat and tell 'loverboy' here," I said, rearing back and kicking the Smith boy in the balls again, "that he better start running if he sees me coming. Next time, I'll use Daddy's gun and blow his nuts off!"
Still dizzy, despite my fury doing some good in clearing my head, I staggered out of the room, amazed I could keep my balance on high heels. I made it downstairs – feeling as if everyone was staring at me – and as I struggled to pull on my coat and spied my reflection in the hallway mirror, I suppose they might have been. I looked like some sluttish whore trolling for business – my hair messed up and nipples obviously erect against the material of my dress.
Outside, the frigid air did much to wake me up, but it was still a long and slow drive home as my head continued to fuzz out and I had to resist again and again the urge to put a hand between my legs and finger myself to that long denied orgasm. To this day, I haven't a clue as to what they'd dosed me with, but it left me feeling both spaced and horny! I stopped twice, pulling over to the curb to roll down the window and clear my head – unable to resist caressing my breast, teasing my swollen nipples until the lights of a passing care roused me back to alertness and resume my journey home.



It was just passed midnight when I pulled into the drive. I sat for a few minutes, preparing myself in case Mom and Dad were still up and started in on questions. As I had done many times in my teenage years, I very quietly unlocked the front door and tried to silently open and close the door. My head was still spinning as I did so. I shucked off my winter coat and draped it over a chair in the hall and then slipped out of my heels. Slowly I padded down the hallway, freezing in place as I reached the banister and heard my parents talking in the living room.
I glanced that way and could see Dad with his back to me, sitting in his lounger – Perry and Bing playing on the stereo. Mom was standing at his side, rubbing the back of his neck and being sympathetic...sort of. "You might as well face facts, honey. She's all grown up now – you're more likely to get a blow job from Erica than to get her to be your little girl. It would be a hell of a lot better treat than milk and cookies!"
My eyes went wide at Mom's lewd remark even as Daddy made a sort of guffaw laugh. I shouldn't have been surprised. Mom was always saying things like that – semi-naughty, risqué humor that seemed to be all that was left of her libido. I felt a shiver run the length of my body, emanating outward from my still aroused pussy. Even the ribald humor of my mother tickled the fancy of my drugged sex drive.
Daddy let out another long suffering sigh and then shifted the focus of his conversation. "Speaking of blow jobs, it is Christmas, Evvie..." He let the rest go unsaid.
Mom gave a sigh of her own. "We've been over that, John. I'm done with all that. I'm not going to pretend I enjoy it, even for your sake. Get on the computer and watch some porn and jack off if you want...or ask your grown up daughter for a blowjob when she gets home. You've got a better shot at it with Erica than me."
Daddy laughed again and I started to giggle, but clamped a hand over my mouth before any sounds got out...or so I hoped. I quickly and quietly slipped up the stairs and crept into my bedroom. I collapsed onto the bed – not bothering to undress as the room began to whirl around me. I tried to keep my mind off the swirlies, trying to make sense of Mom's jokes. Honestly, I can't believe what comes out of her mouth sometimes.
The dizziness began to subside, but my horniness seemed to increase and before too long, I slipped hands under my dress to finger and tease my sopping wet cunt as Mom's joking words kept echoing through my head. I suppose like all girls, I've fantasized a bit about my father at one point or another, but nothing like I was dealing with now. My hips bucked upward to meet the downward thrust of fingers invading my slick and sensitive flesh growing more intense with each moment that I pictured myself kneeling in front of Daddy, his cock in my hand and in my mouth.
Unlike Mom, I've derived a lot of enjoyment and satisfaction from sucking cock. I get off on the happy expressions I can put on a man's face and I adore the sensation of that hard, yet soft flesh in my mouth, pulsing under the attention of my tongue. It took a bit of getting used to, but I even enjoy eating cum – astonished to find that no two men taste exactly alike. And I love the fact that once I've made a man cum, I can usually get him hard again and the fuck that follows is usually long and wonderful. My fantasies expanded and I imagined Daddy slipping into my room, naked and hard and me silently spreading my legs while he climbed between my thighs and...
Again, I felt myself nearing climax, but there was a sudden knock at the door and then it opened and Mom came in, just missing me pulling three juice covered fingers from my pussy. I stifled a frustrated moan and squeaked out, "Mom?"
Mom stood in the doorway, something between a frown and an amused smile on her face as she stared down at me. Her brief glance at my crotch triggered a reflex in me to flip down what little of my dress covered my aroused pussy and the smile nearly won out. "I didn't hear you come in, Erica. You're home early – everything all right?"
Part of me wanted to start crying and tell Mommy about the mean kids – Dana and the Smith boy, but part of me hated the thought of an "I told you so," from a parent and I shook my head. "It was boring and I didn't feel all that well and you're right. Dana is different now. I don't think we'll be spending any more time together."
Mom nodded and crossed the room to my bed, motherly concern now on her face. "Are you sick, sweetie? You look a little flushed," she said, reaching out to put the back of her hand against my face. She looked down and I'm sure she could see not only my face, but the sexual flush across my mostly bared chest and no doubt the blood engorged nipples that were trying to poke through my dress and still throbbing at the imagined image of Daddy about to fuck me. "You feel a little feverish, Erica. I hope you're not coming down with something."
I nodded and took a deep breath. "I'm sure I'm alright, Mom. Nothing a good night's sleep won't cure."
Mom nodded, doubt written across her face. "Okay, sweetie." She leaned down and kissed my forehead. As she walked back towards the door, she glanced back and said, "I'm going to bed. Merry Christmas." She started to shut the door and paused and looked back in the room. "If you feel up to it, go down and tell your father, Merry Christmas. If you want, there are some fresh sugar cookies in the kitchen – you might give your daddy a treat. He could sure use some cheering up." She smiled then and I tried not to shiver as I think we were both thinking the same thing about her earlier blow job remarks.
Trying not to let her hear the husky catch in my breath, I nodded and said, "I'll got down on – go downstairs to Daddy in a little bit." If Mom picked up on my little Freudian slip, she didn't give any sign, but I felt my entire body turn bright red as she shut the door.
My need to orgasm became overwhelming – whether it was the drugs or Mom's joking comments, I felt as aroused as I ever had. As I heard the muted closing of my parents' bedroom door, I plunged my fingers back into my cunt and furiously masturbated, thrusting my hips upward to meet the busy thrusts of my fingers.
Incredible images of Daddy naked with an immense erection took up root in my mind alongside a nymphomaniac version of me fucking and sucking and pleasuring my father. It suddenly dawned on me that Daddy was really a sexy guy in a "Father Knows Best" kind of way. Standing right around six feet tall with my black hair going a bit gray and still slender – no significant middle aged paunch, I saw Daddy in a new light and as I imagined his strong, naked body atop mine, his cock about to thrust into my pussy, saying, "Merry Christmas, baby girl," I exploded into an intense orgasm that had me damn near levitating off the sheets – one hand busy squirming fingers inside my throbbing cunt and the other clawing at my breast, fingernails dragging across my aroused nipple.
When I began to come down from my climax, I wiped my face, astounded to feel my cheeks wet with tears and despite having a delicious orgasm, I sensed from the fire between my legs that my need...my hunger for sex had only increased. The thought of going to my father and sucking his cock and fucking his brains out was stronger now and my fingers continued to caress my slick labia as I imagined having the nerve to do it.
Part of me argued that I was still high or stoned on whatever Dana and the Smith boy had dosed me with, but there was a part of me that understood that this was a lot longer in coming – that I had known this moment could happen since the moment I first gave Daddy a hard-on. It didn't really matter – both of us wanted the same thing. I had a moment of epiphany and said aloud for the first time in my life, "I want to fuck my Daddy!" It sounded shocking, but in a good way – as if I was about to break all the rules and that sinning like this would feel really good!
I jumped out of bed, my legs still shaky, but I felt determined somehow to satisfy the fiery hunger between my legs and to make my Daddy happy. I wriggled out of my dress and stood before the full length mirror hanging on my closet door. I grinned at the slut peering back at me. My hair was a wreck, but I think it looked good in that tumbled out of bed way. I was tempted to go downstairs stark naked, but it didn't seem somehow, Christmasy enough.
I opened up a bureau drawer and began pulling out nightgowns, finally pausing when I had a filmy little baby-doll negligee in my hands. It was fire-engine red and see-through. It came with matching bra and panties, but I decided it would work better without them. I slipped them on and looked at myself in the mirror again.
"Meow!" I said aloud – impressed with myself. My breasts were barely obscured by the material, my aureoles and nipples evident if one took a good look – my hairless pussy less so. I turned around and bent over and flashed my twat. I then looked into the mound of shoes in my closet and came up with some nearly matching red high heels and nodded happily when I gazed at myself in the mirror. They made my legs really stand out and even seemed to make the almost crotch high hem of the negligee seem even shorter. Almost perfect, I though, but lacking something.
I scanned the room, feeling my pussy getting wetter by the moment to the point of smelling my own arousal. I spotted my Santa hat on my old writing desk. Putting it on in front of the mirror, I knew I had a winner. "Santa himself would want to fuck this!" I said to myself, moving this way and that.
I slipped quietly out the bedroom door and crept downstairs after pausing for a moment at the top of the stairs – taking a deep breath and asking myself was I really ready to seduce my father. I was nervous, even scared, but my answer to myself was still a resounding yes – I wanted my Daddy something awful.
Daddy's Christmas music was playing and I could see him still in his lounger, reading. I went the other way, slipping into the kitchen and preparing a plate of cookies and a big glass of milk. I carried it to the living room, again pausing in the doorway and working up the nerve to actually walk inside. My nipples were so hard they hurt and my cunt was dripping wet – I could feel warm little trickles of pussy juice running down my thighs. I took a deep breath and stepped inside.
Daddy jumped a little when I said breathily, "Merry Christmas, Daddy," and set the milk and cookies down on the little side table next to his lounger. I leaned down as I did so, offering Daddy a very clear view of my breasts, pushing my breasts together with my arms to create a long valley of cleavage.
"Erica! Um...I didn't hear you come in." Daddy's momentary shock didn't wear off, but rather evolved as he took in my naughty little Christmas nightie. I fought down an excited shiver as I felt his eyes roaming over me.
"I've been home awhile, Daddy," I said, moving in to kiss him on the cheek, my breasts brushing against his arm. "I just want to say I'm sorry and that from now on, I plan to spend every moment of Christmas I can with my daddy!" I looked at him with an expression that I hope expressed the love that was in my heart. Slowly, allowing him to get as good a look at me as possible, I sashayed over to his old stereo, high heels clicking provocatively on the wood floor and bent over to go through the albums on a shelf – offering my father a wonderful glimpse of my bare ass cheeks and my swollen labia.
I picked out one of Daddy's favorite old Christmas albums – full of those old crooners who the more I thought about it, sounded smooth and sexy, and put it on the turntable. I turned and posed for Daddy – giving him a long look at his scantily clad daughter – gratified that there was an immediate response in his pants. I licked my lips as I watched the tent grow in his khaki slacks. Daddy's face was bright red as he brought the lounger from a leaned back position to upright.
I slowly walked back to him – feeling the sexual tension escalate in moments as neither of us said anything. Daddy brought his recliner to an upright position, his mouth open in shock, maybe awe at the sight of me sauntering up to him, an evil grin on my face with even my Santa hat cocked at a sexy angle. I walked right up to him, making him open his legs a bit to make way for me – our knees brushing against each other before I slowly knelt between his thighs.
"I was a bad girl, Daddy, leaving you alone tonight, but I promise I'll make it up to you somehow," I said in a husky voice, placing my hands atop his knees and leaning forward, knowing he could look down the front of my negligee for an almost complete view of my breasts.
"Erica..." Daddy managed to say. "Honey, Mom's gone to bed and I was just about to head that way too." His eyes boggled in his head as he tried to take in every inch of my scantily clad body that he could. ""It's getting late and you should go to, um..." Daddy licked his lips like a man dying of thirst being shown a ice cold bottle of beer and somehow he never managed to complete his train of thought.
"I brought Santa's milk and cookies, Daddy, but I was thinking maybe you wanted something else?" As I spoke, I slid my hands up his thighs, stopping when my right hand covered the long bulge in his slacks. I looked up at him and in my best "Daddy's little girl wants something" voice said, "Does Daddy have a nice big candy cane in his pants? Your little girl's been wanting something big and sweet to suck on!" I gave the bulge a gentle squeeze.
"Oh, God – sweetheart – you shouldn't...your mother...oh my god." Daddy mumbled, his breath growing ragged.
I smiled up at Daddy, giving him a loving stare with my dark brown eyes as my hands moved to undo his belt and pants. "I love you, Daddy and you love me and you've given me so many good Christmas memories, I think it's time you had one too!" My father appeared suddenly helpless, almost like a little boy letting his mother undress him. I undid his trousers and then pulled them and his shorts down, urging him with my hands to rise up so I could tug his pants down to his ankles. I gave a little coo of delight as my father's cock, big, long and proudly erect waved in the open air.
Wrapping my hand around Daddy's thick penis, I raised up a little and said, "I've got all I want for Christmas, now!" before taking Daddy into my mouth, closing my lips around the swollen head and lashing it hungrily with my tongue – never taking my eyes from Daddy's face as I began to suck his dick.
As Chestnuts were roasting on the stereo, I began fondling Daddy's nuts as I sucked and licked his cock, slowly taking more and more of him into my mouth. The look of almost unbelieving terror on Daddy's face softened into a loving, disbelieving smile as I loved up my father's cock. "Oh, Erica," he sighed, reaching out to stroke my dark hair, fingers molding to my head to encourage the up and down movement of my lips on his shaft. Slightly bitter precum almost poured from his cock, my tongue smearing it merrily around the crown of his swollen, pulsating penis.
I happily threw myself into making it the blowjob of Daddy's life – using my tongue to sing my love for him, my lips worshipping the source of my very existence, my entire mouth devoted to pleasuring my wonderful father. I sucked and licked and licked and sucked, feeling torrents of joy wash over me with every groan and gasp and smile that I evoked from my daddy. My pussy was ablaze with need and lust – I could smell myself like some animal in heat – juices raining from my cunt to splatter on my thighs and on the carpet below me.
Daddy's hand on my head tightened its grip, fingers twisting in my long tresses and he groaned, "Erica...Daddy's cumming..." and then an explosion of semen detonated in my mouth as a great wad of Daddy's spunk shot between my tightly clamped lips and it took every bit of skill I had to not choke.
Daddy tasted so different from all the younger men I'd sucked – more smoky and salty, stronger, but so delicious. I sucked furiously, eager to have him try and drown me in his semen. I don't think Daddy jacked off much because there it was a massive load – shot after shot of searing hot sperm – me grunting and groaning my approval and Dad almost sobbing with the pleasure of experiencing his little girl sucking him and swallowing his seed. His hands scrabbled about against the faux leather of his lounger as he squirmed while I tongued and sucked his wonderful cock.
Too soon for me did the flood of semen ebb and fade, but I kept sucking and tonguing his cock, urging it by sheer will to stay erect. Daddy groaned and wiggled against me, gasping, "Too much, baby – Oh God – too sweet – gotta stop now, Erica. Daddy needs to stop!"
As I continued to suck Daddy, I shook my head no, knowing full well how sweetly torturous it felt for my father – his sensitive flesh now registering intense pleasure that bordered on pain, but I wanted more. I wanted – no, needed my Daddy stiff and erect. When I felt his cock begin to flag, I redoubled my efforts and lavished Daddy's cock with every sweet and sinful sensation I could think of to keep him hard, pausing only once in my tonguing and sucking to let him slip from my lips as I said in my best 'little girl pouting voice,' "Stay hard for me, Daddy! I need more of your cum!"
Maybe it was the work of my dancing tongue and hungry mouth. Maybe it was my naughty words. Maybe it was my eyes which never broke contact with my Daddy's face. Maybe it was all those put together, but whatever it was – it worked! Daddy's cock regained its full vigor and was proudly erect!
I let him slip from my mouth again, drool and remnants of his semen dripping from my lips. My pussy was a raging inferno of need and my heart was pounding in my chest. My breath came in ragged bursts. My mouth moved silently, the words, "Fuck me, Daddy," not sufficing for my desires. With a carnal snarl, I leapt up, climbing into Daddy's lap – our arms wrapping around each other as he pulled me to him, our bodies and lips coming together. I felt my Santa hat tumble away as I kissed my Daddy as I had never done before, my tongue spearing into his open mouth only to be greeted by his lusty tongue – our flesh appendages slipping against each other, tasting each other in a way that twelve hours ago I could never have imagined.
The force of my leap into his lap knocked the chair and us into a reclining position. I let my legs, straddling his lap, stretch out behind us, sliding my body down slightly until I felt my father's cock brushing along my left inner thigh. I shifted my hips slightly and felt my labia embrace the long, thick length of Daddy's penis. Daddy gasped into my mouth as he felt his cock being kissed by his daughter's wet and aroused cunt.
He broke that first, wonderful and sinful kiss and looking into my face, moaned, "Oh, Erica, my little girl – I love you, sweetheart."
I felt tears of joy and desire on my cheeks and I finally found the words I needed to say, "I love you too, Daddy! Please, Daddy...fuck me?" Out of sheer instinct, I rolled my hips just enough and then as my father and I gazed awestruck into each other's eyes, I felt the head of his cock enter my wet, clasping opening and we simultaneously came together – thickness sliding slowly inside me – Daddy cock driving into Daughter pussy, deeper and deeper and then I cried out, "YES, I LOVE MY DADDY!"
Daddy's mouth was on mine, squelching out my cries of carnal delight, our tongues performing a dance of love as my father's cock buried itself inside me to the hilt – wiry pubic hairs scratching deliciously against my bald mound. We both became a boiling cauldron of incestuous lust, kissing passionately as I wiggled my hips in ecstasy, impaled by Daddy's cock. My hands tore violently at his sweater vest and his old dress shirt until I could feel naked flesh, his chest hair running through my fingers, little hard pebble-like nipples and his heart beating in time with mine.



Daddy's hands tore apart the filmy fabric of my negligee until his hands were cupping my breasts, fingers finding and teasing my hard, erect nipples, pinching them viciously until I groaned with pain and pleasure into his mouth. He broke the kiss and pushed me up, shifting our center of gravity more towards our joined loins, forcing his cock even deeper into my pulsating pussy. I whimpered with pleasure as Daddy's lips closed around my swollen right nipple and began to suck and nip on the turgid, blood engorged flesh. I instinctively began to work myself up and down on Daddy's cock, nearly swooning as fresh flowerings of carnal pleasure blossomed all over my body.
Maybe I've had bigger or longer cocks, but no man's penis ever made me feel the way I did at that moment. Daddy seemed perfect inside me – every bit of his shaft and swollen cock head touching me, caressing my slick inner flesh in a way that seemed loving and sinful at the same time, taking me to heights of pleasure I never knew existed. Maybe it was so sweet because it was incest – I don't have a fucking clue, all I knew then and know now was Daddy's cock was the finest thing that ever happened to me.
My orgasm...THE ORGASM I had been longing for all night long began to erupt within me and the world became a blur of swollen cock wormed inside me, my cunt flesh aflame, awash with lust, tongues entangled, breasts squeezed, licked and sucked, flesh, sweaty and slick, salty when licked or kissed. I was on fire, burning – impaled on a fiery pyre that was my father's wonderful cock. I screamed my pleasure into Daddy's open mouth as my world grew incandescent with orgasmic pleasure.
I seemed to lose my balance – falling through an ocean of ecstasy, not realizing for long minutes that as I bounced and flailed in climax that I had literally toppled us out of the chair as we tilted backwards until the chair tipped over onto its back and tumbled us out. I came out of my orgasmic frenzy to find myself straddling daddy, both of us now prone on the lounger's back - the small table next to us toppled with cookies and milk everywhere. It seemed odd, but I didn't really care – as my long sought orgasm faded, I knew I needed more and I resumed riding my father, planting my legs into a squat so I could piston up and down on his long and big shaft!
Daddy lay there, an odd grin on his face as his hands reached up to cup my bouncing breasts, twiddling my nipples with his thumb as I gazed lovingly down at him as his cock filled my sopping wet, quivering pussy again and again. I moved up and down, fast – slow – then fast again, my leg muscles bulging with strain as I again approached orgasm.
As I felt fantastic pleasure sweep me away, Daddy seized hold of me and with his stiff meat buried in my cunt to the root, he rolled me over – the violence of the movement strengthening my orgasm and then taking me to unsuspected heights of carnal joy as he began fucking me with hard, brutal strokes – taking possession of me, making me his with his throbbing cock! Anticipating my cries, Daddy smothered my wails of pleasure with his mouth, again kissing me – our tongues a frenzy of co-joined ecstatic activity. Somehow we seemed to be under the Christmas tree, Daddy shoving into my pussy, the most wonderful present I had ever known.
As the world around me disappeared in a fog of ecstasy, I could only comprehend that it was my father that was giving me such pleasure – that somehow I had made this happen and I never wanted to ever give up this incestuous joy. As I reached the pinnacle of my climax, Daddy showed me my ignorance of pleasure by thrusting hard and deep into my young womb and cumming – flooding my pussy with his hot, sweet seed. As the heat of his semen soaked into my cunt, I finally understood what an orgasm truly was – my body swollen and exploding in indescribable pleasure until the world simply disintegrated, leaving only incestuous bliss and joy beyond measure.
The rest of that blessed early Christmas morning was a series of fractured, but wonderful images – my memories distorted maybe by the drugs or perhaps by the greatest orgasm of my young life. Still, till the day I die, I will treasure those images – finding myself in Daddy's arms, kissing passionately and tenderly, both vowing that this was only the beginning – down on my hands and knees, helping Daddy clean up the spilled milk and cookies, him standing beside me, lifting the lounger upright and his cock, still semi-hard and inches from my face and me impulsively taking him back in my mouth, cleaning his cock of semen and pussy juice – kissing and caressing on the stairs, both of us now naked, my body trembling as his fingers explored and stroked my body – Daddy tucking me into my bed, kissing my mouth, my breasts, my stomach and my still quivering pussy before pulling the covers over me, his last words to me, "Merry Christmas, Erica – Daddy loves you, baby girl," before I faded into the most contented sleep I had ever known.
Christmas morning was always the time for opening presents, but it was almost Christmas noon before either Daddy or I crawled out of our prospective beds – Mom saying nothing, but looking at us with amused expressions. I awoke first and had a cup of coffee with Mom as we waited for Daddy to stir. I had no hangover and shivered with delight with every memory of Daddy and me fucking the night before. I felt all sorts of guilt, certain it was all but stamped on my forehead, but Mom seemed not to notice, talking about Christmas dinner plans and my next semester in school.
When Daddy came in, my heart raced at the sight of him, hair bed-tousled and yawning. Part of me feared that overnight, he would have a change of heart, but he smiled at me in such a way that told me that he still felt the same way about me. We opened presents – nobody getting anything out of the ordinary – Mom and Daddy giving me clothes, CDs, a couple of gift cards and since Mom loved her little jokes, yet another coupon for getting bikini waxes at a local salon. I blushed and then shrugged my shoulders, laughing along with Mom and Daddy and then almost creaming my panties when Daddy, after checking to see Mom's attention was on opening a present, licked his lips lasciviously, letting me know how much he looked forward to eating his daughter's hairless pussy.
When all the presents were opened and the wrapping papers collected, Mom ordered us to get upstairs and cleaned up, telling me to report to her in thirty minutes for kitchen duty and for Daddy to be careful when he drove down to the local convenience store to pick up the eggs she'd forgotten. She got up, looked at us both with both love and amusement in her eyes and said, "I'll be in the kitchen if anybody needs anything."
Daddy and I watched her go and then hurried upstairs, both of us pausing at the door to my bedroom – for a moment standing awkwardly like two teenagers at the end of their first date. Then Daddy took me in his arms and kissed me, backing me up against the closed door, his tongue searching out mine. A fire that had been simmering between my legs since I'd woken up flared anew. I hunched against him, feeling his cock already erect pressing back against my stomach.
"Oh Daddy, I want you so much," I gasped as our kiss ended.
"Me too, Erica," Daddy replied, "Soon baby, but..." he paused as we heard pots being rattled downstairs, "We have our marching orders!" Daddy kissed me again and then turned me towards the bathroom door and gave me a firm, but playful slap on the ass.
I grinned at him as he watched me walk away and for fun, I shed the gown I'd put on after waking up and walked naked to the bathroom, not bothering to close the door. Daddy watched me until I climbed into the shower before retreating back to his and Mom's bedroom and their private bathroom beyond. I took a quick shower, pausing only to rub my soap slick pussy for a few minutes. Afterwards, I dried off, combed the tangles out of my long, black hair and then marched out of the bathroom stark naked into my parents' bedroom. Daddy was in their bathroom, drying himself off, turning at the sound of my entrance.
As I reached the bathroom, I fell to my knees, ignoring the uncomfortable tile floor and took Daddy into my mouth, relishing the feeling of his cock hardening quickly around my lips and tongue. My eyes conveyed to him how much I loved him as much as my mouth moving on his cock did.
"Ohhhhh, my little girl," Daddy sighed as I bobbed my head back and forth, tongue slithering this way and that around his shaft and crown. I kept my eyes locked on Daddy as I sucked him off, but even so, quickly my peripheral vision picked up the naughty and erotic images of me sucking my father's cock in Mom's three part mirror. A thrill ran through me as I realized, Daddy and I looked good like this – that we looked like we were meant to be together sexually.
Daddy was long in cumming, despite my best efforts, our activities from earlier in the morning still tempering his need to cum quickly. After several minutes of lovingly sucking Daddy's penis, Mom hollered up from downstairs, "Hey! Are you guys coming or not?"
Trying not to laugh as I let Daddy's cock slip from my lips, I said in a voice that sounded a bit strange, "Just a couple of more minutes, Mom!" I giggled up at Daddy and then resumed sucking him, being loud, wet noises as I did. Daddy's cock throbbed and pulsed angrily and I knew he was close so I resorted to the one thing I knew men and boys loved more than just about anything. I let Daddy go once more, reaching up to stroke his shaft, slick with my saliva and looked up at him with an expression of eager need on my face and said, "Daddy, please cum on my face!"
Daddy's expression of pure bliss evolved into something more carnal and I knew my words were magic. ""Sweet daughter of mine," Daddy moaned and I could feel the sperm racing up his shaft and then spraying all over my face – jet after jet of hot, creamy semen splattering on my lips, nose, chin and cheeks. Along with my father's groans of pleasure came murmurs of appreciation for my sluttish actions as I stuck my tongue out to catch the last few spurts of his creamy spunk, followed by lip-smacking sounds of satisfaction as I used my fingers to scoop blobs of semen up and eat them off my fingers.
Finally, Daddy hauled me to my feet and kissed me, not caring if I shared my taste and his seed with him as our tongues danced for one last long minute. He turned me around and said, "Thank you, Erica...wow!" He gave me a slap on the ass and added, "Go get dressed – Mom's expecting you."
I did as he said, giving him a nice view of my swaying ass as I headed out. I stopped short when he called to me, adding another command. "No panties, Erica. Daddy has plans for his little girl later on."
He grinned at me in such a way that my knees went weak and I could only nod and reply, "I love you, Daddy!"
I finished cleaning up and then quickly dressed and got downstairs. As I entered the kitchen, Mom, fussing over a half roasted turkey, glanced over at me, nodding approvingly at my red and green sweater dress which molded itself nicely to me, but with a more modest than usual neckline and a hemline that ended only a few inches above my knees. "I was about to give up on you, Erica. How about tackling those potatoes."
I nodded, face slightly blushing as I wondered what she would think if she knew Dad and I had followed up on her joking remarks from last night. I peeled potatoes and set them boiling in preparation to be mashed and then followed Mom's directions as we fixed other parts of our impending Christmas dinner.
Mom and I chatted a bit about presents as we worked and I tried to not show any reaction when Daddy walked in, now dressed and looking more handsome than ever. I was on the far side of the breakfast nook, adding some ingredients to a sweet potato casserole. Daddy gave Mom a kiss on the cheek and then came around the nook and gave me a fatherly hug as he said, "Okay, you need eggs, Evvie, anything else?"
Mom paused in her work to consider the question and while he waited for the answer, Daddy dropped his hand down along my ass and then up and under my dress. As Mom said, "I don't think so, honey – get a gallon of Milk if you can – a half gallon or a quart if that's all they have," Daddy slipped two fingers between my thighs and pressed between my still slick labia, slowly stirring those fingers around in my wet cunt. I bit my lip, trying not to react to the naughty sensations sending thrills through my body.
Daddy said, "Good enough, be back in a bit," as he pulled his fingers free from my clasping flesh and turned and headed out the front door. I glanced down the hallway where my father now out of line of sight of Mom, turned and grinned at me before putting his fingers in his mouth and sucking them clean of my juices.
I had to struggle for the next few minutes not to shiver or shake in the throes of my sexual desire. My heart was racing and my skin felt flushed and hot. My mind felt giddy as I tried somehow to rationalize my sudden overwhelming attraction to my father...and the sudden swell of emotions that I knew were part lust and part love, not the innocent love of a father and daughter, but the love one feels upon realizing they have found a soul-mate.
It felt as if Mom's eyes were constantly on me – that she was studying me even as we continued to chat about innocuous things. Part of me felt a wee bit of guilt. I had committed incest with my father. I had committed adultery with Mom's husband, yet those feelings were tiny compared to the sudden need and love I felt for Daddy. I already knew in my heart that if I had it to do over again, I would in an instant...and a lot sooner too!
Mom continued to scrutinize me as we reached a temporary stopping place in cooking and she joined me at the breakfast nook, bringing us both fresh cups of coffee. She finally said, "Your father is in much better spirits this morning. I take it you two have worked out your differences?"
I sipped at my coffee and nodded, softly replying, "I guess so, Mom."
Mom passed me over the sugar, knowing I like my coffee sweet. "I'm glad. You know your daddy loves you, Erica."
I smiled and said more confidently, "Absolutely, Mom."
"Good. You're your daddy's precious little girl and you mean more to him that just about anything...even me." Mom said the last words slowly, giving them a great deal of emphasis.
I felt my stomach roll over. I slowly set my coffee cup down, trying hard to not have an accident. "That's not true, Mom. Daddy loves you!"
Mom smiled back at me, reaching out to pat my hand. "I know he does, but I also know how important you are...how important you've become to him. He's a good man. He's worked hard to provide for us...a loving husband and father and it's not always been easy – the last few years especially."
Mom's hand squeezed mine. "Not losing his little girl means the world to him and it makes my heart sing to see him happy. It makes me even happier knowing that you and your father are close...hopefully closer than ever. I don't want to see John hurt." Mom's hand closed tighter around mine. "Daddy's little girl isn't going to hurt him again, is she?"
There was a long stretch of silence as Mom and I stared at each other. My mind was racing, trying to understand. Was she saying she knew what had happened? Was she saying that she approved? My mind stumbled over the conclusions I kept reaching. Unless I was totally clueless, Mom was telling me she was okay with me fucking Daddy!
I finally licked my lips, my throat feeling dry and said a bit hoarsely, "I understand, Mom. I...I love Daddy and I promise never to hurt him again."
Mom continued to study me for what seemed an hour before finally allowing a small smile on her face. "Good, Erica. I'm glad to hear it." Mom stood up and surveyed the kitchen. "I reckon those potatoes are ready to get mashed and afterwards, you can get some dinner rolls out of the freezer." She turned to resume her work, but spared me another brief glance, her expression one of satisfaction more than anything else.
I felt a trickle of pussy juice run down my inner thigh. I wasn't sure what had me more excited...the prospect of fucking Daddy again in the near future or that I thought me fucking Daddy had Mom's blessing.
Late afternoon found us all having a sumptuous Christmas dinner with turkey, mashed potatoes and enough food to feed a small army. We laughed and ate our way through it until we were all stuffed, just as we had every Christmas in memory. Once we were able to move again, Mom, as was tradition, handed off the clean-up to Daddy and me while she had a nice long nap in the living room.
Being alone with Daddy, even with Mom just a room or two away sent thrills through me as we collected up dirty dishes, covered up leftovers and moved everything from the dining room to the kitchen. We exchanged glances, smiles that were both loving and lusty. I loaded up the dishwasher and then set about washing other dirty dishes and pans in the sink while Daddy quickly began wrapping up leftovers and finding room for them in the refrigerator.
I felt Daddy come up from behind. His arms went around my waist and pulled me to him. I sighed as I felt his lips brush the nape of my neck while I felt the growing erection in his slacks. He hugged me tight while I slowly wiggled my ass against his legs. His lips nibbled on my neck and then my cheek as I eased my head back against his shoulder. Daddy's hands slid slowly up my sweater dress to cup my breasts, allowing him to discover that in addition to no panties, I'd foregone a bra as well.
Slowly Daddy turned me around so I could lean against the counter, soapy hands gripping the edge of the sink. My heart beat loudly as Daddy leaned in and kissed me, gently at first and then with more passion, my lips yielding to his insistent tongue until both his and mine were again curling around each other – allowing us to taste the other more deeply.
When Daddy, almost regretfully ended the kiss, he gingerly kneeled down in front of me, his hands slowly running down my body. "Erica, raise your dress up for Daddy," he said softly. Hands still wet and trembling, I did as my father told me too and pulled the clinging fabric up, loving the light that erupted in his eyes as I exposed my clean-shaven pussy to him. Daddy sighed, "So beautiful, baby," reaching out with one hand to caress my already blossomed labia, middle finger running the length of the wet, glistening flesh between my swollen lips.
Slowly Daddy pressed his middle finger inside me, taking his time and exploring with it, ending with his finger probing upwards inside my pussy, searching out that magical g-spot. I could barely stand, the pleasure of being fingered by my own father almost overwhelming me. As he added another finger into my molten twat, Daddy reached out with his other hand and spread the wrinkled, slick flesh above to expose my clit, already emerging from it's hood – nearly a half inch of aroused flesh. Like a butterfly's kiss, his thumb gently flicked over my clitoris, drawing a soulful moan from me. "Yesssss, Daddy!" I said in a hoarse whisper.
Daddy smiled up at me and then leaned in, his mouth on me – tongue brushing against my clitoris, a long, delicate lick before swirling around and down to join with his busy fingers. After minutes of teasing – licking and tugging at my labia, Daddy withdrew his fingers from my quivering cunt, licked them clean and then with another smile, pressed his face against my slick cunt and proceeded to show me what a fine eater of pussy my daddy was!
Minute after minute of exquisite pleasure followed as Daddy tongued and licked and teased my pussy. Making me whimper with talented sucking of my clit and making me shake all over as he seemed to simply know where his tongue would feel the best. I embraced the sweet orgasms that swept my body as Daddy ate my pussy, shaky knees and arms barely holding me up as Daddy speared my cunt with his tongue, following up with the most gentle kisses on my clit that I've ever experienced and lapping up the river of cunt cream flowing out of me. I managed not to scream out in pleasure, but I wasn't quite either – sighs and coos of pleasure constantly escaping my lips.



After my third or maybe fourth orgasm, Daddy quickly stood up, his pants falling to pool at his feet as he rose, his cock hard and proud, brushing against my leg as he moved. Daddy turned me around, one foot reaching out to catch and slide a small foot stool Mom used to reach things on the higher shelf. He guided me onto it, raising me up only a few inches, but making things just right as I discovered as he bent me forward slightly, stepped up and made me cry out loudly as he thrust into me from behind, his long, hard cock quickly burying itself in my sopping wet cunt.
I let out a long moan as I felt my cunt become stuffed with my father's erection, my fingernails scraping over the metal of the sink as I felt his cock-head spread apart my flesh and press into my cervix. "Fuck me, Daddy, please," I whimpered, pushing my ass back, wiggling fervently in an attempt to have more of my daddy inside me.
"Been saving this Christmas present all day," Daddy whispered into my ear, his lips nuzzling me while his hands slid up from my waist to cup my breasts, kneading them through the knitted material, teasing my erect nipples while he began to move in and out of my clasping pussy. Waves of pleasure swept over me as Daddy fucked me in the kitchen while Mom sat less than twenty feet away in another room. Although we were trying to be discreet, the truth is that we couldn't hold back the moans and cries of our lusty delight nor the unmistakable sounds of flesh slapping flesh as Daddy fucked me. Her words...Mom's veiled blessing just seemed to make the fact that Daddy and I were joined in incestuous bliss just hat much more exciting.
As Daddy's cock slipped back and forth – each movement sweeter than the one before, his lips were busy, kissing and nibbling my neck and then as I leaned my head back, pressing opened mouth against mine, his tongue slathering over mine. His strong fingers pinched and pulled my throbbing nipples, seeming to pinch hard each time he thrust deep inside me.
My body trembled with the effort of remaining upright – my legs felt like jelly and my arms were corded and quivering as I braced myself for Daddy's hard fucking. Thank goodness I was more or less impaled on Daddy's hard penis or I'm sure I would've been collapsed on the floor. My orgasm built deliciously slow but then erupted violently as I felt Daddy speed up his thrusts and I let out a loud cry only partly muffled by his lips as we kissed passionately and sloppily.
"OH YES, DADDY," escaped my lips in a loud sob as I felt him thrust deep one last time and then begin shooting semen into my welcoming womb. I began to sag, my legs useless, but Daddy somehow kept me upright with a firm grip on my tits and his cock thrust upwards into my cunt, Daddy standing on tip-toe in an attempt to get as much of himself inside me as he could. Bolts of carnal ecstasy tore through me again and again as I surrendered myself to my father heart and soul, my heart swelling to bursting with equal amounts of lust and love.
After an eternity of sweet pleasure, I felt Dad slip from me and as we both gasped for breath, I slowly sagged down to the floor to my knees, feeling dizzy and wonderful and then hungry for my Daddy as I came face to face with his slowly deflating cock. I felt a thrill as I sluttishly pressed my face against his cock and groin, smelling and tasting his spunk as well as my juices on his shaft and in his curly pubic hair. I took Daddy in my mouth and got a rather loud moan from him as well as I rolled my tongue over his very sensitive flesh.
Finally, with Daddy's cock licked clean, he pulled me to my feet and we kissed for several minutes, me shivering every time I felt a bit of his seed trickling down my thighs. I suddenly found myself blushing and barely able to meet his intense gaze. "Erica, thank you for this," Daddy said softly to me. "It's been...well, it's been a long time since I felt like this...like a man feels when he knows he's made his woman happy."
I felt myself tremble in my father's arms. "Am I your woman now, Daddy?" I replied in almost a whisper."
"Yes, baby girl. You're my woman," Dad said, his eyes looking suddenly wetter. "You're my woman for as long as you want."
"And Mom, what about her?"
Dad licked his lips and glanced off towards the living room. "I think she's okay with this, Erica. I think she's kind of been hoping this would happen and take the pressure off her. I still love her and she'll always be my wife, but you..." He looked at me hopefully. Part of me was relieved to know that he was reading Mom the same way I was. Part of me rejoiced with the thought that we likely had Mom's blessing.
I lifted my head and kissed him, slowly and lovingly, taking my time with my tongue to show him how I truly felt before I whispered, "I'm Daddy's little girl and I'm Daddy's lover."
We kissed a while longer and then finished up the dishes. After getting ourselves straightened up (mostly me combing my hair and giving Daddy a lurid peepshow of wiping up the cum dripping from my pussy and licking it from my fingers while grinning like the bird that ate the canary), we joined Mom in the living room, finding her dozing on the couch.
Mom stretched lazily and opening her eyes, smiled at us both. "Mmmmm, it was nice to relax. Maybe I'll let you two do the kitchen every night."
I felt both a grin and a blush break out on my face. After glancing at Daddy, I replied, "I'm fine with that, Mom. I really enjoy doing things with Daddy."
Mom's smile blossomed into a big grin and she said, "I bet you do!" while Daddy stood there and turned a bright red. After that, things calmed down – the double entendres faded and we watched a silly comedy DVD that Mom and Daddy got me for Christmas. After watching the news, Mom got up and announced she was heading to bed, kissed us both goodnight and went upstairs.
I doubt if she got the bedroom door closed before I was in Daddy's arms, kissing each other passionately as we nearly tore the clothes off each other. Daddy and I ended Christmas as we had begun it, losing ourselves in a bout of sweaty, intense incestuous sex – Daddy between my thighs, pounding his amazing cock into me with all his might.
And so went my Christmas break with Daddy and me fucking and sucking at every opportunity we had to be alone. I discovered early on that Daddy had some help from modern chemistry and if I ever meet the people that came up with those miraculous little pills, I'd fuck them in an instant. Besides the wonder drugs, I think Daddy had a lot of fucking and cumming to catch up on and I was determined to get every bit of his hot, delicious spunk.
Even as the dreaded day approached for me to take a bus back across the state, leaving Daddy and I apart for Lord knew how long, Mom stepped in and saved the day, coyly suggesting that Daddy take some of his built up leave time and drive me back. "Take a few days, John," Mom urged Daddy. "Spend some quality time with your daughter!"
Daddy looked thunderstruck at Mom's suggestion even as he nodded dumbly to it. As for me, Mom's only suggestive comment was when she hugged me goodbye at the car, whispering in my ear, "Enjoy, but don't kill your father!"
I could go on and on about the titanic amount of sex and lovemaking Daddy and I enjoyed over the course of the next six days – leaving fellow occupants at two different motels banging on the walls at all the noise we were making, going down on Daddy in the men's room at one of Columbus's finer restaurants, or him fucking me standing up against the inside door of my dorm room. It was a whirlwind of incestuous orgasms that left me bow-legged and Daddy so sore he could barely walk...memories that we will cherish for the rest of our lives.
But, those days were so much more. Between the bouts of lovemaking, we had a chance to talk and connect as only a father and daughter in love can do. We sat down ground-rules for our conduct around Mom – wanting and cherishing her blessing of our relationship and with each other. Daddy was very much concerned that I feel free to find a man my own age and that while Daddy intended to be faithful to me, I should feel free to find that special someone to spend the rest of my life with.
I told Daddy that I'd already found that man. The look of love on his face at that moment told me he wanted it to be true and that he hoped that it was. I'm finishing up my Spring semester now and when I return home again, I'll prove it to him. I'm one year shy of graduating, but I already have made the arrangements. I'm transferring to a school just twenty-five miles from home so I can commute. In a couple of weeks, I'll show my Daddy that milk and cookies isn't just a Christmas tradition, but that as far as my Daddy is concerned, milk and cookies and my pussy are a tradition he'll be enjoying every night!
The End
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I sat in the visitor's center feeling very out of place – concrete walls with small windows made of thick glass and metal bars giving off poor light supplemented by harsh fluorescents overhead. Several children fussed, squalled or fidgeted around women who were likely their grandmothers or aunts. A few other men sat at the small rectangular tables bolted into the concrete floor. Male and female guards were at the exit, weapons displayed prominently, their faces set in a permanent squint as they studied each of us for trouble.
By ones and twos, women came in from another door, escorted by female guards, harsh looking women with butch haircuts or tight buns pulling their hair taut. The women they escorted were dressed in shapeless blue khaki dresses or in blue khaki slacks and blue chambray shirts. To a woman, they looked around warily and then upon seeing family, their faces would break into expressions of love or shame and sometimes both.
"Visitor for Carleen Howard," called out a woman guard, bringing a woman through the door. I stood up, my heart beginning to pound, putting a hand on the table to steady myself. The guard pointed to me while the woman she escorted stared at me a little concerned or confused. She shook her head and looked quizzically at the guard who rolled her eyes and said something that got her moving, walking slowly and cautiously towards me.
She was dressed in the shapeless dress that most of the women prisoners seemed to be wearing. I tried to match her face to the one I held in my memories, few that they were. A woman in her mid-forties, dark brown hair streaked with white, chopped off in a crude pixie cut. She carried a lot more weight than I remembered – at least I think she did. Her face was fuller and her bosom seemed to swell out and strain against the material of her dress. Her ankles were trim however – her calves well muscled as if she did a lot of exercise.
She got closer and then her eyes went wide, showing me that they were as brilliant a blue as I remembered as she suddenly realized who I was. She stopped on the other side of the table and in a voice that while harsher than I recalled, I still recognized, said, "You shouldn't be here, John." Her eyes, so deeply blue, began to tear up.
I felt my own eyes begin to sting as I replied, my voice suddenly hoarse, "Hello, Momma."
#
On March 19, 1992, my mother murdered my father, emptying an entire clip from a police issue Glock automatic pistol into him while he slept on the couch. I was four years old and didn't witness it, but she freely confessed to the police when they came. I think the shots woke me up and I remember sitting next to my mother on my bed while she cried, hugging me tight with one arm while the pistol dangled from her free hand. I think I remember vaguely understanding that something had happened to my father, but not being real upset about it. He was mean to me and my mother...real mean.
My last memory of Momma was of her reaching out to me, sobbing and screaming my name as a policeman carried me away, trying to shield my view of a white sheet over the couch, stained a dark shade of red. Mom's eyes would have been red from the crying except for the dark bruises that had both eyes almost swollen shut – bruises that pretty much covered her face. Her long dark brown hair was falling down into her face, denying me one last look at her.
On August 1, 1993, Carleen Howard was sentenced to life in prison for the murder of her common law husband, Lee Dean Garrett. Carleen or Carlie as her friends called her was twenty-one years old. Her defense lawyer's efforts for acquittal based on the preponderance of evidence of physical abuse or to achieve at least a reduction of charges were all in vain. When you kill the son of a sheriff in rural Mississippi, you are in for a world of hurt.
By then of course, I had become a ward of the state, never knowing that Sheriff Garrett had decided to sweep clean any connection between his late son and as he would later put it, "That sorry piece of white trash that crawled up from the wrong side of the tracks and her misbegotten bastard.
Before my sixth birthday, I was adopted by an older couple – then almost fifty themselves, childless since the mid 1980s when their only son had been killed in the waning days of our peacekeeping efforts in Lebanon. Kent and Donna Tucker become my mother and father and took me out of Mississippi to a small town in Western Illinois where I had about as nice an upbringing as anyone could ask for.
They were both wonderful people. Dad, beneath a gruff and grumpy exterior was a wonderful father, teaching me by example how to be a good man. Mom was a June Cleaver for the modern world – balancing a job as school teacher with raising a family. I was loved and I knew it and I loved them both dearly in return.
As the years passed, I let my early years fade away, only occasionally recalling my birth mother – usually picturing her as very pretty and often sad. The only memory other than that of her sobbing as she tried to hang on to me that last moment was of her and me on a picnic. I remembered my mother smiling as she spread the blanket on the ground, her deeply tanned face almost glowing, her eyes a bright shining blue, framed by long mahogany tresses. I remember hugs and kisses and her chasing me around while I laughed until I couldn't catch my breath. In the end, all I had was a memory that she loved me.
When I was fourteen and Dad thought I was old enough to know, he sat me down and told me the entire story of my real mom and dad. Lee Dean Garrett was a violent, hard drinking son of a man who ran his county with an iron fist. My grandfather had served as Sheriff of the county for nearly twenty-five years before my real mother, Carlie Howard emerged from the swamps of southern Mississippi at age 16, running away from home only to meet and get knocked up by Lee Dean.
The Sheriff wouldn't let him marry my mother, but tolerated her presence, helping his son set her up in a trailer park on the outskirts of town. Dad called my birth mother a "round-heels" which he said meant she was a slut. Lee Dean was an alcoholic abuser of women and despite the danger he represented, while he'd wander off for weeks or months at a time, Carlie would sleep around with other men.
When Lee Dean would find out, he'd beat my mother. When my birth mother was examined at the hospital following the shooting of my father, she had severe contusions about the face, arms and abdomen, two broken ribs, a fractured eye socket and a bruised kidney. Records indicated a total of nine older fractures from over a five year period. Not that it mattered. The son of Sheriff Garrett could have been a serial killer and still his father would see to it that his killer would spend life in jail.
I had known vaguely what my mother had done and didn't know how to really process this information. I felt some vague guilt over her situation, but whenever I voiced questions about how she might be now, Dad was vehement in dropping the subject. I always felt that his attitude of "leave the past in the past," bothered Mom. In the end, I concurred with Dad and simply pushed the matter of my birth family into a dusty corner of my mind and went on with my life.
I went to a university in Ohio, majoring in American Literature and writing my senior thesis on William Faulkner – perhaps my Mississippi roots influencing my choice. As I was considering whether to pursue a teaching career back in Illinois or to begin work on my masters with an eye towards an eventual doctorate, my adoptive Mom fell ill.
Mom's heart was giving out and now into her early seventies, the doctors were not hopeful. I returned home, temporarily shelving my future plans to help Mom and Dad out. Mom accepted what was coming with her usual grace, but it was killing Dad. Already in his late seventies, he seemed to age a year with each passing week that saw Mom slipping away.
Just before the end, I was sitting with her, reading her the latest potboiler by her favorite author – even holding a book was wearying to her. She stopped me and asked, "John, is your father asleep?" I nodded, knowing that most days now, he spent most of his time on his favorite sofa, napping away – sleep his only way to escape the sudden decline of his wife.
"Son, up in the top of the closet," she raised a finger weakly to point at the closet across the room. "Up there, you'll find a red metal box. Be a dear and get it down for me."
I hurried to obey her, reaching up on tiptoe to retrieve what looked like a small red tackle box. It was light and if it hadn't made a soft rustling noise as I brought it down, I would have assumed it was empty.
I brought it to her, setting it carefully on her lap as she pulled herself up to a sitting position in her bed. "What's up, Mom?" I asked, a bit mystified by the box.
Mom stroked her fingers slowly over the red metal and sighed before answering. "This stays between us, son. Your father forbad me from doing something many years ago and well, I went ahead and did it anyway." She undid the latch and opened the box up. Inside were many envelopes and what appeared to be a few greeting cards.
"You got a boyfriend Dad doesn't know about?" I asked, getting a frown from Mom in return.
"No, smart-mouth," Mom replied. She reached out and took my hand, my heart aching at how little strength seemed to remain in her withered fingers. "John, these are from your mother."
For a moment, I was confused and it must have shown on my face as Mom shook her head and clarified, "Your real mother, John. Carlie Howard."
I felt dizzy for a moment and managed to stutter, "M-my real m-mom?"
Mom nodded and said, "We've been corresponding now for about fifteen years. Your father forbad it, saying the past is the past and we needed to give you a complete clean break. I went ahead and wrote her anyway."
Her fingers slipped into the mass of paper as if stirring up the past. "Maybe your father was right, but...mothers know...understand loss in a way that men folk never will and while I couldn't do anything about Ken...your older brother, I thought staying in touch with your birth mother might ease the pain I know she feels everyday you've not been in her life."
Mom looked up at me with tears in her eyes. "This is the only thing I've ever kept from your father, but I sleep better knowing that Carlie knows you are alive and well and happy." She weakly squeezed my hand. "A mother needs to know these things."
We sat there quietly for several minutes. I was at a complete loss for words, unable to identify the emotions Mom's revelations stirred up inside me. It was as if a door stood ajar and behind it was something I both feared and desired to know. Finally, I asked, "Is...is she okay? I mean – she's still in prison, right? Is she okay?"
Mom gave a little shrug. "I think she does the best she can – she was just a slip of a girl when she went to jail." She caressed the letters again. "She's very proud of you. I sent her pictures of you from time to time and newspaper clippings when you won the scholarship and when your baseball team went to the state finals. I sent her copies of report cards and some of your stories." Mom looked away from me as if a little embarrassed at her enthusiasm to share my successes.
"Mom?" I gave her hand a gentle squeeze. "Are you okay?"
Mom turned back and took a deep breath, looking as serious as I'd ever seen her. "John, I'm dying. It won't be long now. I know this won't be easy, but you need to reach out to her...your real mom."
My stomach did a flip. "I don't know...you're my mom! I don't even know her!" I started to get up, but Mom took a firmer grip on my hand – far firmer than I would have thought possible and I stayed in place.
"Honey, I know this is hard to hear, but you need to listen. I'll be gone soon and I don't think Kent will be far behind me." Again, my heart gave a lurch and though I wanted to get up and run, my legs wouldn't cooperate. "John, we'll soon be gone and your mother is all the family you have left!"
Mom gave a little sob and then a wheeze while her face began to turn red. As she began to cough, I hovered around her, almost ready to panic and call 911. Slowly, Mom recovered and then she reached out and took my hand again. "John, you've been a good son and we raised you right. Your mother has no one...no one! Please promise, John, you won't let her be all alone in that awful place with no one caring if she lives or dies!" Mom pulled me close, her skin now going a deathly pale. "Promise me!"
Tears were flowing down both our faces as I nodded and said in a halting voice. "I promise you, Mom!"
Two weeks later, Mom passed away, her weak heart slowing down until it simply stopped. I lost Dad five months later. He became a virtual ghost, withering away day by day after we buried Mom. A week after he passed, the family lawyer broke down my inheritance – not a fortune, but enough to make life comfortable for a while and when I got home, a letter of acceptance from the University of Mississippi graduate school and an offer to be a graduate assistant in their literature program beginning in January of the New Year was in the mailbox. I would be able to pursue my masters and teach at the same time.
As I stood on the front porch of my childhood home, acceptance letter in hand, I leaned out and looked up into the clear blue sky and said, "You don't have to hint, Mom. I'll keep my promise!"
#
My birth mother and I stood there for a couple of minutes, just staring at each other, sizing each other up and not knowing what to say. Her escort gave us the evil eye until we both sat down, still unable to say anything of consequence.
Finally, I broke the silence. "How are you, Momma?" It struck me funny that from the moment I recognized her that it suddenly popped into my head that I'd called her Momma when I was real little instead of Mom or Mommy.
Momma kind of winced when I called her that and replied, "Reckon I'm all right." Her accent was pure southern redneck and I found it kind of charming. "You look like your daddy."
I didn't know what to say to that. Certainly, like all adopted kids, I had wondered from time to time, but had simply put aside wondering who I had inherited my unruly shock of sandy hair or my pug nose from. Try as I might, any images of my real father had faded quickly from my mind.
Momma looked at me and then tears were in her eyes and she said, "Donna's dead, ain't she?"
"Yeah. She...Mom died about six months ago."
"I knowed it. She aint never went this long without writing me. She was a good woman." Momma looked me up and down with a stare that had me squirming uncomfortably. "She raised you right for sure. You gonna keep going to school?"
I nodded and then said, "Yes, Momma. I'm going to be going to the University of Mississippi and working on my master's degree."
Momma grinned then and I saw for the first time more than a glimmer of the woman I'd known so long ago. "Shiiiit. Imagine that. Ain't no-one in our family ever got past eighth grade excepting me and I bailed out when I was fifteen. My son's a college graduate."
There was both pride and amusement in her voice and I felt both pleased and a little annoyed without knowing why.
"Yeah, well – since I'll be nearby, I thought maybe I could visit you and maybe we can get to know each other again."
Momma's face got a funny look on it and she looked down at the table as she said, "I 'preciate that, John, but you'd best just forget about me and get on with your life."
I wasn't expecting that response and couldn't hide the hurt in my voice as I responded with, "Why?"
Momma raised her head and looked at me like I was a fool and then waved her arms around. "Boy, I'm in prison. For life! Y'all don't need a jailbird for a momma hanging around your neck, dragging you down. You got a education so use it. Get the hell out of Mississippi and have a fucking life, goddammit!" Her voice rose until she was almost yelling, causing the guards to look our way, frowning.
I was more than a bit thunderstruck. I guess I had figured we would have some sort of tearful, happy reunion and that she might actually be glad to see me. Part of me just wanted to get up and run out of there, but part of me wanted something more.
"Momma, we're all each other have left. Mom and Da – my adoptive parents are gone and you're the only family I have. Like it or not, you're stuck with me. I remember loving you and missing you from when I was little and now seeing you again, I know I never stopped loving you."
Momma's mouth worked for a while, but nothing happened. Tears trailed down her face while she pulled herself together. Finally, she shook her head and said, her voice still too loud, "You think this can do any of us any good? Getting to spend a hour with you every month?"
"Girl, beats hell out of just another hour inside this place looking at a bunch a angry bitches, don't it?" We both turned to see a small, stringy-haired blonde with blue tattoos running up and down her arms at the next table, a young boy squirming in her lap with a much older version of the woman sitting across from her. "Least you get to sit a spell with a good looking stud instead of fighting off some fuckin carpet eating butch dyke, Carlie!"
I just stared at the woman – realizing how out of place I felt. I thought I knew what she was talking about and damned if it didn't trigger a little tingle in my crotch, making my cock twitch.
Momma stared hard at the other woman for a moment. Then she grinned and glancing back at me for a second, replied, "He is good looking, aint he?" She turned and the smile faded. "I've been here a long time, John. I aint got not clue how to be a momma anymore." She leaned in and for some reason I noticed how her large bosom, straining against the khaki fabric seem to flow and rest on top of the table. She reached out slowly with her right hand and placed it atop mine. "But I never stopped loving you...son." She said the word awkwardly as if she hadn't said it in a very long time.
For some reason that seemed to break the ice and we talked – mostly me asking questions about her – our family, with her being evasive with lots of awkward pauses as we both tried to get used to the other. Eventually, an announcement was made by the guards that five minutes remained for visitation and we both fell silent again. As our first visit ended, we both stood up and looked at each other uncomfortably.
"Um...are we allowed to hug?" I asked, glancing around and seeing other inmates getting hugs and kisses from spouses and parents and children.
Momma looked around and then shrugged her shoulders and said, "I reckon so. Ain't like I've had much visitors over the years." She stepped up to me and both of us awkwardly and hesitatingly, put our arms around each other – Momma's arms going around my neck. I could feel the tension in her and then with a quick intake of breath, she pulled me to her, hugging me tightly.
I wasn't prepared for how she felt – warm and fleshy – the thin khaki dress doing nothing to hide the fact that she was very well...developed. My body reacted instinctively as I felt her hot breath against my neck and her breasts pressing and pillowing out against my chest. I felt my cock jerk and then begin to grow. By the time we broke the embrace, I could feel my face flaming with embarrassment. To my surprise, Momma's face was red too.



We stepped apart and Momma grinned and shook her head. "Wheeeoow. Been a long time since I hugged a man!" We both grinned at each other and then the guards called for the prisoners to vacate the room.
Momma started to move towards the prisoner exit, but turned around with a big grin on her face and said, "I can't get over how much you look like your daddy." She winked and said, "Bet all you have to do is give the girls a smile and they spread their legs for you just like they did for your daddy!"
She and the blonde haired woman with the tats both guffawed at that as they walked away while I stood there, my face burning and my penis almost fully erect. After being raised by Mom and Dad – very proper and religious people, it suddenly hit me that Momma was from a completely different world. Echoes of Dad talking about Momma as a roundheels and a slut, combined with the easy and loose way Momma talked around me, her words peppered with swear words and sexual innuendo made me realize that Momma was different from anyone I had ever met before.
On slightly shaky legs, I headed for the exit, my mind going in ten different directions at once. Once I was in the parking lot, I was shocked to feel tears running down my face and when I looked into the rear-view mirror, I was further surprised to see a goofy grin on my face. It suddenly occurred to me that much of what I'd said inside was true. In the craziness of the last year, I guess I had inured myself against the pain of truly being alone – of having no family left, but now that had all changed. My mother was alive, imprisoned true, but alive and we'd made a connection.
On my drive back to the university, I replayed our visit in my head a dozen times and was shocked to discover a new and more disturbing truth, I was a bit aroused – my cock half erect in my jeans. I tried to reconcile that with what had happened. Was it the casual way Momma and that woman had been talking or was it Momma herself. She was so unlike anyone I'd ever met...or could remember. Growing up in small town Illinois hadn't prepared me for that – neither had attending college. My taste in girls had run towards preppy, blonde, athletic types, but now I was aroused by what had to be their complete opposite. I didn't know whether to be amused or disgusted with myself.
In the end, it didn't matter. School was beginning and my studies and my job as a grad-assistant devoured almost all of my time. Only late in the evening as I struggled to fall asleep could I afford to think of Momma and my dreams were I think filled with scarcely remembered thoughts of Momma – mostly replays of that childhood picnic and Momma chasing me and making me laugh as she tickled and kissed me...only in the dreams the kisses seemed to do more than just tickle me. Despite the demands on my time, I kept an eye on the calendar, anxiously awaiting the next visitors' day.
When the day came, I could hardly wait, scarcely able to drive the speed limit to the women's prison and then almost dancing as I went through the security protocols and waiting impatiently before the female guards began leading the prisoners in. I stood up and scanned the line of women anxiously and almost missed momma – her appearance catching me off guard.
My eyes widened in surprise as she walked slowly towards me. She gazed at me warily, her eyes ducking down as if afraid of what I'd say. Eyes downcast as she reached the table, she said softly, "Hey, son."
"Momma...um, hi!" I couldn't take my eyes off her. "Wow, Momma – you look great!" And she did. She was the same woman that I'd talked to a month ago, but had changed so much. Momma had trimmed her hair – wearing it real short – very much like how that actress Audrey Hepburn used to wear it and she'd acquired some make up – not much, but a little blush and lipstick. She'd also done something with her blue khaki prison dress, taking it in and making it more form-fitting so that it accentuated her lush figure. No longer was it buttoned up to the neck, but was now opened until it more than hinted at the great swell of her breasts. The hemline had been raised too – now resembling a modest woman's skirt than a prison garment. It more than proved that while she was a full figured woman, she had a great looking pair of legs.
Momma blushed deeply all the way to her roots and gave me a timid glance, her eyes full of appreciation and yet doubting the truth. "Aw, you aint meaning that, John," she muttered softly, her voice echoing the doubt in her expression.
I reached out and took her hands in mine. "Oh yes, I do, Momma. You look beautiful!" I squeezed them for emphasis, getting her to glance up again and then holding her gaze. "You're beautiful, Momma!"
She let out a nervous laugh and then one that sounded like she was close to tears. She moved to sit down across from me and I did the same, never letting go of her hands. "Been a long time since I heard that," Mom whispered. "Thank you." She pulled one of my hands to her mouth and gently kissed my fingers. That sent a thrill racing through me and I became suddenly aware that I had a boner bulging in my jeans.
For a few minutes we sat there silently, just looking into each other's eyes – trying not to appear embarrassed to each other. Then from an adjoining table, I heard, "Your mother's a hottie, ain't she?" I slowly heard the words penetrate and finally broke away from looking at Momma to see that same tattooed blonde woman from my last visit gazing at us, her little boy bouncing happily on her leg.
I slowly nodded and looked back at Momma, squeezing her hands in mine. "Yes, she is," seeing Momma's eyes glow in appreciation.
"I'll tell you right now – ol' Carlie's dance card be filled every night if'n she's willing," the blonde said, her voice full of something I quickly recognized as lust. "I might come calling myself." She gave us both a lascivious wink.
"Lord God, Ettie, shut your mouth!" Momma said, her face growing even redder than it had been, but a bit of laughter in her voice. "This is my son you're saying this to!"
The blonde woman nodded and said, "I know, but he's a man and he knows a sexy piece of ass when he sees it!"
Momma let go of my hands and hid her face in her palms. She peered out at me between her fingers, her blue eyes brilliant and lovely. "Sorry – I told y'all I don't know how to be a mother anymore – we can't help talking like this."
I shrugged and felt myself blushing as I replied, "I'm fine, Momma and she's right. I recognize a sexy woman when I see her even if she is my mother." I reached out and took her hands in mine again, pausing for a second before bringing one of her hands to my lips and giving it a gentle kiss. "I appreciate the effort."
Momma's face lit up and her lower lip trembled and I thought I was going to make her cry, but she managed to keep it together. I tried to lighten things up and asked in a joking tone, "So, is what...um, Ettie said true? You have a lot of um...dates?"
Momma ducked her head again, embarrassed and then laughed and looked up at me, a look of defiance on her face. "Well – a woman gets lonely in here with no menfolk except a few asshole screws and so yeah, sometimes me and another gal will get together. Feeling good comes hard in here so you got to grab it when you can."
It was my turn to feel embarrassed at having put her on the spot. "Sorry, Momma. I'm cool with it. I'm...I guess I never thought about my mother and another woman...um." I shut up before I managed to get my foot any deeper in my mouth. Mortified as I was, I was also feeling aroused, my cock now completely erect and pulsing as my mind ran a pornographic show of Momma and that woman, Ettie together, kissing and touching."
"Lordy, I should hope not," Momma said, laughing again. "You think that about your momma and Lord knows what you'll be thinking next!" It was my turn to blush deeply, my skin burning and Momma laughed and playfully slapped my hand and said, "Shame on you, son!"
Then we were both laughing – unable to stop until we were attracting the attention of the guards, one of which slowly wandered our way – a slender, hard faced African-American woman who sidled up alongside Momma and said, "They a problem here, Carlie?"
Momma sobered up quickly and shook her head. "No, ma'am. Just getting to know my boy here is all. We aint seen each other in 'bout twenty years."
The guard looked at us and slowly nodded, but there was doubt in her voice as she said, "Uh-huh. Let's be settling down here. We clear, Carlie?"
Momma looked down at the table as she said in a low voice. "Yes, ma'am." The guard nodded again and gave me a smile before strolling away.
I felt awful for maybe getting Momma in trouble and told her so. Momma glanced back at the guard's receding back and then looking at me, rolled her eyes. "Oh don't you worry about me and Tisha. She won't be any problem I can't work out. We'll just have ourselves a date – ain't like it would be the first time." She grinned at me and then wiggled her eyebrows and stuck her tongue out and waggled it suggestively for a few seconds. She laughed once out loud and then put her hand over her mouth as I sat there and stared at her, shocked by my mother's tawdry manner. My erection, which had wilted some upon the approach of the guard, sprang back with a vengeance.
Thank goodness, things settled down for the rest of our visit as I brought her up to date on school and she told me a little more about our family. My erection eased off, but never completely as while I listened to Momma talking, my eyes were constantly going back and forth between her lovely face and those barely visible, yet clearly immense breasts.
Finally, the guards called time and we both got up to say goodbye. This time, there was no hesitation by either of us in coming together in an embrace and we wrapped our arms around each other in a long and loving hug, Momma's body settling up against mine. She felt good – good in an arousing sort of way so that I was again standing a bit awkwardly as she let me go. She stood in front of me for a long second and then smiled and as she had done the first time, said, "Damn, but you're good looking, son." Then she stood up on tip-toe and leaning in – her heavy bosom mashing against my chest, kissed me on the corner of my mouth before turning away and heading to join the other women prisoners.
I scarcely remembered the drive back to school this time – my mind reeling with the day's conversation and the absolutely obscene images racing through my mind. Late that night I struggled to fall asleep – unable to keep Momma's face out of my mind or images of her lying and making love with both the woman prisoner, Ettie and that guard, Tisha. Finally, I reached down and began to masturbate, turning those images loose with a will. I saw Momma's head bobbing up and down between a pair of slender, dark skinned thighs while a blonde haired woman knelt behind Momma spreading my mother's voluptuous ass cheeks and took long, loving licks. I gave a great moan and began to cum in violent bursts of hot sperm as I pictured Momma's head rising up, her face slick with another woman's juices.
Gasping for air, I finally found a measure of peace – knowing even as I finally drifted into sleep that I'd crossed a line from which there was no return. Cumming while fantasizing about my mother became a regular thing. My studies and work commitment left me little time for dating anyway, but suddenly, all those sweet young gals seemed less alluring – my thoughts and desires now focused on Momma – thick-bodied and heavy breasted as my ideal woman.
And so things went for the next few months. I threw myself headlong into my studies – the better to keep myself from obsessively fantasizing about Momma, but yielding to my lust late at night or on the few rare days I had free. I made sure I was on time each visitor's day so as to not waste a moment that I could spend with Momma.
Each time it seemed she appeared more beautiful than before. She preened proudly before me as I would tell her how lovely she was – never failing to flirt a little bit and let her know that she was indeed sexy as could be. In one hour increments, we slowly learned more about each other. Momma could be brutally honest about herself – not showing a bit of shame at her "Round-heel" days. "I liked sex from the beginning and I never could figure out why some folks were so fucking hell bent to shame you for liking something that felt so good!"
Momma had been explaining about what had led to my father beating her so badly. "I'd try and behave and wait for him, but a young girl's got urges just like anyone. You got them urges too, dontcha?" Momma said, grinning at me. I felt my skin burning and just grinned back.
"Sure you do, ain't natural not to," Momma answered for me. "I'd try and wait for your daddy, but I'd get this fire between my legs and off I'd go and let me tell you, I was a sexy thing back in those days. Long legs and big, perky boobs and boys' be drooling all over me." Momma looked at me playfully and said, "I bet I could still make a cock or two stand up, what do you think?"
I was already hard from hearing Momma talk about her sluttish youth and despite blushing yet again, grinned evilly back at her and said, "I know you can, Momma," I replied, scarcely believing that I'd said that. It seemed that with each visit, I was getting used to Momma's frank talk and was even getting brave enough to match Momma's raunchy banter with my own.
The weather changed from rainy and cool to suddenly hot and dry as we got into the month of May and the prison opened up its outdoor visitor's area. With the cold, gray brick prison towering over us, visitors were ushered into a small fenced-in area of grass and dirt, with several picnic tables and benches scattered about. After a wait that seemed to take forever, Momma came strolling out with the other female convicts and as she always seemed to do – she made my heart began to beat faster and my cock begin to swell in my jeans.
Momma was wearing blue khaki pants that seemed to almost be painted on and she was wearing a chambray shirt with the shirt-tail tied up into a knot just below her breasts. It emphasized the shape and heft of her breasts as never before and although I could see a bit more cleavage – I was denied more than a hint of her fleshy tits. In the outside world, I'm sure Momma's appearance wouldn't have met approval by most. Most folk wouldn't consider her figure ideal for wearing a top like that – Momma's stomach while not fat was still a bit fleshy – a bit of a roll topping over her jeans, but I found her round belly arousing and knew that my fantasies tonight would include kissing my way around Momma's full stomach before ripping her blouse off and kissing and licking my way all over her huge breasts.
We sat side by side atop a picnic table, holding hands as we chatted away – some of our conversation benign and some of it mild flirting. Momma often would glance away, taking in the outdoor view, savoring it as one might savor a delicious meal. Her expression would change to one of great yearning and a part of me ached as I understood how part of her desired so much to leave that ugly, gray prison behind.
Once as her attention was so diverted, I had my own attention drawn by movement a short ways away from the visitor's yard. A guard was walking Ettie down through a gate to a region enclosed with two sets of razor wire. Inside were three small red houses – cottages I guess. At the doorway of one of the red houses, Ettie's little boy was jumping up and down in excitement, his grandmother barely able to hold on to him until his mother reached them. Ettie went inside and the guard who I recognized as Tisha slowly strolled back up to the Prison itself.
"Momma?" I said. "What's up with that?" I pointed down at the red houses.
Momma snapped out of her reverie and squinted where I was pointing. She laughed and said, "Oh, them's the Red Houses." When I shrugged my shoulders, she leaned into me, her heavy bosom slapping into my arm. "You know – for those conjugal visits. A gal can visit with her man for a day or two or get to spend real time with her family. Did you see Ettie going in?"
I nodded and Momma continued. "It's a reward for good behavior and sometimes to help folks get reacquainted before they gets paroled. Ettie's coming up to get out pretty soon."
"You ever gone to the um, Red Houses, Momma?" I asked.
Momma shook her head and sighed. "Nope. Aint never had anyone to go visit with."
I felt my heart begin to beat rapidly as a thought leaped into my head. "Well, you've got me now. You think we could get a weekend in the Red House?"
Momma laughed and said, "I swear, son, for a college boy, you come up with some of the silliest things. She pointed down at the house for emphasis as she said, "John, that's where a gal and her husband go to fuck up a storm for a night or two...or some young gal goes to be with her family so's her babies don't forget her."
"I get that, Momma, but you said it was also for families to spend time together. You and I are family...all the family each of us has left. And don't you come up for parole soon?"
Momma grimaced and shook her head. "That ain't never gonna happen. Your granddaddy will see to that. Ol' Tisha told me the last two times I was up for parole, he'd already told them what to vote." She sighed and then in a softer, wearier voice added, "That wrinkled old cocksucker."
I slipped an arm around my mother and pulled her to me. "Well, maybe so, but maybe not – you've got family now. I think you should do it."
Momma turned and looked at me. "Do what?"
I nodded towards the red houses. "Apply for a conjugal visit."
Momma rolled her eyes and elbowed me in the ribs. "Shit, boy. Aint no one gonna let me spend a weekend with my grown-up son in the Red House. Tisha'd laugh her ass off if I was to ask her."
I gave Momma a funny look. "That guard, Tisha...she's in charge of that?"
Momma shrugged her shoulders. "Not exactly – she is the head bull here, but I reckon they's a bunch who have a say – prison doctor and the chaplain and Warden Smithers. They mostly ask Tisha if a person deserves it and do what she tells them is best."
I hugged Momma again and said, "So apply – what's the worst they could say, 'No?' I'd love to spend a couple of days with you instead of just an hour each month." I winked at Momma and added. "Wouldn't you like to have a day or two where it's just you and me? Think of all the fun we could have!" I felt my face redden a bit as that came out sounding more flirty than I'd meant it.
A funny look passed over Momma's face and her mouth quivered into something of a grin. In a suddenly hoarse voice, my mother said, "I'd like that. I'd like that a lot, son."
Momma moved a little closer, snuggling into my arm and leaned her head against my chest and for the rest of the visit, we didn't say much to each other, but we were very much aware of each other. As the guards called time and Momma and I stood up to say goodbye, she looked up into my eyes with a look of such yearning that it nearly broke my heart. She leaned into me, her breasts mashing against my chest and planted a chaste, yet extremely erotic kiss square on my lips. Finally, before turning away, she said in a soft voice, "I'll do it, son."
Long after our visit was over, I sat in my car in the parking lot, thinking of what had just happened. Nothing had been plainly said, but I think that we had both been thinking the same thing and for the first time, I truly considered whether or not the fantasies that so greatly occupied my spare moments were not shared by my mother. I wasn't sure whether to laugh or cry and in the end, I tried to laugh it off as me projecting my fantasies on the situation.



During the next month's visit, I asked Momma if she'd applied for the conjugal visit and she shrugged and said, "I did – Tisha helped me with the papers, but I reckon nothings gonna come from it" Momma acted a bit more subdued this visit, despite wearing that tied up shirt again, another button undone to reveal a good bit more of her massive breasts. She'd had the sleeves cut off, revealing her bare, ivory-skinned shoulders and looked even more desirable than ever. I felt a little bad once I'd thought about it – considering for the first time that maybe dangling a bit of hope in front of a desperate person and the hope never being realized, might be crueler than never having the hope at all.
Then to my amazement, two weeks before my July visit, I received a phone call from the prison. When I picked up the receiver, I heard, "John Henderson? This is LaTisha Wilkins with the Mississippi Penal System."
"Uh, yes, ma'am. What can I do for you?"
"I'm calling to inform you that Carleen Howard has been approved for a conjugal visit two weeks from this Friday, beginning at 4:00 P.M. and ending at 12:00 P.M. Sunday. You are listed as her visitor."
I felt my stomach do a flip and wave of dizzying excitement swept over me. "That's...that's wonderful. Is there anything I need to do or provide in advance?" My heart was beating a mile a minute and I was suddenly aware I had an immense erection.
"Yes, Mr. Henderson, that's my main purpose in calling you." Tisha proceeded to inform me of the rules surrounding our visit – surprising me with some things I'd never considered like that I could bring groceries in that there were kitchen facilities, but no booze or other contraband. I could even bring non-prison issue clothing for Mom to wear. There was a radio, but no television. To be honest, I scarcely recall most of what she said – just the fact that Momma and I would be together and alone was all that mattered.
The next two weeks literally crawled by, allowing me to alternate between massive fantasies of Momma and me making love and moments of doubt – wondering if all I was doing was creating this "thing" between Momma and me out of thin air. Finally, the big day arrived. I was there early and tried not to show how eager I was while prison guards went through the groceries and presents I'd brought for Momma. The Red House itself wasn't much as I discovered upon my arrival. It was mostly one big room sectioned off into a living room, bed space and a small kitchenette, with a small bathroom, complete with an ancient claw footed bathtub.
I paced around the place impatiently, resisting the urge to stand at the door like a lonely puppy waiting for its master to come home. I was at the kitchen sink, drinking a glass of tepid water, when I heard the screen door open and in stepped the black guard, Tisha and my mother. Momma looked as she always did, appearing a little thinner than last time, despite the obvious care that had been taken to make her prison khaki dress more fitting. She flashed me a happy and nervous grin as her eyes took in the first new place she had seen in many years...a lot more space than in her cell.
Tisha nodded at me and then turned to Momma. "Alright, you two are on your own from now, till noon Sunday. I'll be back for night check at 8:00 p.m. sharp and they'll be checks at 8:00 tomorrow morning and evening. You be at the door, Carlie or it's your ass."
Momma nodded and replied softly, "Yes, ma'am."
Tisha looked at me again and smirked a little. "Well, y'all enjoy yourselves." She offered Momma another smirk and turned and left, shutting the door behind her and then locking it.
Momma and I stood maybe ten feet from each other in utter silence for several seconds, staring at each other. Slowly a big grin broke out on Momma's face and she let out a whoop and spun around, the hem of her dress lifting slightly, allowing me to observe that her thighs were as shapely and toned as her legs. "Goddamn, it's been a long time since I was anywhere without a guard standing right on top of me!"
Momma literally ran into my arms, her voluptuous body pressing into mine as she hugged me tightly. The hug went on and on as we rocked together, Momma whispering, "Thank you, thank you," over and over again. When she finally let me go, her face was shiny with tears and she said, hoarsely, "Thank you, John for not giving up on me – not letting me be alone all the rest of my life."
I reached out and stroked Mom's cheek, wiping away tears as I replied, "You'll never be alone, Momma. We're family and I love you."
Momma sniffled and then stepped into my arms again and gave me a soft kiss on the corner of my mouth. "I love you too, honey," she said softly before pressing herself against me again in an embrace that had the blood roaring in my veins and my cock throbbing with need. Finally, Momma stepped back – her face and upper chest flushed and she grinned at me guiltily and said, "Well, why don't you show your momma her home away from home.
We did, starting with the little kitchenette. Momma slipped her arm through mine and we stood and stared at the food in the refrigerator – steaks and pork chops, fresh veggies and fruit, soda pop and Rocky Road ice cream and all the fixings for a hearty country breakfast – Momma having expressed a wish to fix her son an old fashion breakfast, "If I ain't forgot nothing about cooking," Mom had said.
From there, we walked over to the single full sized bed, ignoring for the moment the fact that there was only the one bed. Momma gasped and hurried to the clothes I'd laid out. There was a pretty summer dress with a flower pattern against an off white background and Momma cooed her approval and when I expressed concerns over whether or not I guessed her size right, said, "Don't you worry your head none – I'll find a way to squeeze into it!" She examined every piece closely, from T-shirts to bras and panties, holding up a pair of lacy, black French-cut bikini panties with a matching bra and tossing me an amused look.
Finally, she peeked into the bathroom and gave an almost orgasmic moan, moving quickly inside and coming to her knees in front of the old claw-footed tub. "Oh my sweet Jesus!" Mom sighed. "I reckon I'd forgotten about bathtubs...it's been so fucking long." Mom looked up at me, her face a study in conflicted emotions. "I know we're supposed to spend all this time together, but Lord, John – I'd really like a bath. You mind?"
I laughed and said, "Not at all, Momma – in fact..." I turned and went back to the kitchen and fumbled through a plastic bag of toiletries. I went back into the bathroom to find Momma already running water, sitting along the rim of the tub with a look of bliss on her face unlike anything I've seen on a woman's face before. "Would you like some bubble bath to go with it?" I asked, holding up a bottle of scented bath solution..
Momma's eyes widened and she leapt up, wrapping me in her arms and hugging me again. "Oh, John!" she said, her voice quivering on the edge of crying. "If you weren't my son, I'd..." She paused in mid sentence, her face reddening again as we both looked at each other as we both finished the sentence in our heads. "I love you, son!" Momma finally finished. "I aint going to take a long bath, I promise." She gave me another chaste kiss on the mouth, her lips lingering just long enough to make me feel like more than just her son and then, trying to conceal my burgeoning erection, I turned and let her have some privacy.
I stood around, not sure what to do with myself as I listened to Momma run her bath and then give a lusty moan as she slipped into the tub. Between imagining Momma's naked body in a tub of suds and hearing her sighs of pleasure, I was struggling to not cum in my pants...my cock throbbing with need. Long minutes passed as I leafed through some old news magazines – a shiver running through me whenever I heard Mom moan with contentment or heard fresh hot water being run.
Finally, Momma called out, "Honey, we ain't got any shampoo, do we?"
I was off the couch in the blink of an eye and as I rummaged through the bag of toiletries, hollered back, "Sure do, Momma!"
Amidst splashing noises, Momma replied, "You bring it to me?"
I suddenly felt light-headed and more than a little nervous as I approached the door. "You decent, Momma?" I asked hoarsely.
Momma laughed and said, "Hell, no, but I'm covered up. Come on in. son."
I opened the door and felt my cock swell as my eyes settled on Momma in the bathtub. She was mostly covered up by thick soap suds, one leg rising up and resting on the rim, thigh full, but firm. The upper portions of her breasts rose above the soap bubbles, moving slightly as Momma breathed. Momma's upper chest and neck and shoulders were exposed, glistening with soap and water and were arousing in themselves. I slowly walked towards Momma, trying to not openly stare. Momma grinned at me, I think taking delight in my obvious discomfort. "Reckon, I'll try and give this ragged mop of mine a wash," she said holding out an arm for the shampoo.
Now, why I did what I did next, I'll never know. "Momma, would you like me to wash your hair?"
Momma's eyes widened in surprise at my suggestion and her grin turned a little odd as she licked her lips and slowly nodded. "I'd sure like that, John," she said softly. I walked around the tub so I was behind her and before kneeling, paused to enjoy the spectacular view of her breasts and cleavage from above.
As I went to my knees, Momma said, "Here, let me get my hair wet for you," and without warning, she let herself slide down, dunking her head below the water line. In doing so, she inadvertently flung her upper body up out of the water and her massive and beautiful breasts burst free from the water, revealing their heft and her huge, erect nipples, the size of quarters. She flexed again, resurfacing, but as she emerged, using her legs to push her back up, I caught a momentary glimpse of thick hair between her legs.
I knelt there in stunned silence for a moment until Mom turned back, water dripping down her face, her short, black hair wet and slicked against her head. She looked at me, a vague look of concern on her face and asked, "Son, you okay? You want I should do this myself?"
It took a moment for me to answer, but finally, I slowly shook my head and said, "I'm fine, Momma." I poured shampoo into my palm and then with my hands only trembling a little bit, reached up and worked the soap into Momma's hair.
Momma sighed happily, sinking a little lower into the tub as I worked my hands through her short, dark hair and massaged her scalp. I could feel my cock drooling precum into my shorts and I had to physically concentrate on not having an orgasm as I slowly washed Momma's hair. I'd never done that for a woman before and was amazed at the sense of intimacy that it created. My fingers slick with soap and shampoo worked Mom's hair caressing and rubbing and stroking in such a way that it did feel sort of like I was making love to Momma.
I worked a thick coat of soapy lather up around Momma's skull, letting my hands slide through her short locks. I massaged behind Momma's ears and then down in front of them, gently caressing her cheeks. Momma sighed happily and in a voice that was scarcely a whisper, "Lordy, that feels soooo damn good." I worked my way up to her hair again and then came back down, my palms massaging her cheeks. A delicious shiver coursed through me as Momma leaned her cheek into my right hand, nuzzling it with her lips as she continued to sigh with pleasure.
Unbidden, I worked my hands down to rub her neck and then her shoulders. Momma mewled with delight as I kneaded her tense muscles, rising up a bit, her breasts threatening to break above the surface. I held my breath as I watched Momma scissor her legs as she squirmed to get more comfortable. Growing more daring, I ran my fingers across Momma's upper chest, barely avoiding her now heaving globes of tit flesh before finally working my way back up, pausing to massage shoulders, neck and cheeks before working my fingers through her soapy slick tresses.
I stood up and found a large bowl and with Momma watching my every move, I filled it up with hot water from the tap scant inches from her foot. Cupping my hand, I began to rinse Momma's hair clean, still massaging her scalp as I went – enhancing that feeling of intimate contact we were sharing. Long after Momma's hair was rinsed clean of soap, I continued
I felt Momma's body tremble for long seconds, before she finally sighed and said, "Goddamn, John. That was wonderful!" Momma raised her arms up and stretched like a big cat, giving me another peek at her lovely body as huge breasts, capped by fully erect, thick, round nipples and a wet, thick pack of pubic hair emerged from the wispy suds in the bathtub. Momma realized quickly what she had done and with a giggle, dropped her body back into the water, her hands failing to cover her heavy breasts.
"Oops – sorry, honey. Shame on your momma giving you such a wicked show," Momma said laughingly with no trace of shame evident in her voice. She looked up at me, eyes pausing for a moment to study the bulge in my jeans before saying, "Why don't you pick out something for me to wear, son, while I get out of this tub."
I nodded slowly, resisting the urge to turn and look at my naked mother as I heard her stand up and climb out of the tub, humming a wordless, but happy tune. I quickly picked out the flowery summer dress for Momma and a pair of lacy white French cut bikini panties and a matching bra. I returned to the bathroom door and knocking, said in a husky voice, "Okay to come in, Momma?"
"Yeah, sweetheart, come right on in." I opened the door and took in the wondrous sight of my mother standing naked except for a bath towel she held in front of her body, barely concealing her above the crotch and doing little to conceal her bountiful breasts. Momma's eyes gleamed with love and amusement as she reached out for the dress and underwear, letting one corner of the towel to fall to reveal most of a breast before pulling the clothes to her body. "I just knew my boy wanted his momma in that there pretty dress."
I was blushing terribly by now and could only nod and mutter, "I hope it fits, Momma." I turned and rushed from the room, almost consumed by lust for my mother and shame for desiring my mother in such a frank and sexual way. I went out and sat on the couch, taking deep breathes and trying to bring my raging hormones under control. Momma's flirting might be her natural way, but I was having difficulty keeping my fantasies from becoming reality.
I felt relatively normal when I heard the door open and Momma whisper, "Well, what do you think?" I looked up and began to reply, but simply shut my mouth after several seconds as I took in the erotic vision before me. Momma had on the dress and it was obvious even before I noticed the bra and panties in her hand that she was at the very least, braless under that dress.
I don't know much about dresses, but I'd thought I'd bought her one that had a plunging neckline, but it turned out to be a very elastic neckline. Momma wore it so that it clung to her arms like a peasant blouse, leaving her shoulders bare and a considerable amount of tit flesh exposed. Just a hint of aureoles made it clear how much breast flesh Momma was revealing. The dress itself was a bit snug, clinging to Momma's full, lush body, the hemline hugging her upper thighs just below the crotch. I knew it would be above the knees, but not in my wildest imaginations did I think it would be as short as it was. Momma smiled at my reaction and then slowly spun around on bare feet, revealing just a tantalizing peek at ass cheeks peeking out from under the dress.
I finally found my voice and said in a voice thick with lust, "You were meant to wear that dress, Momma. You...you're beautiful."
Momma beamed with pleasure and spun around again. "I clean forgot how it felt to wear a pretty dress. Oh, in the old days, I'd dress sexy like this and go out dancing!"
I nodded and standing up said, "Well, maybe we can relive your old days." I crossed the room and turned on the radio, spinning the tuner until I found music – a slow George Strait number. I turned to Momma and held out my hand. "Care to dance, Momma?"
Momma ducked her head, trying to hide the shy, pleased grin on her face – allowing me to see her as she was when she was much younger. She looked up enough so that we could make eye contact and slowly nodded her head and reached out to take my hand. "I'd really like that, son," she replied softly.
As our fingers intertwined, I pulled Momma to me, getting a little giggle out of her as her body pressed into mine while my free arm slipped around her waist and brought us just that much closer together. God, Momma felt good against me. Her body seemed to be generating considerable heat combining with her luscious softness to create such a sweet sensation that I never wanted to let her go. Momma leaned her head against my shoulder and sighed as we slowly danced.
There wasn't much movement, a slow and measured shifting of our feet, moving as one as I held her close. The thin summer dress allowed me to get a real sense of Momma's body, her immense pillow-like breasts flattening and spreading out against my chest – nipples poking against my polo shirt and her pelvis clinging to and moving with my thigh. Her breath on my neck made me shiver as we seemed to become one being, moving slowly in time with the music. Even our hearts seemed to merge into a slow and languorous beat.
Time seemed to stand still as the song ended and another began, a slow ballad by
Reba and we never paused or separated. In truth, we both tried to work ourselves more closely into the other person and the need for more contact quickly became evident. I moved my head slightly so I could softly kiss Momma's bare shoulder. A shiver ran through her body and so I slowly made my way across her shoulder till I was nuzzling her neck.
Momma finally looked up at me, our eyes locking as we slowly swayed to the music. She licked her lips, looking both hungry and a bit scared. Her arms, wrapped around my neck pulled me closer to her face till we could feel...almost taste each other's breath. Our lips met and then our tongues. Momma moaned into my open mouth as our tongues curled around each other, tasting each other as we hugged tighter. The music played on and we danced on and we kissed on. Reba ended and some fast moving redneck noise replaced it, but we continued to slow dance, lost in a moment of incestuous passion.
I scarcely notice that as we danced and kissed, Momma was moving us subtly across the floor. I was a bit startled when the back of my legs hit the couch, but I kept kissing Momma, my hands tightening behind her back, keeping her lush body pressed against mine. I was so into the kiss I almost missed Momma slowly undoing my belt and then undoing my jeans. I opened my eyes to see Momma staring back, her blue eyes conveying her love and need for me.
It was my turn to shiver as I felt Momma shove my jeans down to pool around my ankles and then she was yanking my boxers down as well. I groaned as she took my erect cock in her warm hand and slowly stroked it. Momma broke the kiss and grinned at me. "I love you, son," she said huskily. "I reckon I aint a good mother, but honey, I'm gonna show you what a sweet fuck I am."
Momma pushed me back and I sat down on the couch hard. Momma moved with me and suddenly I had her in my lap, her dress rising up well past her crotch. Again, I saw a flash of black, hairy bush and then Momma was rolling her hips, her hairy pussy wet with desire rubbing against my hard penis. "Oh, Momma," I gasped as my hands moved to cup her fleshy asscheeks.



"I ain't been fucked for so long," Momma moaned as she deftly maneuvered herself so that the head of my cock was between her slick lips. "Fuck me good, son!" she cried as she lowered herself on me.
I let out a cry of pure delight as Momma took me inside her, her hot and slippery cunt surprisingly tight as she slowly devoured inch after inch of my cock, burying my hardness deep in her womb. "Momma – I love you, Momma!"
I felt Momma's crotch meet mine, our pubic hair entangling as she rolled her pelvis against me, taking all of me inside her steaming pussy. My mother's eyes fluttered from pure, unadulterated pleasure and she threw her head back and let out a soulful moan. Momma looked so carnal, so erotic that I totally lost control and thrusting upwards, I exploded inside her, pumping streamers of hot cum into her long neglected womb.
We both seemed to fall into lustful convulsions, our bodies writhing against each other as I filled my momma's cunt with hot semen and she slipped into the first cock induced orgasm in two decades. A lifetime seemed to pass while we let ourselves be lost in orgasmic pleasure – joined cunt and cock in a loving incestuous union.
As my orgasm waned and I returned to my senses, I found a wildcat bouncing in my lap – Momma working her cunt muscles to tease and arouse my cock, doing almost supernatural things to keep me hard inside her. My body shook violently as I was wracked with wave after wave of pleasure as Momma's pussy made love to my extremely sensitive cock. Momma was still in the throes of her orgasm, tears running down her face as she sobbed, "Fuck me, John. Fuck Momma, fuck Momma, fuck Momma!"
My hands squeezed my mother's ass cheeks one last time and then slipped up her body to the top of her dress. Hungrily, I tugged the elastic top down, letting her big breasts free and then I leaned in, my mouth slavering over her heavy tit flesh until I found a nipple and bit down. Momma screamed with pain and pleasure, her crotch grinding against mine- worming my still erect cock a little deeper into her sticky, cum filled pussy.
Momma's hands pressed my face tightly against her immense and fleshy bosom and she moaned, "Yessssss, son. Suck Mommy's titties – suck those big, fat nipples for Momma!" I held a blood engorged and pulsating nipple between my lips, taking turns between teasing it with my tongue, sucking the stiff and rubbery nub, and teasingly nibbling on it with my teeth, all the while feeling Momma's cunt turn into an inferno of lusty slickness.
Momma began to ride me, sliding up and down on my long, thick cock, her pussy walls clasping and massaging my throbbing shaft as she moved, her soft, thick thighs pressing against my outer thighs, her fingers clutching and clawing at my shirt covered back while I chewed and nibbled her thick nipples.
Having prematurely ejaculated once, I was determined to show my mother how well and long I could fuck her. I found myself letting her turgid nipple slip from between my lips and flinging off my shirt, pausing only to let Momma shower my chest with kisses before I again cupped her ass cheeks with my hands. Momma gave a squeal as I thrust upwards, burying my aching erection deep in her and then moved forwards.
As we moved to the floor, a threadbare oval rug covering the cheap wood floor, I elbowed the small coffee table out of our way and lowered Momma down, my cock still completely inside her. Awkwardly, I managed to get my shoes off and wiggle myself clear of my jeans and shorts. Momma's dress was worked up around her waist, leaving the rest of her luscious body naked – her breasts wobbling and rolling around with each thrusting movement one of us made.
I withdrew partially from Momma's clasping vulva and then thrust back hard, bringing myself down on top of her solid, but so soft form. As I buried my cock into my mother to the root, I felt her thighs sliding along mine and then Momma wrapped her long and shapely legs around my ass cheeks in an effort to keep my cock deep inside her. I rolled my tongue over her heaving tits, feeling her heart beating wildly as I did. Then Momma and I were kissing again and the sinfully delicious sensations of our tongues making love triggered movement below and I began to fuck my mother hard.
Semen and pussy juice made Momma's cunt a sweet and carnal receptacle for my cock – both tight and hot as I thrust into her again and again. I took turns kissing Momma and ducking my head to suck and nip at her meaty tits while Momma's hands clawed my back and she begged me to, "Fuck me hard, son. Make me cum and cummmmm! Fuck Momma, John – give Momma that big ol' cock!"
Our Red House, already warm in the sweltering heat of a Mississippi summer, grew hot and steamy as we fucked, our bodies becoming slick with sweat. Momma's short black hair lay plastered to her skull and we both took delight in licking fuck sweat off each other's flesh. Our bodies became both slicker and stickier, creating a delicious friction as we rocked back and forth and flung ourselves against each other, the pleasure ever increasing in my cock as Momma's pussy walls pulsed and throbbed as she tried to clasp and possess my erection.
Momma's cries echoed through the small house as I brought her to orgasm again, thrusting and twisting my hips, eagerly trying to discover her special pleasure spots. As Momma's second orgasm seemed to wane, her juices like liquid fire enveloping my cock and somehow making her even slicker than before, I began to fuck her like a man possessed, violent, short strokes that had Momma screaming with pleasure – her eyes widening in surprise of the sudden, overwhelming ecstasy her son's cock was producing.
I ducked my head as I pounded Momma's pussy with my erect dick and managed to capture a blood swollen nipple and lost in my carnal hungers, bit down harder than I meant to, almost drawing blood. Momma seemed to go insane then, flinging her hips upwards to meet my thrusts as a massive orgasm swept over her. Her arms and legs wrapped themselves tightly around me as we fucked, Momma screaming her pleasures wordlessly as I sank my shaft into her molten cunt again and again until finally my need was too great.
I tugged on Momma's nipple with clenched teeth and lifted her breast upwards, making her sob with pleasure and pain before I let her go. I mashed my lips against hers and then as I thrust my tongue into her mouth, I also thrust my cock as deep inside my mother's pussy as possible and with a muffled cry of triumph, I again gave Momma a load of hot semen, shooting jet after jet of thick sperm into her womb, cumming so hard that it bordered on pain.
Momma lost control of her arms and legs – her whole body writhing underneath me as if in an orgasmic epileptic fit, almost bucking me off as she had a massive climax. I clung to her body, pushing forward so as to not deny her a single inch of my swollen penis while my fingers dug deep into her bountiful tit flesh, palms cupping her thick nipples. The whole world seemed to catch fire and burn away, leaving only my body pressing into and joined with Momma's body – our flesh melting in the fiery heat of orgasm to become one.
I came awake with a start – realizing that time had passed by the long shadows the late afternoon sun was casting. I was flat on my back and Momma was curled up against me, one long leg draped across my legs. Against my hip, I felt a wet and warm hairy mass slowly undulating back and forth. I turned to find myself staring into her loving eyes. Momma rose up just enough to give me a kiss – her heavy breast dragging itself over my body as she did so.
After a long, soulful kiss, Momma playing ran her tongue over my lips and then kissed the tip of my nose. "My boy's like his momma – a natural born fucker," she said teasingly. Momma kissed me again.
"My pleasure, Momma," I replied. We kissed some more and I added, "I love you, Momma."
I felt Momma quiver against me. "I love you too, son." Spots of red appeared on her cheeks and she gave me an almost embarrassed look. "I know I should be ashamed, fucking my own flesh and blood, but goddamn, John, that was the finest fucking I ever had!"
A wave of pleased emotion washed over me and I said, "I never knew it could be like this. I'm proud to be your motherfucker, Momma."
Momma grinned and I felt her fingers trail down my abdomen and lightly tickle my still semi-erect cock. "Glad to hear that, honey. You think you might want to fuck your mommy again?"
I nodded and said, "As soon as I can recover, Momma. I want to fuck you every single moment I can."
Momma rose up and smiled down at me. "I've been dreaming about fucking you, son, since that first time you come to visit me." Her fingers encircled my still sticky cock and began to gently stroke me. "It's been a while, but I ain't forgot how to make my man stand up again."
Leaning in, Momma began to kiss her way down my body, starting at my chest and pausing to lick and bite my nipples before rolling her tongue down my stomach, her breath tickling as she nuzzled my pubic hair and then I was moaning, "Oh, yes, Momma, that's it!" as her tongue rolled up along my shaft, lapping up semen and pussy juice before she took me inside her mouth. I thrust upwards, my cock already hardening as Momma swirled her tongue around the head of my penis, lovingly cleaning me of our mixed juices and renewing my erection at the same time.
I rose up to watch my mother suck my cock, her head sideways in my crotch, turned just so, so she could watch my face. Momma began to lewdly suck me – making lots of moans and wet, sloppy noises that conveyed the message that she adored sucking my dick, letting me slip free of her lips, streamers of saliva running from her mouth to my cock while she gazed lovingly up at me before resuming her slow and sweet blowjob.
Finally, fully erect and throbbing, Momma released me from her mouth and slowly climbed to her feet. She extended her hand to me and said, "C'mon, son. Momma aint been fucked in a bed in a long time."
I was on my feet in a heartbeat, erection slapping wetly against my stomach and hand in hand, Momma and I strolled to the bed. Momma turned to me and after I helped her tug her now very wrinkled dress over her head, we kissed again, both of us totally naked and able to completely enjoy the flesh of the other. Our hands busily explored, caressing, squeezing and stroking each other.
I found myself standing behind Momma, my arms around her, cupping her massive tits as I pulled her against me, my long, thick, cock nestled between her meaty butt cheeks as I nuzzled her neck and kissed her when she leaned her head back on my shoulder, our tongues swirling together rapturously.
As our kiss ended, Momma whispered, "Can you fuck your nasty Momma again, John? Please put that big ol' motherfucking dick in me, son!" I nudged Momma onto the bed, she climbing forward on her knees before going on all fours. Turning her head back to watch me, Momma lowered her head and chest to the bed, raising her hips up to me like an offering, her vulva fully blossomed and glistening with pussy juice and semen, below her full and meaty ass.
I followed her onto the bed, climbing up behind her and palming her butt cheeks, spreading her fleshy globes apart, her little brown hole making my cock twitch. I slide one hand downward and palmed her cunt, feeling it quiver as its amazing heat warmed my fingers while her juices quickly coated them. Momma moaned as I waggled my fingers between her labia, stirring the sticky mess of juices within. "Please, John," Momma crooned. "I need your motherfuckin' cock in me!"
I leaned down and as I fingered Momma's pussy, whispered, "Soon, Momma, soon." I kissed her on one cheek and then the other before pulling my fingers from her pussy. I trailed a cum covered hand up her body, leaving a trail of cunt cream and semen until my fingers were brushing her lips. My cock again nestled between Momma's ass cheeks and I kissed the nape of her neck while she sucked our juices off my fingers.
I eased back again as Momma hunched hungrily back at me, moaning and pleading for my cock. I backed up a little and then spreading Momma's ass cheeks wide, ducked my head down and made her squeal as I took a long lick of her pussy with my tongue. I knew I was tasting my sperm as well as Momma's cunt and it was like ambrosia to me. Momma sighed as I did it again and again. Her taste made my cock throb and swell a bit more. I took one last deep lick, starting low and rolling over the engorged nub of her clitoris, between her thick, swollen labia, savoring her soft, slick cunt flesh and then surprised us both by continuing to run my tongue upwards to tease her asshole, making Momma squeal with shocked delight. Then I was thrusting into Momma's cunt, ramming my cock home again into her furnace hot flesh, slippery and delicious around my long shaft.
Momma sobbed with pleasure, her cries muffled as she pressed her face into the old patched quilt serving as a bed spread, her fingers clawing at the old blanket. Like an animal in heat, she thrust her ass back to me, tilting it to offer her mate a better angle to fuck her. I responded by gingerly coming off my knees to squat behind and above Momma and holding her by the waist for leverage began to rapidly piston in and out of my mother's pussy, feeling her juices flooding her cunt and bathing my penis as she approached a fresh orgasm.
"Cummmminggggg, honey!" Momma groaned, thrusting back to get me deeper inside her. I savored the sinful sensation of her contracting pussy muscles milking my dick, resisting the overwhelming urge to cum again. I rolled my hips, probing the depths of her womb as she cried out in pleasure until I could sense her orgasm was waning. Then acting on instinct I did something I'd never done with a woman before. I swiftly withdrew from Momma's sopping wet pussy, my cock covered in her creams and I pressed my cock against Momma's little bud of an asshole.
Momma's head and chest came off the bed like she'd been shot and she looked back at me with a stunned expression – part fear and part lust. "Oh fuck yes, son. Shove that big thang up Momma's asshole!" Momma cried out, thrusting back at me, forcing the head of my cock through her tight sphincter ring with a wet and loud pop. It was my turn to moan as my cock slowly slid up my mother's anus – her warm, moist flesh tightly clasping me as I sank into her bowels.
Momma made a loud a strange noise – part groan, part sob as I shoved inch after inch into her her asshole. "Love you, John!" she screamed hoarsely just before collapsing on the bed, pulling me down on top of her – several inches of my cock trapped inside her back door. Momma trembled and shook beneath me as I gradually wormed more of my cock inside her while I nuzzled the nape of her neck again and showered more kisses on her lovely shoulders.
Time seemed to stand still as we lay there, joined together, Momma whimpering as pleasure conquered pain until she began to flex her hips and in a barely audible murmur, say, "Fuck me, John. I ain't been loved like this in forever – fuck me good, son."
Slowly, I began to work my hips, barely able to move my cock in and out of Momma's tight little asshole. Bit by bit, though, Momma began to relax and I began sliding hard cock back and forth...an inch, then two, then four, until again, I was fucking Momma hard, wet slapping noises filling the room as our bodies slammed together again and again. With my cock deep in Momma's ass, I returned to my knees, tugging Momma up to a proper doggie position as well. Momma gnawed at the quilt while her fingers tore at the old material as I fucked her fast and I fucked her slow.
Another orgasm came and went – my mother showering my crotch with pussy juices squirted from her pussy. I reached around her waist with one arm and holding her close as I fucked her tight ass, I began rubbing her slick cunt flesh, finding her clitoris again and teasing and caressing it until Momma was screaming herself hoarse from the incestuous pleasure her son was giving her. At the height of her next orgasm, her juices pouring over my fingers, her sphincter clamped hard around my cock, milking my shaft until with a roar, I flooded Momma's bowels with a spray of hot semen. In a joined chorus of ecstatic moans, Momma and I pitched forward on the bed, both of us gasping for air, locked in an incestuous joining of our bodies and perhaps our souls. My cock throbbed as Momma's anal ring pulsated around it, each beat of our hearts and each ragged breath we took producing just that much more pleasure as our sweat slick bodies embraced.
After a time, my weary penis shrunk and finally was released from Momma's grip and I eased off her, sliding to the side. Mom rolled to face me and we kissed again, slipping into each others arms and snuggling so that our bodies were firmly pressed into each other – my relaxed cock, nestling happily in her wet, cum splattered bush.
"I ain't never felt it like that, John." Mom murmured. I fucked a lot of men in my day, but goddamn..." Mom stroked my face. "Your daddy was a good fuck when he weren't drunk and mean, but he can't hold a candle to you, son. You made me cum in places I didn't know I could."
"I didn't know it could be so good either, Momma," I whispered back, pulling her closer so I could kiss her again before telling her, "I love you, Momma."
Momma smiled back, reminding me of the few good memories I had left of my early childhood – small tears rolling down her face. "I love you too, son." Momma snuggled closer, her heavy breasts mashing against my chest while her crotch worked against mine. "You feel good, John." Momma yawned long and loud. She gazed at me with her brilliant blue eyes that were fast glazing over with sleep. "Been a long time since I got to go to sleep in a man's arms...I really missed ..." and like that Momma closed her arms and began to snore softly.
I watched my mother sleep for several minutes – a happy, contented smile on her face and realized that despite all the lust I had for my mother, my love for her was growing with every minute. I fell asleep feeling a little strange and silly, knowing not only had I just fucked my mother, but that for the first time in my life, I'd met a woman I wanted to make my wife.
#
"RED HOUSE NUMBER ONE – PRISONER CHECK!" I snapped awake at the sound of a bellowing voice and the noise of hammering following close behind. I glanced at the old Kitty-Kat clock on the wall, its eyes rolling back and forth as if amused by what it had observed. It read 8:01 P.M.
"Shit," I whispered, reaching out to shake Momma awake. "Momma, the guard is coming!"
Momma's eyes snapped open and I was shocked at how fast she could move. Momma reached down and picked her now wrinkled dress off the floor and tugged it over her head while moving towards the door. She had the dress on, one shoulder and most of a breast exposed by the time a rough sounding woman's voice shouted, "RED HOUSE NUMBER TWO – PRISONER CHECK!"
Before the woman's voice ceased echoing, Momma flung open the door, looking incredibly carnal and erotic in the reddish light of the setting sun, barefoot in that short summer dress with her short hair looking bed tousled. She nodded and then stepped back to allow the guard Tisha to step into the room.
The female guard, her black skin glistening with sweat from the summer heat studied Momma for a long moment, then turned and looked at me, partially covered with the bed's quilt. "Walking by a couple of hours ago, I was thinking someone's getting killed. Either that or getting fucked within an inch of their life," she said with a bit of a mocking tone in her voice.
Momma giggled nervously and said, "Well, I ain't dead, Tisha."
Tisha grinned back and nodded and then pulled her nightstick out of its loop on her thick Sam Browne belt. She extended it and lifted up the hem of Momma's skirt, exposing her naked pussy – vulva still swollen and spread, her thighs still gleaming with my semen slowly leaking from her well fucked cunt and ass. She laughed and looked at me. "Who's fucking who's brains out here?" she said in a humorous voice, etched with lust.



Momma giggle again and replied, "I reckon it's about even, Tisha. John's got a wonderful cock!"
Tisha shook her head and looked at me and said, "Well, don't wear that hot muff out there, boy. Your momma needs that sweet pussy for something besides your dick." She dropped Momma's hem and waved goodbye, pausing to look back at Momma. "Prisoner check at eight sharp in the morning, Carlie." She stepped out and locked the door behind us.
Momma looked back at me, grinning somewhat bashfully, perhaps wondering what was going through my mind – I'm sure there was a stunned look on my face. My mother slowly prowled back to the bed, ripping the summer dress over her head and letting me have another good look at her overripe body, huge, hanging titties swaying as she moved.
She slipped back into bed with me, cuddling up close till she could kiss me, offering me her tongue to suck on for a moment or two before I let her go and she looked at me. "You got questions, honey. Ask."
It took me a moment to figure out what I needed to say. "That guard...that woman, she knows I'm your son?"
Momma grinned and nodded. "And she knows we're fucking...doing incest?"
Momma grinned and nodded again, reaching out and stroking my hair as she replied, "Well, honey – we had what they call a counseling session and I ain't never been too good at hiding my feelings and Tisha, she knows me pretty well."
I was still stunned and unable to adequately process what I was hearing. "You mean she's okay with us being lovers...mother and son?"
Momma paused before answering, struggling to keep her amusement off her face and not really succeeding. "Well, family loving ain't something that don't happen here a good bit...black or white. I aint sure she's approving of it, but it makes her wet for me and her to talk about it and when you add in my talents for eating pussy, well..."
I felt my weary cock stir as I heard Momma talk. "Did you have to do something for Tisha to get us a conjugal visit?"
Momma shrugged and said, "Like I said, me and Tisha go back a ways and she arranged it so I go to her three times a week for counseling so I can do the Red House thing and we talk and fuck around and," she paused and gave me a big shit-eating grin before finishing with, "and stuff."
"You mean you agreed to eat that woman's pussy so we could have a conjugal visit?" I was both aroused and concerned for my mother.
Momma licked her lips and wiggled against me, sighing happily as she felt my quickly growing cock against her thigh. "Yeah, I eat her pussy – never met a woman who gets so wet and she's got the goddamnest clitty you ever saw." Momma again, gave me a funny look and then said, "Sometimes when she's in the mood, Tisha goes down on me – that girl's got a devil's tongue. I reckon she goes both ways the way she asks me about getting your cock inside me. Suppose next time we do counseling, I can tell her more than fantasy!"
"And you're okay with this?" I knew I found this all exciting in a dangerous way – my cock now throbbing as I thought of Momma and Tisha eating each other, but I didn't want my mother doing this if she didn't want to.
Momma chuckled and said, "Sure. It's like I told you a while back – feeling good comes hard in here so you got to grab it when you can. And sometimes you do stuff to get stuff – barter system. Some trade cigarettes or dope and some of us use what God give us." Momma rolled her hips, making her hairy bush brush against my erection, her slick labia slathering her creams over my shaft. "Does this upset you, son, or does this turn you on?"
I felt the great lust and love I had discovered I had for Momma swelling inside me. I began to move, pushing Momma onto her back as I climbed between her legs – my erect penis jutting out in front of me. "You turn me on, Momma. You could never anything wrong in my eyes!"
Momma leaning back into the pillow, looked up at me, her brilliant blue eyes shiny with love and love and spread her legs, allowing her cunt lips to spread wide, glistening gleams of pussy juice spattered with my sperm covered her wet, pink flesh. "My sweet John. My motherfucker son," Momma whispered, holding out her arms. "Come to Momma."
If was if we were life long lovers as we came together, our bodies moving instinctively to join cock and pussy and become one. We both moaned with pleasure as my thick cock slid deep into her burning flesh, her slickness allowing me to move slowly, but surely to bury my erection in her womb with one delicious and deliberate movement.
As we came together, I felt Momma's toned thighs rise up and her ankles cross behind my hips, heels digging into my buttocks so she could thrust her pelvis up and take me a fraction deeper.
We froze in place, both of us struggling to not lose control, completely enraptured by our incestuous intimacy – wanting to savor every second of pleasure that mother and son coming together provided. I looked into Momma's blue eyes and as her hot cunt pulsed around my shaft, I felt I knew her completely – that our two decades of being separated were swept away – we were one, both heart and soul. I leaned in, my chest mashing against her soft, cushiony breasts. I could hear Momma's heart beating, it's ferocity matched only by the beating of my own heart.
Body joined to body, cock to pussy, soul to soul, it was a perfect moment, one I could get lost in forever. My heart ached from the intensity of this newly discovered love for my mother and from the desire to never let Momma go. Then Momma improved on perfection by gently twisting her hips, forcing me to respond and as we began to move...to fuck, ecstasy I never dreamed existed came into being. Slowly, exquisitely so, I began to slide my cock in and out of Momma's cunt – short strokes, long strokes – rolling my hips as I thrust again and again.
Momma's eyes glazed over from the lusty pleasure I was giving her, eyes rolling back in her head as she twisted her head back and forth, her slight overbite emerging to bite her lower lip. Her thighs tightened around me and her short cut fingernails scraped across my back as she moved her hips to meet my thrusts.
"I love you, Momma," I gasped. "I'm your man, now and forever," I all but sobbed as I slid my cock deep into Momma's clasping womb again and again.
Momma's eyes went wide and a smile of carnal pleasure fought with one of pure, motherly love and she moaned in reply, "Yes, son. You're my man, my fine fucking man, my loving son and I ain't never going to stop loving you! Your momma loves you! You own Momma's hot pussy forever!"
On and on we fucked, whispering and groaning little sweet sentiments to each other, vowing our love to each other...almost taking vows as husband and wife with only God as our witness. We slowed our incredible fucking and then sped up, both of us in sync with each other. Our bodies dripped with sweat, the smell of sex permeating the room, serving only to excite us further. We fucked – mother and son, locked in carnal bliss, our incestuous pleasure rising with each movement of our bodies until we were both sobbing from the sexual ecstasy that threatened to overwhelm us.
Suddenly, Momma's body began to spasm, stiffening and tightening around my body, her limbs pulling me tight to her. A flood of steamy juices bathed my cock as her pussy muscles clamped down, trapping me and holding me completely buried in her womb. A wordless sob from Momma's lips was squelched as I kissed her, our tongues dueling feverishly before I pushed hard against her and began to shoot my hot seed inside her, filling her motherly cunt with a fresh load of sizzling semen. Momma's orgasm expanded and as her pussy muscles flexed and milked my sensitive cock, my own climax grew until I barely stand it.
Despite reaching that almost supernatural point of ecstasy that exists between carnal pleasure and pain, neither of us could bring ourselves to pull back – our need for each other, for our mutual incestuous joy, kept us fucking long after our orgasms began to wane, finally collapsing in a jumble of legs and limbs, sweaty bodies heaving as we struggled to breathe.
For a long time, we lay together, simply enjoying each other's touch, each other's love for the other. Mom's hand scratched gently at my chest as if reassuring herself of my actual presence. I understood this. Part of me feared this was all just an intense dream that I would lose upon waking.
"This is for keeps, ain't it son?" Mom whispered. "I kept thinking you'd come see me a few times and never return, but this is real. You're my son and you're my man...my husband."
I nodded and said, "I guess so, Momma. We've found something special. I consider you my wife, my lover and my mother." I kissed her and added, "That's something I don't ever want to forget."
Momma giggled and said, "It do make it a bit nastier and fun, don't it. When you got that big pecker in me, I'm ready to cum just knowing it's my son fucking me!" She pulled me close and kissed me and then with a sleepy voice, said, "Don't ever stop, son. Please don't never stop fucking me!" My mother fell asleep as I softly reassured her that I would always be there for her.
Saturday was a blur of raw, carnal lovemaking and a mother and son reconnecting, catching up on so much lost time. Later, when I had time to process the weekend, so many powerful memories would emerge. I remember Momma serving me an old fashioned country breakfast – eggs and sausage and biscuits and gravy, us laughing between bites of food, both of us naked and barely able to keep our hands off each other.
I remember Momma kneeling over my face, her arms corded as she gripped the old, splintered headboard while I licked and sucked at her pussy, her body dripping with sweat, her juices like nectar, pouring in torrents into my mouth. I loved my mother's cunt – the thick, almost wild mat of hair and her thick and long labia, pulsating with ecstatic pleasure, Momma's clitoris a long, lovely nub of flesh that was made to lick and gently suck.
I remember Momma blowing my mind as she described her sexual adventures, both before and after my father. My mother's bisexual appetites were born in her teenage years as her Aunt Wanda introduced her into the joys of lesbian love one long weekend while the men were off coon hunting. "It likely helped me survive early on here when I didn't know if I was coming or going. They was girls in here who 'bout died when faced with some horny bull dyke," Momma said.
I remember cooking Momma a steak dinner in the little kitchenette and almost burning them when Momma distracted me by kneeling naked in front of me and giving me a soulful blowjob. I could barely remaining standing as my mother's tongue swirled around the throbbing head of my cock as I fed her my semen, her making pleased grunts as she drank and swallowed my hot sperm.
I remember Momma looking sexy in a pair of denim shorts and a frilly, low cut blouse, looking not at all like a prison con, but a sexy MILF just opening her front door, standing ready as another prison guard – not Tisha – made the prison checks, reminding Momma that on Sunday, we'd be left alone till Tisha came to pick her up around noon.
I remember Momma and me in the bathtub, my cock buried in her pussy as we face each other – the warm water splashing gently against our wet and sweaty bodies as we slowly fucked for what seemed hours, Momma happily taking two separate loads of hot semen from my cock before we separated, Momma barely able to move after endless orgasms.
Sunday, we awoke with the imminent prospect of our dream-like weekend coming to an end. We were both weary and sore and spent most of the morning curled up in bed, holding each close, hardly talking, instead just jealousy enjoying every moment we could spend together, hands caressing each other as we kissed. Whenever I made a move to make love to Momma, she resisted, saying we needed to wait. I assumed that she was simply to sore, but I couldn't have been more wrong.
At eleven in the morning, Momma reluctantly left the bed and dressed in her prison uniform which did little to mask her sexiness. With regret, I too dressed in a polo shirt and jeans. I was surprised when there was knocking on the door – glancing at the Kitty Kat clock , it wasn't even eleven-thirty yet. Then Tisha stepped inside. She had a bemused grin as she looked around, sniffing the air which reeked of sex. "Y'all had a good time, huh?"
Momma blushed slightly and said, "It was the best time I ever knew!"
Tisha said, "Y'all look like honeymooners still hot to trot."
"I guess we are," I replied. "Thanks for making it happen."
The African American guard grinned at me and said, "Don't thank me – I'm getting something out of it too! Speaking of which..." She again removed her baton from her belt and used it to lift up Momma's dress, revealing her plain white cotton panties. "Carlie, why don't you let those panties go dribble down to your ankles."
Momma glanced back at me, a strange grin on her face and did as she was told. Tisha looked at me and said, "We need to make a cavity search, make sure your momma ain't trying to smuggle anything back insides. There's some probing to be done. Skin off those blue jeans and get out that big peter your momma's been dreaming about.
I looked at Momma with some alarm, even though Tisha's casual manner about my mother seemed to arouse me. "Momma?"
Momma shrugged and said, "I didn't want to scare you so I just waited to let it happen. Part of my deal with Tisha...she wanted to watch me and you fuck." My mother looked down, avoiding my gaze.
I looked at Tisha who stood there with her arms folded and an expectant look on her dark face – her eyes gleaming with expectation. "You...um, you want to watch me fuck my mother?" I asked, scarcely believing that I was saying those words.
Tisha's face broke into a big grin that made the severe looking woman look prettier and said, "What? You think you two were the only horny motherfuckers around? You think you be the only family members in Mississippi wanting a little sugar? Shit, boy, this is Mississippi where the only virgins is those who can outrun their daddies, brothers, and cousins. You love your Momma and you love to fuck her, so shuck off them pants and do it!"
I stood there in stunned stillness for a long minute and then began undoing my jeans, letting them pool around my ankles. Tisha's eyes widened a bit as my cock, fully erect was freed – pointing right at her. She made her way to a kitchen chair and sat down and said, "Well, Carlie, whyn't you just bend over and grab the back of that chair and let your son give you a good fucking."
Momma replied, "Yes, ma'am." She pulled the other kitchen chair out and leaned over, her heavy breasts straining against the fabric of her khaki dress. She looked over her shoulder at me and said softly, "Please son, give me that fine dick!"
Scarcely believing that I was about to fuck my mother to entertain another woman and that I was sexually aroused at the prospect, I shuffled over behind Momma and threw her skirt up over her back and spread her cheeks, exposing her wet and blossomed pussy and her puckered asshole. "I love you, Momma!" I moaned as I pressed my cock between her quivering labia and shoved my cock home.
Momma threw back her head as she sobbed, "Love you tooooo, John!" My inward thrust was met by Momma pushing her hips back against me and with one swift movement I was buried deep in her wet and welcoming womb. We both stood there, shaking with the sweet pleasure of incestuous lovemaking. My hands slid up her dress covered waist and then around and up to cup her covered breasts. As I began to slowly fuck Momma from behind, I fumbled with the buttons on her dress until I could pull the front open, exposing Momma's bra bound tits. With a couple of violent tugs, Momma's immense tits came spilling out and I was pinching and tugging on Momma's thick, blood engorged nipples as I thrust my cock into her sopping wet and furnace hot cunt again and again.
Looking past Momma's shoulders, I could see Tisha looking at us with something akin to a mixture of envy and awe. She had moved her legs wide and was slowly rubbing the crotch of her uniform slacks with her nightstick. Her nipples were bullet points – pressing against her bra and blouse. Momma cried out that she was cumming and I felt my cock being bathed in fresh, searing hot pussy cream as her orgasms swept over her. I shoved my cock deep into her pussy and held it there, squeezing her heavy breasts as we rode out her orgasm, Momma's body writhing in my grasp.
When her climax began to wane, Momma sagged in my arms, scarcely able to stand on her shaky legs. I pulled Momma tight against me, guiding her to stand upright and then as she moaned her delight in being impaled on my long, thick, cock, I sort of waddled us around the chair and then gingerly sat us down on the kitchen chair. Momma kicked her panties loose from her ankles and threw her legs wide to drape over my knees, allowing her to work her hips, flexing her pelvis against my cock buried inside her.
I began to meet Momma's movements allowing my cock to move up and down in her pussy – her juices running heavily down my shaft, creating almost a froth before soaking my balls. "Fu-fuck m-m-meee, honey," Momma stammered, her head thrown back against my shoulder, allowing me to offer her frantic kisses on her lips and her exposed neck. My mother's hands scrabbled furiously over mind, helping me knead her massive breasts, cupping and lifting great handfuls of tit flesh and letting them fall.
In front of us, Tisha was squirming in her seat, mouth gaping open as her own pleasure was fueled by the incestuous spectacle before her. One hand groped a uniform covered breast while the tip of her nightstick rubbed furiously against her crotch. Her uniform pants were a very dark blue, but even so, it looked as if there might have been a wet spot forming.
The understanding that this black woman was so carnally aroused by the sight of my mother and I fucking took me to the edge of my own orgasm and then Momma's slide into her second orgasm pushed me beyond. I felt Momma go rigid in my lap, her body becoming spastic as torrent after torrent of orgasmic ecstasy washed over her and I yielded to the maddening milking her gushing cunt was giving my cock and with a triumphant growl, I gave one last upward thrust and began ejaculating hot bursts of semen into Momma's womb.
As our wails of pleasure filled the Red House, Tisha's expression changed to almost a grimace and she was bucking against the ever present nightstick as an orgasm overtook her. Moans mixed with the smell of cunts and cock to add to the erotic atmosphere of the moment.
A few minutes passed as everyone caught their breath. Finally, Tisha took out a handkerchief and wiped her sweaty face, her dark skin gleaming. She glanced at her wristwatch and said, "Hate to end y'all's fun, but we got to get moving. Carlie, get your panties on quick, don't lose none of your boy's spunk.
With a moan that was part pleasure and part regret, Momma climbed off my still partially erect cock and staggered a bit as she pulled on her panties and buttoned up the front of her dress. She was trembling from our passionate lovemaking and her eyes were tearing up with the knowledge of our impending separation. I felt tears forming in my own eyes as I dreaded leaving this place without Momma by my side. Maybe for the first time, I truly appreciated how awful prison must be for my mother.
"Well, give your son a goodbye kiss. We got to go, Carlie," Tisha said.
Momma nodded and turned to me, still sitting in the chair. Leaning over, she whispered, "I love you, John." She kissed me long and slow, her hand reaching down to stroke my cum covered cock. When the kiss ended, she said, "You done went and made all my dreams come true." As she turned to join Tisha, she looked back over her shoulder and gave me a coy smile and then raised semen and pussy juice covered fingers to her mouth and slowly licked them off.



I swallowed slowly, my heart, soul and body aching for my mother to stay and replied, "I love you, Momma. I'll see you, soon."
Tisha pointed Momma out the door and then paused in the doorway and said, "I'll be back in a bit, boy. Go pull your pants back up and pack your stuff and make sure the place is as clean as when you got here." Out the door she went then, without a backward glance.
I sat there for a moment, still trying to digest just what happened. Finally I gathered myself together and straightened the place up, carefully packing Momma's civilian clothes, my cock twitching as I lovingly packed away that flowery summer dress. I made sure the trash was collect and the dishes were all clean long before Tisha returned.
I was sitting on the couch, two bags of leftover groceries and clothes beside me when Tisha came in, her face a study of intense emotion. I stood up as she walked purposely towards me, stopping only when we were scarcely an inch apart. Her short cropped curly hair shone with perspiration and her face was shiny with sweat.
She studied me for a second and then raised her hands to my cheeks. Holding me in place, she stood on tip-toe and kissed me, pressing her tongue into my mouth. Through my surprise, I realized I was tasting more than just Tisha and saliva. I tasted pussy and maybe semen on her lips, growing more positive as I rolled my tongue over her full lips. I quickly understood. Tisha had just eaten my sperm directly from my mother's cunt.
When our mouths parted, Tisha licked her lips and said, "You love your Momma?"
I nodded and said, "Yes, ma'am."
Tisha nodded, never letting her eyes leave my face and replied, "Yeah, I believe you do. Your momma got a raw deal and she deserves to be free. I'm thinking maybe you and I can work something out to make that happen."
To be continued....
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The motel room's air conditioner had died sometime during the Bush years and the room felt like a sauna in the middle of this Mississippi August day. The dark, almost ebony skin beneath me gleamed, coated in a fine sheet of fuck sweat. I ran my tongue along a dark skinned flat belly, feeling muscles flutter just underneath. Upwards, I tongued my way around and over two small, cupcake sized breasts, nipples engorged with blood and darker than the breast around it. Small, moans of appreciation reached my ears as I closed my lips around one swollen nipple and flicked my tongue over the long, dime sized nipples. Slowly, I tongued my way upwards, pausing to kiss the slick neck. Her black skin seemed to emit the scent of cinnamon.
Finally, I slid my sweat sticky body over hers as my lips found hers and I looked into her large brown eyes. Her tongue greeted mine and lured it back into her mouth where they both writhed, her breath quickening into a moan as I felt my erect cock brush her pussy lips and slip between her longish labia, finding heat and wetness that more than equaled the heat in the room. I felt her arms and legs close around me as I thrust in, spreading her pussy flesh open to burrow into her welcoming cunt.
Her groans tore our kiss apart and I felt Tisha's hot breath before she cried out, "That's it, John – fuck me with that fine thang – give me that good cock!" I raised myself up on my arms, our sweaty bodies peeling away from each other with a loud noise. Looking down, I marveled once more at where I was and what I was doing.
I had my cock buried to the hilt in the sweet, tight pussy of Mississippi Corrections Officer Latisha – Tisha to her friends – Wilkins. Tisha was the head guard at the prison where my mother had been imprisoned for over twenty years for murdering my abusive father. I had been adopted and had only in the last year become reacquainted with Momma...reacquainted being a mild way to put it – after visiting Momma several times, I'd spent an incestuous weekend of fucking Momma a little over a month ago after we'd arranged a conjugal visit.
Part of me felt a bit dishonest fucking Tisha. I was head over heels in love with my mother – she and I had touched each other in a way neither expected, but had embraced and despite obstacles planned to spend the rest of our lives together, yet here I was fucking the woman who had the power of life and death over her. Part of me was aroused like never before, making hot love to this African-American woman. Me, raised in a Midwest town with virtually no black population, who had never been with a black woman before. Part of me knew that skin didn't matter –a woman is a woman, but part of me felt like I was breaking another taboo and as I had discovered fucking my mother, breaking sexual taboos was exciting as nothing else is.
I felt Tisha roll her hips and I moved into sync with her, thrusting in and out of her clinging pussy to meet her movements, our bodies slapping loudly together. "God yes, boy – fuck me hard," Tisha purred, her fingers scraping over my chest, flicking my pebbled nipples as we moved, fucking each other with more effort with each thrust.
"Yes, ma'am," I said, sounding like Momma being subservient to her guards. Remaining raised on one hand, I slid one hand down her smooth, slick body, trailing fingers down her thigh till I could slip under her knee and drew it up, thrusting deep as I raised her leg and draped it over my shoulder. Switching hands, I repeated the process, almost rolling the short, slender woman up in a ball as her left leg dropped onto my shoulder and I leaned forward, sliding my erect penis a fraction deeper into her juicy pussy.
"You want it hard, Tisha? Here you go!" Tisha let out with a scream as I suddenly began trip hammering my cock into her welcoming pussy. The dark skinned woman quivered as I slammed cock to her, making her babble with a string of nonsense words, tinged with a Mississippi Delta accent. I slipped my arms under hers, fingers sliding across her back to pull her more tightly to me, my fingers passing over several rough, bumpy patches.
Her ankles tightened against my head as she crossed her feet, trying to tighten her grip on my long cock and using me for leverage to push her pelvis up to meet each stroke. Our bodies slapped wetly together as we came together – the room becoming thick with the aroma of our fucking. Sweat, pheromones, wet pussy filled the room, making our nostrils flare hungrily as we moved closer and closer to climax.
I felt my orgasm racing through my body, surging up my penis, swelling my cock head, her slick, silky and hot flesh tightening around my cock, bringing my orgasm to the brink. With a roar, I shoved my cock hard and deep into Tisha's womb, flooding it with steaming semen.
Tisha's body seized up under me, a soulful wail erupting from her lips as her arms clawed my skin and her legs quivered and clenched against my shoulders and head. A deluge of fiery cunt cream coated my pulsating cock as Tisha joined me in orgasm, sobbing, "Fuck, fuck, f-fuck, fuck," over and over again. She finally flung her legs wide, waving them in the air as her toes clenched in the throes of orgasmic pleasure, only to let them fall widespread as my ejaculations began to ebb.
Finally, I slipped off of the black woman to lie panting at her side, her chest heaving making her small, mature breasts shake as they rose and fell. "Damnation, John. I know why your momma loves your cock so much." She reached out and stroked her fingers across my chest and said, "I hope you got enough in you to do that again in a bit."
I actually blushed under her praise and said, "You're too sexy for me not to get it up again. Next to Momma, you're the best love I've ever known."
Tisha giggled and said, "I bet I'm your first taste of brown sugar, ain't I?" She rolled over and kissed me, her tongue snaking sexily around mine. I felt my face burning and our kiss dissolved as Tisha again giggled and said, "I'll be damned...I am!" She moved to climb on top of me, her still sweaty body sliding easily over my slick body, stretching out so that her shaved pussy, now oozing my seed nestled against my lower stomach. She kissed me again and then said softly, "Well for a white boy, you can fuck this black pussy any time.
We spent a time just cuddling and basking in the glow of good sex, hands continuing to explore each other's body. Finally, I fetched us a couple of beers from a cooler I'd brought with me and handed her one. "So, any luck on helping Momma?" I asked.
Tisha nodded and hopped off the motel bed, striding across the room while I admired her slender body. Tisha was thirty-five years old, and stood about 5 foot, three inches and maybe weighed one hundred and fifteen pounds. Her body was toned with well defined muscles in her arms and legs and a flat stomach. Her small and still perky breasts were capped with long nipples the diameter of dimes and between her legs her pussy was clean shaven, her dark flesh contrasting excitedly with her glistening pink inner flesh.
Tisha bent over a huge shoulder bag, flashing her well fucked pussy, spotted with whitish blobs of my semen at me from beneath firm and trim hips. She pulled a thick folder out of the bag and returned to bed, dropping the file on my chest as she stretched out beside me. "Got me a special friend works in the Sherriff's office in your granddaddy's county. He might be a high and mighty congressman now, but he has them always updating Carlie's file." She rubbed my arm and continued, "This here is a copy you can keep – it's got everything they had on her case and even her behavior reports from prison."
I leafed through the file, pausing when I came to some graphic photos of my father lying on a blood-soaked sofa, dead from Momma emptying an entire clip from a Glock automatic pistol into his sleeping body. I felt nothing for him as I studied the harsh photos. Nothing turned to hate as I found next pictures of Momma, one side of her face one massive bruise with the eye swollen closed and the other eye blackened. A head to toe shot of Momma naked, bruises covering over half of her body. Attached to that were hospital reports that provided a history of several years of violent and savage abuse.
"This is what they had suppressed at her trial," I said.
Tisha nodded and said, "My friend says they confiscated the hospital's official reports – they don't exist outside Garrett's file." Her fingers teased my forearm. "Well, there and the copy you got in your hand."
Some memory or nugget of fact tickled my brain and I murmured, "I don't think a photocopy is admissible in court."
Tisha shrugged and said, "Maybe not, but hell, at least you got the whole picture."
I sighed as I kept flipping through the file. Prison reports indicated a couple of rough years early on and then nothing but good behavior. I noticed Tisha's signature beginning to appear. I looked up at her with a questioning look.
The black woman smiled back and said, "Yeah, it was about ten years ago when I hired on at the prison. I already knew I was bi, but when I saw your momma, I about wet myself. I had me a real schoolgirl crush on her and well...we, you know..."
"You two just worked things out," I finished.
Tisha grinned evilly at me and said, "That's right. We've had our loving moments and I've tried to help her when I can. You can see I wrote her up a lot for good commendations...that sort of thing usually helps push a parole along quicker, but the parole board ain't never seen those and besides, they walk in ready to obey your granddaddy's orders."
I paused to look at copies of Parole Hearing reports – each stamped with 'REJECTED' dated two and four years ago. Cause was listed as "Showing no sign of rehabilitation."
Tisha sneered and said, "No sign of rehabilitation my ass. Carlie's been a model prisoner for more years than I can count and even got her G.E.D. bout three years ago."
I looked up in surprise. Tisha nodded and said. "Used to brag about you from your adopted momma's letters that she could barely read. She decided if ever you wrote something, she wanted to be able to read it. She might sound like an illiterate cracker, but she ain't really."
I shook my head, both awed and touched. Part of me ached for all the years I'd gone without knowing Momma. In a husky tone, I said, "Thank you for helping her...for helping us."
Tisha laughed and said, "Well, we worked ourselves out an arrangement is all. In prison, ain't nothing comes free. I treat your momma good and she and her sweet tongue been pleasing me for years. I help you and you and that fine white boy dick be pleasing me as well." Tisha rolled over and sat up beside the bed, stretching her arms high, the muscles in her back cording and swelling. "Besides, Carlie got a fucking raw deal. Maybe you understand it and maybe you don't, but a woman knows when her own has been screwed over. I know."
In the dim light of the motel room, I could see the round scar marks on Tisha's back – six or seven of them, looking to be the diameter of maybe a lit cigarette. I reached out and ran my fingers over them, finally letting my hand rest on her shoulder and gently draw her back. "Well, maybe part of this is an exchange of favors," I began, pushing Tisha onto her back. "But, not all of it – this is just me wanting to please a beautiful woman." I moved to climb between her legs, my cock rapidly growing as I looked down at the African American woman below me, her legs spreading wide to give me access.
Tisha grinned evilly and replied, "Sheeeit, John! You are a smooth talking motherfucker. This how you seduced your momma?" She held out her arms, beckoning. "How about you pretend I'm your momma...maybe give me a load of spunk I'll deliver to her in person."
My cock jerked and throbbed at her words as I instantly understood the implications. With a growl I was on top of her, sliding my body along hers, our slightly dried skin feeling tacky – tugging at each other as I moved. Her pussy was hot and wet and ready, though, welcoming my stiff penis between her slick labia and then hungrily enveloping it in folds of flesh satiny soft and so, so wet.
Tisha squealed with pleasure as I thrust my hardness into her, her pelvis flinging up to meet my cock and I quickly was buried in her pussy to the root. She shivered as my wiry pubic hair scraped against and tickled the bare skin of her vulva. Her arms wrapped around my neck and pulled my head down so our lips met in a passionate kiss. Her tongue, long and thick slipped into my mouth and she almost purred as I sucked on it. She teased my tongue into her mouth and returned the favor, her full lips sucking furiously on my tongue before we began dancing them together, replicating the greater dance of lust our bodies were engaged in.
I felt her heartbeat quicken as we fucked, mirrored by the pulse of her blood engorged nipples, rubbery hard tips scraping across my chest. Her fingers intertwined in my hair, yanking on my locks to keep my mouth on hers as we came together again and again, the sweet delicious friction of my cock moving in and out of her clasping cunt. Tisha rolled her hips and pressed her clitoris more firmly against my thrusting cock and was instantly reward with orgasmic sensations that quickly had her writhing in ecstasy while I fucked her on and on.
She broke our kiss so she could throw back her head and cry out – hands now clawing down my back as she flung her hips upward trying to get more of me in her. Sweat poured off my body to splatter on her face and chest, joining the rivulets of perspiration flowing across her dark skin. Our bodies made wet, slapping noises as we fucked as did our joined cock and cunt – a wet squishing noise as she seemed to almost be spraying pussy juices, coating my erection with her steaming juices and the rest escaping with each movement of our lovemaking.
As her orgasm began to fade, Tisha began urging me to follow. "Cum in me, boy. Cum in me for your momma!" She squirmed underneath me, working her pussy muscles to milk my cock. "Give me a big load so your momma will get to eat a big ol' gooey mess of her son's cum!"
I began to thrust harder – her words creating images that brought me closer. Tisha recognized that and continued to spur me on. "Yeah, that's it...give me that big dick, give me that hot spunk so your momma can get down on her knees and eat your sperm from Tisha's pussy!" Her words were arousing her as well and combined with my now frantic thrusts, Tisha slipped into another orgasm and then I felt my resistance crumble and I shoved my cock in deep, grinding my crotch against her bald pussy and emptied another load of thick and creamy semen into her snatch, seeing in my mind's eye, Momma squatting in front of the prison guard, a long streamer of my jism strung from Momma's lips to Tisha's spread and gooey labia.
We cuddled for several minutes and then Tisha's wristwatch began to beep and she said, "I got to go." She separated from me, looking back at me lovingly as I sprawled on the bed, her eyes traveling down my body only to pause at my semi-erect and cum covered cock. She licked her lips and said, "Well, maybe I can give your Momma a kiss from you too and she leaned over and took me in her mouth, making it my turn to writhe in pleasure as she sucked and licked my sensitive cock clean of my semen and her pussy cream.
Tisha then quickly dressed, patting the crotch of her panties while saying, "An hour from now, your momma and me will be having a little counseling session. I hope she enjoys the surprise creamy filling."
I pulled on my pants and followed the now uniformed black woman to the door. "How's Momma doing," I asked.
Tisha shrugged and said, "She's hanging on, John. Being with you is a blessing and a curse." When I frowned at her response, she reached up and patted my face. "Oh now, don't fret. You and your momma becoming lovers, why, it's gave Carlie a new lease on life, but not being with you all the time, it's made prison life seem even more awful than it already is."
"Tell her I love her," I said.
Tisha nodded and leaned up and gave me a quick kiss on the mouth. "Boy, she already knows that." She gave me a big smile. "But I'll tell her anyway. And I'll tell you'll see her in two weeks." And then she was gone, roaring away in a small jeep.
I got my stuff together, carefully packing away the file Tisha had given me and began the drive back home, my mind racing the whole way. So much had happened and although it had happened pretty fast, it also seemed to be happening painfully slow. It had only been two weeks since Momma and I had finally become lovers while on a conjugal visit in one of the Women's prison's 'Red Houses' after which the prison guard Tisha who was Momma's lover, offered to help me find a way to help Momma go free in exchange for sexual favors.
Although part of me felt I was betraying Momma's love for me, part of me was aroused by this African American woman and all of me yearned to break my mother free of her awful life. Tisha had said she would call me and last night she finally had, having me meet her at a run-down motel today for a romp and to begin the process of getting Momma free. I physically ached for Momma – my nights were restless and what little sleep I'd had was filled with erotic dreams of my full bodied mother – carnal images of me on her, in her, the two of us locked in incestuous lovemaking, always on the verge of cumming.
Over the next few days, I poured over Momma's file, looking for that one 'AH HAH' document that would set into motion her freedom. I made subtle inquiries at the university, seeking to find a good legal mind to help me find a solution. Every answer I got back pointed to one professor of law – a locally well known champion of liberal causes who unfortunately was off on a tour of speaking engagements and wouldn't be back into early fall.
Still, between my graduate studies and trying to find a way to bring Momma home, my days were busy and filled. Alas, once I went to bed, it was a different scene. I tossed and turned, tormented by images of my mother, her short mahogany hair framing her lovely face with those brilliant blue eyes. Momma's legs and thighs were shapely and toned, probably from working all day long on her feet, but she was thicker on top with a full waist and incredibly huge breasts. While on the conjugal visit in the Red House, I'd snuck a peek at her industrial strength prison issue bra and a tag revealed that Momma was sporting a pair of meaty 48DD breasts, incredibly massive tits that sloped and gently sagged against her chest like huge gourds.
Most haunting of all was Momma's pussy, that ripe, flesh partially concealed by a thick, almost unruly bush of black hair. The unique touch of Momma's aroused flesh had made me feel as no other woman could. To sink my erect flesh into her steaming cunt was to both return home to the most wonderful place on Earth and to touch the face of all that was holy. Pleasure with all other women paled compared to the incestuous ecstasy making love to my mother gave me. Making love to Tisha was a close second, but even then I knew it was because of the link she represented between Momma and me.



Nights were almost endless as I was tormented by that I could not have...my Momma. Masturbating was a poor substitute, but gave me enough relief to sink into incestuous dreams of a life where Momma and I were free to live our lives beyond the walls of her prison.
Finally, visitor's day arrived and I eagerly made the trip across Mississippi, cotton and bean fields lush in the sweltering summer heat. I was passed through security and was escorted to the picnic area to await Momma along with other visitors. I sat on top of a picnic table, gazing longingly at the row of Red Houses a few hundred feet away. There was movement in and around them as families and spouses prepared for their loved ones to join them. My cock, already semi-erect at the prospect of seeing Momma, throbbed at the memory of our time at the Red House.
A bell rang shrilly and I turned to see a gate open and a group of women in prison khaki rush through, spreading out across the visitor's yard towards family. Momma emerged from the small crowd of women and I found myself on my feet and rushing forward as she moved from a walk to a fast trot herself. Our bodies collided in a flurry of arms wrapping around each other and lips pressed together, her badly missed breasts pillowing against my chest as her tongue greeted mine as we wordlessly conveyed our love and how much we'd missed each other.
We kissed for a long time, tongues dancing as one until Tisha's voice echoed in our ears, "Give it a rest, Carlie – y'all go have a seat somewheres." We both sheepishly stepped back, Momma staring down at the obvious bulge in my slacks while I stared hungrily at her nipples poking prominently against the blouse of her dress. I belatedly realized that Momma was braless. We both spared a glance at Tisha who was strolling away with a bemused look on her face.
Looking back at each other, I took Momma's hands in mine and said, "God, I love you, Momma and I missed you so much."
Tears ran down Momma's face as she nodded and said, "I love you too, honey. You're all I ever think about now." She pulled me close and kissed me again, her tongue licking my lips before she finished. She smiled at me almost shyly as I led her by the hand to the farthest picnic table away from the scrutiny of the guards.
As we walked hand in hand, we passed by a picnic table where another woman prisoner sat with an elderly woman and a young boy. Mother and son were using crayons on a coloring book. The woman looked up, pushing back long, stringy, blonde hair out of her face with an arm covered with blue tattoos. She smiled at us and said, "Well, don't you two make a purty picture of lovers." She winked at us and said, "It warms my heart to see a mother and son so close!"
We both grinned and Momma blushed as she said, "Oh shut up, Ettie."
Ettie laughed and called to me as we moved on. "You made her a happy woman, boy. She be calling out your name all night long in her cell. Sometimes, she screams it!"
Momma tightened her grip on my hand and glanced over at me. "I get awfully lonely at night, son," she said and then grinning at me, said, "And horny!"
I leaned over and gave her a quick kiss. "You're not the only one, Momma."
We reached our picnic table and set down straddling the far bench, facing each other. We sat quietly for a moment before Momma said, "I got your sweet gift, son." I must have look puzzled for a moment because Momma extended her tongue and waved it lasciviously.
"My pleasure, Momma. I – I hope you don't mind Tisha and I..."
Momma leaned over and caressed my face, no emotion on her face except that of mother and incestuous love. "Hell no, John. That aint cheating. It's almost like Tisha's bringing us together in a way." Momma smacked her lips. "And it tastes good too!"
I shivered as an image of Momma's face, bobbing between Tisha's thighs appeared in my head. I could see Momma raise her head up and look at me, fresh semen and Tisha's cunt juices coating her lips and chin. Momma beamed at me as if she knew exactly what I was thinking.
I spent a few minutes catching Momma up on what little progress I'd made with Tisha's help – not able to share anything that generated any real hope. Momma looked glum and she sighed. "I don't know how we can best your granddaddy. He's one evil motherfucker."
I leaned towards Momma and placed one hand on her exposed leg, just above the knee. "That old man is a rat bastard son of a bitch, Momma. I'm a motherfucker...in fact I'm your motherfucker."
My mother grinned and said, "Yes, you are, son! In fact..." She slowly pulled the hem of her prison dress up, revealing her luscious, white thighs. "Maybe my son'd like to see how much his momma loves him too."
We glanced around and I slid my hand up her thigh, Momma dropping her skirt back to conceal it. I scooted a little closer and then my eyes went wide as my fingers brushed damp pubic hair. "No panties, Momma?" I said in a suddenly hoarse voice.
Momma licked her lips and said in a sinfully sexy little girl's voice, "Officer Tisha said I be a nasty girl and she confiscated my undies!" My fingers pressed on, finding wet flesh that yielded to pressure, allowing me to swiftly slide two fingers into Momma's searing wet pussy. Momma closed her eyes and sighed softly. "Am I nasty, son?"
We both leaned our heads in until our foreheads met and as I began to twist and turn my fingers about inside Momma's cunt. "Nasty and beautiful and sexy and I love you this way."
Momma's hand skittered across the table to find mine, our fingers intertwining – her touch a guide to what she liked best as I fingered her pussy. Her succulent cunt flesh tried to cling to my probing fingers, contracting as I wormed them in and out of her cunt, my fingers quickly becoming coated with her juices.
The smell of aroused pussy began to surround us as Momma panted and squirmed on the bench, hunching herself discretely against my probing fingers. Her breasts partially revealed as she leaned against me, heaved as pleasure grew inside her. "Oh, John, I love you," she hissed as I rotated my fingers and slid them up inside the wall of her cunt, her moans guiding me to her G-spot.
"Oh fuckkkkk!" she yelped, her hand digging into mine as she came in a sudden swift and heavy flood of juices, splattering across my fingers and hand and spraying the bench between us. For a few minutes I kept Momma squirming in the grip of ecstasy, before it became too much and she reached down and tried to tug my fingers out of her.
I resisted, waggling my fingers inside her, making her gulp for air and struggle not to scream. "Are you sure, Momma?" I said, teasingly.
Momma hung there, her whole world momentarily centered on my pleasuring fingers, cunt cream gushing from her pulsating twat. She raised her head and looked at me with pleading eyes. She tried to grin, but bit her lower lip until she was able to stammer. "Have to s-stop, s-son or e-everyone here's gonna know!"
I leaned in and kissed Momma on the lips, muffling her moans as I slowly slid my fingers from her pussy, labia clutching hungrily at my thickly coated fingers. After breaking the kiss, I took a quick glance around while Momma leaned her head against my chest. Her dark hair was matted with sweat and her body quivered as I teasingly brushed her vulva with my fingers. Nobody seemed to really be paying us attention, although Ettie looked up from her child and gave me a knowing grin.
Momma finally gave a big sigh and slowly raised her head. "That was fucking something," she gasped. "If we was by ourselves..." She shook her head and grinned at me.
I raised my cum coated fingers, showing Momma her cunt cream layered thickly on my index and middle finger. "If we were alone, I'd be licking more than this," I said before licking my index finger like a lollipop, my cock throbbing in my slacks as I savored the strong and salty-sweet taste of her juices.
I started to lick my middle finger, but Momma's hand shot out and took me by the wrist. Looking coyly at me, Momma drew my cum covered finger to her lips, saying, "If we was alone, I'd be licking something bigger than this," before slowly sucking my finger into her mouth, her tongue lapping up her own juices while looking at me with her lovely blue eyes.
Releasing my finger from her lips, Momma leaned forward and we kissed again, sharing her own tastes with me for several long moments as our tongues made love. When the kiss ended, we both gave a long, needful sigh. "I want you so bad," Momma breathed.
"Soon, Momma. We get a weekend next month," I said, trying to make Momma feel better, although my heart was wrenched at the thought of another month passing before I could make love to my mother.
"Okay, you lovebirds, time to break this up." We both looked up to see Tisha standing there with a clipboard in her hands. "I see that Carlie, you requested another conjugal visit that's approved for four weeks from now in September." Momma and I glanced at each other curiously. We already knew this.
Tisha smiled at us and said, "As part of the program aimed at a successful parole release, we like to hold a few counseling sessions with the convicted prisoner and their family." She threw us a wink and said, "It's counseling time." She pointed at Momma and then to another female guard standing near the prisoner entrance. "Carlie, go with Officer Sanchez and I'll escort your son through civilian country and we'll meet in my office."
Momma's eyes were wide with surprise and I realized that neither of us had expected this. She blew me a kiss and marched off towards the other guard. Tisha cocked a thumb back over her shoulder. "Boy, come with me." Without saying a word, I climbed up and followed her, pausing only a second to admire the puddle of cunt cream Momma had left behind on the bench.
We passed back through the visitor's entrance and Tisha led me through another gate I recognized from visits inside. From there, we traveled through a seemingly endless labyrinth of stairs and corridors with offices scattered here and there, occasionally pausing to be let through a metal mesh door, guards nodding respectfully to Tisha as she passed and gazing at me with suspicious stares that I imagined were for anyone not wearing their uniform.
Finally we paused before a solid wood door that read "Latisha Wilkins, Head of Facility Security, Licensed Penal Counselor." She produced a set of keys and unlocked the door and let us in. Inside, the room was spartanly furnished – a large wood desk, a few file cabinets, a small cushioned chair and a worn loveseat, both facing the desk. A threadbare, orange carpet covered the floor. A window had a clear view of a bean field in the distance where a few prisoners slowly worked. Tisha moved to sit behind the desk and pointed me towards the love seat.
I started to speak, but there was a knock at the door and Tisha was on her feet and barking, "Come." The door opened and Momma came through, the female officer behind her. Tisha nodded and glanced at her watch. "Get a cup of coffee, be back in forty-five minutes, Carmelita."
The woman replied in the affirmative and left as Tisha shut the door and turned the deadbolt. Leaning back against the door, Tisha stared calmly at us, an amused smile playing across her lips. Momma stood stock still next to the desk, glancing back and forth from me to Tisha, uncertainty etched on her face."
After a minute, Tisha laughed and said, "Now shit, girl. You know I had my reasons to tell you no panties or bra." She glanced at me and said, "I done cleaned my desk of breakables and y'all have about forty-three minutes for counseling. I suggest you get to it!"
Comprehension dawned at once and I was on my feet and across the room, wrapping my arms around Momma, squelching her cry of understanding with a hard, passionate kiss, my tongue lashing into her mouth to capture hers. The desk creaked as she fell against it, stopping as she half leaned, half sat on the wooden top. Kissing was immediately joined by frantic pawing at each others clothing, my fingers clumsily unbuttoning her dress while she struggled to undo my belt.
Momma had just managed to shove my pants down around my ankles when I got the last button undone on her prison dress. I pulled the khaki fabric apart, revealing her heaving and massive tits and with a growl, I ducked my head to Momma's chest, closing my lips around a thick and swollen nipple as Momma keened with delight. Behind me, Tisha chuckled and said, "Now you two feel free to fuck up a storm, but keep it quiet."
Momma's nipple pulsed wildly between my lips, responding to my tongue's flickering movement by swelling to the point of bursting. My hands went to Momma's waist and moved down, one hand cupping her asscheek and the other palming her cunt, labia already spread and still dripping with her juices. I gave Momma's nipple a quick nip and kissed my way up to nuzzle and suck on her neck while she finished pushing my shorts down. Her legs straddled me and leaning back on the desk, she brought them up to scissor behind me while my erection rubbed against her lower belly.
Momma's hands framed my face and staring into my eyes to convey her needs, my mother said pleadingly, "I need your cock, son! Fuck me now." She kissed me and our tongues resumed their passionate duel as our bodies hunched together, skin rubbing skin until Momma reached down with one hand and guided my long and hard penis to her cunt.
I bent my knees and then thrust upwards and Momma cried into our kiss, her body clenching as her already pleasured pussy was filled with incestuous cock! Momma's legs tightened against my butt, pulling me to her, a tremor rippling through her as I slid my throbbing penis into her hot, welcoming cunt. We moaned into each other's mouths as the delicious and sinful sensation of incest swept over us. The desk creaked with each thrust I made, apparently bolted to the floor.
I opened my eyes to see Momma staring back at me, her intense blue eyes glazed with love and lust as we fucked. Her body was warm and slick against mine, the scant air conditioning doing little to mute the heat our lovemaking was producing. Momma's breasts rolled and slid against my sweaty chest, thick, engorged nipples scraping deliciously against my skin, pulsing with arousal in time with each thrust of my cock deep inside my mother's womb.
Momma's pussy, already extremely sensitive due to my fingering, quickly took Momma to another orgasm and as she enveloped my long, hard shaft in her molten juices, I could not hang on any longer and yielded to the need to cum inside my beloved mother. I stood on tiptoe as I rammed up into her one last time, pressing the head of my cock into her cervix and flooding her womb with jets of searing semen." Momma's orgasm expanded with the sensation of my seed inside her and her body bucked against mine, her heels drumming against my ass cheeks and her leg muscles bulging with exertion.
Our kiss finally ended as Momma pulled back her head to take a great breath of fresh air. As she started to exhale with a large moan, Tisha was suddenly there and kissed Momma as one dark skinned hand cupped her meaty breast, fingers closing to pinch fiercely around a swollen nipple. Momma's body convulsed with pleasure, her hips grinding mindlessly against my crotch, seeking to get me further inside her and heighten her pleasure even more. I leaned in and wrapped my mouth around her other nipple, making her squeal even more against Tisha's lips.
We remained joined like this for what seemed a sweet eternity before finally, I began to soften and eased myself from Momma's cunt, cock semi-erect and dripping with our mingled cum. I staggered awkwardly back until I could collapse on the love seat while Momma and Tisha continued to kiss, tongues sliding back and forth. The black woman worked her way around the desk, her hands groping and massaging Momma's huge breasts. When they parted, Momma leaned on the desk, her legs trembling with effort while Tisha looked at Momma with open desire. My mother looked like a figure from an erotic painting, her lush figure glistening with fuck sweat, clothes barely hanging on – her heavy breasts, full stomach and sperm spattered bush emphasizing her raw and undeniable sexuality.
Momma smiled at Tisha and then found me, her eyes roaming hungrily over my mostly naked form and finally settling on the image of my still half erect penis, sperm and pussy juice coating the head and shaft. With a grunt, she pushed herself off the desk and walked slowly towards me and then fell to her knees before me and threw herself against my crotch, her face getting smeared by my still wet cock before she took it into her mouth and began to suck me clean.
I groaned with pleasure, my hips twisting against the cushion as Momma's talented tongue rolled over my still very sensitive flesh, lapping up her pussy juices and clumps of semen like a starving woman. My hands reached out and I slid my fingers through her short, dark hair, urging her on, willing her to not let my cock slip from her talented mouth.
Behind her, Tisha went to her knees, flipping Momma's loose dress away to reveal her lush, full hips. As I watched, Tisha grinned at me and then with her hands spreading Momma's ass cheeks, she pressed her face into Momma from behind. My mother's lips involuntarily contracted around my cock, her tongue stiffening as the black female guard tongued Momma's pussy from behind. Momma recovered and renewed her oral loving of my quivering penis which was struggling to revive itself in Momma's wet and hungry mouth.
The smell of pussy and semen was thick in the air and my cock, again stiff was pleasured by Momma's lips and tongue. I thought I would explode prematurely at one point as Tisha rose up from Momma's pussy, her dark skinned face frosted heavily with my whitish sperm and Momma's glistening juices. Tisha lazily rolled her long tongue over and around her lips to lap up mine and Momma's cum, before she dived back between my mother's butt cheeks to lick some more.
Momma's entire body trembled with carnal pleasure from Tisha's loving mouth while she showed me what a wonderful cocksucker she was, her tongue rolling over my swollen cock-head before running the length of my cock, deep-throating my long penis again and again as she gazed up at me adoringly. I heard a loud slapping noise and suddenly Momma was up and climbing into my lap, shrugging her unbuttoned dress off her shoulders and leaving her gloriously naked. My cock, dripping with her saliva, pointed skyward and Momma expertly aimed her wet and bloomed cunt lips for it and then slowly impaled herself onto her son's erection.
I felt weight next to me on the loveseat's cushion and turned to see Tisha closing in with me, her mouth and chin again frosted with Momma's pussy creams and my sperm. My tongue was out and she paused to let me lap at the frothy mess on her chin before kissing me and sharing the taste of Momma's and my juices all mixed up. Weight shifted again as Momma positioned her feat so she could piston up and down on my cock. I felt her sweet breath as she pressed her face to Tisha's and mine, and we all made adjustments to share tongues and the tastes we were all savoring while Momma began to bounce up and down on my cock.
Tisha withdrew, leaving the last frenetic minutes of our incestuous fuck to Momma and me, the sweat flying off my mother as she rode my cock, her massive tits flopping and bouncing all around as she rose and fell on my aching cock again and again. Momma's face was a portrait of building sexual desire and gratification, a lusty leer on her face as she moaned and panted until she was falling over into the precipice of orgasm, at which point she mashed her lips against mine and our tongues dueled as first she began to cum and then with a violent thrust upwards, I began to again fill her motherly womb with my seed.



My mother collapsed on top of me, driving my still throbbing cock a fraction deeper into her semen filled pussy and eliciting a pleasure filled moan from us both. Our kiss continued – gradually becoming calmer and more tender until finally our lips parted and we whispered sweet words of love to each other. Only when Tisha finally said in a hoarse whisper, "Time's about up – best pull yourselves together," did Momma reluctantly climb from my lap, my cock making a wet noise as it left my mother's well fucked cunt. Momma rolled over to sit naked on the loveseat next to me, her legs widespread as cum began to slowly ooze from her spread labia.
Momma gave Tisha a questioning look and the African-American woman grinned and nodded while Momma began fingering herself, drawing out fingers coated in our mixed juices and licked them off, occasionally sharing them with Tisha who would lean over and suck Momma's fingers clean. By the time, the other guard returned, Momma and I were dressed and although the room reeked of sex, the other guard showed no notice as Tisha ordered her to take Momma back to her cell after allowing my mother and I one last long kiss.
Momma's face was etched with the mixed expression of a woman well fucked and a woman in pain from being separated from loved ones. My heart ached as well – I could feel my body already yearning for her presence, her touch and her love. Tisha walked me to the visitor's exit – visiting time was over and the visitor's parking lot was empty. As we stepped outside, she handed me a file-folder and said, "Your paperwork for your next conjugal visit, boy."
As I took it, she glanced around, making sure we were not near anyone who could overhear us. "Expect a call from me to get together in a week or two. I might have a line on some good information."
I smiled and nodded. I'm looking forward to it, Tisha." I turned to go and paused. "Thanks for today. For Momma and me both, it meant the world."
Tisha laughed and said, "You keep thinking I'm doing this for you. Truth is, I was horny and I wanted to see a mother and son get it on!" She licked her lips. "And I was a might hungry today – had a hankering for some good motherfucker cum!" She laughed at her own joke, waved and headed back inside, leaving me to replay the entire erotic afternoon on my long drive back to the university.
The next month moved both agonizingly slow and incredibly fast. Slow because every moment spent without Momma seemed like an eternity – I ached for her physically and sexually or just to have her with me, her jolly, 'live life to the fullest attitude' making me laugh and inspiring me. Fast because suddenly, time seemed to be very, very short. The next time Tisha and I met, she informed me that Momma's parole hearing would be in October, so if we hoped to get Momma out any time soon, it would have to be then.
Tisha's presence at that seedy old motel in early September was a blessing in my time of need and even she seemed anxious to be with me. No sooner had she arrived at my room than we were tearing off each other's clothes, her giving me Momma's words of love between passionate kisses, our tongues whirling around each other as we became naked.
I took Tisha standing up against the door the first time, she climbing up my body and allowing me to impale her pussy with my cock, muscular legs wrapped around me as I slammed into her again and again, the black woman's hips thrusting back at me with an urgency she'd not had before, fingernails clawing at my back as she begged me to cum in her. It didn't take long – I had up a full head of steam despite masturbating almost every night since I'd last been with Momma and Tisha's fiery and tight pussy hungrily sucked at my cock, taking me deep into her womb and holding me there when my body stiffened and I began to shoot streamer after streamer of thick jism inside her sweet cunt.
In the afterglow of sex, Tisha and I sprawled out on the bed as she shared her latest finds with me. Aside from the announced parole hearing date, she had something else. Tisha handed me a folder and when I glanced at the contents, I looked up at her with surprise. "What's this? These aren't of Momma," I said, holding up a picture of a badly beaten young woman.
Tisha shook her head grimly and replied, "No, they aint. My friend in the Sheriff's office found this. Seems your daddy really liked smacking women around. You got there the names and evidence of three other young gals your daddy beat up. Nothing ever came of it – I reckon your granddaddy got it all hushed up."
I leafed through the file, pausing to look with horror at the violence inflicted on these women – appalled that I was related to such sorry sons of bitches who would do such a thing...or cover it up. "Do you think these women would testify or go public?"
Tisha shrugged and said, "I don't know. Your granddaddy has a long reach and scares a lot of folks."
Sighing, I closed the file and set it aside. I leaned over and kissed the African American woman softly. "It can't hurt. Thank you for doing this."
Tisha smiled and shrugged. "No big thing, John – it's – how do you college boys say it, 'quid pro quo.' I do for you and..." she reached out for my cock, gently stroking my sticky penis with her hand. "...and you do for me." She looked up into my eyes and said, "I've developed quite a taste for you, boy. Your momma and me get ourselves into quite the state talking about you and this fine cock."
My cock quickly hardened under Tisha's ministrations and she rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide as she led my cock to her pussy which was flecked with my semen already. All the troubling thoughts in my head evaporated under the sudden lust I felt for this woman – lust that was only second to that I felt for my mother.
"I need your cum, boy. Put that big cock in me and give me a good fucking like you'll give your momma in a few weeks." I needed no urging and I hungrily thrust forward, burying my cock in the black woman's pussy. I moaned as her inner flesh felt so incredibly hot and wet – molten silk caressing and massaging my cock as I slowly plunged deep inside her.
Instantly, our bodies seemed covered in a sheen of perspiration – the heat of our lust combining with the sultry and humid heat of a late Mississippi summer. The smell of aroused cunt mixed with that of sperm and then with the faint aroma of cinnamon as our bodies began to move in synch, slick white skin sliding along slick black skin as if meant to be while our joined crotches rolled back and forth, coming together with the wet slapping of two bodies. I leaned in and kissed Tisha, slowly dragging my tongue over and around hers, trying to simply lose myself in the sweet sensations of making love to her.
Tisha seemed very intent – her face a fierce mask of lust and need as she wrapped her arms and legs around me, tilting her hips to accept more of me if possible, moaning and sobbing softly, "Give me your spunk, baby – need it. Fuck me, John – so good, make Momma cum!"
It was a long, sweet, intense fuck – neither of us hurrying to end, to reach climax, just man and woman engaged in the world's most wonderful activity, cock in cunt, lips kissing, chests heaving together as pleasure waxed and waned. I could feel the pressure of my seed building up in my balls – sensing the immensity of my forthcoming load and I struggled valiantly against cumming too soon, reveling in the intense pleasure I was feeling and that I was giving Tisha.
We seemed to thrive in the rain forest humidity of the room – the arousing scent of sex enhancing our pleasure, making it grow and grow more powerful. The sheets were soaked with the sweat that poured off our bodies – we tasted the lust of each other with ever kiss and lick. The carnal power we shared grew and grew as did the speed of my thrusts until I was almost driving the breath from the small black woman every time I slammed my cock into her sodden cunt.
Orgasm after orgasm ripped through Tisha until she was almost babbling incoherently – her limbs quivering with effort until finally I thrust deep as she turned her hips just so and I felt like I was piercing virgin territory and she wailed as never before as a tremendous orgasm struck, her thighs tightening around me, her heels digging into my hips, holding me in a tight, milking grip and with a sob of pleasure, I yielded to my own needs and began to cum – hosing her womb with fresh semen, cumming so hard, it almost hurt! Burst after burst of sperm come forth and for a crazy moment, I didn't think it would ever let up, but it did as I lay atop her, still tightly held in her passionate embrace as we both gasped for breath.
We didn't speak for the longest time, simply kissed each other lovingly as we looked into each other's eyes, both of us very aware that we had shared something beyond a friendly fuck. It wasn't love – at least not as I recognized it with Momma, but we had gone to a new place – an intimate place that even friends rarely discover. In the end, Tisha summed it up when she said, "Wow, white boy."
I nodded and replied, "Yeah."
We kissed again before I slowly withdrew from her, my cock aching pleasurably as I left her sweet pussy's grasp with a wet, lush pop. We cuddled for a while, not speaking, savoring the still sweltering heat that scarcely allowed the perspiration on our bodies to cool and evaporate. It was with reluctance that we finally climbed from the bed and got dressed. Tisha's brow was troubled as if she wanted to say something and finally before she left, looking authoritative in her uniform, she came up to me and put her arms around my neck.
"John, I ain't met many men...real men, either white nor black. But I've been with you and I seen how you are with your momma and how you've made her life better just being in it and for her and for me, I wanted to say 'thank you.' You're a good man, John Henderson."
I smiled back at her and said, "Thanks, I guess. You make it sound like goodbye."
Tisha smiled tightly and nodded. "Maybe, maybe not. I think this here shit storm is about to blow...for good or for bad and I just wanted to say it. You've done your momma a world of good and maybe me too."
I gave her a funny, concerned look. "What are you trying to say, Tisha?"
Tisha shook her head and kept smiling. "Nothing, boy, but just in case." She kissed me, long and slow, her tongue doing lazy swirls around mine and then said, "I'll give your momma your love – be patient. In two weeks, you'll have her all to yourself for a whole weekend and you can motherfuck up a storm!" She kissed me again and was gone – leaving me more than a bit confused. She'd had something on her mind, but I just couldn't figure out what it was.
#
I felt like I was in a maze of canyons made up of books. I was sitting at the center of the maze before a majestic old wooden desk and across from a man with the grandest mane of leonine hair I'd ever seen. It was silver and matched the long, curling beard that he stroked as he perused the file I'd assembled along with Tisha. He'd told me, no, he commanded me to call him by his initials, "L.M." which stood for a name that was known across the nation for his legal efforts. Ally and friend to liberal causes and hated by many, especially those favoring bed sheets and hoods as recreational clothing.
I shifted nervously in my seat as L.M. read through the file, occasionally grunting as he rocked in a high backed leather office chair. He took his time and seemed totally absorbed in the material – nothing else seemed to exist. Finally, he closed it and let out a long, weary sigh. He turned and looked at me with dark, brown eyes that had intimidated more than one federal judge.
"You know, once I served the then honorable Sheriff Andrew Garrett with a federal court order and he literally...literally mind you, used it to wipe his ass." He let out another sigh and added, "You have quite a problem, Mister Henderson."
"Could we...could we win in court?" I asked him.
He fixed me with a solemn stare and said slowly. "I'd like to say that in twenty-first century Mississippi, yes, but...." He trailed off, still stroking his beard thoughtfully. "If we take this to court or to the press, perhaps a high court might review it and grant a new trial, but it would likely be tied up for years by your grandfather working in the background. We might even convince the governor to offer up a pardon, but considering our good governor owes his office to the influence of a few men including your grandfather, I rather doubt we could expect such a miracle."
"So," I began, my voice cracking a bit, "You won't take my mother's case?"
"On the contrary," replied L.M. "If it must be done, I would be proud to lead the fight to free your mother and spitting in the face of Congressman Andrew Garrett is always a pleasurable endeavor. But, as I have said, it will likely take considerable time to win Miz Carleen's freedom – time that would allow Congressman Garrett to perpetuate all sorts of mischief and mayhem."
L.M. paused and fixed me with an earnest expression. "Garrett would not be above harming your mother if he senses he might not get his way. A trial...possible appeals and all sorts of legal maneuvering could ensue and..." he tapped the file. "We can not presume that all or any of this would be admissible or that we can find or convince potential witnesses to testify on your mother's behalf."
We sat in silence for a moment until I finally said, "Is that what we need to do?"
The old man smiled and stroked his beard again. "Perhaps, but I have another idea. It will likely help that this is an election year and there's a 'throw the rascal incumbents out of office' movement stirring. It won't be as satisfying and it is still something of a roll of the dice, but...this is what I would suggest..."
#
Soapy water sloshed over me, splattering on my face as Momma cried out, her body heaving up out of the water as she thrust herself against me, her moist and steamy pussy tightening around my cock in orgasm. Her breasts, huge and slick slid across my chest, swollen nipples dragging against my wet skin. Momma's arms pulled me to her and we kissed as her milking cunt worked me over the edge and with a muffled groan I flooded my mother's womb with wad after wad of thick semen.
Water rolled back and forth in the old bathtub as Momma and I rocked in unison, both of us in the grip of incestuous orgasm. Weeks of tension seemed to wash away from both of us as we moved together, shivering at the sheer delight produced of our lovemaking. For a moment, perhaps only a brief moment, both Momma and me were at peace and as our bodies clung together, almost becoming one, we both savored the intimacy that we both now lived for.
I had been waiting anxiously for Momma to be escorted to the Red House and while I was pacing about, I'd been inspired to run Momma a hot bubble bath, emerging from the bathroom just as the front door opened and Momma, followed by Tisha, came inside. For a long moment, Momma and I simply stared at each other, me feasting on the sight of the most beautiful woman in the world, her drab, prison issue khaki dress doing nothing to dim her womanly and motherly beauty.
Tisha had smiled at us and understanding that this was a time for Momma and me to be alone, said brusquely, "Eight o'clock check, Carlie," and withdrew, locking the door behind her. Momma and I flew into each others arms, words not enough, our need to be together – to be one dominating all other things. We kissed hard and passionately, hands roaming over our bodies as our tongues danced with the joy of being reunited. Our need for more physical contact directed our hands to unbutton and unsnap and we slowly, awkwardly undressed, never letting our lips break contact, moaning with happiness and desire as hands touched naked flesh, caressing large meaty breasts, hard, throbbing cock and dripping wet pussy.
As we kissed and touched, we slowly danced our way back to the bathroom, Momma cooing with pleasure as she eyed the old fashioned tub filled with hot water and bubbles. Still kissing, we climbed into the tub and slowly sat down, Momma's legs slipping around my waist and her crotch slowly sliding against mine as my erect penis found her fiery pussy and pushed home in a mutual cry of ecstasy. Ignoring the mess we made with bath water splashing all around us, we quickly surrendered to our urgent desires for each other, mother and son fucking passionately, finding love and peace in each other as we could no where else.
In the afterglow of our reunion fuck, Momma pulled me against her, my head resting on her massive tits, listening to her heart gradually slow down to normal while her hands stroked my back and shoulders – neither of us speaking, just happy that we were in each other's arms.
Finally, I lifted my head, my heart flip-flopping at the sight of Momma's lovely face, an expression of motherly love on her face as her blue eyes met mine. "I love you, Momma."
Momma took a deep breath and let out a little, shivery sigh. "I love you, John. I swear, I'm always scared you ain't ever coming back to me. I think I'd die if you didn't come back to me!" She leaned forward and kissed me softly. "I think I'm gonna die until I get you in my arms again..." She wiggled her pelvis against mine, sending ripples of pleasure through our still joined bodies. "And inside me again."
I thrust my still mostly erect cock forward inside her clasping cunt. "I'm here, Momma. I'm inside you. I'll keep coming back to you until I can take you home!" I kissed my mother, my hands slowly cupping and squeezing her immense breast flesh. I felt her meet my next slow thrust, her silky vaginal muscles caressing and kissing my shaft, urging my cock to become fully erect again. Momma moaned as she felt me grown inside her. "Soon, Momma – I think we can get you out of here and you'll never be apart from me again."
Tears pooled in Momma's eyes as her body hunched against mine. Between growing sighs of pleasure. "I keep praying for it, son. You know I'm yours but I'm like to die without you. I never knew I could need something...someone so bad, honey!"
My hands slid down to cup Momma's fleshy ass cheeks and I began using them for leverage as we began to fuck again. "Believe in me, Momma. I'm getting you out of here. You'll be free and we'll be together forever." I had to stop speaking, the delicious intensity of feeling my cock move back and forth inside my mother's pussy was almost too much. Momma was crying now – I guess in part from the sweet ecstasy our incestuous lovemaking was inducing, but also from her need for me and her fear that even now, our newly discovered life might dissipate like a wonderful, but forever lost dream.
Our immediate pressures sated, we both surrendered ourselves to a long, sensual bout of fucking, my cock, aching and throbbing with unequaled pleasure, plowing deep into her furnace hot cunt, pussy muscles clinging to mine as we moved, wet, tangled pubic hairs tugging against each other in ways that only enhanced our sexual joy. Once in a while, Momma would emerge from an ecstatic haze to look at me and whisper, "Forever?"
I would smile, lean in and kiss her before responding happily with, "Forever, Momma!" The pleasure built between us until finally even just the slightest fraction of movement of cock and pussy delivered us to the precipice of orgasm, our breath coming in ragged gasps. One last time, I thrust into my mother, seeking her deepest and most tender places and as we mutually reached orgasm, we both cried out, "FOREVER!" before I gave Momma another load of incestuous sperm while her cunt bathed my long, thick penis in her molten, motherly juices.
Later that night, long after the prisoner check, we cuddled in bed, bodies slightly cooling in the still humid air after another bout of lovemaking. I was on my back and Momma was snuggled up into me, one shapely leg thrown possessively across my thighs, her head resting on my chest with one hand wrapped loosely around my semi-erect cock, cleaned minutes before of my sperm and her creams by her loving mouth. I had just told Momma of the suggestion L.M. had offered.



"You think it'll work, John?" Momma whispered, the fear evident in her voice.
"I think so," I replied. "I agree with L.M. It's our best chance."
Momma said, "I'm scared that you be taking a mighty big chance, son. Your granddaddy's a crazy old bastard." Her hand tightened slowly and protectively around my not quite flaccid flesh. "I'd up and die if something happened to you 'cause of me."
"Nothings going to happen to me, Momma, except in the end you get to go home with me." I screwed up my courage and said with more emphasis. "I'm sure of it!" Something I had been considering suddenly seemed imperative to do. Gingerly and with some reluctance, I slipped free of Momma's embrace and padded naked to the living room area and began digging through the backpack I carried my personal stuff in.
Momma looked over at me curiously, sitting up on the side of the bed as I returned carrying a small box in one hand. I stopped before her, my head roaring as blood began rushing through my veins in excitement. Momma looked at it curiously and then quickly brought one hand to her mouth as she realized what it was. "John...son, what in hell do y'all think your doing?"
I slowly knelt at her feet, opening the box to reveal a diamond ring inside. In a shaky voice I replied, "It belonged to Mom...Donna – it was her engagement ring. She left it to me to give to the right woman when I met her. Well, I've met her." I looked up at my mother and took a deep breath. "Momma, I love you. Momma, will you please mar..."
Momma cut me off as she pressed fingers to my mouth. In a voice that was both happy and full of pain, Momma said, "No – don't ask me, son – not here, please not here." I must have looked crushed because Momma swiftly moved to her knees facing me and kissing me. When she drew back, she said, "Son, you know my answer already – there aint no denying what we are to each other and you know I'm gonna say yes!" She shook her head and continued, "But not in this shithole. Ask me when you get me free. When you take me home, stop someplace pretty and green and ask me." Momma reached out and closed the box and took it from my hand and set it on the table beside the bed.
Momma placed her hands on both sides of my face and slowly drew me to her. "I love you, son," my mother said, tears running down her face. "You done and made an old woman happier than she ever known was possible." She kissed me and then climbed into my lap, hugging me tight as we continued to kiss. I put away any disappointment I felt and kissed her back hard, relishing the feel of her luscious body against mine. I wanted to see Momma happy. I wanted her to wear my ring. I wanted her at home with me where she belonged. I thought of L.M.'s suggestion and knew I had to do it as soon as possible. Everyday without Momma by my side was a day lost and I wanted no more lost days!
#
I stood looking up at the old marble and stone courthouse in the square of the small city. It looked worn and outdated, much like the town itself. Now in early October, the heat continued to bake Southern Mississippi, doing nothing to improve it. I turned and looked all around at the hometown of my father and like him, it did nothing to impress me. I shifted the thick file I was holding from one hand to the other.
Across the street from the courthouse, a row of old buildings were shoved up next to each other. A small bakery, a five and dime with dilapidated mechanical horses that offered a ride for a quarter, and next to it, a storefront with a big window with "RE-ELECT GARRETT – KEEP THE SHERIFF IN CONGRESS" painted in red, white and blue. In smaller, gold-leaf letters, it proclaimed this as the local office of the honorable Andrew Garrett of the U.S. House of Representatives. It was time or as L.M. had put it, "Time to roll for all the marbles." Taking a deep breath, I crossed the street and walked inside my grandfather's office.
Inside, I found a few people busily phoning supporters or putting together campaign materials. With only a month to go before election, there was no time to waste and with the 'toss the incumbents out' mentality this year, there was a sense of urgency. I ignored the campaign workers and approached a large mahogany desk where a lovely young woman with long, honey-blonde hair appeared to be manning the entire operation. She considered me with the air of someone who was trying to place somebody they thought seemed familiar. "Can I help you?"
Trying to keep the nervousness out of my voice, I replied, "I'd like to see Congressman Garrett."
Smiling smugly, she responded with, "Do you have an appointment?"
"Ah, no."
The pretty girl gave me a sympathetic smile and said, "I'm sorry then. The Congressman is a very busy man and you'll need to make an appointment."
With a dismissive air, she turned from me to reach for the phone. She paused when I said, "Oh, I think he'll see me. Tell him his grandson, John, wants to see him."
She turned and looked at me in surprise. "Grandson? Congressman Garrett doesn't have a grandson." I could see her brain working in overdrive behind her sparkling green eyes. She was running over the biography of granddaddy – the same one I'd learned in recent days. Andrew Garrett – age sixty-eight. Remarried at age fifty-seven, following the death of his first wife, Edith who passed away from cancer five years following the untimely death of his son, Lee Dean. With his new wife, he had two children, ages nine and six. I actually had an uncle and a niece.
"Sure he does," I replied. "John – son of Lee Dean. I go by Henderson rather than Garrett. I'd rather burn in hell than use that name. Go tell him I'm here."
The receptionist was now nonplussed and scooted away from her desk as if scared I might do something crazy and muttered, "Please wait right here." She got up and hurried out of the room, going deeper into the building.
I waited, using the time to study my surroundings. Lots of photographs adorned the walls – all connected with Andrew Garrett. Pictures of my grandfather in his sheriff days, a big, robust man, pictures of him as Congressman or on the campaign trail, pictures of him and other politicians, even him with a couple of presidents. My eyes finally came to rest on a picture of him with my father and my grandmother.
I'd ran across a few pictures of Lee Dean while doing research, but they were grainy and blurry. Here I could clearly see that Momma was right. I did look like him, although where he was already running to fat at my age, I was just a bit stocky. The one thing we seemed to have different was the eyes – mine were blue like Momma's and his were a dark, menacing black. What gave me pause was my grandmother whose picture I'd not seen before. My father and I took after her – same nose and chin and the same sandy-blonde hair. She was a pretty woman, but her smile in the family photograph was forced, almost pained. For the first time, I considered what her life was like. I shook my head and wondered what other pain my forefathers had caused.
"The Congressman will see you now." The blonde receptionist had returned, standing a safe distance away. She gestured towards the door she'd retreated through earlier. I followed her down a long narrow hall until she stopped in front of a door and pointed. She gave me a strange stare as I brushed by her and then I forgot about her as I met my grandfather for the first time.
Andrew Garrett appeared to have aged considerably from the pictures on the wall. Maybe he had been hale and heart most of his life, but now mortality seemed to be catching up with him with a vengeance. His hair was thin and gray, he was a big man who'd shrunk considerably and now seemed to almost swim under a finely pressed shirt, tie hanging haphazardly around his neck. His face was lined with sun drawn wrinkles. He stared at me with my father's eyes for a long minute.
Finally, he gave a long drawn out sigh and said, "So you're the whore's brat, huh?"
"Nice to meet you too, Grandpa."
He nearly spit at me as he sat forward in his chair behind a massive desk and said, "You aint family, boy. You're the filth that ran down your whorin' momma's leg."
I felt my face redden and my anger build as I responded, "Take a good look at me old man. I'm not proud of it, but Lee Dean's my father."
He started to spit another retort, but his eyes studied my face and then dampened, acknowledging wordlessly that I spoke the truth. He reached into a pocket and pulled out a white handkerchief and hawked into it. Finally, he looked at me again and said, "What the hell you want, boy?"
"I want my mother's parole to go through this month."
He let out a raspy laugh and slapped the table. "Like hell. Only way your momma leaves prison is in a pine box to be dumped in the pauper's graveyard."
"You've took nearly twenty years away from my momma – years she never deserved to lose. You'll let her go or I'll ruin you." I tossed the file I'd been carrying onto the desk.
Garrett eyed the file like I'd flung shit all over his desk. Gingerly, he opened the file up and began leafing through, his face darkening as he looked at its contents. He paused over some of the more graphic photographs and while I looked for a glimmer of shame or humanity in his eyes, I never saw either surface. Finally, he closed the file and said, "You ain't gonna get a retrial and if you do, I guarantee it will take years and she'll still be guilty. Sides, most of this shit ain't admissible."
I nodded and said, "I never said anything about a retrial. I said I'd destroy you. You're running for re-election and if your party wins big, you get to be a big shot chairman of some dumb shit committee. I give this to the media and they read all about the famous 'law and order' sheriff-congressman and how he hid his asshole son's brutalizing women and your name is mud...here and in Washington. That's before they begin scrutinizing your malfeasance in office...then and now."
My grandfather licked his lips and then responded. "Boy, you don't know how things work here. I run things here."
"No, you intimidate folks and blackmail them and whatever 'cause that's how it's always been done, but it's the twenty-first century – the information age. You can control all the law officers you want and the local courts and parole boards and such, but this if information goes out to the media and the internet, you are truly fucked...at best you wind up an ex-sheriff and ex-congressman with no power and a whole lot of enemies looking for payback." I was speaking in harsh, brutal clips, scarcely able to breathe.
We had a staring contest for over a minute before he leaned back in his chair and said, "Maybe I just erase you and your whore momma from the equation altogether."
I grinned and said, "You could do that, but then copies of this file go out. To the television stations here in Mississippi and in Washington, to the Washington Post and L.M. steps in and files all sorts of suits to play hell with you."
His eyes widened at the mention of the law professor's name. "You be bluffing – he ain't gonna be involved."
"Yeah, he said you wouldn't believe me. He said to tell you he expects to have another federal court order or two for you to wipe your ass on again. He said to tell you these aren't the old days anymore."
His face paled a bit and then he said, "You're still bluffing. This ain't some goddamn movie."
I leaned in, resting my hands on his desk and said, "It's exactly like a goddamn movie. You get my mother paroled before the end of the month or I will bring you down. If you fuck with me, Grandpa, you better stock up on Vaseline because your enemies will be lining up to fuck you up the ass."
Again, there was a long silence and I suspected he was preparing to tell me to go fuck myself, but finally he said in a much quieter voice than before, "That whore murdered your father, boy – don't that matter?"
I didn't spare a second in replying, "She put down a fucking rabid dog. I'm ashamed that I come from his blood and yours. You got your pound of flesh for Momma doing what you should have done long ago. She paid half her life for doing the right thing. It's done. Let her go."
His face went pale, then red as I spoke. Slowly, it paled again as he fumbled on the desk for a pack of cigarettes and matches. Lighting up, he sucked in a lungful of what I hoped was cancerous smoke and then as he exhaled, said, "What exactly do you want?"
I smiled and said, "Two weeks from now, she has her parole hearing and you make sure her parole is granted. You leave her be. You leave us both be. No reprisals against her, me or anyone you think helped us. Anything happens to her or me and your world ends. After she's free, we don't know you and you don't know us. We're finished. Oh, and just so you know, you're not getting my vote."
Smoke curled up around his head, enveloping the old man's face. I barely was able to see him nod his head and then say, "Get out, boy." He slowly spun his chair around to face the wall. He didn't say another word and I walked away. I never saw that sorry son of a bitch again.
#
On October Twenty-first, Momma sat before the parole board. I sat in the audience with a few other family members of prisoners, a reporter who was dozing and Tisha. They asked Momma some silly-assed questions about being rehabilitated and listened to Corrections Officer Latisha Wilkins report about Momma's good conduct and that she had family support ready and waiting upon release. The five person board shuffled some papers around and then the chairperson, a heavy-set middle aged woman said, "Thank you, Miz Howard. The Board's recommendation will be released in a couple of weeks."
A gray haired gentleman in a rumpled seersucker suit reached out and placed his hand on the woman's wrist and said, "Madame Chairperson, I think the Board is ready to vote now." He gave her a knowing look and she slowly nodded and he added, "Madam Chairperson, I call for a vote to parole Carleen Howard."
Five minutes later, Momma was granted parole – her freedom to come within two days as papers were filed and processed. Momma and I were allowed to hug for a moment, both of us crying and even Tisha looked a bit misty-eyed.
The next two days were the longest I'd spent since I'd first come to see my mother. My imagination was filled with all sorts of worst case scenarios that my grandfather might inflict upon us, but on October Twenty-fourth, I sat in the parking lot in front of the women's prison, my eyes drawn again and again to the Red Houses beyond the fence line, thinking of what those old, tumbledown shacks had meant to us.
I could see activity around the Red Houses, prisoners being led to them by female guards. I couldn't make out faces, but one women prisoner had long, stringy blonde hair. Before she reached her destination, she turned and looked my way through the metal fence and razor wire and waved. Maybe it was Ettie, maybe not. I never was sure. I never saw her again. I wish her and her little boy well, though.
A klaxon rang out and the front gates of the prison swung open. Tisha stepped out, one arm hooked through Momma's arm. Gone was the old khaki prison dress. Instead Momma was wearing the pretty summer dress I'd brought her the first time we'd spent the weekend at the Red House, the elastic top tugged down to leave her shoulders bare and much of the upper swell of her breasts visible – her tit flesh bouncing along as free and unrestrained as Momma now was. Momma broke into a run as soon as she saw me, a little awkward and unbalanced on the short high heels I'd sent along with the dress earlier that morning. White, unblemished thighs flashed dangerously high as we ran to each other.
My mother fairly leapt into my arms and I crushed her in an embrace like I never wanted to let her go. I lifted her up and spun her around before lowering her so I could kiss her face. She looked beautiful through tear blurred eyes – both of us crying and both of us saying how much we loved each other between wet, passionate kisses.
Finally, we both remembered that Tisha was standing there, watching us, tear tracks evident on her face. I reached out and pulled her to us, saying, "Thank you so much, Tisha – I owe you everything for getting Momma free." I kissed her cheek and then I kissed her on the mouth. For a brief moment I caught her cinnamon scent.
Momma moved in on her and they shared a long embrace and a passionate kiss before they reluctantly let each other go and Momma moved back into my arms. "I – thanks, Tisha," Momma gushed. "I reckon I owe you my freedom as much as I do John."
Tisha wiped her cheek clear of moisture and looked at us both, a funny smile on her face. For the first time, I realized she looked a little wan – tired, as if she didn't feel well. I hadn't seen her since I'd last visited Momma in the Red House. We'd talked a time or two on the phone, but she'd passed on my more than subtle hints to get together. "Are you okay, Tisha?"
The black woman nodded and said, "I'm fine, boy." She dropped her gaze for a moment and then lifted her head and said bluntly, "Y'all don't owe me a thing. This is the prison and nothing gets done for free. I did for you and you did for me." That funny smile returned and she said, "You did for me more than you might ever know."
Tisha came up to us both and hugged us together. "Go on now, boy. This girl is free, get her the hell out of here." She smiled at us one more time and said, "Y'all take care now, hear?" and turned and walked away, the klaxon blaring again as the gates opened up and swallowed her. She never looked back.
Momma turned to me and suddenly the enormity of what had happened hit her. She looked around, realizing that for the first time in almost twenty years, she was outside the walls of the prison...that she was free. Momma began to shiver as if freezing and clung to me as if the wide open spaces were closing in. She looked at me with both love and fear in her eyes and whispered, "Get me the hell away from here, son!"
We climbed into my car – a not too new small sedan. I showed her how to work the seat belt and then I was in and we took off. Neither of us looked back at the prison. For a few minutes, Momma just watched Mississippi go by, marveling at the stark difference that everything was in regards to where she's lived for the last two decades. Newly harvested fields, shotgun shacks, irrigation canals, children both black and white playing in the hard scrabble yards – all of it Momma just soaked in.
After several minutes of silence, Momma reached out and took my hand, squeezing it. When I looked over at my mother, she was crying, tears pouring from her eyes. "Momma, are you okay?" I asked.
She nodded and then shook her head. "I don't rightly believe this is happening," she said in a halting voice. "I keep thinking I'll wake up and it'll 'bout kill me to know I was dreaming."
I pulled her hand to my lips and kissed it gently. "It's no dream, Momma. You're here with me now...now and forever. We can go wherever you want and do whatever you want!"
Momma's face glowed with love as she in turn pulled my hand to her lips and kissed it over and over. "I just want to be with you, son, the rest of my life."
We drove on, not talking, hands still joined and occasionally giving each other a look that was more than enough to convey our love for each other. We passed through a small town with a fast food chicken place. I went through the drive-thru and picked us up a picnic bucket and drinks. Another ten miles down the road saw us approaching a small Civil War Battlefield park, full of trees and a small row of cannons. We pulled in and I retrieved a blanket from the trunk and we carried our food over into the trees where I spread the blanket under a tall oak.



Late October in Mississippi, things are still pretty green and it was a pleasant day – the summer heat long gone. We ate our lunch mostly in silence, pausing to give each other silly, greasy kisses. Once we were done, we took a walk through the trees, Momma looking radiant in the early afternoon sun, looking erotic as the bright light of the sun made her dress seem almost transparent – making it even more obvious that she was not wearing a bra and maybe not panties. We still didn't say much beyond little "I love you" and other endearments.
Finally, we returned to our picnic spot. Momma squatted down to take up the blanket, but I knelt next to her and said, "Wait a minute, Momma."
My mother looked at me expectantly and said, "Something wrong, John?"
I shook my head and said, "No, but we have some unfinished business. From my pocket, I pulled out the small ring box she'd closed when we'd last been together. I opened it up and held up the small diamond ring. I took Momma's hand in mine and said, "I've waited like you've asked, but now it is the right time. Momma...Carleen Howard, I love you with all my heart. Will you please marry me?"
Fresh tears rolled down Momma's face and she looked at me and said, "You sure you want an old prison slut like me?" I nodded, a big grin on my face. Momma bit her lower lip for a second and then said, "Son, yes...God yes. I'm right proud you're my son and I'll be proud to be your wife!"
I slid the ring onto her left hand and we kissed, kneeling there on the blanket, tongues joining in loving greeting as we hugged each other tightly. When we ended the long, passionate kiss, Momma had her evil, sexy grin back and she said, "You think Donna would approve?"
I shrugged my shoulders and replied, "I think so. Mom was all about being happy and always said love and family is what's important and in your arms, I have both in more ways than I ever dreamed possible."
"I love you, son," Momma whispered, pushing me onto my back, her hands working at my belt. "I love my boy and I'll be proud to have a motherfucker for a husband!" Before I knew it, Momma had my pants down around my ankles and my cock was proud and erect in her hands. My mother moved up to straddle me, raising the hem of her short dress and confirming what I was already suspecting – that she wasn't wearing any panties, her thick, black bush glistened with arousal.
With a moan, Momma guided my erect penis between her already swollen labia, slick with her juices and slowly sank down on my cock! Momma took all of me inside her in one sweetly drawn out movement, raising her hands to the sky and stretching out on me like a big jungle cat, her fingers flexing like claws as quivers of pleasure took her over. She looked down at me and as she began to ride me, moaned, "Now, I know I'm free. I'm fucking my son, my lover, my husband and I'll know I'm free every time I got this good hard cock inside me!"
Momma let out a squeal of carnal delight while I reached up and tugged the neckline of her dress down, fully revealing her massive tits, nipples already thick with excitement, swollen and almost throbbing with her desires. My fingers played over her breasts, pinching hard nipples and squeezing her soft, pillow-like flesh.
A gentle breeze blew over us, making us shiver as it briefly cooled our suddenly sweaty bodies, adding to the sweet, incestuous pleasure building in us as Momma slid her clasping pussy up and down my cock, her thick labia trying to cling to my shaft as she rose up and then swallowing all of me as she let her slick, molten cunt slide down my long, thick pole.
I felt an orgasm wash over Momma, making her nipples swell even more as she completely impaled herself on my cock, grinding her pelvis against mine as I felt her juices soak our co-joined crotches. I pulled her face down to mine, our lips parting so we could kiss again, her tongue tasting fresh and delicious against my tongue as they curled and roiled around each other. Momma kissed me hard, her body quivering as she shook from the intensity of her climax, ending it with a gasp of "I'm free – fucking my loving boy. I'm free!"
I let my hands slip to cup Momma's ass and I began to work her back and forth on my cock, allowing her waning orgasm to blossom anew as I buried my face against her mammoth breasts, biting one and then the other nipple as she clung to me and sobbed her orgasm, her cries deepening every time she dropped and again took all of me deep into her tightening womb. Momma's cries of passion were echoed back in the glad responses of songbirds in the trees, eventually fading as her second orgasm began to ebb.
Momma wiggled contentedly with my throbbing penis deep inside her and I let myself go, thrusting my hips up with so much effort, her breasts bounced wildly in appreciation as I flooded her cunt with shot after shot of semen, the fiery seed triggering another orgasm in my mother. I held her tight as she convulsed in my lap, her pussy milking my sperm from my balls, just reveling in holding Momma in my arms with no one to tell me or her that we had to stop.
#
With Momma free, there seemed to be no end to what we might do. Sure there was some rough days as Momma struggled to adapt to a new life, one that no longer included prison walls and a rigid, rarely changing schedule. At the end of each bump we hit, Momma found comfort in my arms and I found new levels of intimacy I never knew could be shared with another human being. Day by day, Momma braved her new world and we celebrated triumph, big or small. Whether it was learning to drive and getting a new license or simply venturing from the house to grocery shop, we embraced every step of Momma's return to the world.
At my Thanksgiving break, we drove over to New Orleans and had ourselves an honest to god Honeymoon after having a backwater justice of the peace marry us. I promised Momma we'd return to see the sights another time because we only emerged from our hotel room to get something to eat when we tired of room service. We wear matching gold bands, simple, plain rings that represent the pureness of our love for each other.
Despite our happiness, we did have a shadow following us – the ever present possibility of my grandfather somehow finding a way to strike back at us. We discussed leaving Mississippi and seized on the opportunity to do so when the chance was given to me to transfer to a California school and continue my graduate studies on Falkner and his 'Hollywood' years. Momma was quite happy to leave Mississippi behind – the truth being that Tisha Wilkins was the only thing we'd regret leaving behind. Tisha resisted most contact and other than a few phone conversations, we never caught up to her before we left.
Momma and I celebrated our first wedding anniversary in California making love in our apartment near UCLA. We had other reasons to celebrate as well. One morning in early November as we prepared to go to school (me to my graduate studies and Momma to some remedial preparatory college classes), the news came over the news cable station that Congressman Andrew Garrett had died. Officially attributed as a massive heart attack, reports soon surfaced that he'd done himself in and that it had been officially hushed up.
And shortly after Granddaddy's death, we received word from Tisha after several months of silence...a letter and a photograph. The photo was of Tisha and an infant perhaps six months old. The baby had dark skin, sandy brown hair and blue eyes. The back of the picture was labeled, "Tisha and Katherine." The letter was short and to the point.
"I RECKON THE PICTURE TELLS MOST OF THIS. I ALWAYS TOLD YOU THAT IN PRISON, NOTHING COMES FOR FREE. I DID FOR YOU AND CARLIE AND YOU ARE FREE TO LIVE YOUR LIVES. IN EXCHANGE YOU DID FOR ME TOO, ALTHOUGH I RECKON IT AINT EXACTLY WHAT YOU THOUGHT YOU WERE GIVING. I WANTED A BABY FROM A GOOD MAN AND JOHN THAT WAS YOU. CARLIE'S LUCKY SHE'S GOT YOU FOR A SON AND A HUSBAND. LITTLE KATHERINE'S LUCKY SHE'S GOT YOU FOR A DADDY AND I'LL MAKE THE INTRODUCTIONS REAL SOON. IN SOME WAYS, SHE'S THE DAUGHTER OF ALL THREE OF US AND NOONE CAN DENY THAT SHE IS DEFINETELY A CHILD OF LOVE.
LOVE,
TISHA
P.S. JOHN, I LET YOUR GRANDDADDY KNOW HE HAD A FINE HALF-BLACK/HALF WHITE GREAT GRANDDAUGHTER A WEEK BEFORE HE DIED. I THOUGHT HE'D WANT TO KNOW.
And that's where we are now – working on schooling and waiting anxiously to meet my daughter...Momma's granddaughter. Sometimes at night after we've made love, Momma and I will talk about the future. Some of my professors are already guiding me towards staying here once I've gained my doctorate. Momma and I talk about buying a house or maybe even building our own. We're not sure except that we agree on the color. We both think there is only one answer – the color we associate most with our incestuous love. We will live in a red house.
The End
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I consider this a more playful effort than the last few stories - a reworking of something written and posted to a now gone, but fondly remembered web site. As always your comments and emails help inspire me - I want your comments both pro and con. Enjoy!
The characters of this story are fictional and exist only within the confines of the story and my imagination!
*
I am not ashamed to say that I'd let my life spiral completely out of control after my wife left me for a goddamn graduate assistant she'd met and opened her legs for while studying to be a grade school teacher. Sherry had been my life since we first met as high school freshman at the big consolidated county high school in our home town in rural Kentucky. She was the prettiest thing I'd ever seen, like a well stacked Sandra Bullock and I was head over in heels in love with her from the day we first sat next to each other in Freshman English. We'd married two weeks after we graduated from high school and for six years, I'd thought we were the happiest couple on Earth.
We'd both been working at a local textile mill that made uniform shirts -- mostly for the military, but for service jobs too. There wasn't much money, but we were happy. Then as the economy began to slide, Sherry decided she wanted to be a teacher and while it was a stretch money-wise, I supported her one hundred percent.
She was in her second year when she met the pretty-boy, some long-haired guitar strumming son of a bitch who worked as a graduate assistant with one of her professors. Before long, she was staying extra hours and it wasn't until I came home from work one Friday night and found most of her shit missing from our trailer that I even had a clue she was fucking someone else. The break-up was ugly, concluding with me making pretty-boy not so pretty when I beat the shit out of him outside the local university's graduate student apartment complex.
I enjoyed whipping his ass, but it cost me eight months in county lockup and when I got out, I was divorced and discovered that my job that my supervisor promised would be waiting for me had moved out of the country along with the rest of the factory. Sherry and her new love had already busted up and she'd moved in with a geology professor. Go figure. And now I can't stand to see a Sandra Bullock movie either.
I've gotten by doing pick up jobs around town and by drinking a lot. Haven't had a whole lot of use for women, but when the need got too great, Greta, the waitress down at the 'Step Right Inn' has been more than willing to oblige. Ain't love -- she's pretty much been willing to oblige anything on two feet with a willing dick. The drinking and smoking and too much time on my hands led me to getting pretty out of shape damn quick.
Before my marriage crashed and burned, I thought I was an okay looking guy. Six feet tall, stocky like my daddy and grandpa before me, but factory work had kept the weight off and the muscles on. Now a year after getting out of jail I was developing quite the beer gut, the trailer looked like a trash dump and my closest relationships were the cans I pulled out of the twelve pack cases of cheap beer I made sure I kept plenty of around the place. Most of my friends and family wrote me off as a lost cause, some blaming Sherry and others saying all I needed was a good, swift kick in the ass. As it turns out, two of my relatives had a different opinion and that's where my story really begins...
#
It was one of those cool, dreary days we get here in Eastern Kentucky in late March -- with an on and off drizzle and the promise that real spring will never arrive. I was watching Regis & Kelli with a wicked hangover and only a couple of cans of cheap beer between me and likely death. I was wearing grungy sweats and debating whether I should shower or not before I made my way up the road to the convenience store to re-supply.
I heard a car pull up in front of my trailer and cut off. Next came the slamming of two car doors and I groaned as I realized I was about to have company. It couldn't be good news -- I hadn't had any of that in longer than I could remember.
My hangover kicked into overdrive as someone began pounding on my front door. Then a woman's strident yell added to my misery. "John! John Hill you wake up in there and open this door. Do it right now!"
Somehow I managed to get to my feet and stagger towards the door, wincing as I finally hollered back, "I'm coming, so stop your damn bellowing!" I opened the door, ready to chew someone's ass out for bothering me, but then felt my face go red as I said in a much meeker voice, "Oh...hey Aunt Wanda."
My late daddy's younger sister, Wanda stood there frowning at me. Over her shoulder grinning at me was her daughter, my cousin, Katie. My aunt gave me a disapproving once over and then poked me in the stomach and said, "You forgot your manners, John? Let us in!"
I retreated, allowing them access, a bit embarrassed and preparing to catch hell from my aunt over all the beer cans and bottles and empty pizza boxes lying around. I couldn't remember how long it had been since I'd ran the vacuum cleaner, but I figured I could probably grow corn in the dust and dirt piling up around me. I walked a little unevenly back to the safe haven of my busted spring couch and sprawled heavily down to wait out a bitching out from family.
Aunt Wanda and Cousin Katie marched in and stood in front of me, hands on hips as they scanned the room. Katie grinned down at me and said, "Hey, Cuz -- Ain't seen you around much lately. You okay?"
Aunt Wanda turned and scowled at her. "Hell no, he's not doing okay. Look at this shithole!" My aunt turned and frowned down at me. In a voice that seemed to be growing louder and more painful by the moment, she barked, "What the hell's wrong with you? Your momma would have a stroke if she saw how bad this place looks. Your dear daddy would drop over dead again if he saw how you've let yourself go!"
Katie covered her mouth with one hand, unable to muffle her amused giggle. I shook my head, immediately regretted it and reached out for the last beer in the house. Before I could crack it open, Wanda snapped, "Boy, you open that damn beer and I'll tear your damn head off!"
I paused and set the can down. Trying to sound as polite as possible, I said in a raw and shaky voice. "What are you here for, Aunt Wanda...besides busting my balls?" Asking the question actually made me think about it. What was my aunt doing here? We'd not talked since she passed on going my bail when I'd beaten the pretty boy up. I raised my bleary eyes to study my aunt and cousin in the rain dimmed light of my living room. What I saw surprised me and made me think maybe I was overdue to visit Greta.
My Aunt Wanda was about forty-six years old and like all my daddy's siblings, had a bit of a stocky build, but on her five foot -- three frame, it looked pretty good. She'd always been an exercise freak -- walking and doing aerobics -- even before Jane Fonda had made them popular. She wore her black hair cut short -- an elfin bob that framed her dark brown eyes and somehow fit her buxom hourglass figure. Wanda was dressed for exercise, wearing spandex shorts that didn't reach her knees -- wrapped tight around her thick, but muscular and toned thighs. She had on a tight sweatshirt that did nothing to conceal the traditional 'Hill Women's' knockers,' large, sloping breasts that sat up on her chest with nipples that pointed at you like a couple of pistols. The cool air had her nipples standing up and saying howdy. Even her white crew socks and running shoes added to her sexy look.
Her daughter, my cousin Katie was very much her equally sexy opposite. Katie was tall and slender -- pushing five foot -- nine inches tall with long, bottle-blonde hair cascading down her back. She had her mother's eyes, but not much else. Small cupcake sized breasts with long pointy nipples rested under a light, white sweatshirt. She had on running shorts that rode high on her thighs and drew attention to her long, coltish, very shapely legs. She'd been on the track team back in high school and now at twenty-three with a two year old girl at home, she still looked like she could run long distance.
Yeah, I was definitely overdue to see Greta if I was admiring my aunt and cousin in a sexual way. I snapped out of my reverie, realizing that Aunt Wanda was yammering at me again. I took a deep breath and interrupted her. "I'm sorry. What is it you want from me again?"
My aunt glared down at me and snarled back, "Mostly, I'm hoping we can get you to pull your head out of your ass!" She leaned over, shaking a finger at me, her heavy breasts visibly rolling under that sweatshirt. "John, look at you -- you've turned into a fat slob. How can you ever hope to find another decent job when you're so out of shape?"
I gave a heavy sigh, aggravated that I was getting my chops busted by my aunt and aggravated that I knew she was right. "Well, there aint no one hiring right now anyway, so who cares?" I responded, sounding a bit childish even to myself.
Aunt Wanda shook her head and said, "Well, you might be wrong there, boy! Your Uncle Carl thinks his mill might be hiring in a few weeks and he can get you on, but not if you can't handle the work!"
That perked my interest. Wanda's husband was a foreman at a local lumber mill and I knew they paid better than most places in the county. My aunt could see the interest in my face and continued, "Katie and I are here to get your fat ass up and exercising so you can get hired on and not die of a heart attack!"
"Exercise, how?" I asked, not liking the sound of that.
"To start with, you can go walking with us, Cuz," Katie chimed in.
"Ummmmm...I don't know," I replied. "Maybe tomorrow if it ain't raining." Aunt Wanda was all about exercise -- doing aerobics and walking miles every day. I had a dim memory of her bragging about walking a minimum of five miles a day at a family get-together back when I was still married. She had different routes that took her all over town and out into the rural areas. Katie had walked with her off and on since before graduating high school.
"Today, John Hill!" Aunt Wanda said in a firm voice. "You get up off that couch and walk with us today and tomorrow and everyday until you get back into shape.
With my head banging a heavy metal number on my brain and the nausea of last night's drinking threatening to send me running to the bathroom, I slowly shook my head and said, "No, not today. Maybe tomorrow." I licked my lips and eyed that last can of beer wistfully.
"Not tomorrow, dammit!" Aunt Wanda shot right back. "We want to help you, but we need you to get your sorry ass off that couch today...NOW!"
I started to argue back, but before I could speak, Katie moved to kneel beside me, bringing one hand to rest on my upper right thigh, mid-way between my knee and crotch. "John...Cuz, we wouldn't be doing this if we didn't love you," she said softly, her eyes imploring me. She squeezed her hand as she said, "Hon' we all care about you. You're family and we're worried about you. Do this, please." Katie moved her hand a little so her fingers draped down my inner thigh. She squeezed again and said, "Please go with us, you won't be sorry you did."
My eyes traveled back and forth between my cousin's pretty blue eyes and her hand on my leg, pausing just long enough between to admire those pointy nipples of hers, poking through her light sweatshirt. I felt a twitch in my crotch and felt heat rising in my face -- a reaction I'd not had for Katie before.
Before I could make a reply, Aunt Wanda crouched down on the other side of me, resting her hand on the opposite leg at about the same place as her daughter. Surprisingly powerful fingers squeezed my fleshy thigh. "John, I know I growl like an old bitch sometimes, but you're my nephew and I love you. Please do this for me." There was a kindness in her eyes and in her voice I'd never sensed before and again, my eyes moved back and forth looking at her gripping my thigh and then at her dark eyes. Then as if drawn to it, my eyes traveled down farther to witness something unexpected.
Aunt Wanda was squatting there, her knees spread apart for balance and inadvertently flashing me an incredible shot of camel-toe, her cunt lips clearly outlined against the tight fitting spandex of her shorts. I felt my cock throb and begin to grow in my sweats. I shifted in my seat, trying to keep it from letting its presence becoming known. At a loss for any other answer, struggling to keep my mind from going places it shouldn't go, I finally nodded and said, "Okay, I'll do it!"
Both my cousin and my aunt rewarded me with huge grins and together they reached down and hauled me off the couch. Moments later, my beat up old sneakers on my feet, I was staggering out the door. The rain had stopped at least for the moment, although the cool air was still thick and humid -- a mildly warm breeze blowing up from the south hinting at the merest possibility of Spring.
We walked down the gravel lane that led to my trailer from the main road, ignoring my old pick-up and my cousin's little blue Buick. Aunt Wanda and Katie walked on either side of me, moving easily along at a mild pace and I was keeping up with them fine, trying to ignore my still painful hangover -- although the fresh air did seem to ease the pounding in my head a little.
Once on the road, we headed north, towards Gil's Market -- the convenience store where I usually picked up beer, maybe a half-mile away. The state had built a bicycle lane on the road years before and we were able to continue to walk three abreast -- Aunt Wanda bringing me up to date on family gossip with occasional comments from Katie. As we approached the market, I was now breathing just a little heavy -- not winded, but clearly not used to the exercise. Already, I was hoping that maybe we'd turn back at the store and call it a day.
I was really disappointed as we turned off the main highway at the Market and began walking down a smaller, older paved road -- Tilman's Road -- that led away from town and into the Kentucky Hills. "So, how far are we going?" I asked, trying not to sound like I was already out of breath.
Katie grinned at me and said, "Not far. Momma and I usually park at Gil's and start from here on our shorter walks. We'll take it easy on you today."
A half mile or so past Gil's I began to grow concerned. There were the occasional house that we passed now, but the woods on either side were growing heavier and as a light rain began to fall, I realized we were beginning to go uphill on what was called Tilman's Grade -- a fairly steep hill that topped out perhaps a mile beyond us. I quickly felt the strain of walking up hill washing over me -- my headache announcing new levels of pain as I sweated the booze from my body.
There was little traffic on Tilman's Grade -- the occasional old truck or car swinging wide of us as we trudged up the asphalt road. The air was thick with moisture, making it harder to breath and despite the coolness of the weather, I was now sweating profusely. I began to slow, allowing my aunt and cousin to take a lead a few feet in front of me.
My growing physical discomfort now found competition for my attention. Even as I was gasping for breath and my leg muscles began to burn with the effort, my eyes were drawn to the two very different but definitely feminine asses wiggling in front of me. I shifted my gaze back and forth as I watched appreciatively the full and rounded ass of my aunt in her tight spandex shorts and the tight, pert heart shaped butt of my cousin.
My cock began to waken again, despite my exhaustion and pain. I never realized how nice Aunt Wanda's ass was -- full and firm or just how Katie's heart shaped butt swung just the right way to make a man's cock want to grow and get hard. I had a sudden yearning to see what my aunt and cousin would look like naked -- to hold and cup their ass cheeks in my hands, wanting to feel each woman's unique flesh.
I had to stagger for a moment as I readjusted my sweats, allowing room for my cock to lengthen along my left thigh. Aunt Wanda looked back at me, a bit amused and called out, "Are you alright, John?"
I nodded and then huffed, "Sure -- how much longer we going on?" We were going around a sharp, banked curve in the road and I could see ahead a long uphill stretch of road leading to the top of Tilman's Grade. It was probably less than a mile, but it seemed to be a world away.
Aunt Wanda grinned and said, "Not too far -- just to the top of the Grade." She turned and resumed her steady march alongside her daughter while I felt the wind falling out of my sails. The top? The fucking top of Tilman's Grade? I felt my erection began to wilt as I began to lose any taste for walking. I tried to figure out how far we'd come -- a half mile from my house to Gil's Store -- maybe a little more than a half mile from there with damn near another mile to go.
I was beginning to gasp for air now, my leg muscles trembling with exhaustion -- burning from lack of oxygen and my hangover maybe in its last gasps, but going out hard. I was quickly losing ground -- now maybe eight or so feet from my cousin and aunt. Their asses looked as good as ever, but I was hurting now and losing heart. "I'd done," I called out. "I can't go another fucking step."
Katie turned and began walking backwards, holding out her arms to me. "C'mon, Cuz, you can do it. We'll be there in no time." Under her light sweatshirt, her small, pert breasts bounced like apples on the tree.
I shook my head as I slowed down. "I'm fucking done -- maybe tomorrow." I stopped, maybe embarrassed and ashamed, but definitely done in as I watched Aunt Wanda and Katie move away.
Aunt Wanda glanced over her shoulder and said something I couldn't make out to her daughter. Katie grinned in response and then without a word, reached down with her hands and pulled her sweatshirt up, exposing her breasts to me, never breaking her backwards stride.
I'm sure my jaw hit the ground and my eyes nearly popped out of my skull as I gazed at my cousin's naked tits. Small, firm and round, like young, ripe melons, capped with two very stiff and long nipples the size of pencil eraser tips. Katie grinned at my stunned reaction and stuck out her tongue at me. "C'mon, John, you can do it. I know you've got it in you. Holding up her sweatshirt with one hand, she reached down and cupped the crotch of her running shorts with the other. "I promise you, Cuz, you want to reach the top of the Grade!"
She continued to show off her young, fine titties, glistening as they became wet in the light rain, until I was again moving -- slowly, but gaining speed, completely unawares that I had again a burgeoning erection in my pants until she puckered her lips and blew me a kiss and then dropping her shirt, spun around and kept walking.
Minutes passed and I was a fucking mess. My body ached in ways I never knew possible, but other parts of me throbbed in anticipation of unexpected pleasure. My mind raced in circles, trying to figure out what was going on. Was this Katie's idea of a joke? Had her mother told her to expose her breasts to me? What would happen when we reached the top of Tilman's Grade?
Closer and closer we marched to the top of the hill until finally, I could see off the road in a stand of trees an old roadside picnic area where in the days before the interstate, travelers could pull over and have a bite to eat and enjoy the scenic view of the Appalachian Mountains of Eastern Kentucky. A couple of ancient picnic tables still stood amongst the trees bracketed by two small stone and concrete buildings -- one a public restroom and the opposite one a storage building for the state park service.



Aunt Wanda and Katie veered off the highway and into the picnic area. I followed and collapsed on a picnic bench, the ancient wood creaking dangerously under me. Katie stood near me, stretching, but Aunt Wanda walked over to the old storage building and producing a key from her fanny pack, unlocked it. She glanced back at us with a strange smile and said, "Well, come on -- ain't you got sense to get out of the rain?"
With a groan I stood up and followed Katie to the storage building. I stopped in the doorway, surprised to find that instead of a grungy supply/storage room, it was a clean 15X15 foot room -- an old couch resting against one wall. A straight-back wood chair sitting against another with two large plastic coolers sitting on either side sat next to another wall. Aunt Wanda was squatting next to the chair, pulling water bottles out of one cooler. Katie was bent over the other, coming out with dry towels, one of which she threw me. Handing one to her mother, she began toweling her hair with the other.
Katie looked at me and said, "Come on in, take a load off," as she dried her hair. To my look of further confusion, she said. "You know Paul's daddy, Cyrus?" She was referring to her father in law. "His brother, Darren works for the Park Service, cleaning up and doing yard work and all. He fixed this place up to take breaks in now and again and he gave Momma a set of keys a couple of years back. We keep water and towels and stuff for when we might need it."
Aunt Wanda came up, a smirk on her face as she handed me a bottle of water. She pushed me towards the couch and said, "Take a break, honey. You deserve it."
I nodded dumbly and took a seat, looking at both of them and not knowing what to say. I felt confused and no doubt looked it too. My aunt gestured to the water. "Drink up, John. You've been working hard -- you need to keep hydrated."
With her hair a damp and wild tangle, Katie came up from behind her mother and began toweling Wanda's short, wet hair. "You went and walked two miles, Cuz! I'm damn proud of you!"
Wanda let out with a snorting laugh. "Well, I always said if you want a man to do something for you, show him a bit of titty and he'll follow you anywhere!"
Katie's face reddened a little while they both had a good laugh at my expense. I was still freaked out by the whole thing, but felt a little irritation too at both of them. They seemed to be enjoying this a little too much. I tried to reclaim a little self-respect by joshing back. "So what would you have done if it hadn't worked?"
Katie paused in drying her mother's hair and grinned evilly at me. "Why, Cuz, I'd have pulled down my shorts and flashed my little pussy at you. I bet you didn't know I keep it clean shaven -- smooth as a baby's butt!"
Her answer rocked my world. I couldn't believe my own married cousin was saying something like that to me. I couldn't believe it turned me on as much as it did -- my cock which had not really gone down since she'd shown me her tits, now throbbed angrily in my pants. Still, surprised as I was, I tried to act cool about it, replying, "And if that didn't work?"
Katie didn't bat an eye, instead dropping the towel and yanking her mother's sweatshirt up, exposing Aunt Wanda's large, gourd-like breasts -- thick, round nipples standing out erect nearly a half inch long! "I imagine you'd do whatever we asked to get a good look at these big hooters!" she said, the glee in her voice evident.
As I stared at awe at my aunt's meaty breasts, part of me realized that Wanda wasn't a bit perturbed by her daughter's actions. She laughed as her daughter pulled her sweatshirt over her head and turned to drape it over the straight back chair. "Actually, I was betting it would take my big titties to get you all the way up the Grade. I reckon I didn't bet how horny you might be," my Aunt said in a teasing voice.
Katie returned and stood behind her mother. As I watched in utter disbelief, my cousin wrapped her arms around her mother and cupped Aunt Wanda's heavy breasts. "You do have to admit, Cuz, these are mighty fine tits!" she giggled, looking at me from over her mother's shoulders. Her hands squeezed and mauled my aunt's heavy tits, fingers twisting and pinching those thick, meaty nipples while Aunt Wanda's face took on a dreamy expression. I felt my cock throb in my sweatpants, precum bubbling from my piss-slit as Wanda wiggled her firm butt against her daughter's groin.
No longer even attempting to sound cocky, I managed to gasp, "What the hell is going on?"
Katie began to nuzzle her mother's neck and ear as Aunt Wanda smiled down at me and said, "This is that we love you and we've been worried about you and your cousin and I decided to do something about it. A lot's been going while you got divorced and been feeling sorry for yourself -- a lot's changed for Katie and me as you can see and these are changes that we want you to be a part of. She paused as Katie kissed her cheek, spurring her to turn her head and exchange a brief and exciting kiss with her daughter -- tongues dueling merrily as I watched, shivering with arousal.
With her daughter's saliva wet on her lips, Aunt Wanda continued. "We both want you to be a part of these changes. It will be good for you and," her eyes dropped down to my crotch," Judging from the size of the tent in your sweats, it'll be good for us too!"
I was having trouble processing my aunt's words although my body seemed to have to trouble responding to the unbelievable things I was seeing. "You...you mean, me and you and Katie are going to...um..." I couldn't even say it. My god, this was my daddy's sister! She was a respected member of the community. She taught the junior high kids in Sunday School down at the Blue Creek Baptist Church and unless I had suddenly been struck stupid...
"We're going to fuck your brains out, Cuz!" giggled Katie, finishing my thoughts aloud.
"Really?" I said in a squeaky voice, feeling stupid even before the words slipped out of my mouth.
Aunt Wanda slipped out of her daughter's embrace and climbed onto the couch next to me -- kneeling so that her breasts were level with my face, almost brushing my lips while she ran her fingers through my damp hair. "Really, John," she answered. While Katie moved forward and squatted down in front of me, my aunt continued. "If you make an honest effort to clean up your act, quit the drinking and start exercising with us, your cousin Katie and your Aunt Wanda are going to rock your world like you never dreamed possible."
Katie leaned forward and slipped fingers into the waistband of my sweats. Firmly, she began tugging them off. "Now this will be a little sample of the good family loving we're willing to give you, Cuz," she said, her voice a little husky. She gave a good yank and suddenly my sweats and briefs were around my ankles. "Oh, Momma -- will you look at that fine thing." Her brown eyes were fixed on my cock, waving hard and long in the air.
Wanda gave a low moan and in a voice I could barely hear, sighed, "Why in the world would Sherry give up something like that? That's beautiful, nephew!" She leaned down and with a cool hand slowly stroked me up and down, making me jerk and gasp -- aroused as I had never been before -- my mind thrilling at the knowledge that my own aunt was masturbating me. "Katie darling, show your cousin what a sweet mouth you have!" Aunt Wanda said, giving me a little squeeze before letting me go.
Smacking her lips, Katie was on me in a second, her lips slipping around the head of my cock. "Oh God!" I cried out as she began to suck furiously on the upper three inches or so of my erect penis, her tongue lavishly rolling around the head of my cock like wet velvet.
Aunt Wanda took my face in her hands and turned my head to kiss me -- her lips pressing to mine and then slipping her tongue into my mouth, meeting no resistance as my tongue leapt forward to greet hers. I was French kissing my aunt while my cousin sucked my cock. I was sure I'd died and gone to heaven. As Wanda and I kissed, she took my hand in hers and guided it to her left breast, pressing my fingers into the pillow like meatiness of her large tit. My palm scraped over her swollen nipple and I could feel the blood pulsing within, betraying her aroused state.
Wanda kissed me with more passion that I ever recalled experiencing, even with my ex-wife -- our tongues intertwining and dancing, lascivious desire growing with every touch and taste I had with my aunt while my cousin took more and more of me into her mouth with each downward movement of her head. While her fingers cupped and gently massaged my balls, Katie's mouth swallowed me inch by inch, taking me deep into her throat, humming a nonsensical, happy tune as she did so, her tongue busy licking my cock head and rolling up and down my shaft.
All too soon, I could feel the familiar urge as my balls tightened and began demanding release. I fought it as my cousin sucked me, one moment her cheeks hollowing as she sucked furiously the head of my penis and then the next moment, taking me into her throat effortlessly as if she were born to deep-throat. I fought to not cum as Aunt Wanda sucked on my tongue and then offered me hers, leaning her body against mine, my fingers busy pinching and twisting and pulling on her meaty nipples. I fought the urge to cum as best I could, but in the glory of this unexpected incestuous moment, I could not resist.
Breaking the passionate kiss with my aunt, I sobbed, "I'm cumming," as I felt my seed racing up my shaft, my cock head swelling as the pleasure built up beyond the point of no return. I cried out again, "Oh, God -- Katie!" as I realized my cousin meant to take my sperm in her mouth -- something Sherry had always steadfastly refused to do. I exploded in Katie's mouth, ejaculating jet after jet of thick, creamy semen, my hips bucking wildly, rising off the couch in the power of my orgasm.
Aunt Wanda rose up on her knees and pulled my face to her breasts, burying me in a mountain of soft titty flesh as I continued to ejaculate in her daughter's mouth. My lips kissed and bit at her breasts as I turned my head left and right until finally I found a huge, swollen nipple and closed my mouth around it, sucking furiously, finding the sensation of sucking my aunt's nipple strangely familiar and comforting. For a moment, I wondering if I would ever stop shooting jism, but finally I began to lose intensity, the streamers becoming less and lass until all that was left was the intense pleasure of Katie running her tongue over and around my still throbbing cock, so intense it bordered on pain.
Finally, Katie let me slip from her lips -- the cool air almost a shock in itself on the sperm and saliva slicked shaft of my cock. I felt Aunt Wanda move, almost pushing me away as she broke my grasp and while I gasped for breath, my head spinning from the sweet cock-sucking mouth of my cousin, I watched with renewed awe as Wanda knelt next to her squatting daughter and kissed her, Katie meeting her mother's lips with her own open mouth, my hot semen pooled on her tongue before she slipped it into Aunt Wanda's mouth.
I watched my aunt and cousin as for the next couple of minutes, they swapped my fresh jism back and forth as they passionately kissed, little streamers of spit and spunk dribbling down their chins from time to time. At one point their lips broke contact, Katie pulling back slightly, a string of semen running from her lips to her mother's. She grinned evilly and seemed to snap up the streamer of semen up as she pressed her lips to Aunt Wanda's. Finally, they separated, my semen now shared and swallowed. With big 'cat that ate the canary' grins, both turned and looked up at me, both obviously pleased with themselves.
"I can't believe that just happened," I said in an awed whisper. "Thank you."
Aunt Wanda just reached out and patted my knee. "Thank you, John. And that's just the beginning. You make the effort to clean up your act and you won't believe how nasty your ol' Aunt Wanda can be."
My aunt stood up, Katie following her, several minutes in a squat not causing her a bit of discomfort. Katie put her arm around her mother, leaning in to kiss her on the cheek with semen smeared lips. My cock, if it had begun to deflate following my climax had resumed being fully erect upon witnessing the naughty, incestuous and cum filled kiss between mother and daughter, now throbbed at the sight of my aunt and cousin being so...so familiar. A thousand questions swarmed in my head, but somehow all I managed to say was, "What happens now?"
Katie held out her hand and helped me climb to my feet -- my legs shaky although whether it was from the two mile hike or from her awesome blowjob, I could not honestly tell you. "Now, Cuz, you pull your pants up and we walk back down to your place and show you what family love is all about."
Both women moved in against me, wrapping me in their arms and kissing me, not shy about sharing the taste of my own spunk with me. Aunt Wanda stroked my face with her hand and said huskily, "My turn comes next -- it's time to go. I need that big dick in my pussy, nephew and soon!" She reached down and gave my hard penis a quick couple of strokes and then moved off to reclaim her damp top.
A couple of minutes later, we were back on the road, the storage building locked and the three of us heading down Tilman's Grade. It was a little easier going downhill, although it made its own unique demands on our muscles. I paid little attention to my physical discomforts with my attention focused on the two women bracketing me. Despite a heavy sweatshirt covering Aunt Wanda's tits, I could see them clearly with my mind's eye -- the very thought of the two large, gourd-like breasts making my stiff dick throb.
As we walked through the light drizzle, Aunt Wanda and Katie tried to explain how this had all come about. Katie stated it bluntly. "John, you are looking at two sex-starved women...hungry for cock, hungry for pleasure."
I glanced from one to the other. "What about Uncle Carl? What about Paul?" I asked.
Aunt Wanda and Katie gave each other a glance and Aunt Wanda said, "Well, you know Carl and his fishing. The only thing that gives him a boner these days is the fish he pulls out of the lake...well, that and those bright shiny new fishing boats he's always dreaming of buying. It's been seven or eight years since he's had the urge to fuck me more than once a month and I usually have to talk at him until I'm blue in the face before he'll do it then."
My aunt let out a long suffering sigh and added, "And even then, it's two minutes and done." Wanda reached out with one hand and quickly copped a feel of the hard pole trying to poke a hole in my sweats. "Boy, I expect more than two minutes from this big old peter!"
I gulped nervously as Katie began to speak. "And with Paul -- we used to fuck up a storm, at least until I had the baby. Since I got pregnant, he can barely make himself make love to me. I think he has some kind of goddamned mother issue. I begged him to get counseling -- him or both of us and he won't do it. Calls me a fucking nympho!" She too stole a quick grope of my hard-on. "I'll show him what a fucking nympho is!"
I was silent for a moment, processing all this before I finally said, "And, um, you've never done this with anyone else?"
Again, the two women glanced at each other before Katie responded. "Well, no, if you don't count what we've been doing together. Momma and I have always been faithful to our husbands."
"We've been considering finding lovers and then I got to thinking of you one night after visiting your momma. She's been so worried about you and saying that all you needed was a good woman to get you straightened out," said Wanda. She slipped one hand into mine and squeezed it. "You've always been a good looking man and I got to thinking that if Katie and I were to find a lover, that it might as well be someone we both loved!"
I felt my heart do a little flip at her words and I started to reply, but the words got choked up in my throat. I felt my face burning with embarrassment before I said a bit awkwardly, "Well...I love you ladies too." I paused and then with a grin added, "I just never realized I might love you THAT way." I looked back and forth at them and said, "Funny, I reckon I always knew you both were beautiful and sexy, but now...it's like it's a whole 'nother level."
Katie took my other hand in hers and replied, "It's the incest thing you know. Fucking family is so goddamn hot and sexy. Since Momma suggested we seduce you, I can't tell you how many times I've cummed just thinking about it!"
We walked on and I was surprised as I realized we were approaching Gil's Store. We fell silent as we passed, waving at the few folks coming and going from the little business. Once past the store, going the last stretch to my driveway, I worked up the nerve to ask, "And what about you two? I mean, Aunt Wanda -- you and Katie are a lot closer than I ever imagined any mother and daughter to be."
There was a long silence afterwards and for the first time, my aunt and cousin seemed to be the ones a little embarrassed. Aunt Wanda seemed to be studying seriously on her answer while Katie just beamed with a shit-eating grin. Finally, Aunt Wanda said, "Well, I blame my spandex shorts."
Katie snorted with laughter and answered, "And I blame our periods."
My aunt sighed and said, "Well...that too, I suppose."
I looked totally confused and Katie patted my shoulder and began to explain. "Some women just before their menstrual cycle have a day or two of sheer horniness." I nodded, remembering that Sherry had been like that sometimes. "Well, when it hits me, I'm like a cat in heat."
Aunt Wanda added, "Me too -- I want to fuck anything then -- I'd fuck a trailer hitch."
Katie giggled and continued. Well, see Momma and I are literally on the same schedule and one day I went over to Momma's to exercise...just about a year ago and we're both like two days from our periods and I'm horny as hell and Paul won't as much as finger me, let alone, fuck me."
"I was needing to be fucked too," said Wanda. "I'd been using my favorite dildo all that morning before Katie got there and I just couldn't get enough. I stopped 'cause I know Katie's on her way and get dressed, pulling on a t-shirt and some white spandex shorts like these -- no panties. They were tight like I wear them and every movement I make gets me on the edge of cumming and my pussy is leaking like a damn river."
Katie took over the story, "I got there and Momma and I are exercising to some work-out DVD she's got and she just looks all hot and bothered. Momma's face and neck were flushed and she was breathing funny and her nipples are hard enough to poke someone's eye out and I get to smelling her...I get to smelling her sex!"
Licking her lips, Katie went on. "I aint never been with a woman before, but I knew wet pussy when I smelled it, I just never knew another woman's rutting scent could smell so good. As we work out, Momma keeps letting out little moans and sighs and I reckon she's having little orgasms and I don't know what to think, but I know I'm already horny and this turns me on even more.
"Then we start doing some sit-ups, you know with me sitting between Momma's legs, holding them down so she can work those stomach muscles more. Momma is literally quivering -- needing a big orgasm and I suddenly realize that between her legs is the biggest, god awful pussy juice stain around her clear camel-toe that anyone's ever seen. As Momma's doing her sit-ups, I can see that stain getting bigger and before I knew what I was doing, I let go of her leg and palmed her mound." My cousin let out a shivery sigh letting me know the memory still excited her.



"And I had the biggest orgasm in my life," whispered Aunt Wanda. "My sweet daughter rubbed my pussy like she was trying to start a fire and then the next thing I know we were kissing and I had my own daughter's tongue in my mouth and she was peeling me out of my shorts and her fingers were in me..." Wanda let out a moan, her hand running over her covered tits as she relived the memory.
"I fingered Momma till she had her orgasm and then I damned near fisted her to another -- I had four fingers in her wet cunt and my thumb teasing her big clit," said Katie and then I had my mouth on her pussy. I didn't have a fucking clue, but acted on instinct just licking away at her wet puss."
"Somewhere in all that, I got your clothes off you, sweetheart and then I was licking my first pussy too. Hell, I didn't even know what a sixty-nine was!" Aunt Wanda said, grinning at her daughter. "I guess we both were nymphomaniacs that morning!"
We turned off the road and walked down the gravel lot towards my house trailer. Katie let out a laugh and said, "We were incestuous nymphomaniacs! I couldn't get enough of my mother -- I just fell in love with her fat lipped pussy. We fingered and licked and fucked each other all day! Momma had a dildo, a banana and a big old cucumber from the garden in me before she was done."
An expression of lust now dominated Aunt Wanda's face as she recalled the beginnings of her love affair with her daughter. "I went crazy with love for Katie -- feelings I never knew I could have. I wanted her, no, I needed her like I needed air. I wanted to eat her sweet cunt forever and wanted her face and hands in my pussy all the time. We both cried like babies when the day had to end, before Carl got home and then the next morning she was at my door and we were at it again like two rabid animals.
"I didn't know anymore than my daughter did about eating pussy or pleasing a woman, but we taught each other and we learned how lusty and nasty two women could be." Aunt Wanda's face was flushing bright red now, not from embarrassment, but from lust.
We reached my trailer and climbed the concrete block steps to the front door -- all of us huddled together as I fumbled with keys to unlock it. It didn't help that while I was doing this, my aunt and cousin were running their hands up and down my body, pausing frequently to massage my aching erection. Aunt Wanda lasciviously sucked on my earlobe before whispering in my ear, "Nephew, are you ready to see just how nasty two women can be?" Lucky for me I had just then got the key into the lock or I would have likely kicked the damn thing down.
We stumbled in and my aunt immediately took charge. "Katie, why don't you go get your cousin cleaned up while I take care of a few things." She turned and headed back outside towards Katie's car.
Katie meanwhile began pushing me towards the bathroom. "C'mon, Cuz. I like a man with a bit of sweat on him, but you really do need a hot shower!" She propelled me into the small bathroom, pulling off my sweatshirt along the way and then as we waited for the hot water to arrive, stripped me naked. My cousin had a big smile on her face as she let her eyes travel up and down. "You got a bit of beer belly, John, but you still look pretty good."
She reached out and wrapped her hand around my cock and pulled me to her, planting a kiss on my lips as she slowly stroked my shaft. "And you have a cock just made for incest!" Her smile grew larger and her eyes had a wild look in them. "Don't you just love that word...innnnnceeeest? It even sounds like nasty, sinful fun!" She kissed me again and then said softly, "Don't you want to see me, naked, cousin?"
I immediately began working on stripping my cousin. I roughly yanked her light sweatshirt off, getting another, more up close and personal look at Katie's small, pert breasts. Before I stripped off her shorts, I took a moment to cup her firm breasts, marveling at the long, pointy nipples, flicking them with my thumbs. Finally, I squatted down, tugging her running shorts off. Their dark blue color had helped conceal the fact that she was not wearing panties or that the crotch was soaking wet and judging from her glistening and bloomed labia, it was not from walking in the rain. I moaned in appreciation, unable to stop myself from reaching out with one hand and palming her dripping wet pussy -- a pussy so hot, I could feel the heat radiating out from her slick, sodden flesh before I even touched it.
Katie let out a moan and then was pulling me back up to kiss her. "Time enough for that in a bit -- let's get you cleaned up!" She pulled me into the shower stall and we both quivered in delight as the hot water poured over us. The next few minutes passed pleasantly as Katie and I soaped and lathered each other up, our hands busy exploring as she washed me thoroughly.
Try as we might, we did find ourselves distracted several times -- at one point, Katie kneeling before me in the shower, sucking my rock hard cock, bringing me to the edge, but denying me another orgasm and then later, Katie allowing me to finger her nearly to orgasm as she faced the wall with me embracing her from behind, fingers buried between her legs inside her furnace hot pussy.
We emerged clean, skin a bright pink from the steaming hot water, laughing as we toweled each other dry, ending in a tight embrace, kissing while my cousin raised one leg and wrapped it around my thigh, her slick, aroused pussy quivering against my skin. Katie led me to the back of the trailer to my bedroom, her hand wrapped around my cock.
We came through the door and I stopped and stared. Two things were different about my bedroom since I had awoken and stumbled out early this morning. There were clean sheets that I didn't recognize on the bed that my Aunt Wanda was lying naked on with her toned, muscular legs spread wide, one hand tenderly fingering her pussy. I felt my cock stiffen a little more, rising up to almost slap my belly as I stared at the luscious middle age woman in my bed.
Aunt Wanda was a curvaceous woman -- voluptuous with extremely womanly curves yet without seeming even slightly fat -- the result of copious workouts and exercise. Her heavy tits rolled gently with every breath, her thick, round nipples now engorged with blood, looking like huge ripe berries ready to be picked. Below her flat stomach, was a thick, but trimmed strip of black pubic hair atop slick and thick, swollen labia, now spread by her plunging fingers to reveal fold's of juicy, pink flesh.
"I thought I was going to have to come in there and drag you two out," moaned my aunt. She pulled her fingers from her wet cunt and showed them to me, three digits gleaming with pussy cream. Katie left my side, her eyes glowing and climbed on the bed to kneel at her mother's side. Without a word, she pulled Aunt Wanda's fingers to her lips and then as she looked back at me, she slowly licked her mother's fingers clean.
Aunt Wanda pulled her knees back slightly and spread her legs wider, almost forming a diamond topped by her wet, womanly cunt. "John, this is all yours," Wanda said in a solemn, lust filled voice. "My daughter and I will give you all the pussy you can handle and we'll take all the hard cock you offer us. Just promise us you'll take care of yourself. We love you, nephew!"
I found myself nodding in agreement before I could even open my mouth. My heart was beating so hard, I thought it might explode. I was feeling the lust in my heart sweeping away all reason -- any argument that what we were doing was wrong, but strangely, a part of me also recognized that beyond the carnal desires of my aunt and cousin and my own suddenly discovered incestuous desires, part of me was touched by the love that underlay what was happening -- that Aunt Wanda and Katie truly did care for me. That realization in itself seemed to fuel the desire I suddenly felt for them.
"I love you too, Aunt Wanda...and you, Katie," I said. "Thank you for caring so much."
Aunt Wanda smiled, my words pleasing her. She raised her arms to me in supplication, waggling her fingers and beckoning me to her. "C'mon, honey, come give your Aunt Wanda that big, fat cock!"
I was on the bed before you could've blinked an eye. On my knees, I climbed between my aunt's thighs and settled myself gently atop her, our lips meeting in a fervent kiss. Any space between us was gone as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me down, her large breasts spreading out to cushion me on heavenly pillows. Her thighs tightened against my hips, moving back and forth, her skin feeling silky smooth against mine.
Aunt Wanda's mouth tasted sweet to me as our tongues writhed together, dancing and dueling like lovers. My aunt held me tighter as we kissed while she undulated her hips, her vulva seeking out the hard pole between my legs. With each movement of her hips, it felt like my thick shaft was receiving wet, warm kisses. Katie hovered over us, kissing her way down my back, her hands moving ahead, cupping and caressing my ass cheeks. I jerked in surprise as I felt her hands spread my cheeks and her tongue rolled down the crack of my ass to flicker for a moment over my asshole.
My aunt's nipples scraped across my hairy chest, creating sensations that filled my mind with the desires of a rutting bull. Then Katie had a hand on my shaft and she was directing it. I rose up slightly and felt her place the head of my cock between the tender lips of a drooling wet mouth and I growled into Aunt Wanda's mouth as I obeyed instinct and thrust into her hungry pussy.
I felt a few inches of my cock become enveloped in hot, tight and cum juice soaked flesh. Her pussy muscles flexed around my cock and Wanda broke the kiss with a guttural moan, flinging her head back, a sneer on her face as she demanded, "More, John...give me more cock!"
I slowly withdrew until only the crown of my cock remained in her, her flesh quivering about it possessively and then I thrust forward again as my aunt flung her pelvis up to meet me. Most of my cock sank into Aunt Wanda's cunt this time. She felt incredible -- furnace hot silk soaked in a fragrant, sweet oil that wrapped itself tight around my stiff penis.
"More, goddammit. Fuck me, nephew! Give me more COCK!" Aunt Wanda screamed this last after I had withdrew again and then slammed my cock into her cunt again, this time parting her narrow channel until I felt my groin slam into her pubic bone, my hairy pubes scraping against her bare vulva making her quiver with pleasure. My aunt's body stiffened underneath me as she arched her back, flinging her hips up to me, squirming around on the cock she was now impaled on. Words disintegrated into babbling sobs as I pushed forward, determined to get myself as deep as I could inside my own aunt's pussy.
Her arms tightened around me and I felt her thighs rise up as she flung her legs around my body -- unable to cross them and so settling on digging her heels into my ass cheeks.
I suddenly felt Katie's hot breath on my neck as she leaned in and kissed my cheek and began nibbling on my earlobe between excited whispers of "Fuck my momma! Fuck Momma good, Cuz -- make her fucking scream!" Her fingers ran up and down my back, sometimes wandering down to tickle me as they trailed along the crack of my ass.
Aunt Wanda and I began to hunch against each other -- me ramming my cock into her welcoming cunt with short, brutal thrusts while her muscular thighs tightened almost painfully against my sides. Her years of exercise were evident as I quickly realized that there was no way I could break her embrace until she wanted me to. I didn't care, mind you. I was in heaven, burying my aching cock deep inside her tight, clinging cunt flesh, dripping and slick with pussy juice that seemed to flow without ending. Her pussy was on fire and growing hotter it seemed with every thrust of my cock.
I was constantly on the edge of cumming, my cock having been stiff since we'd come back down the hill. It throbbed and ached with the need to release the massive load of spunk building in my balls, but I wanted it to be good for my aunt. I wanted it to be better than good. I wanted to give Aunt Wanda the fuck of her life! Somehow, I managed to keep my act together, my resolve strengthened by the sweet noises of carnal pleasure my aunt was making as I fucked her -- the wordless croons that rose and fell in intensity as she edged closer to orgasm, pleasure building and building until I felt her fingernails dig into my back, her thighs tightening until I thought I wouldn't be able to breath.
"Cum -- cum -- CUMMING!" sobbed Aunt Wanda as I felt her pussy bathe my cock in her molten juices as her cunt muscles began to spasm and clamp down around my cock. Against her tightness, I rammed my cock deep into her pussy, spurred on by the sudden sensation of a wet finger sliding into my asshole, catching me by surprise. I whipped my head around to see Katie grinning at me wickedly as she pressed her index finger into my ass and found my prostate and as my cock buried itself to the root in her mother's pussy, I exploded in orgasm like I never had before as she massaged the small gland.
As I spewed jet after jet of hot semen in Aunt Wanda's cunt, it triggered an expansion of her orgasm as well and we both thrashed madly about, our only conscious thought being to grind our crotches together so as to be as closely joined as possible. A rich aroma of sweat, spunk and pussy juice filled the room -- a heady mixture that seemed to inflame us more, intensifying our mutual orgasm. Even as my aunt's cunt milked my cock seemingly dry, her orgasm seemed to go on and on. She writhed underneath me, her body slick and soft as I rose up on my arms and ducked my head, wrapping lips around a nipple and sucking and nipping the turgid thing with my teeth and then moving to the other nipple, the added sensations seeming to add to her erotic pleasure.
Suddenly, Aunt Wanda's arms and legs went slack, falling back all akimbo on the bed -- her eyes closed and only the heaving and rolling movement of her breasts as she gasped for breath indicating she was alive at all. I felt my aunt's cunt muscles relax slightly and after Katie withdrew her finger from my asshole, I began to slowly withdraw from her womb. Wanda's eyes snapped open and she began to cry, softly gasping, "I...I love you, John. That was...wonderful. I really needed..."
She began crying a little harder and I paused with the head of my cock still wedged between her lips and leaned down and kissed her, slipping my tongue past her lips for a gentle, loving soul kiss. Aunt Wanda responded in kind, her tongue greeting my own as they curled about. I felt the wetness of her cheeks upon mine and was touched and happy that I had brought her so much pleasure. I felt her bring one hand up and shaking fingers ran slowly through my shaggy, brown hair. I felt her heart beating -- slowly going from frenetic to normal -- her pussy pulsing around the crown of my cock in perfect rhythm with her heart. For a moment, there was only the two of us in the world and I felt an intimacy with my aunt that I couldn't remember in all the years I'd been with Sherry.
Finally, we both ended the kiss and I gently slipped from her pussy's grasp -- my semi-erect cock exiting with a wet plop. I started to carefully slide up and over to her left side when Katie giggled and said, "Now hurry up...I'm hungry," and shoved me on over to land next to her mother with a bounce. I looked up to see a wild look on Katie's face as she climbed between Aunt Wanda's widespread legs and then literally dropped to the bed, her legs and torso sliding back across the clean sheets so that her face paused just above her mother's cunt.
Katie looked up at me and grinned madly. "I've been dreaming of eating a man's jizz from Momma's pussy ever since we became lovers!" Without warning or hesitation, my cousin pressed her face into her mother's pussy -- forcing her mouth into the wide spread gap of semen coated flesh between Wanda's swollen and slick labia. As tired and exhausted as I was, the sight of watching my cousin ravenously eat her mother sent a thrill through me.
I will happily admit, like most men -- I find two women making love to be a turn-on, but seeing these two and knowing them to be kin -- mother and daughter took my arousal to a whole new level and Katie's earlier words about how exciting and good incest was made so much more sense, especially with my cock coated with the pussy juices of my aunt.
At the first touch of Katie's long tongue into her pussy, Aunt Wanda jerked liked she'd just touched a live wire. Her daughter lapped at her pussy like a ravenous beast, Katie's slobbery grunts mixing with Aunt Wanda's cries of pleasure. I laid there, resting on one elbow, gazing on in awe as my cousin seemed to be trying to get her entire face inside her mother's well fucked cunt, tongue seeming fluttering everywhere, lips tugging and sucking at my aunt's semen flecked flesh. Wanda's legs moved and shifted aimlessly as she tried to deal with the intense pleasure her daughter was inflicting on her sensitive flesh.
My cock began to stir, a pleasant feeling ache spreading through my stiffening penis as it once again responded to the pure carnality of the moment. Suddenly, Katie lifted her head from between her mother's thighs, her face from cheeks to chin smeared with her mother's juices and globs of my semen. A streamer of sperm ran from her lower lip down to her mother's labia, finally snapping and splattering on Katie's chest and her mother's thigh. Through sperm smeared lips, her tongue frosted with our cum, Katie said in a guttural voice, "Fuck me, Cousin. I want that cock inside me now!" With a certainty that I would obey, Katie again dove back to her mother's quivering cunt and resumed enthusiastically eating her.
Any weariness I felt vanished as I felt my cock slap against my belly. I knew I was still a young man, but I hadn't felt this aroused in years -- maybe even more than on my honeymoon. I was on my knees and clambering to get behind my cousin -- reaching down and taking her by the hips and raising her to a kneeling position, her ass up in the air. I slipped a hand down between her legs and felt her naked, bald beaver -- hot and slick, my fingers parting her labia like a hot knife through butter.
Katie moaned approval through muffled lips and wiggled her raised butt in anticipation. I got behind her and guided my throbbing cock to her pussy. My cousin responded by tilting her ass slightly upwards, bringing my erect, pained penis into perfect alignment with her cunt -- lips spreading, awaiting my cock. I lightly pushed my cock against her slick flesh and Katie tried to take me inside her -- pushing back anxiously.
I teased her, pulling back so that only the tip of my cock remained in contact with my cousin's cunt. She moaned her frustration against her mother's sodden pussy meat, waggling her hips in a wordless pleading to be fucked. I let one hand slide up the smooth, flawless skin of her back until my fingers were wrapped around the tresses of her long, blonde hair. I jerked her head back with a quick movement of my arm simultaneously as I thrust forward. With semen and cunt cream dripping from her face, Katie let out a soulful scream as with one motion, I buried my aching cock deep inside her fiery pussy.
Amidst my lust, I grinned happily at my cousin who smiled back at me with an evil look of pleasure. As I ground my crotch against her taut ass cheeks, her tight vagina pulsating around my cock, I let go of her tresses and palming the back of her head, pushed her face back into Aunt Wanda's crotch!
Katie spread her knees apart a little more to help stabilize her body as I began to fuck her rapidly, thrusting my cock hard and deep into her womb. Each time I rammed my cock home, there was a gratifying muffled moan of pleasure from between Aunt Wanda's thighs and corresponding sobs of pleasure from Aunt Wanda's lips.



My cock throbbed with a not unpleasant pain from sudden and frequent use -- the sensation one gets only from intense and frequent sex. Part of me yearned for release, but I instinctively understood that I was now capable of a long term bout of sex and so, without fear of sudden and undesired premature ejaculation, I proceeded to give my lean and sexy cousin the fucking of her life -- desiring to pleasure her like I had done to her mother.
I fucked Katie hard and furiously fast. I fucked Katie slow and sensuously gentle. I made her moan and sob and cry and beg for mercy. I fucked my cousin as she cleaned her mother's pussy of my semen. I fucked her as she rose up, my arms around her waist, her head leaning back on my shoulder and sharing with me a cum filled kiss while her mother groggily moved around. I fucked Katie as Aunt Wanda moved around so her head was under her daughter's cock filled cunt, surprising me as I was swept in my lust for her daughter's pussy.
Aunt Wanda had wormed her way under her daughter and I wished I'd been paying more attention and could have seen her wiggling underneath Katie who was on her hands and knees, sobbing for me to fuck her harder. As my aunt told me later, she took her time, pausing to kiss and bite her daughter's long, blood swollen nipples, to tongue her flat belly and tickle her belly button and to kiss her way down Katie's cock filled pussy, her tongue trailing over the smooth skin of her mound before announcing her arrival to me by running her tongue along my cunt cream covered shaft as I fucked my cousin.
My aunt hungrily ran her tongue over our joined loins, licking pussy and cock together, adding fuel to a sexual conflagration with her wet tongue and warm breath. Katie's cries of ecstasy became more strident. My cock throbbed painfully with need, but I was in full control and unwilling to yield to any need to cum. Katie sailed wildly through one orgasm, her arms collapsing, causing her upper body to land on her mother -- her face once more in Aunt Wanda's crotch while her ass ground back against my thrusts in an erratic yet arousing fashion..
Wanda's moans joined our own as Katie again madly lapped at her mother's wide-spread cunt. My aunt's hands snaked upward, gripping her daughter's ass cheeks and spreading them apart. My heart beat faster as I gazed down at her winking little brown hole. Aunt Wanda's right hand disappeared and I felt it rubbing against her daughter's pussy and my cock. She returned it, now shiny and began massaging fingers against Katie's asshole. She did this once, then twice, the second time pressing her middle finger into my cousin's asshole up to the first knuckle.
Fevered swipes of my aunt's tongue over my cock and her daughter's pussy were followed by muffled gasps of "Fuck it! Fuck that hole, nephew!" In my lust and pleasure of fucking Katie's sweet cunt, it took a bit of time for me to comprehend what Aunt Wanda was asking of me. I almost lost control -- nearly shooting my load into Katie's womb as the idea of fucking her asshole took root in my mind. Looking down, I caught a partial glimpse of my aunt's cream smeared face -- lust and something more shining in her eyes.
Katie screamed in protest as I withdrew completely from her pussy, fury in her eyes as she looked back over her shoulder -- fury that changed to disbelief as she watched me spread her cheeks while her mother guided my painfully swollen cock to her small, tight brown hole. As the thick wedge-shaped head of my cock pressed against her asshole, Katie screamed, "OH GOD -- NO, I -- OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD." I never stopped, pressing forward steadily as Katie, despite any fears, pushed back out of instinct.
Katie's asshole was incredible tight and beneath my lust was thinking I might harm her when suddenly her sphincter relaxed and I was sinking into her warm, moist channel. I withdrew slightly and thrust again, going deeper. Katie whipped her head about, sending her sweaty, blonde tresses flailing as she screamed and clawed the sheets. Her anus tightened around my cock and I felt as if I were stuck inside her asshole. I decided not to withdraw, but instead placed my hands on her waist for leverage and began a steady, constant pressure to move forward. Her skin clung to my erection, but began to yield a fraction of an inch at a time.
My cousin's asshole was like a furnace and her cries and screams were like an aphrodisiac -- passionate moans of "YES!" and "NO" echoing in my ears. I had over half my long cock inside her tight back door and then I slowly began to worm my way in and out, each movement slightly easier than the one before as I opened Katie up. Wanda helped by licking her pussy furiously, keeping her daughter on the edge of orgasm with her talented tongue.
I let go of my cousin's waist, my hands rubbing her back, trying to sooth her through the ecstatic pain of being ass fucked with slow steady strokes, going deeper and deeper into her bowels with each thrust. Sweat poured off Katie's body in streams as she quivered and shook with pleasure, building up to another orgasm...and then she went insane.
At first I thought I'd hurt her, but her body went into spasms -- almost like a seizure and she flopped down, her face landing roughly on her mother's cunt and then I felt Aunt Wanda's fingers...inside Katie's pussy. I marveled as I realized that my aunt has inserted her entire hand inside her daughter's pussy and was fisting her! It felt like a large massive lump rubbing against my cock through the thin sheath of flesh that separated cunt and ass.
Katie screamed and although her limbs weren't cooperating, she tried to scrabble away from the unbelievable torrents of intense pleasure exploding inside her. "PLEASE FUCKGOD, NOOOOOO! TOOOO MUCH MOMMMAAAA! STOP! CUMMMING TOOO MUCH CUMMMMING!" she shrieked as she vainly tried to pull away. I'd never seen anything like it before, but the erotic carnality of the moment was too much and I lashed out with a hand and grabbed her by her sweaty mane and tugged back, not that I need to -- my cousin being impaled on both cock and fist -- her body essentially incapacitated by the greatest orgasm of her life!
Her mother and I continued to steadily fuck her -- me worming my cock in and out of her clamped down asshole and her mother steadily working her hand back and forth inside Katie's cunt, buried inside her to the wrist. Finally, Katie simply collapsed atop her mother, limp and helpless, unable to move, her face pressed into her mother's open pussy, gasping for breath. She let out low moans as Aunt Wanda and I continued to fuck her, her body shivering with little convulsions as we pumped cock and fist into her tender flesh.
Gradually, Katie's moans began to increase in intensity as we brought her closer and closer to another orgasm. Her hips began to movement in response to our thrusts. Suddenly, my cousin rose up on her arms and looked back at us through tear stained eyes and sobbed. "Fuck me...cum in me...fuck me and make me cummm!" Katie's face was smeared with pussy juice and semen -- her hair wet with sweat and held an expression of great carnal need.
I began to fuck her ass hard, Aunt Wanda picking up the pace in response and Katie threw her head back as she pushed back against us and let out a blood curdling scream of overwhelming pleasure. I felt my control slip away and I shoved my cock deep into her bowels and unleashed a torrent of hot semen, flooding her ass with my spunk. My cousin's body stiffened in response and her screams died away to a hoarse whisper as her orgasm immobilized her again. My own orgasm was enhanced as I felt my aunt's tongue rolling over my balls and then upwards along my ass crack.
Then Aunt Wanda began tonguing the shaft of my cock as I slowly worked it back and forth in Katie's asshole, lapping at the sperm coating it as the thick, white fluid was forced out. Finally, my cousin's sphincter relaxed enough to release me with a wet pop and I fell back and away from my family members coupled together in a classic sixty nine.
Katie was barely moving atop her mother's stocky body, spent from the exertions of being doubly fucked. Her only clear reaction came when her mother eased her whole hand from her cunt -- pain and pleasure erupting together as Aunt Wanda removed her hand and then happily licked the thick coating of Katie's juices off her entire hand. In a faint voice, Katie whimpered, "I love you, Momma."
Aunt Wanda chuckled and responded, "I love you too, baby. Now give it to me. Give it to Momma like we talked about." My aunt reached up and massaged Katie's taut ass cheeks and spread them apart, exposing her now wide open ass hole. Moments passed as Wanda kneaded her daughter's spread cheeks, Katie occasionally moaning. Then my cousin seemed to flex her ass cheeks and her asshole seemed to pucker and then I understood. A blob of my semen was expelled by Katie's sphincter and slowly drooled out her ass to fall and splatter on my aunt's face!
Aunt Wanda moaned, "Yesssss...that's it baby...feed me John's jizzum!" As Katie softly made quiet noises of pleasure, she continued to work her sphincter muscles to push my seed out of her asshole, letting it slowly pour onto her mother's waiting face -- her mouth open and tongue extended in a vision of depraved carnality. My exhausted cock throbbed and ached at the sight and I almost thought I would have another erection on the spot -- never having seen such a wildly sexual sight, but I had momentarily reached my limits and could only watch in awe as my aunt ate my semen from her daughter's ass.
When no more sperm seemed to be in the offing, Aunt Wanda lifted her head and tongued Katie's well fucked asshole, making my cousin cry out anew between her own licks of her mother's pussy. Finally, both began to move, coming around to face each other, their faces smeared with semen and pussy juice, to kiss each other in an incestuous moment beyond anything I had ever imagined possible.
My aunt and cousin finally crawled over to me and cuddled with me, each one kissing my face gently before resting their heads on my chest, their legs draped possessively over my thighs. For an hour or so, we drifted in and out of sleep, all exhausted, but very content. Aunt Wanda wrapped a hand gently around my weary cock and squeezed it lovingly. "This worked out just fine, nephew. I think me and Katie have found the man we've been looking for."
I let out a long, happy sigh and replied, "I am your's, Aunt Wanda."
Between little cat-naps, we talked, mostly of future plans. My aunt and cousin painted a picture of daily bouts of sex -- maybe with both, sometimes just with one, depending on their schedules, accompanying our walks. Katie snuggled closer to me and kissed my shoulder and said, "You might want to go to the doctor and see if you can get some of those magic blue pills. I reckon you'll need to keep that cock hard a lot more than you used to.
I laughed and said, "I don't know -- you two certainly can inspire a stiff cock in a man. You two did stuff today that I never even dreamed a woman could or would do!" My cock, weary as it was, gave a twitch at the memory of my aunt and cousin kissing, their faces coved in cum.
Aunt Wanda slowly stroked my deflated cock and said, "Yeah, it surprises us too, sometimes. Before Katie and I became lovers, I never knew I could be that way. I was a good Christian girl -- hell, I was a virgin on my wedding night, but since the first time my little girl touched me -- all these wicked things keep coming to mind and I doubt there's anything I wouldn't do with Katie...and now you." She gave me a wicked smile -- one that had a lot of promise to it.
"We're a couple of incestuous sluts, Cuz, and you get to be our incestuous lover," giggled Katie, rising up to kiss me on the lips. "Like I told you, I think it's what makes it better...incest. Fuck, I love the word!"
I could do nothing but agree with my aunt and cousin. I had been transported to another world...a world I never imagined existed and a world I could never imagine leaving. I felt like I was in a dream as I helped Aunt Wanda and Katie shower and clean up, helping to towel off their luscious bodies. Even though my cock was temporarily out of commission, I was already looking forward to the next day.
Dressed in clean clothes, my aunt and cousin gave me long, loving kisses -- Aunt Wanda ending hers with a nasty lick across my lips and a few reminders. "You be ready at 7:30 in the morning, nephew. The sooner we get in our walk, the sooner we can get back here and spend the day fucking and sucking." She glanced around my messy living room. "And clean this place up -- I might want to fuck you on the living room floor!"
My cousin Katie gave me a good bye kiss and said, "Oh, and in case you need a reminder of what's in store, I'll leave this here." She reached into her gym bag and pulled out a long oddly piece of rubber. My eyes widened as I realized I was looking at a very life like dildo -- eighteen inches to two feet long, with realistic cock heads at either end. My cousin laid it gently on my coffee table and added, "I reckon that might serve as a motivator if you wake up sore in the morning and don't think you can make it!"
And when I did wake up that next morning, looking at that wicked dildo and imagining my aunt and cousin using it did help me move my aching body to the shower and get cleaned up by the time Aunt Wanda and Katie arrived. Every day that followed brought two sure things: unbelievable incestuous sex and a healthier body. Six months have passed by. I've never felt better in my life and my sex life is wonderful. I've been working second shift at the mill for almost four months. I go home and get some sleep and then I'm up exercising with and fucking two insatiable and lovely women. I'm happier than I've ever been and all it took was a little healthy motivation!
The End
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*
Looking backwards at how things began so many years ago, it sometimes still feels like a strange dream. So much has changed and we were responsible, at least in part, for all that has come about. It's so odd to think it began because we were lost taking a short cut across the Sequatchie Valley in Tennessee.
Mom and I were traveling back from an overnight visit to a university in Knoxville in early spring of my senior year in high school. It had been a beautiful spring day after a long, miserable and cold winter. Mom decided that instead of driving the interstate, we'd take some back roads to enjoy the sun and scenery as we made our way back home to a small city south of Nashville. I'd had no complaints -- I enjoyed time alone with Mom -- my father mostly being on the road, doing advance work for the construction company he was an engineer for.
Somehow we'd managed to get way off the beaten path and lost and by the time the sun set, we were still hours from home. Mom didn't seem to mind, she'd enjoyed the sunny day and I was having fun teasing Mom about her sense of direction or lack thereof. As the last minutes of light faded away, taking the scenic sight of the mountains on both sides of the wide valley away, we were on a state road that Mom hoped would bring us somewhere closer to civilization. As it was, aside from the far distant lights of a farm or two, there was nothing to see.
We were picking up a classic rock station from Chattanooga and Mom was laughing and moving to the music as I drove. I had to admit that it was a bit hard to focus on the road with Mom cavorting to Van Halen. My mother was a good looking woman of forty-three and didn't look like she was the mother of an eighteen year old. She had shoulder length hair, dark brown -- almost black and brown eyes. Mom was a curvaceous woman -- not fat, but very filled out with a trim stomach that came from countless hours of exercise and trips to the gym.
Mom was well aware of the admiring looks she got from my friends and she'd never admit it, but it pleased her when their eyes would follow her blue jean clad butt across a room or when they would sneak a peek down her blouse whenever given an opportunity. Mom was really well endowed and favored scooped necklines and blouses with a button or two undone, emphasizing her hefty breasts. I will confess that I personally lived for the days she would go sunbathing in our back yard in a small bikini and happily admit that I've masturbated more than once gazing down at her scantily clad body from my bedroom window.
Van Halen had given way to Billy Idol and I was looking forward to seeing what Mom did with "White Wedding," when she paused and looked past me out towards the darkness. "Huh, look at that, John, " Mom said, pointing past my face, her puzzled face illuminated by the dashboard lights. I looked out my driver side window to see a red and white light blinking in the distance. "Is that a plane?"
"I'm not sure," I replied. "I think it's moving though." The light seemed to be paralleling us, but in the darkness it was hard to tell how far off it was. "If it is, it's pretty freaking low."
Mom nodded and said, "Well, maybe we're closer to a city than I thought. Maybe there's an airport around here."
"Maybe," I said, glancing at the light, then the road and then the light again. I looked to the road again, confirming that we were the only car around on the long and straight highway.
I checked my speed and was starting to turn my head for another look at the light when Mom screamed, "Oh my God!" I turned to see the light, now a bright ball of red light coming at us at unreal speed. I slammed on the brakes, causing us to skid a moment before we came to a complete stop just as the red light, now bigger than our car flew silently by, only to be followed by a huge gust of wind that actually move our sedan a few feet sideways.
Mom was suddenly next to me on the bench seat, one arm on my wrist and despite the freakiness of the moment, I was keenly aware of her heavy breasts, under her light pullover sweater, mashed up against me. "John, what the hell was that?"
Billy Idol screamed it was a "White Wedding," before I managed to say, "I don't know...maybe a flying saucer?" Mom and I looked at each other for a moment and then we started laughing -- breaking the sudden tension. Then we paused, our bodies still pressed together and a whole new type of tension immediately took shape and Mom looked at me oddly and then with an embarrassed look on her face, eased back from me.
Mom laughed again, a bit more weakly and then said, "Well, before the little green men arrive, maybe we should get going. I'd still like to be home before midnight."
I nodded and began to pull out, but before we traveled twenty feet, Billy Idol's voice on the radio gave way to a squall of shrill interference and then the car sputtered and stalled as we were suddenly bathed in reddish light that illuminated everything around us. I tried to turn the ignition over, but it was dead, not even the starter making a clicking noise. I looked at my mother and said, "Mom?" but she was sitting there, strangely lovely in the reddish light, her eyes wide with fear.
Before she could respond, the light began to shift, becoming whiter while simultaneously I felt a sudden low hum that seemed to start inside me, building until I felt like I was being vibrated. As the intensity of the hum increased, so did the intensity of the white light until it almost blinded me of everything. With one hand, I reached out and found Mom's hand, trying to pull her closer to me again. I was amazed to see the gold bracelet on her hand shining as if on fire, along with her simple gold wedding band.
I looked into Mom's eyes as the light began to crowd everything else out and I felt her hand squeeze mine as the light overtook us, faintly hearing her call out to me, "I love you, son!"
The light and the hum became all -- not painful but simply overwhelming everything else and I couldn't hear my own voice as I cried out to my mother, "I love you, Mom!" Then the world was nothing but a brilliant white light that I was falling into...
#
I was floating in a sea of brilliant white, feeling totally at peace. Awareness of self came slowly and even when I perceived that things were not normal, it did not upset me...I accepted calmly that everything was as it should be. Gradually my eyes adjusted to my surroundings -- the brilliant white became merely bright, illuminated walls that seemed to have no corners. Judging scale and distance was difficult even as I became aware of THEM.
I marveled as I comprehended the creatures around me, both near and far -- not human...at least as far as I understood humans, but definitely human-like. Bipedal with elongated arms and legs, almost impossibly thin with extended digits that seemed more tentacles than fingers and toes. Huge, oval heads with slits for mouth and nose and enormous eyes, black as blackest night with membrane like lids that closed vertically, not horizontally. One came floating up to me, setting a spider-like construct on my chest and somehow smiling at me. I smiled back, my mind completely at ease with the comprehension that these were aliens...the word extraterrestrial came floating up from somewhere.
He floated away and my attention was diverted to the small construct as it scrabbled about on my body, gradually moving down over my crotch -- its metallic legs ticking as it touched my half erect cock as it passed between my legs. I felt it pause over my ass and then experienced a slight pinching as its legs dug in and spread my butt cheeks.
From a distance, something small approached, silver and gleaming in the brilliant light. It halted in front of me, hovering -- a small, slender rod, maybe six inches long, with a smooth and flawless surface. I suddenly felt movement and for the first time noticed small silver bracelets and anklets on my limbs and intuitively understood they were responsible for movement within what appeared to be a weightless environment.
As I rotated, the spider mechanism spread my cheeks wider and I suddenly comprehended the purpose of the silver cylinder. I didn't react as I felt the rod press against my sphincter, but an amused part of my consciousness reflected that of course this should be expected. I'd been abducted by aliens and was receiving the customary anal probe. The rod slid into me effortlessly and I recalled my physics teacher discussing frictionless surfaces. I felt an unusual but not unpleasant sensation as the cylinder sank deeper into me and then as it seemed to expand or disgorge parts of itself inside me. I also registered my cock hardening as a pleasurable warmth began to spread from my groin area to the rest of my body.
Then some kind of energy coursed through me, making me jerk involuntarily and a cascade of images roared into my brain, making me dizzy and nauseous for a brief moment before I could sort it all out. Images of other worlds and other places came and went, images that went beyond all understanding. And then I realized that I could hear them...
Z: SENSOR ACTIVE - FULL DATA STREAM INCOMING: PHYSICAL AND EMOTIONAL. MEMORY AND CONSCIOUSNESS FULLY ACCESSIBLE.
J: SATISFACTORY: DATA INDICATES EXCELLENT SUBJECT POTENTIAL: MALE GENDER WITH PRIME HEALTH. COGNITIVE FUNCTION AT ACCEPTABLE SENTIENT LEVEL. INTIATE TOTAL SCAN.
Z: IMPLEMENTED. QUERY: IS SUBJECT'S MATE OF COMPARABLE EXCELLENCE?
J: RESPONSE: STANDING BY TO INSERT SENSOR IN MATE.
I marveled at hearing their voices or minds in my head, but my attention was suddenly diverted by the word 'mate.' I didn't have a mate, but suddenly I realized that I didn't know where my mother was. My calmness began to erode in waves as I was overtaken with concern with Mom.
Z: READINGS SUDDENLY INDICATE EXTREME ANXIETY IN MALE SUBJECT -- MOOD MASTERS CANNOT COUNTER. QUERY: REFERENCE TO MATE RESPONSIBLE?
J: RESPONSE: LIKELY. EMOTIONAL READINGS INDICATE EXTREME ATTACHMENT TO FEMALE SUBJECT. ORIENTATING MALE SUBJECT TO OBSERVE MATE SHOULD ALLEVIATE ANXIETY.
Again, I felt myself moving and then I felt my heart lurch in my stomach as Mom came into view. Calmness was restored as I saw that she was safe and then something more began to grow within me as it dawned on me that I gazed upon my mother in all her naked glory. Mom was floating, her long, dark brown mane spread out around her head, a beatific smile on her face as two of the spider mechanisms crawled about on her naked flesh. In the zero gravity, her large breasts rested lightly on her chest, her nipples, thick like bottle caps, were firm and hard. Between her legs, a thick nest of dark hair was being currently parted by one of the spider things, legs spreading her thick labia to reveal the pink and wet flesh beyond. Something extended from the small machine and probed her cunt, drawing a small sigh from her.
The moment was bizarre but arousing. A long dreamed of desire, was made reality as I was given a long look at my mother, naked as the day she was born. As I looked upon her beauty, she began to rotate until she was facing downward, her breasts now swaying gently, hanging down like immense and full udders. Another spider clambered across her back and down to her full and shapely ass. Mechanical legs extended, spreading her cheeks effortlessly, exposing her little brown hole.
As Mom moved her gaze crossed mine and she gave me an angelic smile -- one that grew wider and happier as another slender, silver cylinder approached her. The cylinder disappeared between her cheeks and her eyes widened as it burrowed itself in her asshole. Her eyes widened more as she felt the sensor sink into her bowels and a funny expression of bliss crossed her face.
Maybe it was because I got to see a long, silver tube disappear up my mother's asshole and maybe it was because I was getting a nice, long look at Mom naked, but I sensed and then felt my cock become fully erect and slap up against my body.
J: SENSOR ACTIVE -- FULL DATA STREAM INCOMING: PHYSICAL AND EMOTIONAL. MEMORY AND CONSCIOUSNESS FULLY ACCESSIBLE. FEMALE SUBJECT IS IN PRIME HEALTH -- BUT DETECT DISPARITY IN CHRONOLOGICAL EXISTENCE COMPARED WITH MALE SUBJECT. ACCESSING MEMORY TO EXPLAIN.
Z: NOTED. MALE SUBJECT READINGS CHANGING. INCREASED HORMONAL RATE -- CONSISTENT WITH SEXUAL AROUSAL -- SUGGESTS VISUAL STIMULATION BY MATE.
J: CONCUR: SEEING SIMILAR HORMONAL RATES IN FEMALE SUBJECT. EXTERNAL SENSORS DETECTING PHEROMONAL INCREASES IN LOCAL ENVIRONMENT. @#$%^&! SENSORS REPORT DISPARITY IN ASSUMPTIONS. MALE AND FEMALE ARE NOT MATES. MALE SUBJECT IS PROGENY OF FEMALE. QUERY: ARE SENSORS MALFUNCTIONING? DATA REPORTS MATING BETWEEN EARTHERS IS TABOO CONCEPT.
Z: RESPONSE: DIAGNOSTIC INDICATES NO MALFUNCTION. MALE AND FEMALE SUBJECTS IN HEIGHTENED STATE OF SEXUAL AROUSAL DESPITE FAMILIAL RELATION. EXPANDING SENSOR CONTACT -- ACCESSING SUBCONSCIOUS OF MALE SUBJECT TO EXPLAIN ANOMOLY. SUGGEST DOING LIKEWISE TO FEMALE SUBJECT.
J: ACCESSING. ACCESSING. REPORT: ANOMOLY...ANOMOLY...SENSOR REPORT INDICATE PRESENCE OF HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}. QUERY: CAN PRESENCE OF HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~} BE CONFIRMED IN MALE SUBJECT?"
I couldn't follow everything I was hearing from the aliens, but part of me was calmly mortified that they could somehow pick up on my secret desires of my mother. I sensed a change in emotion from the creatures and that somehow they were surprised by some aspect of my revealed incestuous feelings for my mother
Z: RESPONSE: CONFIRMED -- CONFIRMED -- CONFIRMED. SENSORS REPORT HIGH CONFIDENCE IN PRESENCE OF HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}
J: EXPAND AND SHARE.
There was almost an urgency in J's request and then I felt a strange tingle in my mind and then everything that makes me, me, was opened up, unleashing a torrent of my most private thoughts...
*Mom sunbathing...her body covered by nothing but a few scraps of dark blue cloth, barely concealing her nipples and not quite hiding the thick bush of hair between her legs. Her body is tan and gleaming with sweat and oil and she looks so fuckable -- providing her son in his bedroom with a secret pornographic fantasy as I slowly stroke my cock as I imagine spreading those long, shapely legs and peeling back her bikini panties and letting myself sink into her sweet warmth...
*Sitting in church next to Mom -- Dad dozing on her other side, while Reverend Willis drones on and on, my attention focused on Mom's blouse, accidentally gaping open, revealing the swell of one breast rising above the black lace half-cup of her bra, the dim light suggesting more than revealing an exposed aureole. My cock hardens in my pants, extending along one leg and my hand moving to cover up the lump inspired by my mother. She glances at me, catching me looking at her and smiles -- her hand reaching for mine and squeezing it briefly while I sigh in relief that she doesn't notice the erection she has inspired...
*Mom asleep on the couch as we watch an old movie, her feet resting on a pillow on my lap, never realizing that my eyes are on her crotch -- her cotton shorts pulled taut against her mound, shaping itself to her pussy -- offering me a deliciously exciting camel toe that I will imagine in my dreams for months to come...
*Secretly peeking at Mom as she leaves her bedroom with a bath towel around her luscious body, revealing long legs and the exposed upper halves of her heavy breasts, hurrying to the bathroom for her evening shower. When I hear the shower going, I slip quietly into my parent's bedroom, ear open for the shower to stop or Dad to wake up from his evening nap to come upstairs to bed. I quickly go to the clothes hamper and take the panties lying there -- freshly deposited there by my mother and hurriedly retreat to my bedroom where I masturbate while smelling the scent of my mother's cunt -- imagining the smells to be from arousal for me, imagining myself licking Mom's wet and open pussy before I climb between her thighs and fuck the woman of my dreams, my hand taking me to the point of no return when I quickly wrap the silk undies around my cock so that I am touching that which was recently touching Mom's cunt when I began to shoot...
*Walking across the campus in Knoxville, hand in hand with my mother -- enjoying the time we are sharing and pretending in my mind that we are more than mother and son, that we are a couple -- girlfriend and boyfriend -- husband and wife -- passionate lovers, aching as we rest near a fountain to lean into her and kiss like I've dreamed of doing for years. I know that if I live a thousand years, I will never find anyone I could love more. If only...
A thousand images -- a million images flash by -- examining my life and dreams -- including endless fantasies of many girls and women, but dominated by the dream-lover image of my mother -- the most important and beloved woman in my life. I see all that even as I see my naked mother, floating several feet away -- her eyes wide with calm amazement as she stares back at me, her lips slightly parted and her breasts moving slightly faster while a reddish flush emerges on her chest, neck and face.
J: REMARKABLE. I CONFIRM PRESENCE OF THE HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}.
Z: QUERY: DOES THE FEMALE SUBJECT RECIPROCATE? EXPAND AND SHARE.
Suddenly my mind is filled with images not my own and it is several seconds before I comprehend I am sharing the aliens' observations of my mother's heart and soul even as I try and wrap my mind around what it is I experience...
*I look in the mirror approvingly after trying on countless swimsuits. I think this one reveals more of me than any other I own, my breasts practically bursting free of the thin blue ribbon that covers my breasts. I consider trimming my bush as I see countless black hairs peeking out the sides of my bikini bottom. It's perfect for the show I intend to put on. Outside, I slowly spread the oil over my mostly naked body, knowing without seeing that upstairs, John is watching. As the sun bakes me, a more than erotic heat spreads through me as I imagine my son stroking his hard penis -- aroused over me. I shift and scissor my legs as my pussy burns and aches for him, imagining how he would feel sliding into me. I am so wet...
*I am frozen in place, watching secretly as my son showers, the towels I brought in to put in the linen closet forgotten. Although the glass is steaming up, I can clearly see his soapy hand stroking his penis...no, his cock -- my son's long and thick magnificent cock and I am amazed at the feelings seeing his manhood arouses in me. I imagine him taking his father's place in my bed -- virile and potent and anxious to please me as I know he would with such a fine piece of cock flesh. My nipples thicken and harden as I idly stroke my jean covered crotch, my arousal so strong, I can feel the heat through the heavy denim...
*I stand at the kitchen window watching my son and two of his friends toss a football around. They are so beautiful with their shirts off and their youthful, strong bodies slick with sweat. His friends are sexy and handsome, but I only have eyes for my John. I don't care that he's my son -- in fact I know that it makes my infatuation for him that much more exciting. My desires for my son grow stronger with each passing year. As I imagine kissing his muscular chest, licking his pebble hard nipples, I slip a hand under the waist of my cotton shorts and my plain white panties and find my sex wet and slick...the thick nub of my clitoris already unhooded and throbbing with need. I finger myself -- my other hand cupping my braless breast under my blouse, pinching my swollen nipples. I have three fingers inside me as I orgasm, imagining it to be my son fucking me...



*I walk into John's room, recognizing the smell of semen even before I reach his hamper. I know he jacks off often, but almost always in the morning before he goes to school. I reach into the hamper and pull out the briefs there and bring them to my face, inhaling the scent of urine and sweat and young man and young man's sperm. I feel my labia throb and swell with arousal as I unfurl the wadded up cotton, knowing I will find a cooling but fresh pool of semen slowly soaking into the cotton. A thrill races through me, acknowledging that what I do is forbidden and awful, but I cannot help myself, I extend my tongue and lap up my son's semen, imagining his cock is in my mouth, offering his seed to me fresh and hot...
*It's silly, but I feel like a young woman in love again...or maybe truly in love for the first time. I love my husband, but this emotion, this desire I have to be with my son outstrips anything I ever felt David. As John and I walk around this campus, my hand in his, my heart simply soars with joy. His voice, his touch remind me how for years I have fallen in love with my only child. For a brief moment I can see us as we should be -- linked heart and soul. We sit by a water fountain and on impulse, I toss a quarter in. When John asks me what my wish was, I smile and say nothing, but wish he would just lean over and kiss me...kiss me like I was his woman, his wife, his lover. If only...
A virtual flood of my mother's memories cascade through my mind becoming for an instant my own. Her dreams and desires -- her loves and crushes and fantasies. I see her making love to Dad -- to a young man in high school -- to a young woman in a dorm room. I even catch a fleeting glimpse of a long ago fantasy of my mother, scarcely an adult spreading her legs for a younger version of my grandfather, but at the heart of her dreams and desires is me -- her only child -- a yearning for me in every way that is so intense it is only matched by my own desires for her. As the images dissipate, the last thing I see from Mom's point of view is myself, floating naked before her, my cock erect and pressing against my stomach, bigger and more swollen than she ever imagined possible.
J: CONFIRMED. THERE ARE CLEAR INDICATIONS OF THE HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~} IN BOTH SUBJECTS. ANOMOLY...ANOMOLY. KNOWN DATA CONTRADICTS THIS POSSIBILITY DUE TO ESTABLISHED SOCIETAL NORMS.
Z: CONCUR, HOWEVER INDICATORS OF HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}POINT TOWARDS EITHER ERROR IN DATA OR EVOLUTION OF SENTIENCE LEVEL.
J: QUERY: EXAMINE DATA FOR CAUSAL FACTOR OF SOCIETAL NORMS. NOTE: ELEVATED SEXUAL AROUSAL IN BOTH SUBJECTS INDICATE READINESS AND NEED TO MATE.
Z: RESPONSE: CAUSAL FACTORS ARE PRIMARILY RELIGIOUS IN NATURE BORN OVER GENECTIC SAFETY MEASURES. MAINTAINING GENECTIC SANCTITY TO PRESERVE HEALTH OF SPECIES IS OVERRIDING FEATURE OF TABOO.
J: CONCUR: AS PRIMARY ON THIS MISSION, DECLARE 1ST DIRECTIVE POSSIBILITY. THIS SPECIES IS CAPABLE OF PRIME SENTIENCE.
Z: CONCUR. QUERY: ALL INDICATORS POSITIVE. ALL SENSORS ACTIVE AND READY TO DOCUMENT ELEVATION TO PRIME SENTIENCE.
J: RESPONSE: PROCEED IMMEDIATELY.
I confess that I did not understand most of what I heard -- primarily my thoughts being occupied with the comprehension that my mother harbored deep and powerful incestuous thoughts about me -- images that almost stunned and awed me and still raced through my brain as well as the sudden sureness that if the aliens had allowed me to see Mom's thoughts, then she must have been privy to mine. Although alarmed, something was keeping me calm despite having the knowledge that my mother knew my most intimate feelings for her
I suddenly comprehended that I was moving and that I was moving towards my mother. My cock throbbed as she rotated and swung upwards to face me -- her breasts heaving with passion -- her nipples swelled with blood to the point of bursting. I felt hot wetness on my stomach -- precum drooling from my cock. Mom's labia were thick with arousal, spread wide to reveal the sopping wet flesh of her cunt, juices pouring from her to hang suspended in tiny globules like glittering, erotic ornaments in mid air.
As we neared each other, I could feel the heat of her arousal as if Mom was running a fever and she moaned wordlessly at my approach -- her dark eyes traveling back and forth between my immense erection and my own brown eyes. I could see desire and love in her eyes and prayed that she saw that love and need reflected in my own eyes. Despite our bizarre circumstances, I was completely focused on the fact that my naked body was about to meet Mom's naked body and that she appeared aroused at the prospect.
Immobilized, we met on a collision course, our bodies gently bumping into each other -- her large, soft breasts pillowing out against my chest -- hard, knobby nipples scraping across my skin while my cock softly pressed into her stomach, my heavy, sperm filled balls brushing against her hairy muff. We drifted face to face -- lips less than an inch apart, eyes communicating the hunger and love we had for each other. I ached to tell Mom how much I loved her and then kiss her forever. A strange energy seemed to build wherever our bodies touched, fueling our passion for each other.
There was a sudden burst of violet light and our bodies were wrapped around each other out of primal instinct before we both realized our immobility had ended. I pulled Mom tightly to me as she pressed her lips to mine, pausing only a second before offering me her tongue. My mother mewled happily into my mouth as our tongues danced and cavorted, savoring the moist and textured sensation of flesh against flesh.
Mom raised her legs up to encircle my waist, hunching her mound against my groin, both of us oblivious to floating aimlessly in whatever we were in. My hands roamed up and down Mom's sides -- enjoying the creamy softness of her skin before I reached down and gripped her by her full, but firm ass cheeks and lifted her up, her breasts dragging against my chest as I felt her slick lips kiss my cock. I paused as I felt the head of my erect penis slip into position against her wet and flowered cunt and then I flexed my hips and we both cried out as I slid half of my thick cock into my mother's pussy!
"I love you, Mom, " I sobbed as I felt my cock slide along her pulsating, clasping flesh, spreading her tight cunt channel as I flexed my hips again and sank all the way into her womb -- my pubic hair becoming entangled with her soft, curly bush.
Mom kissed me as her arms tightened around me, fingernails clawing into my back as she thrust her pelvis against me, seeking to impale herself deeper on my long, hard dick. Her pussy was like a furnace -- fiery juices bathing my shaft as her flesh massaged her child's cock. She sucked on my lower lip before ending our kiss to reply, "I love you, John -- my sweet baby boy. I love you!"
We began to move together, taking only seconds to move into sync with each other, thrusting and rolling hips to wonderful effect -- making each other moan with incestuous pleasure as what seemed like a lifetime of denial yielded to our love and lust. We were oblivious to those beings watching us -- lost in each other, hungry to possess each other as only lovers can. Only the occasional and pleasurable pulse of the anal probes -- the sensors in us reminded us of our strange situation, but we savored the pleasure and ignored everything else -- all that mattered were each other.
We tumbled mindlessly about, our movements determined by our fucking -- my cock slamming hard into Mom's pussy or slowly pumping in and out between her slick, hungry labia. There was no up or down -- there was simply skin upon skin, tongue upon tongue and cock inside pussy -- each sweet coming together bringing us closer together -- our carnal lust binding us as neither of us had ever experienced.
As we came closer to orgasm, we seemed to merge into one being -- anticipating each other's requests and needs -- shifting my hips just so to allow my cock to touch her in a special place -- Mom tightening her cunt muscles at the right moment to make withdrawal that much sweeter -- kisses that seemed so intimate as to finally make one understand the term 'soul kiss.'
From within her magnificent and heaving breasts, I could feel Mom's heartbeat aligning with my own -- both becoming stronger for the joining -- sending blood pounding through our veins, expanding the touch of the intense pleasure beginning to build within us. We fucked relentlessly, our mouths hanging open between kisses in expressions of awe at our erotic and incestuous joining -- the knowledge that we were mother and son only fueling the intensity of what was happening between us.
Mom's thighs tightened around my waist even as her hips moved at unreal speeds, meeting my hard thrusts on equal terms -- gasps of "I love you" intermixed with ""Fuck me" as we banged our way towards glory. The energy produced by our touch went from a blaze to an intense conflagration, enveloping us in a joy born of love and carnality as we became were swept up in something bigger than either of us.
Mom stiffened and then arched her back, pressing her cunt hard against my cock as she exploded in orgasm -- cunt cream coating my cock as she tightened her wet, slick flesh around my throbbing meat. The sweet fire of her cunt triggered my own explosion and I writhed against her, forcing my cock a fraction deeper into her womb as I began to ejaculate, flooding my mother's pussy with streamer after streamer of sizzling semen which triggered an even greater orgasm in her as we came together in a bone jarring, mind expanding release of sex and love and achieved...HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}.
Even now I cannot fully explain what happened, the closest I can come is to say we achieved the nirvana of intimacy -- a long extended moment of incestuous pleasure that transcended love and lust to become something greater. We were simply one -- joined together mind, body and soul -- totally aware of each others thoughts and emotions, transposing consciousnesses and transcending the telepathy or whatever it had been that we had shared with the aliens. Love had reached its highest potential for us and for a deliriously sweet and erotic moment, the universe itself seemed to open wide and reveal itself. Pleasure itself was too inadequate a word to describe it.
Even as we peaked and our mutual orgasm began to wane, we could not end what had happened. Although our consciousnesses separated, we were now joined in such a way that we would never be completed parted on any level -- be it physical, mental or metaphysical. I was enveloped by Mom's body, her arms and legs wrapped possessively around me even as we drifted -- her pussy throbbing lovingly around my cock which did not lose its erection.
As we drifted, lips joined as we kissed lazily, we both again felt the presence of the others and their excitement with what they witnessed.
Z: PRIME SENTIENCE CONFIRMED. HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~} ACHIEVED -- THE MISSION IS BLESSED TO BE WITNESS TO THIS RACE'S STEP TOWARDS MATURITY!
J: CONCUR - HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}REALIZED AND 1ST DIRECTIVE JUSTIFIED. 1ST DIRECTIVE MUST PROCEED ACCORDINGLY. QUERY: WHAT SHALL BE THIS SPECIES' GIFT?"
Z: RESPONSE: CONSIDER PRIMARY OBSTACLE IN THIS RACE ACHIEVING HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}. IF SOCIETAL TABOO RESTRAINTS ARE TO BE SURPASSED, 1ST DIRECTIVE GIFT IS OBVIOUS.
J: CONCUR: AVENUE OF 1ST DIRECTIVE GIFT CLEAR. QUERY: DO SENSORS INDICATE SUBJECT COUPLING CONCLUDED?
Z: RESPONSE: NEGATIVE. SENSORS INDICATE SEXUAL AROUSAL HAS BEGUN TO BUILD AND SUBJECTS ARE STILL IN COITUS. SITUATION OPTIMUM.
J. CONCUR -- INITIATE DNA RESEQUENCE.
Again, much of what we heard or overheard made no sense, not that we cared. Mom and I needed no spoken words to resume our dance of love -- in truth, even in the aftermath of our first bout of lovemaking, we had never truly stopped making love. Mom's pussy flexed around and kissed my semi-hard shaft buried and held deep within her womb, the heat of her juices combining with my hot semen to keep us both aroused and gently moving together, never quite letting our incestuous pleasure fade.
We nuzzled and brushed lips against each other until finally again our tongues snaked out to meet and join and create a more satisfying existence than was experienced apart. As we kissed, our passion swelled again, Mom moaning happily as my cock grew inside her, plunging deeper into her sperm filled womb.
We moved as one organism in perfect time with each other, writhing about in an incestuous ballet through the ether. Our close embrace of our first joining relaxed so that we could explore each other more. Mom arched her back as I thrust into her, lifting her meaty and succulent breasts up as an offering. I ducked my head, closing my mouth around a swollen, turgid nipple, sucking at my mother's breast for the first time since infancy. Mom groaned with pleasure as I playfully nipped at the throbbing nub with my teeth.
As we floated along, I took Mom by the hips and gently rotated her on my cock, spinning her around until she faced away from me. Sighs slipped from her lips as she stretched out in front of me, legs swinging behind to lock herself in place as she flexed her body, driving her pelvis back to impale herself deeper upon my cock, screwing her hips to take more of me inside her.
I rolled us until I was lying horizontal with Mom atop me, riding me like a horse, her tight cunt clinging to my cock flesh as she slid up and down my thick cock. The intimate sense of each other grew with every moment our flesh merged into one. Mom looked like a goddess astride me, her toned legs curled underneath me, heels pressing into my ass as she rode me, never letting me quite escape her pussy's greedy clasp.
Sexual energy played out through our bodies, linking us together in an intimate bond that defied description. On the periphery of our comprehension, we both were aware of other things happening -- of unknown energies playing across our bodies, enveloping us within the embrace of cosmic change even as we touched heaven ourselves joined cock and cunt.
We fucked and loved for time beyond measure -- our bodies free of any limits of endurance -- my pleasure keyed to bringing Mom pleasure beyond understanding. We again reached that unattainable plateau where we became of one mind -- my pleasure mixing with Mom's pleasure to become a new and erotic entity that devoured us both, merging us into one consciousness that made us aware of every molecule -- every atom of our sexually joined bodies, filling every fiber of our being with carnal joy beyond description.
Mom's orgasm -- long a continuous onslaught of incestuous pleasure blossomed to new heights and I felt her reach the pinnacle, her body stiffening as she pressed back against me, my chest against her back -- my arms wrapped tightly around her, cupping her breasts ands squeezing handfuls of tit flesh between my fingers as Mom ground her cunt down on my cock and willed me to cum with her. Our co-joined orgasms took us to that last, perfect place and we were one with the universe and with each other -- me experiencing the mind shattering pleasure that erupted from her cock-filled cunt and roared through her body while I shared with her the intense point of no return gratification brought about by releasing another torrent of hot semen into her womb.
We turned and spun until we were facing each other again, kissing while we wept with the pure joy of our joining, savoring each other's bodies and souls as our mutual orgasm spun on and on and on, growing stronger even as the white light surrounding us grew more brilliant, enveloping us as if our orgasms had been given substance of their own, filling us with rapturous joy until we were consumed by it -- the brilliant radiance becoming all...
#
Fleeting moments of incestuous joy rippled through my thoughts and dreams until I long after I was aware of regaining consciousness. My joyous memories were torn asunder as someone shook me, hollering in my ear, "Goddammit, boy -- why the hell are you smiling?"
Reality hit me like a cold slap and I found myself belted into the passenger side of Mom's car, a man with a long, skinny face and a thick mustache glaring at me. Behind him, I became aware of flashing blue lights and then recognized that he was wearing the uniform of a Tennessee State Trooper. I jerked up, the shoulder belt restraining me harshly as I cried out, "Mom?"
"She's coming around," a woman's voice said and I swung my head to see Mom behind the driver's wheel, also strapped in, head tilted forward and eyes closed -- an angelic smile on her face. A woman in a paramedic's uniform was crouched in the open door on the driver's side, gently shaking Mom's shoulder. The woman, a dark haired Hispanic woman glanced up at me. "She's okay, son. You want to tell us what happened?"
I didn't know what to say -- the last vestiges of what had happened -- the pleasure of being cock deep in Mom's pussy fading even as I tried to make sense of things. It was daylight and we were in the car and appeared to be in a field of clover. As I gazed at my surrounding through the windshield, I was astonished to see a water tower off in the distance -- one that I recognized, painted with stripes in our high school's colors. It stood at the edge of the town we lived in. We were home.
"Boy," the state trooper said, snapping his fingers in front of my face to draw my attention. "How the hell did you get this car into this field? You're fifty feet from the highway and there aint a single tire track."
"John?" Mom was awake and looking as confused as I was. She reached out for me and I took her hand and squeezed it. In the space of a heartbeat, I relived all that happened and so did Mom and between us in the time it took to look into each other's eyes, we came to a silent agreement that what had happened stayed between us.
I looked at the state trooper and said, "I don't know -- the last thing I remember was driving in the Sequatchie Valley...last night?"
The state trooper shook his head. "You were reported missing yesterday morning by your daddy."
I glanced at Mom and she said, "We were coming home from Knoxville -- wasn't yesterday Sunday?"
"No, honey," replied the paramedic, flashing a light in Mom's eyes. "It's Tuesday morning."
"Y'all got some explaining to do," added the trooper.
But in the end we couldn't. There was a mild uproar over our brief disappearance and reappearance. All we told them was that we'd been driving home Sunday evening, saw some strange lights and then we were waking up in that farm field a day and a half later. There were lots of questioning by local authorities, the Tennessee Bureau of Investigation and ultimately, some creepy guys in cheap, black suits. We half expected the Men in Black to show up and flash everyone's memories. The worst thing we dealt with was Dad -- a very orderly and logical type -- an engineer with an automobile manufacturer. Dad liked every thing to fall into place -- to make sense and this didn't and it pissed him off.
The Black Suits weren't much happier, questioning us over and over again and not liking our answers. Finally, they gave up, suggesting strongly before they left that we avoid taking our story to the media and taking it upon themselves to have the local sheriff announce that the investigation revealed a default in our car's exhaust system that had led to mild carbon-monoxide poisoning, resulting in us driving in a drug-like haze over a hundred miles to wind up in that field of clover. A "miracle drive" with "angels watching over us," is how the Nashville news media described it.
Through it all, while in the hospital getting checked over and down at the sheriff's office being questioned, Mom and I had no moment to ourselves -- our private communication limited to meaningful glances at each other from across rooms. When we were released, there was Dad, still demanding answers and unsatisfied with what he heard. That first evening home, I was banished to my room and late into the night, I could hear Dad arguing with Mom, repeatedly stating that, "This damned thing doesn't make any sense, Candace." I ached to talk to Mom -- wandering what would happen next, if anything. In some ways, everything had seemed like an incredible erotic dream and I wondered if it was a dream I could ever recapture.



My return to school the next day was a long and dreary one -- I stolidly endured much kidding from my classmates and hurried home as soon as the dismissal bell rang. At home, there was a towering silence between Mom and Dad, his face set on permanent scowl between pointed questions that we both could only answer with, "I don't know."
That night, I lay in bed, looking out at the night sky, my heart beating a little faster each time I saw a blinking light in the sky, but knowing deep down that each was simply a plane passing by. I couldn't sleep, my thoughts constantly drifting to my mother and how I ached for her touch. Wispy patches of memory of making love to Mom swirled through my mind, my cock rock hard in response although I somehow resisted the urge to masturbate. All evening as I had considered that maybe I did imagine it all -- no matter the cause, all I had to do was look at Mom and into her eyes and I knew that I had made love to her. As we exchanged glances, I could see Mom's face, screwed up in utter ecstasy when my cock was buried deep in her womb.
It was after midnight and the house was utterly quiet when I heard the knob on my door begin to turn. When the door opened, Mom stepped through, illuminated by the dim light of a half moon streaming through my window. She was wearing a silk slip, the front cut low, breasts straining against the spaghetti straps holding it up. The hem was mid thigh. Mom peered into the dimness of my room and whispered, "John, are you awake?"
I sat up and Mom let out a little whimper and rushed into my arms, climbing up on the bed and sitting on her knees, pulling me against her voluptuous breasts while I held her tight. In a low, passionate voice, Mom said, "It did happen, John. You and I know the truth and whatever the reason why it happened, it did happen and I'm glad it did!"
We kissed then, Mom's open lips pressing against mine as our tongues greeted each other like long lost lovers. In that instant of passionate contact, all the shadows blurring our memories were stripped away and we both knew each other again as we had aboard the alien ship or whatever it was. Her love for me was as clear and evident as if she had screamed it from the county courthouse rooftop for all the world to know. My love for my mother was equally recognized by her -- in her kiss, I could her certainty and delight in the knowledge of her son's desire and love.
Mom pushed me down onto my back, stripping away my blanket to revel in my nakedness -- my erect cock proudly standing in tribute to her. Smiling lovingly down at me, Mom straddled me, pulling her slip up and over her head, revealing her nakedness to me. I reached down between my mother's legs, sliding fingers through her bush, feeling her wet labia part for me, proving her desire for me was as real and tangible as anything on Earth.
Mom positioned herself above my hard, long penis and as if we'd been lovers for years, expertly impaled herself on my cock, slowly sliding her cunt down the length of my shaft in one deliciously sweet motion. Mom's pussy was on fire and so incredibly slick and tight, like molten silk.
Our union of bodies was matched by our union of minds. Locked in incestuous intercourse, we became one being -- our thoughts and needs and desires utterly known to each other as the sweetness of our illicit fucking blending with our memories of unbridled passion from days before. Mom's eyes were locked on mine as she rode me, her pussy clasping my cock tightly as she slid up and down, her pussy juices a passionate flood that quickly coated my throbbing dick. My hands reached up and cupped her heavy, bouncing chest, fingers closing around her swollen nipples, feeling her heart thrum powerfully in the pulse of blood that engorged her nipples.
My mother's soft moans and sighs were music to my ears, fueling my desire to please her to make her scream and cum even as she made me feel more incredible pleasure than I could scarcely believe existed. The sensation of her cunt flesh wrapped tightly around my cock was incredible -- the tight yet butter soft touch of her flesh, kissing and massaging my cock, squeezing and sucking it in such a way that every wave of pleasure made the hair on my arms stand straight up.
I saw Mom begin to lose control of her expression as she became slack-jawed with pleasure. Grabbing her by the hips, I rolled us over, thrusting deep as I lunged forward to squelch her cries of passion with a kiss. My hands roamed over her thighs and down to her ankles which I lifted up high, draping her long, shapely legs over my shoulders, almost rolling her up into a ball as I continued to kiss her while I thrust my cock into her motherly pussy again and again.
Mom fell over the edge into orgasm and I could hear her thoughts of joy and glee as she surrendered herself to primal, carnal pleasure, her thoughts screaming to me, "FUCK ME, JOHN! FUCK YOUR MOTHER! FUCK ME HARD, SON!" Mom screamed into my mouth as I began to slam my cock into her pussy hard and fast -- taking her orgasm to an even more intense level, her body becoming spastic as incestuous pleasure washed over her.
As her orgasm peaked, I let myself go, my turn to cry into her mouth as I felt my seed begin to spray her womb with jet after jet of thick semen. Mom's orgasm found new life and we clung to each other as we burned in carnal delight, completing our union to become one body with two mutual souls.
As we reveled in the glory of our incestuous love, we realized we were not alone -- that another spark of life accompanied us, faint, but furiously alive and as comprehension of what it was quickly dawned on us, its very existence took us higher, bringing us together in a whole new way, cementing our love for each other and confirming to our souls that we were meant to be together.
It was only in the sweet aftermath of our climax as we lay together, Mom cuddled up on top of me -- my cock resting against her still pulsating cunt that my Mom whispered to me in a teary and happy voice, "We're going to have a baby, son. You put a baby inside me, John."
I kissed Mom and replied, "Yes, we're going to have a baby -- there's a little girl inside of you...our little girl, Mom."
Mom laughed with joy. "Yes, you're right, honey. It's a girl. How can we know that? Are we crazy? What's happening?"
I hugged Mom too me, trying to think of the right answer. A line from an old science fiction movie drifted up from my memory and I cribbed it. "I don't know, Mom, but I think...I know, it's something wonderful. How or why...I don't really care -- I'm just glad that it's happened. We were allowed to know the truth and not lose our chance. I love you and I want to be with you forever."
Mom nodded and kissed me, long and slow, our tongues savoring the taste of each other. "I am your woman now, son, forever and a day. I don't know how, but I can feel it in my heart that it will all work out." She kissed me again, her hand slowly caressing my stomach and then wrapping around my semi-erect cock, rousing me up and filling me with desires that I knew would never fade or grow stale. As we began to make love again, words were not necessary. Ever touch of our skin, every thrust into wetness, every kiss confirmed to both of us that things would indeed work out.
#
And things did work out -- not without some conflict and some stress. When it became obvious in early summer that Mom was pregnant, Dad bluntly asked her if it was his child and when Mom said no and refused to reveal the father, Dad left, divorcing Mom and transferring to an out of state division of his company.
Times were hard for a time -- money was tight, especially with Mom insisting that I go to college. I did go and worked part-time and between that and Mom's share of the divorce settlement, we got by While times were difficult, the love that Mom and I shared saw us through, our love and commitment to each other growing stronger with each passing day that our baby grew inside Mom's womb.
The third day of January of the next year, Mom gave birth to our daughter, who we named Angel...our gift from heaven. From birth, she was special and unique with large, soulful brown eyes and a shock of platinum blonde hair that amazed Mom's doctor and the nurses. Right from the start, she seemed more aware than children usually were, calmer, more comprehending and more curious, almost always wearing a beatific smile as she explored and absorbed the world around her.
As she grew, people remarked on her ethereal beauty with her slender build, large, expressive eyes and long, almost silver hair, commenting that she was like an elf out of the fantasy novels I'd read as a teenager. And our Angel was smart -- Mom and I quickly recognizing that she was smarter than either of us. She was more at peace with the world as well, fascinated with people and with nature and with the skies...
After I graduated from college, I took a teaching job in a small Tennessee town in the middle of the Sequatchie Valley. Mom and I bought an old farm house in the middle of the boonies to renovate and live. Many nights, Mom and I would sit with Angel and stare at the multitude of stars in the skies above us. Neither of us were surprised when one night, our nine year old daughter reached out to take us both by the hand and with her eyes turned to the stars, said happily, "They're coming back, you know, when the time is right."
Mom and I shared a knowing glance. We'd never talked with Angel about how things had begun, but she had long demonstrated a prescience that belied her age and experience. That our daughter knew that her mother was her mother too was something else that we hadn't discussed, but she had commented on it as a child as if it were something natural and ordinary.
Puberty reached out and touched our daughter at the age of eleven and by the time she was a teenager, she had developed into a very lovely young woman, with an otherworldly sexuality that all picked up on -- tall and voluptuous and mature beyond her years. I spent much of her teenage years being the grouchy, protective father with her boyfriends and admirers,
Angel seemed mostly oblivious to it all, even to the effect she had on my mother and I -- Mom amused and appreciative as she reaped the benefit of the sexual arousal our daughter evoked in us. Throughout the years, Mom and I have never slowed down sexually -- our love and passion for each other growing with each passing day. Although Mom and I were growing older, age seemed to be something we both resisted. By the time Angel was fifteen, Mom was in her late fifties, but looked no older than the day we first made love. I had grown older, but when I hit my late twenties, I too seemed to stop aging, making our age disparity not look quite so extreme. Angel claimed our love kept us strong and young and I believed her.
Something else occurred when our daughter was about fifteen. A team of doctors and scientists reported that there was a precipitous drop in the incidence of genetic related diseases and that the number of birth defects within the central United States had dropped to almost nothing over the past several years and that the area of affect was rapidly expanding. Along the same parameters, incidence of cancer was decreasing at the same fast rate.
The story was met with skepticism and scorn, but other scientists confirmed their findings as did insurance companies. People claimed God had delivered a miracle while others sought a more concrete cause. The President of the United States created an investigatory commission to explain the phenomena, discovering that within another three years, it had apparently spread to all corners of the globe. Almost simultaneously, three separate groups of scientists from America, France and Japan announced the discovery of a virus that was spreading through the world's population and literally rewriting our DNA, making our genetic systems impervious to genetic anomaly or mutations. When one American scientist quipped that the virus seemed almost supernatural in design as if created by God, the media dubbed it the "God Virus," a name that stuck.
Debate raged, sometimes almost violently as various religions claimed their version of God was responsible while scientists suspected a natural -- perhaps mutated virus was to blame and some nations suspiciously accused others of creating it artificially. Some extremists claimed that China had actually attacked the United States with a biological weapon that had benignly backfired on them.
Like most folks, Mom and I simply considered it a blessing among the many blessings our life had been filled with and focused on our own relationship -- rarely a day going by that we didn't make love. Angel, at eighteen, went off to college, leaving us to deal with the empty-nest syndrome. She didn't go far, winning a scholarship to a prestigious university in Nashville. She stayed on campus, but came home regularly, not that Mom and I didn't miss her whenever she was away.
Then came the night that changed everything...again. It was a blustery spring night, squall line after squall line rumbling across the valley with great flashes of lightning and roof shaking peals of thunder. Mom and I planned to get to bed a bit early --the next day being Angel's twenty-first birthday and we were looking forward to having her home. Once the weatherman announced no danger from tornadoes, Mom and I retired to bed and like so many thousands of times over the last twenty two years, began to make love.
As I mentioned earlier, Mom looked scarcely older than she did the first time we fucked -- her dark brown hair thick and luxuriant and her heavy, meaty breasts still firm with little sag or as Mom put it, the best looking and natural sixty-four year old breasts on the planet! We cuddled for a long time as the storm raged around us, kissing and caressing before Mom grew impatient and guided me atop her, spreading her long legs wide to accept my throbbing erection, thrusting her hips up to impale herself on my cock.
I moaned with pleasure as I sank slowly inside Mom's hot, liquid-silk cunt, savoring how tight she still felt, reveling in the supreme control she had over her pussy muscles as she took me inside. Every time we fucked, it was like the first time as we moved in perfect unison, anticipating -- no, knowing what each other needed and desired, establishing that link between us that never seemed to really fade, becoming of one mind and soul, sharing and giving pleasure equally.
Mom's knees rose and pulled back as she opened herself up more, allowing me to plunge deeper inside her with each stroke. I leaned down and ran my tongue across one nipple and then the other and then kissed my way up to her plump ripe mouth, kissing her passionately as her first orgasm of the evening swept over her, resisting the urge to cum myself -- knowing the greater intensity that our impending mutual orgasm would bring, the better our moment of ultimate intimacy would be.
As we carried on, our lovemaking taking on an animal like intensity, we suddenly heard our daughter's voice, "Mom, Daddy? It's time." I turned my head to look at the door as I slid deep into her mother's womb. Mom groaning with pleasure, turned to look as well. We were naked with the covers kicked off, but there was no modesty in the moment -- we were not ashamed of our love and passion.
Angel stood in the doorway, the almost constant lightning illuminating her. Our daughter was wearing a simple blue dress that draped over one shoulder, leaving the other one bare with old, comfortable sandals on her feet. Her long platinum hair hung below her shoulders, tresses wind blown and damp, partially covering one eye. She had an intense, almost wild look in her eyes that was reflected in her body -- standing tensely, her high, large breasts heaving as if she'd been running a long distance and when the lightning flashed, we could even see her nipples, proudly erect and standing out against the fabric of her dress.
Mom's legs remained wrapped around my legs, holding me to her as she said, "Honey...Angel, what is it? What's wrong, baby?"
Our daughter gave us a sweet smile and replied, "It's time, Mom...they're returning." She took a step into the room, one hand reaching up to her one shoulder strap and flicking something that allowed her dress to float to the ground, leaving her completely naked. The last eight or nine years of being around her frank sexuality did nothing to prepare me for the erotic sight of my daughter standing unashamedly naked before me. My cock throbbed and swelled slightly more in response while Mom's pussy contracted as well, clearly stimulated by the sight.
She took another step and looked like a goddess as her pale, flawless skin was illuminated by a great burst of lightning. Angel's body was perfect, large high breasts adorned by her mother's nipples, now swollen erect. Her flat stomach gave way to a completely hairless mound, her labia so much like her mothers, swollen and spread in obvious arousal.
Angel held out her hands and said, "And it's time for us as well. You've looked at me over the years, I know. Daddy, you've imagined if it would be as sweet with your daughter as it is with our mother and Mom...she paused to smile lustily at us. "Mom, you've stared at me and wondered what it would be like. I love you both for not forcing it -- for letting me decide. Mom...Daddy, it's time."
"Oh, Angel," I breathed. You want us to make love to you?" I felt new lust build within my heart and knew that it would be right...as right as it had always been with Mom. For her part, Mom conveyed her desire and assent with a mere flexing of her cunt muscles and a simple stroke of her hand across my chest. I didn't need to look at my mother to know she was as excited as I was.
Angel took another step towards us and said, "I want you two to fuck me, to make love to me, to take me to heaven and achieve HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}."
The words -- the concept that we had not heard spoken or thought of for almost twenty-one years, sent a flood of erotic love washing over us. I did turn to Mom then, communicating in that silent language we'd shared for so long and Mom's face was split by a loving grin and she nodded and then groaned as I slipped from inside her -- my cock coated in her juices. In a voice quivering with lust, Mom held out her hand and said, "Come, little girl and join your daddy and me in bed."
Angel rushed to the bed, jumping on as she had done so many times as a child and slipped into our embrace and just like that -- two became three. Six hands roamed over three bodies as Angel first kissed her mother -- my cunt cream covered cock throbbing as I watched mother and daughter join tongues. My fingers intertwined with Mom's as our hands cupped and kneaded our girl's breasts. Mom's hands and Angel's somewhat smaller ones slipped around and began stroking my cock, fingers getting sticky with Mom's still hot juices.
Angel turned to me after a long moment, her lips slick with her mother's saliva and she whispered, "I love you, Daddy," before she pressed her lips to mine as her tongue delved boldly into my mouth. She snaked an arm around my neck to pull me closer and I moaned lustfully as our tongues danced together for the first time while her firm, pillow-like breast rubbed deliciously across my chest -- her turgid nipple tickling as it dragged across my skin.
Back and forth Angel traveled, trading caresses with her mother and I until her need was too great and she pushed me down on my back. "I need you, Daddy," she moaned. "I need your cock the way Mom needs it." Her breasts bounced enticingly as she swung her long, toned leg over my thighs to straddle me. "I waited, Daddy. I always knew you'd be the one." She gazed down at me lovingly, a mixture of lust and fear and anticipation struggling for control of her face.



I felt my cock jerk with excitement as her words sank in. Despite a bevy of admirers since puberty, Angel had kept herself mostly apart from the boys -- dating very few and none seriously and while we never pressed for details, her mother and I assumed that when she left for college, she wasn't a virgin. Her frank sexuality had long given her an air of experience and now to hear her tell me I was to be her first -- it both awed and shocked me.
Mom moved behind our daughter, straddling my ankles, her arms around Angel's shoulders, idly playing with her large breasts while kissing her tenderly on the neck and shoulders and whispering words of encouragement in her ears. Angel moved forward on her knees until she was over my cock. Her arousal was evident, betrayed by the flow of pussy juices dripping from her bloomed labia to splash warmly on my crotch, anointing my erection.
Angel took my cock in hand and then slowly lowered herself. I felt her body quiver as the head of my cock pressed into her soaked and steaming flesh. She gasped a little as she lowered herself a bit more, allowing the swollen crown of my cock inside her. She was vise tight and so incredibly hot as if her insides were aflame. I felt my cock bump against her hymen and my daughter moaned. "Take your time, darling," I murmured. "Only when you're ready, Angel."
Tears were pouring down my lovely daughter's face as she whispered, "I've been ready all my life, Daddy, but the time had to be right, but the waiting is over. I love you, Daddy!" Without warning, Angel relaxed and let her knees slide wide, dropping her weight onto me. My cock speared through her hymen, tearing it like a thin wisp of paper and slowly driving upward as my daughter impaled herself on my thick dick.
She flung her head back and wailed, "Daddy!" as I tore through her cherry -- her body stiffening as her tight pussy slid down my cock, finally grinding her slick vulva against my wiry pubic hair. My daughter's cunt was tight and wet, both with pussy juice and trickles of blood as she made the last leap into womanhood. Mom knelt behind her, offering her a comforting embrace, her hands cupping Angel's tits as she kissed and nuzzled the nape of her neck.
Angel and I stayed joined, cock to pussy, not moving aside from my daughter twitching as she coped with the first cock inside her womb, mastering her pain while her mother and I stroked her body, calming her and assuring her that she was safe and loved. Instinctively, I let her decide when and how to proceed. Her eyes cleared suddenly and she whimpered, "It hurts, Daddy, but..." She paused, biting her lower lip while a shudder rippled through her body. "Daddy, it hurts good!"
Gathering herself together, Angel drew herself up and slowly pulled herself up, her cunt muscles still constricting and clasping my shaft as she rose up almost half the length of my cock before slowly sliding back down. Her erect nipples swelled between Mom's fingers as pain and pleasure competed as she allowed her cunt to be filled by incestuous cock again. I kept my eyes on hers, watching as they widened with each up and down movement on my cock. My daughter grew more beautiful as carnal pleasure began to build in her.
A moment came where with nearly two thirds of my cock buried in her tight pussy, Angel looked down to see herself impaled on her father's erect penis -- shaft streaked with pussy cream and faint streaks of blood. My daughter moaned and raised her eyes to look at me, slack jawed with pleasure and amazement. A loving smile slowly broke out on her face and she half-whispered, half-sobbed, "I'm doing it...I'm fucking my daddy!"
Although there was still pain, now pleasure dominated as incestuous lust overwhelmed her and she began to ride me more vigorously, wanting -- demanding more pleasure from me with each movement of her pelvis. I spared a glance to Mom, looking down proudly at me from over our daughter's shoulder and in that special way we had, directed her to move to sit on my face.
Gracefully, Mom scooted around on the bed, her hands never quite letting go of Angel as she moved, throwing her leg over my head and then expertly lowering her furry bush to my waiting mouth. Our daughter squealed with pleasure as she watched our mother settle her pussy on my face, rolling her pelvis to drag her wet and fiery labia across my lips as my tongue pierced to lick at her sodden, aroused cunt flesh.
My face covered by Mom's pussy and her soft, firm cheeks, I nevertheless saw the carnal coupling of mother, son and their daughter through Mom's eyes -- savoring the rapturous look my daughter had as she leaned forward to meet Mom in a passionate kiss, their tongues curling and dancing around each other -- tasting each other as lovers. A thrill rippled through Mom as her near orgasm flared anew, spurred on by my furiously working tongue and the sensation of Angel's tongue sliding against her own.
Mother and daughter reached out to fondle and tease each other's breasts, pausing between kisses to take turns ducking their heads and sucking each other's blood engorged nipples. As I tongue my mother and began to lift my hips to meet my daughter's descending pussy, I could feel that special orgasmic energy begin to gather around us, drawing us closer physically and spiritually. As I felt Angel's cunt begin to spasm, I rolled my tongue over Mom's flooding pussy lips and flattening it, dragged it across Mom's swollen clitoris -- a thick little, penis-like nub that was practically vibrating. My touch communicated to Mom how close our daughter was to her first incest induced orgasm.
Mom dropped one hand from our daughter's full and firm breast to slide over her flat tummy and into the folds of soaking wet flesh above her cock crammed cunt. As if she had been doing it for years, Mom's fingers found Angel's clitoris and she softly teased it, making our young girl moan and break a wet kiss with Mom to sob, "Don't stop...Mom -- Daddy, I'm going to cummmmmm!"
The house seemed to shake from the growing intensity of the storm, lightning illuminated the two woman linked in pleasure by me -- father and son. My cock throbbed with a demand for release -- my own pleasure reaching the point of no return while Mom ground her cunt against my hungry mouth and my daughter rode my cock like a woman gone mad. As sweat poured from our bodies and pheromones filled the air -- raw sexuality wrapped us up in a blanket of carnal passion, uniting us as orgasms stalked us all.
We moved as one being -- mother, son and their daughter giving pleasure to each other, hearts beating together as erotic bliss built and built towards detonation and as with the first time I had fucked my mother, we were reaching a plane of erotic experience that linked and bound us -- feeling each other's bodies and pleasures as our own.
Simultaneously, Mom and Angel cried out, their orgasms unable to denied and with a scream of joy against the flood of cunt cream pouring across my face and into my mouth, I reached out and taking my daughter by the hips, yanked her down hard on my cock, piercing her no longer virgin cunt deeper with her father's cock and filled her young womb with steaming semen. A tidal wave of sexual energy ripped through us and took us high and we were united completely -- consciousness of three becoming one and in the midst of an orgasmic storm we achieved perfection as Angel threw her head back and scream, "YESSSSSSS! The HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}"
For what might have been eternity, our family was as one, locked in orgasmic ecstasy beyond description -- time standing still as we all knew each other as intimately as if we were each other. Mom and I cried at the purity and loveliness of our daughter's soul while she laughed with sheer joy at the absoluteness of her parents' love. Our mutual orgasm fed off of each of us, making the pleasure exploding from cock and pussy and pussy seem to go on and on until our bodies were on the verge of explosion, unable to contain such incestuous love.
We collapsed into a pile of disjointed bodies, exhausted and happy beyond measure and we rode out the storm in a heady dream state -- sleeping and kissing and fucking until dawn. With my mother and my daughter curled up on each side of me, I lay there happy and content waiting for the sun to break through the windows, but the grayness of dawn seemed to go on and on until suddenly the world exploded in heavenly white light that I had dreamed of many times, but had not seen in over twenty years.
Angel, her head resting on my chest, stirred and then looked up at me, her eyes shining happily. "They're here, Daddy. It's time.
Later, Mom and I peered out the windows, but the vastness of the ship hovering over our old farmhouse made it impossible to comprehend the size or shape of the alien ship. It wasn't until mid-morning when we finally saw the starship of our benefactors on a television station. Mom laughed and clapped her hands like a little girl, fascinated by a beautiful Christmas ornament. "It's a chocolate kiss!" she crowed, hugging herself to me.
While not as big as the giant ships in all those science-fiction movies, it was nevertheless, huge! The length of four football fields and perhaps five stories tall, it hovered silently over our house. Even in the remote area we lived in, it quickly garnered attention. By noon, all the television stations from Nashville, Knoxville and Chattanooga had set up shop. Crowds of people filled the fields near us and the road was choked by cars and trucks. Units from the 101st Airborne, based north of Nashville arrived shortly after one o'clock to try and establish a perimeter -- the television cameras showing everyone either looked awed or scared to death.
As the people gathered, we waited calmly -- not afraid -- indeed, we spent most of the morning continuing to make love. With childlike glee, Angel watched as Mom and I made love and then joined us herself, glorying in the dual delights of having her father fuck her and her mother eat her pussy clean.
Finally, after basking in the sweet afterglow of incestuous orgasm, Angel suddenly stood up and smiled. She beckoned to us and walked naked to the front door, stepping out onto our big, rickety front porch as the surrounding crowds gasped -- at least in part, her proud father would like to think, from her beautiful and nubile nakedness.
Mom and I followed her out, unashamedly naked, pausing at the top of the porch steps as our daughter gracefully descended the steps and into the front yard -- the bright light of the hovering ship making her pale, alabaster skin glow, giving her an almost unearthly presence that gave credence to her name. Our Angel appeared indeed to be heaven sent.
On a calm and peaceful way, our daughter began to speak and though her voice never rose above a normal tone, it seemed to ring out across the fields and as we were to discover, across the entire world -- all hearing her words in their native tongues...
"I AM ANGEL, DAUGHTER OF JOHN AND OUR MOTHER, CANDACE." She paused and smiled proudly back at us. "I AM ALSO ANGEL, AVATAR OF THE QUATORI -- OUR VISITORS WHO HAVE FINALLY CHOSEN TO REVEAL THEMSELVES AND LET US KNOW THAT IN THIS VAST UNIVERSE -- WE ARE NOT ALONE." Angel paused and looked around her and smiling beatifically repeated, "WE ARE NOT ALONE.
"FOR UNTOLD MILLINEA, THE QUATORI HAVE JOURNEYED THE STARS, SEEKING THOSE OF PRIME SENTIENCE -- FINDING MANY INTELLIGENT SPECIES, BUT FEW OF COMPLETE SENTIENCE. LONG HAVE THE QUATORI BEEN STUDYING US -- LOOKING FOR THE DIVINE SPARK IN US THAT DENOTES OR INDICATES PRIME SENTIENCE...THAT WHICH THE QUATORI CALL HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~).
"FOR US HUMANS, HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~} IS A TERM THAT CANNOT BE COMPLETELY UNDERSTOOD IN ANY HUMAN LANGUAGE, BUT RATHER IT IS EXPERIENCED BY THOSE WHO FIND LOVE ON A HIGHER LEVEL THAN MOST CAN COMPREHEND TO EXIST. HUMANITY POSSESSED HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}, BUT WE DENY OURSELVES OF ACCESSING IT FOR ALL OUR HISTORY BECAUSE IT REQUIRES AN INTIMACY THAT CAN RARELY BE FOUND OUTSIDE OF FAMILY...AN INTIMACY WE HAVE DENIED OURSELVES OUT OF NEED TO PROTECT THE HEALTH OF OUR SPECIES.
"THIS TABOO WAS NOT UNDERSTOOD BY THE QUATORI UNTIL THEY ENCOUNTED MY MOTHER AND FATHER WHO STOOD UNKNOWINGLY ON THE PRECIPICE OF BREAKING THE INCEST TABOO AND WHO WERE GUIDED BY THE QUATORI TO ACHIEVE HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}. IT WAS WITH MOM AND DADDY THAT THE QUATORI FINALLY COMPREHENDED OUR TABOOS AGAINST FAMILY LOVE AND DETERMINED THEIR COURSE.
"IT IS THE CUSTOM OF THE QUATORI THAT WHENEVER THEY DISCOVER A SPECIES THAT HAS ACHIEVED HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}, THEY BESTOW UPON THEM A GIFT." Angel smiled and spread her arms wide, lifting her breasts up as she declared, "I AM THAT GIFT. CONCIEVED IN THE GLORY OF HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}, DURING MY CONCEPTION, THE QUATORI ALTERED MY DNA. UPON REACHING PHYSICAL SEXUAL MATURITY, MY BODY BEGAN PRODUCTION OF WHAT YOU ALL CALL THE GOD VIRUS. AS OUR SCIENTISTS HAVE SURMISED, THE GOD VIRUS HAS REWRITTEN OUR DNA -- MAKING US IMPERVIOUS TO GENECTIC DISEASE, ANOMOLIES AND DEFECTS. NEVER AGAIN WILL ANY CHILD BE BORN -- HARMED BY GENECTIC DAMAGE.
"WE ARE NOT IMMORTAL, THOUGH HEREAFTER, OUR LIVES WILL BE MUCH LONGER IF WE TAKE CARE -- BUT NOW THE TRUE PURPOSE OF THE GOD VIRUS SHOULD BE OBVIOUS." Tears began to stream down Angel's face. "NO LONGER DO WE HAVE TO DENY THE DEEPEST INTIMACY POSSIBLE. ALL CAN LOVE THEIR FAMILY WITHOUT RESERVATION -- BE THEY MOTHER-SON, FATHER-DAUGHTER, BROTHER-SISTER OR WHATEVER RELATIONSHIP YOUR HEARTS HAVE LONG DESIRED BUT HAVE BEEN DENIED BY CULTURE OR SOCIETY."
A strong murmur rippled through the crowd, odd, horrified or thoughtful looks playing across the faces of all. With a joyous heart, our daughter Angel lifted up her voice and proclaimed, "REJOICE! WE ARE ALL FREE -- FREE TO LOVE AND DISCOVER WHAT LIES BEYOND LOVE WITH THOSE WE LOVE THE MOST. LET US MAKE THE MOST OF OUR PRECIOUS GIFT SO THAT WHEN THE QUATORI COME AGAIN, THEY MAY REJOICE IN OUR EMBRACING OF THEIR MOST HOLY OF GIFTS."
Angel stopped and smiled once more and then turned and walked back into her parents' arm, hugging us both tightly. We all waved at the crowd and then turned and walked back inside where we made our way upstairs to our family's bed and made love.
I suppose that in a normal tale, this would end with the Quatori leaving and us being taken into custody and studied and probed -- maybe even killed with humankind squandering our precious gift. Thank heavens or the Quatori that this isn't a normal tale.
We were left alone...why, I doubt I'll ever know for sure. Others speculated as well. Newscasters and the authors of numerous books discussed it for years. Many surmise that the Quatori left a warning behind -- one that we were not privy to. Some speculate that it was communicated to the leaders of the world, others feel that maybe on a subliminal level, Angel's communication also sent a command that the Quatori's avatar and her family be left in peace. Others speculate that the rest of the world was simply scared shitless and opted to not piss the Quatori off.
In any case, we were left alone and other than some odd looks and some standoffish treatment, our lives continued. Mom and I worked and loved and with our daughter choosing to join us as a lover -- allowing us to evolve from a couple to a loving threesome.
As for the world itself -- the birth of a new age was like any birth, difficult. All nations have struggled with the implications of the God virus, although individuals seized the opportunity it offered long before governments sanctioned it. Today, some twenty years after their last visit, most of the world has made it legal to choose incestuous mates. Not all make that choice, but millions have and while humankind still struggles with abandoning war and avarice...there is a noticeable decrease in conflict and human suffering. The God Virus has had unexpected but pleasant implications -- rewriting the DNA of food crops and making them more resistant to disease and drought. Our population grows and so does love. Some including our family believe that as more of humanity achieves HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}, we are approaching a new level of human evolution -- not physical but spiritual.
Certainly as our family makes love -- Mom and I, our daughter and Angel's and my son, Matthew...born exactly nine months after our daughter first experienced HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~}, as we reach that perfect moment of incestuous intimacy and ecstasy, we feel the presence of others who now know that sublime spirituality only found in the embrace of family.
As you live your lives and you exchange a glance with your mother or son, your daughter or father, sister, brother, aunt, uncle and you feel in your soul that spark -- that attraction, do not suppress it, but explore it. Not all can feel the joy of HOLY {**^^^ ~ `~), but you can hope. I know. I found it in my mother's arms.
The Beginning...
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*
It was one of those beautiful Fall days we get in Ohio, with mild temperatures and lots of sunshine to highlight the October colors of the maple trees that lined the streets, but inside my boyfriend's car -- things were a lot more frigid. I was pissed off -- beyond pissed off at Jonny Hollister, my steady guy of more than a year. He was driving me home from school -- we're both seniors in high school and while we weren't fighting, I was pissed.
"I just don't get it, Jonny!" I said for about the hundredth time. "My parents are gone...like gone for the entire weekend. We have the house to ourselves and could do whatever we want!" I reached out and stroked his thigh from his knee to just shy of his crotch to emphasize the "whatever we want" part.
Jonny gave me a quick glance, not letting his eyes leave the road for more than a second, giving me that grin that gets him out of so much trouble, it isn't even fair. "I told you, Alesha -- it's my weekend for family obligations. I can't get out of it."
I rolled my eyes in disgust and replied, "You could try! Ask your mom -- she likes me! I'm sure she'd let out of whatever obligations you have this weekend. You could make it up next weekend!"
My boyfriend just sighed and grinned at me again. "You know I can't, sweetie. I've got family obligations." He reached out blindly and set his hand down on my bare knee and let it travel upwards towards my crotch until I put my legs together to deny him access. He sighed again and said, "I'll make it up to you. There will be other weekends, I promise."
I stuck my tongue between my lips and blew a loud raspberry in response and then stared out the window, watching the homes of our small town pass by. I felt so pissed off. I pounded my fists against my upper thighs and yelled out, "FUCK!"
#
I suppose a little explanation is in order. I've been dating Jonny since early on in our Junior year. I love him and I think he loves me. He turned eighteen in late May just before we became Seniors and I turned eighteen in early June. We had already been making out hot and heavy and two days after my birthday, he took my cherry and we've been fucking up a storm ever since. It hurt like hell at first, but now four months later -- his big cock makes me crazy.
This morning, my parents informed me that they were flying out to a book selling conference in New York City -- Daddy runs a small religious press -- printing lots of Protestant religious books. That meant I had the house all to my self and I immediately had visions of Jonny and me having unlimited opportunities to fuck without worrying about Mom or Daddy walking in on us. But, no, I'd forgotten that it was Jonny's weekend to do his so called family obligations.
Since Jonny turned eighteen, he'd had some weird family thing going on that requires his complete attention from Friday through Sunday every fourth weekend. He would never clarify what "family obligations" meant, but explained it was something he absolutely couldn't get out of. I didn't like it and pouted a bit every fourth weekend, but I always got over it. I mean, I love the jerk!
And I meant it when I said his mom liked me -- heck, his whole family liked me. I'd been over many evenings to his house for dinner and to work on homework or to watch TV and his mother had taken a real shine to me much to my mother's disgust who made it plain that she thought Nikki Hollister was a bit of a slut.
You have to understand, Mom and Daddy were very religious -- devout, conservative Christians and I suppose to Mom who never met a high collared dress she didn't like, Jonny's mom dressed like a loose woman. I would never think that, although Nikki wasn't shy about showing off what she had.
She was a tall woman with very womanly curves -- I'd guess her figure was a very solid 40DD-26-38. Her large breasts rode high on her body, the upper swells usually on display in the scoop necked blouses and sweaters she preferred and her dress hems were always above the knee and showing off her very long and shapely legs. When you add those brilliant blue eyes and long straw-blonde hair cut like Jennifer Aniston, framing her face, you were talking about a very lovely woman.
It didn't bother me at all when Daddy would tease me about Jonny planning to "marry a girl just like dear old Mom," because truth be told, I did look a lot like his mother. Tall and whitish-blonde hair, a very pert and firm pair of 38D breasts, a slender figure and toned, athletic legs from years of girls' soccer. And I loved the fact that Nikki really seemed to get along with me and was supportive of Jonny and me since we began dating. Jonny and I had begun making plans for after school -- even talking about marriage once we got out of college.
Still, this once a month 'family obligation' thing was driving me nuts and after giving me a loving kiss goodbye, Jonny drove away, leaving me still fuming. Once I was inside, I slung my book bag into a corner of the living room and stewed about losing this great opportunity to fuck and brooding over what the fuck Jonny could possibly be doing with these 'family obligations."
I'd wondered before, but now I felt an obsession growing over it. I couldn't wrap my head around it. Jonny was part of a typical nuclear family. There was his father, David, his mother Nicky and his sister Erica who was almost twenty and still lived at home while attending college in a nearby small city. No grandparents or ailing relatives to take care of...no massive farm to deal with...no family business he had to help with -- his father was an accountant and his mother was a legal secretary. The Hollister family wasn't particularly religious -- so I didn't think it was some God thing. It just made no sense.
I thought about calling his mother and trying to actually get her to let him out of whatever the 'family obligations' was, but even though I picked up the phone twice -- in the end, I didn't think it would work. Since May, his 'family obligation' had come every four weeks without fail. I knew his sister, Erica also had the same obligations, but on a different week -- once I'd called her up about going shopping the coming weekend and she'd declined, offering to go the following weekend and then last month, I'd tried to set her up on a blind date with a cousin who'd been visiting, but she'd said no because it was her weekend for "family obligations.'
As evening fell -- I grew more disgusted and pissed and horny. My parents' house was quiet and empty and it should have been filled with my moans and the smell of sperm and wet pussy while we fucked our young brains out. I thought about retiring to my room and playing with myself -- there was a bowl of cucumbers on the kitchen counter that would have been perfect for the role, but I was too pissed off to succumb to my needs. Jonny's goddamn 'family obligations' occupied my every thought.
Finally, I decided to end the damn mystery and go over there and find out what the hell was going on. I stripped off my school clothes and got dressed in black sweat pants and sweat shirt and tying my long blonde hair into a ponytail, I donned a black baseball cap. Looking in the mirror, I looked like some teenage commando/bimbo. All I was lacking was that black stuff on my face.
I got Mom's car out and drove down the dark streets until I was maybe a block from my boyfriend's house. I parked, locked up, leaving my purse behind and tucking my keys into a small black fanny pack I used whenever I went jogging with Daddy.
It was maybe going on ten o'clock as I was slipping down the street where Jonny lived. Stealthily, I slipped into his neighbor's back yard and worked my way towards Jonny's house. Their back yard was surrounded by a ten foot tall privacy fence. Nikki -- Mrs. Hollister liked her privacy when she did her sunbathing in the backyard. I made my way to the fence gate and quietly unlatched it. I slipped through the entrance, my heart beating wildly and forcing myself to not giggle. I felt a bit of a thrill go through me at the thought that I was peeking on my boyfriend like some pervert. It's the same thrill one gets rolling yards...something Jonny and I had done to poor Mrs. Kelton -- our perpetually befuddled Calculus instructor just a week ago. Lord, the toilet paper looked so awful strung up in her trees.
There was light shining through the sliding doors that led from the deck to the kitchen area. I was pretty sure if I went to the far left side of the doors -- I could see into the living room. Finally, I felt, I would get a handle on Jonny's damned 'family obligations.'
The light made it easy to wind my way through the clutter of their backyard patio and the deck -- lawn chairs, a rolled up garden hose on wheels, the gas grill that was the pride and joy of Jonny's father. Softly I crept up the steps of the deck, pausing whenever the boards creaked. I eased into the shadows at the edge of the sliding glass doors and slowly knelt down. There were lights on in the kitchen and in the living room. From outside my vision was a bright glare that I was sure was from the big screen television they kept in there.
Someone moved out of the kitchen past me and I ducked back, momentarily surprised, then moved to see who it was and got a bigger surprise. It was Jonny's mother, Nikki and aside from some stiletto high heels, she was completely naked! I watched her backside, her butt cheeks firm and tight swaying as she walked into the carpeted living room -- the high heels helping define and draw attention to her shapely calves. She had a goblet of what I guessed was white wine in her hands.
I clamped a hand across my gaping mouth -- stifling any gasp or giggle I might have made seeing my boyfriend's mother stark naked. I held my breath, wondering what I might see next. Nikki and her husband, David must have been having a romantic night alone which made me wonder where the hell my boyfriend was. Nikki held my attention as she came to the low slung sofa and eased herself down, now facing me, revealing her nakedness in all its glory.
I had always assumed that Nikki's large breasts stayed upright with lots of help from a heavy-duty bra, but I was impressed to see her heavy breasts, sagging just a little, huge, gourd shaped tits that sat proudly on her chest, capped by thick nipples the size of large, ripe grapes. Her stomach was nearly as flat as mine and her vulva was covered by a light fleece of blondish pubic hair and did little to hide her arousal. Long, swollen lips flowered out, blossoming as she bent her knees and spread her thighs wider. Her lips moved as her eyes were fixed on someone out of sight, presumably standing in the hallway that led to the front sitting room and the stairs that led to the bedrooms upstairs.
I never really considered myself into women before, but I felt a tickle of wetness and fire between my legs as I looked at my boyfriend's mom, sitting so...so, sexually just a few feet away. I wasn't sure why I was turned on. Maybe it was because of her obvious sensuality. Maybe it was the voyeuristic side of me discovering itself. Maybe it was because I expected to see Jonny's father next and the thought of seeing my boyfriend's parents fucking turned me on. Maybe it was all those things and maybe more. I licked my lips in anticipation, one hand balanced on a knee, sliding upwards along my inner thigh.
Nikki continued to talk to someone between sips of wine, her hand idly teasing her swollen nipples, pausing only to wave at someone as if to urge them to come to her. Shadows heralded movement from beyond my line of sight and I expected to see David in some state of undress, but to my shock, Jonny's sister Erica strolled into view. She was completely naked -- not even sporting the stilettos like her mother. Erica walked calmly, her body relaxed, to climb onto the couch next to her mother.
Erica, like her brother, took after their father. Jonny was tall and a bit stocky -- not fat, but solidly built. On him, with his exercise regimen, he was a pretty buff looking man, well muscled, but not muscle bound. For Erica, who'd always been a tom-boy, she was caught somewhere between stocky and slender -- full bodied without an ounce of wasted fat. She had large, wide breasts and a flat stomach and powerful, well toned thighs that had served her well playing soccer during high school and helping her get a scholarship to college. Her ass cheeks were full, but tight.
Erica exuded health with her clearly athletic body. As she turned a bit on the couch, her heavy breasts rolled slightly and her bush was exposed -- a thick mat of pubic hair, trimmed neatly into a 'V' that pointed down to her spread wide pussy lips. In the light of the room's lamps and the glare of the television, the pink flesh of her cunt gleamed wetly...even her upper thighs seemed to reflect wetness. Her dark hair was tousled -- she kept brushing the thick, shoulder length mane back off her face, strands wet with sweat, sticking to her forehead.
A muffled moan slipped between my fingers as she leaned into her mother, her breasts mashing against Nikki's firm breasts as she kissed her. A fiery jolt of excitement burst between my legs and I felt the wetness building in my pussy as I watched mother and daughter kissing passionately, hints of tongues playing between their lips. Already I could feel my aroused labia rubbing against wet cotton. Erica slipped one arm around her mother's shoulders and then turned to look back the way she had come. Both were grinning and talking to someone. My mind raced with a million thoughts -- wondering what the hell I had stumbled onto here -- Erica and Nikki acting like lesbian lovers. I wondered where Erica's dad was. The possibilities send more shivers of naughty delight coursing through my body.
Erica crooked a finger at someone and again, there was the suggestion of movement by shadows and then my boyfriend walked into the room -- naked as the day he was born, sporting an erection that preceded his entrance by several inches! I felt my head begin to spin and I reached out and touched the wood siding of the house to steady myself. Part of me ached to run away and not see anymore, but part of me -- the dominant part kept me rooted in place, scarcely believing my eyes as I watched the spectacle unfolding before me.
Jonny approached his mother and sister, pausing as his mother, after sitting her wine glass on a nearby end table, reached out and wrapped her hand around his cock. A shiver went through my boyfriend's body as his mother slowly began to stroke his cock. Nikki looked up into her son's eyes and even from where I knelt, hidden, I could see a gleam of excitement and lust shining in her eyes. Subtly, she pulled him a step closer, gently masturbating Jonny as she brought the head of his erect penis close to her mouth.
Nikki glanced back at her daughter, an evil grin on her face, before returning her gaze to her son's face and saying something to him. Jonny responded by reaching out and stroking his mother's long blonde hair, his hand intertwining in her straw-colored tresses and pulling her head towards him until her lips brushed his cock. Nikki's tongue flicked out to lick at her son's swollen cock head and she must have licked it, caused she grinned happily up at him and then her lips parted and she took him into her mouth.
I could see Jonny's ass cheeks clench and tighten as he lifted himself up on his toes as his mother began to suck on his cock. Erica, still kneeling, leaned in and ran her hand over her brother's chest, pausing to rub and pinch his pebble hard nipples. I clamped my mouth closed to stifle a sudden moan erupting from my throat as an explosion of unexpected pleasure rifled through my body. I don't know what shocked me more -- seeing my boyfriend's mother giving him a blowjob or the fact I was near orgasm from excitement because of it.
I knew this was wrong...perverted...sick and I should have been super-pissed off. That was my man's cock in there and his mother had no business seeing it, let alone wrapping her luscious lips around it and sucking him off. I didn't jump up and start screaming or throwing things. I didn't flee in horror or anger and being betrayed. Instead, I discovered that somehow, without even thinking about it, my hand was already beneath the waistband of my sweat pants and had shoved my panties aside and was rubbing my sopping wet pussy. I trembled not from fury, but with lust as I watched the incestuous action in front of me.
Jonny's mother, Nikki bobbed her head furiously as she ran her lips up and down her son's cock -- I could imagine her tongue was working furiously, licking his long, thick shaft and rolling wickedly over and around the swollen and spongy head of his throbbing cock. Jonny was the only man I'd ever sucked off, but it seemed to me that Nikki knew what she was doing. And she was doing it well.
After a few minutes in which she demonstrated she was able to deep-throat her son's cock while Erica caressed her brother's body and showered it with loving kisses, Nikki finally let her son's dick slip from between her lips. She looked up at him with motherly love and said something as she scooted back on the wide cushioned couch and slowly spread her legs wide, exposing to Jonny her own sodden cunt flesh. While Erica ducked in and gave her brother's cock a sisterly lick and suck, Nikki held out her arms in a supplicating fashion and I gasped, understanding what was about to happen!
Jonny slowly went to his knees, his erect cock, glistening with his mother's saliva, seemed to line up perfectly with his mother's aroused pussy. Nikki slid forward slightly, allowing her labia to kiss the tip of Jonny's cock. She rolled her hips and her cunt lips seemed to close over nearly half of her son's cock head and then Jonny was lunging forward and with one swift thrust, buried his cock deep inside his mother's pussy!
Nikki's cries of incestuous pleasure were loud and clear -- even to me across the room and behind a thick pane of glass and as she drew her knees up and her ankles slipped around to cross behind his hips, I felt three fingers of my own hand slid into my pussy. Mother and son went motionless as Jonny had his cock buried to the root inside Nikki's pussy, her arms going around his neck and pulling him down so she could kiss him -- their mouths visibly working as they shared tongues. It was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed -- light years beyond anything in my imagination. Beside Nikki on the couch, her daughter and Jonny's sister had one hand busy rubbing her wet pussy while the other cupped and mauled a heavy tit.
Finally, Jonny began to fuck his mother -- his cock ramming quick and hard into Nikki's motherly cunt like a trip hammer. Their kiss broke apart with Nikki falling back, her face screwed up in incestuous pleasure as her son buried his thick meat in her again and again. Her nipples swelled up until they looked ready to burst, Jonny reaching out and playing with her massive breasts while they bounced and rolled from his thrusts. Between loud cries and sobs, she babbled at her son -- most of it garbled, but I made out the occasional word -- "Love, fuck, cock, more harder, love, son, fuck, mommy,"
Jonny's face was partially turned away from me, but I could see that same loving and lusty grin he would have when he was on top of me, making love to me with that long, thick dick of his -- an intense expression that conveyed love and desire and even now, made me want to swoon from the loving power it held. Mother and son moved together in perfect union and underneath my own awe and shock of the moment, I recognized that this was not the first time Jonny and Nikki had fucked as lovers.



Nikki's moans escalated and her body stiffened as an expression of orgasmic bliss swept over her -- her son never halting, continuing to sink his cock deep into her womb again and again as she writhed in climax beneath him. Her fingers clawed and scrabbled across his back, trailing lines that left welts...crisscrossing with remnants of scratches I'd left while squirming with orgasmic lust with his magnificent cock buried in me. Gradually, the tall, busty blonde's body began to relax -- not completely, not with her son's constant cock thrusts, but between her moans, she now smiled and even laughed with the pleasure given her by Jonny. My fingers swirled around my pussy -- touching those most special spots as I trembled on the edge of my own orgasm.
I saw Nikki's lips move as she said something to her son. Jonny nodded and slowly slid his cock from his mother's grasping cunt. His swollen penis gleamed with Nikki's pussy juices. Nikki slowly slid down and rolled over, her knees landing on the carpeted floor and her lush ass cheeks wiggling back at Jonny. As his mother placed herself in position to receive her son's cock doggy style, Erica moved to the floor on her knees and hungrily took her brother's cock in her mouth, licking Jonny's cock clean of their mother's cunt cream.
Erica let Jonny's cock slip from her lips, rising up to kiss her brother on the mouth before leaning over Nikki's back and getting a good grip on her mother's ass cheeks, spreading them to better expose Nikki's dripping wet pussy for her brother. Jonny moved forward, again, driving his cock deep into his mother's pussy. Nikki threw her head back, lips curled in a carnal sneer as she screams in delight as her son fucks her hard.
Erica showered her mother's back and shoulders with kisses before wrapping her hand in Nikki's hair and pulling her head back to kiss her hard, tongues melding as their lips pressed together while Jonny leaned forward against Nikki's back, his hands sliding around and under his mother to cup her pillowing breasts while his hips were a blur, fucking Nikki like a madman.
My fingers squirmed and fluttered in my own pulsating cunt, covered in my juices that were pouring from me, making the crotch of my sweat pants a wet, sodden mess. My nipples were hard beneath my sports bra -- the lycra material feeling itchy in a delicious way against my swollen nubs. My boyfriend...the love of my life was fucking his mother and fucking her well and I was more aroused than I could ever recall -- even more than the first time Jonny exploded inside me.
Nikki's screams grew as her son fucked her, cock sliding in and out in a blur between her swollen labia, coated with her juices -- the scene so intensely real I could almost hear the wet noise of cock and pussy in incestuous union. Jonny's mother clawed at the cloth on the couch and she again went rigid in the throes of an orgasm while her son was almost manic in his thrusts into her cunt -- sweat pouring off both of them and then Jonny turned to Erica and said something and she crouched down near her mother' and brother's joined loins and as Nikki cried out a rhapsody of erotic joy, Jonny pulled out and aimed his cock at his sister's face and began to spray Erica with hot sperm.
My orgasm swept over me, three fingers plunged deep in my pussy while my other hand was stuffed into my mouth to squelch my own sobs -- then Nikki was turning around and joined her daughter, faces cheek to cheek as her son splattered white, creamy semen across both their faces, hosing them both with jet after jet of his fresh seed and as Jonny milked the last few shots of his jism from his cock, Nikki and Erica turned to each other and began to kiss, sharing the incestuous load of spunk with each other.
Watching their tongues join, lapping and moving blobs of thick semen around their faces, smearing it across their faces, I lost control and before I realized what I was doing, my hand fell from my mouth and I let out a long, soulful cry of orgasmic pleasure. As one, mother, brother, and sister turned and looked my way, their eyes widening as they saw me kneeling outside on the deck, my hand jammed down the front of my sweats.
Pleasure fought with shock and embarrassment and I stumbled to my feet, pitching forward and banging my head against the glass door -- making me see stars as in my panic, I tried to flee. Staring into the lighted room had ruined my night vision and I barely was able to stumble down the desk steps. I ran blindly for the fence gate, but tripped over the garden hose cart and caught my leg against part of the gas grill, sending me crashing down over a lawn chair. Pain now fought with pleasure as my body tried to sort out the remnants of my orgasm and the new feelings of pain.
I was disorientated for several moments and then a bright light was shining in my eyes and I heard Jonny's father bellow, "What the hell's going on here?" Squinting my eyes, I saw him standing over me with a flashlight, dressed in a suit -- tie hanging loosely around his neck.
"David, it's okay, I think," I heard Nikki call out above us and then there was the sound of high heels and bare feet scuffling across the deck. Shadows loomed up and I saw Jonny's mother standing over me, still naked, her large breasts swaying as she leaned over to peer at me. "Alesha? Heavens, girl, what were you doing?"
Erica's face peered over her mother's shoulder and it suddenly registered that both still had thick strands of Jonny's sperm hanging and running down their faces. Jonny suddenly appeared, kneeling at my side. "Alesha, are you okay?" he asked, concern thick in his voice. He was naked, his skin shiny with sweat...no, fuck sweat! For the first time, I realized he wasn't completely naked -- around his neck was a black choker necklace...or maybe a dog collar. The flashlight's beam glinted off the metal studs. It only made the last few minutes feel even more surreal.
I felt like I was stoned or something as I looked from face to face. I tried to speak, but could only sputter helplessly. "You...Nikki...motherfucker!"
Nikki spoke up, her voice the epitome of motherly concern. "It's okay, Alesha. It will be fine." She paused and then with concern in her voice that matched Jonny's continued, "Oh, sweetheart. You cut yourself...you're bleeding."
I looked down to see a long rip in my sweatpants along one ankle up to the knee where I'd tore it while destroying one of their fabric lawn chairs -- the metal armrest having caught the material. I saw bright red blood pooling against my skin and my head went light and then everything went black!
#
The darkness was comforting and I embraced it, even though it was noisy. As I drifted through my semi-conscious state, I could hear muffled noises that slowly became voices. As they grew louder, I moaned unhappily, not wanting to leave my safe, lightless womb, but finally, I couldn't resist the call of the voices and the growing light illuminating my safe place.
I opened my eyes to find myself sprawled out on the couch in the Hollister's living room. Jonny and his sister, Erica and his parents, Nikki and David were around me -- my boyfriend kneeling beside me and Nikki sitting in a small, overstuffed chair someone had dragged up so she could be close. Jonny's hand was resting atop my right hand which was draped on my stomach. He gave it a light squeeze and smiled encouragingly at me. Nikki had hold of my left hand and she too squeezed it gently as she beamed down at me. "Everything is fine, Alesha -- you just fainted."
I smiled back at them, wondering what terrible dream I was waking up from, then as I realized that both mother and son were naked, the recent events I'd witnessed came rushing back to me. Pressure on my leg made me shift my gaze and my eyes met Erica's as she finished wrapping a bandage around my upper ankle. I suddenly realized that my sweat pants were gone and I was nearly naked below the waist, wearing only a pair of black, French cut bikini panties.
Erica smiled at me and said, "It's just a little cut -- not much more than a scratch. No need for stitches -- I've got you all patched up." She stood up, her breasts bouncing merrily as she moved.
I stiffened momentarily, remembering I'd cut myself and then fainted, but my memories of seeing mother, son and daughter fucking up a storm came storming back into my mind. "You guys...OMIGOD!" I jerked my hand away from Jonny. "You...you were fucking your mother!" I moved to jerk my other hand away from Nikki's grasp, but she held on firmly and calmly. "Nikki...you...you're his Mom and you let Jonny fuck you!" I felt myself spinning out of control again and knew I was about to lose it.
Nikki squeezed my hand more firmly and leaned in, her breasts hanging heavily and swaying almost hypnotically in a way I never realized could be so beautiful. My head felt like it would explode at any minute with all that I was feeling. "Alesha...calm down. We'll explain everything." She drew my hand to her lips and kissed it softly, then flicked her tongue out, rolling it along my forefinger and middle finger. With sudden horror, I realized that she held the hand I'd had stuffed in my cunt not long before.
Jonny's mother confirmed that she knew this by saying, "I know this all a bit confusing, but let's be honest, dear -- we weren't the only ones enjoying ourselves." She slipped my fingers into her mouth and sucked on them for a long moment while her eyes held mine, watching me -- waiting for me to back away from the edge of hysteria. Between my legs, I could feel fresh wetness building underneath my panties.
Nikki finally tugged on my hand, drawing me up to a sitting position so I was facing her. Erica sat down beside me, her warm thigh pressed against my leg while her father sat down on my other side. I realized he was now just wearing boxer shorts, having doffed his work clothes. My head began to swim again, but Jonny drew my attention away by reclaiming my free hand and saying, "I love you, Alesha -- nothing's changed," as he continued to kneel at my feet. He flashed that reckless smile that would have made me hot between my legs if there hadn't already been a fire there.
"Sweetheart," Nikki said softly, drawing my attention to her lovely face again. "David and I raised our family by focusing on love and intimacy. We never taught Jonny and Erica that love and sex and intimacy were bad things...things that had to be hidden or restrained, but rather celebrated and expressed. Our children grew up understanding that loving another is the most wonderful thing in the world.
"For a long time, David and I considered what to do when our children became adults and had the freedom to choose the way they wanted to live. We have some rather special ideas about family and wanted to show our children a better way -- a better way to express their love for family."
Nikki glanced over at her husband who nodded encouragingly and then continued. "We always believed that it was through making love that true intimacy is achieved and we wanted to have that deeper relationship with Jonny and Erica." She grinned at her children, licking her lips before continuing with, "I'll confess it was hard to wait, especially as they grew into beautiful and sexy young adults, but only when Jonny turned eighteen, did we offer to expand the relationship between us."
Nikki paused again and glanced meaningfully at each of her children before again turning her attention to me. "I'm not ashamed to say I've fucked my son. I love my Jonny and it has been the most profoundly erotic thing I've ever experienced." Jonny reached out and took his mother's free hand. Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I could feel the power that mother and son shared course through me as well.
David cleared his throat and added, "And making love to Erica has been the same for me. I love fucking my daughter and I cannot imagine ever giving it up!" Erica's eyes began to tear and she blew her father a loving kiss.
I sat quietly for a moment and looked down at my boyfriend. "And you, Jonny? Do you feel the same way about your mother?"
Jonny didn't respond for a long moment as if gathering his thoughts. Finally he answered me. "Alesha, I do love you -- I hope you never doubt that, but...yes, there is something special about being with Mom -- being cock-deep in her that I don't experience with you or even Erica, though I love her too." Jonny looked to his Mom and smiled at Nikki with a brilliant intensity I'd never witnessed before. "I think we're meant to be lovers -- Mom was my first fuck and so far, my greatest!"
I felt my face burn -- why, I'm not sure...maybe it was actually hearing the boy I loved most confessing he loved fucking his mother more than me. Then Jonny's next words caught me totally by surprise. "I still want to marry you, Alesha...someday, and have babies with you so that someday, you can share the same wonderful joy with our son."
He looked at me with his beautiful eyes and I knew there was no deceit in them -- that he meant what he said and I was suddenly overcome with desire and pleasure and I broke free of their hands and clapped them to my face as I sobbed while an unassisted orgasm burst into life between my legs and spreading through my whole body. Images of a son with Jonny's smile and my hair and eyes leapt to life in my mind, a gorgeous young man with my Jonny's cock between his legs, climbing between my thighs ann...
"OMIGOD!" I moaned, shivering as the wicked thoughts fueled the nasty pleasure coursing through my body. I started to cry and Jonny was on his feet and had me in his arms and held me as I sobbed and tried to make sense of the world around me. Other hands reached out and stroked my legs and hair -- no reason other than sharing human contact...human caring and love.
When I had myself under control again, Jonny and Nikki were sitting beside me. David was in the small overstuffed chair, Erica draped lazily in his lap. I tried not to react when I saw David cup one his daughter's meaty breasts in his hand r when I noticed Erica slowly working her hips over what I assumed was an erection in her father's shorts.
Almost stuttering through my slowly fading sniffles, I looked to Nikki and said in a halting voice, "So, what...why these weekends with these 'family obligations.'"
Nikki grinned and replied as she put an arm around my shoulders. "Honey, we all agreed to be equal partners and all make love whenever the mood strikes us, but we wanted to do something that opened us up -- made us more committed to each other. David came up with the idea of the 'family obligation,' a way to explore our carnal sides and have some fun and be closer as a family."
Erica took up the explanation, occasionally pausing to moan as David began to let his fingers explore between her legs. "We take weekends about being the willing slave of the rest of the family. Once every four weeks, each of us dons the collar of obligation," she said, nodding towards the black collar still around Jonny's neck. "From Friday afternoon till Sunday at midnight, that person is at the beck and call of the rest of the family -- unable to refuse a request from the others."
"You got to see me request a good fucking from my son, tonight," said Nikki. "And then Erica asked her brother to cum on her face," her face broke into a big grin as she added, "and on my face."
"Since I got home after dropping you off," said Jonny, "I've eaten Mom's pussy twice, fucked her and then Erica and then Mom again." He sounded both proud and a bit weary.
"And I plan to have him sleep tonight with his face between my legs," Nikki said in a husky voice, "With the command to lick me to orgasm whenever he can."
"Erica usually spends the night in my bed when her brother is pleasuring their mother for the night," said David, pausing to kiss his daughter passionately on the lips. "We'll enjoy a good fuck and then get a good night's sleep. I expect Jonny won't let his mom get much rest tonight."
"I better not," murmured Nikki in an awfully naughty voice. The entire family laughed at that and I found myself chuckling too.
"Tomorrow, the fun and games resume and we'll all take turns having Jonny pleasure us or each other," chimed in Erica, now dry humping her father openly while he pinched and pulled at her hard, swollen nipple.
"You can make Jonny do things to each other?" I asked, surprised at my curiosity. "Like, Nikki, you order Jonny to eat your pussy while he fucks Erica?"
The older blonde woman nodded, her breasts gently bouncing as she did so. "Absolutely...or when it's my turn to wear the collar, Jonny might ask his mom to lick his spunk out of his sister's pussy." She licked her lips and said, "And I am always eager to obey."
The very shamelessness of the concept took my breath away. A thought occurred to me and I looked from Jonny to his father and back. "You do anything they ask?" I said to my boyfriend. "What if your mother asked you to suck your daddy's cock?"
Both women snorted while both men looked faintly amused. "Well...I could command Jonny to do that...in truth, I think I'd like to see it," said Nikki.
She and her daughter exchanged rueful glances and Erica finished by saying, "But while Mom and I happily have sex and Daddy and little brother here love watching Mom and me getting all lesbian sexy, they both wimp out and decline the guy to guy thing. They'd obey our command if they're wearing the collar, but the other one would just smile and decline." She turned her head and kissed her father before whispering to him, "Wimps."
David chucked and said, "Myself, when one of the girls is wearing the collar, I like to see them fuck my son -- especially Jonny fucking his mother and sometimes we like taking them together, but that's as close as Jonny and I get." He shrugged his shoulders and said, "Just going with what turns me on."
Mother and daughter rolled their eyes at that and then began to giggle. Nikki returned to explaining their secret way of life to me. "And that's it. We did agree to never break the cycle -- we are committed to being completely there when it's our turn to wear the collar. Otherwise, we come and go as we like. Last weekend, it was my turn and I was with one or more of my family the whole weekend, but you know Jonny went out -- you and he had a date." Nikki's face reddened slightly. "You two fucked. I know. I tasted your cunt on his cock."
I felt my face turn bright red and she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. I was suddenly very aware of her large breast dragging against my sweatshirt covered arm. "Not the first time I've sucked you off his cock. I do it even when I'm not commanded to."
"Omigod," I whispered, shivering, though whether from shock or arousal...or both, I wasn't sure. "This is so strange...so unreal." There were tears in my voice which was sounding a little strange.
Nikki nodded sympathetically. "I can imagine. This is a lot to take in." She looked at each member of her family with a question on her face and each in turn looked a little pensive, but nodded in agreement with a silent answer. Jonny's mother looked at me and patted my arm. "I'm going to have Jonny drive you home. Get some rest and think about what you've learned and then...well, then we'll see what happens." She turned to Erica and said, "Sweetie, go find some sweats or something Alesha can wear."
Initially, I liked that idea -- part of me wanted nothing more than to bury my head under the pillows of my bed and forget everything for a while, but then I had what I suppose was an epiphany. Nikki and family were sending me home -- letting me leave despite possessing knowledge that could destroy them...even send them to jail or at the very least wreck their lives. I was filled with wonder as I realized Jonny's Mom...the entire family were trusting me with their greatest secret.



"Wait...please," I said softly before Erica could leave the room, halting her in her tracks, her meaty breasts swaying as I spoke. New and incredible truths were erupting in my mind even as I continued to speak. I looked at Nikki and tried to smile, nervous and scared and scarcely believing what I was about to say.
I looked at each member of Jonny's family, my heart now beating so fast I could barely breathe. "I want to stay," I said meekly. "This has been...scary, but I'm more excited than I've ever been in my life." I reached out to Jonny and took his hand in mine again. "I know you love me and I want to spend my life with you and..." I looked around at his mother, father and sister, hoping they could see the truth and the lust in my face. "And I want to be a part of your family in every way....please."
I locked gazes with Nikki -- her face intently studying mine. "You realize what you're saying, Alesha...what you're committing too?" she said in a gentle, but serious voice. "You're not only going to be Jonny's lover, but David's and Erica's..." and her voice took on a husky tone, "And be my lover as well."
I nodded and said, "Oh yes, I want that too. I...I want all of you, Mrs. Hollister."
Nikki nodded and it seemed to me as if her nipples swelled a bit larger and she turned to her husband and said, "What do you think?"
David looked at me and I mean he really looked at me and I felt completely naked even though I was still partially clothed. "Well, I think she's serious and she and Jonny, well...they remind me of you and me when we were their age. I say we add a fifth to our family. At least, we let her try."
Jonny's mom turned to her daughter and said, "Erica?"
The buxom young woman grinned and said, "I can't wait to eat Jonny's spunk out of her little pussy!"
Nikki chuckled and said to her son, "Jonny?"
My boyfriend was grinning from ear to ear as he replied, "I love you, Alesha. I dreamed of somehow making this happening and now, you're the one making it happen!" He rose up and leaning over me, gave me a wet kiss -- my heart lurching a bit as I felt his hard cock brush my bare leg and tasted another woman's pussy on his lips. I moaned a little with lust as our tongues danced, wondering if it was his mother's or sister's juices I was tasting.
Nikki smiled and said, "Very well, but I want you to be very sure...this is a big step." Jonny's mother stood up and began giving out commands. "Erica, sleep with your father tonight -- we'll let Alesha have your room tonight and Jonny will stay with me." She reached out and wrapped her hand around Jonny's cock, holding it possessively as she drew him to her side. "Dear, I still want you to sleep on it. Tomorrow morning, if you still want to join us as family, you can take Jonny's place for 'family obligations' for the rest of the weekend.
Nikki's tone brooked no argument and I nodded meekly. Jonny kissed me goodnight while his mother used my cell phone to call Mom and Daddy and explain that I'd gotten spooked staying home alone and that I'd spend the weekend with them under Nikki's "personal" supervision, Jonny's mother grinning evilly at me as she told my mother to, "Not worry a bit, we'll take care of Alesha like she was family."
I went to sleep alone, a bit disappointed that I wasn't at least going to spend it with Jonny and a little jealous as in the wee hours of the night I could hear passionate cries and moans from the bedrooms on either side. In the end, I fell asleep pretty quickly with all sorts of naughty images dancing through my head as I wondered what morning would bring.
#
I could smell the coffee and croissants before I even opened my eyes, stretching underneath the down comforter covering my nearly naked body in Erica's bed. I was wearing panties and one of Erica's old T-shirts -- Nikki having confiscated my sweats last night to wash. I took a deep breath and thought I could smell the fragrance of sex on her sheets and wondered who she'd fucked here...her father or her brother? I grinned as I realized there was another possibility. Maybe both!
On a tray resting on a desk across from the bed was a cup of coffee, a glass of orange juice, some freshly baked croissant rolls and some fruit. A note next to the tray said, "EAT UP AND SHOWER AND THEN COME DOWNSTAIRS AFTER YOU DECIDE TO DO! LOVE, NIKKI."
A tremor raced through me as last nights events washed over me and what I remembered what I had asked to become a part of. A night's sleep had done nothing to change my mind. I was so aroused, I felt like I was almost vibrating. I felt too nervous to eat, but somehow managed to put away the orange juice, a roll and several pieces of fruit. I went into Erica's private bathroom (I was so envious...I had to share one with the folks at home), and quickly took a shower, almost having a small orgasm as I washed between my legs -- my fingers and the pulsating jets of the shower head almost too much for my aroused pussy.
I toweled off and brushed out my long, blonde hair and then padded naked back into the bedroom. The tray of food was gone. In its place were my sweatshirt and sweatpants -- the leg rip neatly mended. Next to it was a collar -- a black, metal studded collar. I looked around and my panties and T-shirt were gone. I smiled -- Nikki's message was simple and eloquent. It was time to make my choice.
I reached out and was shocked to see my hand was trembling as I paused over the collar. Suddenly the enormity of the decision I was about to make hit me. Everything I had believed...the morals I'd been raised with I was on the verge of abandoning -- throwing it away in pursuit of lusty perversity on a scale I never imagined. An image of my strait-laced parents dressed in their Sunday best holding out their arms imploring me to resist came to mind. Then an opposing view of the Hollisters came -- all naked and aroused, Jonny's and David's cocks swollen with lust, Nikki and Erica's pussies spread open, dripping with wetness. A delicious shiver slipped through my naked body, heating up the furnace already simmering between my legs. I made my choice.
Softly, I came down the steps, my heart pounding in my chest and my legs shaky. I heard voices from the kitchen and walked down the hallway and passed through the living room to find the Hollisters all gathered around their kitchen table. All were naked -- mother, father, daughter and son. One might think their nakedness would help alleviate my mild embarrassment at being completely naked except for the collar I wore around my neck.
In Erica's room, I'd stood before her full length mirror hanging on the door, looking at myself, collar in place, my body flushed with sexual arousal. Again, I was struck by the similarity of Nikki's body to mine. Both of us natural blonde -- both slender and large breasted, although Nikki's dwarfed mine considerably. Lean, flat stomachs leading southward to ripe, thick lipped labia -- although mine was slick and bald whereas hers was covered by a light layer of blonde pubic hair. I could scarcely breathe as I stroked the collar around my neck. I was scared yet aroused at humbling myself -- submitting myself to the whims of my boyfriend's family. My nipples ached -- engorged with blood and betraying my arousal.
Now I stood before Jonny and his family -- feeling both like a slut and so achingly shy. Jonny was the first person I'd been naked in front of as an adult and now, four adults stared hungrily at me. All four stood up and came to me -- Jonny's cock and that of his father, now completely erect and I took it as a compliment that his father's cock slapped hard against his belly just as his son's did.
Nikki reached me first and without warning, stepped up and slipped her arms around my waist and pulled me to her -- her massive breasts pressing into my own. "I'm so pleased you didn't change your mind, Alesha," she said warmly before leaning in for a kiss.
Her warms parted lips met mine and her tongue rifled into my mouth, making me sigh as it found mine -- the two fleshy members, rolling against each other, tasting, communicating the instantaneous eruption of lust between us. Nikki's hands trailed down my back to cup my tight ass cheeks and pull me up and against her as we kissed -- my first true loving kiss with another woman. She held me and kissed me as if she owned me, like I was a possession of hers and I felt pussy juice running down my thighs as my body reacted with unbridled lust.
Nikki broke the kiss and I found myself being passed to David who wrapped strong arms around me and pressed his surprisingly hairy body against my soft skin. Thick chest hair tickled and scraped against my nipples as he forcefully kissed me -- his cheeks unshaven and scratchy against my face. His tongue speared between my lips, almost fucking my mouth as he sought out my tongue, allowing me to curl mine around his thick, moist tongue. As our bodies merged, I felt his long, thick shaft press into my belly -- his cock throbbing with excitement. He interposed a hand between us so he could cup one breast, his palm scraping my erect nipple while his fingers dug into my fleshy tit.
Jonny's father was a wonderful kisser and I felt like my head was swimming as our kiss ended, David teasingly licking my lips before Erica stepped into my arms, giving me no warning as she roughly kissed me, her tongue forcing its way between my lips while she wrapped one arm around me to keep me close while the other palmed my naked pussy. More than her mother or father, Erica made me feel submissive -- taking control of me for her own pleasure. Her fingers spliced through my labia, sliding inside my slick flesh and making me sob as I experienced for the first time another woman touch my most secret places. Her tongue was like a wild animal in my mouth, almost raping my tongue as I struggled to hold my own as they dueled.
I was gasping for breath as I finally found my way into my boyfriend's arms, sighing happily as I felt his familiar touch -- his cock pressing against my flesh and his mouth, with its sweet taste greeting my tongue like a long lost lover. As he cupped my ass cheeks and ground his body against mine, I felt like I'd come home. His hands urged me to climb and wrapping my arms around his neck, I levered myself up, throwing my long legs around his waist, his cock head now pressed against my wet pussy, rubbing over my emerged and very erect clitoris.
I sobbed with pleasure against his mouth as I felt him carry me...somewhere. My tongue rabidly dueled his, relishing the sinfully delicious feeling of wet, moist flesh against wet, moist flesh. Gently Jonny sat me down and I realized we were sitting on the couch in the living room. As I sat, legs spread wide -- my pussy burning with need, my boyfriend looked down at me lustily while his mother slipped up beside him, slipping an arm around his waist. I looked for Erica and David, but they didn't appear.
"They've slipped off for some daddy-daughter quality time. They'll join us later in the day," Nikki said softly, her eyes hungrily roaming over my body. "I wanted some alone time with you and my son." Slowly, Jonny's mom sank to her knees between my widespread thighs. Nikki reached out and palmed my bald cunt. "I love how you feel, Alesha -- so smooth and slick." She looked up at Jonny and said, "You never told me your girlfriend shaves her pussy, son."
Jonny shrugged and replied, "Saving it for a nice surprise, Mom. Go ahead, taste it...you know you want to."
Nikki nodded and looked up at me. "Has a woman ever licked your pussy before, honey?"
I shivered with anticipation and whispered, "N-no."
Jonny's mother grinned and said, "Then you're in for a special treat." She rolled out her tongue and I moaned at how long and thick it seemed. Nikki leaned in, running her tongue upwards along my inner thigh and then across my pussy -- feeling hot and slick, yet rough over my labia before running back along my other thigh. "Get ready, Alesha, Momma Hollister's gonna gobble your pussy!"
Without warming, Nikki mashed her face against my crotch, making me cry out as suddenly, her mouth and tongue were on me -- spreading and licking my cunt. I sobbed with pleasure as she worked her head up and down, spreading my lips as her face from nose to chin seemed to be caressing and lapping my pussy flesh. Her tongue was like a dervish -- traveling from the base of my sopping wet slit upwards to slather hungrily over the wrinkled folds around my already throbbing and achingly sensitive clitoris. I bucked my pelvis against her face, my hands coming up almost involuntarily to intertwine fingers in her long, blonde tresses, wanting to tug her hard against my burning cunt.
Jonny stood there over us, his right hand idly stroking his cock as he watched his mother eat me out. I let her hair slip from one hand so I could reach up and caress my large breast, tugging and pulling at my swollen nipple, desiring to expand the torrent of unsuspected pleasure radiating outward from my pussy. Nikki murmured approvingly as I urged her face more tightly against my cunt -- my body quivering as her nostrils blew hot air over my slick flesh while her tongue swirled and danced over my sodden cunt flesh. I felt a small orgasm wash over me -- knowing it for a precursor to greater things yet to come...or cum.
Nikki paused, lifting her head, face dripping with my juices and said, "My God, Alesha, you're delicious!" She turned her head to gaze up at her son. "Fuck me, Jonny -- I know Alesha got a good show last night, but I want her to see up close how good her boyfriend fucks his mother." She wiggled her ass and said, "Do Mom doggy-style, son!" before she again mashed her face into my cunt, resuming her almost maddening licking of my pussy.
I sobbed with pleasure and felt a sudden gush of pussy juice as my mini orgasm began to swell into something bigger as I watched my boyfriend obediently kneel behind his mother, his cock so hard it slapped against his flat stomach. His mother moaned with pleasure as I soaked her face with a spray of cunt cream. As Nikki rolled her tongue slowly and teasingly over my swollen clitoris, her son spread her ass cheeks with practiced ease and using one hand, guided it to his mother's pussy. I couldn't see him thrust home, but felt his hard thrust and his mom's corresponding groan into my spread cunt.
Jonny wasted no time, immediately putting thick cock meat into Nikki's pussy with furious and strong thrusts. Her eyes were locked on mine, widening a little as her son buried his cock deep into her slick womb again and again -- her face mashing more firmly against my quivering pussy each time he slammed his cock into her womb. His long, thick cock was sending waves of pleasure though her pussy -- pleasure I knew well and for which I envied her. Little, muffled grunts of pleasure issued from her lips, the sudden exhalations of air adding to the stimulation her tongue was giving me.
Nikki's hands slid up from my waist to cup both of my meaty breasts, her fingernails digging into my tit flesh as her palms scraped against my turgid nipples, expanding my carnal delight. Each time Jonny rammed his big dick into his mother, Nikki's hands would momentarily contract, causing her fingers to sink deeper into my meaty breasts -- the sharp pains doing nothing but increasing the overall wildfire of erotic pleasure growing throughout my body. Nikki's eyes were aflame with pleasure of her own and I could feel Jonny's eyes upon us both -- his mother and girlfriend joined sapphically while he completed this quasi-incestuous coupling. Through Nikki, I was a part of Jonny fucking his mother -- her pleasure fueling mine and our combined pleasure no doubt spurring Jonny on to greater effort to fuck Nikki.
My cries grew in intensity as both Nikki and I began to quiver and flail about, her mouth like a ravenous beast devouring my flood of cunt cream, taking my pleasure higher and higher while she shoved her ass back to meet her son's thrusts, rolling her hips as Jonny buried his cock to the hilt in his mother's welcoming cunt.
Then like an all consuming wildfire, my orgasm raged up and out of control, spreading to Nikki who began sobbing her moans of orgasmic pleasure into my sodden pussy as Jonny reared back and roaring his own orgasm, rammed his cock deep into his mother and began shooting a massive load of hot semen into her pussy. Nikki's hands clawed at my tits, fingers sliding together to pinch and yank at my blood engorged nipples until I thought they would explode with pleasure.
My world was one of white fire that burned trails of ecstasy throughout my body until I thought I would go insane -- spurred on by that familiar look of intense passion Jonny's face got whenever he was cumming, both of us bucking our bodies into his mother -- her tongue a thing gone mad swirling over my quivering, cream covered pussy while her ass shoved back against her son's cock, ass cheek muscles bulging as she tightened her cunt around his thick shaft, milking him for every drop of his thick, creamy seed.
Everything went sweetly hazy for a minute and then I was on the floor on my back and Nikki was sobbing and babbling that she loved me and she loved her son and that she loved having us together. My eyes began to refocus only to find Jonny's mother moving to straddle my face -- throwing one toned and shapely leg over me as her lightly haired mound began to descend, coming to a stop a few inches above me.
"My son just gave me a sweet, hot load of spunk," Nikki hissed, her voice still hoarse from intense pleasure. "I want to share it with you...I want to show you how much Jonny loves his mother!"
Nikki's pussy was gaping wide open, flesh spread wide by her son's thickness and then I watched with awe as she seemed to flex her cunt muscles and semen, thick and white, mixed with copious amounts of her own juices emerged, hanging suspended from her well fucked hole for a tantalizing moment and then dropping to splatter against my lips and nose. I cried out, suddenly ravenous with the need to nurse -- to suck my boyfriend's sperm from his mother's cunt.
I raised my head and clamped my lips against Nikki's sex, nostrils flaring with excitement at her heady scent mixed with the aroma of Jonny's jism. I didn't have a real clue as to what to do, but relied on instinct as my tongue plunged between Nikki's cum smeared labia, lashing out to scoop up blobs of Jonny's semen. My hands came up to tug on Nikki's hips, pulling her down to sit on my face.
As I lapped at her sperm filled pussy, I gazed upwards, seeing Nikki's heavy breasts swaying as my efforts brought her pleasure and then Jonny was there, standing over us, his cock still mostly hard and dripping with sperm and pussy juice. His mother leaned forward, taking her son in her mouth, ravenously licking and sucking Jonny's cock clean of their combined creams. I groaned as my orgasm resurfaced for a moment as I reveled in the sight of a mother happily sucking her son's cock while I licked her pussy clean of her son's thick load of semen.
Nikki sucked her son's cock until it had completely recovered, waving proudly n front of him, gleaming with his mother's saliva. Nikki, her voice thick with passion from orgasmic pleasure I was giving her with my tongue, toppled off of me to land kneeling at my side, moaned, "Fuck her, son. I want to see my son fucking his sweetheart. Fuck her, Jonny -- fuck her like you'd fuck your mother!"
Nikki's face was smeared with semen and her own pussy juices as well as a thick coating of my cunt creams as she leaned back and with a lewd grin, watched as her son knelt between my legs. I moaned, both in anticipation of finally feeling Jonny's thick cock worming into my pussy and in a bit of fear as my head was spinning and my heart felt close to bursting from his mother's wicked tonguing of my twat. Still, I spread my shaky legs apart and drew up my knees, opening myself to my beloved's long and erect shaft.



As the head of Jonny's cock bumped against my vulva, unerringly pressing between my labia, Nikki pressed her lips to mine, offering me her tongue -- thrusting the sperm and pussy coated thing into my mouth as Jonny brutally shoved his cock into my wet, tight pussy. I felt like he'd shoved an electric cable into my cunt -- one that lit me up with pure carnal pleasure rather than electricity -- my back arching up as I bucked and writhed as with one long, brutal motion, my boyfriend buried his cock in me to the balls while his mother tongue-kissed me, sharing the taste of all us with me while I shared the contents of her cum filled pussy with her.
I felt Jonny on me, his cock moving like a brutal jackhammer -- fucking me hard as my body exploded with more pleasure than I'd ever known. His mother ended our kiss, moving to lick at my face, licking up blobs of Jonny's semen and her own juices before rising up to stare proudly at her son feeding me his cock.
Nikki grinned and leaned down again, kissing me briefly before running her tongue over the smeary mess on my face and then whispering in my ear, "Isn't he good, Alesha? Doesn't my son fuck like a master champion?" As I moaned in agreement, savoring the steady, strong in and out movement of Jonny's cock , spreading my flesh apart -- opening me up, Nikki continued, saying softly to me -- "I was his first, you know...before you, before Erica -- Jonny gave his virginity to his mother." Her tongue flicked over my ear and then she said, "Would you like to hear about it, Alesha?"
All I could do was nod and moan, hoping that amidst the utter carnal bliss I was experiencing, I could make myself understood.
Nikki kissed me again and then grinned and turned to her son and said, "Give me a taste, son." I moaned in frustration as Jonny obeyed his mother and slowly withdrew from my pussy, rising to his knees, his cock big and thick and coated in my juices. Nikki leaned over and took her son's cock in her mouth, sucking it clean of my juices. Jonny's mom licked her lips and then said in a husky voice, "Fuck her brains out, son!"
Jonny again instantly obeyed his mother and I let out a scream of utter pleasure as my boyfriend pressed his cock to my wet and flowered pussy and then rammed in home. His mother leaned back over me and kissed me -- sharing my own taste with me, her tongue rolling back and forth over my lips before spearing into my mouth, muffling my moans as Jonny buried his cock in me again and again.
Breaking the kiss, Nikki began whispering into my ear. "I had my son the moment he turned eighteen. I sucked his cock...his fine, big cock until he came in my mouth. You've sucked his cock, haven't you, Alesha?"
I moaned as that same cock seemed to be driving deeper in me with every thrust. "I was wearing a sexy little peignoir for my son and when he was recovering, I slowly let it fall off my body." Nikki rubbed herself against me, her breasts mashing against my side -- hard nipples dragging across my skin.
"I enjoy teasing my man...my son, watching his penis grow, seeing Jonny's eyes focused on my body -- my breasts, hips, buttocks, and legs as I reveal my body to his hungry gaze. I could sense the moment in which his desire for my body took over until there's only us left -- that nothing else mattered or existed...just a mother and a son preparing to fuck.
"I crawled away from him slowly, shaking my ass provocatively and as I looked over my shoulder, I barked at him like a bitch dog in heat -- 'woof, woof!' and then I asked him if he was ready to fuck his momma doggy style."
Nikki moaned in memory of the incestuous moment, her cries of carnal joy melding with mine as I writhed under the onslaught of her son's cock. Nikki kissed me again and continued to tell me of the first time she fucked her son. "I love to feel my man, my big dicked son deep inside me when I'm on my hands and knees knowing that having cummed for his mother already he has the wonderful stamina that only a young man has and that I'm going to enjoy multiple orgasms. I loved feeling Jonny's firm hands on my hips and my hanging breasts. I loved feeling his more powerful thrusts in the shake of my breasts..." Nikki's voice dropped to a whisper as she hissed into my ear, "I could feel my son's cock thrusts in the shake of my breasts!"
I moaned in appreciation, knowing that each wonderful thrusts of Jonny's cock made my own large breasts roll and quake. "Imagine how wonderful, how sinfully erotic it felt to feel my hanging breasts bounce and wave as my son fucked me, especially when combined with the incredibly sensations coming from inside my pussy.
"As Jonny fucked me, I squeezed my knees and thighs together to make my pussy feel even tighter for my son and I squeezed my inner muscles even tighter while he kept thrusting that big thick cock into me from behind." Nikki kissed me again, I kissed her back ferociously, aroused as much by her incestuous words as by her son's cock. I loved how proud she sounded -- proud of how Jonny could fuck and proud that she'd fucked her son.
"It's a little trick I learned over the years, makes being fucked doggy all the better," Jonny's mother continued. "I urge my son to split me open with his rock hard cock and shoot his juice deep inside his mother." Nikki giggled and said, "That works every time -- what son could resist shooting his hot seed inside his mother. God, Alesha, I came and came and came. I love taking Jonny doggy style -- there is no other position that makes me feel so full, and there is something so carnally bestial in the act."
"YESSSSS!" I sobbed, my own orgasm tearing the words from me -- my pleasure taking my sight from me and leaving only the image of Nikki and her son, fucking like animals -- her meaty breasts swinging back and forth as Jonny fucked her hard, his mother's face screwed up in an expression of absolute ecstasy. "Fuck me, Jonny!" I screamed. "Fuck me like you fuck your mom!"
I was an insane, squirming mass of orgasmic flesh, but somehow, I felt myself being moved -- Jonny's cock still deep in me, my sugar walls scraping around his thick shaft as I was rotated until I realized I was on my hands and knees, Jonny still fucking me as I tried to stay up on shaky, orgasm weary limbs.
Nikki knelt in front of me, her eyes filled with lusty glee as she said, "Yessss... feels good, doesn't it, Alesha? My son's big penis going so deep inside you...filling you up with cock meat -- beg him for it, girl, beg Jonny to fuck you hard!"
Her son drove his cock home, deep into my womb, making me sob as my orgasm seemed to rise higher. I felt his body leaning into me, his hands coming around to cup my breasts -- squeezing and mauling them. I felt the tears of utter joy streaming down my face as I sobbed, "Fuck me, lover! Give me that big dick -- give it to me like you give it to your mother! Fuck me like I'm your son fucking mom!"
Nikki moved in and began kissing me again, her tongue sliding into my mouth where my tongue roiled around it, savoring her taste while she joined her hands to her son's -- both now pinching my nipples and mauling my heavy, swaying breasts.
I felt almost helpless, unable to do anything except enjoy the brutal fucking I was receiving but somehow I found the strength...the will and determination and gradually shifted my knees inward, pressing my thighs together, gratified when Jonny moaned in appreciation as I managed to tighten my well fucked pussy around his so wonderfully thick cock. His thrusts slowed somewhat, but he compensated by slamming into me harder and I felt my orgasm explode into new heights as I truly felt his thrusts shake my breasts.
Suddenly, Jonny's fingers dug deep into my breasts and he went deep inside me and with a bestial roar, he began to shoot his seed inside me -- filling my womb with hot, creamy semen and my world caught fire as my orgasm tore me to pieces and my existence winnowed down to the intense pleasure I was wrapped up in, fueled by the throbbing cock buried in my cunt and the devilish lips and tongue kissing me.
When the world began to make sense again, I was again sprawled out on the thick, luxurious carpet, legs all akimbo and Nikki again between my thighs, merrily licking my cunt -- her tongue delving deep between my labia to scoop out thick blobs of her son's thick sperm. I looked around and found Jonny sitting on the couch, his body shiny with sweat, his chest heaving from his recent exertions -- occasionally quivering as Erica, kneeling between his legs, was cleaning his cock of my juices and his seed. A powerful aftershock of orgasmic bliss rocked through me at the incestuous sight of the brother and sister, spurred along by Nikki's busy and naughty tongue.
A shadow feel over me and I turned my gaze to see the children's father, David, gazing down at me -- a wolfish grin on his face and his cock, semi-erect waving happily...the big head's slit, peering down at me like a hungry eye. I moaned as he slowly sank to his knees, his cock slapping against my forehead as he murmured in a lusty tone, "My turn, little girl."
He leaned forward, his cock sliding down my face, rubbing along my nose and across my lips, leaving a trail of wetness behind. I smelled semen and cunt and as my mouth opened and he slipped his cock into my mouth, I knew instinctively that I was tasting Erica's pussy on his cock -- that I was cleaning up after their incestuous lovemaking. His heavy balls rested on the bridge of my nose and I could smell the almost animal scent of his musk as they rocked back and forth as he maneuvered to let his quickly erecting cock slide deeper into my mouth.
I swirled my tongue around his cock shaft, lapping up Erica's frothy juices and the little streamers and blobs of her daddy's semen, savoring these new and nasty good flavors. In my mind, I could see father and daughter fucking -- picturing Erica on her back, legs held high above her head in her father's hands while his hips thrust back and forth, drilling his cock into her again and again! I felt a renewal of heat and wetness building in my pussy, partially from Nikki's insatiable tongue, but also from realizing that I now had my boyfriend's father's cock deep in my throat, hardening up as he slowly fucked my mouth.
I tried to assess the differences between Jonny's cock and that of his father - it was difficult, but I think David's cock was just a bit longer whereas Jonny was definitely thicker. I struggled not to choke as David straddled my head, leaning forward to kiss my lower stomach while his hips worked up and down, fucking my face, forcing me to take all of his length orally.
My pleasure from being tongued by Jonny's mother multiplied in the knowledge that I was deep-throating his father, and that any discomfort I might have had from ecstatic overload was irrelevant in that I was theirs to use as they saw fit...a sexual toy for their amusement. I gurgled in arousal around the huge cock in my mouth and throat and then gasped for air as David finally slid his erect penis free from my throat.
As I tried to catch my breath, I saw, Nikki now kneeling with her daughter, their hands roaming happily over each other while they kissed, sharing the messy remains of Jonny's and me's intense fuck. David crawled around, his long cock leading the way until he was kneeling between my legs. I moaned, desiring his cock and yet wanting a little respite to catch my breath and to let my body calm down.
Jonny's father eased himself on top of me, resting on his elbows as he leaned in and kissed me on the lips while his erection rested in the cleft between my pussy lips. He hunched his lips, teasing my cunt with sweet friction while his tongue danced about with mine. When the kiss ended, he raised his hips and placed the swollen head of his penis against my opening, already splayed wide by his son's cock. I whimpered, "Please...wait. I don't think I can do it again so soon."
David looked down at me with fatherly love, his hand stroking my sweaty, tangled blonde hair, fingers trailing down to the almost forgotten dog collar I wore and he replied, "You're a part of the family now, Alesha and you wear the dog collar. You have obligations and you can't say no." He pressed his cock head against my spongy, sensitive flesh and said, "You're either in with our family all the way or you go home. Today, you're our slut daughter, to do with what we will...yes or no?"
He spoke with such utter confidence and authority and again, I felt that at least for the moment, I was his property to do whatever he wanted and I didn't want to be cast out of this mad, incestuous paradise. With some difficulty, I eased my legs back, willing them to rise up and around his hips, resting my heels against his buttocks. In a hoarse voice, I moaned, "Fuck me, Daddy...fuck your baby girl!"
David grinned and pressed his lips down on mine hard, muffling my scream as he plunged his cock deep into me -- my hips flexing instinctively to meet his thrust, feeling him go deep...as deep as his son had ever gone and then a fraction deeper. Pleasure seemed to overload my entire body as my well fucked pussy exploded with ecstatic joy, reviving my orgasm as this much older man fucked me hard and expertly.
I felt helpless under Jonny's father and loved it, his cock sawing in and out of my pulsating cunt, rolling his hips to make his cock touch me in ways Jonny had not yet learned. My head spun dizzily as he fucked me, halting his kiss to tell me what a sweet cunt his new little girl had and that he loved me. My body was aflame with carnal pleasure -- the steady pumping of David's cock inflaming me more with each hard stroke.
My voice was raw from screaming, my muscles aching from exertion. The world swirled around me madly -- the room seeming to tilt, making me feel drunk with orgasmic lust. My eyes locked onto the sight of my boyfriend -- mother and daughter kneeling on either side of him, their mouths joined in a soulful, incestuous kiss as they sucked his cock as Jonny's gaze traveled back and forth between the sight of Nikki and Erica lovingly licking his cock and the sight of his father passionately fucking me, making me squirm under him with pleasure.
Jonny smiled broadly at me, his face full of love for me -- taking pleasure at the sight of me wrapped up in ecstatic bliss. In the nearly sexually demented state I was in, I couldn't fail to notice that my boyfriend stared down at his buxom mother with the same powerful and passionate expression of love that he had for me and I intuitively understood that Jonny and Nikki shared a unique love, not greater than the love Jonny and I shared, but equally as passionate and strong. I didn't find any envy in my heart except perhaps sensing that between the love that mother and son shared was an intimacy that no one else could truly appreciate. Part of me wanted that badly...and part of me whispered, "Maybe someday you shall!"
Between strong kisses from David, I watched Jonny's cock grow hard and long again under the tender ministrations of his mother and sister. Even as part of me reveled in the glory of his father's cock, part of me wanted to have Jonny again. Suddenly, David had all my attention as he drove hard into me, grinding his crotch against my bald cunt while his hands slipped under my back. I let out a cry of both pain and pleasure as he literally picked me up, sitting on his knees and dropping me onto his lap.
I kissed him as I sobbed from all the incredible sensations of now being impaled on his magnificent penis. David laughed against my trembling lips as he carefully worked himself back, extending his legs so that I was now on top. I writhed atop his cock awash with terrible ecstasy, my body coated with sweat, smelling of pussy and sperm and things so primal that they almost terrified me.
Jonny's father reached up and played with my firm titties, fingers splicing around my nipples only to pinch them hard. I tried to ride David's cock, but I was too weak and weary to do more than squirm on top of the older man. David then brought me down on top of him, my large breasts mashing against his hairy chest which tickled my engorged and achingly sensitive nipples. I groaned as he slowly began to thrust up into my pussy again, orgasm again nearing...if it had ever truly ended.
I gave a start as I felt fresh hands on my body, spreading my ass cheeks. I moaned and I felt warm air blow across my asshole. Looking over my shoulder, slinging wets strands of hair out of my face, I saw a smiling Erica gazing up at me, her fingers holding my buttocks wide to expose my small, brown hole. Never taking her eyes from me, Erica dived between my cheeks and I cried with renewed strength as I felt her tongue, long, thick and snakelike, slither across my sphincter.
A violent shiver ripped through me as David continued to thrust up into me while his daughter's wet tongue slathered my asshole with saliva, slowly worming her way into my anus, making me nearly swoon as the alien sensations flooded me. I'd never done anything with my asshole before -- even Jonny hadn't touched me there...now, his sister was making herself at home, tonguing my butthole.
I felt her withdraw from me and say in a gleeful voice, "She's ready, little brother!" It took several seconds for her words to register and then fear and shock tore through me despite the orgasmic sensations David's cock was producing. I again looked over my shoulder to see my boyfriend kneeling behind me, aiming his erect cock at my ass while his mother and sister, now on each side of me, each grabbed one of my butt cheeks and spread me open.
"OH GOD, NO!" I moaned, the fear evident in my voice while I tried to lift myself off David's cock, but my legs didn't seem to be working.
Jonny's father wrapped his arms around me and chuckled into my ear, "Remember, baby girl, you chose to wear the collar..."
I sobbed as Jonny's cock pressed against my slick and lubricated butthole, my body tensing up as I tried to ready myself to get fucked in the ass...something I had never done or even considered doing. "Relax, Alesha," whispered Nikki. "It's like losing your virginity...it won't hurt for long and then, well...MMMMMMM!"
David pulled me down against him and thrust upwards, filling my cunt with his long pole and lifting my hips slightly in the process. As I moved into a more favorable position, Jonny pressed firmly against my sphincter with his cock, his hands gripping my hips firmly for leverage. Pain flared through my backside as my asshole grudgingly yielded to his spongy but firm cock head -- the flared tip worming its way into me until suddenly, my sphincter relaxed and as I screamed in pain, Jonny shoved part of his massive cock into my anus.
My body convulsed atop Jonny's father, my fingers scrabbling at carpet and David's shoulders as orgasm competed with pain, melding into something new. It felt like someone had rammed a phone pole up my backside -- one that just kept steadily moving into my ass as Jonny sank inch after inch into my ass. Fingers intertwined in my hair and my head was pulled back slightly and I heard Nikki whisper, "It's okay, we love you...we just want to show you new worlds of pleasure," before her mouth covered mine and her tongue began intertwining with mine.
I whimpered into her mouth while her son continued to worm his way into my tight ass, the overwhelming sensations of blended pain and pleasure tearing my mind apart, rendering me incapable of coherent thinking. I was a creature of pure sensation impaled on two long cocks making me feel things I wasn't sure I liked or wanted, but...even as I felt Jonny's pubic hairs scratch my ass cheeks...even as I felt myself completely filled ass and cunt with two large cocks...even through the pain, there was something more...something primal building in me.



The two men together worked together to raise me up from my sprawled position atop Jonny's father until I was more or less sitting up -- serving to force both cocks a little deeper inside me. I could feel them both, their cocks so close together, separated only by a thin sheath of my flesh, feeling so big, feeling so tight inside me...so tight that through the morass of pain and pleasure I could feel their cocks throb powerfully against my sensitive flesh. Something began to bubble up inside me...something that hurt, but that was unmistakably GOOD!
I mewled like a helpless kitten as Nikki finished kissing me and her daughter continued the kiss. My body was trembling, the shivers growing stronger as the something GOOD built up inside me. I was scared and I hurt, but God, I liked what was coming...this something GOOD. I wanted more of it. Somewhere I found the strength to roll my hips, making the men impaling me shift and ever so slightly begin to thrust. The GOOD began to increase exponentially!
Abruptly the GOOD exploded into an orgasm unlike anything I had ever known and I squalled like a baby as carnal pleasure enveloped me and consumed me, losing all control of my body and now nothing more than a lewd and naked rag doll, suspended between father and son as they began to fuck me. I sobbed with joy as all the Hollister family surrounded me, taking turns kissing me and touching me -- Nikki's lips on mine, our tongues becoming as one while Erica and her father nibbled and kissed on my breasts and Jonny kissed and licked my shoulders and the nape of my neck -- all adding to the almost indescribable pleasures rocketing through me as I was filled and fuck with wonderful cock.
All our bodies seemed to meld, sweaty, slick and sticky skin merging, rubbing becoming this writhing mass of sexual flesh -- a single being with me in the center, the wonderful sensations of cocks slowly sliding in and out of me never ceasing. Ecstatic pleasure became all and I was lost in it as I seemed to enter a world where I was neither conscious or unconscious, but adrift -- wrapped in a fleshy womb of sheer erotic delight.
My orgasm rose and rose to unsuspected heights and then when I could not imagine anything greater, David shoved his cock deep and began to cum inside me -- his seed filling my well fucked womb and I screamed as my orgasm expanded even more, my sphincter clamping down around my boyfriend's cock as he drilled it deep into my anus and with a groan began to unload another huge load of his semen, scalding my bowels like liquid, flaming pleasure and my screams went higher in pitch and then simply went away and I convulsed helplessly between all my lovers, unable to speak or move as my mind seemed to empty out and all I knew was sheer, carnal filled pleasure.
I came to myself still lost in a fog of sheer lust and ecstasy, floating on erotic bliss and barely registering the slow withdrawal of softening cock from my cum filled holes. Pleasure never ceased as I felt tongues caressing my well worn pussy and ass -- touches that were somehow knowing in a feminine way, occasionally bringing my never ceasing orgasm to higher points -- ebbing and flowing with the sweet loving from Jonny's mother and sister, pleasure that seemed to never cease as my body slowly dissipated until I was simply became one with the universe and the darkness claimed me.
#
I awoke in a bed, recognizing in the dim light of the room that it was Jonny's bedroom. The fading light of dusk was hinted at through his west facing window. I wouldn't know until later that he had tenderly gathered my aching body in his arms and carried me upstairs where I had slept the sleep of the incredibly well fucked. As I came back to myself, several things registered. My body ached in that way that one gets after a days hard work -- a mostly pleasurable sensation, although I knew I would feel more than sore in certain parts of my body before too long. I also had coursing through my body a low grade current of pleasure -- aftershocks of my intense bout of orgasms...my nipples tingled and throbbed in the nicest way.
As I awakened further I realized that people were in bed beside me making love. As my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I realized it was Jonny and his mother, Nikki. I watched in wonder as they made love and that's exactly what it was as opposed to pure, lustful fucking. Nikki was on her back with Jonny on top of her, their bodies wrapped tightly around each other. Nikki's long, shapely legs were crossed behind Jonny's back -- her arms wrapped around his neck, the two of them gazing lovingly into each other's eyes as they gently rocked together -- Nikki's mouth opening slightly wider and issuing a happy little grunt each time her son slowly and firmly thrust into her pussy -- his hips doing a little hitch after each thrust as if trying to get a little deeper into her womb.
I'm not sure how long I watched them make love -- whispering "I love you" to each other between the lazy sighs of pleasure -- Nikki's immense breasts rolling slowly as her son fucked her lovingly, flexing her hips to meet his thrusts. I couldn't speak being in awe of the obvious love and intimacy shared by mother and son. Not for the first time in the last twenty-four hours did I feel just the slightest tinge of jealousy, understanding that no matter how long Jonny and I were together...how much we loved each other, that I would never know Jonny or be loved by him the same way he and his mother knew and loved each other. Tears that were both of joy and regret ran down my face as I gazed on the purity of their incestuous love.
In time, both mother and son became aware that I was awake and watching. Neither said a word to me, but Nikki did reach out and find my hand, wrapping it in her own, making me connected to the mother and son lovers. I squeezed her hand to convey my love for her and Jonny and my joy at their erotic union. Gradually, the pace of their lovemaking began to pick up as Jonny brought his mother closer and closer to orgasm, her hand clenching mine tighter and tighter as her son-cock induced pleasure grew.
Nikki suddenly arched her back and cried out, "I love you, son," her legs flying upward and stiffening as her son thrust deep and joined his orgasm to hers, filling her pussy with his wonderful sperm. Mother and son seemed to be almost suspended in the perfect sexual moment as they rode out their mutual incestuous orgasm together -- the ultimate intimate moment.
As their orgasm subsided, Jonny lowering himself, utterly exhausted onto his mother's sweat covered body, both sighing with happiness, I broke my silence and said to my boyfriend. "Give me a baby, Jonny. Give me a son so I can have...so I can know what you and your mother have. I want it...I need it.
Jonny smiled at me and nodded, his cheek rubbing against his mother's huge and silky smooth breast. "Yes, I will, Alesha, my love." He closed his eyes and fell asleep in his mother's loving embrace.
Nikki squeezed my hand and said, "You'll never regret it, Alesha. Family is the greatest gift...the greatest possession a mother can have. In the end, it's not an obligation, it's a privilege with benefits you've yet to imagine. Jonny's mother sighed happily and closed her eyes. I laid there beside the naked mother and son, still joined cock and pussy, reveling in the perfect union that they were for a long time before falling asleep and dreaming of the day I would be the mother knowing the joys that only a son can bring. They were good dreams.
The End
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The doorman cradled a sawed-off double barrel in his arms, swinging it my way as I approached the entrance. His eyes swept warily over me, not liking what he was seeing -- not the least being, I was armed...heavily armed and that he was assuming -- quite correctly -- that I was new in town. The rusty and begrimed barrels swung in my direction. "You got money?" he said in a gruff voice.
I nodded and slowly reached into a haversack on my shoulder. Just as slowly, I pulled out a can of beans -- the label still un-faded and clean. His eyes went wide as I said, "I have more than just one."
He nodded as he lowered the shotgun, saying with a little more respect. "No trouble now...we run a nice, respectable place here." I nodded, feeling his eyes on me as I went through the entrance, down a long dark corridor and emerged into a dim, smoke-filled room where in front of me a woman was bent over a table and a large, fat man was angrily thrusting his erect cock into her cunt. She was moaning in response, though if it was pleasure or pain, I couldn't tell.
The part of me that hadn't been with a woman since last winter on the high plains of Wyoming roamed appreciatively over the parts of her I could see -- large, meaty breasts flattening out against the dirty surface of the table and long, well shaped legs and the moons of a firm ass. I tore my gaze away from the exhibition and focused on reconnoitering the room.
Most of the room's light came from dozens of rows of old Christmas lights that spelled out the words, "The Step Right Inn" hanging on the wall above the long, authentic bar that ran along the far wall. Behind the bar was maybe the greasiest man I'd ever seen -- his very skin seemed to gleam and his hair almost seemed to drip with grease. He had it combed back into what my granddaddy would have called a "D.A." He frowned at me as he cleaned a glass with a rag almost as dirty as he was.
Several men were scattered about the room -- sitting two and three at a table. In the corner I would have liked to have placed myself -- the one with the best field of fire and sitting in shadow, smoke emerged and the glint off something metal, like a shirt button or the end of a pistol barrel. I opted for the best table I could find against a wall and no one sitting closer than five feet away. Still too close for comfort, but one doesn't always get one's way.
The bartender stared sullenly at me for a moment, apparently disappointed that I didn't come to the bar. Some of the crowd stared my way for a bit, but then turned back to their own business or eyed the couple fucking with a mix of amusement and envy. The woman's face was shrouded by thick and tangled locks of peppered hair. Her ragged fingernails clawed the tabletop as she moaned while the fat man sweated profusely -- his anger replaced by a blissful, almost idiotic look on his face.
To spur some service, I reached into my haversack again...moving slowly, and drew out that can of beans again and then a larger one of sweet potatoes. The bartender's eyes widened but he made no move to come take my order. Instead he turned and glowered at the couple fucking, finally yelling in a high pitched voice, "Goddammit, bitch -- make that dumb farmer cum already. You got customers to wait on!"
Several of the other men in the room chuckled at that, their laughter abruptly stopping as a deep, edgy voice rumbled from the shadowed corner, "Get your own ass in gear, Howard. You're making a paying customer wait and the bitch has two more to take care of after Wilbur there. Besides...you know how much Alice looks forward to Wilbur's big cock each month -- don't be hurrying her."
Greasy Howard paled at the man's words and scurried around the bar and came to me. "Whatcha want?" he said, his hand hesitantly reaching out for the cans and then pulling back.
"Whiskey if you have it and food -- cooked and clean," I replied.
"We got moonshine up from Tennessee -- smooth stuff," he replied, "And we make a mean rabbit stew -- raise 'em right out back," Howard replied. He turned and looked at the shadows, "Got beans and sweet taters, Boss," he said. He raised a hand and I heard the calm tick of a hand held Geiger counter. "They's clean, too."
The dark voice seemed to mellow as he said, "Pays for all the whiskey you can drink tonight and supper and breakfast. You got another clean can -- you can have a woman for the evening too...all to yourself."
I nodded and pushed the cans towards Howard and said, "Fair deal on this...I'll think awhile on the woman." I heard a grunt of assent from the shadows and the bartender scooped the cans up and hurried away. He came back in a moment with a dirty glass filled with an almost clear liquid. After I took a sip, I wasn't worried about the dirt -- nothing was going to live in that white lightning.
While I waited for my food, the fat man -- Wilbur began huffing and puffing -- increasing his thrusts while the woman keened with what sounded to me like pleasure. Certainly, she was now thrusting back to meet his cock. Several men began betting on how long it would take him to cum. I felt a tightening in my pants as my own cock began responding to the woman's deep moans. Something in her plaintive and clearly carnal moans touched me in a way I couldn't define. The table began scraping along the floor as the fat farmer really began throwing his meat into the woman's pussy and then both screamed as he began to cum and she threw her head back, hair still covering most of her face, but unable to conceal the sneer of pleasure on her lips.
Several of the other men clapped or slapped their tables with their palms and a few chinks of metal -- mostly bullets were passed to an older man who grinned and held them up to the shadows across from me. A minute or two went by before Farmer Wilbur stepped back, making the woman groan as he withdrew what turned out to be a sizable chunk of flesh from her pussy with a very audible noise of sucking wetness -- his slowly shrinking shaft dripping with their combined juices. A minute more and the woman staggered up and wobbled to the bar -- moving with slightly bowlegged movements and I imagined that Wilbur's big dick wasn't the first she'd had today or would be the last.
She took a sip from a glass offered by Howard and then wiping her mouth, turned and gazed around the room through thick strands of black and gray hair, displaying unashamedly, a mature and fine looking body to everyone in the bar. Large, pendulous breasts hung with some sagging on her chest -- thick nipples protruding prominently from wide aureoles. Her stomach revealed some age -- a few faint stretch marks over a mostly flat stomach -- showing off that small pooch that most women never shake after childbirth. Nice legs traveled upwards to end in a thick patch of black bush, currently split wide by swollen labia -- Wilbur's seed spattered and leaking from her spread open pussy. My cock lurched in my pants and I began to consider that maybe I could spare a can of food after all. She was a bit dirty -- like everyone here, including me, a bath would have done her good. Her hair was a mare's nest of tangles, hanging down over her face, obscuring her looks. And again, something about her seemed to speak to something deep within me.
"Nick's next, bitch," the voice in the shadows barked, making her jump slightly.
She nodded and in a voice almost too soft to be heard, replied, "Yes, Master." The woman walked to the table where the old man who'd won the bet was waiting, his cock already out. "How may I please you?" she murmured...both dread and anticipation in her voice.
"I'd appreciate a good blowjob," the old man said, his voice rising with excitement. The woman nodded and slowly went to her knees and with movements born of long experience took him into her mouth -- slowly and luxuriously began to suck his semi-erect penis. They were both in profile to me and I inwardly groaned as I leaned more and more towards giving up another can of my precious supply.
Even as my attention was mostly on the woman, I sensed movement from the shadows and out of the darkness emerged a lean, tall man with black hair and a wild, black beard. He was wearing biker's leathers over a T-shirt and jeans, a length of chain wrapped around his waist that didn't appear to be for looks and a holstered Glock automatic on his hip. He moved my way like a cat easing up on his prey. Unlike the rest of the men in the room, he was relatively clean.
"You look like a man that appreciates a fine piece of pussy," he said, a toothy grin splitting his beard. "Mind if I join you?"
I gestured towards another chair at my table, willing myself to relax even as I studied him for any sign of trouble. That's simply become a normal survival trait these last few years. He looked towards the woman on her knees, her heavy breasts moving ever so slightly as her head bobbed up and down on what was now a proud erection. The old man's face resembled the blissful look of Farmer Wilbur. The black bearded man sighed appreciatively and said, "Ayup, that bitch of mine is one fine fuck and she can about suck the life from a man. She's a natural born whore." He turned his gaze back on mine. "Offer still goes -- you want a woman all night -- cost you just a can of food. You can even have Alice there if you don't mind your pussy a mite used."
I smiled and said, "Is that her name, Alice?"
He laughed harshly and said, "Hell no, I don't bother remembering my bitches names -- they's all Alice to me...well, excepting one." He winked and said, "I got one that's special...maybe you'll see her before the evening's out."
"Oh yeah? How much for the special one?"
He snorted and said, "More than you can afford, stranger...less'n you want to part with that artillery there," gesturing towards the rifle slung over my shoulder -- one quick movement from resting in my arm and dealing more destruction than these folk could dream. "That's one of those M-142s, ain't it? I got checked out on them when I was in the Army."
"Yeah, it is and no, I'm not looking to part with it. Maybe I'll just settle for Alice there," I replied. The older woman was now slowly deep-throating the old's man's cock, making him giggle like a kid as she tickled his dick with her tonsils.
"Well, no harm in asking," the black bearded man replied, looking wistfully at my rifle. "So was you Army?"
I shook my head and replied, "Navy."
His eyebrows went up. "Oh yeah? Where was you when it all went to hell?"
I sighed and said, "On a sub off the coast of China. The USS George Custer...a missile boat." Memories of our boat shuddering as each of its twenty-four MIRV missiles launched -- likely doing nothing more than adding millions more to the millions, maybe billions already dead, flashed through my mind -- Commander Vance's face pale and drawn as he ordered each missile's launch.
"Goddamn -- reckon you did your part then." I wasn't sure if that was a compliment or an accusation. "So, do you know who started the whole clusterfuck?"
Shaking my head, I replied, "Not really. We got intelligence that it was Pakistan and India exchanging nukes and then Iran and Israel blew each other to hell and then maybe either the Russians or the Chinese got nervous and said, 'What the fuck,' and took out our eastern seaboard. After that, it was just a race to see who could hit the other guys the hardest."
"And after," the black bearded man asked, leaning in, eyes full of interest.
I shrugged. "We went silent and deep for a long time during the long winter as per orders. We had to sink three other subs that attacked us...a Russian for sure, a Chinese sub maybe and what we thought was a French submarine. It was almost two years later we made radio contact with the R.U.S."
"H'mmph. I heard about that so called "Reconstituted United States." You think they're for real?" His eyes gleamed, anxious for knowledge.
"Yeah -- they have control of the West Coast from Northern Mexico up past British Columbia and west into Idaho. Doubt if they get this far for decades though."
He nodded, satisfied. "You come out from there?"
"Yeah, Seattle. Five us started out together after we were discharged -- all of us wanting to find family." I sighed. "Been working our way east for nearly two years."
Black Beard squinted and glanced around. "Is there more of you?" He tensed a little.
I shook my head and replied, "Not anymore. Tomas died of a strange fever -- ugly, bleeding black boils erupting all over his skin, the fever burning his brain out -- he was singing nursery school songs at the end. We burned his body on the plains of Nebraska as a mixed herd cattle and buffalo watched us."
Black Beard grunted and said, "Yeah, they call it Black Betty -- some said it was a souped-up version of that Bubonic Plague."
"We lost Luchessi in a firefight with a raider gang near Sioux City. They got Luchessi at the outset when we walked into their ambush...afterwards, we left none alive. We didn't want to after we saw evidence that among their other sins, they'd reverted to cannibalism." My table guest frowned at that.
"Understand -- we weren't walking the land as heroes meting out justice like some fucking movie. We tried to follow the credo live and let live. We...I saw a lot of things that made my blood boil -- abuse and rape and slavery..." I glanced over at the woman on her knees -- the old man's prominent adam's apple bobbing as he was approaching his climax. "But, it aint the old world, is it? We were all just trying to get home -- find our families." The dark man nodded and relaxed a bit.
"Winer committed suicide when we reached the remains of Saint Paul -- just shucked his gear and jumped off a bluff into the Mississippi River. We'd known what we'd find -- folks along the way had told us the mushroom clouds had sprouted over Minneapolis-Saint Paul, but Winer insisted he'd find his family -- his eyes getting crazier ever day we got closer until the truth reared up to bite him on the ass.
"I said goodbye to Nate Rafelson on the banks of the Wabash River -- up north of here. I planned to follow it south to home and he was going north into Ohio before striking further east towards Pittsburgh. I reckon I'll never see him again." I stopped then, not telling the black bearded fellow about giving Nate a copy of the directions to Vance's old vacation retreat and telling him I'd see him there hopefully in a year or two.
We'd shook hands, Nate and I -- knowing we'd likely never see each other again. Parting from that tall, lean African American was tough -- of all our party, he'd been the most level-headed and reliable. After over a year and half on the road, I knew how to survive...with a little bit of luck, but I did miss my old crewmate and friend watching my back.
"Goddamn, that's sure as hell something...walking all the way here to southern Indiana from Seattle," he said, sliding his chair back and standing up. "Hell, I'm gonna let you have Alice there for free tonight! Least I can do for a serviceman."
We both turned to look at Alice as we heard her gobbling as the old man began to moan. A long string of jism dribbled from her mouth as he shot his load -- her throat working to swallow his sperm. She rose up as he finished, the dribble of semen running down her chin to splatter on her huge breasts -- nipples swollen like fat, ripe cherries ready to burst. Again, I felt my cock throb achingly between my legs.
I looked up at the black bearded man and held out a can of tuna I'd palmed during our talk. "I appreciate that, but I like to pay my own way."
He didn't take offense at my words -- instead he seemed to be on the verge of drooling as he eyed the still fresh looking can of fish meat. He reached out and took it from me, his hand trembling slightly. "Fuck me...for that you can have Alice all night long and tomorrow night too. I'll even have her take a bath first, get all the filth and jism off of her."
The can disappeared into a vest pocket and he grinned down at me. He held out his hand and said, "Stranger, what be your name?"
I took his hand and we both demonstrated we could give and take a hard squeeze. "I'm John," I replied.
"Pleased to meet you, John. I'm Tom...Tom Johnson, but most folks call me Black Tom." I tried not to tense up at the name, but I reckon my eyes betrayed me or maybe my grip tightened up a bit too much. He grinned and said, "You heard of me?"
As he released my hand, I replied. "Been hearing about Black Tom for weeks now. They say you rule everything around these parts."
Black Tom rolled his eyes and said, "Well, maybe everything between what used to be Louisville and Cincinnati -- they're both just burned out ruins now. Mostly folks just know not to fuck with Black Tom. Remember that and we'll get along fine." He took pride in saying the words, you could tell he liked saying them, but it was also a warning to me.
Very evenly, without a trace of hate in my voice, I replied, "I'm sure we'll get along just fine, Black Tom."
We smiled at each other like two predatory sharks in the water and he nodded again and moved off, pausing to reach down and jerk Alice to her feet by her hair and whisper something to her. She turned her head my way and then whispered something back and then slowly shuffled towards a door behind the bar her voluptuous ass swinging enticingly while Black Tom bellowed at his bartender, "Go get Alice -- we still owe Chicken Al a fuck!"
A middle aged fellow with streaked denim overalls turned at his name and grinned toothlessly at Black Tom while Howard looked at his boss with confusion for a moment, glancing at Alice as she passed by him before asking, "Um, which Alice, Boss?"
Black Tom picked an empty glass off a table and slung it at Howard, narrowly missing him and snapped back, "Fuck, I don't care -- a cunt is a cunt -- get Red-headed Alice off her ass." Howard scurried out of the room while Black Tom joined another group of men and began playing cards.
In a few minutes, a skinny young red-headed woman, naked as the day she was born, except for a pair of fire-engine red high heeled shoes, strutted out into the room and after being pointed towards Chicken Al, proceeded to go over and skin his dungarees off and mount his small erect cock. She was loud and vocal and unlike the earlier Alice, not completely convincing.
Time passed. Howard brought me a large bowl of stew with some actually tasty meat and some vegetables floating in the thick broth, accompanied by a bowl of home-made biscuits. It was all I could do to not eat it greedily, savoring each bite and watching for signs of being tampered with. No matter what else might happen, I was glad it wasn't...it was the best meal I'd had since my friends and I had wintered in Eastern Wyoming in a village of folk that claimed to be a mix of Cheyenne and Sioux -- led by a black man who called himself Crazy Horse II. That had seemed so long ago, before Tomas had gotten ill and we'd lost him and Winer and Luchessi. It was hard to imagine that it had only been about eighteen months or so.
People, all men came and went -- I gathered that most were locals who came to barter goods with Black Tom, some taking alcohol, others trading for sex or gambling capital. Over the next hour or so -- a few more Alices emerged from the back -- one was older than the first Alice -- short, brown hair and skinnier than the redhead. Another was a short, chunky girl -- maybe eighteen or nineteen -- about as old as my sister would be now if she was alive, with eyes that looked ten times as old.



My heart ached to think about Pammy -- a bright, pretty teenager-- looking forward to high school when she and my folks had seen me off at the beginning of what was my last cruise.
"Hey sugar, looking for a good time?" I looked up to see a naked black woman swaying slowly in front of me, dancing to some unheard music, an intelligent fire in her eyes. Large pert breasts bounced slightly and her long, lithe and muscled body almost gleamed with health, despite several scars on her shoulders and arms. She looked to be in her mid twenties and reminded me of a singer who'd been popular before it all went to hell.
"Knock it off, Alice," roared Black Tom. "I done got Alice soaking in a tub for him. Go peddle that black ass elsewhere."
Alice nodded and said back, "Yes, master!" She turned back to me and said, "Oh baby, you got THE Alice tonight...that gal can outfuck anything on the planet" She wrinkled her nose at me and laughed as she strutted away. "You are one lucky motherfucker!"
In a bit, Black Tom strolled back over and sat down as I finished the last of my stew. "Hope you don't mind waiting. I told Alice to get good and clean for you." He leaned in and said in a low, conspiratorial voice, "You're in for a treat. When I found her, she was a tight-assed housewife, but by the time my crew got through gangbanging her the first time, she was screaming for more. She may be past prime to some, but she's a MILF...you remember that term? My Alice was born to be a cockslut whore!" He reared back his head and laughed like it was the biggest joke in the world.
He called for more drinks at my table and I let him talk -- mostly bragging about his setup. For a stretch of maybe seventy or eighty miles along the Ohio River he was the king man -- not much different from those butchers that had killed Luchessi. He told me how he'd been a bartender in a rough bar in Cincinnati before the end of things and when the government collapsed, he'd organized some of the lowlifes that hung out with him into a gang of raiders and thugs. "Like a fucking Viking raiding party, we was!" he proudly proclaimed.
Now Black Tom had several establishments like this strung out over his domain, a combination king and pimp. Strongmen kept his peace and continued to raze the countryside -- capturing new women for his prostitution racket and for his personal pleasure, as well as anything of value. Locals mostly farmed or raised livestock -- paying tribute to him to be left alone or to feed their various needs for vice.
Part of me wanted to lean over and pull my K-Bar from its scabbard and cut his fucking throat while part of me anxiously awaited the arrival of Alice -- I found my gaze often drifting towards the door behind the bar.
A commotion came from outside and I felt him begin to tense, noting that Howard's hands dropped below the bar and then six really nasty looking customers came in, hauling large sacks with them and two weary looking teenage girls on leashes, their blonde hair stringy and dirty and running nearly down to their waists. Both wore torn and ragged dresses -- torn to reveal nearly identical small and pert tits. This group unlike the grungy customers so far, looked downright dangerous...as dangerous as the man sitting next to me. They appeared to be road weary, but very pleased with themselves.
"Hot goddamn," crowed Black Tom. "Them's my boys -- my best crew back from the road -- went down to Tennessee for a spell!" He stood up and said, "I'll introduce you later, John. And I'll get a fire lit under Alice's ass -- not that she'll need much of one -- got a pussy hotter than hell!"
Off he went, roaring a greeting to his comrades, giving each one a bear hug and then roaring with delight as they pulled various prizes from their bags. I saw electronic parts and canned foods and the whole place went silent when their leader, a swarthy looking fellow with a broken nose, pulled two full pints of Jack Daniels from a sack -- prompting Black Tom to order the African American Alice to give him a blowjob on the spot.
Moments later, Black Tom's voice rocked the rafters as he exclaimed, "Really are fucking twins?" He was like a child on Christmas as he examined the new girls, ripping the remnants of their dresses from them and laughing as they blushed from head to toe while a couple of dozen men ogled their nubile bodies. Finally, he had Howard lead them away, pausing to slap on of them on the ass, making her cry out fearfully which led to an amused laugh from most of the crowd.
Black Tom's face was animated as he moved among his crew before he announced to the entire room, "By God, I'm proud of my boys! Tonight, each gets a turn with my special little pretty!" He eyed me and called out to me, "Hell, John, I might let you have a taste too if Alice ain't enough for you!"
The room cheered and as they cheered, his crew each cast eyes my way, sizing me up appraisingly -- their leader studying me closely as a grinning Black Tom whispered in his ear. I began to feel trouble peeking over my shoulder. Not for the first time in the last few weeks, I wished I had Rafelson here to watch my back.
As the hubbub died down, with Howard busy serving drinks and the Alices working hard, my Alice came slowly strutting out of the back. She looked a lot cleaner -- her body lush and glowing with sexuality. Black Tom stepped up and talked to her, his hands idly wandering over her hairy pussy -- not so much because she aroused him, but because he wanted to remind her of who owned her. Her hair had been washed and some of the tangles combed out, but it was still an immense mane of peppered black hair obscuring most of her face.
She nodded as he talked and then he returned to his crew and she began walking my way -- no longer so bow legged, but confidently strutting up to me as a hunting cat stalks up towards its prey. Her large breasts swayed hypnotically, nipples growing larger as if the prospect of fucking me truly excited her. My eyes couldn't help but be drawn downwards to her thick bush, already divided by a wide gash of pink, her labia flowering from her boss's attention and perhaps more.
Alice strolled up to me, tongue rolling over lush, full lips and said in a voice that touched me deep inside. "Hi, sweetie -- they told me your name is John. Everyone calls me Alice, but you can call me Carol if you want to." As she spoke, her hands moved to brush her wild hair back, revealing her lovely face and I found myself looking into the clear, blue eyes of my mother.
#
Two days after we docked in Seattle, I went to Commander Vance and told him I was going home. The man -- not more than forty-five years old but who's once black hair was now a shock of white and who looked twice his age nodded and said, "Son, you're not the first to come ask me. Are you sure? All the reports say it's all gone insane out there."
I nodded and replied, "Yes, sir. Whatever else...I have to know. If Mom and Dad are..." I paused, my voice choking a bit. "If my family's dead, I can deal with that, but I cannot stand not knowing...at least without trying to find out."
I don't think a moment since the war had begun had I had a true moment of peace of mind. I was haunted by the faces of my mother and father and my kid sister. We had always been a pretty close knit family even though through my teenage years my father and I had been pretty much on the outs. After the Pakistan Incursion, I'd given up my plans to attend college on a football scholarship, desiring to enlist and defend my country, barely able to agree to wait until I'd turned eighteen.
For Dad, it was a bitter pill. He'd worked hard in a sawmill in our southern Indiana town his whole life, never having reached high school. He was a weary and worn man by the time I was a teenager and me passing up the chance to go to college to go fight in an unpopular war just about killed him.
Mom had been my greatest supporter, carrying on a tradition that seemed to go back to childhood. I was truly Mom's favorite and as I'd grown into a teenager I'd become a surrogate husband in many ways. It was I who sat with Mom during church services -- Dad being an avowed agnostic. Mom dragged me to many functions in his place when he complained of work tiring him too much to go out. Mom was fairly religious and went to many workshops and church sponsored concerts and lectures and I went with her -- not caring about where or what we were doing, but just happy to be spending time with my mother.
In truth, I'd had a bit of a crush on my mother -- she was, after all, the best looking mom on Exeter Street -- the fantasy of most of my friends who unanimously voted her their favorite MILF of all time. Long black hair, often wound up in a pony tail or a thick bun, those brilliant blue eyes and a body that even her dreary, conservative dresses could not disguise as being anything but awesome. It was no wonder I enjoyed spending time with her...on those 'dates' as she called them, I could pretend that I was her boyfriend or even her husband and I cherished those moments more than anything else.
I sometimes felt guilty, lying sweaty in my bed at night having masturbated about my mother, but I couldn't stop. It wasn't until I was in the Navy and had seen much of the world and lost my cherry (and for a while, my heart), to a little Filipino hooker, that I was able to get past my lewd thoughts for my mom.
Commander Vance took my file out of a file cabinet behind him in his tiny office and opened it. He read silently for a moment. "Well, if anyone can survive, you're as likely a candidate as any. I'll assume Gantry taught you well?"
I smiled and said, "Yes sir. I'm not a SEAL, but I'm the next best thing or at least Bosun Gantry says so." My job in the old days was electrical systems repair. I'd performed maintenance on those nasty looking tall missiles. Once we'd launched them, I'd been reassigned duty under the meanest son of a bitch on the boat -- Bosun's Mate Leo Gantry -- a death dealing SEAL team leader. Over the next two years, he'd trained many of us in as many skills of the commando profession as possible. It had helped to pass the time those long months at sea and it had been Commander Vance's hope to hone us into instruments that could survive whatever challenges lay ahead..
Vance sighed and said, "Consider yourself discharged, son. We'll equip you as best we can and who knows, maybe your people are fine. I'll give you the firepower to give yourself a chance to find out." He stood and shook my hand. His voice was thick with emotion and pride. "Good luck, sailor."
Two days later, I was outfitted and ready to go. I wouldn't be leaving alone. There were five of us that were determined to get back to our families. As he had promised, Commander Vance's had Boson's Mate Gantry equip us with everything possible to help us get home.
The evening before I left, Gantry laid out my equipment -- lightweight, but highly nutritional rations, a Colt 45, K-Bar knife and, "My favorite toy from the late and great Department of Defense," growled Gantry -- a short and wiry man in his thirties -- head shaved bald, choosing not to hide the scar from the Pakistan Incursion of 2018. "The M-142 Plasma rifle." He handed me the compact and lightweight rifle and grinned at me as he added, "Or as I like to call it -- 'The Finger of God."
It had been in use for three years before the war -- to be honest, I'm not sure of the physics -- all I knew was that it fired short bursts -- bullets if you will, of high energy plasma akin to lightning that at short range could tear lethally through a man and at longer distances, injure and paralyze him long enough to deal with him with more conventional methods. Best of all -- it used a solar charger to work -- no ammo required. I would be carrying two chargers with me as I headed East.
Gantry also handed me a satchel of "party favors" as he called them. Small, lightweight mines and explosive packs that while appearing tiny, packed massive punches. He hefted a small block of C-19 that he could comfortably in his palm. "This shit can take out a large building -- set a trip wire up to a detonator and you gotcha a A-1 deterrent to anyone following you!" He grinned evilly as he packed three small blocks into the satchel.
Going east with me were Marine Sergeant Tomas who'd left a wife and three daughters down near Austin, Texas, Winer and Luchessi, both from Minnesota and Rafelson who's wife had given birth to their son three weeks before we began our last cruise -- he was hellbent on returning to Pittsburgh to find them.
The morning we were to leave -- heading east with a R.U.S. patrol to the borders of their domain, Commander Vance took me aside and handed me a map wrapped in heavy plastic. "You can use this, sailor...John, isn't it? Or you can throw it away or give it to the others."
I looked at it curiously, turning it over. It appeared to be a roadmap with handwriting in black marker. "Sir?"
Vance looked down at it and said, "When the wife and I first started out, she inherited from her grandfather a hunting camp in the western part of West Virginia, way the hell back in the middle of nowhere -- a cabin with a natural spring underneath. It was already pretty formidable as a hideout retreat and we built it up some into a decent vacation home and as a place, well, just in case we ever got stupid enough to do what we did." He looked at me with eyes that had known terrible knowledge for far too long. "It has its own solar power generator and enough dry/can goods to feed an army. If...you find your family or even if you don't, it'll make a hell of a place to live and maybe start over..." He left the rest unsaid.
I was nearly speechless and stammered, "Sir...I can't. Maybe your family is there, maybe they got out."
Vance held up his hand to silence me. "I spoke to Jenny when we surfaced that last time just before it suddenly went to hell. She was in our house in Baltimore two hours before D.C. got taken out." He made a pushing motion with his hand. "Put that map someplace safe and use it if you can. I won't ever go back. I'll try and get on with my life here if I can." He looked off away past the dock where the Custer was tied up and suddenly I realized how fragile his own hold on life was...how heavily things must be weighing on him.
He looked back at me and shook my hand. In a thick voice, he murmured, "Good luck, sailor. Find your family." He turned and walked away, heading for the gangplank. I never saw him again. With the others, we climbed aboard a Hummer Mark 9 and with several other vehicles started out on a long range R.U.S. patrol. We rode with them as far as Lewiston on the Washington-Idaho border and then struck east on foot across the Bitterroot Mountains, working our way across neglected mountain roads towards our fates never imagining the losses we would take.
After parting ways with Rafelson, I made my south, following the Wabash until it emptied into the Ohio on the border of Illinois and Indiana. I turned east then and began to follow it upstream. Although it teemed with wildlife -- waterfowl and more fish than I could ever remember, the great river looked haunted -- rarely walking the span of more than a mile without seeing the ruins of some great river barge jammed against a bank or hung up on a sand bar or seeing the broken wreckage of a highway or train bridge, severing the link between Indiana and Kentucky.
Two weeks later I finally came home. What was once a small town of maybe three thousand was now a mostly burned out ghost town. Sticking close to shadows, I worked my way across town -- abandoned cars and debris littering the streets. My stomach tightened as I came across more than a dozen skeletons on the steps of what had been my high school -- badges gleaming on the ragged cloth of two skeletons. My eyes widened as I read a nameplate, Claus. Frederick Claus had been the chief of police here longer than I'd been alive. My eyes skittered across the signs of a nasty firefight...the limestone steps scarred with gouges from bullets.
With growing dread, I made my way down Exeter Street where my family had lived. A prickling sense on my neck hinted that I wasn't alone -- that there was at least one set of eyes peering at me as I walked along, my M-142 at the ready. I sensed that they weren't a threat, but simply watching me to see what I would do.
I reached my house, my heart beating anxiously even though I cannot say I was shocked to see it looking abandoned -- front door broken -- still hanging from the lower hinge. I walked up the sidewalk, the yard's grass was knee high and choked with weeds -- a ball of pain lodged in my throat as I recalled countless days mowing the yard while Mom worked on her hands and knees in her flower beds -- conjuring feelings of nostalgia and a little horniness as I recalled Mom's lush butt weaving in the air.
As I reached the front porch I could see the remnants of sandbags up in front of the bay windows framing the door. A skeletal arm reaching from inside the house was draped over one pile of sandbags. My blood ran cold as I looked around the porch noting all the bullet holes in the wood siding around the windows.
Taking a deep breath I stepped inside to find my once familiar living room looking like both a bomb had gone off and a refuge for wild animals...animal scat littering the room. To emphasize its new status, a huge yellow tom-cat looked up from a mildewed cushion from the old sofa and hissed at me before springing up and out through a window.
I found myself alone with the rest of the skeleton -- remnants of an old chambray shirt and paint splattered trousers fluttering around the bones -- many of which were broken or shattered. Next to the skull which was partially caved in were a broken pair of eyeglasses and I gave a soft moan of pain as I spotted one earpiece wrapped in weathered duct tape. I'd found my father. Mastering my despair, I slowly searched the house, finding it looted and wrecked from top to bottom -- some furniture smashed -- some missing -- clothes now scattered and rotting across the floors. A larger version of the family portrait I still carried in a waterproof pocket had been slashed to ribbons. There was no sign of the rest of my family.
I admit, I huddled in my old bedroom for a while, sitting against the wall on the ruined remnants of a mattress and cried for a bit. Finally, I wiped my face and got up and got on with what I knew I had to do. I found an old, stained blanket and went downstairs and gently moved my father's remains into it. I carried them outside to the back yard -- once his meticulously tended pride and joy and now a riot of weeds and wildflowers. I found a shovel with a broken handle and dug him a grave, spending most of the afternoon providing him a final and proper resting place.
Afterwards, I knelt there for lord knows how long...considering my father and myself. We'd never been friends. We'd never been close. Maybe it was because he'd thrown himself into his work or it was the generational differences...he and his Generation X bullshit. Maybe it was simply I'd been closer to my mother, preferring her loving company over his gruff, practical ways. All I knew was that he was dead and any chance I'd had of saying anything to him -- of making things right, was gone.
"He went down fighting, you know. You'd of been proud of him." I was rolling and coming up with the Colt in my hand before he'd finished the second sentence. I was shocked by my complacency -- stunned that I'd allowed someone to catch me with my guard down.
It was an old man, standing near the corner of the house -- rail thin body swimming in ragged and dirty overalls. He was carrying a piece of wood with three nails pounded through it, but he held it low, his other hand raised in a gesture of peace. "Yes sir...Don gave them raiders a good fight, must've killed five before they shot him and bashed his head in." The old man -- hair gray and stringy with milky blue eyes seemed to stare right through me as if he was reliving the fight. "You'd of been proud of your father."



His words hit home. "Do you know me?" I blurted out, slowly lowering my firearm.
The old man grinned, showing me a mouthful of rotted and broken teeth. "Course I do -- had you in my algebra class...almost twice 'cause you about failed, mooning over Diane Foreman."
Sudden recognition was followed by sudden shock as I realized that this burned out husk of a man was my high school algebra teacher -- Mister Williams. I rushed him, almost panicking him as I wrapped him in a bear hug -- glad simply that there was someone alive from my own life.
I spent two days with him, hearing his story as he wandered in and out of lucidity. He was vague on whether anyone else was still in town. He survived on crops growing wild and the occasional cat he managed to kill with his improvised weapon. He offered me both hope and anguish in his rambling words.
"It was about a year after the bombs fell that they came. We'd managed to survive the winter...those who stuck with the town, your mother and father and sister amongst them. We pooled resources and fought off the occasional bandits before, but then came this bunch. They had guns and were organized and hit us without warning. Most folk holed up in their houses like your family did -- a bunch made a last stand at the high school. We killed a bunch, but there must have been at least a hundred of them and they were vicious. Your daddy was one of the last to fall. He took five of them with him before he got hit. He was wounded...bad, but they took their time beating him to death."
"Did they have a leader -- was there a name? Did their leader kill my dad?" I'd asked as I'd turned a skewered cat over, roasting over a low fire in my camp.
Mister Williams looked embarrassed and replied, "No -- never caught his name -- evil looking fella -- even more than the rest -- big, black beard like those Civil War re-enactors used to have. He was too busy with your mother and your sister. Stripped them naked and made Pammy watch while his men raped your mother over and over again." Huge tears ran down his face. "I was watching from the shadows...I'm sorry I couldn't do nothing -- your mother moaning and Pammy sobbing like a baby on that bearded bastard's knee, him laughing to beat the band. Come morning, they put them both on leashes like dogs and led them out along with all the goods they could carry." My old teacher leaned over and patted my leg. "I'm sorry, John. I always hoped they didn't suffer too long before they died."
We didn't say much more that night. I sat watching and feeding the fire until dawn broke. I packed up and asked Mister Williams, "Any idea where they might have gone -- especially the bearded one?"
Mister Williams paled. East, up the river -- there's a big bunch of raiders running things. Don't go messing with that black bearded son of a bitch, son. He's a mean one...the devil himself."
I rucked up my pack and slung my rifle on my shoulder and patted the old man on the shoulder. "That's alright. I've met the devil a few times already. He's the one that should worry." I sat out upriver and never saw Mr. Williams again.
I slowly worked my way east, running into others as I went -- hearing and seeing about the efforts of raider gangs as I went. I started to hear one name over and over -- the strong man who made a lot of survivors afraid...his name was Black Tom. I made no trouble, but kept an eye out for Mom and Pammy. Black Tom had a penchant for female slaves for prostitution and as I made my way through settlements, I kept a sharp eye out for the survivors of my family even though I kept hearing that his slaves tended not to last all that long. I wasn't worried though -- he was a dead man, living only on borrowed time if I found out he'd taken my mother and sister.
#
For a moment, I could only gawk, trying to keep the surprise from my face even as my mother's eyes widened as she somehowrecognized me through the dirt and grime and my scruffy beard. I think, given another moment or two, I'd have pulled my M-142 and opened up on Black Tom and the others, but Mom, moving swiftly, was in my lap, straddling me and mashing her mouth against mine while her arms went round my neck and firmly held me in place.
I opened my mouth in surprise and was even more surprised when Mom thrust her tongue between my lips and any noise of shock or dismay was squelched before they came out. I heard vague chucking from the bar and Black Tom roared, "Don't fuck him to death, Alice. I like this boy!"
Mom gave a great laugh as she broke the kiss and hunching against me, pressed my face against her immense breasts. As my mind tried to process all this, a part of me noted that I still had a hard-on, my body reacting to the luscious naked body atop me. Mom's lips pressed against my ear and in a whisper, she said, "Don't do anything, John -- not yet. You'll get us all killed."
Mom returned to kissing me, feeding me her tongue and I couldn't help but respond, my tongue dancing with hers, feeling thrills I'd never experienced with other women. It was wrong, but goddamnit, it felt so good! Mom broke the kiss and again hugged me to her lush body, her lips kissing their way from my neck to my ears.
Her voice whispered harshly, "I'm your bought and paid for whore, so be touching me, son! Don't do anything to make them suspicious." When I didn't respond, Mom tightened her hips against my thighs and softly hissed, "Grab my tits, John! Play with my fucking breasts!"
Slowly, like a man drugged, I brought my hands up and grabbed hold of huge handfuls of soft breast flesh. Her nipples throbbed madly against my palms and she moaned in response, "God yes, baby, Suck my titties -- make Momma feel good!" My mind reeled as I heard my mother use such language -- I'd never even heard her say 'hell' or 'damn' when I was a kid.
I moaned as she pressed my head down to one of her huge, quivering breasts, the nipple looking so thick and meaty itself as I opened my mouth and took it inside, running my tongue over it. Mom hunched against me, her hands slipping into my shirt, ragged nails sliding over my dirty skin, shivering as I suckled at my mother's breast for the first time since I was a baby.
Finally, she pulled my head back up and tilted her neck back, rolling her head as my tongue fluttered across her skin, finding its way up to her ear. "Mom, I can take you away."
Mom moaned as if those words pleased her. "Yes, you can fuck Momma all night, baby," she said loudly as she dry humped my crotch. In my ear, she whispered, "You do know they're going to try and kill you?"
I nodded as I nuzzled her breasts again. As I mouthed her other nipple, I said softly, "What's the plan?" My face was once again pressed into her deep cleavage and I caught a whiff of something that took me back to my childhood -- maybe to a moment when in pain or upset, my mother had held me to her bosom in my youth.
"I'm to hold off fucking you for a bit, then start sucking your cock while they get into position. They figure between my mouth and Pammy, you'll be distracted and they'll cut your throat or blow your head off -- taking you while I make you cum. I've -- they've done it before." Mom kissed me again and then lifted her ass up and rotated so she was sitting in my lap facing the others.
I kneaded my mother's tits while she gave me an incestuous lap dance -- her full ass cheeks rubbing deliciously against the bulge in my pants while my lips nuzzled her ear and whispered, "Pammy...Pammy's alive and here?"
Mom leaned her head back, exposing her neck to my love bites and barely moving her lips, replying, "She's Black Tom's special toy...she's...oh God, it's hard to explain."
As I fondled and kissed my mother's body, allowing her to take my hand and lead it to between her legs, I studied the crowd nonchalantly -- some staring at us with envy and avarice, others busy with Alices of their own and some of Black Tom's ravager crew slowing moving into place around us. I could feel Black Tom's eyes studying us intently, but dared not look even as I slid two fingers into Mom's pussy -- finding her wet and steaming hot as I made her moan while I sucked on her neck. Mom suddenly tensed up and I imagined that she'd been given a signal from Black Tom because she slithered from my lap onto her knees and began undoing the fly of my pants.
I spared a glance towards Black Tom only to see him disappearing into the back and then Mom was fishing my cock out, her hands feeling incredible as she stroked it and breathed, "Oh God...so big and lovely," before opening her mouth wide and sliding her lips over the head. I clamped my jaws together -- a moan of delight hissing between clenched teeth as I glanced down to see my mother slowly slide her lips down my shaft -- her tongue maddeningly swirling over my erect member -- almost too distracting as I tried to keep track of the five men now sitting at tables just a few feet away.
My attention was partially diverted as the entire bar broke into applause as Black Tom returned, leading a young woman inside by a leather leash. She too was naked -- like all the other women, wearing a glittering, silver pair of high heels, accentuating the curve and shapeliness of her long legs. Long and clean blonde hair the color of straw, cascaded down her back, parted in the middle and framing her lean face and electric blue eyes that seemed to energize as the crowd hooted and crowed. She was tall and lean with high, full breasts, capped with hard nipples pierced and joined by a thin gold chain. She preened and turned to let all see her shapely, firm buttocks and her obviously aroused pussy, bare as the day she was born. Her tongue peeked out as she turned and grinned and winked at everyone as Black Tom led her out from behind the bar and into the room proper.
She exuded sheer sexuality on a level I'd never seen in a woman and I could feel a moment's insane lust flare within me despite that in this carnal creature I recognized the innocent little sister I'd last seen maybe five years before. Men reached out and caressed her -- copping feels of tits and ass as she was paraded around the room by Black Tom. He approached us and yanked her forward to show her off to me.
"Did I lie, John?" He said laughingly. "My offer's still good -- her for a night...hell, three nights in exchange for your rifle." He jerked the leash and added, "Give him a little taste, there, Pammy."
My head swirled as if I'd been on a weeklong drunk as I watched my sister lean forward, cupping her tits as if offering them to me while all along Mom continued to show me that she'd become an accomplished and talented cocksucker. Then Pammy was squatting down and touching Mom on the shoulder and I thought my cock would explode in the suddenly cool air as Mom let me slip from her mouth and she turned and gave her daughter a soul kiss, tongues swirling madly for a moment before Pammy ducked in and licked the tip of my cock, drawing off a stringer of precum that she immediately shared with Mom before Black Tom yanked my sister back onto her feet with a flick of his wrist.
"What'ya say, John? Hell, I'll give you Pammy and the Alice of your choice for those three days and you can fuck yourself blind."
It took me several seconds to have the wherewithal to shake my head, as Mom resumed giving me the most soulful head of my life and reply, "Mo-um, Alice is more than I can take as is...gotta, oh, God, pass!"
Black Tom grinned and shrugged and I watched as a look passed between him and his crew as he turned and led my sister back towards the bar. All were tensing up -- their attention divided between watching Mom fellate me and Black Tom leading Pammie back to the front of the room, where she climbed atop a table and spread her legs. The leader of his ravaging crew grinned and dropped his pants to the floor and with my little sister undulating her hips in anticipation, he climbed atop her and began to brutally fuck her.
As Pammy's wails of pleasure wafted through the air, Mom's efforts in sucking my cock increased in intensity, her eyes gazing up at me with a mixture of fear and lust and pure excitement, her tongue rolling madly over the head of my cock as her cheeks hollowed out as she sucked me harder, making me squirm and roll in my seat while those watching us were literally on the edge of their seats.
I spared a glance to Pammy, almost in shock as she gleefully and skillfully rolled her hips around, meeting the thrusts of the hairy, skinny man atop her, her moans spurring him on. Before returning my full attention to Mom, I shot a glance towards Black Tom whose attention was divided between enjoying his man fucking Pammy and watching Mom suck me. I was twitching and moaning in my chair as Mom bobbed up and down on my cock, slobbering saliva and precum down her chin, drawing amused chuckles from onlookers. I took a gamble and as I shook with pleasure, surreptitiously keyed the power switch on the M-142. Mom helped distract my actions by moaning loudly with a mouthful of cock while her hands clawed upwards on my chest.
I could fee the pressure building in my cock and balls, my moans growing louder -- my head swimming with so many emotions and needs -- trying to accept that this was my mother sucking my dick -- that my sister was moaning like a cock-filled slut some twenty five feet away and that five men were rising to attack me. I cried out as I felt myself begin to cum and the world became a series of simultaneous events being experienced in minute flashes.
*Mom's eyes widened as I shot my load into her mouth...
*Five men moved as one -- handguns and long, wicked knives rising in their hands...
*A flicker of my right arm brought my M-142 into play, my finger tightening on the trigger as I swung it in a wide arc around me...
*Bringing a forty-five revolver to bear -- a man's head exploded as a bullet of plasma intersected it, spraying blood everywhere...
*Mom's mouth slipped away from my cock as my second or third burst of hot semen splattered across her face as she fell back and down...
*A man fell back on a table, collapsing it as he wrapped his arms around his stomach, trying to hold his fried guts from spilling out from another plasma bullet...
*A line of fire streaked across my cheek as a bullet narrowly missed removing my head...
*Black Tom raised his Glock, fire leaping from the barrel as he squeezed the trigger...
*Another shot of semen shot from my cock to splatter on Mom's face and breasts as she fell towards the ground...
*I began a return sweep of fire, catching a third man in the face with a plasma bullet just as he began a downward stroke with a long knife...
*I heard a yell of triumph and looked to see a man begin to squeeze off a round from another forty-five automatic when he was thrown back as bullets exploded against his chest and realized Mom had somehow undone the holster for my Colt and had stolen my pistol...
I was standing now, Mom kneeling at my feet -- cock still jerking as I shot the last of my wad. No one was standing around me and I brought my rifle to bear on Black Tom only to feel like someone hit me in my right arm with a ball bat. My hand flexed as if I'd been shocked and I dropped my rifle as I was knocked back against the wall.
Laughing, Black Tom picked up the M-142 and aimed it at me. "Motherfucker, you did a lot more damage than I'd expected, but it's worth this. He lowered the barrel towards my crotch. "Wonder what one of them plasma things would do to a man's business."
The world slowed to a crawl -- people squalling and vacating the building in slow motion. I tried flexing my fingers, but they didn't work. I wasn't wounded -- the Kevlar fabric saw to that, but my arm was nearly numb from the impact -- painful tingles rippling up and down my arm. I glanced at Mom -- now covered in my semen and the blood of others. Pammy was screaming wordlessly as the man who'd been fucking her, climbed off and began walking my way with a large K-Bar knife in hand, face glowering as I supposed he was pissed at losing so many people.
Black Tom raised the barrel back to my chest and shook his head. "Naw -- I like you too much. You get it fair and square while you're looking." He glanced at Mom who looked up at us both horrified, her fingers pulling the trigger of an empty weapon. "Now, Alice -- I might just jam this thing up her twat and see how she likes it, but first you..." Black Tom pulled the trigger but nothing happened as I stepped up to him, drawing my own blade with my working hand, as I moved.
As I drove my K-Bar into his chest, I said, "Thought you got checked out on them, asshole -- palm-print trigger lock, remember?" I twisted the knife, tearing through heart muscle while catching my rifle with tingling fingers as Black Tom fell, bringing it up to aim at the approaching raider, a part of me amused as hell that we were both ready to kill each other with our cocks hanging out. "Fuck you, too," I muttered as I pulled the trigger and sent him to join the rest of his comrades.
I scanned the room for additional trouble but only dead or wounded or those trying to crawl out were visible. The big doorman peeked through, his scattergun at the ready, but I pointed my rifle at him and said, "Do you want to be dead or the new owner of this shithole?" and he faded quickly back down the hallway.
I rushed to Mom and pulled her to her feet, crushing her mouth for a brief and passionate kiss, not caring that I could taste my own seed in her mouth. "Go see to Pammy," I said and Mom stared up vacantly for a moment and then nodded wordlessly and turned to go hug her daughter.
Robotically, I moved around the room, making sure everyone was dead -- trying not to think as I slit the throats of three of Black Tom's henchmen including Howard, draped stunned over the bar. I tried not to allow myself to notice both the redheaded Alice and African American Alice lying dead -- caught in the crossfire.
Mom had Pammy sitting up -- my sister's face etched with horror as she stared around the room. I could hear voices outside -- cries of curiosity and alarm and knew we wouldn't have much time. "Get dressed -- get some clothes on Pammy -- we're got to move."
Mom turned to look at me -- the shock of the last few minutes finally sinking in. "Go...go where? Do what?" She began to shake and as she began to lose it, my sister seemed to be absorbing her fear and began a low keen.
I was on them in a second, my sister cowering in fear -- not recognizing me which made my heart ache. I reached out and stroked Mom's cheek and said, "Go get dressed -- dress for hiking a long ways -- boots and warm clothes -- strip the dead if you have to, but get going." I gave Mom a shove and when she and Pammy still hesitated, I reached out and slapped Mom hard on the ass -- making the sudden quietness of the room ring with the sound of flesh striking flesh. That got Mom moving and while she dragged Pammy through the door behind the bar, I checked the dead for anything of value. Black Tom's Glock and ammo went into my haversack and after a moment's contemplation, so did the bottles of Jack Daniels, Black Tom's crew had brought in. Another Glock and a bandalero of shotgun shells went into my bag as well.
I moved into the rooms behind the bar -- pausing to look through a broken window that faced some woods. I caught just a glimpse of the twin girls brought in by the raiders, a wad of clothes in their hands, disappearing into the woods. I wished them well and moved on. Black Tom had small, dank cells in back for his Alices, all reeking of semen and sweat.
Mom was struggling to put some boots on Pammy -- both now wearing ill fitting dresses -- too small and too thin to be of much use even though the weather for September had been warm and humid. A set of steps led me upstairs to what had to be Black Tom's residence -- lushly provided for with clean furniture and a host of clothes and food and drink. I found a large backpack and filled it with canned goods, another Colt automatic and ammo and grabbed two heavy coats from a closet. Another room held a lush, round bed adorned with rings for chains or cuffs and more sex toys than I'd ever seen outside a place in Tijuana on shore leave from several years back. I knew I was seeing my sister's home of the last few years.



Downstairs, I found Mom stuffing a canvas bag with more canned goods and I told her it was time to go. Leading the way, I emerged cautiously into the early evening of late September. A crowd of locals were standing off a ways -- the doorman with the shotgun nowhere in sight. A scrawny old man with a huge beard stepped forward and said, "Did you really kill Black Tom?" When I briefly nodded, he said, "Well, Little Timmy done hauled ass down the road to some of Black Tom's people over in Tylerville. You might want to be elsewhere before he gets back."
I smiled then and looking at the poor, dirty and hungry faces around me said, "There's food and weapons inside -- help yourself." I barely managed to step out of the way before they rushed the place. I looked to my mother, holding hands with my sister -- a blank expression on her face and smiled. "We need to go, Mom."
#
Lightning flashed illuminating my mother as thunder followed. For a woman who had been forced to march miles with little rest for three days, Mom looked beautiful -- still wearing that tight dress from Black Tom's. A warm front had moved through, bringing rain and we were holed up somewhere in Northern Kentucky in an old campground, using an ancient, but dry cabin for shelter -- grateful to have found a still working fireplace so we could get warm and dry. Pammy was curled up before the fire, sound asleep and I tried real hard not to notice how her shapely body threatened to explode from her dress.
Fortunately, that was easy because I couldn't keep my eyes off of Mom and the way her large breasts seemed to stretch the seams holding her dress together. She was sitting not far from Pammy, an expression of concern on her face. My sister hadn't said a word since the firefight. She ate when given food, drank when given water and walked when told to -- all with a vacant look in her eyes.
We'd had little time for conversation -- fleeing pursuit of Black Tom's cronies, most of which I thought were dead. After the fight, we'd made our way to a river landing where Black Tom kept a little flotilla of boats -- a motley collection of small boats with outboard motors, a speedboat and an ancient looking pontoon boat. We took the speedboat after using my rifle to wreck the rest of the little fleet and moved upriver towards what Mom said was the only passable bridge within sixty miles. There I'd booby trapped the bridge using some of Gantry's toys..
The bridge was an old railroad bridge looking surprisingly solid, but littered with the wreckage of box cars abandoned on the tracks. I set up several mines -- both pressure mines and trip wired and made my way back to the boat and on across the river where I holed the hull of the speedboat and we made our way up the southern bluffs overlooking the river.
A few hours later, as Mom and Pammy rested, a large group appeared at the bridge on the Indiana side, arriving in a smoking hulk of an old school bus. Through binoculars I watched as a nasty looking and heavily armed group of maybe fifty men began to wind their way across the bridge. One stepped on a pressure mine and blew three off the bridge. The others panicked and one must have tripped the ambush wire -- hooked into a pound of C-19 and a sixty foot section of the bridge pretty much vaporized along with the entire band of raiders, the explosion rocking me back on my heels nearly a mile away and echoing up and down the river as debris and body parts fell into the water.
Just to be sure we'd gotten safely away, I'd hard marched Mom and Pammy on for another day -- saying little as I scanned Commander Vance's old map and an old Road Atlas I'd found in the wreckage of a supermarket somewhere in Minnesota -- going South and East. Late this last afternoon, I could see the storm clouds building up to the west and followed the barely legible signs that once had directed tourists to a cheesy old campground and this old cabin.
"Is she...do you think she'll be alright, Mom?" I asked Mom as I got up to feed the fire with some old seasoned logs I'd found in a wood box outside.
Mom didn't answer for a long time -- her eyes studying Pammy's sleeping form. "I don't know...I doubt she's been right since your father was killed and Black Tom took us." Mom shivered and hugged herself tight, inadvertently offering me a brilliant display of her cleavage. "I didn't see her for nearly six months after...after. I know Black Tom did things -- fucked with her head and her body I guess and when he finally brought her down from his place, she was like...his complete and utter slut." Mom sighed. "No, she's not right -- I reckon neither of us is right." Mom looked up at me with tears in her eyes. "I guess nothing is right anymore."
I knelt at Mom's feet and reached up and took her hands in mine. "We're back together, Mom -- we're family again. Things will get better."
Mom stared down at me for a long time, tears making tracks down her begrimed face. She finally looked up towards the ragged ceiling and blew out air -- her face reddening. "Not exactly the same is it?" She looked down again, staring at our joined hands in her lap. "Guess you never thought you'd see your old mom acting like I did, did you, son? Never imagined our reunion would start with Mom sucking your big peter?"
I felt myself blushing as I shrugged my shoulders and said, "It couldn't be helped...things can be better now -- you're done with that place and all that happened."
Mom blinked her eyes and looked away again, unable to look me in the eye as she replied, "Maybe, but what happened isn't done with me, John."
What do you mean, Mom?"
Still avoiding my gaze, Mom said, "These last years have been bad in many ways, son, but in some ways, I've been more alive than ever before." She paused and licked her lips and then she turned her eyes to look me in the face and I was almost bowed over by the sheer intensity of her gaze.
"When Black Tom and his men shot your father, I about died...I would have been happy if they'd have shot me dead on the spot too. But, Black Tom gave me to his men and they put me on our old oak dining room table and fucked me and fucked me -- raping me...at least at first, taking turns sticking their dicks in me while the others held my arms and kept my legs spread wide."
Mom's face was now beet red as she swallowed and continued, "I loved your father and I never cheated on him, but his idea of lovemaking was two or three times a month and even then it was 'Wham, bam, thank you, ma'am,' and I doubt I ever had more than a dozen orgasms with Joe in all the years we were married, but I did fantasize about sex -- I used to imagine big cocks making me scream for hours and hours..."
Mom took a deep breath and slowly let it out. Her nipples, already hard from the night air grew visibly larger as she spoke. "I mean no disrespect to your father, but by the time Black Tom's men finished with me, I'd lost count how many times I'd cum and as sore and crazy as I was, I wanted more. All those nasty men on top of me, their cocks filling me up with hot cum and making me moan like a common whore -- God help me, but I loved it!. When they were done, I cried for more and son, they laughed at me and then they did oblige me and Black Tom said 'I'd get along fine -- that he wished he could find more cock hungry sluts like me."
She glanced over at Pammy lying asleep in front of the fire. "I used to tell myself I did it because it gave me a chance to stay near Pammy, but the truth is, I loved being a slut whore for Black Tom. I doubt a day's gone by these last years that I didn't have several cocks in me or fall asleep with men's seed dripping out of me. I reveled in being the best whore on Black Tom's string -- one man at a time or two, or even three. I was never happier than when I was being fucked."
Mom's hands tightened around mine. "Even right now I'm missing all that cock I got everyday. Right now, I'm getting wet remembering sucking your cock, son and thinking how good that lump in your pants felt against my pussy."
"Mom...I..." My mouth was dry and I was at a total loss for words. I tried to reconcile the mother I remembered...the mother who dressed conservatively and taught little ones in Sunday School, who'd been so prim and proper with the mother sitting before me...the mother I'd seen fucking and sucking men like a wanton whore and who'd so eagerly it seemed, had sucked my cock only a few minutes after we'd been reunited.
"Son, I need to be fucked. I need to be fucked by you. I don't care that you're my son...I think it makes me want it more. I know you must think I'm awful...just a cumslut whore, but I want you, John. Please..." Mom whispered, her hands pressing my hands against her lap, spreading her legs slightly and hunching her hips upward.
As she opened her legs, her already short dress was dragged upwards towards her waist and her thick, hairy pussy was revealed -- sure enough, her labia had flowered and I could see a wide expanse of glistening, pink flesh. I suddenly smelled her pussy -- wet and aroused and with a sudden growl, I thrust my face into Mom's hot cunt, marveling at the heat of her flesh as I mashed my head between her thighs, my mouth open and tongue spearing her sopping wet pussy flesh.
Mom let out a plaintive cry as she threw her legs over my shoulders and flexed her hips up, tightening her thighs to hold my face captive against her sodden, hairy pussy. My head swam like I was drunk as I inhaled her strong scent -- spurring my incestuous lust on as I began licking her pussy like a dog dying of thirst, rolling my tongue up and down her quivering, glistening flesh, lapping her juices and smearing them over my sparsely bearded face.
Mom moaned, hunching her groin against my face as I looked up at her while my tongue swirled around her wet box. I gazed in wonder at the woman that was both my mother and a crazed slut, her hands squeezing her breasts and then jerking her summer dress over her head so she could get better access to her swollen nipples, lifting one heavy breast up so she could tongue her own engorged nub.
Suddenly we were atop my old and worn sleeping bag, kissing feverishly -- Mom's tongue slathering over my pussy juice drenched face while she was tearing at my clothes. Her hands found my cock, then her lips were on me, reminding me of how well my mother could suck cock, her tongue an insane dervish of warm, moist flesh and then Mom was straddling me, her need intent on her face. "Fuck me, John," Mom sobbed. "I need your big cock!"
I could feel the intense heat of her sodden pussy long before her pussy lips kissed the head of my erect and throbbing penis and I groaned, "I love you, Mom!" as she slowly lowered herself onto me -- her lips sneering with carnal bliss as she impaled herself on her son's long, hard cock. Mom let out a strange, happy crooning noise I'd never heard from a woman before -- a sound that was both the epitome of carnality and of happiness.
Squatting over me, hands on my chest and leaning slightly forward so her large, meaty breasts dragged over my sweaty skin, Mom began to bounce on my dick, torturously fucking me as she contracted her cunt muscles, her cunt flesh clinging stubbornly to my shaft as she fucked me. "I love cock!" Mom cried out as she took all of me into her, squirming with delight as my cock was buried in her womb.
Mom suddenly stiffened and I felt a hot flood of her creams bathe my cock as she rose up on me, her body stiffening as she bit her lower lip -- orgasmic pleasure sweeping her away, her leg muscles bulging dangerously as a spasm of pleasure tore through her and taking my breath away as I witnessed for the first time an expression of sheer carnal delight on my mother's face...her breasts quaking as she shuddered from the joy of having her son's cock filling her womb.
Mom collapsed on top of me and I rolled us over and while Mom moaned in approval, I draped her legs over my shoulders and began to fuck her like a man gone mad. I gave her no respite from her orgasm, sending her crashing headlong into another as I brutally rammed my cock into her sweet furnace of a pussy again and again.
Mom whipped her head back and forth -- her wild and tangled mane of hair concealing her face until I reached out and smoothed her hair back, not willing to lose sight of my mother's expressions of incestuous bliss while she grunted and moaned with each hard thrust of my cock into her motherly cunt. Mom's breasts bounced wildly over her chest, nipples so swollen, they resembled overripe cherries that would burst if bitten.
I thrust hard, stretching to kiss Mom and curling her up into a ball of aroused woman as I thrust my tongue into her mouth, delighted when she feverishly sucked it as she had sucked my cock before. Mom's brilliant blue eyes were wide with excitement and love as I buried my stiff penis into her silky and steaming flesh again and again.
Her ragged nails clawed against my shoulders and arms as her pleasure grew and grew and then she bucked hard up into me, meeting my downward thrust and a gave a muffled squeal against my lips as she came again, cunt clamping hard around my cock and doing things I never imagined a woman could control with her pussy -- milking me -- conveying her need for my hot sperm to take her all the way to heaven.
I went deep into her tightening womb and sobbed, "I love you!" as my cock jerked in her satiny grasp and began flooding her pussy with hot semen. I came and came and came as if I had been saving it for years -- filling Mom up with my seed -- cumming so hard, it almost hurt as it shot from my cock. I felt pleasure as I had never felt it before -- knowing it was my mother's pussy I was deep inside simply making it all the more sweet.
Mom's legs fell off my shoulders as I collapsed on top of her, still buried inside her to the root, her heaving breasts like soft pillows that I could rest my weary head on while she sighed and moaned in the lovely aftermath of our lovemaking. It was a few minutes before I realized that Mom was holding me with just one arm, fingers slowly tracing little circles on my back.
I turned to look at her and saw her other arm extended off to my right -- her hand locked around Pammy's hand. My sister was looking at us both, a huge, happy smile on her face -- her eyes shiny with excitement. Her other arm was was between her thighs, slightly moving and I realized that Pammy was rubbing her own pussy. I felt Mom move slightly and knew we were both looking at my little sister. Both embarrassment and amazement washed over me as I realized that Pammy had watched her brother and mother fuck like wild animals and from her expression, had enjoyed it greatly.
I'm not sure how long we all three simply stared at each other before my sister's face scrunched up in an expression of orgasmic release, her body stiffening under the coat. Pammy finally let Mom's hand go and with a contended sigh, rolled over and went back to sleep.
I looked upwards at Mom, using my arms to raise up a bit so that we were face to face. Mom smiled at me. "I think that's a good sign, don't you think?"
I grinned and said, "I just fucked my mother -- pretty hard to think beyond that, Mom."
Mom nodded, her legs shakily coming to drape over the back of my legs as if preparing to trap me between her thighs if I was having second thoughts. "Are you sorry, John?"
Shaking my head, I replied, "No...just can't believe I've just made a teenage fantasy a reality. You wouldn't believe how many times I masturbated thinking about this before I left home."
Mom raised her head and gave me a gentle kiss before she said, "I suppose I sort of knew how you felt -- we were almost a couple even when you were a kid and I used to daydream about you when I would find all your cum stained shorts and towels." Mom stretched herself under me like a big, lazy cat sunning herself -- her hard nipples dragging across my chest as her meaty breasts rolled. "Maybe this was all meant to be -- everything I've done -- that happened was to prepare me to be able to love you...to be able and willing to spread my legs and fuck my son."
Mom got a funny look in her eyes and somehow I knew the words that were coming -- words I'd heard many times as a child when she would shake her head while watching the news and the awful things going on all over. In a quiet voice, Mom said, "God's will."
We both went silent for a moment and then I nodded, "Maybe, Mom, maybe. God's will or not, I have you now. I crossed through hell for you and I'm not about to let you go now."
Mom nodded and said, "Black Tom took me away from your father and you took me from Black Tom. You're my man now." Mom flexed her cunt muscles around my semi-hard cock and whispered, "I belong to you now, son."
I'm not sure why, but Mom's words aroused me and I felt my cock begin to harden again -- Mom groaning happily as I swelled inside her. We began to fuck again -- this time more slowly and gently -- making love as the storm raged outside -- oblivious to the savage world's many dangers, feeling, at least for the moment, safe in each other's arms.
In the morning, Pammy had reverted to her almost catatonic state, although I felt she seemed to be a little more aware -- sometimes catching her watching me after we broke camp and moved out. We moved steadily east now, sticking to secondary roads, making relatively good time across the mostly flat lands of the bluegrass of Northern Kentucky. Each night we would find an abandoned house to shelter in and Mom and I would make love after Pammy would at least pretend to go to sleep.
Most nights however as I fucked Mom, relishing her lush body underneath me, savoring the feel of my cock deep inside her making her heart pound, Pammy would roll over and watch Mom and I together, a lewd smile coming over her face as she stared at her brother fucking her mother, eventually extending an arm out to take Mom's hand and holding tightly onto it as Mom and I would work our way to orgasm.
Usually, Pammy would begin to masturbate as well, sometimes blatantly, her covers kicked off and her hand squirming madly around her pussy which slowly was becoming covered with a soft downy blonde muff. It many ways it was as if she was participating in our incestuous lovemaking and I guess in her own way, she was.
As we approached the foothills of the Appalachian Mountains, in the middle of nowhere, we found an ancient hunting supply and general store that looked like it had been around since the early twentieth century. I was shocked to find it was completely intact -- its goods never plundered. Inside, we were able to outfit Mom and Pammy in some jeans and flannel shirts and some decent hiking boots. Even better were cold weather coats that fit them both. We found some lightweight but insulated sleeping bags and a nylon tent that when rolled up only seemed to weigh a little over a pound.
Mom and Pammy both found their new clothes a little difficult to get used to and Pammy emerged slightly from her catatonic state to whine unhappily at having such heavy clothing on her body, but as October overtook us, the weather was beginning to cool rapidly and the nights were getting chillier. Still, as Mom observed, "Honest to God, I don't think I've had clothes on more than five or six times -- this will take some getting used to." Black Tom had treated them as little better than animals -- when they did accompany him in public, they had been naked except for perhaps shoes and the leash and collar they had been led around with.
The going was slower now, all roads seemed to be mostly uphill, but Mom and my sister were getting used to walking -- Mom even seemed to have shed a bit of weight -- doing nothing but enhancing her mature beauty. I can still recall Mom taking a shower under a small waterfall, shivering from the cold water, but looking magnificent in all her naked glory, black and gray hair wet and slicked back from her face -- water running off her huge, sloping breasts -- nipples swollen in the chill water and her stomach -- still with a small pooch of a woman in her early middle years, but sexy in a way that only a mature woman can be and her wild and unruly thatch of black pubic hair nestled between thighs that had toned up with the many miles of hiking from the last few weeks.



My cock throbbed with the image of my mother, her skin slick and glistening, all that day, not quite going down until that evening when we made camp and we made love with all the passion and energy of newlyweds. As always, as I fucked Mom, my sister, made her presence known, holding onto Mom's hand as she watched and masturbated -- my attention wandering back and forth between Mom's ripe and luscious body and Pammy's young and tight form -- her hands wetly sliding over her wispy blonde-haired pussy.
There were days I thought Pammy might be coming out of her silent, catatonic-like state. Days when she would smile and point at a small stand of deer, grazing in a meadow overrun with crops gone wild or when she would gaze with rapt attention at songbirds in the trees or smile contentedly as Mom brushed the tangles out of her long blonde hair with a ivory brush she'd found in an abandoned house or when she would offer Mom and me a happy, leering smile as we exploded in orgasm, but she did not speak.
We were getting close to Commander Vance's retreat -- I was thinking maybe two or three days. Mom and I had made love at the end of the day, cocooned warmly in our insulated tent, a glowstick dimly illuminating us. Mom on top at the end as we reached climax, Mom sitting erect atop my throbbing and gushing cock, sobbing with pleasure as she ran one hand through her pepper-colored hair while the other squeezed Pammy's hand as she avidly watched. Finally, Mom collapsed on top of me, her soft, meaty breasts flattening out atop me and she moaned her love for me and after watching my sister sigh contentedly and falling asleep, we both let slumber overtake us.
I awoke suddenly out of deep sleep, feeling a bit disorientated, instinct telling me something was out of sorts -- Mom was curled up against my left side, her face nuzzling my neck. As I reached for my Colt under my pack that I used for a head rest when I realized what woke me up -- a pair of soft lips and a tongue tasting my cock. In the dim light offered by the glow stick, I was shocked to see Pammy kneeling next to me, her hair not quite obscuring her face, tenderly licking my cock, still sticky with Mom's juices.
I didn't want to spook her -- she tended to act skittish around me most of the time anyway -- so I simply whispered, "Pammy -- stop, go back to sleep, honey." My sister stiffened a little at my voice, but didn't stop -- taking my cock in her mouth and sucking on the head as she turned and looked up at me -- her blue eyes looking so innocent and child-like. I asked her again, keeping my voice soft and gentle, "Pammy -- I'm your brother -- you need to stop -- we can't do this."
Pammy responded by taking more of me into her mouth -- expertly deep-throating me like a seasoned pro as she made little, contented, slurping noises. Trying not to wake Mom up, I eased myself up, running a hand through my sister's long blonde tresses as I gently applied pressure to ease her off my cock. Even as I tried to do the right thing, part of me was aroused by this girl almost out of her teens -- her body firm and ripe and my semi-erect cock stiffening between her lips. Part of me was even thinking that how could it be any worse than fucking my own mother.
Pammy whined in protest as her lips let my hardening penis slip from her mouth and she turned and moved on me and I heard my sister speak for the first time since I'd sailed off years ago -- a soft, husky voice saying, "Please." Pammy moved upwards, swinging a long, shapely leg across my thighs and straddling me just below my now wet and hard cock.
Pammy scooted forward till my erection was being kissed by her sparsely haired vulva -- labia already flowering to embrace the length of my shaft while she ran her hands up her front, cupping her firm and full breasts, fingers sliding over long and erect nipples as she moaned, "Please...I need it. It's so hard and big...I need it, please let me have your cock!"
She wiggled against me, her wetness kissing my saliva smeared cock and resisting the desire to give in, I began to rise up, my hand moving to push her away when Mom reached out and laying her hand on my chest, pushed me down onto my back. "No, John...don't stop her," Mom said softly.
I whipped my head around to see Mom now in a sitting position -- one hand on my chest, the other stroking Pammy's bare arm. "Mom...I can't...she's -- she's my sister."
Mom smiled as if amused and shook her head. "I think we're past that now, son. Do this for her...she needs it, she needs your love."
Part of me yearned to abandon all restrain and take my sister...part of me throbbed with incestuous need, but part of me still resisted. "It's not right, Mom. Pammy isn't -- she's not all...dammit, she's all messed up!"
As I argued with Mom, Pammy continued to squirm in my lap, rolling her hips and running her spread labia up and down my shaft, her juices sweetly hot -- so aroused I could smell her wet cunt -- her need wafting in my nostrils. Mom leaned in and kissed me on the lips, her tongue rolling gently across them before she said, "Son, ain't none of us really right...the world isn't right, but it is what it is. You've made things good for me, now make them good for your sister."
Pammy moaned as she hunched against me, almost panting with need as she moaned, "Fuck meeeeeee, pleeeeeaase! I want your cock!" Her brilliant blue eyes, so much like our mother's stared imploringly down at me as she wiggled atop me, her hands squeezing and mauling her own breasts, angrily pinching her swollen nipples.
Mom came up onto her knees, wrapping an arm around Pammy, kissing her tenderly on the cheek and then more passionately as her daughter turned, mouth open and tongue extending and found Mom's lips. As their sloppy kiss ended, Mom looked down at me, her eyes imploring me just as my sister's were. "John, your sister needs you -- she needs you to give her peace and your love." Tears pooled in Mom's eyes and ran down her cheeks. "You've done so much for me -- made fucking part of love again. Make it good for Pammie too...please, son, do it for her...do it for me."
I let all doubts fall away and I sat up and wrapped my arms around my baby sister, pulling her to me and kissing her, thrusting my tongue into her mouth as she moaned happily -- her tongue a whirling dervish teasing and flirting with my tongue. She tasted different than Mom -- not better, but different.
With a groan, I rolled us over, laying Pammy down on her back as I stayed between her legs. She squealed in delight as she felt the length of my cock sliding up and down her splayed lips, drawing her knees back and spreading them with long learned experience -- anticipating the first thrust of my cock."
"I -- I love you, Pammy," I said in a ragged voice as I lifted my hips and nestled the head of my cock against her clasping opening.
Mom's hand stroked my back and buttocks as she moaned, "Fuck your baby sister like you'd fuck me, son!" I felt her fingers press into my flesh, urging me on as I thrust my cock into Pammy's welcoming pussy!"
Whatever sweetness and innocence I sensed in my sister before instantly evaporated as she screamed in desperate triumph, flinging her pelvis upwards to meet my cock even as she flung her legs around my lower back, legs crossing as she tightened her hold on me, becoming in seconds a sexual wildcat beneath me.
I was instantly caught up in a storm of lust as I struggled against her tight embrace to withdraw and thrust again -- intent on sinking my aching hard-on deep into her molten pussy -- intent on fucking my sister as hard as I could. Pammy's arms, wrapped around my neck, pulled my head down so we could kiss, her tongue slathering over mine, furious and starving for me. When it ended, as I trip hammered my cock into her tight pussy, she flung her head back and screamed again -- letting everything inside her out -- purging at least for the moment, all her demons and surrendering herself to carnal pleasure -- letting ecstasy cleanse her soul of all pain as she writhed beneath me, letting my cock plunge deep and bring her pleasure and relief.
"FUCK MEEEEE, YESSSSS! FUCK ME HARDER!" Pammy screamed as her fingers clawed at my back and she moved her body in ways I didn't know were possible and made her pussy contract and pulse in ways that were wonderfully obscene. On and on, I fucked my sister, savoring the sweet sensation of her cunt flesh sliding along my shaft, massaging me, kissing my cock with wetness and heat that were made even more delicious knowing that I was committing incest with my mother's youngest child.
Pammy began to orgasm, her body loosing control as if in an epileptic fit -- her furnace-like cunt clamping down on my erect penis. I tried to remain motionless, struggling not to cum as I remained deep inside her womb, riding out her raging pleasure until her orgasm ebbed and she began to relax and then I began fucking her hard again, making my sister sob with pleasure, building her back up towards climax again.
"YESSSS, LOVE IT, LOVE TO BE FUCKED, FUCKED, FUCKED HARD!" Pammy chanted as I slammed my cock into her sodden pussy again and again, her thighs and legs churning as she tried to again wrap herself around me, but exhaustion and pleasure were too much for her and she mostly allowed me to brutally fuck her as she sobbed with pleasure. Then as her eyes widened as if surprised by yet another orgasm, she whimpered softly, "Fuck me!" and then began to writhe madly beneath me as ecstasy tore through her young body while her pussy clamped down on me, milking me as I drove deep one last time and with a roar of bestial pleasure, began to cum in my sister's womb.
My heavy load of hot semen was like flame to the gasoline of her orgasm and Pammy exploded under me, becoming a squalling, clawing wildcat as we became one in carnal delight, our mutual orgasm raging as I mashed my lips on hers and our tongues were two wild animals caught up in their own frenzy of sexual delight. We kissed as I seemed to shoot my seed for what seemed forever, but finally as I felt my sister begin to calm, her ravenous cunt slowly relaxing around my aching cock, I felt myself drained and gently disengaged, making Pammy moan in an utterly lewd way as I slowly withdrew from her sperm filled pussy.
On shaky arms above her, I kissed my sister one last time, shivering as her still moving vulva brushed my cum covered cock. I carefully moved off her and shifted over to her right only to have Mom push me back as she dived for my cock -- lust and love struggling for control of her face. Like a starving woman, Mom began licking my semi-erect cock, lapping up streamers of my semen mixed in with a heavy coating of Pammie's cunt cream.
As Mom finished making me quiver as she sucked and cleaned my sensitive cock, we both turned as Pammy moaned, "Please...more. I need it." We both saw my sister lying there, still trembling in the throes of her receding orgasmic bliss, barely able to control her movements, but somehow undulating her pelvis, spreading her legs as she looked back and forth between Mom and me as she begged, "Fuck me...make me cum...please!"
Mom and I exchanged glances and after taking a look at my cock, barely semi-erect and still recovering, Mom grinned evilly at me and said, "My turn, son!" As I watched in complete shock and awe, Mom moved on her hands and knees, meaty breasts swaying, between her daughter's sprawled legs. "Shhhhh, Mommy's here, baby. Mommy will make you feel all better."
Pammy's eyes glowed with excitement as Mom approached and she laughed like an excited child as Mom began kissing her way up her thighs, shifting from one leg to the other as she showered her child's body with soft licks and kisses. Mom finally paused -- her face scant inches above my sister's wide open pussy -- my seed beginning to ooze out. "Mommy loves you, sweetheart," Mom said huskily and then she pressed her mouth against Pammy's pussy and began licking her daughter's cum filled pussy!
My sister moaned in utter delight, flinging her hips upward against Mom's lips and tongue while entangling her fingers into Mom's graying mane of hair, pressing Mom's face more firmly against her crotch. I felt my heart beating faster as I watched Mom lap and suck at her daughter's pussy -- tongue rolling over her swollen labia before stiffening and driving into Pammy's pink meat, emerging with a blob of my hot semen, mixed with pussy cream. Mom's face quickly became covered with a whitish, frothy coating of her children's juices as she tongued Pammy towards another orgasm.
Pammy squirmed and sighed under Mom's knowledgeable mouth, her blue eyes shining brighter and brighter as she was swept up in incestuous bliss -- a lewd grin on her face as she would look at me lovingly and then return her gaze to our mother looking back at her as her head bobbed between Pammy's thighs.
As my sister moaned as Mom's tongue brought her to another climax, Mom raised her head up and as sperm and cunt juice dripped from her face, moaned, "Fuck me, son. Fuck me now!"
I suddenly awoke from being entranced by my mother's and sister's sapphic lovemaking and was aware of my own arousal -- cock hard and achingly stiff. I tore my eyes away from the erotic sight of Mom tonguing Pammy's pussy to see my mother's ass wiggling in anticipation and found myself swept up in incestuous lust. With a growl, I climbed to my knees behind Mom and grabbed hold of her full, but toned ass cheeks. Spreading her firm cheeks apart, I thrust hard into Mom's cunt -- her labia already flowered open, revealing pink and glistening flesh.
Mom stiffened beneath me, a muffled groan coming from her lips as I buried my cock in her in one swift motion. I leaned over Mom, kissing her neck as my hands swept under her to cup her heavy swinging breasts, finger digging deep into her soft, pillow-like flesh as I hunched my hips forward to get deeper inside my mother.
Soon noise filled the tent -- Pammy's loud screams of ecstasy mixing with Mom's pussy muffled moans as I quick fucked her from behind, not withdrawing far, but slamming into her pussy with short, intense thrusts. As I fucked Mom, my hands busily milked her huge breasts, fingers pinching and pulling at her thick, blood engorged nipples.
As I nibbled and kissed at Mom's neck and shoulders, I saw her fingers contributing to my sister's pleasure, sliding through Pammy's slick flesh and then gradually inserting one finger and then another inside her daughter's pussy. Pammy's cries became more intense as she demanded, "More! Fuck me, give me more!"
My sister suddenly screamed as Mom inserted her entire hand into Pammy's pussy and then as I saw the muscles in Mom's wrist flex, I somehow understood that she had made a fist inside her daughter's cunt. Slowly, Mom began working her fist back and forth inside Pammy -- fist-fucking her with a familiarity which both shocked and aroused me. I began to fuck Mom harder as well, making her cry with pleasure as she ran her tongue over Pammy's pink folds, teasing and loving my sister's swollen clitoris, fully emerged from its hood, pulsating as Mom fisted her and tongued her.
Gasps and moans and screams of pleasure filled the tent as mother, son and daughter were joined in incestuous union, creating an intimacy, carnal and more erotic than I ever dreamed could exist. Mom's pussy was like a vise as she squeezed her thighs together and constricted her pussy muscles as I shoved my cock into her motherly womb again and again while she fist fucked Pammy, working her fist around inside her, making sudden, short thrusts with her curled fingers against my sister's cervix, making her sob with pleasure.
The pleasure grew so great to me that it seemed to border on pain and while Mom and Pammy seemed to be skating that same edge, neither ever begged for it to halt, Mom occasionally lifting her pussy cream covered face to cry out, "I love you, son. Fuck me, fuck Mommy!" while Pammy simply screamed with pleasure, her sweaty body squirming under Mom's never ceasing fisting.
As my sister erupted in an orgasm that nearly had her levitating, Mom erupted in an equally intense orgasm, partly caused by my cock thrusting deep inside her and partly from the sheer carnal performance of her daughter writhing -- impaled on Mom's ever probing hand. I had no choice but to join them, the need to cum again overwhelming as my hot seed raced through my shaft and exploded in Mom's pussy once more -- shocking me with the intensity and volume of my third load of semen in such a short time. Our three-way mutual orgasm seemed to go on and on, Pammy screaming herself hoarse before Mom gingerly pulled her hand out of my sister's cunt -- her hand thickly coated with pussy cream.
As I ground myself into Mom's pussy, allowing her to milk the last few drops of semen from my cock, I reached down and took Mom's wrist and leaning over her shoulder, licked my sister's juices from Mom's fingers, only to have my tongue greeted by Mom's tongue as we both greedily lapped at the sweet cream of Pammy's pussy.
Mom, her body shaking, moved to Pammy's right side, my sister immediately turning to cuddle up against Mom and whispering, "I like to fuck," before slipping into a deep sleep, softly snoring while her head rested on Mom's breast. I moved to bracket Mom from the other side, trapping her between her children's bodies, kissing her gently as we caught our breath -- tasting both myself and Pammy on her cum covered face.
As we all cuddled and watched Pammy sleep, Mom whispered, "Thank you, John. For me and for your sister, thank you."
I sighed happily and said, "My pleasure...more than you'll ever know. Do you think it will help? Do you think she'll ever come back to us?"
Mom didn't reply for a long time. "I just don't know, John. I don't know all of what Black Tom did to her. He kept her isolated for a long time, even though I begged to see her. When he did bring her out...she was like a trained animal -- living for pleasure, only really connecting with the world when she was fucking or sucking or licking someone. Sometimes she knows me, sometimes not."
I recalled her familiarity with her daughter and said, "You've made love to her before?"
Mom nodded. "Many times. Black Tom would sometimes bring me up to his quarters and have Pammy and me perform for him...making us sixty-nine each other or use a strap-on dildo on each other...sometimes a double cock." Mom let out a heavy, sort of wistful sigh. "Sometimes he just wanted to see a mother and daughter commit incest, other times I don't think he even recollected I was his 'pretty one's' mother -- he just wanted to fuck one of us and watch the other eat his jizz out of their pussy." Mom shivered as she remembered -- her nipples swelling again as she talked.
"I guess that makes me an awful mother, but I did it willingly from the start. Part of me was eager to be with my daughter, but part of me reveled in the sheer lewdness of it. Until I met Black Tom, I'd never even kissed a woman before except friendly like on the cheek. Before he debuted Pammy, he'd had me do things with other women and I loved it. The first time Pammy slipped her tongue into my mouth I had an orgasm.
"The first time Black Tom ordered me to lick her pussy, I was happy to do it -- thrilled...I remember him laughing cause I was leaving a puddle of pussy cream between my legs, I was so aroused." Mom paused and I could see her eyes clouding at the edge of madness. "Did that make me evil...or crazy?"
"You were doing what you had to do to survive, Mom." I said softly.
Mom sighed and said, "I don't know...yes, in part to just stay alive another day and as sex crazed as Pammy seemed, I was so glad she was surviving too, but there's a part of me I cannot deny...a part of me was glorying in what I was doing, even with Pammy that first time...and every time after." Mom pressed her head against my chest, her arms coming around me to hold me tight. "Am I bad, son? Am I evil or crazy?"



I sighed and kissed the top of Mom's head. "It doesn't matter now, Mom. It's a new world, new rules and we just have to live it day by day, finding comfort and happiness where we can. You love me and I love you and we both will love Pammy as much and however she'll let us." I paused and Mom's old refrain came to my lips, "God's will." Mom and I fell asleep in each other's arms.
#
It was snowing when we finally reached Commander Vance's vacation retreat -- a wet, heavy snow. The house was nestled up against a cliff, surrounded -- almost hidden in the trees of a holler deep between high ridges. It stood untouched by the war -- partly old timber and partly old stone. Mom was in tears as we trudged up the old rock steps to the front porch -- a red squirrel scolding us from one side, sitting on a thick wooden rail.
Pammy was staring vacantly and quietly around, pausing to look at the little bushy-tailed animal with a slowly growing smile. She'd returned to her silent, almost catatonic state, occasionally gifting Mom and me with a shy, gentle smile -- but not a word had she spoken in the three days since we'd made love. The last two nights, she'd watched Mom and I fuck as she always did, but then had sighed and rolled over and went to sleep.
I fumbled with the carefully hoarded pack that Commander Vance had given me -- finding instructions to first find the keypad hidden in the outer wall that would allow me to punch in the code to allow us access. We all stared almost in awe as the lights went green and the front door slowly sighed open. Made to look like old wood, when I pushed on it, I realized that the wood was a disguise and that it must have had a thick, steel inner core.
We were home and a day never went by since that I haven't thanked Commander Vance for his gift. He and his wife had truly been prepared for the end of it all. Shielded electric components still allowed the solar powered generator to work -- we had heat, refrigeration and a powered water pump for clean water deep below ground. There was an extension back into the cliff that contained shelter and a huge room full of dry and canned foods. There was survival gear and medical supplies and seeds for crops. Later I found a diary belonging to Mrs. Vance and I discovered that her family had long harbored paranoia regarding a final war...although in retrospect, I guess we can't call it paranoia, can we? Her family had wealth and money and it had been her doing that had made this place what it was...a place to survive and begin again.
Nate Rafelson showed up at the end of the next spring. He'd lost an eye in a bad firefight somewhere in Southern Pennsylvania. His wife and child were lost without a clue -- Pittsburgh dead from a widespread epidemic of "Black Betty." Nate didn't show up alone -- he had his new wives...two young Amish girls he'd freed from a raider gang in the fight where he'd lost his eye. Anna and Hilda had nursed him back to health and somewhere in the process, had fallen in love with him. For their part, I think they'd revived a part of him I'd seen die after we'd launched the Custer's missiles. There was pain when he spoke of his lost wife and child, but joy as his lovely young farm girl brides -- a blonde and a brunette, showered him with love and attention. The girls were a great help to us all when we began working our own crops -- helping us past our ignorance as new farmers.
We have been here at what we call Vance's Station now for five years. Life is good...we grow our own crops, more than enough to survive on, especially now with game so abundant in our mountain valley. We trade our excess with a tiny town twenty miles south of us that rode out the war pretty much intact. Nate and I came to their aid the only time they were hit by a raider gang. None of the bastards ever returned to their lair beyond our mountains. We are accepted by the townsfolk -- none seeing anything wrong with either of our unconventional lives...many taboos and customs having fallen to the wayside in the aftermath of war. Mom and I aren't the only incestuous couple I know of and Nate is hardly the only man with two or more wives.
We get news now and again from strangers passing through the region. The Reconstituted United States has splintered apart with the Canadian and Washington region separating off from the rest. Some suspect they will be the continent's great power in another fifty or sixty years...maybe.
Mom and I live as husband and wife. Mom is almost fifty and still beautiful, her hair now a great silver mane. We are still as passionate with each other as we were the day we first became lovers. Pammy is...better. She talks now at least a bit -- more with Anna and Hilda and Mom of course. She adores the little ones -- Hilda's three year old twin boys and Anna's two year old daughter.
She is shyer around Nate and to a lesser extent, myself. She is mine and Mom's lover when she has the desire which comes and goes according to some internal and irregular schedule and most nights shares our bed in any case. Life is good although we really don't have a clue what will happen tomorrow. The only thing we know is that we are together and we're happy...as God wills.
The End
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From the journal of Richard Hamilton:
Today I had what many would consider an epiphany -- a moment of clarity and understanding of the universe around me that I think in the end will be my greatest legacy...my greatest gift to the two people I love the most -- my wife and my son.
I was taking the sun today outside by the pool. It was a pretty day and I felt better than most days and I enjoyed watching my wife, Claire and our son, Johnny swimming and cutting up in the pool. Even though my days are numbered, I thank God for each and every day that I've been blessed to be with Claire. I sometimes wonder how I ever became so lucky to have such a beautiful woman as my wife.
I know what Claire would say, She'd roll her eyes and said, "Because you knocked me up, you dirty old man!" That's true -- it had been a bit of a scandal...she was working in my office as a receptionist, fresh out of high school and barely eighteen and so damned sexy and even though I was ten years her senior, I pursued her, landed her in bed and got her pregnant. We loved each other, so that didn't matter much, even though her parents weren't all that happy about it, but we got married while she was barely showing and we've had a bit over eighteen years of sheer happiness.
Still as I watched her climb from the pool, I'm still amazed that I'm married to such a gorgeous creature. Wearing only a tiny, red bikini, her sexy body was almost completely on display -- tall, with long blonde hair and green eyes, Claire is blessed with huge breasts that seem even bigger when contrasted with her slender waist. Her motherly and toned hips help accentuate her delicious figure...she is a sex goddess brought to life. Even from across the pool, her breasts drew the eye and her nipples, thick and hard, stood out against the wet material of her bikini top.
She said something to our son and I turned my attention to him and again felt blessed. Johnny is a wonderful young man and I'm proud to be his father. Bright and athletic, he's already breaking school girls' hearts with a strong, muscular body -- I was never as good looking as he is -- try as I might, I never had six-pack abs like he does. Claire refers to his athletic body as ripped.
As Claire turned to reach down for something near her pool towel, she showed off her luscious ass cheeks, the thong of her bikini bottom disappearing up the crack of her ass, leaving only the small covering stretched across her mound. I felt a twitch in my own shorts as her sexy body called to me. Then I glanced at my son and smiled as I see him staring at his mother too -- eyes almost gleaming with lust and appreciation for Claire's sexy shape. As she rose up and walked around to the deepest end of the pool, Johnny's eyes followed her swaying ass and jiggling breasts and a glance at my son's lap as he sat on the edge of the pool, legs dangling into the water, I could see more than a hint that he was responding physically to her. My cock got a little harder as I comprehended that my son had an erection over his own mother.
Claire dove into the pool and Johnny was quick to follow. Quickly, they came together, horsing around, grabbing at each other, trying to dunk each other's head. No doubt, my son was copping a few not so innocent feels of his mother's lush body and as she squealed with laughter, I wonder if she noticed the bulge in his trunks or if she felt it against her as they played and wrestled in the water. I shivered with excitement and think back to my own mother and my own fantasies.
The summers of my youth were spent on the lake on an old ratty houseboat my dad bought at a police auction. Mom was a school teacher and had most of two months free as did I while Dad worked as supervisor of a construction firm -- mostly out of town for weeks at a time. During summer, Mom and I would virtually live on the houseboat, Dad joining us most weekends.
Other than the years I've had with Claire, it was the best time of my life. For days at a time, Mom and I would be anchored in some small cove of the lake, spending our time swimming, fishing, reading and in general, taking it easy. In the warm humid weather, clothing was always at a minimum -- me going mostly in swim trunks or jean cutoffs, rarely wearing a shirt. Mom liked jean cutoffs and halter tops -- usually in the evenings or if we were going to the docks for groceries, but when we were out alone, Mom was rarely dressed in more than a bikini -- spending a lot of time working on her tan or just lounging about.
Oh yeah, I had it good...I have what seems like years of erotic memories of Mom -- her short, full figured body a dark tan -- 36D breasts looking huge on a woman who only stood an even five feet tall, stretched out on the deck of our houseboat, letting the sun soak into her, removing her top to tan those heavy beauties while I was banished below deck -- even though we both knew I would constantly be peeking at her.
Yes, Mom knew she had a special admirer and was a constant flirt with me, being casual and even lewd sometimes in how she showed off her body to me, knowing it made me almost crazy with lust. She never seemed to mind being my number one masturbatory fantasy and had to know I was jacking off several times a day over her lovely body, often into her soiled panties and bikini bottoms.
At night, with no television, we'd listen to the radio and sometimes dance -- fast dances with which I'd get an exciting show of Mom's huge tits bouncing about -- sometimes bouncing right out of her tops. I would laugh and goggle at her breasts while she just giggled and scooped them back into the halter or bikini top. Other times, we dance cheek to cheek to slow tunes, our both half naked bodies pressed together, me aware of Mom's hard nipples poking through her top against my usually shirtless chest and Mom aware of my swollen erection pressing insistently against her stomach.
I'd like to say that Mom and I yielded to our urges, but in truth, it never happened. We were close -- probably more intimate than most married couples, but nothing beyond some less than innocent touching occurred. I lost Mom and Dad to a car accident when I was twenty-one and over the years since, I've come to the conclusion that Mom was waiting on me to make the first move -- to let me make the truly momentous decision that we'd be lovers. I confess that it feels me with regret that I never knew the wonder of making love to my mother.
Somewhere along the line as I recalled those wonderful days, I slipped off into sleep -- something I do more and more as the tumor progresses and I suddenly am back on that old houseboat, dancing slowly with Mom, her arms around my neck and her breasts pressed against my chest, her dark brown eyes staring soulfully up at mine. The intensity of the dream is almost overwhelming. I am aware of my erect penis -- trapped inside my swim trunks and pressing against Mom's bare stomach and so hard, it hurts. Mom is wearing a skimpy string bikini, its white fabric standing out so clearly in contrast to Mom's dark skin.
"Oh, Mom," I whisper. "It's been so long!" In the dream I seem to be young again, but with a lifetime of memories and regret.
Mom smiles up at me, one hand moving to toy with my now again long hair. "I've missed you too, son." She wriggles against me a little, making it clear that she feels and likes my cock hard against her. "I've missed this thing too."
Mom stands up on tip-toe and gives me a gentle kiss on the mouth, her tongue brushing lewdly over my lips. "Soon, we'll back together for all time and maybe, Richard, this time you won't be so afraid to realize your fantasies." Mom grinds herself against me again.
I moan with delight as I comprehend what she's saying and then I moan again -- this time in dismay, as I hear the true ramifications of what she's saying. "You mean...Mom, I'm going to..."
Mom gives me a sad little smile and replies, "Yes, son. The tumor is almost big enough to kill you now...but don't be sad. You'll be coming back to me."
I feel strangely unafraid hearing my mother predicting my coming death and I say, "So, is this heaven?"
Mom gives me a smile full of secret knowledge and promise. "Heaven is where you go when you were the happiest. When the time comes, I'll be here waiting for you and we can be what we were both too timid to be in the last life." Mom raises up on her toes to kiss me again -- this time, offering me her tongue and kissing me as she would a lover.
"I can hardly wait, Mom...if only..." I left the rest unsaid, torn between the possibility of becoming Mom's lover and the certain eventuality of leaving my beloved Claire and my son behind."
Mom nodded and said, "I know, it's painful, but Claire and Johnny will still have each other. They are so close already...as close as you and I were all those years ago." Mom looked up at me and with eyes full of mischief said, "And they could be even happier if maybe, maybe they had a little push."
I felt my mouth open in surprise and said, "You mean..."
Mom kissed me one more time and then as my dream world began to gray out, she said, "Imagine what might have happened if we'd had a little encouragement..."
Suddenly I was awake -- feeling hot, sweaty and very horny -- my cock fully erect in my shorts. I looked around the back yard -- spotting Johnny and Claire sitting next to each other on the far edge of the pool, both slightly turned to face each other -- Claire grinning and laughing at something our son was saying, reaching out to flick away some bug on his shoulder, her fingers slightly caressing his tanned and muscular arm, seeming oblivious to Johnny's stares at her mostly exposed breasts.
For a long moment I watched my son and wife and recognized from their postures, their hesitant gestures and brief contacts -- skin brushing skin, I recognized them from my own long ago days with my mother. It was at the moment that I had my epiphany. My affairs were all in order -- Claire and Johnny would be fine after my death, financially, but I suddenly comprehended that I had something even more important I could leave them...
#
I watched as my son climbed to his feet, awkwardly trying to face away from me in an attempt to hide the obvious bulge in his swim trunks. I felt a flush spread over my face and chest as I made no attempt to look away -- instead, studying his erection as best I could -- trying to envision its size. Johnny's face was bright red as well it should have been after constantly staring at my breasts and butt all afternoon long and I very much doubt some of those accidental touches of his hands were really accidental.
Part of me is shocked and ashamed that I am actually aroused by my son's frank and hungry looks. And to be honest, that's just the tip of the iceberg. I feel a delicious, yet shameful shiver course through me every time I close my eyes and recall finding a fresh, still warm pool of semen in my black French cut bikini panties when I went to do a load of laundry just a few days ago and literally going to my knees as I was suddenly so turned on, I had to plunge my fingers into my suddenly hot and wet pussy and masturbate on the spot, cumming with one hand while the other slipped in and through his thick load of sperm.
I know that for a while now, Johnny had been looking at me differently -- that when his friends were over, their favorite activity was hanging out eyeing me. I could have dressed like an old Amish woman and I don't think it would've mattered. Not much I can do to disguise these huge tits of mine -- I'm just proud that these huge DD breasts are still pretty firm at the age of thirty-six. I don't wave them in the boys' faces, but I'm not really conservative either -- favoring low cut sweaters that fit tightly and show off my best features. Same with my ass -- it's not tiny, but is a motherly, heart shaped butt -- still firm if a bit full. It excited me that my son was staring at me like any other man...maybe even more so because was my son. It scared me too. Sometimes the looks he gives me are those of a man starving and about to take what he wants no matter the consequences.
Looking up, I saw Johnny talking to his father -- Richard smiling and Johnny with a bit of a confused look on his face. My heart ached when I thought that my beloved husband won't be here much longer, but the anger and frustration are behind me now...mostly, leaving this heartache and acceptance. For four years, we've battled his brain tumor -- halting its progress for a while, but he's been given his final prognosis. Barring spontaneous remission, sometime in the next few months, it will grow and destroy a key blood vessel in Richard's brain, triggering a stroke or embolism that will be fatal. It's been no real consolation that this thing isn't causing any direct pain or suffering -- Richard is mostly normal, only tiring more quickly than he used to.
Richard and our son turned and looked at me and for a moment, I sensed that both were giving me a lusty once over. It made my nipples stiffen in delight and I wondered what Richard was saying while Johnny nodded in agreement. I waved and lifted myself onto my feet, wondering what their reaction was to see my huge breasts hanging down, threatening to snap the strings of my bikini top. As I walked towards them, Johnny gave me a wave and then beat a retreat through the patio door. It might have been my imagination, but I thought there was still a bulge in his swim trunks.
Richard scooted over on the oversize lounger -- its strong redwood capable of supporting a small town atop its cushions. "Now what were you two chattering on about?" I asked my husband as I curled up into him -- his sun baked skin feeling warm against mine. While not as ripped as our son and fighting the middle-aged paunch, Richard was still a good looking man.
"Well..." Richard began, his voice full of amusement, "Your son was telling me how all his friends are in love with his mother."
"Omigod!" I groaned, burying my face against his arm. "He didn't." I tried to sound embarrassed, but I was secretly more than pleased and I felt the heat between my legs increase a hundred fold.
Richard laughed and replied, "I told him that it was okay, I mean, who wouldn't be struck by your mom's beauty and her mature, voluptuous body. It isn't every day that you see such lovely wide hips and massive breasts on a woman with a slender waist and a tight stomach."
I punched my husband playfully on the chest and said, "Richard, you didn't talk like that to our son!"
Richard grinned and leaned over and kissed me on the lips. "Sure I did, Claire. You're a gorgeous woman -- even your son appreciates that and besides -- you're so full of life and love, who wouldn't feel happy and grateful just to spend time with you?"
I felt a fresh wave of love for my man and also a little excited...my husband and my son talking about me! Feeling a bit like teasing him, I replied, "So what...you two were both checking me out?"
"You damn betcha, honey. Wearing that sinful little bikini on a body like yours, any man would have to check you out, even if are his mom. Johnny's not blind -- he knows his mom is the hottest, sexiest woman in town."
I felt my face burning as I suddenly wondered, did Richard notice Johnny checking me out earlier. Did he, God forbid, notice Johnny's not so accidental groping my tits while we were in the water? Lamely, I tried to deflect Richard's words. "Oh, that's just sick, honey! I'm Johnny's mom -- he doesn't notice me like that!"
Richard laughed and said, "Sure he does -- he's a man now. It's not sick, it's normal -- I'd be worried if he didn't notice how sexy his big titty Mom was. It's just normal for a boy." He paused, glancing off towards the pool where Johnny and I had been cavorting. "All boys think about their mother like that at one point or another," he said in a quieter voice.
I shivered and climbed out of the lounger. I held out my hand and said, "And maybe husbands think about their wives too, huh?"
Richard was still staring off at the pool blankly and said, "Do you think Johnny's up to being the man of the house once I'm gone?"
I felt a splinter of pain tear through my heart. "You're not going anywhere, Richard Hamilton."
The anguish in my voice pulled Richard's attention back to me. He smiled up at me. "I plan on staying as long as I can, Claire, but there'll be a day soon when it'll be just you and Johnny. Do you think he's ready to be the man of the house?"
I bit my lower lip and shivered, wondering how my husband truly meant that question or if he knew how loaded it was. "We both know Johnny's grown up to be a fine young man."
"Do you find him handsome, Claire? I mean, from a woman's point of view, do you think our son is handsome?"
Again, I wondered what Richard was driving at...was he trying to make an accusation in a roundabout way? I reached down and took his hand and began tugging. "He's my son, you perv!" I giggled nervously. "You've really got to clean up that dirty mind of yours!" I pulled Richard to his feet and led him inside. "Let's get cleaned up and start thinking about dinner."
Hand in hand, we walked inside and headed for the stairs. Halfway up, we met Johnny coming down, looking handsome in his tight jeans and a dress shirt, still partly unbuttoned, offering a hint of his mature and muscular chest. My eyes roamed appreciatively over his body even as I felt my son's eyes on mine. I felt a wave of self-consciousness sweep over me as I suddenly felt almost naked in my tiny bikini.
I fell back behind Richard as we met to give him room to get by. Richard slapped him on the shoulder and said, "Going out, son?"
Johnny paused, causing his father to stop as well and his gaze moves back and forth between Richard and myself -- quick glances at his father and more lingering ones at me, his eyes constantly drawn down to my barely concealed breasts. My nipples, already hard, pulsed excitedly, betraying at least to myself the arousal I felt at being looked at so...so frankly. "Gonna head out with the guys, Dad...just go cruising."
Richard grinned and said, "Uh huh. We know what you horn dogs are cruising for, don't we, Claire?" He turned and shot me a knowing wink.
I cast my eyes down, unable to bear both men looking at me. I felt my skin burning with the return of a sexual flush. "Try not to stay out too late, son," I murmured.
I chanced a glance up only to see Johnny staring at me with something akin to naked lust. "Sure, Mom," he replied, something almost frightening in his tone. He moved on down the steps, his hand brushing against my thigh even as his upper arm somehow brushed the edge of my breast -- bare skin gently kissing the bared area of my breast spilling out of the bikini top. I stifled a moan even as he paused below me, feeling his eyes now roaming over my near naked ass cheeks.
"So what're you guys up tonight?" He asked, watching us move on up the steps. "Playing horsey?"
I gasped and turned around quickly, making my breasts inadvertently roll about wildly as I snapped, "Johnny Hamilton, shame on you!" 'Playing horsey' is an old and I had thought forgotten joke in our house from when Johnny as a five year old had burst into our bedroom one evening while Richard and I were fucking after we'd thought he'd gone to sleep. The lights were on and Richard was fucking me doggy style and suddenly there was our son looking at us with confusion for a moment and then before we could stop, he grinned with amusement and cried out, "Daddy -- you're playing horsey with Mommy!"



It became a running joke for a few days. Johnny would ask us when we'd tuck him in if we were playing horsey tonight. We'd laughed it off at the time and he soon stopped. Now after all these years, to hear him say that, especially now with all these wicked thoughts running in my head, was a bit of a shock!
Richard just laughed and tugged me on up the stairs. "Mind your mother and don't stay out too late," he called out. When we reached the top, Richard slipped an arm around my waist and in an obviously lascivious voice, added, "But don't be coming home too early!" I didn't have to look at my husband to know he was wiggling his eyebrows to accent his risqué suggestion.
Both he and our son laughed as I made a sound of exasperation and then we were walking away, hearing Johnny call out, "Love you guys," before the door slammed.
"Richard, I swear....sometimes you can act so-so awful." I exclaimed as he led me into our bedroom. "You practically told him we were going to make love."
Richard walked me to the bed, guiding us both into a reclining position, him looking down at me. "Well, he knows we fuck -- I imagine he's heard us enough times." My husband kissed me, his tongue slipping into my mouth as he stroked his fingers down my arms, making me shiver. When the kiss ended, Richard said softly, "Must be hard on him, imagining that...imagining his mother, naked and hot and sexy."
Richard nuzzled my neck as I playfully slapped him and said, "Lord, Richard -- you're such a pervert! Johnny would never think that way about his own mother." It sounded like a lie even as I said it.
Richard pulled the tie on my bikini top and it went flying off. My husband looked down at my bared breasts and smiled. "Goddamn, but your breasts are beautiful, Claire!" With that, he began massaging my large, meaty breasts. "I bet Johnny would love to do this," he sighed as he ran his hands over my tits, my nipples swelling more than ever before under his palms.
I felt a strong shiver of excitement and felt my pussy becoming wet in record time -- not just damp, but completely soaked -- the warmth spreading out from my pelvis. I began to wonder who was really the pervert here? Then Richard was kissing me again and I felt his erection rubbing against my thigh through his shorts. I kissed him back, my tongue aggressively pursuing his while his hand slid down my stomach and under my bikini bottoms.
I moaned as Richard's fingers touched my wetness and the heat spread further outward into my body. I pressed against him and then urged my husband onto his back. I slowly finished our kiss, sucking on his lower lip before I began kissing my way down his chest, hooking my fingers into his shorts and dragging them down and off as I moved. Richard's cock looked lovely, hard and proudly swaying in the air. I pressed my lips to the head of his erect penis and gave it a couple of gentle kisses.
As I ran my tongue up the shaft of Richard's cock, I turned my head and realized that we'd left the bedroom door standing ajar several inches. Richard must have sensed that I was going to get up and close it, but his hand, now intertwining in my long blonde locks, tightened as he said with need in his voice, "Don't worry, Claire. Johnny's out with his friends --he's liable to be out all night." I relaxed and returned to licking my husband's lovely cock until I couldn't stand it any more.
Straddling Richard, I guided his penis between my slick labia and slowly lowered myself down, sighing softly as his cock stretched my inner walls, feeling so damned wonderful as his dick seemed to touch all those special, hidden spots, offering up a glimpse of true nirvana to a mere mortal.
I began to ride Richard's cock, feeling so full of his long, thick cock, moaning with delight as I took all of him into me -- his swollen head pressing against my cervix. In the bureau mirror I could see myself in all my erotic splendor, the late afternoon sun's rays almost illuminating me -- my face transfixed with sexual delight and then behind my reflection I saw the bedroom door move slightly and beyond it a shadow becoming in the light, Johnny's face, eyes shiny with lust!
In the mirror, I saw my eyes widen in horror. Oh my God, Johnny came back. He was watching us have sex! For a moment, my head swam and my vision blurred while my body broke out into a sweat. This can't be happening, I thought as I thought my heart would burst out of my chest. Unlike the silly and maybe embarrassment of having our son catch us in the act when he was little, I was feeling something else at the shock and intensity of the moment. I knew I had to stop, to climb off my husband but Richard chose that moment to begin moving his hips upwards and around and a torrent of pleasure washed over me.
I cried out from the intensity of the ecstasy roaring through me at that moment -- my senses overloading with the pleasure of Richard's cock and the shocking knowledge that our son was watching us. I couldn't help myself -- my hips moved in response, allowing our bodies to engage in the old sweet dance that was fucking -- my massive breasts moving and rolling like waves in the ocean, my nipples, so erect that they hurt, drawing imaginary circles in the air while my stomach muscles tightened and relaxed as Richard flung his cock upwards into my pussy.
Carnal desire overruled any sense of propriety. Part of my mind rationalized that it wasn't my fault that the door was open and that I wasn't doing anything wrong. If Johnny wanted to watch his mother have sex, then so be it. I wasn't going to jump off Richard's wonderful cock and start yelling at him -- maybe doing something that would hurt him forever.
And in truth, a greater part of me instinctively understood it felt amazing, knowing that my son was watching me get fucked -- watching my breasts bounce all over the place while his father's hands were firmly around my waist, urging me to ride him, to ride his long, big cock. Richard couldn't see him and Johnny didn't know I could see him in the mirror and it made the sex between my husband and I better than anything I had ever known.
I cried out as I felt an immense orgasm approaching. I ran my hands over my jumping, flopping breasts and on up over my face and through my hair, crying out, "Yes, baby, fuck me...fuck Momma good!" Richard's eyes widened and his face broke out in a leer as he worked his hips harder, bringing me even closer, making me crazier with lust. I screamed as I saw Johnny's cock now in his hand, stroking it fast as it jutted out of the fly in his jeans and my orgasm swept me away as I cried out, "Yes, give Momma that fine cock!"
Richard let out a noise somewhere between a moan and a bearish growl and thrusts up hard, putting his cock deep inside me as he began to shoot his seed inside my throbbing pussy. I felt my abdomen muscles flutter spastically as I was overwhelmed by orgasmic bliss as my husband filled my womb with hot semen, my breasts rolling about as I stiffened and shook violently from the intensity of my climax.
When I thought I had reached the peak of my orgasm, it suddenly shot higher as I watched Johnny whip a handkerchief out of his back pocket and wrap it around the head of his cock as he began to cum -- a look of utter bliss on his face as he shot his load. I sobbed as pleasure greater than anything I'd ever known began to swamp me while I suddenly recognized the handkerchief as one I gave my son a few weeks ago...a silk handkerchief with my first initial...a letter 'C' stitched on it.
Richard cried out as my cunt contracted as I began to orgasm, milking Richard's big cock of his sperm even as Johnny stroked the last of his load inside the now spunk laden piece of cloth. I could barely sit up as waves of pleasure continued to wash over me. My hands moved nervously, but deliberately over my meaty breasts, cupping, squeezing and kneading as if I was intentionally giving my son a naughty show, quivering as I pulled and pinched at my nipples, eyes hooded with pleasure as my orgasm ebbed away. I savored the look of the hunger in Johnny's expression before his face suddenly clouded with comprehension of the enormity of what he has done and he quietly moved away from the door.
Exhausted, I collapsed on top of Richard, gasping for breath while his arms came up and loosely held me to him while he said between gulps of air, "Wow...I guess my pervert talk got you really excited, hon! That was...wow, that was awesome. Guess my little Momma's got a bit of pervert in her too!"
I rested my head on my husband's chest, trying to calm my breathing and unable to look him in the face -- his words touching on more of the truth that I wanted to admit. I felt like I'd crossed a line...taking a step into a place I cannot return from. Lying naked atop Richard, his cock slowly shrinking and withdrawing from my pussy which was quivering from the best orgasm of my life, I knew that this wasn't the end of whatever was developing between Johnny and me, it was only the beginning.
#
From the journal of Richard Hamilton:
Something is happening between Claire and our son -- something that is growing right before my eyes. I can scarcely believe that my little hints and jokes have taken root so quickly and deeply. Everyday, Johnny looks at his mother with more obvious lust than the day before, unable to resist the erotic allure of his mother's sexy body. Like any normal man, my son cannot resist allowing his eyes to roam over her large, magnificent breasts and her round, apple-like buttocks. He seems to be orbiting around her constantly, a seemingly permanent erection betraying his desires even when he can control the looks of longing on his face.
I think Claire too is tempted to taste the forbidden fruit that is our son. She has been for the last few days, merciless in her deliberate teasing of Johnny -- wearing the scantiest of outfits from the time she gets up until we retire at night. Breakfast time finds her wearing only a silk robe that barely covers her crotch, rarely wearing anything but a g-string bikini bottom underneath and which even when firmly belted, cannot conceal her wonderfully immense breasts -- nipples standing out clearly against the silk material which is stretched so tight you can even see the little bumps of her aureoles.
The rest of each day has been a delightful mix of tight T-shirts worn braless, too tight halter tops and a variety of skimpy bikinis. My wife has become an artiste in walking around, bending over and picking this and that up -- wiggling her ass like a hooker selling it on the street, completely aware of her son's eyes devouring the luscious full spheres of her mature ass. Claire's nipples are constantly hard and her eyes are shiny with the delight that her son is quite unable to resist her charms.
Claire too is caught up in his spell, both delighted and captivated by the now constant erection that Johnny sports around the house. I've lost count of how many times she's become distracted in the middle of talking to me or doing something because she cannot keep her eyes off the huge bulge in our son's pants or shorts or swim trunks. Poor Johnny -- as an eighteen year old, he's a walking, talking hormone, now made a hundred times worse by his mother's teasing.
I can see the struggle in both their eyes -- Johnny quivering with lust and the need to take his mother and claim her sexually, but held back by fear and shame of the incest taboo and by the slim chance of Claire rejecting him...not that she could. She is on the verge of making it happen, sometimes staring into his eyes with such longing that she might as well hold up a sign that screams, "FUCK ME, SON!" So far, I'm the beneficiary of her lust -- the last few days our sex life has been passionate beyond anything we've had in eighteen years of marriage.
Frankly, I was at first puzzled by why neither has moved forward, satisfying their mutual desires for each other, but then it dawned on me...lack of opportunity because I am always around. On permanent sick leave -- I rarely leave the house without one or the other accompanying me. In light of this self revelation, I decided to take matters into my own hands. I don't know what time is left to me, but there are some things I'd like to do at least once more before the end...
#
"Richard Hamilton, you haven't golfed in years!" I was a little surprised. Since Richard's battle with the brain tumor began, he'd stopped playing that irritating game. Now at the breakfast table he announced that Tim Willis would be picking him up for to go play eighteen holes at a new golf course fifty miles away at any minute.
My husband shrugged his shoulders and smiled as he replied, "I know, but I've had a yen lately to swing the clubs and was talking to Tim yesterday -- he put together a foursome. Hate to leave you home all alone, but..." he glanced over at Johnny who was eating his eggs and pretending not to be staring at the upper halves of my breasts bulging out of my silk robe, and then continued, "But, maybe Johnny can keep you company today?"
I felt a delicious shiver of wetness ripple across my pussy as my mind imagined all sorts of ways Johnny could keep me company. Images of him taking me bent over the breakfast table...that huge bulge he'd brought to breakfast with him in his pajamas unleashed and buried in me, leapt to mind. Another thrill of excitement swept over me as Johnny feigned boredom as he mumbled, "Whatever," while his eyes were focused on my breasts now heaving a bit with arousal -- my nipples swelling against the thin, slick fabric of my robe.
I tried to keep the excitement out of my voice as I said, "Sounds fine to me, darling. I just planned to take it easy today, maybe catch a bit of sun out by the pool." That made Johnny's eyes widen and he couldn't keep a hungry smile off his lips as he imagined my strutting around in another bikini. I felt my labia throb as blood swelled them, my arousal growing by the second.
Richard smiled lovingly at us both and said, "Fine -- it's settled then." A horn blew from our driveway and my husband was on his feet in a heartbeat. "There's Tim," he said, leaning over to kiss me, his hand stroking my cheek lovingly. He patted Johnny on the back as he passed and picked up his clubs leaning in a corner. Hefting them, he beamed at both of us happily and said, "I love you guys so much! Have fun today!"
Johnny waved rather nonchalantly from his chair as he downed the last of his juice while I said, "Love you too, darling!" A little twinge of guilt speared through my arousal, reminding me that I did love my husband despite all the naughty thoughts he'd help kindle in my mind. Then suddenly, I realized that for the first time in weeks, I was sitting alone with my son. He was brazenly staring back and for a moment I thought he might just stand up, throw me across the table and fuck me, but the moment passed and a look of what have been guilt played across his face and looking down he murmured, "I guess I'll go up stairs and change."
A part of me was mildly relieved that his simmering lust appeared to have settled down, but part of me felt extremely disappointed and I replied, "Me too!" I waved my arms at the dirty dishes and said, "I'll take care of this later, son. Let's get ready for some fun outside." I stood up with him and we walked to the stairs. I moved ahead so he could follow me up, knowing he would be looking up under the hem of my short robe and get more than a glimpse of my naked ass.
By the time we were on the second floor, I could see that simmering lust emerging again and felt pleased and flattered. If my son had dragged me to his bed at that moment and fucked me, I wouldn't have minded a bit. As it was, I felt his eyes on me until I closed the door behind me in my bedroom. I had my robe off in a second, my hands quickly rubbing my already wet vulva -- aching for release. I was tempted to masturbate, but decided to not sate my hunger. Somehow, someway, I was determined to move things forward with my son and that whatever that something was, it was happening today.
It was time to push the limits of my relationship with my son. It was time to break all the rules. I closed my eyes and imagined my son naked -- his body that of Adonis -- an erection, hard as steel jutting out, erect for me, his mother. I could see his green eyes and that devilish smile of his...I had seen them so many times in my sleep, assaulted by erotic dream after erotic dream. Dreams where all he wanted to do was plant his young, fertile seed in me. I know it was crazy, but I couldn't help myself anymore.
When I've put on my bikini, I stood before the bureau mirror -- the very one I watched Johnny stroke off in before and I know he doesn't really stand a chance. I'm wearing a new bikini -- one more daring than anything I've ever worn before. I would almost be better off naked. It was little more than a few red strings and three miniscule patches of red cloth. I bought it on-line from an internet business specializing in risqué women's clothing and it was leaps and bounds beyond risqué!
Two triangular patches barely covered my nipples, leaving most of my aureolas exposed as well as all my immense breasts. A third red patch fitted snugly over my crotch, stretched to cover my labia and unable to cover all the soft, wispy blonde hair of my muff. Even as I stood here looking at this sluttish version of myself, the scant crotch of my panties was turning a darker red with the juices of my arousal. When I turned around, the G-string disappeared between the full, firm cheeks of my ass, somehow making me appear more than naked. I pinned up my hair and this too was somehow making me appear even more sluttish than normal. The last final touch was some backless high heels -- what we used to call 'fuck me' pumps when I was in school.
Johnny was sitting outside, a pensive look on his face as he studied the sun's glittering reflection in the water -- his body so tan and muscular. I felt a spurt of wetness between my legs and imagined my pussy creams were about to start running down my legs. An orgasmic tremor rocketed through me as he turned and gave me an expression somewhere between pure lust and utter shock. I felt my nipples swelling under their scant covering and I wondered if they'd get so hard that they alone would snap the straps holding my tiny top together.
"Mmmmmm, beautiful day, isn't it, sweetie?" I purred as I began to strut around the pool -- taking my time and allowing Johnny to feast his eyes on his sexy mother. My huge breasts, barely contained, bounced and rolled, forever threatening to burst free, especially when I would pause and bent straight down, pretending to pick up a stray twig or piece of debris, allowing my great tits to hang down like massive udders, swinging to their own rhythm. Once in a while, I'd toss a glance towards my son, appreciating the bulge in his swim trunks and imagining that he regretted not wearing a looser pair.
I circled the pool, feeling his eyes on me the whole time, barely able to keep myself from shaking with excitement. Johnny climbed to his feet as I approached and turned away from me, beginning his retreat, but he halted when I called out to him, "Johnny? Please wait, baby?"
My son halted in his tracks, still facing away from me and then he jumped just a bit as I wrapped my arms around him from behind, hugging him to me, letting my huge breasts press into his sun warmed back -- making him shudder as our flesh merged. I hugged him tight as I whispered in his ear. "Thanks for keeping me company today, son. I love you."
Johnny shivered a bit as he replied in a shaky, mumbling voice, "I love you too, Mom."
I eased up on my embrace and slowly turned him around -- my hands on his shoulders guiding him. I restrained myself from moaning as I felt his erection brush my thigh and as he faced me -- somehow sensing it hovering less than an inch away from my stomach even as my hard tipped nipples somehow just missed grazing his chest. "I know you do, Johnny -- you must, giving up this glorious day with your friends to stay here with me." I leaned into my son -- allowing my barely clad breasts to mash against his strong, muscular chest while his swim trunk clad erection throbbed against my stomach and kissed him on the corner of the mouth...a slow, measured yet chaste kiss, staring at him lovingly as I let him go.



I slowly strutted towards the big, chaste lounger -- knowing Johnny was watching my bare ass cheeks swing as I went. As I knelt on the cushion, I looked back over my shoulder at my son with a come hither look and said in a soft, come hither voice, "Son, would you mind putting a little sun tan lotion on my back? Momma doesn't want a sun burn."
I moved onto my hands and knees, preparing to stretch out on the lounger, but made another lewd spectacle of myself, knowing he was again seeing my big tits hanging down, threatening to snap the strings of my bikini top. I gave my ass a little shake as I slowly slid onto my belly, shaking my voluptuous cheeks again as I acted like I'm trying to find that perfect comfortable spot. Again, I look back at Johnny and ask him, "Please, honey, put some lotion on my back."
Johnny's eyes were wide with lust and the bulge in his pants looked ready to burst free. He licked his lips and I could see the struggle on his face as he tried to deal with his obvious lust for his mother. Reason wins out as he stammered, "Maybe...um, maybe that isn't such a great idea, Mom."
I smiled back at him and cooed innocently, "It'll be fine, son. Just a little lotion so Momma's back doesn't burn." I closed my eyes then and said a silent prayer. A minute passed and when I opened them again, Johnny was standing beside me -- my sun tan lotion in one hand and a towel in the other being used to hide his massive erection. My son knelt, a bit awkwardly with a hard penis in his swim trunks, dropping the towel to the concrete and pouring a dollop of lotion into his hands.
I could feel his hands trembling with excitement and fear as he began to rub the lotion slowly onto my back. He paused and began to pull back, muttering, "Mom, I don't...don't think I..."
I quickly cut him off with a happy moan, saying, "Ohhh, Johnny...your hands feel so good...please don't stop!" I was almost overcome with joy as I felt his hands return to my back, moving across my skin and feeling so good. Sighing contentedly, I said, "Honey, untie my bikini top -- it's just in the way."
"Oh...Mom, really? I mean, it's..."
I sigh again and say, "It's okay, son. No one can see us here. We have all the privacy we want."
I waited patiently, hearing Johnny's heavy breathing as he knelt over me as he steeled himself to move ahead. A thrill shot through me as I felt him fumbling with the ties and then they were undone and the strings fell away and my son resumed rubbing the lotion on my back, his hands feeling so strong and wonderful. His hands ran over my back, up and down over the shoulder blades and more gently along my spin, each movement somehow managing to cover more and more of my back.
I moaned encouragingly as his fingers moved further apart, now running along my sides until he finally brushed fingers over my spread out breast flesh. I purred with pleasure and he did it again, this time more openly until I could feel all his fingers stroking the sides of my breasts.
I quickly turned over, holding the almost useless fabric of my bikini top to my chest and stared at my son. "Hey now, what is that supposed to mean?"
My son's face collapsed and I thought he might begin crying as he began to stammer, "Mom...I -- I'm sorry, I didn't..."
His words trailed off as I looked at him with a seductive smile and then pointedly look down at the huge erection threatening to emerge from his shorts. "Looks like you're more than sorry, Johnny. Is this the reason you've been stealing my panties and sneaking peeks at me when your Daddy isn't looking and trying to barge in on me while I'm in the shower?" I leaned in closer and whispered huskily, "Does my body excite you that much, son?"
Johnny began blushing furiously as he tried to explain himself, "I'm sorry, Mom. I know I'm a freak. Please don't be mad at me...I, I just can't help it. Every time I see you, I feel like this. Here lately, it's been worse...unbearable and now...now..." My son's eyes roamed desperately over me and he said, "And now this...it's your body, your hair, your eyes, that make me forget you're my mother...or makes me not care that you're my mom..." Johnny shook his head, lost for words.
"Even watching me have sex with your father?" I prompted my son.
Johnny trembled and his face flushed even a deeper color of red. "Mom, I'm sorry, I didn't want to watch you and Dad, but you...you were naked and beautiful and I was jealous and wanted it to be me instead of Dad. I promise I'll never do it again." He hung his head and in a voice filled with pain and anguish, he said, "I know you must hate me now."
I reached out and stroked my son's cheek, drawing a finger down and lifting his chin up to face me -- to see my loving smile as I replied, "No, I don't hate you. I know how you feel, darling. I feel it too."
Johnny's eyes widened and he gasped, "You do? But, Mom, I mean, I have erections when I see you. When I dream, I dream about you and me!"
"Yes, baby, so do I." I gave my son my most loving smile. "I feel the same way about you."
My son's eyes seemed almost to glaze over with shock. "Really? But...what about Dad. What if he..." Johnny stopped when I reached out and pressed my forefinger against his lips.
"Shhhhh. Don't worry about Dad. This is between you and me, son."
A smile of disbelief broke out across Johnny's face and he said, "Omigod, Mom, I don't know what to say."
I grinned evilly at him and replied, "Don't say anything, honey. Let's just continue the massage. At least we both know that we both enjoy this. I rolled back over on my stomach, flinging the bikini top away. "Go ahead, Johnny, touch my body as much as you want."
Johnny didn't hesitate, quickly returning his hands to my back, becoming more assured in his movements...more confident and more daring. "Mmmmm, more oil, Johnny -- your hands are wonderful," I moaned, thrilling as my son grew bolder, his fingers and palms caressing the sides of her immense breasts. On impulse, I rose up on my elbows and I grinned to myself as Johnny's hands instantly slid under, cupping my breasts as his hands scraped sweetly against my blood swollen nipples.
My son's fingers dug deep into my breasts as he tried to capture them whole in his grasp, finding it impossible as my tits flowed and rippled under his grasp. "Oh, Mom, I can't believe this -- your tits...your tits feel amazing." My pussy fluttered with pleasure -- soaking my panties as I proudly thought that 'Yes, a thirty-six year old mother with a teenage son and I still have it!'
Johnny's words of praise made me quiver with pleasure -- my stomach tightening with excitement. I heard my own voice sounding a little hoarse as I said, "Johnny, you should remove my panties too -- you know I don't care for tan lines!"
Johnny gasped in shock at my words, but I felt his fingers tug at my skimpy bikini panties, pulling them off of me -- my G-string sliding out from between my cheeks. I spread my legs slightly so he could see how wet and slick my pussy was. He groaned with excitement as he exclaimed, "Mom, I don't think I can take this...my dick hurts."
I giggled and replied in a husky tone, "Then remove those shorts, baby. Momma doesn't want you getting too uncomfortable!" I felt more than heard him shuffle behind me and then his trunks flew over my head to land in a heap on the concrete. I looked back over my shoulder and it was my turn to let my mouth gape open as I looked at the most beautiful and biggest cock I had ever seen in my life. I tried to collect my wits and smiled at Johnny as I said, "Now, isn't that better?"
My son stood behind me, his cock so hard it now slapped against his stomach. "Y-yes, but, Mom, I don't think I should keep on massaging you," he nearly whispered, a look of amazement on his face at standing so close to his mother while both of us were naked.
"Nonsense," I purred. "Climb on top of me, straddle my legs and finish the job, darling. You don't want to keep your mother hanging."
Johnny nodded and climbed on top of me, his knees on each side of my legs, shakily squirting more oil onto my back. As he leaned forward, I felt a shock of incestuous pleasure ripple through me as I felt my son's hard cock touch my ass cheeks. Pussy juice was flowing out of me, pooling on the weatherproof fabric of the cushion and I had never felt more turned on in my life.
As he began running his hands over my back and ass, I moaned happily again as Johnny became brave enough to squeeze my bountiful ass cheeks before roaming upwards to cup my tits again. Feeling that huge cock against my cheeks, I couldn't resist the primal urge to begin moving against hit, biting my lower lips as I felt his thick shaft nestling between my cheeks, the tip trailing precum wetly along the crack of my ass.
Johnny responded by moving his hips back and forth in a fucking motion, unable to control himself, unable to not respond to his mother with the world's oldest instincts between a man and a woman. "Mom," my son moaned. "I can't help it -- your ass feels so good!"
Part of me wanted to lift my hips up and guide his thick cock into my wet pussy, but I suddenly didn't want to rush him...sensing that while he was loving this, that maybe he wasn't quite ready to actually fuck me and part of me wanted him to come to me and take me when he was ready. I looked back at my son and said, "Why don't you put some lotion on that beautiful cock of yours and let me show you another way to apply that stuff to my skin."
Johnny climbed off of me, his entire body shaking as he reached for the bottle of suntan lotion. I shuddered at the erotic sight of my son slowly stroking his cock, spreading the lotion up and down his gorgeously erect penis. Part of me wanted him so badly -- my pussy ached to have him inside me, but I knew he needed to take that last step himself.
I rolled over and off the lounger and walked up to my son. Standing on tip-toe, I kissed him for the first time as a lover, our tongues joining to do battle while his hands were suddenly mauling my breasts, sending shivers down my spine as he pinched and tugged on my nipples. My vagina trembled with need as Johnny broke the kiss and put his mouth around a swollen nipple and began to suck and lick at the blood gorged nub. I got wetter, spurred on by sudden memories of my son nursing at my breasts as an infant.
My own hand trembled as for the first time I reached out and took Johnny's huge dick in my hand, slowly stroking his wonderfully thick and long penis while he began moving his hips with a needful fucking motion. "Easy, honey," I whispered, not letting him go as I turned around and bent over the small table next to the lounger, presenting my son with my shapely ass and wet pussy.
I guided his throbbing cock between my thighs and purred approvingly as he began to move his hips, his oiled cock sliding between my tightly pressed together thighs -- rubbing between my wet pussy and my inner thighs. A low, animalistic sound escaped my son's lips as he began pressing his pelvis forward, thrusting his cock into the slick tunnel I made for him to only temporarily replace the pussy I prayed he would always want.
"Oh, Mom -- God, this feels great," Johnny moaned as he continued to thrust his hips in a fucking motion as he leaned forward, his hands reaching out to cup and squeeze my swaying breasts.
"Yes, Johnny -- that's it, keep going, honey," I panted back. I'm here for you...Momma is always here for you. Mmmmm, yes, son, just like that!"
As I squirmed and rolled my hips, Johnny reached out and caught my hips with his hands, forcing me to remain in place as he began to fuck his cock back and forth between my thighs, the head rubbing against my swollen labia, making my pussy drool over his big dick as we wetly humped together. I was holding onto the table now, pushing my ass back at him as my son began to slam his body against mine harder and harder.
I cried out in lewd pleasure as I encouraged him on, "Yes, darling, yes! Make sure you get that suntan lotion all over Momma's pussy! Ahhh, yes, it feels so good, Johnny, yes!"
I knew by the intensity of his thrusts, my son was getting close and so was I -- a fire racing out of control between my legs -- juices spraying over my son's sliding cock. I sobbed with delight and tightened my thigh muscles and was gratified to hear my son yell in response, "Oh, Mom! Oh, fuck...fuck, yeah!" Johnny slammed into me hard and began to shoot as his arms wrapped around me, holding me tight against him. Thick, white ropes of hot semen sprayed against my thighs and onto my labia and spread pussy flesh and I began to scream too as my orgasm washed over me.
Johnny hugged me tightly from behind as his hips continued to move his jerking, shooting cock back and forth in that slippery tunnel between my thighs and pussy while I arched my back, nearly standing straight as his hands dig into my meaty breasts. Time seems to stand still as we remain locked together, his cock trapped between my thighs, his hot semen spreading thickly across my pussy flesh.
Finally, he let me go, his still hard cock sliding deliciously from between my legs. I turned around and draped my arms around his neck, letting our naked bodies come together as I kissed him slowly and whispered, "Thank you, Johnny for a job well done!" I kissed him again, running my tongue teasingly over his lips and said softly, "Mmmm, no worrying about those tan lines anymore."
Johnny nods without speaking -- a look of stunned awe on his face. I'm not even sure he heard a word I'd said. Slowly, his eyes came back into focus, quickly followed by a look of panic as he realizes what he's done with his mother. I kissed my son again and tenderly stroked his cheek as I said, "Son, if you want this to continue, I want you to be sure it's what you want."
I kissed him again and said, "If you want to keep having fun with me, you can." I giggled and added, "You wouldn't believe how much fun you and your momma can have, but, we must keep it a secret from your father."
I stroked Johnny's face again and make sure I had his attention. "And darling, if you're sorry you did this -- if you feel like you're betraying your father and you don't want to do it anymore, we can forget everything." I wiggled my body against him -- my oiled breasts sliding around his chest. "After all," I said, "All we really did was kiss a little and you helped me with my suntan lotion." I kissed him one last time and said, "And made a wonderful memory that I'll cherish for a lifetime."
I gave my son a sexy, little wink and stroked his cheek one last time and then turned and went inside, smiling to myself...proud of myself, knowing that no matter what, this wasn't an ending...it was a beginning to something wonderful.
#
From the Journal of Richard Hamilton:
The house is rife with tension and I know that somehow, what I first nudged my family towards has moved more than a step further. In some way, my wife and son have become intimate -- I see it in the way Claire and Johnny look at each other -- the lust and love that is so evident in their faces when they speak to each other or look at each other, both bursting with longing whenever the other is near. I can also see it in how they both look at me -- expressions of guilt over what they have shared although they shouldn't feel bad. While I don't know what specifically has happened, I feel in my heart that they haven't actually fucked, but that they have crossed that taboo line between mother and son. I envy them -- wishing I had had the courage to take that next step with my mother.
My time is drawing close and I hope that I can help my wife and son to take those last final steps to complete intimacy and become the lovers that they could -- should be. I haven't much time left. I know this because Mom is so often with me now -- not just in my dreams, but with me during my waking time...her presence reassuring and even tantalizing as she hints at the life we will have together in the next world. On one level I believe that Mom has stepped from beyond to help guide me into the next life, but on another level I also realize I am likely hallucinating -- a symptom of the growing tumor in my brain. Either way, it doesn't really matter -- I am comforted by my mother's presence -- real or imaginary...the fact that she appears mostly to me in one of her old string bikinis just makes it all the better!
To alleviate my family's guilt, I have tried to offer words of comfort and direction, especially to my son Johnny. I think he struggles with the guilt the most -- his desires for Claire achingly apparent. Yesterday, I had a heart to heart with him -- like any child, he didn't want to acknowledge the impending loss of a parent but I told him I needed his promise to look after his mother.
"Johnny, your mom will need you to be there for her -- to be with her, after I'm gone," I told him. "You'll be her man then, son. You and only you can step up and take my place." My son looked down at the ground, his face flushing and I knew that he was thinking of he and his mother becoming lovers. I reached out and took his hand in mine, squeezing it hard. "I know you and Claire are close...closer than most sons and mothers ever dream of being. Promise me, Johnny, promise me that you'll love her like I love her -- be the man she'll need in her life when I'm gone."
Johnny looked up at me and he had an odd expression. "I can do that, Dad. I will do that. I promise." I could see that for my son, some of the guilt he'd been feeling was fading even though he had no idea that he and I were completely thinking the same thing. I went to sleep thinking that soon Johnny would take that last leap with his mother and become her lover. It was a peaceful sleep that night with dreams of Johnny and Claire making love mixing with dreams of Mom and I cheering them on while we too achieved our deepest, most secret desires.
#
In the glorious afterglow of my pool encounter with my son -- I was overwhelmed with both love and lust for Johnny and imagined that we would quickly make that next move to become complete and total lovers, but as the next several days passed, doubts started to creep into my mind -- doubts and guilt. I was not prepared for how having my son touch me so intimately could turn my world upside down.
Part of me ached to have my son touching me again -- I had never felt so much desire and love for someone, not even Richard, though I loved him dearly. I was completely unprepared for such intense longing and I tried to understand it, coming back again and again to the notion that part of this incredible passion was because my Johnny was mine -- he'd come from my body, my vagina, my womb and that to feel him inside me again would be something beyond intimacy. Just the mere thought of it made my pussy tingle and drip with desire.
Part of me was afraid of being discovered by Richard, fearing that this would be the end of our family even if he did like to tease me about Johnny, something that had triggered several bouts of lovemaking since Johnny and I had been intimate. Part of me felt overwhelming guilt in that I had already betrayed my vows to my husband and that I would be committing the ultimate act of betrayal, should I yield to my desires and spread my legs for my son.
I tried to clear my head of the feelings I had for Johnny -- literally avoiding him for days as much as possible, something that was easier the first few days after the pool affair when I saw in my son's eyes the same struggle between love and guilt that I was dealing with, but then something changed. Johnny went out of his way to be more loving to me and it was driving me absolutely nuts!
Even as I tried to keep my distance, my son always seemed to be hovering nearby, always ready to swoop in or I could feel his eyes on me as I walked through the house. I could see his near constant erections in his pants, impressive lumps against his jeans or slacks or swim trunks. I even tried to dress more conservatively than usual, but its not that easy to hide huge tits like mine or my voluptuous butt -- covering my breasts up seemed to somehow emphasize their enormous heft more.



Johnny also made sure that I could feel his erections when he'd slip up behind me and give me a loving hug, his hands sliding possessively over my breasts if his father was out of the room, while his bulge would press against my body, making me wet between my legs and weak in the knees. I feel my need for my son swelling inside me at those moments until I think I might burst.
Even when I'm sitting at breakfast or dinner with Richard and Johnny, I have vivid waking dreams of just ripping my son's clothes off, kneeling at his feet and sucking his cock in front of Richard or sweeping the table clean of dishes and food and letting Johnny fuck me from behind, taking me like the bitch in heat that I feel like. My skin burns both from my son's knowing stares as if he can read my desires in my eyes and from shame as Richard gives me loving glances oblivious to my desires and fantasies of betraying our wedding vows.
As another week unfolded, I found Richard declining my offers and requests to make love. I knew that his end was coming, deny it as I might. He seemed more tired and disconnected, sometimes staring at something that isn't there, his lips moving silently as if he's conversing with someone. With Richard unwilling or unable to fulfill the needs I so badly craved, I resorted to masturbation on those rare occasions I'm alone in the house, taking long, luxurious baths that concluded with my hands buried in my pussy as I sobbed Johnny's name, imagining that its his hands or his huge cock inside me, making me cum.
Two nights ago, Johnny and Richard went out for a movie -- some action-cop thing and I drew myself a hot bubble bath and settled into it, relaxing for what seemed an eternity as I soaked in the soapy water. I let my mind wander towards fantasies of my son, imagining Johnny slowly undressing me and then exploring my body with his hands and then his mouth, letting my mind run amuck with my incestuous dreams until I was quivering with need, resisting the urge to touch myself until a raging fire burned wetly between my thighs.
Then and only then, as I imagined Johnny touching me again, I began to run my fingers over and around my immense breasts, kneading and massaging my massive tits before drawing fingers and thumbs up the slope of my breasts to pull and pinch my swollen nipples, engorged with so much blood, they ached. I cupped and lifted my breasts up as I dropped my face forward, allowing my tongue to flicker over the hard nubs, imagining it was my son who was licking, sucking at my breasts again. I closed my mouth over one nipple and then the other, nipping and sucking at them as in my mind I moaned, "Yes, darling, suck them -- feel them in your mouth -- suck Momma's tits!"
I could feel my labia swelling at the lewd, incestuous images in my thoughts, my coral pink lips flowering open, exposing the darker, pinker meat of my pussy, so wet and aroused that pussy juice was pouring from me, lathering my crotch as I thrust my hips up involuntarily -- revealing my arousal as my pelvis rose through the soap suds. My clitoris was erect and boldly emerged from its sheath. I let my breast slip from my mouth as I leaned my head back and draped my legs over the rim of the bathtub, allowing me to keep my pulsating pussy to remain above the steaming water. I inhaled deeply the pungent scent of my own arousal.
Slowly I slid a hand down my wet, soapy body until I could delicately spread my pussy lips wider using only the tips of my fingers. My hips moved on their own volition as I slowly slipped three fingers into the fiery maw of my pussy...no -- my hot and hungry cunt! I slowly wormed them back and forth inside me, stirring the thick juices flooding my aroused vagina. Moving torturously slow I slipped my fingers free and brought them dripping to my mouth, my tongue flicking out to taste my own pussy cream before I opened my lips and hungrily sucked my digits clean, tasting my strong flavor and pretending that it was Johnny's cock I was sucking, coated in my own juices after being buried deep inside me.
My head was spinning -- my mind aflame with my fantasies creating a heat equal to that between my legs. I slid both my hands down my body, trailing fingers over my heaving breasts, flicking my rubbery stiff nipples before moving them lower, thrusting two fingers of one hand into the hot, gooey swamp of my cunt up to the knuckles, stirring my slick, flooded hole while my other hand began to tease my clit, fingers strumming it gently before I began rolling and pulling the electrified nub.
I whimpered, "Johnny...Johnny, I love you," as my clitoris throbbed in time with the blood pulsing through my erect nipples. My other hand began to move more forcefully inside my pussy, adding another finger as I began to fuck myself with my hand, triggering waves of fiery pleasure racing through my body. My clit hummed and pulsed, swelling up greater than ever before as I saw Johnny fucking me, his cock slamming in and out of me. I began flinging my head from side to side, a wordless cry escaping my lips as I fucked myself.
I could water splashing over the sides of the tub, but could have cared less -- I was caught up in a rapturous vision of my son pleasuring me -- his cock giving me what I craved as I inched closer and closer to orgasm. "Yes, Johnny, do it, darling, cum in me, cum in Momma now, fill me up with your babies!" I moaned as my climax peaked and hung there in that perfect moment, my clitoris exploding with pleasure in machine gun bursts, melting my insides as pussy cream sprayed over my plunging fingers, splattering against my thighs and into the hot, soapy water.
On and on, my orgasm swelled, almost making me afraid my heart would explode as the air filled with sparkling light and I struggled to gasp even as I sobbed with pleasure, lost in my world of incestuous fantasy, until I heard someone moan, "Oh, Mom!"
Even as I continued to thrash in the throes of my orgasm, my gaze snapped towards the door where my son stood -- a look of complete and utter love and lust on his face -- his hand wrapped around his cock which was spraying thick jets of semen all over his hand and the floor. I felt both shock and arousal that my son had been watching me masturbate while calling out his name. Knowing he was there did nothing to stop me from continuing to play with myself, his gaze on my naked and aroused body extending my orgasm.
As he stroked the last jets of his load out of his long, fat cock, he gasped, "I love you, Mom."
Between gasps of badly needed air, I whispered back, "I love you too, Johnny,"
For a long moment we just stared at each other, sharing the unexpected moment of incestuous desire before Richard's voice called out, "Did you find your mother?" snapping us out of our spell.
Johnny's eyes shifted off my wet, naked body as he called out to his father, "Yeah, I think she's taking a bath, Dad."
"Ask if she needs me to bring her a drink," came my husband's solicitous tone -- creating a twinge of guilt in me even as I shakily climbed to my feet in the tub, showing off my statuesque body to my son. I shook my head no.
Johnny took a deep breath and then let out a long sigh as his gaze wandered up and down my soapy, naked body. "Sh-she says, no, Dad. Says she'll be done in a few minutes."
There was a long pause and then Richard replied, "Good, tell her I'll fix us both something."
My son had already forgotten his father as I climbed out of the tub, his eyes moving constantly, shifting from my heavy and heaving breasts, down to my wet and very pink pussy -- labia still spread wide to reveal his most secret desire and then back up to my face which betrayed the panorama of emotions that I was feeling. I could see his own expression shift from lust to uncertainty to lust again as I strolled up to him.
I didn't reveal my doubts or fears as I said breathlessly, "Shame on you, peeking at your mother in the bath." Any concerns on his face were wiped away as I reached out and with one hand pulled his cum covered fingers off his semi-erect cock while my other hand slowly wrapped itself around his slick, semen covered shaft in his place.
As I brought his fingers to my lips, I whispered huskily, "But, I'm glad you did, son." Never taking my eyes off his, I slowly licked his still hot seed off his fingers, making a lewd display of swallowing it as he moaned...his cock quickly growing in my other hand. Once I finished licking his semen from his hand, I drew my other hand up, now coated with most of what had wound up on his cock and lapped it up slowly with my tongue as he watched me. His semen tasted clean and salty and fresh as only a young man's cum could.
"Mom..." Johnny began only to be silenced as I pressed my cum smeared lips against his mouth and kissed him, thrusting my tongue into his mouth, sharing his taste and I hoped mine with him. The kiss deepened as his tongue joined with mine, his hands fluttering about my body, squeezing my ass cheeks one moment and fondling my breasts the next. As the kiss ended, Johnny gasped and tried to begin again, getting out the word, "Mom" before I pressed fingers that had just moments before been inside my hot pussy against his lips.
"Shhhhh," I said. "Soon...soon, we'll talk about this, son. You and I, we'll figure this out." Johnny frowned and tried to reply, but I shook my head and said, "Not now...not here...not like this."
Johnny nodded, clearly not happy, but relenting as he said, "I love you, Mom!"
I trailed fingers down his face and felt my heart swell at his words. "I love you too, Johnny." I then pushed him out of the doorway, his cock still hard, jutting out from the fly of his jeans and then closed the door on him. I let out a choking sob and barely managed to make it to the edge of the tub before I began to cry, my emotions all churning as I tried to make sense of the overwhelming love and lust I had for my teenage son and the love I felt for my husband -- built and evolved over all the long and wonderful years Richard and I had been together.
I wanted Johnny so bad and I knew that I wouldn't be able to resist my desires for much longer, but part of me ached at the thought of betraying my husband, even though I could scarcely imagine being able to resist. It took a while to pull myself together, almost coming unglued again as I stopped and stared in amazement at the thick pools of my son's semen on the bathroom tiles. As I cleaned his seed up, it was all I could do to resist lapping it off the floor, making me wonder if I was going mad and turning into some kind of incestuous whoreslut.
The rest of the evening, I felt as nervous as a cat in a rocking chair factory -- horny and on edge as I shared a late drink with Richard and he and Johnny got caught up on the baseball scores on the television before we called it a night. Tension was thick in the room and every time I looked up to see my son staring at me, I knew he was seeing me as he'd found me in the bath -- legs spread and fingers buried deep in my pussy and that he wanted me. The bulging lump in his pants seemed to be growing and my inflamed imagination seemed to see the very stitching of his pants coming undone.
I felt so aroused that I could smell myself and assumed both my husband and son could as well. Every innocent caress of my husband's hand sent shivers down my spine and I had to bite my lip and struggle not to orgasm when Johnny leaned down and gave me a chaste kiss on the cheek goodnight, his hand 'accidentally brushing my breast, his flesh separated from mine by a thin, silk kimono robe that did nothing to hide my hard, erect nipples.
Once we were alone in our bedroom, I was all over Richard, kissing his face as I tried to quickly undress him. I hungrily thrust my tongue into his mouth to be greeted by his tongue while he intercepted my hands which were busily unbuttoning his dress shirt. "Mmmm...slow down there, sweetie!" Richard sighed as he broke the kiss, drawing my hands down to my sides.
"Richard...I want you," I whined, wiggling my ass on his lap, feeling his already semi-hard cock against my bottom.
My husband smiled at me and sadly shook his head. "Not tonight, Claire. You've worn me out lately and tonight I'm just plain beat." He gave me a peck on the cheek and said, "I'm sorry, honey."
I pursed my lips into a pout, "But, sweetheart, I'm horny!" I opened my kimono and shook my meaty breasts at him and then leaned in and as I rubbed them against his chest, whispered into his ear. "I'm up for anything, Richard. You can talk your naughty perverted stuff about Johnny wanting me if you want."
Richard gave me a wicked grin and said, "See, I knew that turned you on." His hands came up and loving caressed my breasts for a moment before he sighed, "But, I'm not up for it tonight, Claire. I love you, but I reckon I just need to get some sleep." His entire body seemed to convey regret as his hands dropped to my waist and he lifted me off his lap.
A few minutes later the lights were out and we were both under the covers, the darkness cloaking my hurt expression of disappointment. Silence hung heavily over the room before Richard reached out and took my hand, "I love you, Claire. Never forget that. I love you and I always will, no matter what happens."
A long silence followed before I could master my anger and disappointment enough to speak the truth, "I love you, Richard." He squeezed my hand and the room was silent again as his breath slowly evened out and he began to softly snore while I confronted my own feelings. I absolutely did love Richard and after a few minutes of honest thought I had to confess that I wasn't angry because he had refused to make love -- I was really angry at myself because I had been about to use him to satisfy the lust and craving I had for our son. I wanted to fuck Johnny, but had chosen to use Richard as a proxy. I was more ashamed for that than I was for even considering betraying him with our son.
I cried for a few minutes and knew that I was finally at the crossroads. There could be no more denying what I wanted. I wanted to fuck my son and I was sure he wanted to fuck me -- those last tears washed away any doubts I had left. All that remained was to get on and live my life the way I wanted. I sat up and looked over my my husband of eighteen years and felt such love for him. "I love you, Richard, but I need this...I have to have him -- I love Johnny too," I whispered softly -- as much to myself as to him.
In the dim moonlight streaming through the window, I found and pulled over my head a thin, silk slip -- the hem barely reaching mid thigh. I padded barefoot to the door, opened it, paused once to glance back at my husband and then, completely at peace with what I was about to do, stepped out, closed the door on my old life and moved in the direction that my dreams lay.
I quietly padded down the hall to my son's bedroom door, my breasts heaving with excitement as I stood there with my fist ready to knock on his door. Despite my lusty desires, it is a couple of minutes before I worked up the courage to quietly tap on Johnny's door. I opened the door and slipped in. His bed table light was on and he was awake, his green eyes turning to me, lingering on my huge breasts overflowing the top of the slip more than should be appropriate between a mother and son. He sat a paperback novel down next to the lamp, his gaze never leaving me. I thought I saw something twitch between his legs, slightly moving the thin sheet covering him from the waist down. The tingle between my thighs swelled into a storm of passion as I admired his strong, muscular arms and chest.
"Can't sleep, honey?" I asked as I slowly approached his bed, feeling my skin redden under his intense stares. "I can't sleep either. I thought maybe we could...talk about what's been happening between us."
Johnny smiled and patted the mattress beside him. "Yeah, I can't sleep either, Mom. You and me have been on my mind." He looked at me with frank, undisguised lust and I sensed courage in him that I hadn't before. "I don't think talking about it is what I want to do."
I sat down beside him curling my legs up underneath of me -- maybe flashing my son a momentary glimpse of my trimmed, blonde muff. I felt my mouth go suddenly dry as I stammered, "Is -- is that so, mister? What do you want to do then, son?"
Johnny reached out and took my hand in his, drawing to his mouth and gently kissing it. His hand trembled then as he said in much less confident voice. "I want you...I want to make love to you. I want to fuck you, Mom. I want to be inside you."
A small groan escaped my lips as I said, "Oh, Johnny. I love you."
Johnny swallowed and with more passion than before, replied, "I love you too, Mom. I want you and I know you want me. I don't care if it's wrong. I don't care if it's sick. I want to touch you and kiss you and fuck you and..."
I stopped him with my lips, rising up to kneel beside him and kiss him with all the passion and love I could muster. For long minutes, we kissed silently, the only sounds that of our tongues and lips moving wetly together. Finally I whispered, "It's okay, Johnny -- it's not sick, I understand how you feel -- I feel the same way. Since that day at the pool, I've struggled to understand, even deny what I feel, but, son, I want you too."
We didn't move for a moment, our faces scant inches apart -- our eyes reflecting the love we felt for each other at that moment. My son's hands began to move over my scantily clad body, grasping hold of my slip and then he was yanking it over my head, leaving me naked and breathless and in his hands. Whatever lingering doubts I might have had were abandoned now as I let Johnny take charge.
My eyes conveyed approval as his hands slid from behind me to cup my breasts. My son stared into my eyes as he leaned in and kissed me again, his tongue being the aggressor this time, seeking out and claiming my tongue as his hands now claim my body. Any reluctance between us, between mother and son fall away as my son possessively caresses my meaty tits, nipples thick and erect and caught between his pinching fingers, making me moan with pain and pleasure as he tests how much pressure I can endure, my hands rising up to keep his hands in place, assuring him I really loved his touch.
Suddenly I was caught up in a frenzy of incestuous desire. I tore the thin sheet off my son's body, finding him naked underneath, his erect cock massively thick and pointing upwards like a sexual monolith. I pushed Johnny onto his back and swung a leg over him, positioning myself so that my pussy is kissing the length of his huge shaft, labia trying to wrap itself around him throbbing meat. I rose up, sliding my wet pussy along his erect penis, making him moan and gasp, "Mom...this is unbelievable!"
My pussy gently kissed the tip of his cock, smearing my heavily flowing juices with his leaking pre-cum. "Believe it, son." I gasped as I reached down to hold his erection in my hand, feeling it throb with power and desire. "Your momma's gonna fuck you, Johnny. All your dreams and mine are about to come true!"
I lowered myself just a fraction and sighed happily as I felt his cock head press into me, widening me as he slid inside me. "Son, I want you inside me...would you like that?" My lower lip trembled as I felt the blood pulsing in the flared head of his angry penis.
Johnny looked up at me, his eyes filled with love for his mother and gasped, "Yes, Mom...more than anything!" I felt his hands slide up over my thighs, taking hold of me at the waist and I paused to savor one last moment of the sweet sensation of my son's cock at the gates of my womb before I take him in and Johnny took the initiative and thrust upwards with his hips and I cried out as my son thrusts completely inside me, filling me with pleasure as I am impaled on his incredible cock.



I was transfixed with ecstasy as I feel my son's massive dick stretching the walls of my pussy in such a beautiful way that I actually felt faint while my son moaned with pleasure. More than at any moment in my life, I felt more complete, finally united body and soul with my loving son...the flesh of my flesh.
I ran fingers down my face, clutching at my lips as I sobbed with incestuous pleasure, my body almost unable to contain the pure carnal joy that is exploding within me. I opened my mouth to tell my son I love him, but all that came out was a soulful moan of ecstatic delight. I felt insatiable and needing more, I began to ride Johnny's cock, riding him like a crazed rodeo rider on a bucking, fucking bronco -- my long blonde hair flailing about, flying and sweeping, falling into my face and even my mouth as I sob and moan in the throes of passion.
I'm sure my face is contorted with uncontrollable lust -- through glazed eyes, I saw the pride in my son's face as he gave his mother the most profound pleasure I've ever experienced. Suddenly his eyes widened and he cried out with both pleasure and dismay as he begins to cum, unable to control his passion. From between my legs, a fiery explosion of orgasmic pleasure erupted and I screamed Johnny's name as his cock gives me what I know will be the first of many semen triggered orgasms.
"Too soon..." my son moaned as he shoved deep into my pussy, flooding my insides with his steaming seed. "Don't want to stop!"
I laughed hysterically and shook my head, sending my hair flying about me, suddenly soaked with fuck sweat and between orgasmic tremors, gasp, "Not stopping, lover. You will stay hard in your momma!" I began to ride my son hard, squeezing my pussy muscles tight around his cock, massaging him as I slid up and down on his shaft, urging, demanding his erection to continue, offering Johnny a wicked view of his mother, caught up in madness born of incestuous lust -- my hair flying about me as my huge breasts rolled and bounced as I kept myself speared on his long, thick penis. My son had no choice but to stay hard and we both gloried in his youthful endurance!
Johnny groaned happily with pleasure as we fucked, raising his legs behind me -- allowing me to lean back, his knees and thighs supporting me as I slid up and down his cock, allowing him to see his mother's pussy to move up and down his pussy cream and semen coated shaft. The room is filled with the thick scent of our sex and with our impassioned moans and the wet, smacking sounds as my ass slaps into his lap again and again.
Johnny's hands slid up to my breasts, squeezing and digging into my meaty flesh, drawing me forward as he sank his fingers deep into my tits. I was suspended on his cock, always in motion, sinking down even as he would thrust upwards, seeking to bury himself deeper and deeper within me with each hard, brutal thrust. Sweat poured from my face, my hair, my arms and my tits to splatter against his face and skin as we fucked. We were like animals seeking -- needing release -- our joined loins a mass of blazing hot wetness. My son growled as his hands gripped my hips, trying to drive himself deeper into me as if he wanted, needed to pierce my heart with his long cock as much as his love.
As I bounced atop his lovely shaft, my breasts flailing wildly, I could feel my son's cock swell -- the head again becoming infused with blood as he neared another climax. Knowing that my Johnny was about to again bathe my womb with his thick, hot seed spurred my own orgasm closer as I tried to contract my vagina around his thick, throbbing meat, We both moved to the precipice of passionate orgasm -- locked together in an incestuous dance -- an outpouring of our long denied love and lust for each other.
Johnny's brilliant green eyes locked onto mine and I could see his face contort as he struggled vainly to control his orgasm. "Mom...oh, God, Mom -- I love you so much!" he sobbed as he thrust upwards, driving deep against my cervix.
I managed to get out a husky, whispering sob of, "I love you too, son!" before I felt his cock head swell and then I was plunging into the most intense orgasm of my life as Johnny filled me with hot semen, flooding my womb and creating through my body the most intense pleasure of my life. I didn't care about anything beyond the moment -- losing myself in the almost supernatural ecstasy that consumed me as I felt thick jet after jet of my son's sperm fill my pussy.
I threw back my head and let loose with a soul wrenching cry of incestuous pleasure, knowing deep in my heart that I was now his -- that my son, Johnny was now my man, my lover, my husband -- that as much as I loved Richard, I didn't belong to him anymore. I was mastered, conquered, enslaved by the fantastic cock buried inside me and the strong, loving son it belonged to. My motherly vagina milked Johnny's cock, seeking to drain him of what seemed to be a never ending flow of semen -- each new spurt of his seed renewing the orgasm that wracked my body with pleasure I never suspected could exist.
Still quivering with cock induced pleasure, I collapsed atop my son's body, falling forward, kissing his face, bathing his flushed skin with my tears of joy. "I love you, Johnny. I'm your's now -- your momma belongs to you, darling."
My son was crying too, even as his cock flexed inside me, his hips still slowing working up against me, still showing me sweet, carnal pleasure. I love you too, Mom. I will never give you up. I'm sorry for Dad, but, Mom, you're my woman now."
I laughed and cried, my heartbreak and shame for betraying Richard dwarfed into non-existence by my now all consuming love and need for my son. As Johnny and I kissed, still joined cock and pussy, our sweat slick bodies still quivering from orgasmic pleasure, I knew that my world has changed forever and that I -- we were traveling a new path.
#
From the Journal of Richard Hamilton:
I cannot help but laugh -- tears of joy running down my face as I hear Claire's cries -- no, screams of pleasure from our son's room. My cock is as hard as it was when I was a teenager as I picture my wife and our son fucking -- all their pent up frustrations, all their denied passions finally unleashed. When I hear Claire shriek with that certain cry of delight in her voice, I know that our son is filling her pussy with his spunk. I feel no jealousy, no resentment...but rather the sense of accomplishment one gets with the fulfillment of a dream. I have no anger, only love for my son and wife and I pray to God that they know as much pleasure as any man and woman can from what I hope are many years of love and loving together as mother and son and husband and wife.
I shiver with the sinful pleasure that comes with knowing my wife and son are fucking. My cock is near to exploding too as Mom slowly strokes my long shaft. She grins up at me from where she is lying beside me, her dark brown hair falling into her eyes as she says, "They will happy -- almost as happy as you and me, son." Mom leans forward and makes a fantasy come to life as she plants a kiss on the head of my cock, precum smearing on her lips. "Are you ready, Richard? Are you ready to be with your mother forever?"
I reach out and stroke Mom's hair, guiding her down to slip her lips around my cock again -- my only regret is not making this happen all those years ago. "Will we be lovers, Mom...forever?"
Mom licked the head of my swollen cock with her tongue, making me squirm as she rolls it, soft and fleshy over my sensitive glans. "Forever, son."
I feel a thrill of excitement -- the kind you get when you know you're about to begin a great adventure. I look at my mother who I've missed for so long and I say, "Yes, Mom, I'm rea..."
#
I ran my fingers over Richard's tight scrawl -- his words finding their way inside me, piercing my heart in ways I never expected, even as they end in mid sentence, a line of ink trailing away across the unfinished page. I could feel my heart beating powerfully -- so many emotions stirring inside of me, especially that of love. I could feel my love torn between my husband who had depths I had never suspected and my son who stirred a fire inside of me that I doubt I had yet to fully comprehend.
The house seemed so quiet after all the commotion of the last few days...now even the slightest noise seems to echo loudly. I closed up Richard's journal and sat it on the bedside table, smiling as I noticed his reading glasses resting there. Then I heard the shower start in our bedroom and a slight shiver rippled through me. I smiled as naughty thoughts began racing through my head. I stood up and shimmied out of the black dress I'd worn through this last long day.
I pulled my black slip off and as I walked towards the bathroom, undid my bra, releasing my heavy breasts, letting them fall slightly into a more comfortable position. I paused only to slip my panties off, kicking them across the room with a quick movement of my right foot. I opened up the door of the bathroom and paused, remembering how many times over the years I'd surprised my Richard this way.
The bathroom was clouded with steam as I slipped in. I could feel the moist air begin to cling to my skin. I felt liquid heat burble up between my legs and my nipples begin to throb as they began to swell. "Honey," I called out with a slight moaning quality to my voice. "I have a present for you. I think you're going to like it, it's something hot and wet."
The bubbled glass of the shower stall revealed its occupant stopping and turning towards me. A hand moved towards the stall door and paused. I took a deep breath and said, "Don't you want me? Here, maybe if you can see what you're missing, you'll like me better."
I moved up and pressed my naked body against the glass panels of the shower door, allowing my massive breasts to flatten and spread against the moisture covered glass, offering up a two dimensional view of my huge tits, nipples swollen and prominent. From inside the stall and over the roar of the shower, I heard a muffled groan and saw a hand moving towards the handle. I stepped back and spread my arms, my legs standing apart to reveal the arousal of my trimmed pussy -- labia swelling and blossoming like a hot house flower opening to the humid heat of the room.
Johnny," I moaned as he reached out and roughly gripped my arm. He began to drag me into the hot shower with him, his assertive actions arousing me -- making my nipples harden even more. "Baby, I..."
My son smiled and said, "It's okay, Mom, I know what you need. Dad's gone, but I'm here and I'll take care of you from now on -- I'll give you what you need." My son claimed me for his own, pulling me against his wet and soapy body, his lips pressing hard against mine while his tongue levered itself into my mouth to assault my waiting tongue.
I was Johnny's willing captive, yielding to his desires, feeling his long and already very hard prick throbbing between our bodies and as my fingers slipped down to touch it, I again marveled at how huge my son was! When Johnny broke the kiss, he smiled at me and said, "See? I know what you need, Mom." He pressed his body against mine, his cock sliding against my belly as he added, "I know what you want, Mom."
I felt that crazy feeling of absolute love for my son sweep over me as I whispered, "You know it's you I want. I've wanted you for a long time and now I have you, son!" I felt both my hands wrap around Johnny's prick and knew that there was nothing between heaven and hell that could tear me away from my son now.
With a tone of command in his voice...a tone that made pussy juice run down my leg, my son said with excitement in his voice, "Take a closer look at what you want, Mom." Johnny rested both hands on my shoulders and slightly pushed down, guiding me to my knees. As hot water splattered over us, IO found myself looking at his young cock, my almost panting breath making my meaty breasts shake. Despite all that had gone on recently, I had had very little opportunity to look at my son's cock, but now I had an eye to eye view as his cock head seemed to swell and his slit seemed to be staring right back at me. I had a sudden entirely new perspective on how big his penis really was.
Slowly, I leaned in and gave the big slab of cock meat a dainty kiss right on the head, a stringer of precum catching on my lower lips as I leaned back and looked up at my son. "Oh yeah, Mom, kiss it, please!" I didn't hesitate, slurping the big knob of Johnny's cock into my mouth, marveling at how big it was -- how I had to really work to get my lips around the head. I twirled my tongue around the spongy yet solid flesh, tasting his salty and delicious pre-cum -- my body responding ecstatically to how my son tasted, my pussy getting slicker and tingly.
I let him slip from my mouth, staring up at my son lovingly as I said, "Mmmm, it's perfect, Johnny -- you make Mommy feel so good."
Johnny groaned as I lapped at his cock head, sighing, "Oh, Mom, you're amazing." His groans grew louder as I took him back into my mouth, letting his knob poke into my cheek and worked my face back and forth, massaging his cock with my teeth and the soft, inner lining of my mouth. A tremor went through Johnny and my son leaned against the shower wall, my oral loving making his knees weak for a change. Hot water streamed down over his strong, muscled body to splash into my face as my son moved a hand to the back of my head.
My son didn't try and guide me, but instead seemed to have faith that I knew what I was doing as I teased his shaft with my soft lips while my fingers caressed his huge, sperm laden balls gently. I reach up and pushed my wet, blonde tresses back from my face and forced myself to take more of him inside me, pressing my face forward. When my son's cock head hit the back of my throat, like magic, it seemed to bend just enough and follow the curve of my throat downwards.
"OHMIGOD, Mom!" Johnny cried out as I looked up, my nose crinkling with delight as I knew he was looking down at his mother with her mouth filled with his prick -- my lips in a big oval, stretched tight around his thick meat. "Jesus!" he groaned as if he couldn't believe that his own mother could give such great head. I made a choked noise of lewd satisfaction as I pulled back until I had only the head of his cock in my mouth, my tongue fluttered madly around his flesh and then, letting my teeth grate gently along his shaft, I took all of him into my mouth again, not stopping until my nostrils were being ticked by his pubic hair.
I could feel the blood pulsing wildly along his shaft and understood that I would quickly make him cum if I kept this up and while I couldn't wait to taste his fresh load of young, hot semen, fresh from the tap, I wanted my son inside me. My pussy ached for Johnny's cock and I knew that as much as he loved my mouth, my son would love the feel of my pussy even more!
I slowly let him slip from my mouth and then in a voice filled with lust, I said hoarsely, "Johnny, do you want to fuck me now?" My son gave me a wide grin and quickly pulled me to my feet and then his eyes widened in surprise as I stopped him from opening the shower door and said, "Here, now," I hissed. "Up against this wall, fuck me now!" I turned and leaned against the wall of the shower stall.
Johnny just gaped at me for a moment, finally saying, "Standing up?"
I looked over my shoulder at my son and wiggled my hips, making him struggle to look at them yet watch my swaying breasts -- water hanging by long drops from my long, hard nipples. "You're gonna love it, son -- I promise!"
Johnny's eyes were round with excitement as he ogled my full and firm buttocks, gasping, "Oh God, Mom, this is so unbelievable -- I've never seen anything so beautiful!" My son's cock jumped up and down, his eyes roaming over the inviting cleavage of my ass cheeks and the magic spot between my legs, open, wet and inviting -- a sight guaranteed to make any hot blooded male crazy with lust. His cock seemed impossibly hard. Then Johnny shook off his lusty daze and said with a bit of a tease in his voice, "Mom, do you really want my cock inside you?"
I flung my hips back against my son, almost trapping his cock between my ass cheeks and I begged in reply, "Give it to me, son!"
Johnny was almost clumsy in his anxiousness to fulfill my demand, struggling to place his swollen cock head between my pussy lips. When he found my sweet flesh, my labia tried to swallow him, placing the huge knob securely inside of me and then my son gave a great shove, sinking the first few inches of his thick cock into his mother's hot pussy!
For a brief moment, I thought I was going to faint from the intense pleasure having my son in me again was bringing, but as Johnny slowly pulled back and then fucked forward into my womb again, I refused to succumb -- there being no way in hell I was going to miss one second of the pure incestuous ecstasy that being fucked by my son provided. I could feel my cunt muscles stretching, adapting to Johnny's big prick and I loved every sweet sensation.
I had found true happiness -- feeling my son giving me every inch of his cock -- my pussy creaming with pleasure, never satisfied, wanting more and more! Johnny sawed his hips back and forth, filling me up and then emptying me out, scraping my juices clean along the sugar walls of my pussy.
I moaned, non verbally begging Johnny for more and my son comprehended and gladly gave it to me, sliding his massive dick into me until he collided with my cervix, then quickly withdrawing only to fill me up again and again with more cock than I ever imagined I could take! I clamped down with my pussy muscles, trying to keep a tight clutch on my son's cock
"Oh God, Mom, you feel amazing," Johnny panted, fucking me with quick stabs.
"Yes! Yes, darling, fuck me -- fuck me hard!" I screamed out, my voice hoarse with unbridled passion I'd never felt before, even for his father.
My son chuckled and he snarled, "Oh, I'll fuck you, Mom. Do you want me to fuck you hard...do you, Mom?"
An orgasm that I knew would be frightfully huge was looming over me as I sobbed back, "Yes, son. Fuck me, fuck your mother hard, you son of a bitch!"
"Okay, Mom, take it all, you beautiful bitch. Take every bit of my big cock!" Johnny growled as he began thrusting into me harder and harder. My pussy boiled over with pleasure at hearing my son say those words to me while he plowed into my pussy. It made me feel slutty and sexy and loved. To show my approval, I humped my round ass back at him faster, spurring him to work hard to show me how hard and fast he could fuck his mother.
I could feel Johnny's hands slid up, one hand sliding across my belly, his arm tightening around me, pulling me tight against him while the other slipped upwards and cupped my swaying right breast. My son's fingers gouged into the soft, pliant flesh of my breast, the pain serving to increasing the erotic sensations coursing through my body. As he continued to plunge into my pussy with his lovely, thick cock, he leaned over and first kissed me on the neck, then almost tenderly bit me.
Sobs of pleasurable joy escaped my lips as I felt my son's hot breath on my neck between fevered love bits while his cock pummeled my pussy, fucking me harder and more passionately than anyone ever had, turning us into a perfectly running fuck machine -- all our moving parts combining with the flow of pleasure swollen blood through our veins, working us towards only one possible end -- an incestuous orgasm of ultimate pleasure.
The hot water falling on us were like cool, soothing drops of rain, our sexual arousal making our skin burn like we were on fire. I fucked back at Johnny, trying by sheer will power to take him deeper inside me, wanting, needing as much of his cock as possible. My huge tit was being mauled by his strong fingers, caressing, pinching, molding my flesh as his cock relentlessly ravaged my steaming pussy.



I felt like my son owned me -- I was his possession to do with what he willed. I was Johnny's to bite or claw or...fuck and I never felt happier. The realization that my son was now my lover -- that I was his heart, soul and pussy, accelerated my body's journey to orgasm. "Oh, Johnny," I sobbed. "I think I'm going to cum. Your big dick is making Mommy cum!"
I felt myself losing all control as my son hissed in my ear, "Do it! Do it, Mom. I wanna feel you cum. I want to feel your tight pussy cumming on your son's cock!"
The world seemed to gray out as my eyes rolled back in my head as I was swept up in the ecstasy my son was making me feel -- it had never been this good ever. Johnny's fingers clamped down and twisted my nipple hard as he hissed, "Cum for me, Mom!"
I felt compelled to obey my son's command. My back began to arch and I threw my ass back to meet his brutal thrust, taking him more deeply than before and I screamed, "C-cumming, NOW!" as my orgasm detonated, beginning in my clitoris and igniting a deeper explosion of incestuous pleasure within the core of my pussy. Johnny continued to fuck me hard as waves of ecstasy rushed through my loins and expanded like bolts of electricity through my thighs and arms and through my stomach and chest, making my nipples swell with sweet pain.
My pussy began to spasm and then locked tight around Johnny's monster cock, making him grunt and growl and thrust deep and then my son began to cum inside me -- his orgasm's beginnings inspiring mine to continue and grow! I felt a tremendous load of hot semen filling me up as we continued to grind against each other, making me almost insane with incestuous joy. Our voices intertwined in wordless delight as my son kept shooting huge amounts of his baby-making seed deep in my womb, spurring my pleasure on and on even as I began to wonder if he would ever stop. There was a part of me that wanted it to never stop -- that I would know for all eternity the sweet ecstasy of my son's hot sperm flooding my pussy!
Hot water from the shower mixed with sweat pouring from our aroused bodies as the sound of our wet bodies slapping together competed with the roar of the shower. Johnny kept fucking away at me until he was shaking with exhaustion and his cock was a mere shadow of its aroused immensity, still kissed and clung to by my ever ravenous cunt. Finally, my son pulled away, his cock making a wet, sucking noise as he broke free of my pussy's clasp, making me shiver as my pussy contracted and I felt the warm trickle of his semen already beginning to run down my thigh.
Johnny moaned as he gazed in wonder at me, the sight of his seed already percolating from between his mother's spread labia making his cock twitch and jump. He fumbled for the shower controls, turning off the steaming hot water even as I turned and faced my son, my immense breasts heaving mightily as I gasped for air. "I love you, Johnny," I whimpered as I felt my knees begin to give and I slowly sank to the floor, suddenly too weak to stand.
Johnny, breathing heavily himself, slowly went to his knees in front of me, panting, "Mom, that was something else. I think you drained every drop of spunk from my body." His eyes glowed with passionate love as he said in an awed voice, "Being inside you, it's...incredible."
I gave my son a smile and held out my arms to him. "You make me feel like I've never felt before, Johnny. I'm glad you like Mommy's pussy because it belongs to you now." I shivered as I realized I was offering myself to my son. "I belong to you, Johnny. I'm yours, forever."
My son gave me a knowing smile and said softly, "I know, Mom. I love you, too." Then he leaned into me and we kissed, lips parting and tongues joining, becoming one even as our bodies became one...a single perfect entity sharing one loving soul.
#
As my son and I made ready to turn in that evening, Johnny noticed his father's journal sitting on my bed table. "Reading it again, Mom?" he asked, coming around to stand over me, wearing only his briefs -- a growing bulge promising more glorious pleasures to come.
I nodded and said. "It makes me feel better."
I held out my hand and pulled Johnny down beside me and kissed him, finding solace in the taste of his tongue and then in his hands as they undid the buttons of my silk negligee and caressed my large breasts, pulling them free of the skimpy nightie I had been wearing. As Johnny moved his lips across my face and down to nuzzle my neck while he deftly removed my blouse, I asked him, "Do you think Richard was hallucinating or do you think his mother was really with him at the end?
Johnny rolled his tongue across the swell of my now heaving upper breasts before looking up into my eyes and smiling as he replied, "I think Dad was happy at the end and I think he's happy now -- he's in heaven making love to his Mom and watching us make love as well. He had no regrets and I'm sure he hopes we have no regrets."
As he trailed his tongue down over my breast, slowly approaching a throbbing nipple and while my hand slid over the huge bulge in his underwear, I whispered, "Do you have any regrets, son?"
Johnny rose up and kissed me, guiding me back on the bed while his hand slid between my thighs, expecting and finding the wetness and heat he knew was there between my thighs before he said, "No regrets...no guilt. Dad wanted this almost as much as we wanted it. Do you have any regrets, Mom?"
I breathily whisper, "None, darling," as my son tore away my negligee and then rolled me over on the bed. I heard the shuffling fall of his briefs and then felt his weight on the bed as he climbed between my spreading legs. I lifted my ass upwards even as I feel his hardness brushing my cheeks, his swollen cock head slowly brushing downwards until I felt my son's cock kiss my already sopping wet pussy. I looked over my shoulder at my son...my man...my husband and as he began to thrust his thick cock into me, and said again, "No regrets, son."
As Johnny fed me his cock, already as knowing a lover as one could hope for, I surrendered to his thrusts, a throaty moan rising from my lips as he spread me open as no man ever has, taking me to a place that only a loving son can.
As incestuous pleasure swept over me, I could hear my son speaking at his father's funeral service, his eyes fixed on me as he said, "Mom and I know...we understand that in many ways, Dad will always be with us -- in the gifts and guidance he gave us...that we will cherish for many years to come and for the rest of our lives, I know Mom and I will be sustained by the love he left behind."
The End
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So, maybe based on true events. Several years ago while attending a conference for my then employer, had a presentation by a Mom and son team as described in the story. As the day long presentation went on, it seemed to me as if there was a very complex relationship going on...lots of touches, looks and caresses and so the idea for a story began and now I've finally set it down on paper. I hope you like it. As always, this is a work of fiction...inspired by real life events, changed just enough. The characters exist only within my wishful imagination. If I'm anywhere near accurate, it was luck...lol. Again, enjoy!
*
I managed to time my graduation possessing my not so marketable English Lit degree with the onset of the latest recession and quickly found myself despairing over ever finding a job that I trained for. Luckily, my Mom was equally despairing over the sudden departure of her computer tech partner and since I was a computer nerd from before I had even hit puberty, she pulled a few strings and I stepped into the position without Mom's sales tour hitting a snag.
Mom is a sales rep extraordinaire for an educational software company and is on the road most of the time, presenting her company's latest efforts or doing training seminars. Mom knows her stuff, but her presentations need a good computer savvy partner who can keep pace with her, making sure her programs are cued up when she needs them and that the internet is straining at the leash to do her bidding. My mother in action is a marvel to watch, a short, fiery dynamo, dazzling and thrilling her audience while raking in record sales each year.
In a darkened conference room or auditorium, I sit in the back and fiddle and manipulate my laptop and assorted hard-drives and it becomes almost a dance as I initiate programs or activate links as Mom does her sales spiel, her potential buyers' eyes riveted on her constantly in motion body, entranced both by her powerful enthusiasm for her products and by her hot body.
Yes, I said hot body. I'm not such a nerd that I don't recognize that my own mother is a very sexy and attractive woman. As my father had said more than once about his ex-wife, "Celeste is a lot of woman in a small package!" Mom stands five foot, one and at one hundred and fifteen pounds, is a bundle of delicious curves -- buxom with a trim waist and a shapely, tight butt. Short, sandy blonde hair frames her brilliant blue eyes, a pert nose and luscious, seemingly always moist lips. Mom packages her body in a dark blue company blazer, brilliantly white blouses and short skirts that end a couple of inches above the knees and show off her short, but very shapely legs.
Mom always makes sure that the blouses are unbuttoned more than enough to advertise her full 32DD breasts whenever she leans over a potential customer to make a point about the product. I've lost count of the number of leers I've seen from school superintendents and instructional coordinators and other academic types in the few months I'd worked for Mom, but at the end of the day, there have almost always been healthy orders for the company's product.
Mom offers up no regrets or apologies for her approach and to be truthful, her enthusiasm over the product sells our software as much as her sex appeal, but as Mom has told me more than once, "You use what you've got, John, to get the job done."
And I offer no apologies for admiring Mom's form. I've long known how sexy she was -- my high school friends voting her our community's number one MILF. I freely confess to using Mom as jerk-off fantasy material several times over the years when my interests weren't diverted by Angelina Jolie or Megan Fox or any of the multitude of girls in high school and college that caught my fancy. Mom probably helped fuel those occasional thoughts as after divorcing my father when I was twelve, she began having a very active sex life at the same time she began encountering success with the software company. Since I mostly lived with Dad during my teenage years, I didn't see all that much of her, but when I did stay with her, she made no secret about having lovers, and though I rarely saw them, many was the night I could hear them making Mom moan with pleasure.
Even with that kind of stimulation, my tendencies to think of Mom as a sex object decreased as I finally caught my height and began to fill out and the acne disappeared from the scene and I began to actually get lucky now and again and eventually began having long term relationships with women in high school and college. Even now, even though I admired Mom as a sexy woman, my own pursuits kept me from doing much fantasizing about her.
Life on the road followed a pretty standard routine. We would spend three-four days in a hotel -- each of us with a separate room or suites, doing our sales pitch during the day and usually eating breakfast and dinner together. During lunch, I was usually on my own while Mom schmoozed the potential buyers. At dinner, Mom and I would go over the day's work -- discussing any glitches or issues or other business and then we would say goodnight to each other and go our own way. Sometimes for us both that meant work on our various aspects of the job, but more often than not, it meant we both went cruising for sex.
I liked the clubs catering to the dance music of my age group and would cruise them looking for someone to hook up with for a night of hot, nasty sex. Where Mom went, I haven't a clue, but her success rate was better than mine judging from the number of times I would come back in from an early morning run to see a guy quietly leaving her room. As she had done since I was a teenager, Mom favored the younger, buff guys -- blonde and tall more often than not and usually several years younger than her forty-four years. I amused me and sometimes made me curious as to what the attraction was -- but I suspected that if Mom was the whirring dynamo in bed that she was during a sales presentation, she needed a young guy just to keep up with her.
Such was my life for several months after college and to tell the truth, I liked the work, I liked working with my smart, vivacious and sexy Mom and I liked the money and my share of the sales commissions. I was socking away a good bit of cash for a rainy day, enjoying my life and didn't plan on changing anything in the short term. Then came Nashville.
We were doing sales seminars in Nashville, Tennessee in a conference room at a grand old hotel downtown -- staying for ten days while making presentations to the city's large school system as well as surrounding county school systems. We checked in and were given our rooms -- separate as always, only to discover it was part of a converted suite with our rooms joined by a common door. The first couple of days this actually suited our needs pretty well as we geared up for a long run of presentations, allowing us to visit each other to clarify items and issues for our presentations.
The first three days went off without a hitch and Mom was very pleased by the orders already placed, telling me at dinner that if the entire trip kept being this profitable, certain bonus triggers would kick in for us both. I kissed her goodnight and began to explore downtown Nashville while entertaining thoughts of maybe being able to afford one of those new/retro Cameros about to hit the market.
Hell, I was still in a pretty good mood when I returned to our hotel having struck out at several downtown bars and clubs. I was a bit horny and disappointed, but the thought of that possible bonus kept me smiling as I rode up the elevator and unlocked the door to my room. I was thinking about whether I wanted my new ride in black or cherry red as I reached for the light only to stop when I heard Mom say in a hoarse voice, "Come here -- Momma wants to suck that big cock!"
It was then that I realized that there was a shaft of light coming from where the connecting door was located. I pulled my hand away from the light switch and slowly and quietly crept into the room until I came to the door that connected my room to my mother's. It was ajar, maybe four or five inches. Cautiously, I peered into Mom's room and had to reach out and brace one hand against the wall to keep my balance.
I had a perfect view of Mom in profile, kneeling on her bed, wearing a black corset that lifted up but did not cover her breasts which were heaving with excitement, her nipples like thick, elongated nickels. Mom's eyes were shiny with lust and she licked her lips anxiously as a young and naked man climbed onto the bed. He was skinny with longish blonde-brown hair -- an erect cock emerging from a nest of sandy colored pubes.
Mom reached out and taking it in her hand, looked up at the man as she began to stroke it and purred, "Bet you can't wait for Momma's lips to be wrapped around that big thing!"
The guy who I suddenly felt nearly insane with jealousy over, gasped as he murmured, "Jesus, you're fucking hot!" as his fingers slipped into Mom's short, blonde hair and gently, but urgently guided her face towards his swollen penis.
I felt a sudden pressure in my own crotch and part of me was stunned to realize I had an almost instantaneous erection of massive proportions while the rest of me was stunned to hear Mom say, "I bet your Mom would suck this hard cock if you asked!" before sliding her lips over the throbbing head, her tongue emerging to swirl around the ridges of his helmet and then slipping more of him into her mouth, her eyes locked on his face to gauge his pleasure.
The guy groaned as Mom began to bob her head up and down on his cock. I don't even remember undoing the buttons on my jeans or pulling my cock out, but suddenly there I was, stroking my cock as I stared open mouth at my mother sucking the cock of a guy that was close to my age! As I stood there trembling, matching my strokes to Mom's movements, it seemed that in addition to being my age, this lucky fucker had even more in common with me. His long blonde tresses were just a little lighter than mine, but the length was identical. He was tall and skinny, wiry more than muscular and like Mom and me, he had blue eyes. I was gratified to see that my cock was bigger than his, both in length and girth -- even in my nerdish teenage years, I had been unashamed to walk through the gym locker room naked -- being teased about having a monster between my scrawny legs never bothered me!
Idle thoughts that Mom was fucking a surrogate of her son washed over me and I tried to dismiss it, but I kept hearing those words -- "Momma wants to suck that big cock!" and "Bet you can't wait for Momma's lips to be wrapped around that big thing!" Then as the logical and proper part of me tried to say it meant nothing, Mom let the guy slip from between her luscious lips and moaned, "Mommy needs a good fucking right now, son!"
No sooner did the words slip from between Mom's lips than she fell back onto her back, her short, curvy legs spreading wide and even at an angle, allowing me to see for a brief but heavenly moment, her bald and wetly pink pussy. I got a glimpse of thick, short lips and glistening flesh between them before her guy moved to block my view, Mom moaning over and over, "Momma needs her baby's cock!"
Sweat poured off my forehead and I flicked my free hand to keep it out of my eyes, even as I grew dizzy and slowly sank to my knees, trying not to make noise as my right hand continued to stroke my shaft. From my angle, I could see Mom's eyes grow wide as the guy settled atop her, his hips rising to let his cock angle down -- the head pressing between those thick lips and then thrust forward, Mom crying out with carnal pleasure as he buried his erection in her wet and steamy cunt!
Mom's legs came up and being unable to wrap around his back, she drove her heels into his hips, flinging herself up at him, taking him completely by her third or fourth upward thrust. Mom's fingernails clawed at his back as she moaned and sobbed as he fucked her.
Memories of many teenaged masturbation sessions while listening to Mom moan in her bedroom above me came flooding back and while back then I could never quite get a complete picture of Mom and one of her lovers fucking. Now I was seeing it all and I wanted to weep with joy.
As with everything else she did in life, Mom threw herself into this fuck completely, writhing like a woman possessed as he buried his cock in her again and again. Then they were rolling and Mom was on top, bringing her short legs up to squat on his long body, her hips jiggling slightly as she bounced on his cock, her meaty breasts bouncing wildly as she rode his cock. As tremors of pleasure swamped her, Mom let her head roll freely, occasionally giving me a glimpse of the expression of slack jawed pleasure graven on her face.
Between incoherent moans of ecstasy, Mom let slip cries of "Yes, Fuck Momma, fuck Momma real good with your cock." Mom's hands slipped up to cup her breasts, squeezing titflesh between her fingers and toying with -- pinching her nipples and then she moaned, "Oh yes, John -- fuck Mommy -- fuck me hard and deep, baby!"
A tremendous shiver tore through me and I could feel my orgasm racing up my cock as I heard the guy say in a gasping, lust ridden voice, "My name is Brian -- not John!"
Mom laughed, letting her tits fall and bounce as she leaned forward, raking her fingernails down his chest. "Just shut up and enjoy Momma's pussy. Tonight, right now, with that fine cock inside me, your name is John." Mom did something then, flexing her hips just slightly and making him almost howl with pleasure. In a lower voice that quickly increased in volume and in passion, Mom said, "Fuck your mother, John. Give Mommy that big, sweet dick. Fuck Momma and make her cum." Mom's voice tightened and in tone that was part desperation and part lust, she said, "Momma wants John's hot spunk filling up her nasty pussy!"
That was it for me and I began to cum, barely managing to cup my free hand over the head of my cock before I was shooting scalding jets of semen, cumming so hard it actually hurt. The pleasure was so intense, it had me nearly doubled over on my knees and I bit down on my lower lip, trying not to cry out with pleasure -- fearing that they would hear my fierce, ragged breathing.
Then as I knelt there, trembling with desire and confusion, semen oozing between my fingers, Mom and her lover rolled back over and he began slamming his cock into my mother's pussy with a vengeance. Mom's face twisted with pleasure as she mewled, "Yesssss! That's what Momma wants, sweet baby John! Fuck Momma hard with that big, bad cock!"
As the guy did so, I tried not to moan in jealousy and delight as I stroked the last few drops of sperm from my still nearly erect penis while witnessing my mother quickly build up and explode in orgasm. A shrill, wordless cry escaped her lips as she began to cum -- her short legs stiffening out into an erotic 'V' while her fellow hammered his cock into her again and again until with a groan of his own, he sank into her to the hilt and his balls jumped wildly as he pumped hot semen into my mother's cunt. Never in all my days have I felt such passionate hate and envy at the same time!
Moments passed as he settled atop my mother and then with her feeble urgings, rolled them over so that she was on top. Mom's legs were spread wide and I could see her hips quivering above her engorged cunt from the aftermath of a wonderful orgasm. More minutes passed, only the sound of gasping breaths being heard. Hidden in the dark shadows of my room, I knew I should move, but I was caught -- held fast in a web of perverted desire.
Finally I heard Brian say in a voice full of awe, "Motherfuck -- Celeste, you are one perverted lady."
Mom giggled and replied, "Well, technically, you were the motherfucker in this bed." Mom wriggled atop him, her plump labia seeming to squirm slightly on their own, making him moan as she added, "You mean to tell me you never fantasized about fucking your mother?"
There was a long pause before he said, "Well...not exactly, though I might have if she was as sexy as you." His hands came around to cup Mom's plump and firm asscheeks. "Do you really want to fuck your son?"
Mom sighed and replied, "Mmmmm. I like thinking about it. I've fantasized about it for years. He's grown up to be a real good looking man." Mom hesitated and then continued with, "But, that sort of thing just doesn't happen, now does it?"
Brian shrugged and kissed Mom's shoulder making her sigh and wriggle about some more. "I don't know -- he might go for it. My mom ain't near as hot as you, but if she came on to me, talking all nasty like you, I might do it!"
A shiver went through Mom's body as she moaned and said, "I wish it were that easy. I've dreamed about John's cock since he was a teenager. I caught him jerking off to some cheerleader computer porn and oh my god, what a big cock!"
"You should do it, Celeste!" her lover said, slowly flexing his pelvis to work his still buried cock inside Mom's pussy."
"I don't know," Mom moaned. "I know he thinks I'm good looking -- I'll catch him eyeballing me once in a while, but..." Mom paused and then let out a weary sigh. "He likes women his own age with their tight pussies!"
Her guy snorted and said, "Your pussy is tight and you got a rocking body, Celeste. I bet if you offered yourself up, your son's dick would be buried in you before you could blink." He gave a thrust up into Mom's pussy for emphasis, making her groan with pleasure.
Mom worked her hips up and down a couple of times before saying. "Well, baby, Momma wants some more of this hard dick, but first I gotta pee or I'm gonna explode!" Moaning, Mom lifted herself off his cock -- releasing a short flood of semen that splattered against his thigh. Mom smiled down at him as she walked on her knees to the edge of the bed, saying, "Now, don't clean that up -- Mommy will take of that as soon as she gets back!"
Mom climbed off the bed and I suddenly realized she would pass close to the ajar door on her way to the bathroom and I leaned back and began to scuttle backwards like a crab, using my legs and arms, smearing the handful of my own semen across the carpet.
I heard Mom peeing and then a flush and the tap at the sink running. A moment later, I heard Mom say, "Shit! Has that door been open this entire time?" I continued to scuttle back and past a faux mahogany workdesk. I ducked into the little recess that it offered, hugging my knees to my chest to take up a smaller space.
The light from the door grew brighter and I could see Mom's head in shadow on the opposite wall. She turned and looked both ways and let out a relieved sigh, I suppose was due to seeing my bed still made up and untouched. "Whew -- my son's still out chasing pussy!" The door closed, leaving me in complete darkness, the noise of Mom throwing her deadbolt into place sounding like a rifle shot.
I'm not sure how long I sat there beside the desk, my cock still throbbing as I kept replaying the last half hour or so in my head. My mother...my lovely, sexy mother fantasized about me. She fucked other guys pretending it was me! I tried to make sense of it, but all I could do was wish I had the courage to go pound on Mom's door, throw Brian out of her bed and make her fantasies come true.
Finally, I staggered to my feet. After turning on the lights, I retrieved a towel from my bathroom and tried to clean up the puddle of jism I'd smeared over the dark carpet. It left a darker stain and I wondered what the maid would make of it in the morning. I undressed and crawled into bed and again in darkness, tried to make sense of what happened. I couldn't do it. All I could do was wonder what my mother was doing in the next room, not fifteen feet away from me.



My eyes kept going to the now closed and locked door until I realized there was a pinprick of light. I puzzled over it for a moment until I realized that the door was an antique with an actual old-fashioned key hole just below the doorknob! I was like a man under a spell, as I slipped out of bed and padded naked across the room to kneel in front of the door, my cock hardening as I moved -- hoping and praying.
Kneeling, I leaned forward and put one eye to the door. After a moment to adjust my line of sight, my prayers were answered! My view was limited, but my God, what a view it was! Brian and Mom were fucking doggy style, but I was restricted to a vision of Mom's face and tits and once in a while, Brian's arm and hand as he caressed Mom.
My mother's face was again slack-jawed with ecstasy as her fellow fucked her from behind, Mom's tits, beautiful hanging udders swayed and bounced -- nipples swollen to the point of bursting from her arousal. My cock became angrily erect again and I began to stroke myself without even thinking about it -- imagining Mom's tight pussy wrapped around my erection...imagining the silky furnace that was her cunt, massaging my cock, loving it, trapping it inside her steamy, slick flesh forever!
I strained to hear their love-talk, but could only catch random words amidst groans, both of them losing themselves to the mother-son fantasy. "Fuck Momma, John. Fuck me, Give me my son's cock, please!" Mom's son-proxy seemed to fuck her forever, producing a million varieties of carnal expressions on her face -- fucking her until she was covered in fuck sweat, her short, blonde hair plastered against her forehead, all askew as he entangled his fingers there before caressing her cheek and let her suck on his fingers, cheeks hollowing out as she pretending it was his cock, or mine!
Only at the end could I hear my mother clearly as her body quaked and shook as he fucked her hard and deep, screaming as she orgasmed -- "Fuck me, John! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, I love you, John!"
As Mom came, I joined her, again shooting a load of white hot semen into my cupped hand and moaning, "I love you, Mom!" over and over, wishing our mutual orgasm was the real thing as I slumped softly against the door, gasping for breath from another intense orgasm of my own. My cock throbbed as I gently stroked the last of my seed out, wishing with all my heart that it was my mother that was actually pleasuring me.
Mom disappeared from view and then the lights went out. With my mind all awhirl, I got to my feet, cleaned myself up and climbed back into bed. I was quickly asleep, but the nights revelations followed me into my dreams as I found myself running naked through what seemed to be endless halls and corridors of the hotel, sporting a truly colossal erection as I pursued my equally naked mother as she teasingly led me on a chase -- never allowing me to quite catch up with her.
I was in rough shape when I joined Mom for breakfast in the hotel dining room the next morning. Mom was waiting for me, looking her usual chipper and energetic self, dressed as usual in a company blazer, white blouse that was revealing what suddenly appeared to be a tremendous amount of cleavage and her usual short skirt that showed off her great legs, showcased in part by two inch high heels. If anything, last night's fucking seemed to have left her with an exceptional lovely glow.
I trembled as she gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek as I leaned over to hug her. Suddenly, I seemed to have forgotten how to give my mother a chaste hug, my hands aching to caress her breasts and fluttering about her shoulder like a confused bird. Mom sensed that something was amiss and gave me a concerned, motherly appraisal as she said, "You okay, John? Have a rough night?"
I shrugged and said, "No, I'm good, Mom." I began to glumly look at the breakfast menu, not really hungry and ordering only coffee and toast when the waitress came up and asked me what I wanted, beating back the urge to scream, "I want my Mom's pussy, hot, wet and spread wide right here on the table in front of me."
Mom's mother's radar seemed to pick up that something was amiss. "Honey, are you sure you're okay? Some sweet young southern thang didn't wear you out, did she?"
I felt myself blush, more so because I thought I could detect a hint of jealousy in Mom's voice as she spoke. I shook my head and said, "No -- just had a drink or two last night. I...I didn't meet anyone."
Mom's expression still expressed doubt, but she nodded and as we ate, we began to discuss the day's presentation -- a complex series about our top line products that we hoped to score big with to several rural counties surrounding Nashville. I mostly nodded at Mom's directions and suggestions but most of my attention was on her.
Mom was dressed no differently than she usually was, but everything about her seemed magnified -- to me she was radiating a sexuality more intense than anything I had ever encountered. As we ate and then made our way to the conference room, her body seemed to be screaming out to me in some many ways. Her mildly exposed cleavage appeared to me to be literally overflowing her bra as I saw her heavy meaty breasts bouncing as she was being fucked from behind last night. The way Mom's skirt hugged her ass seemed to produce replay after replay of her naked, firm yet bouncy ass cheeks, quivering as she orgasmed. Mom's legs seemed to cry out to be spread wide, allowing a man to sink his cock into the sweet, bald pussy between her creamy thighs. Mom's lips as she spoke or simply breathed seemed to be pulsing in need for a cock...MY COCK to be slowly slipped between them with her hungry, teasing tongue poised for action.
No matter how hard I tried, I could not shake images of Mom fucking Brian from my head. No matter how hard I tried, I could not shake images of Mom fucking me out of my head. I could not focus, I could not concentrate and it shouldn't surprise anyone that the day went to hell in a hurry.
Mom, as always, hit her marks and was her usual brilliant self, but I seemed to stumble into glitches and fuck-ups every few minutes, missing my cues or hitting the wrong buttons, causing Mom to wait for visuals and uploads -- all the while seeing her naked on her back in bed, legs spread wide and her slick, wet pussy open and inviting as she hissed, "Fuck me, son! Fuck Momma now!" or on her hands and knees, wiggling her cute rear end at me, urging me to take her from behind or kneeling in front of me, her cheeks bulging as she took my entire cock in her mouth, sucking me lovingly as her brilliant blue eyes communicated her love and lust for her son."
As the morning session ended and the audience prepared to go to lunch, Mom sidled up next to me and leaned in and hissed softly, "Are you okay?"
I nodded weakly and replied, "Yes."
"Then get your shit together! You're blowing this for us, dammit!"
"Sorry, Mom!" I whispered back even as I felt my cock begin to harden as I realized I could feel her breast pressing into my chest as we huddled together.
"Screw sorry. Get your head out of your ass and do your job, John!" Mom growled. "I'll see what I can do to salvage this and you get your shit together for the afternoon session!" Mom turned and walked off towards several potential buyers she was taking to lunch and even though I knew how badly I'd done, all I could do was admire Mom's butt as she walked away and savor the sensation of her meaty tit against my body.
The afternoon session did start better, but it quickly degenerated as I found myself helplessly being distracted by Mom as she moved about the room, fascinated by the curve of her legs when I should have been cuing up software. Imagining more of her breasts as she leaned over a table to make a point instead of activating a link to our website or instead of her perfectly coiffed hair and expertly applied makeup, seeing her hair plastered with fucksweat and her mouth gaping open in stupefied ecstasy. Daydreaming about how her mouth would feel on my cock and exiting the internet when I should have been streaming a demonstration video. It was a bad day.
As the day wound down and Mom discussed orders with various new clients, the furious looks she threw my way told me that sales were not going to match up to her expectations. I knew I was in trouble and after the last customer left, I trudged up to Mom to apologize.
"Mom," I began, but got no further.
"Not right now," Mom snapped, interrupting me. "Go up to your room. I'll be upstairs in a bit. I need a drink first or I might just slap the shit out of you." Mom spun on her heel and stormed off towards the hotel bar. I watched her leave, feeling as useless and as helpless as I ever have -- much like I might have felt at twelve years old and sent to my room for some stupid transgression.
I obeyed her and went upstairs, sitting on the edge of my bed and staring desolately at the floor, afraid that my days as Mom's work partner might be over. The loss of my job didn't bother me nearly as much as the thought of not being with Mom day in and day out. It seemed like I waited forever, but it was less than an hour before Mom stormed through our connecting door and as she slammed it behind her, angrily said, "Do you want to explain just what the hell was going on today?"
I couldn't look Mom in the eye, staring at the carpet instead. Mom stepped closer and said, "Answer me, John! Are you on something? Every time you were supposed to be on the ball, all I could see was you looking at me with a dazed expression."
"I'm...I'm sorry, Mom," I muttered, trying to look up at her face, but allowing my gaze to linger at her chest -- her exposed skin flushed red in her anger -- her exposed cleavage heaving as she breathed hard. I felt my cock throb as it had done most of the day, already swelling because of her closeness.
"Sorry isn't telling me anything, goddamnit!" Mom snarled. She stepped up to me, took my chin in her hand and lifted it so she could see into my eyes. "What the hell is wrong with you?"
Mom's lovely face was too much for me -- I couldn't withstand her blazing gaze and again I ducked my head, but Mom followed me down, leaning forward to keep looking at my face, but now offering me a wondrous view of her breasts as her blouse gaped open. Mom was wearing a white, lacy, half-bra -- her breasts practically falling out and more than a little of her aureoles exposed. I felt my hand come up involuntarily, only barely able to resist reaching out and cupping my mother's meaty breast.
Suddenly, Mom realized where I was staring and gasped, taking a step back from me. I craved her and wanted her and I instinctively came to my feet as she moved back. I finally looked up to see a mixture of expressions fighting for control of her face. Finally, anger seemed to win out.
"Is that what's got you screwed up?" Mom hissed. She reached up and cupped her breasts, lifting them upwards so they almost fell out of her blouse. "Suddenly you noticed I have tits? Dammit, John, I'm your mother!"
"Do you want to fuck me, Mom?" I said in a hoarse whisper that while barely audible, I know Mom heard as she took another step back.
"Oh my God!" Mom moaned, taking another step back. "You can't ask me that. I'm your...your mother!"
I took a step towards her and replied, "I want to fuck you, Mom. You're beautiful and I love you. You want to fuck me, don't you?"
The anger was now fading quickly from Mom's face only to be replaced by fear or something else...longing maybe? "John, what's come over you? You can't talk like that...we couldn't...a mother and son can't..."
Mom backed up again, bumping against the door connecting our two rooms. Her hand dropped to the door knob, fingers fumbling as she tried to open it and retreat, but I was there and my hand was on hers, stopping her and my other hand dropped on her shoulder. "I saw you last night...with him, with Brian," I said softly, leaning into Mom until her breasts flattened against my lower chest and our lips were scant inches apart. I could smell single malt scotch on her breath. I could feel her heart beating wilding and the heat radiating off her body. "I saw everything...I heard everything. Do you really want to fuck me, Mom?"
Mom struggled weakly to slide around me, but I didn't let her move as she gasped, "It was just a fantasy...just a little game. I didn't mean anything." I felt a sudden thrill at the meekness in Mom's voice and perhaps for the first time in our life, felt like I was taking the upper hand in our relationship.
I pressed into her more firmly, letting her feel the huge erection in my pants. "You said you'd been dreaming about my cock for years, Mom. Well, I've been dreaming about you for years too! I've dreamed about your tits..." As I spoke, I reached out with both hands and with more ferociousness that I knew I possessed, I tore her blouse open, yanking down and catching her bra as well, freeing my mother's large and meaty breasts. Her soft flesh jiggled and bounced and I was gratified to see Mom's nipples as swollen as they'd been the previous night.
Mom's fists beat uselessly about my shoulders as she whimpered, "No! Stop it, John -- this isn't right."
"I've dreamed about sucking your breasts again, Mom...and oh God, so much more." I emphasized my words by leaning down and taking a throbbing nipple in my mouth and as I lightly nipped at it with my teeth, my hand slid further down and then under and up her skirt and I palmed my mother's panty covered mound and felt another thrill as I discovered the intense heat there -- heat and sodden arousal.
Mom moaned against my shoulder as my tongue rolled over her blood engorged nipple and my fingers rubbed against the soaking wet gusset of her panties.
Within just a few caresses, it seemed as if the skimpy material was being sucked inside her and slick, naked labia were mine to touch. "John, we can't do this. It's wrong."
I gave Mom's hard nipple one last lick and then raised my head to look Mom in the eyes. "It's right if we both want it. Tell me you don't want me, Mom. Tell me you don't want this." I reached out and took her hand and pressed it against the huge bulge in my pants. As I played with her wet pussy, I whispered to my mother, "Do you want to fuck me, Mom?"
For a long, long moment, all that could be heard was Mom's rapid breathing as I stroked her aroused cunt and she slowly explored the size of my erection with her palm and then Mom whimpered, "Yes," and we were kissing -- locking lips with our mouths open, our tongues greeting each other in mutual hunger. I felt a tremor ripple through Mom's body while our tongues twirled and joined and then Mom moaned loudly against my mouth and it was as if her whole body seemed to lunge against me.
We kissed and caressed each other like the long denied lovers we were about to become. Mom's hands stroked my cloth covered crotch and then struggled to undo my pants and thrust them down along with my boxer shorts. Then Mom's panties were gone and she was climbing me, her legs curled around my upper legs propelling her up so suddenly I could feel her wet and slick cunt lips kissing the shaft of my cock. Her hand clawed at my dress shirt, tearing it open and then running her hand across my lightly haired chest.
Mom broke the kiss and snarled, "Yes, I want to fuck you, you nasty motherfucker. I want you to bury that big dick in your momma's pussy." Any fear or submissiveness on my mother's part was now blown away in her now blatantly incestuous desires. With Mom clawing at my chest, her legs clinging to my thighs while I cupped her full, firm ass in my hands, I carried us both over to my bed where I let us both fall in a churning, grasping heap as I again pressed my lips against her and kissed my mother as a lover.
For long minutes we rolled back and forth on the bed, tearing away clothes as we kissed and stroked and pinched each other's bodies -- not pausing until we were both naked, bodies sweaty slick with our desires. I kissed Mom's ample breasts making her keen with pleasure as I licked and bit her hard nipples. I slid fingers between her hairless labia, savoring the heat and wetness between my mother's legs, gasping with delight and surprise as I leaned between Mom's thighs and gave her pussy a long loving lick with my tongue only to be surprised when she squealed with pleasure and liberally sprayed my face with pussy juice.
"M-making me cum, John!" Mom sobbed as I laughed with delight and ran my lips around my mouth to lap up her sweet liquid honey. Her body shook from jolts of pleasure, her meaty breasts jiggling as mini-orgasms rippled through her body again and again. I dove between Mom's thighs and gave her one long, ice-cream lick after another -- each triggering a spray of her juices and ecstatic moans that were like heavenly music to my ears. As Mom writhed on my bed, she sobbed, "Sixty-Nine, John! Let me taste my son's cock!"
Somehow, my mother found the strength to jump me, pushing me over on my back and straddling my face with her sodden cunt, wiggling her slick flesh against my mouth and squelching my own groans as I felt her sweet, warm mouth cover my cock. My hands came up to cup and squeeze Mom's asscheeks as she gushed pussy cream into my hungry mouth with every lick of my tongue while she sucked and licked my aching cock!
Like a hard, hot shower, Mom's juices rained down on my face as I swirled my tongue up and down her bald slit, spreading her folds of wet flesh to tease her clitoris. Mom made hungry, gobbling noises as she bobbed her head up and down on my cock, her tongue dancing about the crown -- flicking her wet probe over my piss slit, then passionately sucking the head of my cock before slowly taking my length all the way into her throat until her lips were brushing my pubic hairs. Mom was a masterful cocksucker and I squirmed about, struggling not to lose control -- savoring Mom's heavenly blowjob.
Finally, I knew it was time. As much as I relished the thought of letting Mom taste my impending load, I wanted the first time to be deep in Mom's pussy, giving her a massive gift of my seed in the place of my birth. It just seemed...appropriate. With a little difficulty, I threw Mom off me, reaching out to turn her over onto her back and before she could move, climbing between her legs.
"Gonna fuck you now, Mom." I gasped -- her juices dripping off my chin to splatter on her breasts. "I love you, Mom and now I'm gonna fuck you!"
Mom growled with anticipation, her body squirming underneath me as I leaned forward, lowering my body atop her and kissed her again, sharing her sweet cunt cream with her. As our tongues shared her motherly juices, I reached down and cupping her ass cheeks again, tilted her pelvis just so and rammed my cock home.
Mom's fingers clawed my shoulders and she screamed shrilly into my mouth as with one swift, brutal motion, I buried my cock into her tight pussy. Like a oiled, velvet glove, my mother's cunt wrapped itself my erect penis, taking it all until my blondish pubes were scraping her shaved flesh.
My shoulders gripped Mom's shoulders pinning her down as she bucked and struggled beneath me, her brilliant blue eyes bulging madly as my cock gave her more pleasure than she ever dreamed existed. Mom's writhing and squirming increased as I began to move inside her, shifting back and forth, fucking her slowly and making her quiver with insane pleasure from her son's long, thick dick.
Pulling her lips from mine, Mom sobbed and laughed, "Oh sweet fuck -- John -- son, your cock's gonna kill me...so big, so fucking good!"
With each thrust, I picked up the pace, quickly working myself into a rapid series of powerful thrusts, pummeling Mom's tight, slick cunt with my throbbing erection -- the blood engorged flesh of her sugar walls pulsing in time with my pounding heart. My mother and I kissed and sobbed sweet loving words to each other -- Mom sometimes pausing to rise up and lick a smear of her own juices off my chin or cheeks. She tried to lift her legs up and wrap them around my back, but the pleasure was too intense and finally, her laughter almost teaching hysteria, Mom cried out, "I give up, fuck me, son! Fuck Momma hard!"



I obliged my mother, slamming my cock into her furnace hot pussy again and again, quivering with heretofor unknown levels of pleasure as I felt Mom's steaming creams bath my cock again and again. Our bodies were slick with fuck sweat, Mom's heavy breasts rolling wetly along my skin.
Mom suddenly moved her hips just so and I seemed to slide a bit deeper into her pussy, triggering it to clamp tightly around my aching shaft to hold me in place even as her body began to go rigid and a soulful sob escaped her lips as she threw her head back, mouth open in utter and complete pleasure. Looking down at my mother, caught up in a massive orgasm, I knew I could search the world over and never see a more erotic sight.
Mom's ecstatic beauty pushed me over the edge and I ground my crotch against hers, seeking to get even deeper into her womb as my seed exploded into her pussy, flooding her with a massive load of searing hot semen. Mom went completely insane beneath me, clawing, kissing, and biting as I pumped son sperm into her mother cunt.
Finally, I collapsed atop my mother, my chest pressing down and spreading out her pillow like breasts, my cock buried deep in her pussy, her muscles gently, weakly caressing my still erect penis. We kissed and laughed and cried, Mom wiping tears and sweat from her eyes as she gasped in a voice somewhere between utter satisfaction and absolute hysteria, "I..we did it. I finally fucked my son!"
I kissed her gently and with tears in my own eyes replied, "Yes, and I fucked my mother for the first time." I kissed her again and with a gentle roll of my hips made her moan as I added, "But not for the last time."
Mom reached around and stroked my buttocks with trembling hands as she said, "Oh no, not for the last time." My mother's blue eyes shined with love and excitement as she whispered, "I've waited and dreamed for so long...not going to ever let you go!" Her pussy muscles flexed and tightened around my cock. "Never letting this big, nasty cock go!" Mom smiled as I began to gently rock into again and said softly, "I love you, John."
I kissed her and as her tongue departed my lips, I breathed, "I love you, Mom...forever."
We gazed lovingly into each other's eyes and then I saw the fire begin to burn in Mom's brilliant blue eyes -- a fire of lust and confidence beyond what I had seen last night and she said in a commanding voice, "Roll us over, son. Momma wants to fuck your brains out."
Carefully, I took us over, easing down onto my back, Mom's pussy clinging tightly to the head of my cock. "I love your big cock, John," Mom sighed as she squatted over me, slowly and teasingly lowering herself onto my erection until her sugar walls completely wrapped my throbbing penis in soft, slick flesh. "Ohhhh, GOD!" Mom wailed as she wiggled atop me, completely impaled on my long dick. Her leg muscles bulged with effort as she squatted and begin to move up and down, flinging her head back, sneering happily up at the ceiling as she began to fuck me.
I learned a lot about my Mom over the next few hours. I learned that Mom's knowledge of fucking dwarfed my own and that of every woman I'd ever been with. Riding my cock like a woman possessed, Mom showed off a lifetime of good, raunchy sex, making me claw the blankets with just a slight shifting of her hips or knowledgeable massage of her cunt muscles around my hard dick.
I was happily lost, helpless and in awe as Mom threw her inhibitions to the wind, fucking me hard with her meaty breasts bouncing one moment and then fucking me agonizingly slow, sweat pouring off her body in a flood as she drew out the incestuous pleasure of the moment for both of us, slowing sliding up and down my shaft, squeezing and writhing atop me until orgasm took her and created a whirling dervish of perverse ecstasy, fucking me for a lifetime in a short period of time that seemed never to end until finally with my cock aching for release, her pussy flesh seemed to kiss my cock and literally force me to cum.
My hands were buried in Mom's tit flesh as she shook and screamed while I emptied another thick load of burning semen into her pulsating, demanding womb, triggering yet another orgasm that tore through her body in a firestorm of lust and love.
The world seemed to go gray and then amidst the still fiery remains of our orgasm, I found Mom collapsed atop me, her compact body feeling hot and soft against my flesh, her lips gently kissing my neck and shoulder as she trembled in the aftermath of our lovemaking. I was almost asleep when I slipped from Mom's pussy -- my cock at half-mast, tingling still with pleasure. My last moments before exhaustion took me were of Mom slithering down my body, moaning, "More, baby! Momma needs more!" before taking my cum coated cock in her mouth and cleaning me with her tongue, my body writhing in pleasure as my sensitive flesh responded to her attentions.
I immediately fell into intense dreams that echoed last night's visions of chasing Mom down endless corridors and never catching her except in tonight's dream, I trapped my mother in an elevator and after stopping it between floors, grabbed her roughly and spun her around, bending her over and thrusting my angry erection deep into her steaming hot pussy -- Mom sobbing with pleasure as she thrust back while gripping the safety rail of the elevator car.
My dream seemed so real -- Mom's pussy so amazingly hot that her cunt cream seemed to almost blister my cock as I rammed it into again and again, her screams so loud...and then I came to myself and woke from the dream to realize I was living the dream! Mom was kneeling on the bed, her hands gripping the headboard so tightly her knuckles were deathly white, while I brutally fucked her from behind. I ran my tongue up and down her neck, tasting her salty fuck sweat while my hands cupped and mauled her hanging tits.
Mom's cries were loud but muted as she pressed her face into the mattress and thrust her hips back at me, trying to accept me as deep into her cunt as I could possibly go. Her pussy was tight and slick and as hot as the sun, her wet juices splattering against my thighs and crotch every time I withdrew to the tip of my cock and then slammed deep into her womb again!
Mom orgasmed and then orgasmed again as I fucked her hard, feeling as if I could never have enough of her sweet, motherly cunt. I fucked my mother until she was begging for mercy and still I fucked her. I fucked my mother even after she collapsed on the bed, limbs and torso all akimbo while I held her hips up, gripping her tight as I relentlessly kept thrusting into her burning, cum slicked hole.
For a few brief, scary and wondrous moments I thought I might fuck my Mom forever -- the two of us locked in a carnal embrace for all time, before finally I felt my orgasm approach and even then I held it off as long as I could, savoring Mom's pleasure filled moans and whimpers and occasional screams. Finally, with an animalistic roar, I thrust deep and sprayed my seed in Mom one last time, hosing her womb down with thick semen until I collapsed atop her, more drained than I had ever felt in my life.
Finally, I slipped from Mom's pussy -- my cock aching pleasurably and then I slipped off Mom's body, pulling her to me as I curled up onto my side, cuddling with her as we both caught our breath and slept happily and content.
Things only got better after that. Yes, it took me a couple more days to totally get my act back together. Could anyone blame me -- all I could think of was Mom's luscious body with that hot, nasty pussy between her legs. I snapped out of it though when Mom in her usual frank and straightforward approach put it to me simply as, "Son, I love you, but if you fuck up at work, you won't be fucking me at night."
In truth, being lovers made us better work partners. Our presentations quickly became almost an extension of our status as lovers as we seemed to better anticipate each other's moves, allowing all segues and transitions within our presentations to become virtually seamless. Mom's smoldering and lusty glances at me didn't distract me as much as inspire me, knowing the sweet reward that lay between her legs and that would be mine within a few hours.
Mom stopped introducing me as her son and I was now simply her hunky assistant. This allowed her to more openly flirt with me, standing behind me during film presentations, her breasts pressing against my back while she sneaked caresses of my chest through my shirt and whispered awful, wonderful naughty things about what her mouth and pussy would be doing to my cock as soon as our audience was gone.
Mom stayed in a constant state of heat -- her arousal evident in the strong aroma of pussy that intertwined with her perfume. No doubt this impacted our sales in a significant and positive fashion and kept me in a constant state of erection, a state Mom was happy to address once our hotel room door was closed. Oh yeah, we still booked two rooms, but stayed in only one.
What was once just a temporary gig till I found better employment is now permanent. Mom and I are partners in both work and love. We've years of unrequited desires to catch up on and once we do, we have a lifetime of lust and love to look forward to. I don't consider myself doing work. Everyday, every presentation is simply foreplay with my reward lying between Mom's spread legs and evident in her loving smile. I love my work. I love my Mom. I love working with Mom. I'm not sure life could get any better!
The End
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I looked out the window and saw the city of Chicago beneath me as the plane banked and began it's descent into O'Hare Airport. The lights of the city sparkled and glittered, enhanced by the rain that was coming down. I turned my attention back to the lifeless cell phone I cradled in my hands and gave a heavy sigh. It would only be a few minutes before I could turn it back on and see if I had any messages from my son. I hoped he'd gotten my messages, otherwise he was going to be surprised when I showed up at his door.
Once we'd landed and had the stewardess' blessing, I anxiously powered up my phone. My heart leapt as it told me I had four messages and then my heart sank as I saw they were all from my husband...soon to be ex-husband. "Asshole," I muttered as I deleted them unseen.
Once I collected my only bag, a duffel bag with a shoulder strap stuffed with what few clothes I had paused long enough to gather, I tried my son's cell phone again. Again, I was directed to leave a message. Resisting the urge to sigh, I took a deep breath and said, "John, it's Mom again. Like I said earlier, I've left Benny. I'm at O'Hare and hoping I can stay with you for a few days. I'm taking a cab to your place. Hope I see you soon." I paused and then added, "I love you!"
I sat back for the long taxi ride into the city, the driver a sullen young white man with a lot of metal in his face who was dually focused on his loud, bass driven hip-hop music and keeping us on the now slick roads as the rain was slowly changing to ice. I shivered, still dressed for the warmer Florida weather, forgetting how cold it could still get in late March in Chicago. As we moved down the highway, gradually sliding off onto the wet, gleaming streets of the city, I marveled at how my life had changed in less than a day.
Yesterday, I was Cassie Blaylock, wife to Benny, an often unemployed construction worker in Pensacola, Florida and prominent deacon in the city's most conservative church. Benny was lazy, but powerfully religious -- preferring to view his down-time from work as simply God's way of freeing him up to work the church's ministry to our community. Benny was my second husband, my son's father having passed away from cancer when John was only two. Two years later, I remarried, finding solace in religion and for a while, in my new husband.
John and Benny never got along -- fighting from the start with Benny always claiming that John "had the Devil in him." When John defied his wishes to enter a conservative religious college in Tallahassee, choosing instead Northwestern University in Illinois, Benny had all but disowned my son and I hadn't seen my son in nearly six years.
Oh, I'd stayed in touch with letters, phone calls and emails, but Benny had made clear that my son wasn't welcome at home anymore, not that John would have stepped across our threshold. I had been caught in the middle and had seen no other course than to stay with my husband. After all, my son was now a man and getting on with his life. While I was nowhere near as devoted to God and the church as Benny, I felt my place was with him. It didn't make me happy, but that was life.
Two years ago though, things had begun to really spiral out of control. Benny announced that he was devoting himself to being a lay preacher which meant he wasn't going to be working at construction anymore. Oh, he brought in pocket change, performing the occasional funeral or wedding, but it was my job as the cafeteria supervisor at a local junior high school that paid the bills...barely.
That was frustrating enough, but Benny also decided that being more "godly" meant he was to be more celibate, that with our child rearing days behind us, sex was something we didn't need anymore. Maybe at age forty-five, I didn't necessarily need sex anymore, but that didn't mean I wanted to give it up. Our sex life didn't exactly light me on fire, but I had enjoyed the once or twice a week vanilla lovemaking that we'd shared for years and now found myself growing more frustrated as time went on. I remained faithful, although the temptation was always there. I bought myself a short, vibrating friend in secret and kept the edge off with masturbation while Benny was out spreading the word of God.
The straw that broke the camel's back came this morning though, when Benny announced plans to basically sign over the house to the Church. "We can live here through our declining years," he explained to me at the kitchen table as calmly as if he'd bought a new toaster or shovel, "But it will be our tithe to God."
Now, over the years, I'd put up with a lot from Benny -- I knew he loved me and we'd had good times together, albeit less lately and while never as religious in my heart as he was, I'd been raised in an old fashioned Christian home and had been a good and obedient wife, but this had been too much."
"I don't think so," I'd snapped back. "I've worked myself near to death to pay off the mortgage for the last twenty years and now that we own this place free and clear, you're not giving it away!" I don't know what pissed me off more -- that he would try and give our house away or that he would give it away after I, pretty much by myself, had worked and paid for.
Benny's face grew red and he hissed at me, "Remember your place, wife. I'm not asking you -- I'm telling you. I'm the husband, your's is to obey, praise God!"
"You might be the husband, Benny Blaylock, but I'm the one who worked her ass off while you sat on your lazy butt and prayed all day. I paid for this house and you're not giving it to the church!"
The argument got ugly from there, with screams and shouts and Benny quoting scripture until I told him he could take God and the church and shove them up his ass. So he slapped me...hard....hard enough to knock me down. When I picked myself up off the ground, I didn't say a word, but walked away, went upstairs, threw a few clothes and things into an old nylon duffel bag and grabbed my shoulder bag -- my big purse that weighs a ton and holds my wallet and makeup and other assorted things a woman needs.
As I tried to leave the house, Benny tried to stop me. When he growled, "Know you place, woman," and raised his hand to slap me again, I swung my purse hard and left my husband curled up on the ground, his hands cupping his busted balls and praying to God for relief.
I climbed in my old, rusting minivan -- the "Mom-mobile" my son had called it, and drove to the bank where I took out half of what we had in checking and in savings -- not that it was a lot. I called school and made arrangements for a leave. I called a lawyer -- a young man who remembered me from his junior high cafeteria days, who said he'd take care of things about the house and start the divorce proceedings and then I headed to the airport.
I sat in long-term parking for I'm not sure how long before I decided I needed to get away, at least for a few days. My son, John, came to my mind -- being literally all the family I had and I bought a ticket to Chicago and now I was in a taxi pulling up to a large high rise near the downtown area with the rain and ice coming down in buckets.
Paying off the cabbie, I was out the door with my bag just as a doorman in a ornate, yet threadbare uniform came rushing out with an umbrella. Despite his best efforts, I looked like a drowned rat before we both got inside the apartment building, after slipping and sliding across the sidewalk.
I'm sure I looked ridiculous wearing khaki capris and a short sleeved cotton blouse under a light nylon windbreaker in the middle of what appeared to be a late winter event. The doorman folded up his umbrella and eyed me with concern as I stood there, my long black-gray hair in tangles, dripping water on the nice marble floor of his lobby as I shivered with cold. Dark eyes wedged into a roughly hewed Mediterranean face studied me.
"Can I help you, ma'am?" he asked in a tone that indicated that he doubted it. Obviously, he knew all the tenants on sight and he was positive I wasn't amongst them.
"Um...I hope so. I'm uh, Cassandra Blaylock. My son lives here -- his name is John Harper. Could you let him..."
"Yes, Mrs Blaylock!" The doorman suddenly snapped to attention, his tone now filled with respect and deference. "Mr. Harper called, ma'am and asked us to let you into his apartment. He wishes you to know he's been detained in Billings...um, Billings, Montana on business and is having trouble with his cell phone. He will call you later this evening. If you need anything, Mrs. Blaylock, please just let us know."
The doorman went around a table covered in the same marble that was on the floor and retrieved a set of keys. He took my travel bag and gestured towards an elevator. "I'll show you up, ma'am."
A little overwhelmed by his sudden change in attitude, I rode up the elevator, not speaking as he managed to tell me at least three times what a fine young man, my son, Mr. Harper was. John apparently lived on one of the higher floors and the elevator, while very stately, moved slow. As we moved, I paused to consider the one good thing my life seemed to have produced, my son.
As I already said, John never got along with Benny and when given a chance to be adopted by him, refused, saying that even if he didn't really remember his father, it was wrong to change his name. On this, I had stood firm with Benny and supported John. My son never really bought into the whole church thing, preferring to do his praying before circuit boards and computers. He was on the whole, a proud computer nerd, although I preferred the word "whiz." Slightly stocky and plagued with acne all through junior high and high school, he never dated, preferring his ever more complex computers and the small circle of friends who shared his interests.
Oh, he liked girls, judging from the computer porn I would find running on his computer screen sometimes or the girlie magazines he had under the mattress of his bed and I recognized the signs of masturbation on his sheets quite often, but never thought anything of it. Even when he was first struggling with puberty and snuck a few peeks of me in the shower, I never really worried about it. He was a growing boy and that's what they did.
I had hoped that once he was at college, he'd meet some nice woman, but in our many phone conversations, he'd laugh and tell me, "No, Mom. There's no one here. That's okay, though. You're still my girl, aren't you?"
I would laugh and tell him yes, remembering the little boy I had raised who'd before his teenage years would snuggle with me and giggle before telling me he was my fella. I would hug and kiss on my son and tell him, "And I'm your girl."
I missed him something terrible, but took pride in hearing of his accomplishments, although at times, they seemed a bit surreal. He'd finished his degree in two and a half years and opted to not pursue higher degrees when a data systems company lured him into their employ with what sounded like an unbelievable amount of money for a twenty-year old to be making. All those years preoccupied with computers had paid off. By the time he was twenty-two, he'd developed a couple of patents that he'd sold to his company for a fortune plus future royalties.
With his new found fortune, John had offered to help me out many times, but I knew that whatever he'd send me would somehow be directed right into Benny's church and although I could have kept it secret, I tried to not be dishonest with my husband and so had always told my son no.
My reverie was broken as the elevator came to a halt and the doorman led me into a hallway with only four doors -- two on each side. We paused before one and using the keys, he opened the door, stepped in to set down my bag and then stepped out. "Mr. Harper asked us to make you a set of keys, so you can come and go as you like, Mrs. Blaylock." He dropped them into my open palm and tipped his cap.
As he moved away, I suddenly remembered where I was and reached into my shoulder bag for my wallet, but the doorman shook his head and said, "Mr. Harper takes care of me, ma'am." He tipped his hat again and added, "You need anything, Mrs. Blaylock, call downstairs to the lobby. Ask for Anthony." He smiled, great white teeth splitting his craggy features as he said, "Anything you need, just call, ma'am." Then he was gone and I closed the door behind me, finally after a crazy day, safe in my son's home.
I slowly took in a large living room -- definitely the home of a bachelor with lots of leather and chrome furniture -- Star Wars and Lord of the Rings movie posters adorning two walls -- a big screen television adorning another and a cluttered pile of equipment which I assumed comprised game systems and DVD player. On a glass-topped coffee table were several remote controls lined up in perfect order, flanked by empty soda cans and a pizza box, empty except for a few dried up crusts. A tie was flung over the arm of a leather sofa and I counted at least three pairs of socks scattered about.
I began walking towards the kitchen, spying it past a pony wall, but paused as on one wall was a large framed photograph and I had to smile and warmness washed over me. It was a picture of John and me -- taken the night he graduated from high school, his arm around my shoulders and both of us smiling from ear to ear. It suddenly occurred to me that that might have been the last really happy moment for us as Benny had soon banished my son from our lives. I suddenly ached to see my John and hug him. Talking weekly on the phone didn't take the place of actually being around my only child. How much I had missed him over the last several years washed over me in a wave that was almost staggering.
Eyes tearing up, I tried to divert my thoughts by exploring my son's home. The kitchen was very up to date -- all shining stainless steel appliances, although beyond some canned soups in the cupboard, cokes and the remnants of take out Chinese food in the refrigerator along with some frozen dinners in the freezer, there wasn't much in the way of sustenance.
My tour led me next to the bedroom -- a king size bed centered the room, clothes scattered all about and a slightly messy bathroom beyond it. At least there weren't mushrooms growing behind the toilet or in the bathtub. My John wasn't the best housekeeper but he wasn't a total slob either. I found another bathroom further along the hallway and a second bedroom that John had turned into a small and very functional office.
For work, it appeared that my son kept a very ordered house. I didn't know much about John's work, but I knew he was very talented at setting up and data tracking systems for insurance companies and corporations and keeping them running smoothly -- working out of his employer's offices in downtown Chicago or from home or on the road. Several computer screens and towers were arranged about a massive work desk. I nodded approvingly -- when it came to work, my son was not careless.
I found the last door on the bedroom hallway to be locked and was wondering why when I was startled by the shrill ringing of a phone in both the living room and bedroom. I hurried back to the living room and picked up the receiver. "Hello?" I said tentatively, suddenly realizing that while I hoped it was John, it might well be my asshole husband.
"Mom! Thank God, you made it. Are you all right?" It was my son, his voice warm and filled with concern.
"I managed to reply, "Yes," and then broke into tears.
My son let me cry myself out, offering gentle words of comfort until I was done telling him what had happened and then he said in an understanding, yet firm voice, "Don't worry about anything, Mom. You can stay with me as long as you like. Forever, if you want!" His voice quavered a little at the last, but he continued. "I wish I was there right now, Mom, but we had this big glitch in Billings. I should be back in a few days. Until then, just make yourself at home -- use my bedroom. There are clean sheets and blankets in the bedroom closet."
"Well, I don't want to be a bother -- if you have a spare bedroom, I could use it. The door was locked and..."
John interrupted me, saying, "It's not a bedroom, Mom -- uh, just a bunch of stuff stored in there. Use my bed. It's comfortable. When I get back, we'll -- um, we'll figure out something. Shoot, I usually fall asleep on the sofa anyway." My son voice sounded a bit odd, but it wasn't anything I could put my finger on.
My son and I finished our conversation, John letting me know where he kept a backup debit card and its pin number, insisting I use it for any needs -- "Food, clothes -- anything you need, Mom. Go out shopping and have some fun for a change."
"Oh, that's sweet of you, son," I replied. "But, I've got a few dollars -- you save your money."
My son chuckled and answered, "I do save my money, Mom. You know I make a good living, but most of my expenses are picked up and what little I spend, I spend on games and stuff. I want to spoil you -- you deserve, no, you need to be spoiled. After all, you're still my girl, aren't you?"
John's words almost choked me up, but I managed a weak, but happy, "Yes, I am, son." We finished our call and I felt happier than I had in a long time. Then exhaustion crashed over me. I staggered into my son's bedroom and didn't even bother changing the sheets, simply shrugging off my clothes and falling naked into my son's bed, pulling the deliciously heavy and soft comforter over me. I drifted off to sleep, my son's strongly male scent surrounding me, my last thoughts of how good he smelled and that oddly, there was a faint hint of White Diamonds -- the fragrance I'd used since John was in middle school. I don't remember much about my dreams, but rather I remember just feeling very safe and happy.
I didn't wake up till late morning, feeling better than I thought I would, considering that my marriage was in ashes. As I lay there, I stretched like a big cat, groaning pleasurably as muscles strained -- spreading wide my arms and legs, my son's sheets feeling wonderful. I took a deep breath as I stretched, again taking in the scent of my son and then again detecting the hint of perfume mixed in with it.
Sudden realization struck. I was both elated and a little jealous as I comprehended that there had been a woman in this bed. "That little devil," I murmured as I scrambled out of bed. "He's gone and found himself a girlfriend!" As I made my way to the bathroom to pee and then shower, I made a cursory inspection for other evidence of my son's friend, but found none. No make-up, no left behind pantyhose. I was impressed and very curious. My son had never brought a girl home when he was in high school and I was very curious as to what his type was.
After a long, long hot shower, I toweled off and paused to consider myself in a full length mirror in his master bathroom. "Are you ready to hit the single scene again, after all these years?" I asked my reflection. Then a terrible realization hit me. I might have to start dating again! I turned and tried to look at myself in the mirror.
I pretty much liked what I saw. I wasn't half bad for a forty-five year old woman. Standing five foot, five and one hundred-fifty pounds, I was a tad plump but it was all in my breasts and my ass. My 38DD tits sagged a little and my butt cheeks jiggled a bit, but my stomach still looked good with just a slight round pot and my skin was clear and just a few crow lines around my eyes. My face was framed by my longish black hair, shot through with threads of gray, which most of the time I wore up in a bun. Now it was tangled from the previous day's travails and a night's sleep, but it kind of looked good. I suspected if I got it cut a bit shorter and more stylish, I could still turn a man's head.



I ran a hand over my breasts, pausing to briefly tease my nipples, watching them stiffen up, resembling the tips of spark plugs when they swelled up. I ran my hands downwards over my stomach and studied my legs, still lean and shapely thanks to staying on my feet day in and day out and slid fingers into the thick forest of black hair nestled between my legs. It had been so long since a man had lusted for my body, I wasn't sure if the really hairy look was "in" anymore.
I quivered a bit as I slipped fingers through my black pelt, finding my labia and spreading myself a little -- recalling John's father as a fan of hairy muffs -- often showing me photo spreads from some of the cheaper girly magazines where the girls spread their legs to show off muffs of wild, unruly hair. Benny had never commented one way or the other and had refused to consider orally pleasing me.
"Well, I've got plenty of time to decide," I told myself, taking one last look at myself in the mirror before trying to get my day in order. A quick assessment of the clothes I'd brought helped me decide to take my son up on his offer of a shopping trip. I got myself presentable in a clean pair of khakis and one of John's sweatshirts and allowed the dayshift doorman to call me a cab.
As I was getting ready to leave, the locked bedroom door caught my eye and I wondered if I should maybe buy some new bedding and fix up his extra bedroom so John wouldn't have to act valiant and sleep on the couch. I let the thought slip from my mind as I went downstairs and climbed into a cab.
It had been a long time since I'd let myself get carried away shopping, but by late that afternoon, I returned laden down with shopping bags and sporting a new 'do, having chopped off several inches of hair and looking a little more stylish, letting a hairdresser add a little curl to my usually straight locks to hint at that "freshly tumbled out of bed" look. Anthony opened the lobby doors at me, tipping his hat as he gave the new me a frank appraisal and felt my face flush slightly as he seemed to nod his approval as he said, "Good afternoon, Mrs. Blaylock."
It was all I could do to not giggle, I felt both embarrassed and flattered. As I rode up the elevator, I considered how good a day it had been. I'd bought a couple of dresses, some jeans and blouses and a jacket that I thought would see me into warmer weather. While at lunch, I'd called my lawyer who happily informed me he'd filed an injunction to halt any action regarding the house and that Benny would be served with papers before the next day was over. "I can't promise you the moon, Cassie," he said. "But, I promise the least you'll walk away with is 50% of everything." Later in the early evening, I went out and shopped for food, buying fresh fruit and vegetables and meat so I could fix my son some good home cooked meals.
That night as I sipped at my first Scotch on the rocks in many years, I recounted my day to my son when he called, feeling slightly sheepish as I told him how much I'd spent on clothes and on a new hairdo. John seemed delighted. "I can't wait to see it, Mom. I bet you look beautiful!"
I felt myself blushing again as I murmured, "Well, I don't know. I guess I'm not so bad for a middle-aged broad.
"That's my girl," John chortled. "Don't you realize what a gorgeous woman you are -- that you've always been a beautiful woman? I can't wait to get home and see you, Mom. I'll be home two nights from now, by the way."
"Well, I can't wait to see you, son. What say I have a nice home-cooked meal waiting for you?"
"I have a kitchen?" John deadpanned. "Like a stove and everything?"
"Yes, you do, sweetheart and you also have your girl waiting for you."
There was a long pause and then John said, "I can't wait to see you, Mom," with a funny tone to his voice. "I love you, Mom."
I felt my heart melting as I said, "I love you too, son."
That night I slept soundly again and even though I wasn't exhausted as I'd been the day before, I again passed on changing the sheets, preferring the comforting scent of my son -- somehow associating that with my newly discovered sense of happiness.
In the morning, I set out to make myself useful -- earn my keep, so to speak. I gathered up John's dirty clothes and discovered washer/dryer units down in the basement of the apartment building. I cleaned up the detritus of my son's existence and made his kitchen and bathrooms sparkle. I started to change his bed, but something seemed to hold me back and by the afternoon, I began considering again the locked bedroom. I knew I couldn't impose on my son's good graces forever, but I could foresee the divorce and all taking a few months to get done and it wouldn't be fair to my son to give up his comfortable bed.
I retrieved the set of keys that Anthony the doorman had given me and on the third key, felt the deadbolt slide back. A strange shiver went through me along with an idle thought of that old story about Bluebeard's closet, but I didn't imagine I'd find anything shocking in the spare bedroom -- no caged women or collection of serial killer trophies. More than likely it was filled with all John's now antiquated computer junk he was too sentimental to throw away. But what I found was beyond my imagination...shocking was too mild a word.
I fumbled for a light switch and flicked it on, brilliant overhead lights flooding the windowless room. In the center of the carpeted room sat a leather recliner, a plush blanket thrown over it and a small end table beside the left arm. My attention was quickly drawn away as beyond it was a huge, framed photograph of a woman in a cheesecake pose in a red bandana halter top and blue bikini swimsuit bottoms. She was sitting on a rock -- a lovely blue lake behind her. The photograph was at least five feet by four feet and crystal clear. For a moment, I felt a tug of recognition and then I realized that this was a massive blowup of a picture of me taken over ten years ago, during a camping trip up into Georgia before Benny had lost interest in me.
Blown up with excruciatingly clear detail, I had not realized how much of me seemed to be exposed with my upper breasts overflowing the halter top. As stunned as I was to see myself, a little part of me wanted to sigh wistfully over the much firmer figure and toner legs of my youth. I shook off those odd, silly thoughts and stepped into the room, wondering what John was doing with a picture like that of me on his wall.
I'd scarcely taken a few more steps before I was stopped in my tracks again and to the right of the photograph and above a big screen television was a large framed painting. I immediately recognized it as similar to the picture of John and me after his graduation, but here he wasn't wearing his graduation gown and I wasn't wearing my favorite green dress. In truth, we weren't wearing anything. The painting had us both nude, John's arm still around me, but now cupping a meaty breast, a thick nipple jutting out between to fingers. I had one arm slipped around my son's waist, but the other reached down so my hand could wrap itself around an erect penis...a very thick and long penis! Whoever had painted the obscene portrait had nailed my thick pubic hair down perfectly, painting a thick, wild thicket of black hair, split apart by glistening labia.
I couldn't help but look at amazement at my son. Still a bit stocky, but if the painting was accurate, he'd muscled up some, losing the baby fat that had plagued him throughout high school. I felt both mortified and a little shocked and a strange feeling begin to build in the pit of my stomach, growing warm and spreading downward between my legs.
The room seemed to tilt just a little. I felt lightheaded and I moved to the recliner and sat down, fearing I might faint. As I plopped into the chair, I discovered that it swiveled and it spun me around -- going from the pornographic portrait of my son, back to my left, past my photograph to pause at the wall to its left and I felt like I'd been punched in the stomach, all the air going out of me as I moaned, "Oh my God!"
On the wall was another large, framed painting that dwarfed the rest...a painting of me. I was naked save for a black bustier and black stiletto heels. I was sitting on a bed -- no, on John's bed. I recognized the distinctive ornate carved headboard. My legs were spread wide, my pussy wet and inviting -- the oils of the painting seeming to perfectly recreate the appearance of utter arousal of slick, glistening flesh surrounding by a wild, black bush. The bustier lifted up my breasts, giving them the real life look of my meaty tits. My hair was wild and tousled, reminding me of how I looked this morning and on my face was an expression that conveyed many things: love, lust, anticipation and invitation.
Tears rolled down my face as I tried to make this all make sense -- to connect my son to this obscene erotica. I tried to look away, but only came face to face with my younger self, looking so vibrant and alive and somehow, now that I was closer and in context with the pornographic paintings, seeming to be offering myself to whomever was taking the photograph.
Unable to look up at the walls, I looked down, my gaze falling on the small end table and I gasped again. A bottle of White Diamond sat there and beside the perfume bottle rested a pair of panties -- tiger stripped bikini panties, faded and worn and it hit me that they were mine as a dim memory of owning them came to mind. I hadn't worn them in ages and if I'd thought of them at all, I'd have assumed that they were buried deep in a dresser drawer of my bedroom.
With my hands shaking, I reached down and picked them up. They felt threadbare and fragile and yet, there were stiffened patches across the gusset and I dropped them in horror as I realized it was dried semen. "Oh, John," I sobbed as I realized my son had masturbated with my panties. A sudden vision of John, stroking that huge erection from the painting came into my mind, my son jerking off while staring at the wicked painting of me with my legs spread wide.
I had to get out of that room. I spun the chair around to face the door and as I came to my feet, I stopped again, gazing at the last wall. When I'd entered the room, my attention had been locked on my photograph, so I had walked right past the large bookcase and antique writing desk and chair situated there. DVDs and Video tapes sat on one shelf while books filled up most of the bookshelf.
As I cautiously approached, I was able to make out titles -- a long series of what I supposed were movies, all entitled Taboo -- most of which were followed by Roman numerals. The books were mostly paperbacks with lurid titles like "Mom Likes It Hard" or "Mommy's Favorite Son," although some were trade paperbacks or hardbacks like, "Garden of Sand" or "The Dreams of the Weeping Woman" and even one I recognized, an old novel called "Flesh and Blood" that I vaguely remembered had an incestuous subplot.
A laptop sat on one side of the writing desk, a few flash-drives scattered around it and lying open on the desk was a moleskin covered journal -- a lovely fountain pen resting below words written in what I recognized as my son's handwriting.
Shivering as if the room's temperature had suddenly plummeted, I slipped into the cushioned seat, casters creaking as I scooted forward and began to read...
March 7,
I talked to Mom tonight. I love her voice...her voice is like liquid velvet to me. I wish I could capture it and wrap myself up in it like a soft, warm blanket. Mom seemed down, but living with that dullard, how could she not be? I marvel at her ability to put up with him. I hate hearing her sound so blue. Mom's voice needs to be filled with joy -- to be hoarse with pleasure, screaming out in ecstasy from being pleasured...pleasured by me. I yearn to know the timbre of my mother's voice as she cries out while I sink my hardness deep inside her, making her shake and tremble and scream as I fill her sweet, motherly pussy with my cock. Maybe I'll dream of Mom tonight -- Lord knows that doesn't happen enough, just remembering a wisp of her begging me to fuck her, to fuck my mother hard until she cums...man, I am riding in the clouds for weeks after such dreams. Oh if there's a God in heaven, please let me dream of Mom asking me to fuck her tonight or even better, God, make it actually come true!
A violent tremor tore through me as I pushed my son's journal away, my mind reeling as I attempted to comprehend what was going on with my son. I tore my gaze away from the page of written incestuous fantasy and saw nestled here and there among the books and DVDs, framed photographs of me and of John and me, spanning all the years since he'd been born. There was a picture of me, holding my baby in my arms -- taken from above with my partly unbuttoned shirt showing off cleavage from my milk laden breasts. There was a Polaroid shot of me acting silly, my lips pursed in an exaggerated kiss on John's cheek -- he being maybe ten years old and a Christmas tree behind us.
Mixed amongst these pictures were shots of me I don't remember being taken. One was of me bent over in my flower garden, shorts bunched up tightly and showing off the imprint of my crotch. Another Polaroid showed me asleep in the bed, nightgown sweaty and pulled up, exposing my legs and thighs, white panties covering my pussy. I looked peaceful and below the picture was a handwritten caption, "My Sleeping Angel."
Then I noticed on a shelf on the crown of the writing desk, a series of books -- most with similar covers to the journal I'd just read from. There were maybe ten or twelve...the first wrapped in a brown faux-leather vinyl cover. A memory stirred within me. Hadn't my son asked for a journal for his birthday one year? He'd been what -- eleven or twelve? Was that the one I'd bought him?
However twisted and bizarre this room was, whatever was wrong in my son's head, I knew I was violating his privacy, but it was so insane. This was my son, the person who I loved more than anything on Earth and I wanted to understand this madness. Half rising from the seat, I reached up and plucked down that first journal. With my heart pounding in my chest, I opened the first page to see a more primitive form of my son's handwriting in faded pen ink...
"I saw Mom naked!!!!!!!!!! I saw Mom's tits! I saw Mom's big bush! She's so hairy down there. It was awesome. Mom is so sexy and pretty and she's Mom! I got so hard I had to run to my room and jack off. It was the best yet! I may be a perv but Mom makes me hard just thinking about her. She left her bedroom door open and I saw her coming out of her bathroom after her shower and she was naked and wet. Her tits, man, I knew they were big but these were BIG! I think I'm in love!"
I trembled as I read my son's adolescent ramblings about me. Page after page followed, John detailing how much he loved my body and his efforts to see me naked. I'd though it was just once or twice, but if he wrote the truth -- he'd caught glimpses of me dozens of times in those early years. I'd been so ignorant. I'd had no idea how many times he'd masturbated after one of our cuddle sessions or after seeing my breasts when I'd inadvertently show them off while serving breakfast in a nightgown that gaped open more than I ever imagined. According to his words, just me walking by and smiling at him made my son hard!
I became lost in reading my son's private words, taking down journal after journal, immersed in the chronology of how I became my son's obsession. He became so adept at peeking at me -- becoming stealthy in his efforts to spy on me while I was showering or sunbathing or slipping into my bedroom to stare at me while I was still asleep when his father was already up and out of the house -- raging that the "lazy bastard" didn't work enough to support us, let alone give him enough opportunities to sneak more looks at me.
There were entire entries devoted to describing various parts of me, especially my breasts and nipples and my hairy bush which he adored and found provocative and sexy even though it meant he was unable to usually see much of my actual pussy. There were entries where he'd write incredibly graphic accounts of making love to me or simply as he put it, "Fucking me senseless!"
Other accounts examined his feelings for me, struggling to understand how he could feel this way about his own mother, but never able to convince himself that it wasn't love -- that the ache for the unfulfilled part of his life came from both being unable to share with me his love and desire for me and from not being able to achieve similar feelings for any other girl or woman. He spent pages describing all the things that he loved about me -- my loving ways as a mother, my "generous and gentle" spirit that he saw me demonstrating with others -- at school, at church, in the neighborhood -- every aspect of my life. He loved my sense of humor, my tastes in movies, food, and food. He loved my body, seeing it as natural beauty, unforced by diet or excessive exercise.
My mind boggled as I slowly began to comprehend the enormity of my son's love and/or obsession with me. My mind whirled in disbelief as I read his lusty thoughts -- his almost primal desire to know me sexually shocking me almost as much as the description of things he wanted us to do together...lengthy entries describing me giving my son a blow job or him parting my thick bush to lick, eat and suck my pussy. I could feel his hunger for me as he described fucking me in so many positions -- some which I'd never done myself -- anal sex, titty-fucking, showering my face with his seed, rimming and tying me down and teasing me until I screamed for release.
In his mind and heart, my John had been carrying on a love affair with his mother for over a decade, evolving from pure adolescent lust to love to something that was both love and lust and something beyond. He grappled with the incestuous aspect of it all, but time and time again, spoke as if it was the true cement that bound his love and desire for me together -- that made it into something holy to be quested for:
"I know that most would consider me a madman or a pervert or both if they knew of the great love that I have for my mother -- that I love her not only as a son, but as a man would love a woman -- his soul mate. It doesn't matter that she's my mother, indeed, I can only imagine that our joining together both body and soul would be that much more intimate because of our bond as son and mother.
Who upon all the earth could I be closer to than Mom -- she who carried me in her womb for nine months, who raised me, cared for me, whom I share more with in both blood and mind than anyone else? When I am near her, I feel an ache to be joined with her once again, joined cock and pussy -- my flesh buried in her most holy of places. I know that if the day ever comes that we are joined in love, our bodies clinging together as we near climax, our eyes locked together, I will see the truths of the universe unfolding."
A shiver went through me as I read those words, written when my son was scarcely eighteen years old. To know he had such yearnings, such terrible passions dwelling within him -- such intense and awful desires for me. As I reread John's words, the phone rang and I let out a terrified shriek. I had no idea how tensed up I had become and as I rose stiffly from the chair, I suddenly realized I'd been sitting there for hours -- the afternoon had come and gone and we were now in the midst of evening.
I left John's secret room and made my way towards the phone in the bedroom. As I moved, beyond the stiff muscles and shakiness from the stress of my discovery, I felt a warmth...a stickiness between my thighs as if I had been aroused. Not allowing myself to contemplate what this meant, I sat heavily on my son's bed and reached out with a trembling hand to pick up the phone. "Hello?"



"Mom! Just checking in. Is everything okay? Did you have a good day?"
My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I could hear my son's voice, but now there seemed to be even more to it -- the very timbre and enthusiasm in his voice giving his words meaning beyond simple sounds. Finally, I managed to speak, "Um, Hi, John. I...um, yeah, I guess so."
There was a pause at the other end before John replied, concern evident in his voice. "You sure you're okay, Mom? You sound funny."
Part of me wanted to blurt out, "You'd sound funny too if you discovered your son's greatest dream was to fuck you!" but I took a deep breath and said, "Just tired and all. I guess what I've done -- what I'm doing is finally -- really sinking in."
"Well, don't worry about anything, Mom," John replied. "I've got your back. Anything you need, I'll give you, Mom. As far as I'm concerned, you never have to go back. I've got plenty of room in Chicago, you can stay with me forever!"
I could hear his words making me shiver -- "anything I needed," indeed. I was pretty sure I knew what my son thought I needed and he was just dying to deliver it to me. I felt a tear run down my cheek as I said with my voice quavering, "Thank you, sweetheart."
There was an awful silence that followed. I know what I was supposed to say and I knew he was waiting for it. Finally, he said it first. "Mom, I love you." My god, he said it with so much honesty and need and love and although a day ago I would have seen his remark as the innocent response of my beloved son, it was now freighted with so much more meaning. I knew he meant it, but he meant it in a way that was so much more than simply a son's love for his mother. I could almost feels his hands on me as he said it, hungry for me in a way that I had never realized before.
I struggled to keep my voice under control, but could hear the strain in my voice as I murmured, "I...I love you too, John."
Tears were flooding my eyes so I could barely see. I struggled to not break down into a sobbing mess as after another uncomfortable pause, my son said in a soft, caring tone, "It's going to be alright, Mom. I'll be back tomorrow night and I promise I'll take care of you. You're my girl, after all, right?"
"Yes," I whispered. "I'm your girl, son." Part of me was horrified that I would even play along with this madness after my shocking discovery. The sane part of me scolded the rest of me, insisting that I shouldn't be adding fuel to the fire of my son's madness.
John chuckled as he usually did after this exchange, but now I could hear something underneath the humor in his voice. Something hungry...something lustful, a sexual undertone I had never perceived before! After we disconnected, I began to shake so badly I could barely put the phone back into its cradle. Suddenly, I was sobbing hysterically and I fell onto the bed, curling up into ball.
I had no idea what to do. Who do you go to for help in a situation like this? Call your priest or minister? Your best friend? How the hell do you tell someone, "Hey, my son wants to fuck me, what do you think I should do?"
I think I laid there for maybe an hour before I cried myself out. I crawled a bit unsteadily from the bed and noticed through the doorway that I'd left the light on in that other room...that shrine my son had created. I couldn't face the prospect of going back in there to turn off the light and instead retreated to the bathroom, deciding to take a shower.
I peeled off my clothes and was astounded when as I peeled off my panties to discover how sticky they were. I ran a hand down between my legs, feeling the dampness in my thick bush and then further to discover how slick and swollen my labia were. I looked at myself in the mirror, still gently, awkwardly fluttering fingers through my pussy and was astounded to see my nipples absolutely swollen to the point that they ached. I watched as my expression changed from one of puzzlement to one of horror. Did I -- had I gotten a bit aroused by all of my son's fantasies. WAS I ACTUALLY TURNED ON BY THIS MADNESS?
I jumped into the shower, not letting the water heat up and cried out as the cold water hit me as I tried to wake myself up out of this nightmare. I shivered until the water warmed and grew hot and then tried to lose myself in the pulsating torrents. It didn't work as I soaped my body up -- suddenly aware of my own voluptuousness. My hands caressed my large tits, teasing my still swollen nipples before sliding downwards over my round tummy and between my legs. The tensions of the afternoon's shocks came to a head as I spread my labia and jammed several fingers into my suddenly horny pussy.
I found myself leaning against the shower wall and positioning the nozzle to massage my clitoris as I began plunging three fingers in and out of my sodden cunt. No foreplay desired, I sought release, wanting pure pleasure to wash away my stress. Without warning, the image of my son's naked body as portrayed in the painting in the other room snuck into my thoughts, the image of that immense cock dominating my mind's eye as I wondered if it was really that big.
I tried to focus solely on my fingers, trying to bring myself off quickly, but suddenly I had a vision of my son in the shower with me -- between my legs, feeding me that tremendous cock and I cried out as my orgasm washed over me while I wondered how a cock that big would feel inside me.
My legs trembled with effort -- thigh and calf muscles bulging as I struggled to stay upright -- my ass cheeks scratching against the stone of the shower wall as I cried out with sweet pleasure, plunging my fingers inside me as deep as I could, swirling and twisting them in a vain effort to simulate the sensation of being filled with cock. In the end, I slowly slid down the wall and had another good cry as I recovered from the aftermath of my orgasm...feeling both relief and shame at what I had done.
I eventually emerged from the shower and changed into a nightgown, my tension somewhat relieved, but still feeling as if some immense doom hung over my head. I passed by the room I was now thinking madly as the "Shrine," trying to ignore its presence and into the kitchen where I fixed myself something to eat although I had no appetite. Having eaten though, I decided to raid my son's supply of scotch again and for a few minutes sat in the living room, the lights off as evening deepened, sipping at the scotch and wondering what I would do next.
Eventually, as the dark increased around me, the light of the Shrine room drew my attention again. I tried to pretend that the room wasn't there -- that it didn't exist, but it wasn't long before I was up and like a moth drawn to the deadly flame, found myself standing in the middle of the Shrine room staring at the portrait of myself sitting on my son's bed, offering myself lewdly to him -- spread wide and wet.
A tremble went through me as I tried to grapple with the knowledge that my son wanted me sexually -- that he saw me as a desirable woman. Despite my horror at the thought of my son's incestuous desires, I had to confess that as I stood there, I could not help but feel a bit flattered. Being admired by a young man was a boost to this middle-aged, soon to be divorced woman, no matter how perverted it was.
Once again, I felt my nipples hardening under the soft cotton of my gown. I could feel heat and moisture building in my loins, my body betraying my mind which acknowledged how wrong this was. A shiver of delight rippled through me as I walked over to my son's writing desk and picked up the journals of his that I had not yet perused. With my pussy lips sliding deliciously together as I moved, I curled up in the comfortable recliner and began to read again. Perhaps it was my imagination, perhaps not, that as I began to read, I sometimes caught a whiff of what smelled like a man's semen -- something that evoked memories of cleaning my son's room and changing his cum smeared sheets.
As I read my son's musings on becoming a lover, I tried to tell myself that I was simply seeking insight into his obsession and tried to ignore any stimulation it was evoking in me. That I could feel any trickle of warm wetness between my thighs or an ache in a throbbing nipple as it swelled with blood was only the result of the sheer power of John's writing...nothing more. Even the most devout Christian could be aroused by well done pornography -- it was simply human nature.
I sometimes wonder how many men Mom has fucked? I imagine she's only been with Dad and that bastard, Benny. What a shame she's had to be stuck with that dickless wonder all these years. I wonder how many positions she's been in and which is her favorite. No doubt she's familiar with missionary -- probably the only position asshole Benny will use if he can even get it up anymore. Not to say I wouldn't like to fuck Mom missionary style -- feeling her legs wrapped around my waist, tightening and making me drive deeper into her pussy -- so wet and tight and fucking hot, creaming around my cock as I fuck her.
But often when I imagine fucking Mom, it's not in the missionary position. I see Mom riding my cock, maybe squatting over me or kneeling on top, her knees on each side of me. I can see Mom's big, meaty tits flopping and bouncing as she slides up and down my long dick, making me go damn near nuts as she takes me, burying my cock inside her, grinding that hairy bush against my crotch, drool hanging from her lips as she fucks herself into the mother of all orgasms!
Or I see Mom on her hands and knees -- fingers gripping the headboard of my bed until her knuckles are bone white while I take her from behind, burying my cock deep inside her cunt and making her scream with pleasure while my hands are filled with her hanging tits, pinching her thick nipples until she goes damn near insane while I pump my load into her womb.
Sometimes though, my favorite way to see Mom is the two of us in my recliner, her atop me, legs spread wide over the arms, my cock buried in her hot pussy and my hands cupping her breasts and holding her tight as we slowly fuck -- Mom hunching her hips back and forth on my cock as she leans her head back on my shoulder and we kiss slowly and deeply, my tongue fucking her mouth like my cock fucks her pussy!
Suddenly, I seem to be aware that my son's words are coming true. I feel his body beneath mine, muscles tense and strong, sweaty and hot. I am full of my son's cock. It's huge and long inside me, barely moving while I squirm atop him like a child that needs to scratch a terrible itch. My breasts ache with passion as I feel his fingers maul them, squeezing handfuls of my flesh, palms scratching against my swollen nipples, making me even crazier than I already am.
As orgasm begins to swell up inside me, radiating outward from my penis-filled cunt, I arch my back, throwing back my head so I can turn and look at my son's handsome, lovely face -- a childlike smile of utter contentment on his lips that compel me to lean in to kiss, his tongue slipping into my mouth to greet my hungry tongue, twirling together to emulate the joining of our bodies.
I reach down and play fingers along the little bit of exposed cock, feeling my juices making his long, hard shaft so slick. I flex my hips to take all of him into me, feeling his cock head nudging my cervix and then I hear myself screaming as pleasure I never imagined existed rakes over my body -- taking me without mercy and I am devoured by my son's lust and love and I give myself willingly to John -- offering him his mother's love unconditionally! Pleasure takes me like I never imagined...
And I am awake and squirming about in John's recliner in the midst of orgasm, my pussy feeling full and so good. I am calling out my son's name as I hunch over in orgasm and then feel my legs stiffen as I rise up from the cushion -- blanket now askew and as my orgasm peaks, I scream in ecstatic delight, "FUCK ME, JOHN!"
Then I collapsed onto the recliner, my breath heaving and moan softly as I reach down and slowly pull out a long, green cucumber I'd picked up with the other groceries, thinking to make a salad for myself and my son. I am stunned to see it thickly covered with my cunt creams, so thick in places it almost looks like sperm. The blanket below me is soaked with my juices which are still ejaculating from my pussy in little bursts as pleasurable tremors continue to echo through my now naked flesh.
It was several minutes before I was calm enough to consider the situation. I had no recollection of masturbating earlier. I had been reading my son's erotic journals and suddenly found myself living in his fantasies. I had a wisp of a memory of hurrying to the kitchen to retrieve the thick, green vegetable and a sudden need of something to fill my aching pussy.
As I tried to calm down, I found myself again and again considering the lewd and nasty portrait of me, legs spread with an evil, inviting smile on my face. My dream doesn't fade and I began to cry again, wondering how it was possible -- even for a few moments, to allow myself to be that version of myself in that portrait.
Finally, feeling a bit the fool, I stumbled to my feet and left the Shrine Room, turning the light off and locking the door behind me. Naked and with my pussy still throbbing from masturbating, I fell into my son's bed, rolling myself up in his quilt. For a moment, all was peaceful as I tried to push it all out of my mind, but just for a moment. Then I could smell my son's scent again on the comforter and the sheets and now it triggered a new response in me -- more than feeling safe, now I could feel my body returning to its recent aroused state...my nipples growing hard once more and my hands finding their way between my legs -- inhaling the aroma of my son and losing myself in mad, perverse imaginings.
I fell asleep with wicked thoughts of committing incest with my John, fingers keeping me near the edge of orgasm as my dreams overtook me. Mad, sexual images kept my unconscious mind reeling throughout the rest of the night as my son's descriptions of his fantasies came to life in my dreams and I'm sure I tossed and turned like I was possessed as I dreamed of John fucking me in so many different positions and fucking me so hard, making me sob and scream with utter pleasure. I dreamed I was kneeling before my son, sucking his cock slowly and lovingly, taking the immense shaft down my throat -- the thick head tickling my tonsils before erupting in my mouth. My dream self took utmost pleasure in being a talented cocksucker, something I hadn't engaged in since John's father had been alive.
I imagine I mewled like a satisfied cat, writhing in my tangled sheets as my mind created images of my son and I locked together in lust -- naked bodies slick with sweat, sliding against each other as he buried his tool in me again and again, his mouth busy covering my body with kisses and licks and sucks while I relished the taste of his skin, his cock, his tongue and his seed.
When I finally opened my eyes, the sun was shining through the bedroom windows -- the faint noises of the city leaking through, I stretched and then moaned, my mind awhirl with conflicting emotions. The bed was damp from sweat and beneath my hips, a huge wet spot existed as my dreamtime orgasms had apparently caused my pussy creams to flood again and again. I held the comforter to my face, smelling sweat, pussy and John to combine into a heady mixture that screamed SEX!
For long minutes I reveled in the slowly fading memories of my erotic dreams, but then slowly reality came intruding back into my thoughts. Sadness and confusion again reigned dominant over me. I finally kicked my way clear of the comforter and the sheets and took a shower, allowing my sexual delights wash away as the water poured over me.
I put on jeans and a T-shirt and made myself a cup of coffee and had some fruit for my breakfast, trying to focus on what I was doing to keep my dilemma at arm's length. I found myself on the couch watching the banal morning talk shows on television, hoping to further distract myself from my problems, but it was no good. I knew my son wanted to fuck me and somehow I had allowed myself to imagine the same and to my horror, discovered that the idea aroused me. I finally admitted to myself that by myself I couldn't find my way out of this terrible problem, so I did as I had been raised to do, I turned to God.
Despite my irritation with Benny's devotion to religion -- not so much his faith bothering me, but his manipulation of the church to ease his own burdens, I have always been religious and it was my faith in God and his plan that have gotten me through many crises.
I turned off the television and got on my knees and began to pray to God for guidance. I poured my heart out to the Lord and confessed my sudden lusts for my own son and prayed that the Almighty would direct me to the proper path. I prayed until my knees ached in discomfort and continued to pray, hoping for divine inspiration. But, as I prayed, my mind kept drifting back to John's journals, a specific passage haunting my thoughts, finally becoming so strong that I stood up and returned to John's Shrine room.
I flipped through his journals, scanning his passionate words about me -- one book and then another and then finally, in the middle of the third book I checked, I found the passage he had written that wouldn't go away as I had prayed.
Even though it's been years since I came clean with myself about my love and my lust for Mom, I still sometimes ruminate over it's taboo nature, knowing that if by some miracle, Mom and I were to become lovers, it would be wrong both legally and by our culture's archaic beliefs, morally -- that we would be crossing one of the great taboo lines of the world. But then I ask myself, how can love be wrong between a man and a woman? How can love be wrong if both people feel that way for each other? And what love can be greater than that between a mother and son?
We are born of our mothers -- intimate in such a unique way for nine months -- being one being. She is our life-bringer and we are her purpose. We are the end all and be all of each other's existence. How can it be wrong if a mother and son both wish to reunite and bring that intimacy back together -- to unite to create that holy union -- sharing bodies and souls? There is no greater love than that between mother and child and maybe our denial of the ultimate actualization of that love is one of the great tragedies of our so called civilization. If incest were truly an aberration, would not we separated simply by instinct? I think that humankind was meant to evolve to recognize the ultimate expression of love once dangers of interbreeding could be countered.
I think that being able to become my mother's lover -- to realize the power of love on an infinite basis that could only be generated by the joining of a loving mother and son becoming intimate as husband and wife in that wonderful way that God has provided. I love my mother. I love her as a son. I want to love her as her lover and husband, joined together forever in God's sight and with God's blessing. Love in its ultimate expression. How could such a beautiful thing be wrong or sinful?
As I read those words to myself again, a feeling of peace came over me. The guilt and fear and worry of the last twenty-four hours faded from me. I found to my surprise that I was crying again, but these were not tears of anger or shame, but tears of happiness. I had the answer I had sought through prayer. I knew what I needed to do.
I put my son's journals back on the shelf, and before turning out the light and locking up, I took one last long look at the wicked portrait of myself -- lewdly and lustily offering myself to my son. I picked up the phone and called down to the lobby and asked them to get me a cab. "I'll be down in ten minutes," I told Anthony. "I have some shopping to do."



#
"Mom! I'm home! Mom, are you here?" I heard the door close behind my son and the sound of a bag being dropped to the floor. Soft footsteps moved towards the kitchen and again I heard my John call out, "Mom, you here? Whatever you've got in the oven smells delicious!"
Footsteps returned to the living room and then began to come closer. "Mom?" John said again. "Is everything okay?" I smiled to myself as his concern warmed my heart. He paused before the door to the Shrine room and I heard him try the door knob, confirming that it was locked. I smiled again as he gave a little relieved sigh, so sure that his secrets were still his alone. I saw my son step into the bedroom doorway, peering into the darkness there. "Mom? You there...are you okay?" he said softly, the concern evident in his voice.
"I'm here, sweetheart. I'm fine," I replied in a husky voice. "Please, son, turn on the light."
I watched him move forward a little, an arm swinging out and then his fingers flipped a switch, illuminating his bedroom. I felt a thrill race through me as my son's eyes found me and began to widen in surprise. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched my son react -- praying that I was doing the right thing.
I was sitting on John's bed, my back resting against the headboard. I wore only a solid black bustier I had bought earlier that afternoon at a Victoria's Secret, my meaty breasts totally exposed, pushed up by the outfit's supporting cups, nipples swollen, engorged with blood, and a pair of black stilettos with four inch heels. My knees were drawn back and spread wide so that my heels met below, allowing my legs to form a diamond shape with my black bush at the uppermost point -- labia spread wide to reveal my glistening, aroused pink pussy. My hair, while shorter than in my son's beloved painting, was painstakingly tousled to create that "fresh out of bed and ready for fucking" look and I hoped that on my face, I was conveying the love and desire that my son had so long dreamed I would have for him.
Six years had changed my son...all for the better. The boy child that had left me for college and a life of his own was a man now -- still stocky, but all of it now muscle. He still wore his hair short, but now sported a beard -- a goatee -- covering his upper lip and his chin. He looked dashing to me -- a bit of a pirate or a rogue.
Fear, joy and lust battled for control of my son's face and even as he took a step forward, all he could do was stammer, "M-Mom? Is this...are you...is this really happening?"
"Am I all you hope I would be, John?" I purred, trying not to let my voice get too shaky. "Am I your dream come true?"
A glance down at the crotch of my son's khakis confirmed that I did in fact arouse him, but his mind was still trying to catch up to his instincts. "Oh, Mom, you...you're beautiful!" Sudden comprehension struck him and fear almost took control as he said, "You...you know. You've seen my...my..."
"Your shrine to your mother?" I finished for him. "I'm sorry if I invaded your privacy, but I'm not sorry I know. I felt like I was being worshipped like a goddess." I smiled as I brazenly rubbed my pussy with one hand, showing him the wetness between my legs while I ran one hand through my hair, hoping it seemed sexy to him. "Am I your goddess, son? Am I your goddess come to life?"
John stood there, stupefied for several moments and then to my surprise, tears began to run down his face and with a voice filled with the delight of a child on Christmas morning, he said, "Is this for real, Mom? Am I dreaming or do you want me too?"
I held out my arms to my only child. "I've seen the light, darling. Yes, your mother wants you as her man -- to be her lover and her son." I licked my lips and waggled my fingers, urging him to come to me. "I want you to fuck me, son. Please come fuck your mother!"
John seemed to leap into bed, coming into my arms as I rose up on my knees and then I was kissing my son, our lips mashing together in a fit of passion and for the first time in my life, I tasted his tongue, rolling mine around his, our thick, slick flesh merging as one even as his hands cupped my breasts, touching what he had so long dreamed of touching.
As we kissed, I worked at John's shirt, tearing it off my son, running my hands over his strong chest before breaking our kiss and lowering my head to tongue his pebbled nipples, making him moan as he ran his fingers through my tangled hair. "Oh, God, Mom -- am I dreaming!"
As I ran my hands down his chest, over his defined abs and then sliding over the khaki material of his slacks to palm his massive hard-on, I sighed, "Maybe, John, but son if we're dreaming, I pray we never wake up." I looked up at my child, grinning as I felt him squeeze my breasts. "I love you, John."
He trembled as he replied, "I love you too, Mom, more than I ever dreamed possible."
I continued to smile up at my son as he played with my tits, my lips parting as I gave little moans of pleasure while he pinched and pulled at my engorged nipples. The entire time I worked at undoing his belt and unzipping his slacks. My heart felt as if it was about to explode as I slipped a hand under the waistband of his briefs, gasping, "Oh, John...you're so...my God, you're beautiful!"
I pushed his pants down, freeing his glorious penis -- bigger even than in our portrait -- thick and long, a monster pulsating in my hand that I could barely wrap my fingers around. Then I was pushing him onto his back, falling atop him as my mouth found his again, our lower limbs working his clothes free of his body until we lay almost completely naked. I squirmed about on top of my son, my pussy quivering as I felt his immense shaft sliding along my labia. I wanted him to stick that big cock in me right then and there, but somehow I contained myself -- teasing us both while we both ached for the same eventuality.
Suddenly we were both on our knees again and as our kiss ended, a trickle of spittle splattering from our lips onto my breasts, I looked down at my son's erection, almost slapping against his stomach and feeling both brave and shy, I scooted back as I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it again.
I looked back up at my son as I lowered my head, again a bashful smile on my face as I took the head of his cock, the slit dripping with precum and brushed it against my lips. I asked the question with my eyes and John moaned, his body trembling violently as he gasped, "Yes, please, Mom...I've wanted this for so long."
"I'm going to make all your desires come true, sweetheart," I said softly before I ran my tongue out and over the swollen head -- so engorged with blood, it was almost purple! I stretched my lips wide and felt a gush of my own juices spurt out onto my thighs and the sheets beneath us as for the first time in my life I took my son's cock in my mouth. I moaned happily as I tasted flesh, sweat and sperm -- my son's scent that I had become familiar with in the last few days now intoxicatingly potent. I could feel my labia swelling -- blood engorging my flesh as my arousal escalated.
I licked and sucked at John's satiny hard meat, even daring to take several inches of his shaft despite never having tried to deep throat anyone before. With each touch of my son's body, I found myself knowing instinctively how to respond -- what to do as if on some spiritual level, this had always been my destiny.
Slowly, I slid my lips back up John's long pole until only the great plum shaped head remained in my mouth. Staring soulfully into his eyes, I fluttered my tongue and sucked my son's cock until his eyes suddenly widened and he began to convulse, almost pulling away from my lips and then he sobbed, "No -- God, not yet! Mom...cumming, Mom!" My own eyes widened in surprise as I felt John's cock head swell and then a fountain of hot semen was flooding my mouth, tasting salty and clean and so hot. My son came a gusher and I had to pull away or be choked even though it wasn't something I wanted to do.
John slipped from my lips and he splattered my face was another tremendous shower of sperm, splashing me from the bridge of my nose, across my cheekbones and over my mouth and chin. I heard myself laugh with strange joy and then like a woman starving, I closed my mouth around his cock once again and began to suck while my son shot streamer after streamer of his semen against my tongue, filling my mouth with his delicious seed.
My son began to wobble and then he was falling onto his back, me following the whole time, not allowing him to escape a second time, sucking furiously as his ejaculations began to wane. His cries of pleasure filled the air, making me wetter between my legs and I kept up my cocksucking, even as he clawed the sheets and told me it was too good, too much, his hands flailing at my hair, torn between pushing me away and never letting me stop.
He began to apologize, murmuring, "I'm sorry, Mom -- couldn't help my..." but I reached out and pressed two fingers against his lips, gently shaking my head as I kept running my tongue up and around his cockhead, sucking and keeping him hard and swollen.
Finally, confident that my son's lovely erection wasn't going away, I let him slip from my lips again and as I lewdly scooped up rivulets of semen from my face and sucked them from my fingers, I smiled at John and said, "You've nothing to apologize for. Momma was hungry and her handsome son fed her what she wanted." I reached down and stroked his spit covered cock and continued, "Besides, now my son is primed and ready to give his mother the fucking he always wanted to give her...yes?"
I slipped down alongside my son's sweaty body and resting on one elbow, leaned over and kissed him again, unashamedly sharing the taste of his own spunk with him while I stroked his still immense cock. When our kiss ended, I looked into John's eyes with such love it almost burst my heart and said softly, "Don't you think it's time you climbed between your mom's legs and fucked her?"
Again, a smile of childlike joy spread across my son's face and then he was climbing over me as I rolled onto my back, spreading my legs in invitation. My pussy pulsated with hungry anticipation, radiating heat that seemed to spread like wildfire through my body. John raised himself over me -- awkwardly trying to get into position, a drool of cum dropping from the head of his cock onto my stomach.
All sorts of expressions crossed his face as he tried to maneuver his cock against my pussy -- fear, excitement, lust, frustration. I reached down and took hold of his swollen penis and guided the head of his cock between my slippery lips. "Fuck me, so..." I never managed to finish as John thrust forward and drove his cock inside me, driving the breath from my lungs as he spread me open.
"God...Oh, Mom!" John sobbed as he slid about half his cock in me, his body shivering as if he was freezing. He withdrew partway and then eagerly thrust forward again and then again, making me moan with delight I never knew I could feel. His writings, imagining that our coming together would be unique due to our being mother and son...he had no idea. I'd never felt like this with his father or Benny.
Then John withdrew from me again and in his excitement, slipped from me completely. He thrust forward his cock sliding along my labia, leaving a gooey trail of precum and my juices over my pussy lips and lower stomach. He thrust again, sliding his cock over my right inner thigh and then as he tried in vain a third time, his body almost convulsing with frustration, it finally dawned on me that I was my son's first!
I choked back tears from the knowledge that I was being offered my son's virginity and leapt into action. I began stroking John's arms and shoulders, offering little "shhhh, shhhh" noises to calm him down as I might have done when he was a little boy. My son looked down at me with a mixture of misery and frustration, but did give me a weak grin when I gave him my best motherly smile. Reaching down again between us, I again guided his cock to between my labia and said, "Put that big cock in me, son...slowly."
Like the obedient son he was, John gently thrust forward, still making me grown as his cock sank into me -- the thick monster spreading me and filling like never before. Again after having gotten about half of his cock inside my cunt, he paused until I murmured in a strained and excited voice, "All of it, darling. Put all that fine cock in Momma's pussy."
John began to steadily thrust again and inch by inch, his immense penis slid deeper inside my pussy, making me moan as he began to touch places that had never experienced the sensation of cock before. I had to roll my hips and spread myself wider, but finally I felt my son's wiry pubic hair entangling with mine - our pelvises grinding together. "Oh son, that is soooo good!" I crooned, barely able to get my mind around the fact that my John had his cock buried in his mother to the hilt.
Out of instinct, John then began to withdraw, but I grabbed his butt cheeks with both my hands, digging in my fingernails and forcing him to again cram that big dick into me completely. "Don't move, son," I gasped. "Rest inside Mommy. Doesn't it feel good?"
"Oh Mom...so wonderful. Your pussy -- it's heaven!" John panted. "I love you so much!"
I allowed my hands to slid upwards, over John's tight butt and up his back, finally running one hand through his dark brown hair. "I love you too, John." I pulled his head down to me and we kissed, slowly, lovingly as our bodies trembled with the almost indescribable ecstasy of a fully realized mother and son love.
When our kiss ended, he raised his head enough so that we could stare into each other's eyes. He smiled as he flexed his cock inside me, making me groan with pleasure and then he gasped himself as I tightened my cunt muscles around his thick meat. "I'm your first, aren't I?" I whispered huskily. When John nodded -- his already red face growing darker, I said, "I feel so honored...I can't believe I'm this lucky!"
"I never wanted anyone else." My son shrugged his shoulders and grinned at me -- I'm not sure whether it was the movement or the smile that brought me a step closer to orgasm. "I'm glad I waited. I'm glad I waited for it to be you, Mom!"
I felt my heart swelling with an outpouring of love I never suspected I was capable of. Trying to not allow my voice to crack, I replied, "I'm glad you waited too -- I'm just sorry I didn't know earlier." I reached up and kissed him again -- this time with more passion and need. "I'll try and make our lovemaking everything you dreamed of...and more."
My son and I began a long, long kiss, our tongues dancing with erotic joy. Somewhere in the middle of that lovely kiss, I slowly began to rock against my son. I dropped my hands again to his ass cheeks, keeping him firmly inside me, but slowly undulating my hips against his, taking him even deeper than before and then relaxing just an infinitesimal bit. As the next few minutes passed as we kissed, we gradually began to move more -- both of us rocking at first, then I was allowing him just a little room to move back and forth, permitting him to give me short, powerful thrusts with his cock -- our kisses becoming gasping affairs as we attempted to keep our lips pressed together despite the need to breath and moan with incestuous pleasure.
Gradually, John began to let his instincts take over and he began to fuck me more fully, falling into a rhythm of long, powerful thrusts, never completely leaving my pussy, but making me sob with sweet pleasure as he buried that big cock of his in me again and again. I pulled my knees back and wrapped my legs around his back, squeezing tightly to keep him centered. My son showered me with kisses, sloppily kissing my mouth and cheeks, nuzzling my neck, leaving his teeth prints there, claiming me, marking me as his woman. My breasts bounced and rolled as he slammed into me with greater intensity, a wicked smile on his face as he'd sometimes duck his head to snap teeth at my nipples.
It was my turn to lose control as my orgasm rose up and took me and I screamed with carnal pleasure as my son's wonderful cock made me feel more like a beautiful, sexy woman than I had ever known. The pleasure was so intense, I could feel my toes curling up and clenching even as I clawed helplessly at John's strong back. His strokes slowed as my pussy muscles tightened around his erection, bathing him in steaming juices, but he never stopped thrusting.
My orgasm peaked and waned, never quite leaving -- remaining a fierce fire just barely under control and even as I wept, sobbing, "I love you, son!" over and over, our bodies began to move with greater intensity and then we were mad fuckers, slamming into each other, seeking to provide each other with new heights of ecstatic pleasure, clawing and licking and kissing for long minutes, sweat flying off our bodies as he buried that wonderfully massive cock in me again and again until I was again screaming as I shed so many awful years of sexual frustration, glorying in the unleashing of my spirit in the throes of being fucked by my child. So many wasted years -- I wanted to fuck my son forever to catch up on our lost years of incest.
My heart seemed about to explode and I could barely breathe as my blood caught fire in our familial lust, my orgasm cleansing me of any doubts or guilt I might have over giving myself to my son sexually. I was reborn in those moments, suspended in a world of utter love and lust -- swearing to God in Heaven that I was now and would be forever my son's lover and then just as I thought I had reached the limits of ecstasy, my beautiful boy buried his cock deep in me with a thrust that left me completely breathless and with a primal growl, began to cum in me!
As steaming semen filled my womb, I had a microsecond of panic -- no protection, but it was swept away in an explosion of utter and complete sexual ecstasy and my only related thought as I screamed my son's name and writhed with orgasmic delight was I'd do anything -- give my son anything so long as I was never deprived his god-like cock!
As I struggled to breath and wondered if I was dying of pure incestuous pleasure, my son and I held each other tight, unwilling to let go of each other as my pussy accepted his sweet gift of his seed. It seemed the universe had opened up for a moment of complete enlightenment -- showing us both the truth of beauty and heaven -- a nirvana that could only be achieved wrapped in each other's arms, our bodies joined cock and pussy and lips to lips.
After an eternity of glorious pleasure, I found myself atop my son -- his arms holding me tight and his still hard cock deep in my pussy. Occasional tremors rippled through us -- his cock seeming to briefly swell and then I would receive a few more precious drops of his semen. Our chests heaved as we gasped for air -- our efforts to breathe contributing to our continuing echoes of our powerful orgasms.
"Never dreamed it could be so good," I panted, nuzzling John's neck. "I think you nearly fucked your mother to death!"
My son laughed and I could hear how pleased he was. "So I take it I'm not bad for a beginner?"
I raised my head slightly to look my son in the eye. "My god -- if it feels this good now -- you might just kill me when you're more experienced!"
John shivered and his hands stroked my body possessively. "No, it will just get better and better. We're forever, Mom."
We kissed, tongues slithering over one another, feeling each other's hearts begin to beat faster again and then my son flexed his hips slightly, forcing the head of his cock to nudge my cervix and it really struck home. "John...you're still hard as a rock!"
My son laughed and shrugged his shoulders. "I know. It feels like it's going to explode, but I can't help it. Just knowing my Mom is here, practically naked with her pussy full of my dick and my cum... Mom I don't know if my erection is ever going to go down!"



I purred as delicious aftershocks of my orgasm continued...or was it the early tingles of my next son-induced climax? Slowly I rose up, sliding my knees forward until I was sitting on top of John, impaled on his tremendous penis. "That sounds like a dare, young man!" Feeling more wicked and happy than I could ever recall, I wiggled my shoulders making my meaty breasts bounce and dance and as I raked fingernails down my son's muscular chest, hissed, "Just sit back while Momma fucks you, baby!"
I tried to show my own nervousness as I began to bounce on my son's erection. It had been a long time since I'd been on top -- a "harlot's position" as my idiot, soon to be ex, would have said. If I was to be a harlot -- a whore, I wanted to be a good one for my loving son!
My mouth hung open in an expression of slack-jacked ecstasy as I slowly slid upwards, leaving John's dick coated with his seed and my seemingly never ceasing juices...my pussy never feeling so hot and wet before. Then slowly I would slide back down, unable to stop from moaning with pleasure as my son's cock spread my cunt wide, filling me as I had never been filled before. "You're so big, darling!" I moaned. "Momma loves your big cock!"
Each time I began to ride him a little faster -- the pleasure building into a frenzy of sexual delight as my body became gleaming with sweat. The aroma of pussy cream, semen and our combined fuck sweat produced something that acted as an aphrodisiac, our nostrils flaring with the distilled scent of carnality and provoking me until I was a wild woman, riding John's cock with abandonment, my breasts rolling and bouncing all about until I cupped one and brought it to my mouth, tonguing and then biting my own engorged nipple as another orgasm exploded within me.
I remember little for minutes after that...I recall flailing about, impaled on the long length of my son's throbbing erection! I think, finally, my heart again threatening to arrest, I collapsed atop my son while his hands caressed my slick flesh. I think I passed out -- his still hard cock buried in me firing off overtaxed nerve endings. At some point I felt myself being jostled and I moaned as I felt my legs being spread as I was somehow being rolled over onto my stomach. John made some muffled grunting noises like a boar in rut and his cock seemed to be slowly rotating inside my cunt -- worming slowly about as I quivered and writhed, feeling like a rutting animal myself -- spitted above a roaring sexual fire.
My son's strong hands slipped under me and raised me up onto my knees -- John's hands then sliding upwards to cup my hanging, swaying breasts, palms scratching my nipples that were so swollen now that they ached with sweet and intense pain. I awoke as John slowly withdrew from my cunt until only the swollen head remained lodged between my battered labia. I mewled unhappily, not wanting to lose the wonderful feel of his hard cock inside me. I woke up fully as John lunged forward and I became fully aware as for the first time in decades, I was fucked doggy style."
"YESSSSS!" I screamed at the top of my lungs, reaching out to grip the polished wood rim of the ornate headboard to brace myself as my son withdrew and then thrust forward again. Again, the fiery joy of orgasm erupted inside me as John began to fuck me hard, the sound of his pelvis slapping against my meaty hips sounding like a sharp shot barely audible above my cries of delight. It was hard to believe that the young man I had guided into lovemaking just a little while before was now mastering his mother with his cock -- fucking me hard, claiming me like a great beast claims its mate -- driving that cock into me, making me cum and cum until my voice was hoarse from screams of pleasure and tears of pure sexual bliss poured from my eyes.
I pushed back, almost knocking him over in my desire to know my son's cock was going ever deeper inside me, making me feel more like a woman...a man's woman than ever before. Again, as that mammoth cock sawed in and out of me, I felt like my body and soul had been incinerated and then reborn. I was a new woman...my son's woman -- wanton and carnal. My old life was an empty and happily forgotten shell and the rest of my life would be dedicated to pleasing and being pleased my only child...my son...my John!
Orgasm followed orgasm as John plowed his cock into me like a relentless fucking machine -- my pussy afire with pleasure, bathing his massive penis with hot cunt cream as I howled like a banshee being consumed by flames of carnal passion.
My son leaned in, his chest, hot and sweaty and feeling delicious against my slick skin and hugged me to him, thrusting his cock deep into me as he pulled me upright, making me shiver with delight as he kissed my neck and panted, "God, I love fucking you, Mom!"
As I was replying, "I love being fucked by you, son," John thrust upwards and began cumming inside my womb again and my words collapsed into incomprehensible screams of orgasmic delight. An sweet eternity seemed to pass as we were coupled together in the throes of our incestuous passion, his cock filling my cunt with a seemingly endless flood of fiery semen and I had never felt so safe and satisfied as I did wrapped in my son's arms, impaled on his loving cock.
Again, reality seemed to wink in and out as I was transported to a dream world that consisted of John and myself -- a place where everything was simply the totality of our love and desire for each other. At some point, I imagine we collapsed on the bed and fell asleep -- our passions sated for the immediate moment. I might have whimpered in my sleep when John finally softened enough to slip from the grasp of his mother's sperm soaked pussy, but when I awoke in the wee hours in the morning, I was comforted by its still considerable heft nuzzling my still quivering labia.
I must have stirred enough to wake my son because he pulled me tighter against him as we spooned and he sleepily murmured, "You're still my girl, aren't you, Mom?"
I sighed happily and wiggled against my son's warm body and replied, "Oh yes, darling. Momma's your girl forever and ever!" I felt his lips kiss the nape of my neck and I immediately slipped back into wonderful and wicked dreams.
In the morning, we woke both starved for food and for each other. We attended to our bodies' needs -- winding up in the kitchen where we devoured the somewhat burned meatloaf that I'd cooked for him the night before. I sat naked on my son's lap, his cock pulsing between my legs reminding me of last night and of nights to come.
My pussy ached from the wild sex we'd had the night before, reminding me of how tender I'd been when I'd lost my virginity to his father on our honeymoon. It pleased me now to think that I'd again been a virgin of sorts...a virgin bride of incest that had been deflowered by my son.
After we'd eaten, John took me to the room I had dubbed the Shrine Room. My son nodded and said, "That's a good name for it, Mom. It is a shrine to you and all my hopes and dreams and fantasies for us! I always viewed it as a temple where I could come to worship the goddess that holds my heart."
Standing in the middle of the Shrine Room, I ran my arms up and around John's neck and rubbed myself lewdly against him, loving the way his cock stood up proudly between us -- still sticky from our lovemaking. "I like that, son. I like being your goddess."
John kissed me, taking his time and as our tongues danced, so did we, moving slowly to a tune only the two of us could hear. I restrained myself from climbing up my son's muscular body and impaling myself on his cock right then and there -- instead letting him show off his icons of mother-son incest.
The huge blow-up photograph of me in my bikini and halter top he'd swiped from the house long before he'd left home. "I can't tell you how many times I jerked off to that picture when I was a kid," John told me. "Heck, I yanked off the day you came out of the cabin wearing that little number. I'm surprised you didn't notice me walking around all day with a big boner!"
The paintings had both been done by a friend he'd gone to Northwestern with -- a now fairly successful artist who shared some of my son's passions in life. "For Mike, it was...is an aunt of his. He showed me some of his sketches and paintings he'd done of his aunt -- imagining her in the nude. I knew I had to have him try his hand at capturing you in the nude."
"And us together," I said, sidling up beside him and taking his hard cock in my hand while he brought his arm around my shoulder and cupped a breast. "Your friend does good work!" I said as I slowly stroked his cock, making gooseflesh pop up on his flesh.
He showed me his collection of incest pornography -- the professional stuff, some of which I would come to appreciate -- especially seeing my resemblance somewhere between Kay Parker and Honey Wilder. John would come to show me his collection of amateur computer porn -- dozens of videos, mostly American, but many European, depicting mother-son incest and focusing on couples that resembled us. Most were just straight up fictional couplings, but John confided that there more than a few that he believed might be real mother and son couples. "I think there are a lot more guys worshipping their mothers out there than most folks imagine," he said solemnly before grinning down at me and saying, "Some of us take worshipping at the alter of mother love seriously!"
Eventually, we wound up in the recliner, me sitting in John's lap as we fondled and kissed and talked about the future. I made clear to my son that I had closed the door on my old life and that he was now and forever at the center of my new one. We discussed my impending divorce and agreed that there was no need to return to Florida other than to take care of closing out the details of my old life.
As talk faded and we grew closer to the moment of making love again, I did say, "There is something I think we need to do, if it can be arranged."
John raised an eyebrow as his hands teased my wet flesh between my legs, fingering my pussy while a thumb rubbed gently and sweetly over my clit. "Whatever you want, Mom."
I wormed my away around so that we were both facing the same way, rising up and spreading my legs above his cock. I leaned my head back against John's shoulder and slowly impaled myself on his wonderful motherfucker of a cock, letting out a long moan and then once I had taken all of my son's erection inside my pussy, said, "Do, ummm, you think your friend Mike could paint a portrait of us fucking?"
John groaned and teased my ear with his tongue while his hands began squeezing bountiful handfuls of my breasts and replied, "Oh god, yesssss! Mom, It's like I died and went to heaven."
As I slowly worked myself up and down my son's cock, my already sensitive flesh making me quiver with carnal delight, I kissed my son's jaw and said, "No, better than heaven, baby. It's Momma's love and it's Momma's hot pussy!"
I felt the recliner tilt back so we were lying nearly prone, my pelvis working back and forth, allowing my son's huge dick to worm in and out of his mother's lovingly hot and wet cunt and the world become a jumble of images -- my son around me, under me and in me combining with the lewd and lovely painting of us and of me, which blended in with the thick, arousing scent of sex -- pussy juice and sperm and lovemaking sweat which joined our moans and cries of pleasure and built into a crescendo of orgasmic ecstasy that once again left me full of my son's thick semen and gasping for breath.
We remained coupled for what seemed hours -- alternating between fucking and talking -- planning our future together. It hardly seemed possible. Three days before, I was an unhappy wife and mother on the verge of marital disaster and now I was renewed, madly in love with my own child, abandoning all my morals and beliefs for something that outshone anything I ever could have conceived. My future...the future of my son and I together beckoned to us and in the storm of incestuous orgasm, I truly believed anything was possible.
#
And so my new life began. John stood beside me in a Pensacola Courtroom six months later as the judge made final his decree. He found that I was entitled to seventy-five percent of the house and that Benny wasn't entitled to any spousal support. "Trust to the Lord to provide," he told my ex-husband in a wry voice. Benny had been somewhat agog at my appearance -- no more dowdy and modest clothes for me. I was wearing a white silk dress with a diving neckline and a short hemline, showing off my voluptuous breasts and my good legs.
Benny was wide-eyed with disbelief when outside the courthouse, in celebration of my divorce, my son gave me a long and passionate kiss, followed by slipping an engagement ring on my finger. I'm sure my asshole ex still tells people I'm some kind of incestuous whore. What do I care...it's actually kind of the truth.
A month after that, I married my son in a religious ceremony -- not valid in the law's eyes, but I feel safe in believing I have the Lord's blessing. I was happy changing my name back to Harper -- now part of that happily married couple, John and Cassie Harper that live an idyllic life in Chicago, although in private (and sometimes in public), John still calls me Mom and why not? I am before anything else, John's mother.
It thrills me to know that there are folks that know the truth -- that our love runs deeper than most couples -- that we share a familial link that transcends normal love. Even our devoted doorman knows the truth and how could he not? It was only a month or so after my son and I became lovers that we came home from a late dinner and dancing cheek to cheek at a bluesy jazz club, both of us horny and unable to wait for the elevator.
In the elevator alcove, John's hands had scooped my meaty breasts out of the top of my halter dress top, leaning in to kiss me as he pinched and pulled at my nipples. After unleashing my son's cock from his trousers, I squatted down and began to suck John's cock like a woman starved for cum and out of the corner of my eye I saw Anthony pass by, smiling as he tipped his cap to us both. Thankfully, no other resident passed through or called for the elevator as I couldn't wait and I didn't rise up until my mouth was overflowing with my son's semen. As we finally stepped into the elevator, John's fingers underneath the hem of my dress, fingering my dripping wet pussy, Anthony called out, "Have a lovely night, Mister and Missus Harper." I was scooping a dribble of thick white sperm back into my mouth as I smiled at the doorman before the doors closed.
Later, I asked John whether he worried about the doorman saying something, but my son smiled and informed me that he'd helped Anthony's daughter get into Northwestern and both a niece and cousin now worked for the company thanks to him. "We could fuck on top of the lobby desk and Anthony would just cheer us on."
Another person that knows the truth about this mother and son is the artist, Mike who happily agreed to do another portrait. It took a great deal of time and a lot of posing on our part, but it was time well and enjoyably spent. On the first anniversary of us becoming lovers, we hung a new painting in the Shrine Room. It is the largest of them all and very powerful. John sits on a straight-backed wooden chair and I am sitting in his lap, facing forward, my legs draped over his thighs and my toes rising up off the floor.
My son's immense cock is buried three quarters of the way inside my spread wide pussy and my head is thrown back against his head -- my face a perfect expression of total and complete incestuous ecstasy! Mike's talents are evident in every brush stroke as he made it look so much like the real thing, capturing everything perfectly -- from the glittering of our juices on my unruly black bush to the illusion that my nipples are about to burst in arousal. Most of all, the portrait somehow conveys the love that's between my son and me. Mike said our love for each other radiates off of us and its arousing in its intensity. I take him at his word. For every lovely orgasm we had during the sittings for our portrait, he jacked off an equal amount of times. I say a prayer for him every night -- that he might know our joy with his own aunt.
As for us, we want for nothing, but even if we were reduced to rags, John and I still have each other. Our love sustains us and takes us places I never imagined we'd go. I know it's an uncertain world, but the one thing I will never doubt is my son's love for me. If ever I should, I need only visit the Shrine Room. The truth of the love my son and I share dwells there.
The End
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A couple of months ago, a lovely woman reached out to me via email and told me of her fantasy regarding her favorite uncle and asked if I wanted to write a story for her that she might share with him if things went right. As some know, I rarely do collaborations, but this story and her situation intrigued me and after many nosy questions on my part and patience on her part, I wrote the following story. I like it, she enjoyed it and I hope you do too. Anything good about it I attribute to "Melissa" and anything bad about is on me. Please let me know your thoughts, both pro and con on it. Feedback is important.
Thank you, Melissa for sharing your fantasy with me and everyone at Literotica! Enjoy

I always thought the old brickyard factory – abandoned for as long as I could remember, was a pretty cool place to hangout. My friends and I have spent many a summer afternoon here – goofing off, listening to music on Cooter's portable radio/cassette player, maybe dancing a little bit, or trying out kissing with that Brent Statler, but now...now in the hours after midnight, with shadows rising up from the old machinery or piles of discarded and broken bricks and with the temperatures falling past freezing in the chill, Colorado air – I realized that while being her all alone, this place is just damned creepy!
I was huddled in a corner on the second floor, jumping at every little sound as the old building creaked and moaned or as little critters that slept hidden during the daytime came scurrying out. The wind made sounds that sent chills up and down my back and I whimpered as things flapped across the wide expanse between the walls – sometimes seeming to flutter across my face until I pushed away at them. I hoped and prayed they were birds and not bats. I hated bats. For not the first time since the sun had set, I hugged my knees to my face and cried and who could blame me? I was twelve and for almost twelve hours, a runaway.
It might seem silly to some, but after Momma and Daddy had told me I couldn't go to the Statler boy's party because I wasn't freaking old enough, I decided I'd show them who was old enough. I'd packed a duffel bag with clothes, my tooth brush and make-up kit – which they also said I was too young for, and a few snacks and decided I'd hit the road. No definite plan – just getting the hell out of that prison of a house and making my own decisions. I was sure I could get a job somewhere doing something and live my own life...maybe. Again, what did I know? I was twelve.
I knew if I had gone to a friend's house, Momma and Daddy would find me quick enough, so when I'd slipped out the window a couple of hours before dusk, I'd snuck across neighborhood backyards and then over the bare fields to the old brick factory, figuring I could stay there until morning and hitchhike out of town.
I was fine until the sun went down and then the friendly hangout of me and my friends became a scary dungeon. I tried to roll up in a blanket and get some sleep, but near midnight, some men came up in a couple of vehicles and clambered out. I think they were drunk. They passed around some bottles and talked some ugly talk – mostly doing with a certain waitress down at the Roadside Inn – a notorious bar at which all sorts of awful, nasty things occurred – most of which we sixth and seventh grades could only speculate at. Some of the things frightened me and I curled up in my shadowy corner and prayed they didn't come upstairs and discover me. I was afraid of what they might do to me – a twelve year old girl.
Finally, they left, leaving me alone with the little critters that scuttled or flurried about in the shadows. The enormity of what I had done began to weigh on me and I wanted to go home, but I was scared and cold and could only pray for morning. I drifted off into a fitful sleep only to be awakened by the approach of another car. Lights glittered off the mostly shattered windows and I could hear a vehicle stop, a door open and then footsteps slowly approaching. Another light swung back and forth – a flashlight and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.
Had one of those men from earlier spotted me? Had he chose to not say anything to the others so he could come back and rape me? I had a dramatic vision of myself, naked and deathly white – raped and then strangled...strangled and then raped! I curled back into a ball, hugging my knees to me, willing myself to become one with the shadows.
Crumbly brick and broken glass crunched under a boot. Through my fingers, now pressed over my face, I could see the faint outline of a tall man, swinging the light this way and that, searching for something. The light flashed upward and I tried to shrink further into shadow. The footsteps came closer and then I heard old, rusted iron creak as he began coming up the old metalwork stairs. I had a sudden urge to run, but couldn't make my limbs work.
A voice called out, "Melissa?" HE KNOWS MY NAME!" I began whimpering with fear, wishing I could see my family one more time...kiss my Mom goodnight one last time. The footsteps were so close now. I could hear the man breathing.
"Melissa, darling...it's me, it's Uncle John." Even as fear was shadowed by relief and I sat up and tried to see my uncle through the light now shining in my eyes, I began to cry. The man moved closer and I knew it was my Uncle John – I could smell his "Old Spice" aftershave and then I was being scooped up into his arms and he was whispering into my ear, "Shhhhh – it's going to be alright, honey. I'm taking you home."
I pressed my face against the rough denim of his jacket and savored feeling ever so safe in his arms as he carried me downstairs and out of the old factory. Then I was sitting in his car – an old Cadillac and as soon as he climbed in, I scooted over to hang on to him.
As he drove me home, he said little as he drove with one hand on the wheel and one arm draped around my shoulders. His car and his body were warm and his arm around me felt so strong and made me feel so safe...safer than I'd ever felt before. It was the best feeling in the...
...world. I blinked my eyes and turned away from the sunlight flooding through my bedroom window. There was several moments of confusion as my dream faded away and I had to adjust to my surroundings. The large, snoring lump under the quilt was my husband, Sam. I was in our bedroom. My name was still Melissa, but everyone calls me Missy. Well, everyone but my Uncle John. I smiled at the thought of my aunt's husband, recalling my dream.
Quietly, I slipped out of bed and went to the window. The sun felt good on my body – even though it was still just early September in the mountains of Colorado, it could get pretty cold. I stretched, working out the kinks in my muscles, feeling things pop and tug in my thirty-eight year old body. I felt a warm tingle between my legs and looking down, saw my nipples – sharp little points slightly bigger than pencil erasers poking out from my cotton nightshirt.
I felt...well, horny. As I moved around the room, I could feel the warmness between my legs translating now to a little slipperiness between my pussy lips. I glanced again at my snoring Sam and considered waking him up with a loving blowjob, but then thought against it. Sam wasn't a morning person. I glanced at the clock on the bedside table – 6:30 on a Saturday morning. I decided to let him sleep and headed towards the shower.
Stripping down while waiting for the hot water, I looked at myself in the mirror over the sink. My blonde hair was tousled with sleep and my eyes as ever were big and brown. For a thirty-eight year old woman, I wasn't doing too badly. My breasts were still pretty firm – the weight of my 36C boobs not sagging much. True, I had a little too much going for me with my butt, but I'd long ago learned most men like a little junk in trunk. I slipped a hand through my neatly trimmed pubic hair and shivered as a finger caressed my still sensitive labia. For a moment, I closed my eyes as I touched myself and thought of...Uncle John.
I opened my eyes wide at the image of my uncle and wondered where that had come from. "Behave, Missy," I said to myself. "You're a married woman!" I turned to the shower and saw the steam rising from behind the curtain and tried to focus on that. I climbed into the tub and began to wash up. Try as I might, my thoughts kept returning to Aunt Betty's husband.
Aunt Betty was my daddy's younger sister. She'd married John when I was only six years old and they had been a constant in my life. My name is Melissa, but everyone has always called me Missy – family, friends, teachers...everyone, but my uncle. Uncle John has always called me Melissa. When I was little, it pleased me for some reason – made me feel more grownup. To be honest, I still like the way it makes me feel – today, I'm viewed as a mom or wife or daughter – when I hear my fifty-five year old uncle call me 'Melissa,' I feel like a woman.
As I soaped my body, my thoughts returned to the dream. I had been twelve and wanted so much to go to Brent Statler's party, but my parents felt I was too young – he was nearly fourteen and I had only turned twelve. I hated them and to prove my independence I'd run away. I'd only been gone about twelve hours – and I'd scared everyone to death.
It had been Uncle John who'd found me. He'd been the only one who'd thought to quiz my friends about where I might have gone to hide. He never told me which of my friends had squealed on me – not that I was ever mad about it. I'd been terrified and to this day have never felt quite as safe as I did being carried out of that old factory in my uncle's arms.
A shiver went through me as my soapy fingers brushed my labia and I felt myself blush as I realized I was on the verge of masturbating while thinking of my uncle. "Honestly, Missy...you're too old for that." Feeling slightly frustrated with myself, I finished showering and got on with my day. There were my two teenagers and Sam to get breakfast for and then kids to be ferried and errands to run before we were to go over to my Aunt Betty's and Uncle John's for a cookout in the afternoon.
As the day passed by, I'd get idle thoughts about Uncle John and wonder what was up with that. I have a passably good marriage to Sam – true, we're not burning up the bed these days with passion, but we do make love about once a week. I love sucking Sam's cock and adore sitting in his lap, slowly fucking him as he teases and sucks at my nipples – I just wish it happened more often. My Sam will even eat my pussy – he actually seems to enjoy it although I never have gotten much out of it – never cumming thanks to his mouth.
Truthfully, I knew what was triggering my thoughts, but I'd been avoiding it. Last Christmas I'd given several members of my family homemade presents – blankets I'd made crocheting – something I'd learned to do several years ago and had recently gotten back into. My Aunt Betty had been thrilled with her blanket and for months had been badgering me to teach her. All through this summer, I'd been going over on days when I could spare the time and teaching her to crochet. In truth, she was now capable of going it alone, but we both enjoyed our little sewing sessions and I had never minded being around her and Uncle John.
Now, Aunt Betty is a bit peculiar. At sixty years old, she's a trim and tiny woman, always conservatively dressed, reminding me of Mrs. Mays, my spinsterly 1st grade teacher. She dresses like a spinster too – clothes covering her from her neck to her feet. I always suspected that she had a pretty figure – even at sixty, but she hid it all from everyone. I wouldn't be surprised if she dresses in the closet so her own husband doesn't see her naked.
Aunt Betty's one vice is ironically booze – she likes her drinks, especially her Rum and Cokes in the early evenings. She'll sip on them as we crochet – sometimes I'll join her, sometimes I won't. One night a couple of weeks ago, as it was getting late, I told her I would be leaving soon and giggling a bit, hinted, "Maybe Sam will get lucky tonight!"
Betty snorted and rolled her eyes. "Well, you're young still. Me, I'm too old for such silliness. John and I are done with all that."
I giggled as I went wide-eyed, quickly realizing that my aunt had overdone the Rum and Coke to actually talk about sex. I couldn't help myself, but replied, "Aunt Betty, you mean you and Uncle John don't make love anymore?"
Betty guffawed and shook her head. "Lord no, girl! We're too old." She paused and glanced around, making sure Uncle John wasn't in the room. "Besides, your uncle is just too big for me. I just had enough of that big thing."
I stared at my aunt, now openly shocked. "Big?" Dropping my voice into a conspiratorial whisper, I said, "How big is he, Aunt Betty?"
I'm sure it was the rum spurring her on, but she dropped her needle and held her hands apart – I'm guessing maybe eight inches and then she made a circle with one thumb and forefinger and I was estimating two inches in diameter. "Omigod!" I gasped. "That's huge!"
Aunt Betty nodded and said, "Exactly. Never much enjoyed it when I was younger and well, I'm glad to be done with all that foolishness."
Still trying to picture my uncle's cock being that big, I stammered, "And what about him? Does Uncle John mind? Aren't you worried he might go out and fool around on you?"
After taking another sip of her Rum and Coke, my aunt shook her head. "He's fifty-five years old. He's not complained and if he gets the urge..." my aunt stopped speaking and making a fist, jerked it up and down. I clapped a hand over my mouth to stop from laughing loudly, scarcely believing my aunt would go on so while she finished, "He knows how to work the urge off." Aunt Betty arched an eyebrow at me, her glass close at hand for another sip as she added, "And he knows better than to go off with some townie whore and have an affair."
After taking that next sip, my aunt changed direction, asking after Sam's parents and the comments about Uncle John were seemingly forgotten even though I was missing stitches as I kept trying to imagine my uncle's big cock. I mean, Sam was more than adequate – I'd had no complaints about his cock – not quite six inches long and slender, but I confess, I could feel a quivering between my legs – a slight moistening of my pussy lips.
On the drive back home, I kept thinking about my aunt's words and descriptions and one single thought kept echoing through my mind – I really wanted to try my Uncle John's cock out. I wanted to feel its length and girth sliding between my lips, top and bottom! I loved feeling the shaft of a man in my mouth – its soft, yet firm texture and I wondered if I could deep throat such a big cock. Further, I wondered what it would feel like to have a cock slip into my hot and wet pussy, going deeper inside me than anyone had everyone had gone before – touching virgin pussy.
It was these thoughts that occupied my mind as Sam and I drove the kids out to Uncle John's house where he and Aunt Betty were hosting a Labor Day weekend cookout. Once there, I moved through siblings and cousins and other aunts and uncles, scattered across the huge back yard, cooing over the new baby additions to our family or clucking my tongue over the latest scandal – Cousin Andy's third wife had left him after he fell off the wagon.
As I moved, I kept one eye focused on the patio and then my heart sorta skipped a beat as Uncle John came out the kitchen door with a plate heaped with burgers and dogs. He stood six feet tall and always gave the illusion of being slightly taller with his skinny body – not weighing more than one hundred-seventy pounds soaking wet. He scanned the crowd, calling out to this one or that and when I caught his eye, he gave me a smile that told me I was still, after all these years, his favorite niece.
I felt my hands move instinctively, smoothing out my long shorts and brushing the blonde hair on my head back into place like I was back in junior high and had just spotted Brent Statler. I was suddenly conscious that I wasn't wearing anything particularly flattering – a Colorado Rockies T-shirt and khaki shorts. The shirt was maybe a little tight against my breasts, but wasn't anything shocking – no torn or diving neckline to show off my breasts and the shorts did my legs no favors either and I worried a bit that they made my butt look too big.
Still, I made my way to my uncle and leaned in and rose on tip-toe to buss him on the cheek, maybe allowing my breasts to press into his arm a little more than usual. I could feel my nipples hardening against my bra. "Howdy, Uncle John!"
As he began tossing burgers on the grill, he glanced at me and said, "Afternoon, Melissa. Did ya bring your appetite?"
I couldn't believe I opened my mouth and replied, "Sure thing – I could definitely eat some meat!" I felt my face burning as I said, "Really thinking I'd like to try a big ol' sausage!"
Uncle John laughed as he lifted up a large bratwurst with a pair of tongs and said, "Reckon we can oblige you, Melissa."
If he recognized my innuendo, he didn't let on and before I could say anything else, I heard the creak of the screen door and then, "Missy, I'm so glad you're here. I want to show you what I've been working on since last Sunday!" Aunt Betty stood in the doorway and in her commanding way, motioned me to her, taking me by the arm and marching me through the house to show me her efforts. In truth, my aunt was getting pretty good at crocheting and I made several compliments about her latest efforts at an Afghan blanket while my mind tried to process what I'd just done.
I could scarcely believe I had actually flirted with my uncle. This was crazy! I'd known him since I was six years old and he was twenty-three. Granted, he'd always been my favorite uncle and in a crisis he'd be the first family member I'd turn to, but before my aunt had opened her mouth about his attributes, I'd never considered him in a sexual way. And me a kinda-sorta happily married woman. Was I nuts? If someone discovered I was even fantasizing a little about Uncle John, it would tear the family and most likely my marriage apart. Probably the only one who wouldn't get upset would be Cousin Andy as I would claim his black sheep title.
I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening trying to put those evil thoughts out of my head – focusing on helping Aunt Betty with food and sticking close to Sam, although he and most of the other men folk were off huddled up, discussing what was wrong with the Rockies' season and how fouled up the Broncos would be this upcoming year. I tried hanging out with him, but felt virtually invisible as the men ignored the pretty, blonde woman to solve all the world's major sports issues.
Not for the first time in my life, I wanted to be wearing a tight shirt with half my tits hanging out so I might get noticed. Sam would have a stroke and if that didn't kill him, he'd dump my ass. When it came to being conservative, he made Aunt Betty look absolutely liberal. A woman can only take so many blows to her self-esteem, so after Sam's and the other males lack of noticing my existence, I retreated to help clean up after the cookout.
I was standing at the kitchen sink, washing up dirty pans and such when Uncle John walked into the room from outside, carrying his used barbeque utensils. I again felt that little quiver of heat and moisture flaring between my thighs and as my skin began to burn with embarrassment, I turned and focused on the dishes.
"Hey, Melissa – there you are. I wondered where you got off to." Uncle John moved up beside me and when I nodded, let the tongs and spatula slide into the soapy water.
"Just thought I'd help clean up. It's so sweet that you and Aunt Betty do this so much for the family...the least I can do is help do the dishes."



"Well, family means a whole lot to me and Betty. You'll never know how much it means to Betty that you've been coming out and teaching her that knitting stuff. We never had a daughter and well...I reckon you know how we feel about you."
I looked up into the kindest eyes I'd ever known and part of me felt guilty for ever thinking nasty thoughts about the man that had been like a father to me in so many ways, who I'd loved like a father for more than half my life and who to be honest, I think I loved more than my own father. But part of me wanted to fuck my Uncle John even more than ever!
"It's my pleasure, Uncle John. You've been like a dad to me too." I hesitated and then as I felt a spurt of hot wetness soak my panties while my nipples instantly hardened, I said, "You know, I'd do anything for you, Uncle John." I tried to say so much with just my eyes then and then added softly, "Anything." Again, I rose up on tip-toe to kiss my uncle, this time planting a kiss right on the corner of his mouth, not a peck and run kiss, but one that lingered for a few seconds.
It was my uncle's turn to blush a little and then a big smile came over his face and he said, "If we'd have had a daughter, I'd have wanted her to be just like you, Melissa!" Then to my surprise, Uncle John leaned over and kissed me chastely atop my head as he'd done countless ways when I was little. He turned and headed deeper into the house, but not before I saw a mist of tears in his eyes.
I stood there for a long minute, my hands buried in the soapy water before a wave of embarrassment swept over me. It dawned on me that my uncle hadn't even noticed I was seriously flirting with him. Moreover, I think he still saw me as that young runaway he'd rescued all those years ago. I felt my own eyes begin to mist up as I realized how silly I'd been acted and for a moment it was more or less a coin toss as to whether I might start crying or laughing. Then my oldest burst through the door and told me that Daddy wanted to leave and to "Get a hurry on."
I sobered up then, remembering I had a husband and a family and shouldn't feel like a lovesick school girl with an unrequited crush. "Tell your father, I'll be there in a minute." I finished up the dishes and returned outdoors. I didn't see Uncle John to say goodbye, but did give Aunt Betty a quick hug and confirmed that I'd be over Tuesday evening to work on our crocheting.
I was silent on the drive home, half listening to the chatter of the kids and Sam's recounting of the men's gossip (women have nothing on the men in that department!). Once the kids were home, Sam was beered up enough to be receptive to a little oral loving and he laid back against the headboard while I crawled between his legs and began to suck his cock, enjoying myself as I expertly ran my tongue over his especially sensitive places and took his length deep into my throat.
As I heard him sigh while I teased his cock head with my playful tongue, I closed my eyes and began to imagine that it was Uncle John's cock I was sucking. I was more than a little surprised to find how aroused that got me and I could feel the juices pouring from my pussy, soaking my trimmed, blonde muff and dripping from my inner thighs onto the bed to form a considerable wet spot.
"Jesus Christ, Missy – your mouth is good tonight," sighed my husband, momentarily breaking the mood, as his hand settled atop my head, urging me to move faster or slower. I pushed him from my mind and refocused on my fantasy and worked on giving the imaginary version of my uncle a sweet and loving blowjob.
Too quickly, my husband lost his nut, emptying his load into my mouth and while I murmured my approval as I sucked and swallowed – I love cum so much, I hated to end the fantasy. I sucked Sam dry and kept sucking, trying to keep him hard. Finally, with a grunt of disapproval, my husband pushed me off his wilting dick.
I scrambled up and went to straddle him, nuzzling his shoulder as I cupped my breasts and offered my swollen nipples to him. "Make love to me, baby," I sighed. "Your girl needs you...I'm so hot for you right now."
Sam took a few half-hearted sucks at my nipples and squeezed my breasts without much enthusiasm while I squirmed in his lap, hoping the sensation of my wet pussy rubbing against his shrinking cock might revive his interests. As I groaned in protest and frustration, he eased me off and with a slightly guilty look, said gruffly, "Early morning, Missy – got Church, remember?"
He looked at me and my unhappy face and then leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "Maybe I can pay you back tomorrow night, huh, Missy?" My husband said before he turned out the light and rolled away from me and was snoring in few minutes. I remained awake for a long time, my sexual frustration building and then dissipating into frustrated anger.
I started to slip my fingers between my legs, but stopped, suddenly unwilling to indulge in a masturbation fantasy involving my Uncle John while Sam snored a foot away.
It seemed like hours before I slipped into a fitful sleep, filled with fragmented dreams, awaking at dawn, gasping for breath as images of myself once again, huddling inside the old brickworks ended once again with Uncle John finding me, but somehow now I was a grown woman and when he went to pick me up, I wrapped my legs around his waist and settled into his warm, safe embrace as something impossibly huge began to spread me wide. I sat up in bed, aware of yet another wet spot in the bed, shivering with need and desire and whispering, "Damn it," as my memories of that sweet moment dissolved into wisps of ether.
The next two days, I was irritable and on edge – to the point of Sam actually asking me, "Missy, is it that time of the month again, already?" which just pissed me off more. Needless to say, we didn't make love Sunday evening, I rolling away from him, deciding I didn't want to put up with his pussy licking which never did anything for me anyway. Monday, he stayed late at work and I was already asleep when he came in.
Tuesday afternoon, I had a casserole warming in the oven when Sam got home and told him I was heading to Aunt Betty's and that depending on her mood, I might be home late. Sam, realizing he was in the doghouse, just nodded and told me to drive carefully, trying not to prod his wife in her "bitch on wheels" mood.
I had tried real hard to keep myself occupied at work and around the house and not think naughty thoughts about my uncle. I'd prayed a lot about it on Sunday, but got no sign one way or another from God about his position on the matter. Part of me ached for Uncle John as I hadn't ached since I'd had that terrible crush on Brent Statler – even worse, now I really knew what that ache was for, back then it was all vague theory. Part of me was chastising myself for feeling that way. I had two children to raise, a so-so marriage to keep upright, bills to pay and so much more. I didn't have time to have a mid-life crisis – hell, I wasn't even middle aged!
But in the dark hours of those last couple of nights, as I restlessly tossed and turned, trying to blot out thoughts of Uncle John and his allegedly big cock, I had to face up that I was unhappy and that I had been unhappy for a long time. Oh, I loved my husband, but the flame had gone out – the passion was now barely smoldering embers and suddenly, my unhappiness had found form in my feelings for my uncle. For years, it seemed as if I was just drifting through life – yearning for romance and desire, feeling ignored and unvalued.
The one man in my life who'd ever made me really feel that way was Uncle John – even the way he addressed me...Melissa instead of Missy, seemed to say I had value, I had worth, I was somebody! Oh, I'd had passion with Sam and with others earlier in my life, but it had never lasted. I could not honestly say that I can ever recall encountering Uncle John when he didn't treat me like I was important.
I was a churning cauldron of emotions when I reached Uncle John's and Aunt Betty's home. I came through the kitchen door, about to shout, "Anybody home," but stopped as I saw Uncle John sitting at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee and the evening paper. "Well, good evening, Uncle John."
My uncle turned and smiled at me and replied, "And a good evening to you, Melissa. Your aunt is looking forward to this – it's all she's been talking about for the last day or so." He turned back towards his coffee, wincing a bit as he did so.
"Are you okay, Uncle John?" I asked, my heart aching at the thought of him being unwell.
"Oh yeah, I'm okay – just these old bones getting older. The mill gives my shoulders the miseries some days."
As I had done on Sunday, I acted without thinking it through, stepping up behind him, dropping my sewing bag as I did. "Oh, you're not old, Uncle," I cooed as I placed my hands on his bony shoulders and began to knead the wiry muscles there. Uncle John nearly jumped out of his skin when I began rubbing his shoulders – likely the closest physical contact we'd had since he'd rescued me all those years ago. He didn't tell me to stop however, so I kept rubbing his shoulders as I said, "You're not old at all. Aunt Betty needs to keep a close eye on you or some sweet talking woman might steal you away."
As I said this, I leaned into him, allowing my breasts to press against his upper back. Uncle John chuckled a bit at my words as the sudden tension in him seemed to slowly bleed away. "A woman might be risking her life trying that – Betty is a mighty jealous woman. She's dangerous when riled up!"
I felt my nipples swelling underneath my thin bra and wondered if he could feel the hard bullets pressing against him through the fabric. My voice sounded a bit funny –thicker and a bit hoarser as I replied, "Well, you ever think you might be worth that risk, Uncle John?" I worked his shoulders a little more strongly, fingers reaching down almost to his shirt collar and I ached to run my fingers down under the blue chambray shirt and across his chest.
For long moments, silence reigned – the only sound being little whispering sighs as I kneaded his muscles. Then Aunt Betty's voice tore through the house, "Is that Missy's car out there?"
Uncle John leaned forward even as I hopped back and shifted to his right, both of us exchanging awkward glances, not guilty, but...awkward, like a couple of thirteen year olds wanting to try a kiss, but unsure about how to go about it. "Yes, ma'am," I called out. "I just got here."
"Well, get on in here, girl. I can't wait to try that new pattern you talked about. Did you remember to bring it with you?" I could hear the eagerness in my aunt's voice.
"Be right there, Aunt Betty," I called out, turning around and retrieving my sewing bag.
I headed towards the hallway, but paused when Uncle John said softly, "Thank you, Melissa. That was...I enjoyed that."
I smiled and felt like I must be glowing with pleasure. I winked at him and said, "Maybe I'll get to finish it later!" His eyes widened and I turned and hurried down the hall, again suddenly feeling like a love struck teenager, doing my best not to giggle and show how silly I was. I could feel the sweet moistness between my legs as I moved, wishing suddenly that I was wearing something sexier than a pair of old, tattered jeans and a plain, light blue T-shirt.
Luckily, Aunt Betty was too distracted by me producing the new star-shaped pattern for her next crocheting project to notice how flushed and flustered I was. It was a good half hour before I settled down enough to throw the stitches into my quilt without having to restart over and over. My aunt oohed and aahed over the new challenge and I calmed down as she asked questions and I demonstrated some of the techniques to master this new design.
She went on and on about family doings – repeating some of the same gossip that Sam had already passed on, plus more details about Cousin Andy's impending divorce. When we took a few minutes to stretch, Aunt Betty went to the kitchen and returned with a 2-liter of coke and a half-empty quart of rum. I declined a mixed drink, reminding her that I had to drive home later in the evening, but sipped on a glass of soda as she began working on her rum and coke.
When I took a bathroom break, I didn't spy my uncle anywhere. Returning to the living room and my aunt who was on her third drink, I decided as we resumed our crocheting to see if I could pry a little more out of my aunt regarding sex.
"So, Aunt Betty, you still retired from sex?" I said coyly, hoping she was willing to talk about it.
"Lord, child, yes!" she replied, shaking her head. "Glad to put all that foolishness behind us"
"You don't miss it?" I asked. "Not even a little bit?"
All I got in reply was a snort as my aunt took another sip of her rum and coke. I decided to press on. "Did you ever enjoy doing other things?'
Aunt Betty paused and looked at my quizzically. Feeling naught I poked out my cheek with my tongue while simulating stroking and sucking a cock with my fist and open mouth.
My aunt rolled her eyes and said, "My God, Missy, how John used to be after me to do that – he was like a little boy begging for a cookie." She shook her head and said, "Why I could barely get my lips around that big thing of his and he always wanted to cum in my mouth. I was gagging just tasting his thing, let alone his seed. I put my foot down long ago and stopped that nonsense."
I nodded as if I agreed and then plunged in with another question. "Did he ever return the favor?" and flicked my tongue out in illustration.
To my surprise, Aunt Betty blushed slightly and almost giggled before replying, "When we was younger, sometimes." She looked down as if slightly ashamed. "I have to say, some of our best moments in bed were when he was licking me – that tongue of his could make me tear at the sheets." Then her face clouded up and she said, "But then he'd want to kiss me and that was as nasty as him cumming in my mouth and I just told him no and it turned out it wasn't something I missed all that much."
I didn't know what to say to that. I was pretty much neutral on Sam licking my pussy – it didn't do much for me, although when he kissed me after, I never minded the taste of myself. I like the taste of semen better, but I think I'm pretty good tasting too!
The moment passed as Aunt Betty got a little off track in her knitting and once we fixed that, she fixated furiously on not messing up a second time – pausing only to work on a fourth and then a fifth rum and coke. The house was quiet as we worked and I mulled over her words – thinking how much I'd love to have Uncle John shoot his load in my mouth.
I excused myself a second time to the bathroom, still not seeing any sign of my uncle and when I returned to the living room, Aunt Betty was fast asleep, her chin on her chest, her crocheting needles still in her hand. I eased the yarn and needles out of her hand, tidying things up and storing them away. As I straightened up, I heard Uncle John say, "Well, I reckon she's out for the night. Sometimes, I think she drinks a little bit much." He was leaning in the doorway, wiping grease off his hands with a towel.
He came over and gently took her feat and swung them up on the couch, making sure her head was propped up on a pillow. He pulled an afghan off the back of the couch and draped it over her, trying not to disturb her. Aunt Betty stirred once, mumbling, "Make sure you put that dog out for the night, John"
Uncle John smiled and replied softly, "Already done, Betts." I watched him, feeling both warm at the tender way he dealt with his wife and a bit guilty that I had ever thought about getting him to be unfaithful to my aunt. I gathering up all my crocheting materials and we quietly retreated to the kitchen.
"You'll never know what it means, you coming out here and spending time with her, Melissa," he said. "Means a lot to us both," his voice sounded a little thick and as we stood there besides the kitchen table, I was suddenly very self conscious.
"Well, I love you both, Uncle John." I said, feeling suddenly very awkward.
"Love you too, Melissa," my uncle replied, his voice sounding a little bit hoarse. We stood there as if immobilized by the almost deafening quiet and for a moment, I thought he might lean over and kiss me even as I worked up the courage to kiss him and then the moment burst as he sighed and said, "Well, reckon we best call it a night. Don't want folks at home to worry."
He did reach out and squeeze my hand and then opened the kitchen screen door for me, flicking on the porch light so I could see my way back to my car. I felt like I was close to crying – that I'd let an opportunity slip by me as I climbed in and got my keys out. I tried the ignition and it took me a moment to realize nothing was happening. "Well, shit," I muttered as I tried the key again – nothing...no lights on the dashboard, no sound of the engine trying to turn over. My car was dead to the world.
A shadow passed over me and I turned and saw my uncle hovering there. "Problems, Melissa?" he called out.
I rolled down the window and said, "I think I broke my car, Uncle John."
He chuckled and said, "Pop the hood. Let me see if I can figure it out."
I did so and I saw he had a flashlight and I heard him poke and prod a bit. "Try it now," my uncle called out.
I turned the key. Nothing happened. "Not a thing," I shouted back.
Uncle John poked around a bit more and I heard a loud popping noise and there was a flash as something sparked and he said, "Try it now."
I turned the key and still nothing. "Nope!" I hollered.
Uncle John came back around to the window and shook his head. "Not sure, Melissa – might just be a bad battery cable – the battery's good. Might be something more complicated, but I ain't gonna get to it in the dark."
He leaned down in the window and I must have looked concerned – a car repair wasn't anything to sneeze at, not on our budget and he said, "I'm sure I can get it going, but not till tomorrow. I'll get the truck and run you home and tomorrow, I'll fix it and bring it back."
I sighed and meekly said, "Thank you, Uncle John," as I climbed out of my dead car. I glanced back at the house. "What about Aunt Betty? Should you leave her alone?"
Uncle John pointed me towards his truck – an old Chevy pickup and said as we walked, "She'll be fine. Betty won't be waking up until Regis is going off and she'll be fussing that she missed him."
We climbed into his truck – the old bench seat making it feel huge with the seat set back to accommodate his long legs. He fired it up and we headed back towards town. That odd sense of tension I'd felt in the kitchen had returned as we rode silently through the darkness. There was a fixed expression on his face, illuminated by the dashboard lights, as if he was trying to not show any emotion whatsoever. Again, I felt as if an opportunity was at hand, but didn't know what to do. I decided to just start talking and see where it might lead.
"Uncle John?"
"Yes, Melissa," he replied, sparing me a brief glance and smile.
"You've always called me Melissa, never Missy like everyone else, why?"
I sensed more than saw his shoulders move and then my uncle replied, "That's your name," and then he chuckled, pleased at his own joke.
I playfully reached out and punched him in the shoulder, scooting a little closer to him on the bench seat. "Ha-ha, but really, why Melissa instead of Missy?"
Uncle John didn't say anything for a moment, then carefully began to reply. "Well...ever since I've known you, you've been more grown up acting than most - Missy's a little girl's name and I don't know, maybe I always thought it was a bit...what's the word, demeaning? Even before you ran away that time, it was easy to see you were aching to be treated like a grown-up."



I gave a little laugh. "I guess I wasn't too grown up when I did run away."
"I reckon not, but you was aching to be treated older – be trusted like a grown up." He glanced at me again and smiled, "But it all ended up alright. We found you all safe and sound." It was odd, but a strange shiver ran through me as I recalled the memory of feeling so safe in his arms so long ago even as the memory triggered a sweet warmth that spread out from my breasts and loins.
I scooted a little closer to my uncle and said in almost a whisper, "I've never thanked you for rescuing me, Uncle John."
"Well, it wasn't much of a rescue and I'm pretty sure you did thank me," he replied.
Suddenly my heart was pounding in my chest as I scooted over until I was pressed up against him and as I said, "I mean, I've never really thanked you, Uncle John," I dropped my hand down on his upper thigh, sliding my fingers down towards his crotch.
The truck swerved a little as I took him by surprise and then again after he turned his head and stared into my eyes for a long second, allowing the truck to drift over the line of the deserted road. "Melissa," he said carefully – his voice sounded strained. "I'm your uncle and we shouldn't be doing this."
I pressed myself firmly against his side and arm and slowly moved my palm over the crotch of his old denim jeans. I felt a stirring as if something tremendous was rising from a very deep place. "You're the best man I know, Uncle John and maybe I shouldn't be doing this, but I want to...I'm a grown woman and I know what I want and what I've wanted for a long time is to be closer to you." I rubbed his crotch and felt a huge bulge forming underneath his pants – bigger than I had imagined and I felt myself quivering as my pussy began to flood with arousal. "Maybe you want me to be doing this too!"
"Melissa, I don't think we should be..." He stopped speaking as I eased myself up and planted a kiss on his cheek and then trailed my tongue along his rough, whiskery face and flicked it across his ear. The truck swerved again.
We were coming up on the edge of town and there was a small park off to our right – a place that folks like to stop and eat a picnic lunch or take a pee break or sometimes to pull over and catch a nap or park while they carpooled with someone else.
"Pull in, Uncle John and we can talk about it or something," I whispered into his ear before holding my breath to see if he would do it. I continued rubbing his crotch, already amazed at the size of the thing that had come to life between his legs.
For a moment I wasn't sure if he'd do what I ask or speed right by the exit and continue on to my house, but at the last second, my uncle braked and swerved off the road. We rolled to a stop towards the back end of the park, passing a couple of cars that appeared empty and an out of state RV. We were under the shadows of a stand of trees and when Uncle John killed the lights, we could barely see each other – the only illumination coming from the just beginning to wane moon.
Uncle John shifted a little, his right hand hovering over my hand that was rubbing his crotch and his eyes were wide and he stammered, "Melissa, we can't be doing thi..." He never got to finish as I rose up, getting on my knees in the truck cab and kissed him. I pressed my lips against his, liking his grizzly whiskers against my softer flesh as I continued to feel his cock grow through his jeans. I gave a little excited sigh as I open my mouth and flicked my tongue against his pressed together lips.
I could sense his hand moving away from my fingers and then he was gripping my arm, squeezing it gently as he tentatively parted his lips, allowing my probing, teasing tongue to slip between them. Like a startled animal, his tongue first shifted away from mine and then with a sudden thrust, he was curling it against mine – the taste of cigarettes strong, but somehow good.
I made a happy, mewling noise as I leaned into him, letting him feel my body as we both opened our mouths wider and our tongues began a chase of cat and mouse, pursuing and dancing together. I could feel my small nipples hardening and lengthening, chafing hungrily against my bra and I had a sudden urge to tear my top and bra off so my uncle's devilish tongue could have at them.
As our kiss deepened, I began to work with both my hands on his jeans, worrying his leather belt undone and then unbuttoning his jeans and struggling with the fly. Uncle John shifted his hips just so and the zipper went down with what seemed to be a deafening roar. I slipped a hand into his shorts which were slightly damp with the sweat of a day's activities and then I cried into his mouth as I managed to just barely wrap my fingers around his cock, feeling it swell as I freed it into the air.
Uncle John trembled against me as I slowly stroked his long and very thick shaft. I trembled in return as I had final confirmation that my aunt hadn't exaggerated about how big her husband was. I slid my hand up and back up, slowly squeezing the swollen head, feeling precum trickle steadily down over my fingers.
I hungered to take my uncle in my mouth, hoping in that in the faint light I would be able to gaze upon his big dick before tasting it. I broke the kiss, feeling flecks of his saliva spatter against my lips. Uncle John began to speak, but I whispered, "Shhhhh," and kissed him again and then said in a soft voice, "Thank you."
I eased back from my uncle, sitting next to him again and again whispering, "Thank you, Uncle John," as I lowered my head, barely able to not gasp as I looked down and in the dim moonlight seeing his large, erect penis, the head gleaming with smeared pre-cum from my fingers. His cock head was like a great swollen plum, dark with aroused blood. As I widened my lips to take it, I again said loud enough for my uncle to hear, "Thank you!"
I sent my tongue out and ran it over the head of Uncle John's cock, rolling it around slowly, tasting the strong tang of his emissions and making him moan as I wrapped my lips around his thick head. A thrill raced through me as I engulfed the head of his penis, closing my lips tight around it, barely able to do so, savoring the sensation of feeling my beloved uncle's cock pulse with life in my mouth.
"Ohhhh, Melissa," Uncle John moaned as his hand came to rest on the back of my head, fingers swirling though my blonde hair – not urging me to go faster or slower, but simply being a presence – fingers tightening or loosening as I sought out his sensitive spots.
I bobbed my head up and down, reveling as I always did in the wonderful sensation of having a mouthful of cockmeat. I would happily shout it from the rooftops. I love sucking cock. I love feeling a man's most vital parts throbbing with life and desire as my tongue swirls around and that sweet tension that rises in a hard cock when you suck it just right. And now, more than ever before, I could claim my mouth was crammed with stiff, throbbing penis. As my uncle sighed and whispered my name over and over, I slowly took more of him, marveling at his thick girth and his length, amazed at how a few additional inches could truly be so much more!
I slowly gulped and took him, proud and excited that I was deep-throating Uncle John. I could feel the head wedging in the back of my throat and I somehow mastered my gag reflex as I felt his precum trickling down my throat. I could feel his wiry pubic hair tickling my nose and knew I had almost all of him and I hummed my approval.
Then I heard the dinging of the ignition key turned and then the dome light flashed on and I gazed up into the stunned, fearful and yet awestruck face of my uncle. "My lord, Melissa – you can suck a dick, darling," Uncle John said in a voice that was filled with wonder. Keeping my eyes on his, I slowly slid my lips back up his long shaft until I had only the swollen head in my mouth, lips firmly wrapped around it as my tongue fluttered over the crown and then I slowly slid my lips down his cock, this time taking enough of him so that my lips were brushing his hairs and his sweaty man crotch was like a heavenly aroma in my nostrils.
He smiled and whispered, "I love you, Melissa," and each word sent shivers through me, making me burn between my legs as pussy juices flooded my panties. I was sure there'd be a wet spot on the crotch of my jeans.
Knowing he wouldn't be able to understand the words, I nevertheless, replied, "Oh, I love you too, Uncle John – the words coming out in a garbled mess that only increased his pleasure as the sounds vibrated around his throbbing penis. I never took my eyes off my uncle as I began to suck cock with a vengeance, bobbing up and down on the long shaft while my tongue rolled over his velvety stiff flesh and I sucked and sucked, making my cheeks hollow out.
Blood roared through my ears as my excitement grew. I relished every moment and in some ways, time seemed to stand still while in the end, it all seemed too short. Uncle John's fingers began to tighten in my blonde locks and he hissed, "Ohhh, I'm gonna cum, Melissa." He began to pull my head back, but I made a disapproving sound and shook my head slightly and sucked all the harder and when my uncle realized that I was going to swallow his load, he groaned, "Oh, my god, woman!" and then he exploded.
Now, I don't know how often Uncle John masturbated to take the edge off his need, but it seemed as a torrent of hot, tangy semen erupted from his slit, that he had been in dire need of relief. I nearly choked as I accepted his massive load – the hot, thick man-jelly spraying across my tongue and flooding my mouth, tasting salty and smoky and oh, so sweet – the best tasting sperm I had ever eaten. I swallowed and he kept cumming, thick spurt after thick spurt of heavy, hot semen. My own body convulsed and I felt my pussy exploding with pleasure as the knowledge of sucking my uncle off, alone triggered an orgasm – my juices soaking my crotch and filling the truck with the smell of hot cunt to mix with the distinct aroma of sperm.
As his ejaculations began to wane, I resumed sucking furiously, making my uncle writhe beneath my head and moan wordlessly as I teased and milked his sensitive flesh until I had sucked him dry. It was with a kind of sadness that I let Uncle John slip from between my lips and I took my time licking his now semi-erect cock like an ice cream cone, making sure I had licked his cock clean of every bit of his seed.
I finally tucked him back into his shorts as I grinned up at him, licking my lips. Finally, I sat up, climbing to my knees as I said, "I love your cock, Uncle John!" Then I kissed him and to my delight, he didn't seem to mind tasting himself on my lips and our kiss deepened even as he reached out and turned off the dome light.
As our kiss went on and on, his hands moved up and down my back, under my shirt and around my stomach before sliding upwards, deftly freeing my right breast from my bra cup. I sighed happily as he found my swollen nipple and rolled in between his fingers before pinching and tugging at it while our tongues rolled and slithered over each other.
I think I could have stayed there and kissed my uncle forever, making out like teenagers at the drive-in, but after a sweet interval, Uncle John broke the kiss and sighed, "Oh, Melissa – you have no idea how badly I needed that. Thank you, darling."
I felt pleased that I had pleased him and said, "You're welcome, Uncle John. I enjoyed that more than you can know." I leaned into him, kissing him and gently sucking on his lip as I reached down and rubbed his still semi-hard cock. "I'd be happy to do that again...or maybe even more if you'd like."
My uncle chuckled and then blew out a great whoosh of air. "Melissa, I can't tell you how much I'd like...but..." He reached out and stroked my cheek, letting me turn my face into his palm to kiss it. "It's getting late, Melissa and I better get you home."
His voice had a firmness in it and I recognized that male need to assert order into his universe after it had been turned upside down and I knew arguing or pleading would not change his mind. I think he sensed my disappointment and he leaned forward and kissed me again before saying, "This was the single greatest moment of my life."
I sensed an opportunity and reached out and cupped his crotch again, "But it's not over, is it? This is only the beginning for us?"
Uncle John stared at me for a long minute or two and then smiled gently. "Melissa, I certainly hope so." He pulled himself together, getting zipped up and getting his belt buckled again while I reached under my shirt and scooped my breast back into my cup.
A moment later and we were again on the move – me cuddling up against my uncle, my head resting on his shoulder while my hand rested between his thighs. To my delight, he slid a hand down over my left thigh and then between my legs, whistling as he felt the heat and wetness emanating from my pussy, having soaked through my panties and jeans. We didn't speak...we didn't have to. Suddenly so much seemed to be spoken between us with just a few caresses, a few meaningful glances and an occasional kiss.
It only grew somewhat sad when he pulled into the driveway. We sat in his truck for a moment, cuddling. Finally, I broke the silence by saying, "I want you, Uncle John. I want you badly...inside me."
He was silent for a moment and said, "I know, Melissa. I'm wanting you too." His hand squeezed my sopping wet crotch. "I want you more than I've ever wanted a woman before!"
"Soon?" I asked hoarsely, wanting to just tear off his clothes and fuck him in the driveway of my house, not really caring if my husband, family and neighbors watched.
Uncle John kissed me again, taking his time, his tongue slowly romancing mine before he answered me – his reply promising sooo much! "Soon, Melissa," he said – his words carrying a weight that told me he'd given me a promise graven in stone!
I'd given him one last, long kiss, not wanting it to stop, but finally, my heart aching, I left him and went inside, my heart feeling warm as I noticed that he waited until I had the front door open before he pulled back out onto the street. Inside, I found Sam dozing in front of the television – the Rockies hanging on to the lead in the eighth inning.
I let my husband sleep while I quickly checked on the kids, confirming they were in bed and then I quickly changed into a long nightshirt and resisted the urge to masturbate in the bathroom. I looked in the mirror at myself and didn't see too much difference now that I'd committed an infidelity. I confess that I did think there was a little more sparkle in my eyes and later a bounce in my step as my mind kept returning to those sweet moments with Uncle John, my mouth full of cock and cum and his sweet kisses.
I woke Sam up to come to bed, informing him of the car being on the fritz. He wasn't happy, but said he was sure he could get one of his work buddies to give him a ride in the morning. He groused a bit about having to repair the car, but seemed mollified and confident that Uncle John could get it running.
"Your uncle is a pretty capable fella," he said in that slightly embarrassed way guys have when complimenting another guy.
I smiled, hoping I didn't look like the cat that had swallowed the canary and replied, "Yes he is...Uncle John is one in a million!"
Fortunately, Sam was still groggy and didn't make any overtures for sex. I was as horny as a wildcat in heat, but at that moment, I only wanted one cock inside me and it wasn't the man sleeping in my bed. Sam was soon snoring, but I had trouble falling asleep and a small part of that was struggling with my emotions. I still cared for my husband and had no plans to wreck our marriage, but still...this one single incident was turning my world upside down as my thoughts quickly turned to my uncle.
I'm not sure I ever felt such powerful emotions for a man before. Certainly there was an immense amount of lust – so much that at times I felt like my skin was about to catch fire, but there was more love involved with this than I had expected to feel. Each time, Uncle John said my name, I felt a burst of passion for the man that was so intense. Certainly, he'd been an important man in my life for nearly forever – my hero, if a grown woman of thirty-eight could have one, but I never expected to care for him so much after first lusting after his storied cock.
I went to sleep, reliving the wonderful, brief moments we'd shared earlier in the night and my dreams were filled with sweet kisses on his whiskery lips and mouthfuls of warm, throbbing cock and so much sweet semen – gallons of it filling my mouth until it flowed from between my lips to drip across my hot, naked flesh.
I was up at six – fixing Sam's breakfast before his friend, Tomas picked him up and then taking on the formidable task of getting the kids up, fed, and dressed for school before their bus came chugging up our street. By seven-thirty, I was alone and very anxious. I'd woken up from my night's lurid, sexy dreams, feeling thrilled, guilty and hungry...hungry for my uncle.
I had to take a quick shower before I got Sam up because I reeked like a wanton slut – my thighs sticky with my juices. As I soaped up my body, my hands lingered over my aching breasts – my nipples still hard and swollen, and my pussy. I shivered and moaned as I slid fingers through my blossomed labia and it was all I could do not to masturbate on the spot – but I was sure my next orgasm was going to be a loud and intense affair and I really wanted it to involve a really big dick buried in my cunt.
I tried to eat a little breakfast once I was alone, but just nibbled at my toast and sipped my morning coffee. My eyes kept going over to the telephone on the wall – trying to will it to ring with his voice on the other end. Finally, just to give myself something to do, I went upstairs and tried to find something sexy to wear. That proved to be a bit of a challenge. Sam didn't approve of anything revealing – I had virtually no blouses with a revealing neckline or short skirts that even were close to being sexy.
I finally settled on a sheer white blouse that buttoned up the front and I opted to leave my bra off, my hard nipples almost completely visible against the thin, white cotton, while leaving several buttons undone to over plenty of cleavage. With that I added a blue jean skirt that ended just above my knees. Out of habit, I slipped on a clean pair of panties, but then I just shook my head and slipped them back off. Going "commando" as Sam might have put it, made me feel naughty and sexy as I waited for my uncle. I tried on several pairs of high heels, but they all seemed too short and plain and so I opted to go barefoot.
At nine o'clock on the dot, the phone rang and I was grabbing the receiver off the hook before it had finished one ring, my voice anxious as I said, "Hello?"
There was a hesitant pause and then Uncle John's voice came over the line. "Melissa?" There was another pause and he said, "Are you okay this morning?"
"Oh yes, Lord, yes!" I gushed, thinking I sounded like a love-struck teenager. "I've been waiting to hear from you!"
There was another awkward pause and then my uncle replied, "Well...um, good. I got your car running – just a corroded battery cable. I'll be over in a bit."
A tremor went through me as I heard so much in his voice and I could barely whisper, "I can't wait, Uncle John!"
After we hung up, I spent a few minutes checking my hair and makeup – brushing my blonde hair and applying a bit of makeup. I shivered as I moved and my swollen labia rubbed deliciously against each other, little trickles of pussy cream running down my thighs. Finally, I heard the familiar rumble of my car and glanced through the pulled curtains and confirmed it was my uncle and that he was alone. At the last moment as I paced restlessly in the living room like a caged tiger, I'd had a moment of panic that Aunt Betty would be riding along with him.



I met him at the door where we both stood gazing at each other, he looking approvingly at my appearance while I noted he'd shaved and was wearing clean jeans and a western style shirt. Uncle John gave me an almost bashful look and I half expected him to scuffle his feat, reminding of a boy on his first date. "Car's running fine, Melissa – shouldn't be any problems," he said, holding out my keys.
I took them, closing my hand around them and his fingers and I drew him across the threshold and closed the door. Without another thought between us, we came together and kissed, my arms going around his neck as he stooped a little to kiss me. He straightened up, pulling me onto my toes as his hands pressed firmly into my back. His tongue was sweeter than I remembered, his taste unique and wonderful.
When the kiss ended, he sighed and said, "I can't stop thinking about you, Melissa and what you did for me last night." He paused and studied my face, "Are you sure you're okay with this?"
I nodded my head vigorously and replied, "Absolutely – I've been thinking about you for a long time and I've always thought you were the finest man in the world." I drew him into the living room, walking backwards with an evil smile on my face until I felt the back of my legs hit the sofa and I sat down heavily, still smiling as I saw the bulge growing right in front of my face.
"I dreamed about this thing all night," I murmured as I reached out and palmed his crotch.
Uncle John sighed, but then reached down and tucked a finger under my chin to guide my gaze up to meet his eyes. "Me too, darling, but we need to get things straight before we run off the cliff."
I cocked my head a little, somewhat confused and said, "What do you mean?"
My uncle swallowed a couple of times and hesitated. Finally, he said, "Melissa, what happened last night was the best thing that ever happened to me. I never knew it could be so good, but...you need to know, I love your aunt. No matter what – I won't ever leave her and I never want to hurt her. I love you too, but what happens between us has to stay between us."
I digested his words and understood them. I felt the same way. Perhaps the fire had gone out of my marriage, but I still loved Sam and in all my fantasizing about Uncle John, I'd never thought about leaving my husband. All I wanted was to know somebody still could look at me the way my uncle did...to know that I mattered. "I don't want to hurt Sam either, Uncle John and I'd rather die than harm Aunt Betty."
I smiled up at him and continued, "What happens between us, stays between us – I swear, Uncle John." Then I rubbed his crotch again and said, "Right now, I want to see this lovely thing in the light of day."
Uncle John grinned and nodded and he undid his belt while I tugged his zipper down. I give a little girl's giggle when he let his pants and shorts fall down and his cock, bigger than I imagined sprung forward to wave in my face. I was in awed shock! It seemed bigger than even I thought last night. I reached out and took it in my hand, my heart beating wildly again as I tried to wrap my fingers around it.
"I can't believe how big you are, Uncle John," I cooed as I started to stroke it.
My uncle nodded and sighed, saying, "Yeah, that's what Betty tells me – although she says it like it's a bad thing." He watched me masturbate him – a big, goofy grin on my face. "I reckon you don't agree with her."
I shook my head no, making my blonde tresses fly about and said, "I think it's wonderful – I've never seen a cock this size." In my mind, I was marveling as I realized what a difference a couple of inches made. Sam was maybe five and half inches long and thin compared to Uncle John. I was holding a cock in my hand that had to be eight inches long...maybe a little more and close to two inches in diameter. It reminded me of those Tall-boy beer cans I used to drink with my first husband many years ago.
As I massaged the long length of my uncle's penis, the head swelled and began to ooze precum and I automatically leaned in and ran my tongue over the head, picking up his precious fluids. "Melissa..." Uncle John began before trailing off. He stared down at me with such need – I could see his lower lip trembling as he worked up the courage to ask me to suck his cock. I smiled back at him and told him with my eyes he didn't even need to ask.
I opened wide and took that big, plum shaped head between my lips and slowly sucked my uncle's cock into my mouth. The texture of his cock sent shivers through me as I slowly worked my tongue round and about – over and under his throbbing dick Uncle John's hands came up to catch the back of my head, intertwining fingers into my hair and as he grunted with pleasure, urging me to take more of him in my mouth.
I hope my eyes conveyed the love I had for him as I stared up into his face, feeling happy and proud that I was putting an expression of bliss on this man's face – this man that I so dearly loved. I began to suck him quicker, taking more of him into me and letting him guide my pace as I sucked and licked at him. My hands came up to cup his butt cheeks, lean and wiry with muscle and clenching with each loving lash of my tongue on his cock. I took my cues from his facial expression and his body language, learning that when I put my tongue "there" he really enjoyed that or if I sucked him harder when he had that certain amount of cock in my mouth, it brought him closer and closer to cumming.
And then he was cumming – my mouth clamped tightly around the head of his cock as I savored the delicious and pungent taste of his semen, swirling his seed around my mouth, around his cock with my tongue before swallowing his wonderful spunk. It was another huge load and even as it tapered off, I continued to suck his cock, never wanting it to end.
Uncle John quivered and gasped with pleasure so intense I knew it had to border on pain. Even so, when I went to release him from my mouth, his hands kept me in place as he groaned, "Don't stop sucking me, Melissa. I want to stay hard for you! I want to fuck my favorite niece!"
His words sent sexual electricity coursing through my body and I felt pussy juice splatter against my thighs. I continued to suck and lick his shaft, fluttering my tongue over his sensitive slit and teasing the more sensitive underside of his cock head. I used every trick in the book and darned if it didn't work! My uncle's cock slowly stopped its softening and gradually resumed its full length and girth.
Uncle John kicked away his pants and shorts and a small prescription bottle rolled out of a pocket and as he finally let his cock slip from between my cum smeared lips, he said bashfully. "Wasn't sure they'd work anymore. I got them blue pills to help with things just before Betty cut me off."
As I stood up on shaky legs, I said as I gasped for breath, "Well...I can't wait to see how good they work." Uncle John pulled me close for a kiss, again thrilling me that he didn't mind tasting his own sperm as his tongue danced with mine. He turned us around and now he was sitting down and I moaned as his hand pressed against my crotch, the denim skirt all that separated his touching what no man save Sam had touched for more years than I cared to remember.
Uncle John grinned as he looked up at me and said, "Darn, Melissa – you're wet as can be!" He then lifted up my skirt and moaned. "Such a sweet pussy, Melissa."
"It's wet for you, Uncle John," I whispered, scarcely able to stand as I felt his rough, callused palm press against my trimmed pussy.
His palm slid around until his fingers were below and then he slipped his middle finger inside me and I whimpered wordlessly, my knees beginning to buckle as he slowly rotated that finger inside me. "So hot...so wet," Uncle John breathed. He added another finger and I cried out with pleasure as he turned his gaze up to me and said, "Do you want me, Melissa? Do you want me inside you right now?"
"Puh-puh-please!" I stammered and then I was straddling him on the couch, hunching against the finger still in me, pulling his face against my heaving chest, letting him hear my heart pounding with desire as my juices poured over his fingers. "Please fuck me, Uncle John!"
And then his fingers slipped out and he shifted slightly and I cried out again as I felt his thick cock brushing against my spread pussy lips. I twisted my hips, trying to place him in my pulsating opening and then his enormous cock head slipped between my labia, spreading my flesh as I lowered my weight cautiously atop him.
I felt my cunt spreading wide as it had never been spread before – an intense sensation of being opened and bringing a sudden realization that my pussy, much like my soul had never been so full before. Then my pussy simply yielded and I threw my head back and screamed with pleasure as I slid down an inch or two, taking more of him inside me. My knees involuntarily tried to spread wider across the soft fabric of the sofa as he slowly lowered me onto his cock.
I bent my head and kissed my uncle before he tore my shirt wide open, revealing my unfettered breasts and then as I sank even deeper onto his cock, I sobbed with orgasmic delight as Uncle John closed his mouth over my swollen nipple and began teasing it with his tongue. Carnal delight erupted both in my pussy and in my nipples, journeying through my body to merge and become a higher form of erotic pleasure than I had ever known.
I whimpered into his hair, my hands scrabbling at his shoulders as he sucked on my breasts and his cock burrowed deeper inside me. My body began to shake as I sensed his swollen cock head was now touching places never touched before – virgin flesh yielding and submitting to his glorious erection. My pussy pulsed with desire, reacting to Uncle John's awesome manhood. I had never felt this wet, this slick and this tight with a man.
Then I felt a ticking sensation on my inner thighs and then my swollen pussy lips and realized I had taken all of him and was feeling his wiry hairs brushing my skin. Uncle John let my nipple slip from his lips and looked up at me with amazement and gratitude. "I've never been completely inside a woman before – Betty's too small and wouldn't let me try..." He stopped speaking even as his voice faded and his lips continued to move until I leaned in and kissed him, finding his tongue with mine to dance and curl around each other.
We remained almost motionless, gently rocking together, me impaled on my uncle's cock as we kissed, his hands caressing my breasts and my hands lovingly stroking his back. I was in heaven. His body felt so right...so perfect...so meant to be, against my flesh and in my flesh – the tremendous pleasure coursing through us making our bodies slick with sweat and the stickiness and slickness just adding to our sinful delight.
When finally, after what seemed like an almost eternal soul kiss, Uncle John again shifted his attentions to my breasts, his tongue finding my other swollen nipple and teasing it, his teeth nipping at it playfully. As he nursed at my breasts, I drew my knees up, getting the soles of my feet flat against the cushions of the sofa. I began to move, short, slow movements – my cunt flesh clinging tightly to my uncle's thick shaft, making every fraction of an inch of movement generating enormous pleasure – pleasure so intense I could barely stand to move, and yet, I had to – I had to find out how much sweet ecstasy I could endure.
With each up and down motion, Uncle John's cock became slicker and we moved more easily. He was still wedged tight in my pussy, taking my breath away each time I bottomed out, feeling his swollen head touching places never before pleasured. I began to cry, the joy of his cock was so sweet. "I love your cock, Uncle John!" I sobbed. I love your cock inside me! Oh, Uncle John, I love you!"
My cries evolved into moans as the pleasure welled inside me and then I was aflame with carnal ecstasy and I rode my uncle hard as orgasm swelled up inside me and tore me apart from within. My world centered down on the huge, pleasure making dick inside me and I bounced and wiggled on it, reveling in being impaled on such a lovely cock.
Uncle John kept busy trying to keep his lips wrapped around my nipples. His rough hands squeezed my breasts together and his lips slathered across my quaking tits and around my blood swollen nipples and he made me cum harder every time he paused to bit on them, his teeth eliciting electrifying pain and pleasure as he nipped at the little hard nubs.
My feet slipped off the cushions and I went to my knees atop my uncle's long, thick erection, the force of my drop driving him even deeper than before, almost taking my breath away. The pleasure was so intense, I tried to resume riding him, but I was almost helpless with an orgasmic seizure, jerking and writhing as I screamed, "I fucking love you, Uncle John!"
His lips tugged at a throbbing nipple, stretching it and then letting it fly loose from his mouth's grip and then my uncle's eyes began to widen and his hands went to my waist and pulled me down, impaling me completely on his cock as he groaned happily and said, :"I love you too, my sweet Melissa!"
Through the fog of pleasure, I gasped then as I felt deep inside me, the head of my uncle's cock begin to swell and then I was screaming until I was hoarse as pure, raw pleasure exploded within me as he flooded my cunt with his smoking hot semen.
Pleasure built on pleasure and took me to the pinnacle of ecstasy as my orgasm surged and expanded. Uncle John's lips found mine and we kissed again, forbidden pleasure wracking us from our toes to the tops of our heads. My heart pulsed wildly in rhythm with the explosions of orgasmic delight that both buffeted us about like rag dolls and yet seemed to keep us locked into place.
I felt light-headed and then I was lost in a place without shape and form, but was filled and consumed with lovely pleasure, my uncle's voice whispering gently from everywhere, "I love you, my sweet, sweet, Melissa.
When I came to myself again, I was sprawled atop my uncle, somehow naked as he was, both of us lying length wise on the sofa and when I began to move, discovering that Uncle John's cock was still wedged inside me. Uncle John was stroking my hair and when I raised my head from his chest, he smiled and said, "Are you back, Melissa? I thought I might've killed you there."
I sighed and rested my head back on his chest, hearing now the strong pounding of his heart. "Maybe you did, but your love and this lovely thing," I flexed my pussy muscles and almost passed back out, "This lovely, huge thing, brought me back."
I managed to get my lips up and pressed to his and we kissed softly and slowly. For a while, we were both content to just lie there, but I knew time was passing us by and although I regretted to feel it, I didn't object when he slid his hands along my hips and began to lift me up.
"Oh FUCK!" I moaned as pleasure nearly took me away again, so intense was the sensation of feeling his still swollen cock slowly worm its way out of my well fucked pussy. Finally, his now semi-erect cock eased out of me and slapped his thigh with a wet plop. I swung my legs and slid across his thigh as I made to stand up, but my knees were too shaky to hold me and I went down on my knees on the carpeted floor and found my mouth just inches from Uncle John's cock.
I found a huge smear of semen and pussy juices across Uncle John's thigh from where I had moved and then stared in awe at his still mostly erect cock, coated thickly with his sperm and cream from my pussy. The aroma of semen and cunt hung thickly in the air and as inhaled, I again wanted my uncle so bad it almost hurt.
It also made me hungry and with a naughty smile, I said, "Uncle John, you're a mess. Let me clean you up!"
Feeling absolutely wicked, I leaned over and lapped up the smears of cum and my juices on my uncle's thigh as he grew wide-eyed. When I finished and slowly ran my tongue up his leg and then took his cum soaked cock in my mouth, he breathed in an awed voice, "Oh my, Melissa!"
Opening wide, I engulfed his semi-erect cock, loving the taste and feel of his cock made sticky and slick by our mixed fluids. His strong semen mixed well with the tanginess of my pussy creams – the two complementing each other to produce a unique and delicious taste. I took all of him into my mouth, letting my lips brush his pubic hairs before I slowly began to suck as I withdrew, literally vacuuming his cock clean of cum.
"Oh my God," Uncle John stammered again and again, his hips twitching and his fingers scratching at the fabric of the sofa as I slathered my tongue up and around his sensitive flesh – taking him to that place where pleasure borders pain where one is almost unable to endure the ecstasy coursing through their body.
"You taste so good," I gasped during one of the few times I let Uncle John's cock slip from between my lips. "I can't get enough of this big dick!"
My uncle quivered and shook like I was hitting him with a cattle probe – pleasure overloading his nervous system. I sucked and slurped and rejoiced as he gradually stiffened again, his penis swelling back into its greatest glory. Uncle John stared down at me and mumbled in awe, "Melissa – you have such a fine mouth. Lord God, I love you, girl."
I took all of him and then slowly let him go, working my tongue hard as I let him slip from my mouth. "Just sit back, Uncle John and let me love you some more,"
I climbed up on the sofa and knelt between his legs, my fingers wrapped around his spit slick cock the whole time, stroking him. As my breasts hung down and scrapped his ankles, I took him into my mouth again, feeling so alive and happy.
Little blue pill or not, the fact that I'd gotten my fifty-five year old uncle hard three times within an hour or two did wonders for my self-esteem. I felt more alive and attractive and sexy than I had in many a year. I didn't know if this would be a one time deal or if I would be able to suck and fuck my Uncle John for years to come, but I was determined to give him the blowjob of his life.
I took my time sucking his cock, allowing my tongue to explore and taste every square inch of his big dick, loving slathering my tongue over the head, rolling under the ridges of his helmet, fluttering my tongue over his piss slit before slowly taking him deep in my, feeling that pulsating, swollen head wedge itself deep in my throat, smelling my pussy and his semen in his short hairs – the scent reviving in my minds our wondrous fuck earlier – the finest lovemaking I had ever experienced.
My long blonde hair, now sweaty and tangled from fucking, tickled his thighs as my nipples, so hard for so long that they were painful in a sinfully sweet way, teased his ankles. My pussy ached with desire and the brutal fucking it had just endured and part of me ached to fuck him again, but I wanted to please him more than anything and I vowed that there would be more occasion for us to make love and that there would be times I would keep myself impaled on Uncle John's long, thick cock all day long! For now, I would show him how well his little niece sucked cock.
Twice I felt my uncle begin to tense up in anticipation of cumming, and twice I eased off, holding his cock tight, letting him calm down before I would again lavish love on his cock with my tongue and mouth. I find all his sweet spots – the ones that made him moan and quiver and maybe revealed a few new ones to him as well, judging by his surprised gasps.
Uncle John's fingers became intertwined in my hair and when he began to tense up again and I again moved to let him calm down, he said in a ragged voice, "No, Melissa – can't take it anymore! I gotta cum or your sweet mouth is gonna kill me!" As he spoke, he used his grip in my hair to keep my mouth on him. I stared up at him and gave him a loving look even as I began to bob my head up and down faster, swirling my tongue more aggressively around the throbbing head of his cock.



"Oh-oh-oh, YESSSSSSS!" my uncle bellowed, thrusting his pelvis upwards. His mammoth cock actually seemed to swell as his hot seed erupted from his balls. I felt his hands relax in the tresses of my hair and I had a wicked impulse and as I felt the first heavy burst of hot semen explode into my mouth, I moved back and let him slip from my lips, receiving the tail end of that first massive ejaculation splatter across my lips and chin.
"Cum on my face, Uncle John!" I moaned as I stroked his cock.
Uncle John cried out, "Melissa!" as he kept cumming, showering my face with his thick, amazingly still heavy load. Long streamers of hot sperm landed on my chin, across the bridge of my nose, my forehead and my cheeks. His jism felt so good slowly running down my skin, feeling like a healing cream. As his ejaculations began to fade, I began scooping up globs of semen that were about to drip off my face, letting him know just how much I enjoyed his cum as I sucked fingers clean with smacking lips. What I didn't eat, I rubbed into my skin, convinced it had restorative powers.
Finally, I slithered my way up his body, letting my breasts slide along his sweat soaked body so I could kiss him. Our kisses were passionate and short as Uncle John gasped for breath. I held him tight, relishing the safe feeling that fell over me as he wrapped his arms around my naked body – memories rose of this wonderful man carrying me safely out of that old factory merging with the present. I sighed happily.
"Thank you, Uncle John," I whispered. "Thank you for always being here for me."
"I – I should be thanking you, Melissa. This was...wow, I never knew it could be so...so..."
"Good? Awesome? Wonderful?" I offered up. I brushed my lips against his. "Uncle John, tell me this is just the beginning. Tell me you'll be my lover forever."
My uncle smiled at me and kissed me. "Whenever, however we can, Melissa. I know it's wrong...that we might be going to hell, but I want this...I doubt I can ever give it up."
I sighed and said, "I know. I never imagined I could feel like this." I lifted my head so I could look into his eyes. "I know I can't give this...you up. I love you, Uncle John."
My uncle's eyes misted up and he said, "I love you, Melissa. I always have, but now more than I can understand."
His heartfelt words – the raw passion there touched me and made me feel more loved and important than ever before and I knew that we were entering into a new life, one that made everything else that was gray and blah tolerable.
We took a shower together, lovingly soaping each other up and I knelt again at his feet and gave him several minutes of a loving blowjob which I think he enjoyed being still so sensitive, but after having cummed three times for me earlier, my fifty-five year old uncle was spent and we finished by simply holding each other for a long time until the hot water ran out.
We drove back to his and Aunt Betty's house in relative silence, so much like that first time after I'd run away, his arm around me, making me feel safe and loved. We pulled off the road just shy of their driveway to share one all too brief kiss and then we were switching places before finishing the drive.
Aunt Betty was in the yard, watering flowers. I apologized for keeping Uncle John so long, "He's been helping me take care of things around the house," I explained, hoping she didn't hear how I felt about her husband in my voice.
My aunt just grinned and gave him a look as he climbed out of my car. "Well, he does have his uses from time to time. You just give us a shout anytime you need him, Missy. Now, you'll be coming over Sunday so we can crochet some more, right?"
I nodded and said, "I can't wait."
She smiled and reached over and patted my arm resting on the window edge. "You're a good niece, Missy."
She turned and returned to her flowers while I put the car into gear. Uncle John smiled at me and blew me a silent kiss before calling out, "See you soon, Melissa."
As I drove down the driveway, I saw him standing there watching me in the rear view. I gave him a little wave, not feeling sad or unhappy, but leaving with a warm glow in my heart and between my thighs, his last words echoing in my head, words that were a promise and a beginning to something wonderful...for both of us.
The End
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"You're coming to the Halloween Party, John?" Mom asked me, looking over her cup of coffee with skeptical eyes.
I nodded and said, "I can't wait, Mom! Bethany said we could hook up there! It's taken me five months to wear her down, but Bethany Rollins and I are finally gonna get our thang on!"
Mom laughed and tried not to choke after taking another sip of coffee. She set her cup down and reached across the kitchen table and took my hand in hers. As it always did, there was something akin to a minute electric shock as her skin touched mine and I felt something shiver deep within me, something I could feel down in my bones and between my legs as well...something I shouldn't maybe be thinking about my own mom, but what are you gonna do?
"Well, I'm happy for you, Don Juan, but remember, Bethany is an older woman and things...well, things get strange at Davy Riggs' parties."
"Well, shit, Mom. I hope so. I'm nineteen. We like things strange at nineteen!"
Mom rolled her eyes as she stood up and moved her plate and coffee mug to the sink. As she moved around, getting ready to leave for work, I watched her with an appreciative eye. She was my mother, but as I'd told her, I was nineteen!
Mom, at age forty-three was a spectacular looking woman. Tall and slender, standing five-nine in her stocking feet with large breasts and a tight butt from many evenings of exercise bikes and yoga. Mom wore her bleached blonde hair short and reminded a lot of people of that gorgeous woman who'd played the hot, blonde Borg on that Star Trek show. Usually wearing business outfits and dresses that emphasized her long, toned legs and her thirty-eight D breasts, Mom drew more than her fair share of admirers...her son, chief among them.
My father had never married Mom, having slipped out of town two days after she told him I was pregnant. She'd been working for Davy Riggs even then as had my dad, but he couldn't handle the "settling down and raising a family" scene and had split. Last we heard, he was an overweight surfer bum doing minimum wage at some pop stand on the Pacific coast.
Mom and I hadn't really missed him and I was proud that she'd raised me all by herself. As a result, we were closer than most mother and sons and with Mom's liberal ways, we were in a way, more intimate than most sons and mothers. I don't mean we had sex (I wish), but we were very casual and frank with each other. Mom didn't strut around naked, but wasn't shy or modest either and since the day she'd set me down when I was eleven and did the "birds and bees" talk, the topic of sex wasn't taboo.
Mom had never remarried, but she hadn't taken a vow of chastity either. She'd had her share of lovers, a few who'd spent time with us, but mostly her love life had been conducted outside the house. Still, Mom never had tried to hide the fact when she was going out to hit the singles scene, often dressed in drop dead sexy outfits (skin tight jeans and tops, often with very revealing necklines or in slinky little black dresses), and would answer my non too innocent inquiries of "How was your night, Mom?" with a nasty smile and a dick hardening "Meow," when she would return looking a little weary or disheveled.
Yes, Mom has been a common subject of my masturbatory fantasies, but more importantly, she was my ultimate confidant, often guiding my efforts to get better acquainted with the opposite sex -- efforts that so far had produced my fair share of sweaty fumbling in the back seat of my car at the drive-in or behind my old high school or in some young lady's dorm room.
I had higher hopes with Bethany Robbins -- an older woman of twenty-three who worked at Riggs' Publishing, where Mom and I both worked. One may or may not recognize the name Davy Riggs, but everyone has read some of his publications. You can find them all through the city, housed in garishly colored boxes stacked next to newspaper vending machines on street corners or in wire baskets at the exits of grocery stores.
Davy has built an empire out of various publications that cover local community news, entertainment news, classified papers and various publications of ill repute as well as his Free Press newspaper -- "The Eye of the City," that had won several awards over the years for honest reporting. All were free publications, his money made from the incredible amount of advertising that appears in each paper. Even in these days of the Internet, it's amazing how people still love their rags that cover the local Women's Gardening Club, this week's garage sales, and the almost seemingly infinite number of escort services that operate in the city.
Mom worked her way up from being a secretary twenty-two years ago to today being in charge of the advertising department, the name of Chelsea Hall being well respected throughout the business. My hopeful love, Bethany worked in layout and while I studied towards a journalism degree at City College, I worked as an office gopher and delivery man. Three days a week, I'm out in the wee hours of the morning filling those ugly boxes with Davy's various publications. The rest of the time, I'm doing whatever scut work needs to be done and learning the various operations of the business, which is how I met Bethany.
Bethany is a short, zaftig dynamo of sexy woman, with long brown hair, lovely green eyes and a figure that as Mom puts it, is all "tits and ass." We seemed to have hit it off since I first got hired about seven months ago. We've had coffee a few times, did a movie or two and even made out one night back at the end of September. She's been involved with a guy and has been in the process of breaking up and well...I'm not sure its love, but it's definitely lust with a whole lot of like mixed in!
I was thinking of Bethany while appreciating Mom's slightly swaying butt, currently covered by a short and tight black skirt, not noticing Mom's question until she snapped her fingers and said, "Hey, horndog...eyes up here."
I felt myself blushing as I raised my eyes to meet Mom's amused gaze. "I'm sorry, Mom, what did you ask me?"
I asked if you knew what you're wearing to the party?"
I shrugged and said, "Not sure...thinking about either a gladiator or maybe something from Star Wars."
Mom rolled her eyes again. "You and Star Wars -- well, you better get on it -- the party's a week away and the pickings at the stores gets pretty slim, pretty quick this time of year." Mom picked up her purse and slinging it over her shoulder, said, "Don't be late to classes, honey."
She blew me a kiss and headed for the door, but paused as she opened it and looked back at me. "Are you sure you want to come to Davy's Halloween party? You're awfully young to be attending."
I puffed up my chest and pretended to be offended. "Young? Why, I'm almost twenty years old!"
Mom smirked and replied, "Like I said...young!"
She started to turn away but stopped when I called after her. "Hey, Mom -- what are you wearing to the party?"
My mother grinned sneakily and said, "Well, if I told you, it would ruin the surprise."
I licked my lips and said teasingly, "Well, you know, its like you said, Davy's parties get kinda...weird. Don't want to mistake you for someone else...accidents happen you know."
Mom stood stock still while she stared at me -- an odd and piercing expression of her face as if she was considering the implications of my statement. Finally, she gave me a devastating smile and said in a slightly husky voice, "In your dreams, son."
#
Over the next few days I considered what Mom had meant about Davy Riggs' parties being kind of weird. Davy was considered a bit of a hedonist, never having quite abandoned the nineteen sixties of his youth. Back in the eighties, he had bought a rundown old mansion that had reputedly been built by a gangster back in Prohibition days. It was a huge, rambling structure -- with a massive basement that had been used to brew bootleg beer and with many, many bedrooms.
Mom had over the years, painted a pretty lurid picture of his parties, especially at Halloween and Christmas. Lots of booze, lots of pot and lots of letting loose of one's inhibitions or "swinging" as Mom put it. Having sex in shadowy corners and in the many convenient bedrooms wasn't frowned upon, but rather enthusiastically encouraged. I couldn't wait! My favorite jerking off fantasy for the last week had been me balling Bethany while a crowd of people cheered us on. Sometimes, the cheers were led by my sexy Mom and I have to admit, I cum all the harder when Mom's part of the fantasy.
I wished I had taken her warnings about a costume more seriously. After learning from Bethany that she planned to come as Wonder Woman, I scoured the better shops for a Superman or Batman outfit, but they were cleaned out. I'd have settled for Captain America or Spiderman, but struck out on those as well. They did have a Wolverine outfit left, but it just looked stupid. They were out of my fall back ideas as well -- not a Darth Vader to be seen and I just flat out refused to be Boba Fett. At that point, my options seemed pretty limited and in the end, I walked out of the store, feeling somewhat chagrined for settling for a cowboy/gunslinger outfit, but looking kind of like the Lone Ranger was still a lot better than Boba Fett!
#
I stepped out of my car and looked up at Davy Riggs' home with a sense of awe. Loud music made the old early twentieth century mansion almost seem to throb with energy. Costumed revelers were dancing and moving across the large front yard. I tugged on my tight fitting leather pants, adjusted my gun belt and made sure that my holster was tied down against my thigh, the weight of the prop Colt 45 feeling oddly reassuring. I slipped my black mask on and adjusted my ten gallon Stetson hat and strutted up the steps towards the huge and open front doors, feeling my face burn a little as semi drunk people called out "Hi Yo Silver, Lone Ranger," or "Howdy John Wayne" or "Where the hell is Tonto, Kemo Sabe?"
I consoled myself that I didn't look any sillier than anyone else as a scantily clad Betty Boop bounced off me, being pursued by a maniacally laughing Robin Hood, as I entered the mansion. Inside things looked like an insane asylum with characters out of history danced frenetically with movie icons, comic book heroes and fairy tale characters. Marijuana smoke hung over the room, its sweet scent contributing to the surreal quality of the place. Standing on a stage was our benefactor, Davy Riggs, singing off key with the band as they covered old "Eagles'" tunes. That he was in a Bugs Bunny outfit seemed to make perfect sense as he crooned, "Life in the Fast Lane." His short height of maybe five foot, three inches and his Beatle mop top gray hair somehow actually helped improve his costume.
A rough looking bartender dressed as Raggedy Ann asked me my pleasure and then proceeded to hand me a large plastic cup when I told him I wanted a beer. I tried to identify people I knew, but between the fever dream atmosphere and their outfits, it was mostly impossible. I looked for Bethany, knowing she was supposed to be dressed as Wonder Woman, but saw no sign of her.
I thought I recognized one of Mom's coworkers as Davy and his band broke into a slower number. She was wearing Princess Leia's bikini outfit and was doing a slow, dirty dance with another woman with long and straight black hair, wearing some sort of Egyptian Cleopatra headdress and a gold gown that was nearly sheer and clung to her body like a second skin. I felt my cock twitch in response to her long, lovely body that was nearly nude under that shimmering, transparent gold cloth and the very sapphic performance they were putting on as the Egyptian goddess ran her hands upwards to cup Princess Leia's tits. The golden facemask that covered most of her face just added to her exoticness.
I soon became aware that people were losing their inhibitions all around me. As I wandered about, I saw couples and sometimes groups in corners or on broad couches, making out, undoing clothing, breasts and cocks and pussies displayed openly as they were groped or stroked. In one corner, Marie Antoinette was going down on Richard Nixon who was flashing his victory sign at everyone who was passing by and ogling the French monarch's blowjob.
I began asking people if they had seen Bethany or Wonder Woman. Most shook their heads or offered me a toke on a joint or another beer. One middle aged woman smoking a cigar and dressed as J. Edgar Hoover snorted and yanked open her suit jacket to flash me with the biggest tits I'd ever seen in my life -- huge, hanging udders with nipples the size of my thumb. "I betcha these are a wonder, Kemo Sabe!" she hooted before a laughing George Washington buried his face between her massive breasts.
Finally, as I was asking my second Marilyn Monroe about Brittany, she giggled and said, "Yeah, she's a cutie. Now where did I see her?" Marilyn spun around, scanning the room, her movement causing her famous white dress to rise up, revealing to me and everyone around us that she wasn't wearing panties and that she had the hairiest pussy I'd ever seen. "Oh! There she is, cowboy!" Marilyn squealed, drawing my attention away from her brownish-red muff.
I followed her pointing finger and my heart and cock jumped with joy as I spotted Brittany, looking sexy and voluptuous in a Wonder Woman outfit climbing the broad staircase that centered the large room. She was bracketed by a man and a woman dressed like those grim farmers from that painting, American Gothic." I yelled, "Hey, Bethany," but over the din of the party, she never heard me.
As she disappeared into the crowd upstairs, I began pushing my way through the horde of partygoers towards the stairs. By the time I made the top of the stairs, Bethany was nowhere to be seen. The crowd thinned out as I walked down a hallway lined with doors. Stragglers lingered here and there, but none of them were Bethany. I followed the corridor as it made a right turn and then another and then another and then another until I found myself back by the staircase.
I sighed as I looked down at the mass of costumed folks below me partying. I didn't see Bethany anywhere and I decided to peek in some of the rooms, now feeling a sense of unease deep inside me. As I retraced my steps, I asked those hanging out in the hallway if they'd seen Wonder Woman. Most shook their heads no, but a woman dressed up as Sarah Palin and sitting on the lap of a large, muscular African American man wearing a diaper, nodded and pointed on down the hall, gasping as her friend's hand wriggled underneath her short skirt, "Oh yeah -- check out that last door on the left 'fore ya turn the corner, betcha find her there."
I hurried on down the hallway and came to a stop before the door. I wasn't sure about the proper etiquette, but considering the open sexual behavior of folks I'd already seen, I wasn't sure that there was any. With a trembling hand, I gently opened the door up and then moaned, although whether in frustration or arousal, I wasn't sure.
The room was dimly lit, but not so poorly that I couldn't see what was going on in there. Bethany was on her hands and knees, her star spangled trunks twisted around one ankle and her large tits spilling out over her golden breastplate. Behind her was the skinny grim faced man from American Gothic, only his face was conveying great pleasure -- I suddenly recognized him as Ed, the head mechanic for the company's truck fleet. He had his pants off and was thrusting what appeared to be a slender, but long cock in and out of Bethany's surprisingly hairy pussy while she licked the cunt of the woman from American Gothic, her severe black dress undone and spread wide to reveal the thin body of a mature woman with firm, apple size breasts.
Bethany's head was bobbing up and down as she lapped at the woman's wet and glistening cunt and the room was filled by the ecstatic sighs of the woman and the muffled groans of the girl I had hoped to make groan myself. I felt a pang of great disappointment as I watched someone else fuck the latest girl of my dreams. I felt more than a pang of arousal as I watched the latest girl of my dreams fuck and lick others with abandoned.
I knew that I probably shouldn't stand there like a pervert and watch others happily fucking and it occurred to me that maybe I should leave -- maybe go back downstairs and get shitfaced or maybe just go home in defeat, but I stood there with a massive erection in my tight leather pants, unable to not watch someone else fuck the girl I had hoped to fuck.
I'm not sure how long I actually stood there, lost in my own little voyeuristic world when I suddenly felt a soft body press into my back and in my ear came a leering whisper, "Now that's a sexy bunch of fuckers."
I started to turn and found myself looking into a golden face mask, bright blue eyes peering at me. It was the woman in the Ancient Egyptian outfit. I shivered as I felt my arm brush against her body, rubbing against her soft, full breast, a hard nipple almost snagging against my shirt sleeve.
As I moved, she slid an arm around my waist and snuggled up and in a whisper that dripped sex, she purred, "I'm Cleopatra, but you can call me Cleo. What's your name, stud?" Along with the sexy tone of her voice, I caught the strong aroma of bourbon.
It took a moment for my brain to catch up with my mouth, but finally when I moved my lips, sound began to emerge and I managed to stammer, "Um...I...um, John -- my name is John."
Cleo's lips curved into a slight smile and as she trailed a hand up my arm and stroked my cheek. "Well, Cowboy John, I know it's a lot of fun watching people fuck," she said softly. Grinding her body against mine, her pelvis rubbing against my erection, "I can tell you like it, but..." She tugged my hat playfully and then ran her fingers down my chest, nails slowly clawing at my shirt. "But, it's a lot more fun being one of the ones who are actually fucking!"
She leaned into me, her breasts spreading out against my chest as she stood up on tip toe and whispered in my ear, "Are you interested, cowboy?" Her tongue flicked out and licked the shell of my ear. Cleo eased herself down and slid a hand down from my chest to palm my crotch. "How about it, John?" she said so softly, I could barely hear her. "It's Halloween after all. I can be your trick or I can be your treat. You want to fuck me, stud?"
She stepped back and turned and walked away slowly, strutting sexily towards the corner, her long, lithe body wrapped tightly in shimmering gold silk that was so sheer she might have well as been nude.. Her slender legs emerged from beneath her gown, made even shapelier by the four inch high heels that ended in straps around her trim ankles. She turned and looked over her shoulder at me, her long, black hair swirling as she did and then crooked a finger at me to follow.
As she disappeared around the corner, I began to follow, not sparing Bethany and her friends a single backwards glance. Around the corner, I found Cleo standing in a doorway, posing provocatively, twisting her body to emphasize one full breast tight against the fabric of her gown, swollen nipple threatening to burst free. She smiled again and stepped into my arms as I approached.
She lifted her head slightly and pressed her lips against mine. My heart began to pound wildly as I felt a tangible shock course though my body, my cock throbbing with excitement as her tongue slipped into my mouth. Our tongues dueled as she steered us into the empty room and kicked the door shut.



Cleo broke the kiss, but her tongue stayed busy as she began to kiss and lick at my throat and then my chest as she yanked my shirt open, buttons flying across the room as she nuzzled my bare chest, her tongue drawing circles around my pebble hard nipples while her hands slipped lower, caressing the thick bulge in my pants. I moaned as she slowly sank on her haunches to squat before me, looking out of her mask at me.
She slipped my Colt 45 out of the holster and ran the barrel along her cheek. "Mmmm, I like big guns, John," she cooed softly before slipping the barrel of the pistol between her lips and slowly sucking on it, taking it all the way to the cylinder before letting it slide from her luscious lips. Looking up at me as she then palmed my crotch, she whispered, "Does my big, bad cowboy stud have another six shooter hidden somewhere?"
Cleo undid my gunbelt and then unsnapped my leather pants. She began to tug, laughing a bit as I had to help her skin the tight fitting pants off me. With a big yank, my pants dropped to my ankles and my cock sprung free, slapping my Egyptian goddess on the cheek. "Oh, John...that's a big fucking gun," she sighed, wrapping her fingers around it.
The strange woman stroked my erection for a few moments and then looked up at me with a strangely familiar mischievous smile. "What can Cleo do for you, stud?" she whispered throatily, her lips scant inches from the head of my cock, her warm breath thrilling me.
"Oh wow...can you, would you suck me...suck my cock, Cleo?"
"Can do, cowboy," she whispered and then I was groaning as she wrapped her lips around my penis and began to lick and suck me. Now, I'd managed to be on the receiving end of a few sloppy blowjobs during my last year of high school and in my time at college, and while there's no such thing as a bad blowjob, I quickly became aware that Cleo was a master cocksucker. Her lips applied the absolute perfect amount of pressure while her tongue did absolute unbelievable things as it swirled around the head of my cock
Her brilliant blue eyes never left my face, peering through her mask, measuring my reactions as she sucked and sucked and licked and slowly took more of me in her mouth and then slowly released my cock, her tongue dragging sweetly along my shaft as I slipped from her lips. Cleo kissed the tip of my cock, her lips smearing with my precum and whispered, "That's a big cock, stud." She licked her lips, smacking them as she tasted my fluids and added, "I like your cock!" Then her mouth was on me again and I was moaning as she slid inch after inch into her mouth until the head of my cock was nuzzling her tonsils and her lips felt soft against the hairy base of my erect penis.
Then without warning, my body shook and quivered as my balls jerked and prepared to shoot. "I'm gonna cu-..." I managed to say, trying to pull out, but she made a muffled noise that indicated refusal and then I was cumming, my knees suddenly so weak, I could barely stand. Cleo hummed her approval as I filled her mouth with hot, thick semen, feeling her tongue gathering it up. She continued to suck me as she swallowed and fed on my spunk, urging me to empty my load.
I felt dizzy and looked around to see where the bed was as finally after what seemed to be the longest ejaculation of my life came to a close. Cleo let me slip from her mouth, tongue rolling over her luscious lips to scoop up my sperm smeared across them. She had her hand on my slowly shrinking cock and was firmly masturbating me now, her thumb running over the tip, sending almost painful quivers of pleasure through me.
"Now don't you get soft on me, stud," Cleo hissed, "We're just getting started." She somehow began to steer me backwards, her following on her knees, still stroking my cock and showering it with little licks and kisses. By the time the back of my knees hit the bed, I was absolutely stiff again.
Cleo let me go and pushed me back on the bed, rising to her feet as she did so. She did something to her gown and it suddenly split open down the front and spread wide, still anchored to a jeweled collar, but revealing sumptuous breasts with hard, swollen nipples and between her legs, a shaved pussy, bald and gleaming with arousal. It was my first time seeing in real life, a completely bare vagina and I gazed at it in wonder, marveling over her long, thick labia, juices pouring from her glistening pink flesh. "Just lay back, cowboy -- I'm going to fuck you like you never dreamed possible!"
The room seemed to spin as I clambered my way back onto the bed, letting my head fall on the pillow as I stretched out, my cock standing straight up, waving happily in the air. Cleo followed me, straddling me as she began singing, "Save a horse, ride a cowboy," a song I recognized because Mom listened to the band that recorded it -- an image of her boogying in the living room while the song blared from the DVD speakers flashed through my mind.
I felt my cock swell as thoughts of Mom passed through my mind, but then I was distracted as Cleo maneuvered herself so that her pussy lips brushed the head of my cock, kissing it sweetly and leaving it smeared with her heavily flowing cream. She shifted a little and I felt her labia enveloped the crown of my cock and she hesitated as if unsure to continue. "You are so big, John," she said, breathlessly and then as I involuntarily flexed my hips and slipped a little more of myself up into her, Cleo moaned, "Oh my!"
Her pussy felt like sweet liquid flame, tight and slick and softer than anything imaginable. "Mmmmmm, John, I love how you feel inside me!" she crooned in a strained voice as she slowly let her knees spread and impaled herself on my cock. My hands came to rest on the little swell of her hips below her waist and to my amazement, she reached down and took my hands and drew them up, slipping along her soft skin, suddenly becoming slick with sweat until I was palming her full, meaty breasts.
Cleo moaned her approval as my palms teased her swollen nipples while she ground her bald flesh against my coarse pubic hair. Her lower lip hung open and her tongue peeked out several times as she seemed to gently vibrate on my cock. "Yeah, pinch 'em, stud," she hissed as I began to pull and tug on her swollen nipples, feeling the blood pulse through them as I twisted them.
She drew her long and shapely legs up to squat on my cock and slowly began to piston up and down on my long, throbbing cock. Her calf muscles bulged with effort as she slowly slid upwards, her fiery, slick flesh somehow clinging to my shaft as she moved. When only the head of my cock remained within her, Cleo would hesitate, her labia seeming to pulse around my sensitive flesh -- kissing and sucking my cock until with great restraint, she began slowly sliding back down, enveloping my erect penis in the steamy wet flesh of her glove tight pussy.
The room became thick with the sweet and powerful scent of our sweat and wet pussy, our panting and groans echoing in the large, high ceiling room. I was lost in a sexual fog, reveling in this woman who expertly rode me, fucking me fast, fucking me slow, and flooding my senses with incredible ecstatic pleasure.
We seemed to be transported into a world where only we two existed and where our carnal desires seemed to expand and grow as Cleo rode me and rode me, her pussy seeming to tighten around my throbbing cock, bringing me close to the edge of another orgasm and then adjusting just enough to let me calm down so she could ride me upwards towards yet another peak.
Suddenly we were snapped back into reality as a woman cried out in a slurred and excited voice, "I found her -- she's fucking a big-dick cowboy!" Cleo paused in middle of her downward motion, three quarters of my aching penis buried in her pussy as we both turned and looked at the doorway.
Leaning against the doorjamb was the tall Princess Leia that had been dancing with Cleo earlier -- I think her name was Helen. One breast had slipped free of the metallic bikini top and several strands of long blonde hair had gotten loose of her wig.
A black woman staggered up dressed as the mid 1980s Tina Turner and slipped a hand around Helen/Leia's waist, her eyes widening as she stared at us. Her short miniskirt was hiked up high and her pussy winked at us as she moved and shifted. My heart began to pound harder and I felt my cock throb even more as I recognized her as Betty Daniels, Mom's assistant. "Omigod, Chels! That boy's got a really big cock!"
Helen leaned into the room, almost toppling over before righting herself, her other breast slipping free of her bikini! "You're gonna share that cock with us, aren't you, Chelsea!"
I felt the world begin to tilt and slide away from me as I felt the waves of utter shock rock my world. Shocking because I was getting the greatest fuck of my life in front of two women who had been guests in my house and whom I had known since I was a little kid, but even more because it hit me that the woman who was fucking me was my own mother!
Part of me felt like an idiot for not knowing and part of me felt like I'd known all along -- the twinges of familiarity and that suddenly recognizable shock when we first touched -- that certain physical reaction I had known and enjoyed all my life. I waited for my world to implode around me, but I got an even greater shock as Cleo...Mom, snarled over her shoulder, "Go find your own cock -- this one is all mine!" And as if to emphasize her claim, Mom began to piston up and down on my cock with a vengeance.
Helen and Betty cackled with glee and yelled out catcalls and teasing remarks that mostly consisted of, "You selfish bitch...slut...big enough cock for lots of pussies."
Mom shook her head, her black tresses swirling around her and her breasts bouncing around as she replied, "This cowboy's all mine. Maybe I'll let you lick his jizz out of my pussy later. Now, piss off!"
The women hooted some more as Mom turned her back on them and began riding me hard, her fingers raking my chest as she fucked me and muttered, "Gimme that cock, stud. It belongs to me!" Mom had my full attention now and I guess Helen and Betty wandered off in search of their own cocks to fuck.
My mind raced madly as I tried to process the fact that my own mother was fucking me while she was in fact, actually fucking me, riding my throbbing dick with a vengeance. I felt silly and thrilled at the same time. One of my wildest fantasies come true and I tried to revel in it while wondering how I had managed to not recognize my own mother.
It was hard to do in retrospect. Maybe the long, black hair had helped fool me -- maybe it was the golden mask which covered most of her face. One the other hand, I wasn't exactly a stranger to seeing Mom semi-naked...her magnificent tits I should have recognized immediately, having masturbated over them so often.
Then of course, there was the question of whether or not Mom knew it was her son's cock she was sliding up and down on, her pussy tight and oh, so slick as she massaged her way up and down my hard dick. I was wearing a Lone Ranger style mask, but that was it in the way of concealment. I was sure she was at least a little drunk and maybe that kept her from realizing she was fucking her son's brains out.
In the end, hormones won over any scrap of old-fashioned morality and I just went with the moment, savoring the long dreamt of experience of having my cock deep inside the place I had come from. Although my experience was limited, I recognized that there was something special about fucking Mom. Maybe it was her obvious skill and enthusiasm that made this more than frantic and sloppy fumbling in the back seat of a car or in someone's dorm room, maybe it was that there is truly something special about incest that transcends normal sex.
Whatever the case was, I hoped it would never stop and for long minutes, I didn't think it would. Mom's splendid blowjob earlier had served to take the edge of a young man's need to cum and now I had the luxury of savoring the sweet sensations of my mother's cunt working my cock. Mom's actions became more frenetic until she began to moan loudly and then she sank slowly down the length of my cock, her body beginning to shake and then her hand was on mine, forcing me to dig fingers deep into the flesh of her breast as her other hand rubbed her own face in a manner that seemed lewd beyond imagination as she went slack-jawed while her orgasm took her over, her hot juices bathing my cock.
Mom arched her back, pressing her pelvis down hard against mine, taking me a fraction deeper than before while throwing her head back and releasing a wail of sexual ecstasy that while wordless, conveyed her pleasure at being stuffed full of cock. Again and again, a shudder went through her body as bolts of pleasure ripped through her and then she was collapsing on top of me, her mouth finding mine as her meaty breasts rolled against my chest.
Our tongues danced frantically as Mom began to slowly move her hips again, resuming our incestuous dance of lust. My cock began to throb with the need to cum, but I fought against it, wanting the almost surreal delight of Mom's silky slit kissing and sucking at my cock to never end.
Mon's hands clawed at my chest as she levered herself up, a stringer of saliva extending between our parted lips until it broke and splattered against her heaving tits and my sweaty chest. Mom began to move more quickly, riding me again like a wild bronco she meant to break. My mother was a glorious vision of carnality as she bounced on my cock -- wig hair flying wildly, breasts bouncing all about, her pale skin covered in a sheen of sweat and her lips twisted in a lewd expression of utter lust and pleasure.
Again, Mom's body began to shudder as another orgasm began to rise, her movements slowing and becoming uncoordinated. "Fu-fu-fuck meeeee, John," she moaned. Give me...give your mo -- OH GOD, FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG DICK!"
Mom dropped heavily atop me, driving my cock deeper than before into her womb, her pussy tightening around my penis, soaking it with her steaming juices. Again her face went slack as she whimpered, "I'm cumming...I love your cock, John."
That was it for me -- Mom looked so beautiful in the throes of orgasm and her wet, fiery pussy felt so wonderful wrapped around my cock that I couldn't hold back and with a growl of male lust, I thrust my hips up, driving deeper into Mom's cunt and exploded, flooding her womb with jets of hot semen.
Mom's eyes widened and I wondered what she was thinking and if she realized her pussy was being filled with her son's sperm. Her body stiffened and then she seemed to go mad with passion, her body shaking in an ecstatic seizure, again collapsing atop me, her mouth a wild animal, licking and sucking its way from my neck to up and all over my face, her tongue finally intertwining with mine as we convulsed together in an incestuous orgasm.
I groaned with pleasure into her mouth as I just seemed to keep cumming, unable to recall when my own orgasm had felt so good. Finally, Mom's trembling body began to calm down, her kisses becoming softer and sweeter, reminding me of my childhood when she would lovingly shower me with little kisses all over my face. She looked into my masked eyes and whispered, "Better...better than I ever imagined," and then slipped slowly off me, her pussy releasing my weary cock with a wet, sucking noise, to collapse face down at my side.
I lay there for a few minutes, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath and get my mind around the fact that I had just been fucked and fucked well by my own mother. Almost instinctively, I reached out and took her hand in mind, feeling her fingers intertwining with mine as we had done so many times over the years, but now with so much more meaning -- touching not only as beloved mother and son, but as lovers.
I rolled over onto my side and feasted my eyes on the lovely sight of my mother, semi-conscious, relaxing in the aftermath of our incestuous orgasm. Her body almost glowed in the wake of our lovemaking, her golden gown wrap tangled up around her body, but not hiding the soft curve of her hips or the shapeliness of her legs or the swell of breasts flattening out beneath her. The long black tresses of her wig spread around her head like a halo, hiding her short, blonde hair. I had a sudden urge to rip the wig off and run my fingers through Mom's no doubt sweaty and short, blonde locks, but I didn't want to do anything that would shatter the moment.
I reached out and placed my hand on the soft skin of Mom's back -- again feeling that sweet spark that I experienced with no other woman. I slowly began to rub her back, savoring the sensation of her slick skin and when she moaned her approval, the sound of pleasure in her voice make my semi-erect cock twitch and begin to swell again.
As my cock extended in arousal, it brushed her butt cheek, again sending glimmers of sexual energy through me. My heart began to pound as an overwhelming need to be inside my mother grew within me. My hand trailed down her back and as my fingers trolled along the crack of her ass, she sighed and wiggled her toned cheeks in response. On impulse, I slid my fingers further downward until I felt her thick labia and then slick and gooey flesh as I slipped two fingers into Mom's pussy and gently stirred the load of semen and pussy juice there.
Partly muffled by the bedspread beneath her, Mom moaned, "Oh yesssss!" her lusty voice making my cock's recovery complete. The primal call of the rut overwhelmed me and I was suddenly on my knees, moving into position behind my mother and guiding her still rubbery legs apart. I took her hips in my hands, massaging her tight buttocks and then gripping her firmly, lifted her up onto her knees as she moaned with pleasure.
With her head and upper body still prone on the bed, Mom's ass was raised into the air like a submissive offering. I tilted her ass cheeks slightly to better expose her open pussy, thick streamers of my semen oozing from between her labia. I felt the head of my cock throb with need and I pressed it against her slick, swollen flesh and rammed it home, I gave a joyful howl as my cock was again enveloped by Mom's pussy, her heat and wetness bringing me joy beyond belief. Mom cried out at the same time, thrusting her hips back to meet my thrust as our bodies slapped together.
With an animalistic glee, I began to steadily fuck my mother, relishing the deliciousness of my cock sliding in and out of her clasping cunt, feeling sperm and pussy cream being worked out with each thrust. Mom, still in a swoon from our mutual orgasm, responded with instinctive movements, encouraging and welcoming each assault by my cock with happy sobs and little shifts and twists of her hips that increased the pleasure we were sharing.
I ran my hands over Mom's hips and up her back and then down again, then leaned over as I fucked her, letting my hands slide around to her belly and brush her sex before slowly making my way further down to cup her breasts, feeling her still firm breast flesh yielding as I slid my hands between the bedspread and her full breasts, nipples like hard ripe cherries, ready to burst.
We quickly built up to a fast, steady rhythm of fucking, our bodies slapping wetly together as I buried my cock in her again and again. I hugged Mom to me, lifting her up, fingers digging into her breasts as my chest and her back merged in sweaty flesh. I began to nuzzle the nape of her neck and nibble on her soft shoulders as I worked my hips to thrust into her over and over -- her sweet pussy flesh clinging hungrily to my shaft.
Mom's body responded quickly to my hard cock, her orgasm returning with a vengeance. "YESYESYES!" she sobbed repeatedly as I fucked her, feeling her heart pounding madly as her body convulsed from an overload of pleasure! I ached to call her "Mom" and see if the truth of our wondrous coupling could or would enhance the tremendous pleasure we both shared...if the knowledge of our incestuous lovemaking would make it sweeter than before, but again I feared breaking the magical spell.



As one orgasm ebbed away, I could already feel the heat and wetness of another building within her as Mom's pussy scalded my cock with fiery cunt cream and as I struggled to keep Mom locked in my embrace as she writhed with ecstasy, I felt my own need to cum again and I felt like I was trip-hammering into her pussy with my rigid, throbbing penis. My mother's pussy began to squeeze and fresh sweat broke out all over my body as pleasure beyond imagination coursed through my cock and spread outwards.
My vision was doubling and I was gasping for breath while Mom's screams of carnal pleasure climbed and then faded as her voice gave out and we began cumming together, our bodies convulsing and struggling to stay joined and struggling to pull away as incestuous gratification overwhelmed our senses. I bellowed, "I LOVE YOU!" barely restraining myself from adding the word, "Mom!" as I emptied yet another load of blistering semen into her womb, feeling as if her cunt was sucking me dry as it contracted and pulsed while milking my cock.
Then we were collapsing, me on top of my mother and then I rolled us over on our sides -- Mom's leg thrown high, my hand under her knee supporting her shapely limb, providing me access to continue to grind my crotch against her pelvis, trying to sink my long, thick dick as far inside her as possible. We quivered and shook as we gasped for air. I could Mom's heart beating wildly against my hand squeezing her breast.
"So good," Mom whispered. "Never been so good -- never imagin..." and then she began to snore, her body still shivering as my cock still pulsed inside her. I had never felt so content and complete in my life -- amazed that sex...that lovemaking could be so intense, so powerful. I never wanted it to end and my mind raced madly as I tried to think up ways to make sure this never ended and faded into sleep with only the thought of fucking my mother forever on my mind...
I dreamed of Mom, still wearing that sheer, golden gown, but now the wig was gone and so was the mask, she knelt before me as before, smiling up at me with those brilliant blue eyes as she slowly ran her tongue over my cock. She paused and said, "I love you, son!" and...
...my eyes snapped open wide. The room was now dimmer, but there was a hint of dawn coming through a window. The ever present music of the Halloween party was lessened and someone was sucking my cock. I raised my head off the pillow, expecting to see Mom. As I did, my mask slid off my face -- the elastic string that had held it on gone. I looked down, already wondering what Mom would say when she saw my face, but she wasn't there and she wasn't the one sucking my cock.
"Hi, Bethany," I said softly.
Bethany Rollins raised her head and looked up at me in the dim light, smiling. "Hey, John!" She looked like she'd had as wild a night as I had. Her dark brown hair was tangled and her makeup had run from sweating and maybe tears, but she still looked beautiful. Her large heavy breasts swayed over the top of her Wonder Woman breastplate and her tiara was askew. Where her star-spangled shorts were, I had no idea -- she appeared to be naked from the waist down.
Looking somewhat abashed, she said, "I'm sorry I didn't wait for you. I had a little too much to drink and well, I ran into Ed McCoy and his wife Nell and I've heard stories about his cock and his wife." She grinned at me evilly and said, "The stories are all true."
I shrugged my shoulders and said, "I know -- I saw you." I reached down and stroked a hand through her tangled hair. It's okay." I'd like to think I answered her honestly, although there was a small part of me that still felt disappointment and hurt and angry.
Bethany smiled at me, a slight look of embarrassment on her face. "Still, I said we'd hook up tonight. I was looking around for you and saw you naked on the bed and well, I thought I'd try and make it up to you." She gave my erect cock a long lick, ending with a very nice tongue-lashing of the tip. She smiled up at me and said, "Although, from what I've been tasting, I think you found somebody else."
I felt my face turning red as I nodded and replied in a very pleased voice, "Oh yeah, I...I had a great evening."
Bethany took another lick off my cock and smacked her lips. "I'm tasting spunk and pussy...very sweet pussy. I'm feeling a little jealous."
I shrugged and said, "Don't be -- she never even told me her name and I don't know if I'll ever make love to her again." My cock ached in a sweet way, throbbing more as I wondered what Bethany would say if she knew she was licking my mother's pussy juices off my cock.
She giggled and licked me some more. "Well, if you do, please call me -- I'd love to do you both!" My cock throbbed even more as images from some of my more naughty fantasies flashed through my mind. She sucked me some more, offering up a loving gaze with those dark brown eyes as she did so and then said, "I think I still owe you an apology, John." She looked at me coyly and added, "Would you fuck me, John?"
She squealed in surprise as I responded by grabbing her and rolling her over onto her back. My cock, already well used in the last few hours, ached with need and it was with a mixture of lust and maybe a little anger that I climbed between her legs, admiring her hairy bush, now split by thick, swollen labia that gleamed with her juices and maybe the semen of Ed McCoy.
Bethany's eyes glowed with excitement as I roughly spread her short, muscular legs and placed my cock between her pussy lips. With a carnal snarl, I rammed my cock into her pussy, its warm and creamy flesh spreading to accept me -- not as tight as Mom's pussy, but slick and hot, her sugar walls trying hard to cling to me. She moaned and then gave a pained cry as I buried myself inside her and ducked my head to take a swollen nipple into my mouth, biting down on it a little harder than I should have. Her nipples were long and thick, and like hard rubber as I bit into one.
Bethany convulsed underneath me and then cried out again as I didn't pause to savor the sweet sensation of being inside her hot cunt, but instead began to immediately move my hips back and forth, fucking her hard and fast. Her pussy, already extremely sensitive from her earlier fun and games immediately began to spasm around my hard thrusting cock.
"Ohhh, John...you're fucking rough! I love it!" Bethany moaned as she began to move her body into a rhythm with mine, her short legs coming up to try and encircle my hips, but only able to dig her heels into my flanks, urging me to fuck her even harder. I hammered my cock in and out of her pussy, feeling her juices bathing my cock and dripping out as I moved in and out of her. My mouth moved back and forth between Bethany's heaving tits, torturing her nipples with tongue and teeth while I fucked her hard.
Bethany's pussy was hot and sweet and I really enjoyed fucking her -- it was better than I had imagined it would be, but, even as I savored her lovely, welcoming flesh wrapped around my cock, I was having a revelation that was troubling on an almost subconscious level.
As good as Bethany felt...as hot and sweetly slick as her pussy massaging my erect penis was...as heavenly as realizing the fantasy of fucking this lovely girl was, SHE WASN'T MOM! There was something almost indefinable missing -- that incestuous spark that took pure carnal ecstasy and made it something more, something almost supernatural. Bethany was an awesome fuck, but even this sweet sex paled next to making love to my mother.
I tried to smother the thought as I thrust my cock into that hot, moist pussy and while I never missed a stroke or lost even a hint of my erection, I knew that even in the soon to come bliss of orgasm, Bethany would never match up to Mom...that no woman ever again would equal the sheer ecstatic delight that burying my cock in my mother had brought. Bethany's skin, slick and sweaty didn't taste nearly as sweet as Mom's as I rolled my tongue over her heaving flesh -- her nipples didn't compare -- her tongue in my mouth, even though akin to a passionate serpent was at best a pale imitation of my mother's, and her pussy, almost aglow with the liquid fire of her juices was a cool approximation of Mom's succulent cunt.
My hard fucking of Bethany brought her quickly to orgasm and I rode her hard through it, making her sob with ecstasy, never relenting as I fucked her. I reached down and brought her legs up, her feet hooking on my shoulders as I leaned in, rolling her up into an orgasmic ball of flesh and fucked her until she was almost screaming for mercy.
We moved together expertly as if we'd been lovers for years and it was hot and wonderful and yet, even as I lost myself in her flesh, letting our passions sweep us away as Bethany moved closer to another orgasm and I edged towards climax myself, even as we reached that moment of perfect joy, I still knew that even at the most intense moments of pleasure, it wouldn't come close to what I'd felt with my mother!
Our mutual orgasm was explosive and powerful and had it occurred earlier this past night, I might have marked it as the single greatest lovemaking moment of my life, but of course, it wasn't -- wonderful though it was. Bethany bucked and squirmed underneath me as I sank my cock into her to the hilt and emptied my burning seed, savoring the sweet ache that accompanied my fourth orgasm of the night. Having emptied myself into Bethany's hungry womb, I slowly withdrew from her as she collapsed, her arms and legs all akimbo and whimpered up to me, "Goddamn, John. That's the best fuck I ever had." Bethany looked up at me for several long moments, her eyes watering before a single tear trickled down her left cheek and she closed her eyes and began to snore softly.
I knelt there between her legs for several minutes, getting my breath back and admiring the young woman's body, feeling vaguely proud that I had fucked her into unconsciousness and that now, the load of semen that glimmered against the pink flesh of her gaping pussy was mine.
In the end, I let her sleep, untangling the bedspread and draping it across her mostly naked body. I struggled to get my costume back on, wondering why anyone would wear such tight leather. I let myself out of the room and made my way through the aftermath of the party. A clock on the hallway wall said it was nearly six in the morning. The place had mostly emptied out with just a few folks still moving, although here and there, someone was curled up in a corner or snoring on a couch -- most in various states of undress. A young brunette woman wearing a Snow White outfit was sleeping with her head in Davy Riggs' lap, her lips gently suckling on his half-erect cock as he snored, his head leaning back against the padded seat of a massive overstuffed, leather chair. Lionel Ritchie's song "All Night Long" was playing softly on a stereo hidden somewhere in the great hall.
I climbed into my car and carefully made my way home, my head filled with the almost unbelievable events of the night with one thought overriding all...I FUCKED MY MOM! As I had left the Riggs estate, I had looked for my mother, but did not see her, nor did I find her car among those remaining. As I drove through the quiet city streets, I wondered how my life would change.
That it had changed, there could be no doubt. Even if Mom hadn't peeked at me under my mask, I had fucked her and loved it. I had made my mother cum. Our relationship would change...it had to. I envisioned having to leave home...unable to conceive of how I could stay in the same house knowing that Mom's incredible body was nearby. How could I be expected to control myself if she walked around scantily dressed or half naked around the house? How could I restrain myself from falling at my mother's feet and pledging my undying love to her forever?
I let myself into the house which was very, very quiet. I started to cross the living room heading towards the hallway and my bedroom, but I came to an utter halt as I saw Mom's Cleopatra outfit draped over the end of the sofa, the filmy gown recalling images of Mom's scarcely concealed body beneath it. The large facemask leaning against the arm of the sofa brought back images of Mom's lovely blue eyes peering into mine with utter carnal passion. I felt my weary cock give a twitch at the memory of madly fucking my mother.
I reached down and picked up the sheer silky garment, feeling it's smoothness against my fingers, recalling its touch in the night, sliding my fingers underneath to touch Mom's even silkier skin. I felt my cock swell in response to the fresh memories. So engrossed was I in recalling my passionate night with Mom that I didn't hear her approach.
"Well, howdy there, stud." I looked up to see Mom in the doorway, a towel wrapped firmly around her body -- covering her from just below her crotch to partially covering her breasts -- the firm, meaty swells overflowing the cotton towel. Her blonde hair was wet and slicked back and her skin glowed from a hot shower. She wasn't smiling or frowning, but instead seemed to be studying me with a great intensity. "Nice costume, son," she said softly.
I looked down at the filmy costume in my hands, unable to meet Mom's gaze. I felt my face begin to burn as I started to blush and I mumbled, "I'm really sorry, Mom. I didn't know it was you...not at first and then it was like I couldn't help myself."
The words sounded as lame to me as they actually were, but Mom laughed and when I looked up in surprise, she was smiling. "Now really, John -- do you really think that I didn't recognize you the second you walked into Davy's house? I am your mother, after all."
My mouth hung open as I tried to wrap my mind around Mom's words. "We've always been pretty open with each other, son," Mom said as she began walking towards me. "I would think by now you would know I only fuck who I want to and for a long time now, the only person I've really wanted to fuck...is you, John. It's been a fantasy and I don't know...when I saw you walk in to the party, you looked so good, I just couldn't help myself"
As she said those miraculous words, Mom undid her towel and let it fall away, revealing her splendid body to me. "Did you like fucking your mother, stud?" Mom said as she stepped into my arms -- her Halloween costume falling silently to the floor, forever forgotten.
Mom rose up on her toes slightly to kiss me -- that intimate spark flying between us as our lips pressed together and then she grinned evilly afterwards as I panted, "Yes."
Mom wriggled against me and then with her grin growing nastier, whispered, "Did you like it more before or after you knew it was your naughty mother's pussy you had that big, hard cock buried in?"
"Oh my god," I groaned. "After I knew, Mom -- God help me, but it was even sweeter knowing I was fucking my Mom!"
Mom kissed me again, slowly, her tongue taking its time exploring my mouth -- tasting me before pausing to sigh, "That's my son." Her hands began to again work on the snaps of my leather pants and in a moment of erotic deja-vue, she again worked my pants down around my ankles, her fingers quickly wrapping themselves around my now completely erect cock.
Demonstrating her hard won agility, Mom slowly squatted down until her face was nuzzling my crotch. Mom snorted in surprise and then I felt her tongue take a wet lick at my cock. "That isn't me on your cock, son," she said with a slight tone of disapproval in her voice. "What gives, John?"
Alarm bells were going off in my head and I wondered if my youthful lust was about to ruin things with my mother, but I sighed and told the truth. "After you left me sleeping, Bethany found me and well..." I shrugged, figuring words weren't necessary at this point.
Mom's eyebrows lifted up at the mention of Bethany and she said, "You finally fucked your dream date, huh? Well, how was she?" Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed like Mom's grip on my erection tightened just a little.
"She was great, Mom -- everything I imagined it would be, but..."
Mom cut me off with a terse, "Was she better than me?"
I shook my head and laughed. "Well -- the truth is she was awesome, but she can't hold a candle to you. I think...I think you may have ruined me for other women, Mom!"
Mom's facial expression evolved from annoyance to pleased, in a smooth moment and she smiled up at me. "Is that going to be a problem, son?"
I grinned down and sighed, "Not as long as we're lovers, Mom!"
Mom again licked my cock. "We're definitely lovers, John for as long as you want your nasty momma." She gave me another long lick and then smacked her lips before saying, "I don't even care if you come home with another woman's pussy juices on your dick, just remember to always come home to your mother's open arms...and legs and mouth." Mom finished talking by showing off her deep-throating skills again, slowly taking my long, hard dick in her mouth till her lips were brushing my pubic hairs and then slowly sliding her lips back, sucking hard as she did.
When she let me slide from between her lips with a resounding, wet smack, she slowly rose to kiss me again. When her tongue finished another dance with mine, she looked into my eyes and said softly, "So, by my count, you've fired that there six shooter of your's four times. Do you have any bullets left, cowboy?"
I nodded slowly and replied, "For you, Mom, fucking yeah, I do!"
Mom smiled happily and wrapping her arms around my neck, whispered, "Then son, why don't you pick your mother up and carry her to our bed and fuck her until she screams?"
What else needed to be said? I picked Mom up in my arms and kicking my pants free of my ankles, carefully carried the woman who gave me life to her bedroom...our bedroom now, while she stared lovingly up into my eyes. I felt like a groom carrying his wife across the threshold as I stepped through the door of the bedroom and after crossing the room, gently sat my mother down on the bed, kissing her as I did so -- a sweet, gentle kiss that quickly escalated into a fiery, passionate kiss that had her tearing at my shirt before we both began to tumble around on the bed, hands and mouths feverishly exploring each other.
As we wrestled about, I suddenly found myself with my face in Mom's crotch, her hairless labia, swollen and spread and for a moment, time seemed to stand still and I could feel Mom's eyes upon me, watching and waiting, as surely as I could feel the heat emanating from her furnace-like cunt and smell her wet desire. With the growl of a starving animal, I shoved my face into my mother's pussy -- my mouth open and my tongue extended, literally losing myself in her slick and feverish flesh.
As Mom's thighs closed and tightened around my head, I could her moan approvingly as I lapped and sucked at her sweet pussy, her juices bathing my face as my tongue speared her flesh, worming its way inside her, feeling the silky softness of her sugar walls even as I savored the sweet taste of her cunt. "Yesssss, John -- eat Mommy's pussy, babyyyy!" she cooed while bucking her pelvis into my face, her hands dropping onto my head to hold me in place and to urge me to do more.
I was enveloped in her delicious scent from my nose to my chin, hot cream pouring across my face to soak my cheeks as my tongue ladled up scoop after scoop of her juices. Her crinkled pink flesh quivered as I sucked it clean only to be re-anointed with her ever flowing pussy juice. I felt Mom's long legs scissoring on my ass she squirmed under my lashing tongue and even though I was wearing her soft inner thighs now as ear muffs, I could hear Mom's keening cries of pleasure as I ate her motherly cunt.
My eyes refocused and I could see Mom's clitoris -- a long, nub of hard flesh emerging from its hood, eager to find the source of her delight and I gently washed my tongue over it, feeling Mom's body stiffen as if she'd been hit by lightning. I lapped at it softly again, feeling a renewed flood of her juices spraying from her pussy onto my chin. I ducked my head for a moment to receive Mom's juicy ejaculations and then lifted my lips and carefully captured Mom's clitoris between them. Mom gave a loud gasp and then as I fluttered the very tip of my tongue over her little penis-like appendage, she let loose with a rafter rattling scream and I was hard pressed to keep her clit in my mouth as she began to buck and writhe.



Mom's hands fluttered and scrabbled at my head, both needing me to back off because of the intense pleasure I was giving her and unwilling to have that same pleasure cease. In the end, Mom flopped helpless on her back as I went back and forth, lapping and drinking of her pussy's offerings and sucking and teasing her swollen clitoris, making Mom cum and cum again until she had to force me back or allow her heart to explode.
I came up onto my knees between Mom's widespread legs, watching with pleasure as she twitched and gasped for breath, her lovely tits heaving with effort and her eyes wide with amazement. Her mouth moved for several seconds, but no sound came out at first. Finally, "Sweet fucking G-god, son. Where'd you learn to eat pussy like that?"
I grinned and then shrugged, feeling my face blush in both embarrassment and pleasure. "Not sure, Mom -- it just seemed like, with you, it all comes natural...like some instinct that just tells me just how to please you."
Mom grinned in response and then held out her arms to me. "Then please, come please your mother, John. Fuck me, son. Fuck me right now!"
I had always been a son you didn't have to tell twice to do something. With hungry anticipation, I moved forward, lowering myself onto Mom's sweaty and still trembling body. My cock, stiff and throbbing, slid up her left inner thigh and at the last moment, Mom shifted just so and I felt my cock slipping between her pussy lips and we came together like long time lovers, my cock moving steadily into her as I carried my body forward. I felt myself sink into her to the hilt, my wiry pubes scratching against her clean shaven pussy even as our lips met and Mom accepted my offered tongue, tasting herself as her tongue wrapped around mine.
For a long minute, we just savored the rightness and the completeness of our incestuous joining and everything that had been missing with my delightful fuck with Bethany was now present -- that powerful, almost electric energy that seemed to spark back and forth between my mother and I, enhancing every aspect of our coupling -- from the way Mom's pussy felt pulsating around my cock, to the taste of her mouth and tongue, to the feel of her naked, sweaty skin against mine, to the feel of our hearts pounding in our chests, the beatings becoming as one as we merged and became one, perfect organism.
"I love you, Mom," I breathed, my voice betraying the awe I felt at having my mother impaled on my cock.
"I love you, John," Mom whispered back, tears in her loving eyes as she stroked my face with long, delicate fingers. "I've waited so long for this. I hoped and prayed for this and I hope you don't mind that I took a leap of faith...we've been so close for so long..."
I kissed Mom, stopping her sweet voice from offering any kind of apology. "No regrets, Mom, other than not acting on my desires before this. I hope I can spend the rest of my life catching up on the lost time...catching up like this." I thrust forward gently, making Mom's eyes widen as I went just a little deeper.
As I withdrew slightly, Mom responded, thrusting upwards into me as her legs rose up to cross over each other atop my hips. "Yessss," she hissed. "Always like this, son -- cock buried in my pussy, fucking Mom, making Mommy cum!"
We began to move together, Mom's hips rising to meet my thrusts, driving my hard cock deep into her pussy -- wiggling her hips in such a way to take me deeper inside her, cunt muscles rippling and contracting, massaging and kissing my cock as it moved in and out. Mom's breasts rolled slightly, her long, hard nipples brushing back and forth over my bare chest, sweat making our bodies both slicker and yet stickier as we fucked. Mom's arms tightened around my neck as we kissed, our lips pressed wetly together as our tongues fucked in a rhythm all their own until the kiss was broken as Mom threw her head back and with a feral and lewd sneer, let out a great moan of pleasure as my cock brought her over the edge into a deep chasm of orgasmic pleasure.
I felt a thick coat of pussy cream bathe my cock with fiery ecstasy and I trembled with the effort not to cum right away, but I wanted this first time in Mom's bed -- the first time we both acknowledged our incestuous passions to be long and memorable and bit by bit, I stepped away from the verge of my own climax, riding out Mom's orgasm as her legs tightened around my body, almost sliding up to my waist -- Mom seeming to almost contract her body around my cock, trying to envelop as much as it as she could.
We took up our passionate kiss again, tongues slowly sliding against each other -- moist organs of impassioned flesh merging even as our bodies merged into one humping, stroking, caressing organism of erotically obsessed meat. Sweat dripped from my face onto Mom's lovely visage as her nipples throbbed as if on the point of bursting against my chest while my cock seemed to be swelling inside the almost jealous grip of her cunt muscles, clinging to the shaft of my cock as I moved in and out, her cunt feeling slick and open and yet tight all at the same time.
Mom again broke the kiss, screaming with unbridled pleasure as orgasm took her a second time. I groaned almost in pain as Mom's thighs tightened against my sides as her pussy became a vise around my cock, milking my cock, hungry for my seed. I came to the edge of orgasm, but then Mom's grip around my middle loosened and as she moaned in pleasure, her long, shapely legs slipped off my body to fall wide, leaving Mom spread-eagled beneath me. Somehow, as Mom writhed on my cock, moaning out her great pleasure, I kept control and didn't cum.
As Mom recovered from her newest orgasm, she weakly grinned up at me and whispered, "Better than I ever dreamed. I've never cummed as hard as I have with you, son!"
I leaned in and kissed her and then murmured, "I'm just getting started, Mom." Recalling how I had just fucked Bethany earlier in the morning, I slowly and carefully took Mom's left leg and lifted it up and draped it over my shoulder, making Mom sigh and quiver. Then I lifted her right leg and draped it on the opposite shoulder. I could feel Mom's calf muscles trembling on my shoulder while pussy juice coating her thighs mixed with the sweat on my torso.
I leaned in, kissing Mom against, relishing the sensation of her breasts pillowing against my chest, nipples hard and pulsating wildly in rhythm with her heart. Mom was now helplessly curled up into my body. Having propped my arms up, I used them for leverage and balance as I began to fuck Mom fast and hard.
Mom's body convulsed underneath me -- her orgasm returning almost immediately as I stroked my cock into her pussy again and again and making her lose motor control. My need to cum was building and I rammed my cock into my mother's clasping, sopping wet cunt with an animalistic intensity, feeling akin to a rutting bull. Mom's cries of utter pleasure burst free from her lips as we sloppily kissed, her toes clenching and her feet waving helplessly in the air as her legs stiffened as orgasmic pleasure swept through her body and consumed her.
The perfect sensation of my cock slipping through Mom's wet, silky flesh constantly contracting around my hard penis quickly became too much to bear and I began to snort and howl as my orgasm began to erupt, my cock throbbing almost painfully as it swelled with semen flowing through. When I erupted, my hot semen gushed so hard from my cock that it bordered on real pain, but any pain was wiped away with the flood of Mom's pussy juices melding with my steaming seed to create a wondrous sexual balm that soothed my aching cock and spurred it on to continuing flooding Mom's womb with sperm.
Our bodies seemed to cling to each other -- our skin, sweaty and sticky, merging as we achieved mutual orgasm -- mother and son locked in incestuous ecstasy. As we flew among the heights of sexual satisfaction, my mind played back the long night of Halloween and of encountering Cleo and finding out she was Mom and of having the revelation that Mom and I made perfect lovers and I let out a cry of pure happiness that dwindled away as my lips found Mom and I lost myself in the sweet sensation of kissing her while my cock throbbed and poured out the last of my seed.
I rested on my elbows atop my mother for quite some time while we both tried to catch our breath. The entire time, Mom and I silently stared at each other, communicating our love for each other through expression alone, savoring the waning moments of our incestuous coupling. I gently eased Mom's legs off my shoulders and she eased her trembling limbs up and over my legs, hooking her ankles over mine, not yet willing to let me to move off and out of her.
"Oh my, cowboy, that was...incredible."
I tipped an imaginary Stetson and replied, "My pleasure, ma'am."
Mom took a deep breath and we both shivered with an aftershock of ecstasy as her pussy throbbed around my slowly shrinking cock. "Ohhhh, son - definitely my pleasure too!" She yawned and added softly, "If I had known how extra sweet it would be committing incest with my son, I'd have fucked you long ago!"
She fell asleep then, arms around my neck with me still atop her. I watched her, marveling at her erotic beauty for a little while and then carefully pulled out of her, eliciting an unhappy sigh and then settled myself up against her, smiling to myself as my mother curled up against me, throwing one long, shapely leg over my hip, claiming me for her own even in her sleep.
I drifted off soon enough, still trying to get my mind around the events of this Halloween. As the winds picked up outside and I heard the patter of rain begin to hit the windows, I fell asleep thinking that for all the fun I'd had as a kid, dressing up in costumes and doing "trick or treat" activities, this beat the best of times by a mile. My dreams were filled with replays of the last night's events.
I woke up to find Mom resting her head on my chest, her blue eyes studying me. She smiled and gave me a little kiss on the chest and said softly, "Good afternoon, sleepy head."
"Afternoon, Mom." I said, thrilled that what had happened last night and this morning hadn't been a dream. Mom lifted her head up enough to doubly confirm this with a kiss, her tongue snaking between my lips and finding mine to resume their passionate dance.
When our kiss finally ended, she snuggled back down against me, her leg still draped across my thighs possessively and her hairless vulva rubbing deliciously against me. My cock, aching from more action than I'd ever known in such a short time began to respond. "Lots of sweet dreams, son?"
I nodded and ran my fingers up and down her bare arm. "Yep...and all of them about you, Mom."
Mom snuggled closer, working her body against mine as her hand began to trail over my stomach and moved downward. "I'll try and make all your dreams come true."
We held each other quietly for a while, Mom's fingers finding my stiffening cock and gently stroking it while my hand cupped her breast -- my thumb gently rubbing across her stiffening nipple. Images from my dreams and the night before passed before me yet again and as I recalled discovering it was Mom that was fucking me, a new thought occurred. "Mom...do you think Helen and Betty knew you were fucking your son?"
Mom giggled and replied, "I'm not sure. Betty's known you nearly all your life and might have recognized you...Helen...she was pretty drunk last night. Not that it matters -- those two know how to keep secrets."
"Really?" I said, hoping Mom would illuminate.
Mom gave me an amused look. "Well, none of us have been saints all these years and I certainly haven't been celibate waiting for you to be old enough to fuck. Those two have been along for the ride." Mom giggled again and added, "And sometimes, they've been the ride. My mother gave me a naughty wink for emphasis.
A memory from last night came back strong -- Mom sitting on top of me, my swollen cock wedged deep in her tight pussy and her looking over her shoulder at her friends and barking, "This cowboy's all mine. Maybe I'll let you lick his jizz out of my pussy later."
"Omigod! Mom -- you and Betty...and Helen?" Another memory of Cleo dancing so sexily with Helen last night flashed through my mind and my cock swelled as I recalled Cleo/Mom cupping Helen's tits.
Mom stuck her tongue out at me and then shrugged her shoulders. "I raised you to be open minded, John. I have always loved cock and pussy pretty much equally." She squeezed my cock gently as she continued, "At least, I did until I had this fine thing inside me. It's number one in my world now!"
My mind reeled even as my erection continued to grow. Again, recalling last night's events, I had to ask, "So did they eat my spunk out of your pussy?"
Mom grinned evilly at me and nodded before replying, "Well, I'm not sure what happened to Helen...she was blowing one of the help staff the last time I saw her, but yes, Betty did get to lick my pussy clean before I came home this morning." Mom licked her lips and added, "And then she and I shared all that creamy sweetness in the nastiest kiss you could imagine."
I was both amused and aroused as with a growl, I grabbed hold of Mom and rolled her on top of me, feeling her wet and hot sex slide across my now erect cock, her labia coming to kiss the length of my cock shaft as she settled atop me. "I always knew you were a sexy woman, Mom, but I had no idea..." My voice trailed off as the potential implications hit home.
Mom wiggled her hips, making her pussy lips slide up and down the length of my cock. "No idea I was such a slutty bitch, son? Davy's parties always bring out the naughty in me!" Mom leaned over, letting her breasts drag over my chest as she brought her lips to mine for a kiss. "I think your life, our life together is going to be a fascinating one, huh, cowboy?"
Another memory passed through my mind, making my cock pulse hungrily under the touch of Mom's sopping wet cunt -- the memory of Bethany smacking her lips after tasting Mom's pussy on my cock and then teasingly informing me that she would love to join my lover and I sometime. I let go with a groan as I considered that possibility.
Mom, slowly working her juicy pussy on my cock looked at me, her head cocking quizzically to one side and said, "Something on your mind, son?"
I grinned and said, "Just considering whether or not a fantasy of mine might come true."
Mom licked her lips again and then rising slightly and taking the head of my swollen cock between her labia, her pussy juices flowing over it, replied as she slowly sank down on my erection, "I don't see why not, John." Mom flexed her pussy muscles around my cock, making me gasp. "After all, Mom made your greatest fantasy of all come true, didn't she?"
My hands came up to cup my mother's bountiful breasts as she gradually impaled herself on my thick cock, my mind awash with the truth of her statement and all the endless possibilities that offered themselves up. As Mom began to ride me, I smiled up at my wanton mother and said, "So, tell me about Davy's Christmas party!"
The End
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His was certainly not the biggest cock I've sucked or the longest, but as I ran my tongue up and down Mister Richards' erection, it occurred to me that his was my favorite. I felt my banker's and benefactor's fingers running through my dark hair and felt that delicious thrill run through me that I'd felt the first time he'd demanded I suck his cock and had experienced every single time I'd gone to my knees for him since. In truth, now that it had almost a year since I'd agreed to be a whore for him and the wealthier people in town, I reckoned I'd had his cock in my mouth close to a hundred times. Another naughty thrill ran through my body as I realized that I'd sucked Mister Richards' cock more often than anyone else in my life...including my husband, Donnie.
I licked the long length of his shaft and then my lips slid over his swollen crown, my tongue swirling over the ridges of his cock head before I slowly took all of him in my mouth. All the time, my eyes were fixed upon his face, always assessing his expressions of pleasure and when we made eye contact, trying to convey how much I enjoyed being his whorish slut.
Twice a week -- every Tuesday and Thursday without fail, I'd come at two o'clock in the afternoon and been admitted to his private office by his secretary, Lily Fox where he'd order me to strip and then crawl across the room to him on my hands and knees to suck his cock, usually tasting of Lilly's pussy. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays, I would be sent out to service various customers in whatever way they commanded me. In exchange, my mortgage was paid every month and as I'd discovered to my surprise, often the tips were substantial. In the process, I'd also discovered that there was a sex crazed slut buried within me that reveled in fucking and sucking.
Mr. Richards, well into his fifties, slightly balding with a pot belly, let out a long, pleased sigh, squirming happily on his couch as I fluttered my tongue over his cock head and then took all his length until his graying pubic hairs tickled my nostrils. "Oh, Sonya...what a cocksucker you are!" he sighed.
Slowly I let him slip from between my lips, planting a gentle kiss on the piss slit of his penis and in a soft and anxious voice said, "I'd be happy to do more, Mister Richards. I'd love to feel you in my pussy." It was an offer I made every time I visited his office...an offer that made my pussy wet just thinking about my cunt being stuffed with his cock. Over the last year, I'd grown envious of Lilly Fox, suspecting he fucked her daily.
Mister Richards smiled down at me, shook his head and as he did every time I offered to fuck him said, "Thank you, but no, Sonya. We have our agreement." His hand pressed down on my head until again I took him between my lips, sighing just a little. Disappointed yet again, I refocused on pleasing him to the best of my ability and again began to lavish all my cocksucking talents on my benefactor.
All too soon, I felt his pulse quicken in the thick vein running the length of his cock. Mister Richard's breath came faster and then his cock head swelled slightly and as I moaned approvingly, he began shooting semen, hot, thick and salty -- into my mouth and I happily and loudly swallowed it, savoring the taste of semen as it flowed down my throat.
As was our ritual after a year, I quickly dressed and prepared to go. "See you next Tuesday, sir," I said as I turned towards the door, Mister Richards already back at his desk.
"A moment, Sonya," Mister Richards said, halting me in my tracks. He looked at me, an evil smile on his face. "Will you be home this evening?"
"Yes," I replied, my heart suddenly increasing its beating. Anything out of the ordinary always promised to be an exciting and erotic event.
"You aren't scheduled for an appointment until Saturday, but would you be available for an extended weekend -- say, Friday through Monday?" I raised an eyebrow in surprise. I had never been on any assignment that took more than twenty-four hours. "It would provide a considerable bonus -- ten thousand dollars."
"Who do I have to fuck...or do I have to kill someone?"
Mister Richards chuckled and said, "I very much doubt killing comes into it, how ever, one might ask not who you'll have to fuck, but how many?"
I think I raised my other eyebrow and my labia already wet and slick almost seemed to pucker. "I'm sure I can arrange to be available for the weekend," I replied, my voice growing husky.
My banker nodded and said, "Fine, expect a call from Mr. Stockman this evening -- sometime after seven o'clock."
I nodded, trying to conceal my now burgeoning excitement. "Thank you, Mister Richards, until Tuesday." I let myself out, nodding to his secretary, the sultry Lilly Fox who nodded back, offering me her smirking and knowing smile as she always did. I managed to contain myself until I reached the safe confines of my car when I let out a long, aroused moan -- my hand quickly slipping underneath my skirt to caress the small swatch of cloth that covered my pussy mound -- already soaked with my juices.
Mr. Stockman -- owner of Stockman's Financial Group and my first and most common clients. Four times over the past year, I'd been the party favor at Stockman's Industries monthly meetings, spending the bulk of it under the immense conference table, sucking cock and licking pussy. The top monthly producer gets to fuck me on top of the table while their coworkers cheer us on. Mr. Stockman ranks right up there with Mr. Richards of men I yearn to fuck. Handsome in a rugged way with a deep bass voice like Gregory Peck or Charlton Heston, I'd never met a man in their seventies that turned me on so.
My drive home was an exercise in restraint. Just knowing I would be doing something for Mr. Stockman had me on the verge of pulling over and fist fucking myself to orgasm after orgasm. And that was without figuring in his daughter, Joan into the deal. Fiftyish, buxom and ripe, she was one of the women I would lick to orgasm under that conference table. Each time, afterwards she had hinted how much she'd like to return the favor and she and her father had made it clear that they were lovers -- something else that aroused me on its own.
Still as aroused as I was -- I could sense trouble arising from this possible assignment. To say that my marriage had become strained since I had become Mr. Richards whore would be an understatement. True, what I did had kept us from losing our home and the extra money my "tips" brought in had allowed us to catch up on all our bills and provide some breathing space as well, but it had also served to make both Donnie and me face some new truths about ourselves.
For me, it had opened my eyes to new realms of possibility -- new worlds of sexual experience and pleasure I had never dream possible and which I have without reservation embraced and will never give up. For Donnie, it has been an experience that he both loathes and yet embraces. He is repelled by my willingness to fuck anyone -- to surrender myself to carnality in its purest forms, yet he is unable to deny his attraction to me as a slut -- to both despise and love me when I come home stinking of sperm and pussy. Despite his loathing of me and of himself, he cannot resist fucking me when my cunt is packed with another man's semen.
Each time I return home from an assignment, Donnie makes his anger and revulsion evident, verbally abusing me -- sometimes getting mildly violent before yielding to his baser urges, fucking my already well fucked and cum filled body -- eating other men's seed from my cunt, even my ass, hating me and yet loving me with every lick of his tongue and every thrust of his cock. Truth be told -- now as I was into my second year as a whore, he rarely initiated sex unless I'd already been fucked.
Outside our bedroom, we seemed to get along relatively well, only our oldest -- Tara -- seemed to pick up on the tension that existed between us. Where it would end, I wasn't sure. I didn't believe that Donnie would snap and seriously harm me, but I knew deep inside me that if forced to choose between my husband and my new way of life, Donnie would lose. I am a slut and I glory in it. I will not and cannot change.
When I arrived home, I found that Tara and the younger kids had beaten me home. It was Tara's responsibility to pick her siblings up on the days I had my assignments. I was aware that Tara at least suspected what I was doing to keep a roof over our heads and she had made it clear that she supported me in that. I loved my nearly eighteen year old daughter dearly for that. She and her younger brother and sister were doing homework at the kitchen table and I paused to hug each of them before going to change.
Each of them was growing up too fast. Tara, now a senior in high school would turn eighteen just before Christmas and then graduate in another six months. Soon I'd have a college student on my hands! My son, Donnie Junior was now fourteen and in the throes of puberty. Over the last few months, I had felt his eyes studying me as I came and went in my more scandalous outfits. I was still sorting out how it made me feel to know that that knowledge not only sent certain naughty thrills through me, but that I seemed to be arousing my son as well.
Homework finished, each was off in their bedrooms or outside playing when their father arrived. Donnie hung around the kitchen while I worked on dinner, catching me up on his day. Finally, I brought up the news that I might be gone for several days. Donnie pursed his lips into a sour expression before replying, "Four days...overnight?" He shook his head. "Goddammit, Sonya -- this is getting out of hand. You need to stop -- we're caught up on things. You don't need to keep doing this."
I turned around from the counter where I was prepping a meatloaf. "We're ahead because I am doing this. You're barely working full time as it is and my old job is gone for good. You know I'm never giving this up and we can use that ten thousand bucks, Donnie. Tara starts college in the fall -- her scholarships cover some of it, but its still gonna be damned expensive."
Donnie got that look he gets when he knows I'm right, but despises himself for not being able to do anything about it. He got up from the kitchen table and got himself a beer from the fridge. He walked out without another word save a muttered, "Fucking whore," under his breath. Dinner was a tense situation with the Donnie morosely picking at his food, the younger kids oblivious and Tara looking on with some concern. After dinner was over, Tara dawdled behind to help clean up and to ask me if everything was alright.
I smiled at my daughter and shrugged my shoulders. "Your father is a bit pissed off at me because I may have to take a trip out of town for a few days."
Tara nodded, her concerned expression still evident. "This has to do with your...um, job, right?"
"Will you be alright, Mom? It's not anything dangerous is it?"
I leaned over with soapy hands and careful not to get her wet, gave her a hug. "Bless you, no...but thanks for asking. It's just a chance to make some extra money."
I tried not to show how much it excited me, but between wandering what kinky thing I might experience and feeling my daughter's maturing body pressing against mine, my pussy, its fires never totally banked, quivered with newly stoked desire. Tara seemed mollified by my comments and we finished up and went on about our business. Afterwards, she retired to her room to study and no doubt chat with friends on her cell phone or her computer. I settled down in the living room near the phone while Donnie began working his way through a six-pack of beer while watching the sports channel.
At eight-thirty, the phone rang and I had it off the hook after just one ring. "Hello?" I said, cursing the anxiousness or maybe eagerness in my voice.
"Hello, Sonya Hammonds? Gus Stockman here." His deep, rich voice alone sent orgasmic tremors though my body. "I understand you might be willing to commit a few days to me and my affairs?"
"Absolutely, Mr. Stockman. Anything you desire." Donnie glanced up broodingly from his fourth beer. He silently mouthed the word, "Slut."
"Wonderful, Sonya, but I think you should hear the situation before committing. Are you familiar with the term 'gang bang'?"
I let out a little moan as a spurt of pussy juice soaked my panties. I adored gang bangs. Not two months ago, I'd been the evening's entertainment at fraternity house party -- seven young men hiring me to service them all evening. I think I had been fucked over twenty times that night, not counting loads of cum I'd sucked from their willing dicks. "Very much so, Mr. Stockman."
He laughed and replied, "Well, Sonya, Joan and I are taking a weekend trip to Key West and I have a little bet with a friend that I need help with. How many men have you fucked at these gang bangs?"
"Um...between seven men, I think maybe twenty-two or twenty-three times," I replied.
"I want to be totally clear here, Sonya. The number involved in this competition would be considerably more...considerably more." There was a pause and then he asked, "Are you game, Sonya?"
Part of me wanted to ask how many more -- not because I was worried or scared, but because I wanted the savor the possibilities of what was to come. Just the words, "considerably more" had my pussy throbbing with anticipation. I licked my lips and swallowed, my mouth suddenly feeling very dry and replied, "I'm your girl, Mr. Stockman." Glancing around to make sure none of the kids were in the room, I said in a lower tone, "I'm your whore, Mr. Stockman."
He chuckled again and said. "I'm very, very pleased. Any questions?"
"Just tell me when and where, Mr. Stockman. Oh, and what should I wear?"
"We'll pick you up at noon tomorrow, Sonya. Just wear something simple -- you won't have it on long and perhaps some high heels." And then he hung up. I held onto the phone for a bit, shivers of erotic delight coursing through my body, ignoring my husband's evil stares.
That evening when we went to bed, Donnie pointedly turned his back to me, but I didn't mind -- I knew he'd want me afterwards. My mind couldn't dwell long on the strange evolution that my wedded sex life had taken (although even Donnie would have to confess -- we fucked now more than even when we were newlyweds). Images of being endlessly fucked coursed through my mind and I finger-fucked myself to orgasm as I pictured cock after cock -- practically swimming in an ocean of cum. As my hips bucked against my probing fingers, sugar walls clasping tightly to three fingers as I writhed with pleasure, my climax was somehow sweetened as I felt Donnie's eyes upon me, his expression of lust and disgust.
Friday morning passed by agonizingly slow. Donnie had left for work without a word, offering me only passing looks of contempt before he stormed out the door. Tara, on the other hand, listened patiently as I gave her instructions for dinner plans -- I always had several frozen casseroles on hand, as well as a shopping list and money for groceries and additional cash for eating out. It gave me a warm feeling to know that my daughter was willing and able to help me out.
When the limousine pulled up, I hurried down to where a burly driver held open a door for me, my heart pounding wildly. I carried a handbag with essentials and was wearing a simple black mini-skirt and three inch heels. I hadn't bothered with a bra or panties. I climbed into the limousine and found myself in a compartment that seemed larger than my own living room. Mr. Stockman, looking regal sat there with his daughter Joan curled up beside him. He looked as if he'd just come from a power luncheon, wearing a dark suit and blue tie.
Joan, his fiftyish daughter, was dressed more casually, a knee length sweater dress with a deep, square-cut neckline, exposing the upper halves of her considerable bosom. Her graying blonde hair was pinned up, exposing the long graceful line of her neck and her blue eyes shone with lust as she took me in.
We quickly sped away from my house after Mister Stockman pressed a button and speaking presumably to the driver, said, "Airport, James." He smiled at me and said, "The company jet is fueled up and ready to go...as I hope you are."
I nodded and replied, "I'm at your command, Mr. Stockman."
He laughed and said, "I like my whores to be so willing to please." He patted his daughter's exposed knee and said, "Help our Sonya get ready for her big adventure!"
Joan smiled and said, "Of course, Father." She uncurled from her seat and crossed over to sit next to me. She leaned into me, her breasts mashing into my bare arm and kissed me -- her tongue slipping between my lips to be greeted and touched by my own. A shiver of delight ran through me and I was mildly pleased to feel a similar shiver in Joan. She dropped a hand to my exposed thigh and quickly ran it up under my dress until I moaned as she wormed it between my inner thighs to palm my wet and aroused pussy.
Breaking the kiss, Joan turned to her father and said, "Already hot and juicy, Father. No panties." She turned back to me and said, "We like that. Now, off with the dress -- there'll be no more clothes for our little fuck slut until we come home."
Another delicious shiver rippled through me accompanied by a thread of doubt. Naked? We were heading to the airport and I would be boarding a plane naked? Still, a year's experience had taught me much and I did not protest -- instead murmuring, "Yes, Ma'am."
Joan smiled approvingly at my submissive tone and then lustily as my naked body was put on display -- my nipples hardening from both the cool air of the limo and from my arousal. She took my dress and carefully folded it up and opening up a compartment between seats, stored it. She then pulled out a strip of leather and my eyes widened as I saw it was studded with sparkling diamonds and then I recognized it for what it was -- a dog collar.
Joan nodded and said, "For the next few days, you're our little fuck bitch -- our fuck toy and we want everyone to be clear who owns you.." She placed it around my neck and locked it into place -- another shiver of pleasure swept through me and I moaned as my pussy began to spasm and I had a little orgasm on the spot and was unable to control myself as I squirted pussy juice, hearing it splatter on the carpeted floor of the limousine.
Mr. Stockman chuckled and said, "Why, I believe Sonya is pleased with you, dear."
Joan's hand slithered down between my legs again and I moaned happily as she caressed my aroused flesh with her index finger -- the long digit sliding slowly between my blossomed labia, fueling the wet fire between my thighs. She brought her hand up to display her cunt cream covered finger to me and then brushed her finger against my lips, making little noise of pleased pleasure as I sucked it clean. She brought her hand down to cup and caress my full breast, palm scraping over my swollen nipple. "Isn't she beautiful, Father?"
"Indeed, she is," Mr. Stockman replied. He looked out the window. "Ah, we're here, Joan. Finish getting Sonya ready, please."
I glanced out the window and was surprised to see us pulling up to a small jet plane like you see in the movies. My attention was called back to Joan as I felt her fumble with my collar and heard a metallic snap. I gasped as I realized that she was now holding a leash -- a leash attached to my collar. Another mini-orgasm rocked me and I again ejaculated pussy juice onto the limo floor. The driver opened the door and Mr. Stockman climbed out. Joan followed, tugging on the leash and with only a bit of stumbling, I climbed out, naked and aroused.



A few people prepping the plane for take-off paused to get a good look at the Stockman' new pet whore. A cold wind made me shiver -- gooseflesh popping up all over my quickly reddening skin. I could feel drops of cunt cream splatter on my thighs or making impossibly loud sounds as they dropped onto the tarmac.
I'm sure part of me was humiliated to be so brazenly put on display, but most of me was incredibly aroused. I'm proud of my body -- and it made me wet to see such interested expressions from the men who paused to appreciate my naked flesh. I stood there on display, making myself stand erect, thrusting my pelvis and breasts out -- my humiliation overridden by my own lustful pride. There was a part of me yearned to see these same men and those same expressions someday as they might recognize me as I shopped at the local grocery store or dining out in a local restaurant.
Then there was a tug on my collar and Joan sternly commanded, "Come on, my sweet little whore." She led me across the tarmac to where the jet awaited. I did my best to make her proud, strutting along like a sexy cougar, hips swinging and tits bouncing enticingly until we climbed up the ramp stairs and into the plane.
For what seemed a small jet from the outside, it was surprisingly spacious on the inside with a few rows of large comfortable seats and beyond it a lounge area with lush couches against the sides of the cabin and a small bar and refrigerator.
Joan commanded me to sit and belt in while we awaited take-off, taking a seat next to me. I meekly complied, feeling incredibly aroused at being under her domination. Mister Stockman boarded and immediately ordered the pilot to take off. I felt a little dizziness as the small jet roared into the sky, my ears popping as the cabin pressurized. As we climbed, Joan's right hand drifted over between my naked thighs, fingers finding their way into my wet, spread open flesh, so any nervousness I felt about flying was distracted as she teased my sodden pussy.
Finally, the pilot announced we could remove our belts and after pouring us all a drink, Mister Stockman guided us to the lounging area of the plane. He sat down across from me and said, "Well, now, Sonya -- I'm sure you're curious as to the details of your assignment?"
While Joan continued to sit next to me, her hand returning between my legs, I nodded and said, "Oh, yes sir! Just imagining has made me wet."
Mister Stockman gave a short amused laugh while his daughter murmured, "Beyond wet -- she is a virtual cunt swamp, Father." Joan looked up at her father, eyes shiny with lust and said, "While you explain things, may I have a taste? I've wondered for so long..."
Mister Stockman nodded and she lithely slid to her knees on the carpeted surface of the plane and in a husky and commanding whisper, said, "Open your thighs, Sonya -- allow my daughter to eat you."
With a moan, I spread my legs for her, finding it difficult to pay attention to her father as I felt first her hot breath and then her long tongue snaking through my twat. As Joan began licking me slowly, relishing my taste, Mister Stockman began to explain my mission. "Sonya, we are flying to Key West. There we will be meeting with an...associate of mine, Trey Granter." I recognized the name -- he and his home often popped up on those cable shows about the very rich and fabulous.
"For several years now, Trey and I have had an ongoing bet. Once a year, we meet in Key West -- each of us bringing a woman to compete in a gang-bang competition. The rules are straightforward -- she who can take the most loads of cum wins." I let out a long, drawn out moan, partly from Mr. Stockman' words and partly from Joan's tongue which was stirring around inside my pussy touching me in sweet spots that only another woman would know.
"I've lost the last four years and I don't like losing, Sonya," Mister Stockman said gravely. He leaned forward and grinned wolfishly at me. "I've had you in mind since the first time you sucked my cock, dear. Mr. Richards has kept me informed about your activities and I believe that you were born to win this competition. You've been told you will be paid a ten thousand dollar fee if you'd attempt this assignment. If you win, Sonya, I'll double the fee!'
I moaned again, again a mixture of the thought of having twenty-thousand dollars in hand and because Joan was lifting up my clitoris with her tongue and somehow probing the little shelf it rested on. A spasm of pleasure shot through me and the woman chuckled as I sprayed pussy juice over her face. "I'm...I'm your slut, Mr. Stockman. I would fuck the entire world for you!" I squirmed in my seat, my hands drifting up to play with my throbbing nipples as Joan ground her face against my slick cunt. "I'll be happy to start right now and fuck you first, Mr. Stockman!"
The older distinguished gentleman laughed and toasted me with his tumbler of Scotch. "I will be honored to taste your fine pussy someday, Sonya, but until the main event, there'll be no cock for you -- you'll need to save your strength." He licked his lips then as he watched his daughter's head bob up and down in my crotch. "However, I might join you and my daughter." He stood up and undid his trousers, stepping out of them with ease. His cock was large and erect and for a man his age, extremely vigorous looking. He knelt and lifted up his daughter's dress, revealing that she too was without panties.
Joan moaned into my pussy as her father ran his hand over her pussy and asscrack, betraying the fact that she too was very aroused and wet by the trails of cunt cream he created as his fingers slid up above her ass. I moaned as I was about to watch a father sink his cock into his daughter's cunt. He stroked his long cock and smiled at me as he maneuvered behind her and as he rammed it home, he said to me in a pleased and teasing tone, "Nothing like family...nothing like fucking a daughter. You have a daughter, don't you, Sonya? Nearly eighteen now...I wonder if she's a slut whore like her mother?"
I began to writhe as Joan's tongue ravished my pussy, Mister Stockman' words triggering an orgasm within me...my pleasure getting twisted up with all sorts of incestuous thoughts even as Joan's face slammed hard against my wide spread pussy, her father hammering his cock home -- thrusting brutally into his daughter's cunt.
Watching father and daughter fuck was too much for me -- my orgasm becoming a monster as I relished the vision of Mister Stockman and Joan engaged in such a taboo act. I heard Joan moan with lewd delight as I flooded her face with my creams, enflaming my pleasure as she lifted her face to show me my juices running off her lips and chin, her face contorted with the ecstasy her father's cock was providing.
"Fu-fuck me, Father. Love...love that big cock!" she sobbed as Mister Stockman' hand slid up her body, slipping hands under to cup her breasts, fingers yanking down the neckline of her dress, freeing her large breasts to hang like massive udders so he could squeeze and maul them at his leisure.
"I love you too, dear," her father said in those deep, stentorian tones, his very voice making me almost as wet as his daughter's ravenous tongue. He moved with the easy confidence of great experience and I shivered at the thought that these two had maybe been lovers longer than I'd been married...the intimacy of so many years making their lovemaking so wonderful.
I sobbed and writhed under the lash of Joan's tongue, my orgasm waxing and waning and then waxing again as I watched father and daughter fuck -- occasionally flashing on images of my Donnie taking our daughter, fucking her with the same intensity he'd shown when I'd teased him about her someday offering her body to others -- being the whore that her mother was. I was a bit horrified yet greatly turned on by the vivid fantasies that competed with the reality of watching -- no, participating in a bout of incestuous fucking.
Joan was sobbing helplessly against my pussy, unable to do more than let her father's thrusts push her face against my slick, dripping cunt, when he finally growled with triumph and rammed his cock deep within her and began to cum, rousing her from her orgasmic stupor to sob gleefully as he filled her womb with his seed.
Sweating profusely, Mister Stockman climbed to his feet, his still hard cock coated thickly with semen and his daughter's cunt cream. "Sonya, if you please," he said, walking around his daughter lying prostrate, panting and moaning against my pussy, to stand close enough to me that I could lean in and take him in my mouth.
I moaned approvingly as I sucked father and daughter's juices off his slowly shrinking cock, savoring the taste as I rolled my tongue lovingly over his flesh, staring up into his eyes, trying to convey my love of what I was doing. The elderly man smiled at me, his handsome features making me quiver and ache to know him completely, while he stroked my head and sighed, "Ah, my girl....you are truly born to this. You love this, don't you?"
I let him slip from between my lips, his semi-erect cock now clean and planted a small kiss on the tip before replying, "I love doing this for you, sir."
Joan moaned and began to move, letting herself fall to the carpeted flight deck and spreading her legs to show off her well fucked cunt, her father's sperm slowly leaking from her wide spread labia. "With your permission, sir," I said meekly, my hunger evident in my voice.
Mister Stockman nodded and gestured towards his daughter's prostrate body. I quickly went to my knees and pressed my face into Joan's cum filled cunt, moaning with pleasure as I lapped at her juices and her father's semen, lapping up large globs of his thick, tangy seed.
The air was quickly filled with the moans of the older woman as she writhed under my tongue -- perhaps not as experienced as hers in the ways of pleasing a woman, but eager and hungry and it was with great glee that I felt her convulse again and again as I licked her juicy flesh and swollen clitoris, making her orgasm over and over, before she went limp, barely conscious.
Mister Stockman sat back and beamed at us both, shaking his head when I reached for a towel to wipe his daughter's creams from my face. "You look lovely, Sonya."
Joan revived before we began to descend, putting herself in good order after licking and kissing my face in gratitude. "My greatest wish is to lick my father's semen from your sweet pussy," she whispered.
I kissed her softly, our tongues dancing and sharing her sweet creams, before I replied, "I dream of that day, Mistress."
#
The next twenty-four hours were a bit of a blur as I discovered that Key West has sensibilities unlike any place in the world to my knowledge. When we arrived in front of our hotel, a grand and ancient structure, I stepped from the Limo stark naked save for my high heels, my hair a bit askew from making love to Joan.. Mister Stockman led me across the pavement, taking his time to show off his leashed whore and looked please as I held my head up high and proud as he let me strut on the main street as tourists and onlookers hooted and whistled.
I marveled as we stood in the lobby that nobody blinked an eye at my nakedness, posing on the old marble floor before being led up the wide staircase to our suite of rooms. I felt so aroused at being so blatantly exposed and knew that many were eyeing my wet thighs, glistening with the heavily flowing cream from my pulsating cunt.
Time seemed to drag on until the next evening, when after resting most of the day, I was led down the street from our hotel to another antiquated building with a small sign that announced it was "The Club." I had drawn more than my fair share of hoots and whistles as Joan again led me stark naked down the sidewalk by the leash, making me move quickly enough that my breasts were bouncing along nicely and by the time we began our ascent up some old cast iron steps that begun just inside The Club's entrance, I had felt several men's and a few women's hands caress my breasts or butt cheeks or pinched or twisted my throbbing nipples.
It was hot and humid, becoming more so as we finished climbing three flights of steps and emerged onto the top floor of The Club. There was a huge crowd of people and I had to wonder for a moment if the floor could actually support them all. The entire top floor of the building was one big open room with four groupings of tiered theater seats facing inward to where two large reclining lounge chairs sat side by side -- perhaps ten feet between them.
Most of the seats were full of men and women of all ages and between the sections stood a multitude of naked men of all ages and sizes...young men scarcely beyond their teenage years, men who looked like they'd left sixty behind them and all ages in between. Some were muscular, some fat, some skinny as rails, White, Black, Hispanic and Asian.
As we entered, all gave up a cheer -- Mister Stockman and his daughter waving and smiling. I felt a wave of nervousness and shyness wash over me as I felt maybe a couple of hundred pairs of eyes roaming over my naked body. Despite any apprehension I felt, between my legs my juices were pouring out of my pussy and making my thighs glisten.
As we neared the center of the room, another group of people entered from another door. A man, perhaps twenty years younger than Mister Stockman approached in a cream white linen suit. He was wearing sunglasses that he pulled off to get a better look at me. On his arm was a very young Black woman as naked as I was. She had long, curly black hair tinged with red that fell down below her shoulders and was tall and slender with proud, upright breasts, capped with thin, long nipples. Between her legs, she was clean shaven, her long and luscious labia blossomed with arousal...arousal that was reflected in her dark eyes and in my own.
"Christ sakes, Stockman -- did you kidnap a soccer mom for this year's contest!" the man said as he approached, reaching out to take Mister Stockman' hand.
"It seems apropos, Trey, as you have appeared to have kidnapped a school girl," replied Mister Stockman. "Allow me to introduce Sonya Hammonds...a most skilled woman."
I took his hand when he offered his, feeling his eyes roaming lasciviously over my nakedness and judging from his smile, liking what he saw. "A pleasure, Mister Granter," I murmured softly.
"I'm sure the pleasure would be all mine, Sonya," he replied, bringing my hand to his lips which he kissed and gave the tiniest of licks. He held my hand as he continued to assess my lush body before turning to Mister Stockman and saying. "I may have misjudged, old man. I sense tremendous sensuality here."
"You have no idea, Trey," said Joan, sliding up beside me and undoing the leash.
The black woman inserted herself into the conversation, her full lips pouting as she said with an accent that reminded me of a vacation Donnie and I had taken down to New Orleans years ago, "What you think you see, Mon -- all I see is a big tittied old woman. I fuck her into the ground, Trey -- wait and see."
Mister Granter grimaced slightly and then shrugged as he said, "Forgive my manners, Gustav. Allow me to introduce Dominique Batillo. I have never met a woman with such an appetite for cock. She has an endurance that combined with her youth I believe you will find astounding."
Mister Stockman mirrored Granter's response and stepped forward and bowed to her, taking her hand in his and giving it a gentlemanly kiss. "I look forward to your performance, my dear."
Dominique smirked and said, "This be no contest, you know. Why you not bring me a real woman to compete instead of this tubby old whore."
Granter cleared his throat to catch her attention and with a slight jerk of her head forced her to withdraw. "Please excuse my girl, Sonya. She is but nineteen and full of herself. Of course, when one has such a fine, tight pussy as my Dominique does, one can get away with very poor manners."
I turned and smiled at her. "I understand, being a mother. I will look forward to this child eating her words when this is over."
"You'll eat my pussy first, old slut," she hissed at me.
"You should be so lucky, little girl," I shot back, my blood beginning to rise.
Mister Stockman held up a hand and chuckled. "Well, perhaps we should begin before this gangbang turns into a catfight." He nodded to Joan who steered me towards the nearest reclining lounger. In noticed high overhead was an electronic sign that blinked on as we approached, flashing a bright '0."
A middle aged woman, wearing heavy makeup with huge, meaty breasts nearly falling out of her skimpy silver dress, bleach blonde hair done up like Dolly Parton, strutted out to a place between the two loungers and raised a wireless microphone to her lips. "I'm Sandra Wellsley and as the owner and operator, I bid you welcome to THE CLUB!" she cried out. "Welcome to the fifteenth annual "FUCK-OFF OF THE SLUTS!" The crowd cheered wildly, sending a delicious thrill through me, beginning between my legs and exploding through the rest of my body.
"It's Mommy versus Missy as Sonya Hammonds vies with Dominique Batillo to see who can fuck and suck the most men." She glanced around to check that I was reclining in my lounger and then over at Dominique who had taken her place in the other lounger, her legs spread wide and fingering herself in front of the crowd. "Are the sluts ready?"
We both nodded and then the woman said, "Mister Stockman...Mister Granter -- do you claim the right?"
I heard Mister Stockman call out in his stentorian voice, "Absolutely," quickly joined by, "Aye...let's get this fuckfest rolling." I turned at Mister Stockman' voice and was shocked to see him in the last stages of disrobing, shucking his silk shorts to reveal an already erect cock...that long, thick penis I had enjoyed sucking several times already. A quick glance at my opponent revealed Trey Granter already naked and about to climb between Dominique's legs. His cock was long, but did not measure up to Mister Stockman' girth -- something I noted with more than a bit of self satisfied pleasure.
Sandra Wellsley licked her lips and said, "The rules are simple. She who fucks and sucks the most men wins the competition. It only counts if she swallows a load of sperm and has it deposited inside her. If either slut begs for someone to stop or refuses an offered cock, she forfeits! I am the solitary arbiter." She glanced again at Dominique and myself and when she received nods from us both, she grinned and said, "May the best slut win!"
I managed to see Trey scrabble atop his woman before Mister Stockman climbed between my legs, his cock, long and hard, jutting out from his gray pubic hairs. "I've been looking forward to this for some time, my dear."
I spread my legs wide, letting them hang off either side of the lounger, opening my pussy wide in anticipation.. "I've been dreaming of you fucking me, sir," I moaned in response. "Please fuck me with that fine looking cock!"
Moving like a man half his age, Mister Stockman eased up over my body, leaning down to kiss me as he brought his cock to press between my labia and as I shivered in anticipation, feeling a great wave of erotic heat washing over me, he shoved his cock into me. I was so wet and aroused, so anxious and hungry for cock, I took all of him in one swift, experienced stroke and as his large cock spread my inner flesh apart, filling me up with his dickmeat, I threw my head back and screamed as my first orgasm of the evening washed over me!
I felt so free and nasty -- fucking a man for money and even more, fucking him in front of hundreds of people, their cheers fueling the orgasmic fuel that burned through me as Mister Stockman began expertly thrusting into me!



I came out of the throes of orgasm, feeling the sweat coating my body in the humid room, Mister Stockman' sweat splattering onto my body as he relentlessly fucked me, his face frozen in pleasurable concentration as he rammed in and out of me. I threw my legs up and wrapped them around his hips, urging him to increase his pace as I gazed up lovingly into his eyes. He brought the experience and skill of a man who'd been fucking and pleasuring women for over a half century and I was awed by how he seemed to know my every secret spot, twisting his hips just so to take himself a little deeper and bring me unsuspected depths of pleasure.
I was wrapped up in the depths of my second orgasm when as I bathed his cock with my hot juices that Mister Stockman murmured, "Silk fire, sweet silk fire," and then he rammed himself deep into my cunt and I cried out with great pleasure as his load of hot semen gushed inside me.
It was only when Mister Stockman began to withdraw from my clasping, quivering pussy that I glanced over at my competitor and saw a large Hispanic man fucking her hard and saw a '3" on the sign above her. I was impressed with her quick start, but I wouldn't have traded my lovely fuck with Mister Stockman for anything. In fact, as he came to his knees, I managed to sit up and leaning forward, took his cock in my mouth and licked his semen and my juices off his cock.
I heard Sandra Wellsley cry out something garbled and heard a ring sound over my head and knew without looking that there was now a '1' flashing above me. As Mister Stockman withdrew, he bowed to me and said, "Win or lose, Sonya...it's been an honor and a pleasure!"
I felt my eyes misting up and a new glow spread through my body as I gasped, "Thank you, sir." Then I turned to see a line of men, grinning and eager lining up near me. The first was a young man, barely eighteen -- red-haired, freckled and naked -- sporting an erection that slapped stiffly up against his body. I gave him a big grin and motioned him to me as I said huskily, "Come to Momma!"
He climbed aboard me eagerly and after a moment or two of floundering about, found my cum filled pussy with his cock and began fucking me frantically. I tried to get him to slow down, but he was single-mindedly hammering his dick into my cunt while ducking his head to work on getting his lips around one of my swollen nipples. I was just getting into it, feeling the glow of approaching orgasm when he bit down hard on my thick, swollen nipple and emptied his load inside me.
The feel of another load of fresh sperm, warming my hungry pussy brought me closer to orgasm and I was disappointed to feel him withdraw, although I felt touched when he fervently gasped, "Thank you, ma'am!"
I patted his shoulder and said, "My pleasure, honey. Get that thing hard and get back in line, sweetie!" He was grinning broadly as he climbed off me and then my attention was all on the large Black man approaching me, the humid heat making his milk chocolate skin glisten and the very large cock swinging between his muscled thighs making me gasp with anticipation.
He reached down and with one strong hand flipped me over onto my stomach and then pulled me up on my hands and knees. Being manhandled like that took me right to the edge of orgasm and then he took me over the brink as his club-like cock spread me wide and slowly buried itself in my flesh. I cried and screamed and I think I even barked like a mad dog as he buried his cock in me, touching virgin pussy flesh before I felt his thighs slap against my hips. He started fucking me slow...allowing my clasping cunt flesh to nearly adapt to his massive cock, but before long, he was fucking me hard and brutally. The world blurred out on me and I think I was lost in orgasm the entire time he was pounding me with his cock...orgasm that became almost lethal when he began to cum, making my womb feel like it was expanding under the tremendous load of semen he ejaculated inside me.
I was gasping for breath as he withdrew from me, his massive cock leaving a trail of sperm and my juices trailing down my thigh and he laughed loudly when I managed to haltingly cry out, "Thank you!"
Next came your prototypical looking surfer bum with an incredibly muscular body, but with a slightly smaller than normal penis. His long blonde hair brushed my face as he pumped in and out of me, soothing me while I gathered myself together. My pussy was more than sensitive and while I didn't reach an orgasm, I was pleasantly close to one while he fucked me.
Once he had cummed and I was waiting for my next, I glanced over at my competitor. Her long black legs were wrapped around another beach bum and her head was thrown back -- a sneer of orgasmic ecstasy etched on her face. A glance upwards showed she was on number '8'! I then looked above my head to confirm my count of '4.'
"Well, howdy there, missy!" I looked up to see a white man of about sixty approaching. His chest was covered with graying chest hair and he had a slight paunch. He was naked save for a ten gallon hat on his head. "You ready for some more?" His cock jutted out and he was stroking its very long and slender shaft.
I licked my lips and got to my knees, scooting over and patting the lounger. "I sure am, cowboy. Come on over here and let Momma give you a ride, you'll never forget!" He gave a girlish giggle of delight, making me laugh as I straddled him and slowly sank down on him, pausing only to snatch his hat off and put it on my head. I felt his cock impale me, going very deep and for a minute or two, I squatted on him and rode him hard before my muscles began to burn from exertion and tremble from arousal. I shifted to my knees and leaned in to lick the sweat on his face. I decided I needed to make up some ground and cried out, "I want to suck some cock!"
I felt motion behind me and then four men shifted to line up alongside me and my elderly cowboy. The first was a whipcord thin Hispanic man with a pencil mustache and a very erect cock. A shiver of wicked delight came over me as I took the stranger's cock in my mouth and began licking it, relishing his taste as I seemed to always do with each and every cock I pleasured. His fingers intertwined themselves in my dark hair, twisting and tugging at my locks as he moderated the movement of my mouth back and forth on his cock.
The moans of both men I was lavishing attention on filled my ears and I lost myself in sucking and fucking, feeling the excitement growing in me as I brought first the Hispanic fellow to orgasm, his salty seed flooding into my mouth as he groaned softly. Another man -- eyes magnified behind thick lenses, stepped up to take his place even as I was still swallowing the thick load of semen. I took his shorter, but thicker cock in my mouth and made him cum quickly, maybe from the noisy squeals I was emitting as I orgasmed from my cowboy's sudden explosion of hot semen in my pussy!
I milked my older gentleman for everything I could, considering I was quivering in the throes of orgasm, but reluctantly climbed off, him, remaining on my knees as I hungrily took the next cock to be sucked into my mouth. I glanced upwards and was gratified to see my number had jumped to '7,' but as I shot a glance at Dominique, I saw she was now on her knees, sucking one man's cock while another fucked her from behind. And her number was now '12!'
I sensed another man stepping up to the lounger and I patted the mattress pad, indicating that he should sit down. He was a clean cut young man with curly, black hair and a six inch hard-on rising up out of a nest of equally curly black hair. Never letting the one cock slip from my mouth, I expertly straddled my newest hard penis and slid smoothly and wetly down on his shaft. I let him the cock slip from my mouth long enough to guide its owner around to stand at the head of the lounger and then before I wrapped my lips around it again, cried out. "Somebody fuck my ass!"
Again, I could hear more than see a shuffling among the men lined up to fuck me as those who wanted a crack at my asshole moved in. Over the last year -- I had taken quite a liking to being fucked in the ass and for the unique orgasms that it produced. There is nothing in the world quite like having a man empty a heavy and burning load of semen into your bowels after having stretched your asshole to accommodate a nice, big cock. Donnie who'd never even asked to fuck me up the ass seemed to prefer it over my pussy now -- I think he thought it degraded me even though all it really did was make me cum all the harder.
Hands spread my asscheeks and began pressing against my butthole, slick and shiny with semen and pussy juice from some of my earlier lovers. I groaned and clamped my mouth tight around the cock I was sucking as something big and flared wormed its way remorselessly into my asshole.
My body went rigid as I went airtight -- all my holes filled with hard, angry cock and as I felt the man beneath me begin nipping at my swollen and aching nipples, it was if something was detonated inside me as there was a terrific explosion of orgasmic pleasure that went off and held me transfixed as I was fucked hard by three cock. I felt slutty and helpless and wanton and I reveled as I was fucked, feeling two of the three cocks sliding back and forth, separated by a thin membrane of skin. My skin was on fire and I felt the sweat breaking out and pouring over my skin as I was filled to the brink with cock.
My jaws and tongue began to ache with the exertion of pleasuring a mouth full of cockflesh, but it was a pleasurable exertion -- my body thrilling as it always did to explore the length and girth and contours of a man's erect penis with my lips and tongue, marveling that each is so similar and yet so wondrously different. As another flood of semen spilled across my tongue I was struck again how every male's seed is alike and yet each so deliciously unique.
I grinned up into the grimacing face of the young man to show how much I enjoyed his seed and let him slip from my lips, semen and saliva smearing across my lips and chin, my tongue darting out to snatch a little glob of sperm that dropped on the corner of my mouth. Another cock, hard and proud waved in my face and I snapped at it hungrily, sliding my lips around the satiny, firm head.
Then my orgasm escalated to a new level as almost simultaneously, the cocks in my cunt and ass both went deep and began filling me with hot semen! I went wild, the cock in my mouth momentarily escaping as I scream with pure carnal pleasure, the spit covered head slapping against my lips and cheeks for a few moments before I regained enough mastery of myself to begin sucking again.
When I felt the slowly deflating cock sliding from my asshole and I was physically lifted off the cock I was sitting on, I became maddened, making garbled demands for more cock -- to be fucked and fucked again. Half prostrate from what seemed a never rending orgasm, barely able to move, I felt other hands take hold of me, opening my legs, spreading my ass cheeks and hard cocks one after another burrowing inside my cum filled holes.
I felt intoxicated, drunk on the incredible amount of semen I felt warming my insides, filling up my womb and my bowels and my stomach and the world around me seemed to gray in and out -- glimpses of cocks coming and going around my mouth, hands caressing my body while cocks of all sizes plumbed my ass and pussy. I was adrift on an ocean of orgasmic delight, riding a vessel comprised of hot, hard and sweaty male flesh, reveling in the never ending storm of semen and pleasure.
Pleasure escalated until my heart would nearly burst and then ebb slightly backwards and then rise again, flirting with that ever so alluring razor's edge of pain and pleasure -- discomfort seemingly always held at bay by the soothing balm of a never ending supply of thick, hot semen, bathing my pussy and ass, soothing both and providing lubrication for the next hard cocks to bury themselves inside me.
I was floating on clouds of carnal ecstasy, sometimes on my back, sometimes on my knees, sometimes suspended weightlessly in midair, impaled on cocks while strong sweaty arms loaned support as I was fucked and fucked again. I would have grown hoarse from cries and screams of pleasure except for a near constant presence of cock and semen, the sweet, salty and tangy sperm of many men coating my throat and filling my belly.
As I drifted in this ocean of excessive debauchery, I had visions and glimpses of others -- of Dominique riding on the same ocean of hard penises and creamy jizzum, her dark skin glistening with sweat while she was fucked by a faceless crowd of men...her arrogant expressions gone and replaced by ones of sheer lust, tinged with something almost indefinable -- perhaps disbelief or concern. Out of my own fog of carnality, between glimpses of cock and flesh, I saw numbers come and go, always getting larger...'20,' '32,' '45,' '60,' '83' and on and on, rising even as my orgasms increased in intensity, never seeming to end, waxing and waning, but never abandoning me.
Then I came to myself, moaning as I felt a very large cock withdrawing from my pussy with a thick, liquid plop. My eyes focused as I recognized the black man who had fucked me early in the contest -- his cock dropping to half mast and coated with semen, still looking massive. I ran my tongue over my swollen lips, tasting the semen of God knew how many men. My body ached from the pounding I had been taking -- my pussy and ass pulsing, sensations drifting back and forth across that fine line of pleasure and pain. I lifted my eyes to the number board above me and I felt a little shock as I saw the number '117' flashing.
Had I actually fucked and sucked a hundred and seventeen men? The way my pussy and ass and jaws ached and the way my head was spinning and my heart was pounding seemed to acknowledge that unbelievable number! I realized that the room had become almost completely silent and I weakly raised my head and saw Mister Stockman and Joan both grinning, their eyes ablaze with excitement. I turned and looked for my competitor and found her lying prone on her lounger, her eyes glazed over and her legs sprawled wide, her hips at the edge of the seat. Her pussy gaped open, an almost unbelievable mass of semen oozing from her. Above her, her sign number was the same as mine -- the number '117' blinking at me.
"Is...is it over?" I managed to wheeze.
Sandra Wellsley approached me, thick nipples sticking out against her skimpy, silver dress and even amidst the powerful aroma of all the cum in and around me, I could smell her arousal. She peered down at me and said in a voice thick with lust. "Are you conceding, my dear?" She glanced over at the apparently comatose Dominique and said, "The contest doesn't end until one of you say's 'no more.'"
I shook my head, surprised at how stiff I was and gasped, "Never." I started to call out for another cock, but found my attention frozen on Dominique's well fucked and cum filled pussy. I knew if I was to look down, I would no doubt see a similar collection of spunk slowly flowing from my aching cunt. An idea -- no, a need began to grow in my mind and I moaned as I slowly swung my legs around and over the side of the lounger. A surprised murmur rose from the crowd.
I grunted with effort as I pushed myself up, feeling semen trickling down my leg as I swayed unsteadily for a moment on my feet. I took a step forward and immediately went to my hands and knees, barely avoiding falling flat on my face. I simply couldn't walk...I was too weak and too shaky. Nevertheless, I was determined to move forward. Slowly, I began to crawl towards Dominique -- my eyes fixed on the sperm packed hole between her legs. The crowd grew noisier and I almost could sense the entire room taking a step towards us to get a better view of whatever I was about to do.
I seemed to take forever to crawl over to the young, black woman, my entire body aching, my pussy and ass aching as I moved along, warm semen dripping down my thighs or splattering to the ground as I progressed.
Finally, I found myself between Dominique's spread thighs -- the smell of her sweat and her pussy mixing with the aroma of so many men's sperm to create a heady perfume that filled my nostrils and propelled me to finish what I'd set out to do. As the crowd gasped, I plunged my face into the cummy mess of Dominique's pussy. A tremor of pleasure rippled through me, foreshadowing the possibility of orgasm as my mind processed the sheer and audacious carnality of me rubbing my face in the semen of dozens of men, lapping it up as I ran my tongue up, down and around the black woman's swollen and worn labia -- opening my mouth wide and slurping up all that delicious cum.
After nearly a minute, I felt Dominique begin to shift underneath me as I cleaned her up, lapping away thick globs of semen to reveal her wrinkled pussy folds and her clitoris, swollen and pulsating, nearly an inch long. It was then that I raised my head back up and looked at the crowd behind me, my face covered in semen and pussy juice and croaked, "Give me cock!"
The entire crowd was silent...maybe in shock, maybe in awe and then applause broke out at my perverted actions and I saw the young red-headed man who'd followed Mister Stockman at the beginning of the competition run forward, a big grin on his face and his cock, long and hard bouncing as he ran. I gave him an evil, cum covered smile and wiggled my ass at him, even though my whole body ached with the effort. "Fuck Momma good and hard, baby," I said, my voice harsh with lust.
I watched him kneel behind me and as he tilted my hips up slightly, I turned back and again buried my face between Dominique's thighs, my tongue running up and down her pussy, lapping up the copious amount of semen still oozing from her flesh. She groaned and quivered as my tongue slathered around her clit again and again.
My red-headed lover wasted no time and rammed his cock into my pussy, sending waves of pain and pleasure washing over my body as somehow, my nearly numb and well fucked flesh wrapped around his invading cock, massaging and kissing it as he buried himself deep inside me. His hands roamed all over my back and then down to my front, sliding somehow along my both sticky and sweaty flesh to finally cup my swaying tits and making me moan as his fingers found my sore and well used nipples, blood engorged and feeling as if they would simply explode.
My young man fucked me hard and with confidence and I wondered how many times did he have me today? It didn't matter as he hammered me with his cock -- my nerve endings, worn and frazzled were still firing and I could feel the pleasure build within me, always skirting the edge of pain as it escalated, but taking me up the road to sweet sexual bliss again.
At the same time, I was doing the same to Dominique, my tongue swirling about her clitoris and then delving deep between her pussy lips, retrieving what seemed to be an almost endless supply of semen as her weary cunt bathed my face with fresh pussy cream. She weakly began to buck her hips against my face, trying to time her movements with those of my ravenous tongue which kept pace with my red-head's cock thrusts. In turn, the crowd began to clap along, somehow linking us all into this act of carnality and debauchery.
My orgasm arrived first and I sobbed my ecstatic pleasure into Dominique's pussy as sheer sexual bliss tore me apart again -- pleasure so great I could barely stand it. Then I felt Dominique began to cum, her pussy spraying my face with her tasty juices and then beginning to almost convulse as if having as seizure as I gently wrapped my lips around her swollen, pulsating clitoris and began to suck the little aroused nub.



My red-headed lover slammed into me deep and with a happy growl began to cum in my battered pussy and my pleasure went back and forth across that border it shared with pain and I nearly blacked out from its intensity. Although it probably lasted more than a few mind blowing moments, for what seemed an eternity, the three of us were locked body and soul in perfect sexual satisfaction, our bodies merging as one, sharing and expanding the carnal pleasure that dominated us.
Finally, I felt my young man fall back, his cock slipping from between my still clasping lips and I heard Sandra Wellsley cry out, "One hundred and eight for Sonya!" as the onlookers cheered. I continued to suckle on Dominique's clitoris, my tongue gently teasing it while her body shook uncontrollably until suddenly I felt her badly trembling hands on my head, pushing me away and sobbing, "No more, me -- I'm done...too much...too sweet -- too much, me." I raised my head up over her quivering mound to see Dominique's eyes roll back and then close and then she began to softly snore.
"We have a winner and new record holder!" I heard Sandra Wellsley shout and then it was as if a sea of people swarmed me and I was being touched and fondled by more than I could count. I thought I saw Mister Stockman standing there with his arms raised in triumph and then Joan's face floated in front of me and I could feel her tongue slithering across my sperm spattered face and then things went gray for me. I felt myself being lifted up and being carried or maybe floating along, then a warm, sea-salty breeze washing across my body until finally I was lowered into a bed of incredible softness.
My last memories were of a sweet and loving tongue, gently licking me, delving deep inside me, feeding on the ocean of semen inside me. A warm and stentorian voice urged, "Be gentle...she'll need lots of rest," to which the voice of Joan replied, "Of course, I'll be gentle, but I want it all -- I want all this sweet cum including that first load that you privileged her with." I think I sighed happily as I let myself fall into an unconscious state, savoring the knowledgeable tongue that licked my pussy, following sweet orgasmic pleasure into oblivion.
#
I let out a groan of pleasure as I let the sun's rays bake the soreness from my weary, naked body, relaxing on a chaise lounger atop the ancient and grand hotel in Key West. Through my sunglasses, I could see the Gulf of Mexico, seemingly almost motionless, a tranquil sea of turquoise. I stretched luxuriously, feeling like a tired, but very satisfied cat.
"Does Madam require the phone anymore?" said a young Hispanic man attired in a formal waiter's uniform.
I could feel his eyes roaming over my nakedness, a smile of appreciation on his lips. I could feel my nipples harden under his gaze and was tempted to reward him for his admiration, but I was under doctor's orders and so, instead, shook my head and replied, "No thank you." He nodded and took it away, me admiring his tight buns as he moved away.
I had just finished talking with my daughter, Tara after Donnie had hung up on me twice. She had confirmed that Mister Stockman had called on Sunday and had informed my husband that I would be staying in Key West until the following Friday in order to rest and recover after my "performance."
Tara had let me know that Donnie had been very polite with Mister Stockman, acting in a totally opposite way than he was currently treating me. "Just enjoy yourself, Mom. You deserve a break from us anyway." She had hesitated before plunging on with, "Congratulations, Mom. Mister Stockman said you outdid yourself." She paused again and said teasingly with a hint of a giggle, "Whatever it is you do."
I felt myself blushing and again wondered how much my nearly eighteen year old daughter actually knew about my work. It gave me a thrill thinking that she understood and approved of her mother. Tara hung up after again telling me to enjoy my rest, finishing with, "I got things here under control, Mom. We love you and miss you!"
It was now Tuesday. I had slept almost twenty-four hours after winning the gang-bang contest. It all seemed surreal to me now, just memories of cocks and orgasms to accompany the soreness that existed in every inch of my body. I didn't truly feel I was in pain, but rather the soreness that comes with good, honest work. A dull, steady ache permeated my pussy and asshole, but it wasn't totally unpleasant. Again, it was the soreness one associated with good, hard fucking.
Mister Stockman had brought in a doctor -- a lovely Asian woman who'd given me a gynecological exam and pronounced me healthy, if not a bit used. She'd prescribed three weeks of rest and abstaining from vaginal and anal sexual activity and while I was horrified at the prospect of going so long without sex after it had become such a daily part of my life, I had yielded to Mister Stockman' command to obey her, feeling all warm and gooey at his show of concern.
For the next several days, I was fawned over like I was royalty with Joan Stockman overseeing my recuperation. I received daily massages from both Mister Stockman' daughter and from the hotel's trained staff and while I resisted breaking the doctor's orders as both Joan's and the staffs loving massages made me drip with passion, it was hard.
I did have an enlightening conversation with Joan as upon waking from a lazy morning nap, I confided in her my confusion at never having been fucked by Mister Richards at the bank.
Joan rubbed my shoulders, her hands slick with a warming oil as she told me. "Mister Richards believes in following a contract to the letter. Your agreement is to suck him off twice a week. He would never dream of pressing you to go further at work." She paused and then said slowly, "You have to think outside the agreement. He will never fuck you as his employed whore." She left the rest unsaid, but I looked over my shoulders at her with understanding in my eyes. A plan began to unfold in my mind.
Finally, it was time to leave and I left the hotel for our plane just as I had arrived, naked and being led on a leash by Joan Stockman. I was given a standing ovation as the workers and most of the occupants of the hotel had either been witness or participants to my victory over the lovely Dominique.
As we rode to the airport, my hand in Joan's, I ran over again the numbers I had achieved in the contest. Of my received one hundred and eighteen loads of cum, twenty men had fucked my ass, forty-one had cum in my mouth and fifty-seven men had fucked my pussy and pumped me full of their wonderful semen. It had been a new club record. I was aware that in maybe someway, I had traveled a mad and deviate road, but I was proud of myself and aroused that I could be that free and sluttish. I might never attempt such a thing again, but I had done it. I had given myself body and soul to a game of debauchery and lust that most people couldn't even conceive of.
Even though it had been barely a week, in many ways, as I walked back up the front walk of my home, it had seemed like a lifetime since I had left. I felt odd, definitely overdressed in my skimpy black miniskirt after a week of being constantly naked. I checked and rechecked that I had my handbag, new arousal growing over Joan's parting gift that she had slipped into my bag as I had leaned back into the open limo door and gave her one last loving kiss.
"It's a DVD of your record breaking performance. Father let me have a sneak peak. It's very good...the cameras missed nothing!" It was with those words ringing in my ears and lighting afresh the almost constant fire in my pussy that I greeted my family, receiving hugs and kisses on the cheeks and even receiving a kiss on the lips from my husband. I had to wonder if Donnie could taste Joan on my lips and I regretted not eating her cunt on the flight home.
The afternoon and evening flew by, my kids chattering excitedly all through dinner, bringing me up to speed on their week. Donnie, who had started with being actually friendly, grew more quiet and sullen as the hours passed. Finally, Tara took her leave of us -- doing a slumber party with friends -- a reward for being the mistress of the house while I was gone, and my younger ones finally went to bed.
It was after midnight when I checked on them both and found them both sound asleep. Downstairs, I found Donnie in the living room, nursing his sixth or seventh beer of the night. He'd not said a word to me since dinner. He downed the rest of a beer, crumpled the can and ignored me as a sportscaster relived the day's key events.
I went to the kitchen and retrieved another can of beer for my husband and a soda for me and returned, sitting next to him on the sofa. As if I had something catching, he scooted slightly away from me. I sipped my soda and waited patiently for him to break the silence. It took him nearly fifteen minutes to speak.
"I reckon you really whored yourself up good down there in Florida," he muttered almost in a whisper.
"Do you really want to know, Donnie?" I said looking up at him.
My husband licked his lips slowly and I could see both the hate and the need in his eyes, both thrilling me yet making me a little afraid. Not for the first time I had to wonder if Donnie had a breaking point. He sneered, "Sure honey, why don't you give me a blow by blow description."
I grinned, having expected a response something like that, including the anger and resentment in his voice. I stood up and replied, "I can do better than that, Donnie. I can show you how much of a slutty whore I was." I went to my purse and withdrew the DVD Joan had given me. Without saying another word, I went and loaded it into the DVD player and then returned to my seat next to him, handing him the controller. "Go ahead, Donnie. You have no idea!" I purred.
Donnie looked down at the remote control for a long time, a muscle in his face twitching. Finally he nodded and pressed play. He stared intently as it opened with me parading naked into the large room to the cheers of the crowd. Donnie never said a word, staring intently at the screen as he listened to Sandra Wellsley's introduction and then the beginnings of the contest. The DVD utilized a split screen format and for the first time I was glad that I'd allowed Donnie to splurge with a bit of my whoring tips to buy a large, flat screen television. I had not even noticed any cameras during the gang bang competition, but Joan was correct -- it was very, very good, not missing anything.
The only words Donnie uttered as he watched were, "You fucking whore," once in a while, not even bothering to look at me as my performance kept him spellbound. He didn't even respond when I made comments while we watched such as, "Mister Stockman fucks like a man a quarter his age...he has a magnificent cock."
As Donnie watched me get fucked, one man after another, I saw his pants begin to tent. Pleased, I reached out and began to rub my hand over the growing erection in my husband's pants, finally unzipping his fly and reaching out and taking his cock in my hand, stroking it gently. Glancing at the screen, I saw myself being fucked by the hugely hung Black man, screaming with pleasure and smiled as Donnie's cock throbbed with excitement.
While he watched me get gangbanged, both captivated and horrified, I leaned down and began sucking his cock, lovingly lavishing it with wet attention with my tongue. I bobbed up and down, my lips sliding back and forth along the length of his shaft, letting my tongue run along his hot skin and then over his firm, yet soft cock head, lapping up his heavily flowing precum.
Donnie groaned as we both heard me cry out on the television, "I want to suck some cock!" and suddenly my husband was shooting a load into my mouth, his hot semen so familiar to me...still delicious and triggering a flashback of all the cum I had drank a week ago. I sucked him until he was growing soft in my mouth and when I tried to let him slip from between my lips, his hand came down heavy on my head to hold me in place. "You fucking whore," he groaned, still watching the gangbanging of his wife.
I relaxed and gently sucked and nursed his cock, feeling new life in his member as he watched me call out, "Somebody fuck my ass." As my muffled moans of being fucked in all my holes filled our living room, Donnie's cock returned to full erection and he kept muttering, "You fucking whore," over and over again, as his fingers intertwined in my hair and he roughly pulled me down to the floor onto my knees and dragged me between his knees.
I resumed sucking his cock as he watched me take on cock after cock, white, black, Hispanic and Asian, taking them in my cunt, my ass and my mouth, my moans and those of Dominique punctuating his mantra of, "You fucking whore." Donnie came again, this time forcefully yanking my mouth off his cock and cumming in my face, shooting thick streamers of semen across my cheeks and over my lips and chin and into my hair, cumming and then rubbing his cock across my face as he sobbed, "You fucking whore!"
I chuckled and moaned, "Yes, Donnie, I'm your fucking whore...your slut, your cockhound. I live to fuck and I'm going to fuck the world," before I again took his cock in my mouth,
Donnie groaning and writhing on the sofa cushion as I sucked and licked his now limp cock as he kept watching me get the gangbanging of a lifetime, wondering how I looked, cocks constantly in me, fucking me, cumming inside me and knowing that my husband hated me and loved me and that this all turned him on, moaning happily as he slowly recovered and for the third time became erect, his fingers scrabbling at the sofa cushion and through my dark tresses as I tongued his so sensitive flesh, trying to share in my own perverted way a simple taste of the tremendous pleasure and pain I had experienced.
Donnie came a third and final time as he watched me get fucked, a quick glance showing two big, heavily muscled men -- one white and one black, holding me suspended between them, one's cock buried in my ass and the other impaling me with his tremendous cock, me squalling with carnal delight as they fucked me without mercy. Again, Donnie withdrew from my mouth and sprayed his jism all over my face.
We watched the entire video that night, me on my knees, resting my head on his thigh, kissing and nursing at his exhausted cock, watching me fuck and suck one hundred and eight men and devour the hot, mixed semen of dozens more from Dominique's pussy. When it ended with the large black man who'd been one of the first to fuck me carrying my nearly unconscious body out of the room, Donnie muttered, "You fucking whore," one more time and shoved me away, making me sprawl on the floor as he stood up and tucked his limp cock away.
I stared up at him, proud and defiant, daring him to follow through as he pursed his lips as if to spit. "I am a fucking whore," I said with pride in my voice. "And I love it, Donnie."
My words seem to deflate him and he walked out of the room and went upstairs to bed. He didn't speak another word to me for three days, but for the next two nights, he was waiting downstairs after everyone went to bed and we watched my gangbang again and again while I sucked his cock.
I wasn't sure what would happen next, but I knew that my evolution as a slut wasn't nearly finished. There were desires and ideas and hopes running through my mind and Donnie played a role in many of them. I think he sensed it too. It was no longer a question whether or not I would give my sluttish life up, but rather how far would I take it. I didn't have a clue, but I couldn't wait to find out!
To be continued...
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Hi everyone - checking in from my most recent foray into the darker areas of my imagination. I debated whether to post this story for sometime, but in the end, despite it's terribly dark nature, I think it's a good story. Looking forward to hearing your thoughts about it - please keep those comments and emails coming!
As always, all characters are products of my imagination and bear no relationship to anyone in real life. Enjoy!
*
I was sweeping out the garage bay of the mechanic's shop where I worked a summer job when I felt my cell phone buzzing in my coveralls. I pulled it out and a voice said, "Is this John Hunter? This is Ms. McCloud down at the Stay-Eez Inn. I was to let you know if..." she paused as if a bit uncomfortable."
I sighed softly and then said, "Yes, ma'am. What room is she in?" I said this as I headed towards the office, already shrugging my way out of my oil stained coveralls.
There was a slight hesitation before the woman said, "Room 118."
I replied, "Thanks," and hung up the phone without waiting for a response. Stepping into the office, my boss, Tony Giatano looked up and when I said, "Gotta go -- it's Mom," he got a sad look on his face and just nodded. I was in my pickup truck and gone in a rush, trying to beat red lights as I rushed across town.
I pulled into the Stay-Eez Inn with a heavy heart. Every town has a motel like this one -- built back in the day -- long and flat and one story high -- the old classic motor inn where the cars park right in front of their rooms. Sometimes there's a pool -- more often than not empty or with green algae floating on top due to neglect. Some places rent their rooms by the hour while others try to turn them into pseudo apartments and rent them by the week or the month. The Stay-Eez worked all those options.
I cruised down the line of doors counting them off until I came to Room 118. A minivan and a beat up looking Camero were parked outside and I pulled up next to the minivan, again heaving a great big sigh. As I climbed out, three guys emerged from 118, laughing and elbowing each other. Each looked sweaty -- two of them in dirty T-shirts and greasy jeans, the other, as big as the other two put together, had on an old, stained dress shirt with the sleeves cut off, showing off flabby muscles that once upon a time might have been impressive.
As they saw me making directly for the door -- the big guy laughed and said, "You're late to the party, kid!"
The other guys thought this was funny and one of the skinnier fellows followed up with, "Don't be worried, though -- if'n you don't mind sloppy seconds and thirds, she'll be more than willing! Hell, we'd still be at it if we ain't had to get back to work!" I gave them a dirty look over my shoulder as I opened the door, my face turning red as they kept laughing as the climbed into the Camero. "Motherfuckers," I muttered under my breath as I opened the door and steeled myself for what I might find.
Mom was lying face down on the bed, her peppery-gray hair, tangled and sweaty, spread out on the pillows, obscuring her face. She was naked and a quick glance around revealed a short skirt and a sweater blouse nearby -- black nylons nestled around a pair of stiletto high heels in one corner next to a sagging overstuffed chair.
As I approached, Mom moaned out, "Mmmmm -- ready for more -- give me some stiff dick!" as she wiggled her ass cheeks and spread her legs, shapely even though they were full, revealing her shaved pussy, labia spread wide open, with semen slowly oozing from between her lips as well as from between her fleshy asscheeks.
I felt a swell of conflicting emotions ripple through me -- my heart breaking as I said softly under my breath, "Oh, Mom -- not again," even as I tried to ignore the shameful twinges growing between my legs as my cock responded to the sight of my mother's nakedness. I tore my gaze from my bare-assed mother and walked on into the bathroom -- a small affair with a tub that thankfully looked relatively clean and a shower nozzle overhead. I began running a hot bath, finding a tiny bottle of liquid soap to pour in.
Returning to the other room, I discovered Mom had rolled over -- now lying on her back, spread eagled -- one hand slowly fluttering over her cum filled pussy while the other played over a swollen nipple capping a large, slightly sagging breast. Her eyes were closed as she sighed out, "I need cock!" Again, I felt a turmoil of emotions as I realized that semen was smeared in her face and hair, becoming tacky as it slowly dried. I shook my head as I tried to dismiss the image of Mom eagerly taking some stranger's spunk in her face.
"You need a bath, Mom," I said softly, reaching out and taking her hand.
Mom opened her eyes and turned her head slowly. "Ohhhh, John," she sighed. She allowed herself to be pulled up to a sitting position, swinging her legs over the side of the bed, her meaty breasts swaying as she moved. I tried to keep my eyes on Mom's face. She looked down at the grungy, threadbare carpet, unable or unwilling to meet my gaze. "I'm sorry, son," Mom whispered.
"Its okay, Mom," I replied as I helped her get to her feet. Mom staggered against me, her large breasts mashing against my chest -- her nickel sized nipples, still hard and swollen, scraping against the thin cotton of my T-shirt. "Let's get you cleaned up."
Mom, unsteady on her feet, leaned heavily on me, one arm wrapped tightly around my waist as I walked her into the bathroom. I could smell her, the mixed aromas of sweat, wet pussy and sperm coming off her in thick waves. I had to slip one arm under hers to keep her up, my hand inadvertently pressing into her swaying breast, my eyes wandering again and again to her shaved mound, pussy lips still spread wide.
I helped Mom slip into the steamy, soapy water, her groan of satisfaction making the hairs on my arm rise up while it made blood rush to my cock. I was relieved to see most of her nakedness disappear beneath the soap bubbles, hoping it would help quell the feelings I had surging through me. I knelt there next to the tub for a few minutes studying Mom as she relaxed, wondering what I could do to fix this insane situation. Finally, I reached up to the metal shelf over the toilet and pulled down a washcloth and soaking it in the water, began washing Mom's face.
Mom opened her brilliant blue eyes and rolled her face towards me -- her expression a mixture of shame and love. "I'm sorry, John...I, I did it again," she murmured like a repentant child.
I shrugged and said, "Let's not worry about it now. Here..." I placed the washcloth in her hand and continued, "Get washed up, Mom and we can go home."
I saw tears well up in my mother's eyes as she slowly nodded and almost robotically began to wipe herself off in the water. I should have averted my eyes as she swept one meaty breast up and washed it clean, leaving pink skin marred by bite marks, both new and old. As Mom dropped her hand into the water, her knees rising up as she ran the cloth between the middle of her legs, she shivered and said, "I just can't help it. I try not to think about it...honestly, I try and do without, but I want it so much..."
Mom's body shivered slightly as she rubbed herself more intently until I reached out and touched her on the shoulder and said as my face reddened, "Let's shower you off and get you dressed.
Mom nodded meekly and as I helped her come to her feet in the tub, her slightly overweight body slick with soapsuds that ran down her chest and stomach and legs in a way that made the blood pound in my brain. I got the shower flowing, rinsing Mom's body off as she stroked her skin, turning and facing me, her breasts swaying entrancingly as she leaned forward to allow me to rinse the sperm out of her hair and while Mom closed her eyes, I found myself helpless, unable to turn away from her mature beauty. I can feel my erection struggling for space in my khakis.
Once the shower is turned off, I helped Mom out of the tub and she stood close as I towel her off, eyes again closed and her nipples barely touching my chest as she allowed me to dry her off. I wrapped the towel around her shoulders, draping the rough cotton material over her breasts and letting her know that she needed to finish herself. Mom opened her eyes again and before I could step away, moved against me, her right arm coming up around my neck as she said almost too soft to hear, "I don't deserve you, son." Her lips came up and pressed against mine and I felt myself go rigid as she kissed me, her tongue sneaking out to brush ever so lightly against my lips before pulling away.
I beat a hasty retreat into the bedroom while Mom finished toweling off, gathering up her clothes. A few minutes later, Mom walked out of the bathroom, unashamedly naked- walking a little bowlegged. I tried to look away, but it was impossible to do. I should've been ashamed to even dare look at my mother naked, but it was if she didn't realize how hard she was making it for me...or that she didn't care. She quickly slipped on her dress and then her sweater shirt. The skirt is scandalously short, exposing her upper thighs, while the lightweight sweater molds itself around her heavy breasts, her nipples clearly outlined by the material.
"I looked around and couldn't find, um, your panties," I said to Mom, only to have her look at me -- her expression gradually changing from mild amusement to embarrassment as I slowly realized there were no panties to find. Mom slipped on her high heels and then stood before me, not so much looking like a middle-aged mother, but a wanton slut about to walk the streets. I felt helpless -- unable to turn away and even though we both know its wrong, I could not help but stare at my mother while she smiled -- pleased at my attention.
I followed Mom home, whispering, "Fuck," as I spied Dad's car already in the driveway. I walked into the house just behind her to find Dad standing in the hallway, a torrent of snarling words exploding from his lips.
"Again! I swear, Cassie -- you need to pray to God for the salvation of your soul. He has a special place reserved in Hell for sluts and whores like you!"
Mom stood her ground for a moment, but finally burst into tears, sobbing, "I'm sorry," as she ran up the stairs. A moment later, the door to the guest bedroom slammed shut and I knew it would be another long freaking night in the Hunter home.
Dad glared at me as if I had betrayed him and maybe in my heart I had, before snapping at me, "Where the hell did you find her this time?"
I shrugged my shoulders and said, "Does it matter, Dad? She needs help."
My father brushed past and into the living room, settling heavily into his old recliner. He picked up his newspaper and snapped it open with a loud pop. "Do you know who it was...or was there more than one this time?"
I closed my eyes for a moment and sighed, a sudden vision of the three lowlifes naked and in bed with my mother, fucking her hard and brutally, not caring for her, just seeing her as another cheap whore they picked up in a bar...Mom's face contorted in absolute lust as they pounded their cocks into her. I drove the image from my mind and opening my eyes, replied, "Does it matter, Dad? We need to get Mom some real help."
#
I was just short of my fifteenth birthday when Mom disappeared and by that, I mean she was kidnapped. It was just another uneventful day in the lives of the Hunter family when Mom announced she was off to the supermarket and asked me if I wanted anything special, rolling her eyes when I said jokingly, a six pack of beer. She ran her purse strap over her shoulder, smiled at me the way only a mother does and was out the door...and she didn't come back.
It was late afternoon before we knew anything was wrong and then only because a sheriff's deputy came to the house and informed us that Mom's minivan had been found deserted on a country road -- groceries still inside along with her wallet, credit card and forty-nine dollars in cash. Of Mom there was no sign and no clue as to what had happened.
Dad was stoic from the start, fearing to state the worst or the best scenarios possible. A massive search was begun -- combing fields and woods for miles around, but to no avail. It was as if Mom had vanished from the face of the earth. Days turned into weeks turned into months. The state police and the F.B.I. did all but announce she was considered dead and as the first year of her absence passed, Dad (who had been considered the most likely suspect, but who had clearly been at work at the time of her disappearance was completely exonerated), and I had the sense that Mom now dwelled in the realm of what law enforcement called the cold case files.
My father rarely showed his emotions, never crying and castigating me when he caught me crying over Mom, harshly chewing me out and saying, "Your mother would have wanted us to be brave, John." In his heart, by the first Christmas, I think he gave Mom up for dead, but I refused to ever consider that as a possibility -- the sense that Mom was alive...somewhere out there in the world, always lingered in my heart and I never gave up hope.
I often dreamed of her, especially of her on the last day I saw her -- her slender frame dressed in a long denim dress, her lovely face framed by her short black hair, cut much like that old movie actress, Aubrey Hepburn, blue eyes brilliant and glowing. I dreamed that she left and came back and that life went on as it should have, all of us living happily ever after. It hurt the most for me after those dreams. I would cry a bit in my bed and vow never to give up hope that she would return.
We were three years and a few months beyond her disappearance, me celebrating my eighteenth birthday the spring before my senior year of high school when the local chief of police showed up at our house. He had a stunned smile on his face as he gushed to my father and me that Mom was alive -- that she'd been found in a house thirty miles away. Chief Brenner gave us a siren escort to the hospital, Dad so shocked he could barely keep the car on the road.
A nurse ushered us into Mom's room and we both just stopped and stared in wonder at the woman sleeping in the hospital bed with IVs stuck in her and the frightful sounds of a monitor keeping track of her vital signs. The nurse, a young, blonde-haired woman saw our dismay and concern and quickly reassured us. "She's doing fine -- she's just badly dehydrated. All she needs are fluids and rest." She reached out and patted my shoulder. "Your mother is okay...it's like a miracle."
All I could do was nod and be amazed as I stared at the woman who was definitely my Mom, yet seemed so different. Mom's hair which she had cut in that short, pixie style my whole life was now long, hanging down around her shoulders -- the luxurious black gone peppery gray. Her face was still relatively unlined for a woman of 42 and her slender figure had filled out some, making her face fuller and less angular. A peaceful expression was on her sleeping face, making her look more beautiful than I remembered.
It was only then that I saw my father cry as he uncharacteristically hugged me to him and cried softly, "We got our girl, back, John! God be praised, I've got my Cassie back!"
We watched her sleep for a bit and then the local police showed up and gave us some details. Some teenagers had broken into a house on a lark and had found her there, handcuffed to a bed in an upstairs bedroom in what had been otherwise an empty house. The officials told us this a bit awkwardly and their uncomfortable glances informed me that they were leaving things out, apparently for my sake.
In the end, between the newspapers and news shows and what little Dad shared with me, I learned most of it. Mom had been kidnapped by a man who had called himself Darren Jones, a fiftyish white and nondescript male who had kept Mom locked up in a small bedroom with steel plates over the windows and a reinforced steel door, and who had used her for sex -- raping her times beyond counting. The local police and the federal guys were all highly complimentary to Mom -- claiming that it was her strength of character that allowed her to survive the ordeal.
All evidence pointed to Jones having simply packed up and moved on, leaving Mom handcuffed to the bed to die of thirst. It was pure dumb luck that a couple of juvenile delinquents had broken into the house and found Mom before she died. They called 911 and never surfaced to claim any reward. As for Jones, he disappeared and the F.B.I. offered vague hints of seeing this madman's work before and that Mom was very, very lucky. To date, he's never been caught.
Dad was told more, but he shared it with no one. Maybe it was what the police told him that made him more remote, but in any case, it was an awkward reunion with Mom -- Dad holding Mom almost at arms length and Mom herself very quiet and reserved, staring at us both like we were strangers. She cried once, when I came into her arms and she held on to me for minutes, hugging me tight, pressing her body against mine like she meant to never let me go.
I had dreamed of having Mom in my arms again, but the reality was quite different as feelings of utter joy and happiness were suddenly competing with the young male instincts of having a well built woman rubbing against me with only my clothes and a hospital gown between us. There was no ignoring the fact that Mom's full breasts were mashing into my T-shirt...I could even feel her nipples -- large and thick, pressing against me, so full and hard, it was almost like there was no clothing at all between us. To my dismay, I was sporting a respectable boner in my jeans when she let me go and I quickly, albeit awkwardly, shifted to the chair beside her bed, positioning myself to obscure my erection.
Mom looked as flushed and awkward as I felt and I was suddenly cognizant of how good looking a woman my mother was -- she'd always been my pretty Mom, but now, I saw her as something else...something more -- maybe it was the long and graying hair and the new, more lush figure that made me regard her as more than simply a beautiful woman. Maybe it was those lovely blue eyes that somehow regarded me with both a familiar motherly appraisal and something that was more primal. Her gaze gave me shivers and made me throb between my legs in a way I knew wasn't right.
My uncomfortable feelings were left behind as we all sat there, soon joined by Mom's brother and his family and began catching Mom up on the family and events over the last two years. Still, once in a while, Mom would glance over at me in such a way as to make me think she knew full well what I'd been thinking.
The doctors insisted that Mom stay in the hospital for a few days to regain her strength. This also allowed the authorities access to grill her and gather any clues about her ordeal that might allow them to catch Darren Jones. The doctors also stressed that Mom's ordeal mentally was far from over -- advocating extensive counseling and therapy to help her recover from whatever traumas she had endured. Dad with his usual abrupt attitude brushed aside most of the doctors' concerns, stating over and over, "Cassie will be fine once we get her home where she belongs."
Finally, we did get to take her home. The drive was quiet and strange -- Mom's attention divided between the scenery -- the everyday things that we see and take for granted captivating her -- and the odd, long looks she would give me and Dad...looks that made me uncomfortable. Mom was also squirming, looking uncomfortable in one of her old sweatsuits that was on of the few things we thought would fit her, tugging and fussing with her bra straps. She made a few mutterings under her breath -- comments that led me to understand that while she was Jones's prisoner, she'd not worn a bra or very little else.



It wasn't till we got home that I saw a shadow of the old Mom. She stopped in the doorway and gave our home a long looking over, peering into the kitchen. Dad and I had cleaned up to what we thought was appropriate, but Mom laughed and said, "You poor boys -- you've been bachelors far too long. Tomorrow, I'll start getting this place shipshape!"
I protested, saying, "Mom -- you should just take it easy. Besides, Dad and I already cleaned."
Mom laughed again and gave me another of her long, intimate hugs and proceeded to point out the layers of dust on the ceiling fan, cobwebs in the corners and the dust bunnies under the sofa. Dad reiterated that she needed to take it easy and that while I was cleaning house tomorrow, he would be taking her shopping for some new clothes.
Mom blushed and looked down, her face growing red as she nodded and said, "Well, maybe just a few things. I'll start working on getting back into shape as soon as I can." She ran her hands up and down her body slowly, caressing and lifting up her breasts before letting them fall and bounce with startling effect before saying, "Although I bet at least one of you must appreciate my bigger boobs!"
It took Mom a few seconds to realize that she'd shocked Dad and me. Mom and Dad had had been pretty religious and conservative -- breasts pretty much fell under the subject of sexual things that were not discussed in our house.She reddened further as she realized what she'd said and in a whisper full of fear and embarrassment, said, "I'm sorry. I wasn't thinking." She rushed upstairs towards her and Dad's bedroom -- him tossing me a concerned glance before following her up.
I didn't see Mom until the next morning when I awoke to the unmistakable smell of her special waffles and omelets. I crawled out of bed, quickly dressed and headed downstairs, meeting Dad in the upstairs hallway. We shared a rare smile and he said, "It's good to have your mother home!" I nodded, feeling normal for the first time in what seemed like forever.
That feeling lasted until we walked into the kitchen. I stopped so abruptly, Dad ran into me, shoving me forward, before grinding to a halt himself as we stared at Mom. She was standing at the stove, working on the last omelet, wearing one of my old T-shirts and maybe nothing else. It hung down to about mid-thigh, showing off more of my Mom's legs than I think I'd ever seen. Her thighs were a bit thick, but still her legs were shapely -- very much a woman's, and seemed very long. The T-shirt covered her ass, but more or less highlighted its shapeliness rather than conceal her lovely butt. All this and so sign of a panty line!
She turned at our noise and I thought my eyes would pop out of my head as the cotton shirt was molded to her breasts, highlighting their pear-like shape -- full and ripe and sagging slightly, the size and thickness of her nipples clearly indicated. She had her hair pulled back in a pony-tail, which despite the graying of her hair, gave her the appearance of someone much younger.
"Good morning, my darlings," Mom said gaily -- her smile dazzling. She sat the last plate of food on the kitchen table and then with her arms wide open, inadvertently making the T-shirt pull tauter across her breasts and raising the shirt's hemline to almost crotch level, said, "Come and get it!"
I felt my cock twitch and my pulse quicken as blood began to engorge my cock. I heard Dad cough behind me and then shove me forward, "Have a seat, John."
I gladly obeyed, happy to have my sudden reaction to Mom's appearance hidden from view. I glanced at my father and his face was a study of struggling emotions -- his unhappiness mostly dominating. You have to understand -- my folks were REALLY conservative and REALLY religious. I had never seen Mom in anything that wouldn't be considered mildly prudish. Her nightgowns were the old flannel granny variety and even then, she'd have worn a housecoat over them whenever she had ventured out of her bedroom! Bathing was a locked door affair and I could probably count on the fingers of one hand how many times I'd seen my parents show affection to each other in public.
Mom's cooking hadn't changed though and proved a bit of a distraction, although I caught myself making furtive glances at Mom and her well displayed chest throughout the meal. Dad glowered the whole time and finally said, "Well -- I reckon we need to get you to the mall and get some new clothes."
Mom blushed and nodded. "I'm sorry -- nothing fits. Thankfully, I found one of John's old T-shirts in your dresser otherwise I guess I'd have to go around in my birthday suit." She giggled and winked at me while Dad frowned.
When we finished breakfast, Dad urged Mom to go upstairs and find something to wear while they went shopping. After she disappeared, both of us watching her swaying butt exit from the room, I asked, "Is Mom alright, Dad?"
Dad nodded and said, "Sure -- she's just a bit out of sorts. Give her a day or two and she'll be fine." He glared at me and said, "In the meantime, keep those eyes in your head -- that's your mother, John."
It was my turn to blush with embarrassment and I shrugged my shoulders. "I didn't mean to stare...it was, just, I never would've pictured Mom dressing like that."
Dad got up and moved towards the door. "Don't be picturing your mother like that at all. She's just been through...a lot."
"Maybe those doctors were right. Maybe she should talk to one of those counselors or maybe a shrink."
Dad spun around and shook a finger at me. "You just shut up about that stuff. All Cassie needs is to get her bearings and she'll snap out of it. You hear me, boy?'
I nodded and he left after giving me a list of chores to get finished, but I felt very uneasy about Mom. Something was different and I didn't think simply being back in the bosom of her family was going to make that much difference. And as it was, I was right. Things went downhill fast.
That much was evident the moment she returned from her shopping trip...Dad's face screwed up in muted frustration and anger. Instead of buying her old conservative style of clothing, Mom now began dressing much more up to date...even sexy. Her new clothes included shorts, halter tops, dresses with hemlines well above the knee, all which emphasized her exaggerated with new weight figure. Within a few days, I got glimpses of Mom's ample breasts like I hadn't seen since I was nursing (not that I would have remembered), her stomach -- not so much flabby as rounded in a way I found arousing, and her attractive legs. She bought new bras, but around the house, didn't bother with them.
Mom had her hair done, surprising us by not reverting to her old pixie cut, but keeping it long and while dyeing some of it back to black, keeping some of the grey streaks in because as she put it, "I think it looks pretty."
Myself, I thought it looked sexy as hell, but kept my thoughts to myself. That was a wise thing because my thoughts were filled with impure notions about my mother. After a day of Mom bouncing around the house in denim shorts and a blue halter top that left a considerable amount of breast flesh exposed, for the first time in my life, I jacked off to fantasies of my mother before falling asleep. I felt both aroused and guilty -- stunned by the intensity of the feelings Mom was provoking in me unlike any woman or girl had done before.
I don't know if Mom sensed it, but it seemed to me as if there was some kind of sexual tension building between us. My formerly conservative and reserved mother was now flirty and affectionate, rarely passing up an opportunity to offer me a hug or a kiss on the cheek or the corner of my mouth, giving me those glances that seemed to say so much in themselves and that of themselves seemed to be so naughty.
Tensions were also building between Mom and Dad. I didn't understand it at first, just sensing that Dad was continuing to hold himself apart. I knew he was unhappy with her new style of dressing, fussing that even her dresses for church were too provocative, let alone what Mom wore around me. His fussing whispers became a common occurrence.
It became clearer when a few weeks after Mom's return, I returned home late from a date and as I crept up the stairs, I could hear Mom crying behind their bedroom door. I paused at the top of the stairs and their raised voices were clearly audible.
"But, I need you, Joseph! All I want is for you to make love to me!" Mom's voice was stricken, filled with need and heartache. "It's been so long!"
"I -- I want that too, Cassie, but its not right yet. We need...you need some time."
"I don't want to wait anymore. Am I that ugly, sweetheart? Am I that repulsive to you?"
There was silence for way too long before Dad responded. "You need more time, Cassie -- that's all. You're not yourself yet." I heard movement and hustled off to my room, barely getting inside and the door closed before Dad came out of their room. Things were definitely off and as the next few weeks passed by, I overheard variations on that argument several times. Dad was rejecting Mom's almost desperate overtures for sex. It seemed Mom was becoming more flirtatious with me as Dad kept her at arm's length and her dress got more scandalous as well. My fantasies regarding Mom began to expand as well with me stepping into Dad's role as lover.
Then the shit hit the proverbial fan. I came home from school to find Dad raging at Mom, her in tears. I walked into the living room to find Mom sitting on the couch, her head in her hands, sobbing violently, my concern over her almost distracted by the fact that she was wearing a filmy negligee and nothing else. Dad's face was crimson with anger and when he saw me, he just shook his head and continued yelling, "I can't believe you'd do such a thing -- to me and to our son!" He pointed at me as his voice reached an almost hysterical tone. "We hoped and prayed for your return for three years! Your son never gave up and this is how you repay our love!"
"What's wrong," I said, not understanding. "What happened?"
Dad stared at me, the anger now struggling with frustration and pain. "What's happened? Let me tell you..."
"Please don't, Joseph -- I'm ashamed enough as it is!" Mom said, interrupting him in a pleading voice.
"I came home early to find your mother fucking some stranger she picked up at the grocery store!"
"I'm sorry, " Mom sobbed, hanging her head in embarrassment. "I just needed to feel...I needed someone to make love to me!" Mom smeared tears across her face and stammered, "I just need -- needed -- needed..." My mother couldn't finish and put her face back into her hands and began crying almost hysterically.
That was the beginning of the end of all our hopes and dreams resuming their natural course. Even young and inexperienced, I knew that Mom was off kilter and that Dad wasn't being any help. He'd been raised to turn it all over to God and that through prayer alone, Mom could be healed.
Maybe it was because I was eighteen and the world seemed a lot simpler to me. I looked at it as Mom needed Dad's comfort and love, both emotionally and physically and for whatever reason, he was withholding both. Whatever had been done to her during her captivity now repulsed him whenever Mom sought out sex and unlike before her abduction, Mom now craved sex. If Dad wouldn't oblige -- then Mom sought it out on her on.
That was the first and only time Mom brought a man home, but Dad soon caught her sleeping around elsewhere and the stories began to spread about Cassie Hunter spreading her legs for anything with a hard cock. He caught her twice at local motels and once behind a local tavern giving a man a blowjob in her minivan. The fights were awful and Mom begged for understanding, but Dad grew colder and angrier with each incident.
They mostly followed a pattern. After being caught, Mom would try and behave, but then I would hear Mom pleading to Dad to make love to her for a few nights in a row and Dad refusing. Mom's appearance would accelerate towards the risqué, even sluttish and Mom would be increasingly flirty with me. I would walk around with a near constant erection as I would see Mom prowling around the house in short skirts and tight blouses or scanty nightclothes, somehow always finding reasons to rub up against me or hug me, acting more like a cat in heat than my mother. Then Dad would catch her fucking someone or all too often, more than one.
In desperation, I went around to some of the cheaper motels and explained the situation with Mom and got agreements from them to call me if Mom surfaced at their businesses. My boss, Tony Giatano carried some weight in town and helped convince a few to agree, feeling bad for me and my family. Three times I had tried to intervene for Mom's sake, trying to avoid another row between her and Dad, but he always seemed to find out.
After the episode at the Stay-Eez, I kept nagging Dad until he finally agreed to seek help for Mom. We went to Reverend Simmons at our church and after making several calls, he gave us a reference for a Doctor Deschane -- a psychiatrist specializing in sexual disorders. Mom seemed visibly relieved that she would now get a chance at counseling, knowing that things were out of control but seemingly unable to do anything about it.
Mom began seeing Doctor Deschane twice a week and for a month, things got much better -- Mom didn't stray, although her behavior at home around me continued to be somewhat improper...her outfits offering me glimpses of her lovely body and the little hugs and caresses and kisses continued whenever Dad was at work or in another room. There were times Mom seemed to simply smolder -- her eyes on me with such a fiery intensity I thought she might spontaneously combust -- those moments often coming on the heels of her therapy sessions.
Finally, Mom came home with a request from her doctor -- informing us that Doctor Deschane wanted us to begin attending additional sessions with Mom to help her with her therapy. Dad was reluctant -- with his barely achieved high school education, he didn't trust shrinks, preferring to place his faith in God alone, but I insisted and so we both steeled ourselves to finally confront Mom's demons.
#
We were ushered into the inner office of Doctor Deschane, my interest in what a "shrink's" office looked like dissipating as Doctor Deschane rose from a large, wing-backed leather chair to greet us. She was maybe a little younger than Mom and slender and statuesque, brilliant auburn hair done up in a bun with a silver pin stuck through it and wearing cat's eye glasses that did nothing to detract from her emerald eyes. Though slender, her breasts seemed to be large and pert with just a hint of décolletage under a blue silk blouse with just enough buttons undone. A tailored skirt rose high above her knees and I was suddenly looking forward to seeing her sit down.
My cock which had been constantly hard from Mom's attention suddenly found a new source of inspiration. Dad was struck near mute as he retreated from the frank sexuality of the doctor. Introductions were made quickly and I felt my cock swell in my slacks and my face flame with embarrassment as Doctor Deschane took my hand and gently shook it, her eyes scrutinizing me as she did so. She beckoned us to take seats on either side of Mom who looked at Doctor Deschane as if she was a holy woman about to confer a blessing.
The Doctor gave us a moment to get settled and then sat herself. I was not disappointed as she settled into her leather chair, her short skirt rising slightly to reveal tanned and toned thighs. Then oddly, she turned her head slightly and addressed me. "John, in trying to help your mother -- to allow her to help herself, it's been vitally important for her to confront what happened to her. I think for you and your father to understand what's happened to Cassie and how these experiences have changed her and how you can help her get control over her life, she needs to share these experiences with you as well. Does that make sense?"
I nodded slowly. "Sure," I replied. "I'll do anything to help Mom."
Doctor Deschane smiled and said, "This will not be easy -- for either you or your father. It will be graphic and I suspect shocking, but I think it's essential to your mother's recovery for you to truly comprehend what has happened to her and how she has changed."
"I don't see how it's essential for our son to hear all this," Dad said, the whine and discomfort thick in his voice.
"He and you, Mr. Hunter are Cassie's support system. I've discussed this with Cassie at length and she agrees that while this will be...difficult to hear, it is important to understand what she's gone through." Dad scowled at the psychiatrist but didn't argue further. Doctor Deschane turned in her chair to study Mom who was sitting upright in another huge leather chair, clearly nervous. "Cassie, would you like to begin?"
Mom took a deep breath and nodded, her hands tugging and fretting with the handkerchief in her hands. Not looking at us, she took another deep breath and said, "I don't remember being taken by Darren...er, Jones. I was loading groceries into the car and the next thing I knew..." Mom paused and took another deep breath. "I was in total darkness and could hardly breathe -- there was something, a mask on my face and I couldn't see and I was c-cumming my brains out." Mom flicked her eyes my way, her face reddening. "I was having an orgasm because someone -- Darren had shoved a vibrator into my vagina and taped it in place." Mom's red face darkened. "I was so naïve I didn't even know what was in me.
"I don't know how long I'd been awake or how long I lay there and orgasmed. It just kept going on and on. Maybe hours, so much that cumming hurt. I passed out again and when I came to, I was in a room, on a bed, naked and he was there...Darren and he was naked and hard and he had a knife...a big knife with jagged edges. He ordered me to get on my hands and knees like a good whore bitch and I was so scared and I did it and he fucked me. He fucked me really hard -- it hurt and the whole time he was running that knife up and down my back and underneath on my breasts -- using the tip, but never cutting me."
Mom paused and wiped her eyes. "Did you have an orgasm the first time with him, Cassie?" the doctor asked softly.
Mom shook her head and replied, "No -- I think I came close though. My -- my pussy was so sensitive still from that vibrator and he was big and even though it was painful, there was...is something...stimulating about being so close to death. By the time Darren came inside me, I was...aroused, I guess and scared I was going to die.
"Afterwards, he made me suck him clean while he told me his rules." Mom stopped again and looked at Doctor Deschanes who nodded for her to continue. "Darren said I was his sex bitch and that I was to do whatever he asked the moment he asked or he'd kill me. He told me he'd done this before. He said my old life was over and that every breath I took from then on depended on my ability to pleasure him.
"Afterwards, he fed me and left, locking me in my room. He left me a water jug, some food and a chamber pot. He didn't come back for three days but then he fucked me again and again and again. He made me suck him off and eat his cum and then he came on my face.
"Darren left me fresh supplies and I didn't see him again for I think seven days -- maybe longer. I had a light in the room, but no clock to measure time with. At times it seemed like I was alone nearly forever!" A sob escaped Mom's lips. "I was so lonely and scared. I prayed just to hear a voice. When he came back, I was actually glad to see him!" Mom looked up and tried to smile at Dad and me. "I'm sorry -- I know that sounds terrible, but I was so alone!"



"It's okay, Mom," I whispered hoarsely. "I wish we could have found you."
Mom smiled at me and said, "Me too -- I used to daydream about it for hours on in -- you and your father rescuing me." Mom paused as if recollecting where she left off. "So, Darren finally came back and I was so happy to see him...to see anyone at that point. He fucked me constantly for days afterwards, whenever he could get it up which was a lot. I think he was taking drugs to help himself with that.
"Sometimes he was brutal with me, taking me hard and forcefully -- raping me practically and other times he was gentle, almost sweet, treating me more like a girlfriend...or," Mom's voice broke, "...like a wife."
"What was he doing the first time he made you orgasm, Cassie?" the doctor asked.
Mom didn't answer for a moment. "He made me cum with his cock the first time he fucked me after all those days I was alone. Darren got on top of me and I was scared, but so happy that there was someone to see and talk to and to touch and his cock was so hard and big and he just rammed it in me and it hurt a lot, but even as rough as he was being, I felt my orgasm start early and I came and came long before he shot his wad in me." Mom began to breathe a little faster and through her dress, I could see her nipples harden as she recalled the event. "I actually thanked him for making me cum. He just laughed and said he knew I was a slut at heart since the moment he first laid eyes on me."
"You thanked a man who'd kidnapped you and proceeded to rape you repeatedly and knowing this, you were aroused by him enough to orgasm during intercourse?" Doctor Deschane gave me several sidelong glances and said, "Why do you think that happened?"
Mom shrugged. "I don't know. Like I keep saying, I was scared and lonely and homesick and just being with someone felt so good. He was always saying he'd get around to killing me sooner or later, but just having contact with another human being felt so damn good."
The psychiatrist leaned forward and prodded her, "And? Don't leave anything out."
Mom and Doctor Deschane stared at each other for a moment and finally Mom nodded and looked at Dad and me. "I have to be honest. As soon as I had cummed that first time with the vibrator -- it was unlike anything I'd known before. I can't explain it, but I wanted more." She looked directly at me and said, "It was something I wasn't all that familiar with -- your father was the only one I'd ever been with before and while I had always enjoyed the sex, I reckon I'd never really orgasmed like that before -- not from being fucked anyway."
Mom looked away and then back at me. She slowly licked her lips and seemed to squirm a little as if she couldn't get quite comfortable. "I begged him to fuck me and make me cum again." Mom paused and a queer smile fluttered across her lips. "And Darren did. He fucked me and fucked me and made me cum over and over again."
A little moan escaped Mom's lips as a shiver ran over her body, raising gooseflesh and making her nipples swell underneath her dress. "I was like a crack addict, only my drug was sex and Darren was my dealer and he kept me happy and well fucked. I never knew that fucking was so, so..." Mom's voice took on a dreamy quality as she finished with, "Wonderful! And Darren taught me that there was so much more to it than I ever imagined.
"The first couple of months it was just straight sex -- oh, Darren taught me to appreciate getting fucked up the ass as well and to be a good cocksucker and to appreciate the taste of a man's seed, but then he taught me so much more."
I glanced over at my father who was looking down at the carpet, his jaw muscles clenched and his face a bright red. He looked angrier than I could ever remember -- even worse than when he'd first caught Mom cheating on him.
Mom paused, one hand slowly running up her blouse to cup and squeeze her breast, I'm not even sure she was aware she was doing it. "One day, he brought in a steel A-Frame with chains and clamps and things." Mom shivered. "He hung chains with clamps attached and suspended me by my nipples and I had to almost stand on tip-toe to keep them from hurting too much even though they did hurt like hell, but even then..." Mom's face became almost vacant and her fingers fluttered across one nipple hard and erect against her dress as she continued. "Even then, there was always pleasure along with the pain."
Mom closed her eyes and I imagined she was seeing it in her mind and she continued to squirm as she spoke. "Other times, Darren liked to attach chains with clamps to both my nipples and my labia -- chains that were too short if I stood up erect -- pulling and pinching unless I could raise my legs off the ground -- otherwise, sweet pain and pleasure together. I would cum and cry and want it to stop and never stop at the same time till I thought I was going insane.
"Darren would manacle me to the A-Frame, hanging spread-eagled in the air for hours at a time, my arms screaming with pain and when I thought I would simply die from the agony, he'd pull up a chair in front of me and bury his face in my pussy and make me go nuts from the pleasure until I thought I would simply die from the ecstasy. He had a tongue like a snake and he would eat me for hours on end."
Mom's eyes snapped open and she looked at me in such a way that made me squirm in my chair. "That was something else I'd never experienced. I was taught that a man putting his face in your pussy was nasty and sinful." She shivered again. "I just don't understand how something so...so delightful could be called a sin." Licking her lips, Mom added, "Afterwards, he'd kiss me -- let me taste myself." Mom dropped her gaze back down to her lap, unable to continue to look at me. "I loved that too -- how I tasted."
There was a long pause, the only noise, the scratching of the occasional note by Doctor Deschane and Mom's heavy breathing. The doctor looked up and smiled, first at me and then at Mom. "You're doing wonderfully, Cassie -- so honest. John, are you okay...do you need a break?"
My eyes were on Mom -- amazed that I was seeing her in such an aroused state -- my thoughts of the sexy looking doctor forgotten. My own cock was now throbbing in my slacks and I was sorely tempted to find a Men's room and jack off, but this wasn't about me -- this was about my mother and getting her the help she needed. The crazy, nasty stuff running around inside my head could wait until another day. Idly I wondered if Doctor Deschane gave family discounts. I shook my head in the negative. "I'm fine -- whatever Mom wants me to do."
The psychiatrist glanced over at Dad, his face now a deep crimson and clenching his jaw so hard, I could hear his teeth grinding together. His hands were gripping the wooden ends of the armrest of his chair so tightly, I thought they might snap off in his fingers. When the doctor asked him, "Mister Hunter, would you like a break?" he gave a harsh shake of his head, conveying his anger and contempt without even speaking.
Both Mom and the psychiatrist exchanged glances and then smiles and the doctor replied, "Very well -- Cassie, please continue."
Mom nodded and said, "Sex...orgasms, became my life. It was my life. Darren never really bothered with me if sex wasn't involved. I was his pet -- his toy and all I wanted to do was pleasure him and be pleasured in return." Mom smiled at me. "I know that sounds crazy, but Darren was my world. After months went by, I knew I wasn't going to be rescued and part of me expected Darren to come in and kill me at any moment, but every minute he was torturing me or fucking me was a minute I was still alive. Every moment Darren had his cock in me was a moment I wasn't alone. Telling me to tongue his asshole was precious because I was being spoken to and I was happy to do it. I enjoyed obeying his every command."
Mom's eyes took on a distant look. "I never knew a person could get so lonely -- constantly alone for hours or even days on end. My heart ached for the sight of Darren -- I was thrilled to get a word from him and when he was with me, I loved knowing that he was completely focused on me...that for the time he was with me, I was his world too."
"Did you come to fall in love with Darren Jones?" Doctor Deschanes asked.
Mom reddened and was a long time in answering. "I think...in many ways that yes, I loved Darren. Even knowing he was the one who took me -- I counted the seconds from one visit to the next, my heart nearly bursting with joy when I heard the bolts being undone and him walking in. I loved the feeling he awoke in me, the knowledge of pleasures I never dreamed existed."
"I have never in my life heard such a crock of shit!" Dad said, standing up, his face red with anger. "You call this helping her?" he snarled at the psychiatrist. "He screwed up her head -- that's why she keeps sleeping around like a dog in heat. "You should be helping her -- not letting her relive what that sonofabitch did to her!"
Doctor Deschane sat up, her face serious, yet trying to be understanding. "Yes, I agree that Jones has messed with Cassie -- brainwashed her to some extent as happens with kidnap victims, but Mister Hunter, you also need to understand that for good or bad, these...events have opened up whole new realms of experiences and emotions for Cassie -- emotions and desires that have been suppressed or denied her whole life. The purpose of being here today is for you...and your son to understand that -- to see Cassie through fresh eyes to understand her better so that your whole family can heal and move on."
Dad's eyes became narrow slits as he angrily stared at the psychiatrist and muttered, "Bullshit. I'm out of here. C'mon, John, lets go. If Cassie wants to come home and be a good wife and mother, I'm there, otherwise let her go out and sell her whoring ass on the street for all I care."
Mom's eyes were wide in alarm. "Please, Joseph..." She stopped as he waved a hand at her dismissively. Mom looked at me, her eyes full of fear and need.
I swallowed, my mouth suddenly bone dry and rasped, "I'm not going, Dad. I'm staying."
Dad turned my way, his hand balling into a fist. "You're my son and I said we're leaving!"
I stood up, scarcely realizing that my hands had formed fists too. "I'm Mom's son, too and I'm nearly nineteen. She needs our help and I'm staying."
The room became deathly silent as Dad and I took our measure of each other. I'd never taken such a stand before, but I needed to do this. Mom needed me to do this and I wasn't going to back off. "Mom needs us, Dad." I said more urgently.
I'm pretty sure I couldn't take Dad in a fight, but maybe he thought I could. He tried staring me down for a long minute and then nodded and frowned. All of a sudden, he seemed old, worn down from anger. "Fine, the hell with both of you!" he snapped at us and spinning on his heel, stalked out of the room.
The silence continued for several seconds and then Mom burst out crying and I was suddenly kneeling beside her, letting her throw her arms around me and hug me tight as she sobbed. Part of me ached for Mom's pain and desired to end her suffering. Part of me continued to be aroused by this woman I found myself sexually attracted to. My erection had never gone down -- sustained by the prospect of a fight and now sustained by the close presence -- the touch of my mother who I found so sexy and desirable. Part of me felt the eyes of Doctor Deschane studying us both carefully.
I continued to embrace Mom long after her sobs faded away and her hitched breathing eased up. Finally, the doctor said in a soft voice. "Cassie, can you continue or do we need to meet again later?"
I felt Mom hug me a little tighter, her breasts shuddering a bit against my face before she answered. "I can go on...if John is willing."
I hugged Mom back, looking up into her face and then raising up enough to kiss the corner of her mouth. "I'm fine, Mom. I'm willing to do anything to help you. I love you, Mom.
My mother's eyes filled with tears again and she mouthed the words, "I love you too, son," before returning my kiss which despite being chaste, sent tremors racing through me to make my cock throb even more. I stood up and then pulled Dad's chair closer to her so I could sit there and we could hold hands. Mom looked at Doctor Deschane and said in a husky voice, "I'm ready to go on."
The doctor smiled and said, "Fine, remember that you are a strong woman, Cassie and you're reclaiming your life." She turned and smiled at me, her eyes seeming to strip away my flesh to peer into my soul. "John, you have no idea how much your support means to your mother." She nodded to Mom to begin again. "You were speaking of whether or not you came to love Darren Jones."
Mom licked her lips and again said, "I suppose it was love...maybe not the love a wife has for her husband, at least not exactly." Mom's brow wrinkled as she concentrated on the right words. "Maybe it was that type of love, but with more layers...more complicated. In some ways, maybe Joseph is right. I was like a bitch in heat -- a dog that would do anything to please her master."
"You're talking about taking pleasure from being submissive to him?" asked Doctor Deschane.
Mom shivered and said. "Yes. I've always been sort of submissive...raised that way to be subservient to my husband and I never minded that, but..." Again, her eyes got a little dreamy as she paused to consider her experiences. "But, Darren showed me how more satisfying it was when he made being sexually submissive a part of my life. I never dreamed how much a person could get pleasure from giving pleasure to someone else. My god, I had orgasms just from sucking his cock!" Mom's face turned redder as she gave me a sidelong glance to see how I reacted and her hand squeezed mine tightly.
Doctor Deschane shifted in her seat, uncrossing and then crossing her legs again as she turned to me and said, "I know this is all bizarre to you, John, but do you understand what your mother is talking about when she says she takes pleasure from being submissive?"
I shifted in my seat, still trying to conceal my obvious erection and after a moment's hesitation, replied, "I guess so. Darren controlling her, making her do what he wanted made Mom hot...it was part of what made her like the sex between them so much. I guess part of that was her knowing that if she pleased him, she was going to get...um, fucked and experience...um, the orgasms she was loving."
The doctor smiled approvingly at me. "Very perceptive, John. There are many people who find assuming a sexually submissive role in a relationship to be arousing and fulfilling." The psychiatrist turned her attention back to my mother. "Cassie, since you've returned, would you say in your, ah...extramarital affairs, are you submissive as well?"
Mom looked over at me, an expression of mild embarrassment on her face as she replied, "I was...yes, once I had flirted or offered myself to a man...I would do whatever he wanted." She looked at me and I knew she was recalling that last time at the Stay-Eez Inn and said, "Whatever he wanted or if there was more than one, I just did my utmost to please them all."
"Do you find that degrading, Cassie?" Doctor Deschane leaned forward, her eyes intently focused on Mom.
My mother pursed her lips and seemed to reflect for a moment. "I suppose I do, but..." Something powerful and primal seemed to flicker behind Mom's eyes as she continued, "But that's a part of what's so exciting too! It's like Darren opened up this secret part of me that was sleeping, that didn't know how good it could feel to be his sex slave -- to do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, no matter how perverted I might have thought it was before. He showed me how sexy it made me feel being submissive." Mom paused again, her face growing thoughtful. "Do you think Darren taught me a truth about myself or was that brainwashing?"
Doctor Deschane smiled and shook her head. "I think that is something that you have to answer for yourself, Cassie. You've already said you've always been submissive, just not as much...at least sexually. In the end, I suspect it doesn't matter as much as whether from here on out it's something you view as positive or negative."
Mom nodded and glancing at me, replied, "I know I think it can be either. I feel like I have so much to offer a man...so much pleasure I can give him. I think if Joseph had accepted that...had taken advantage of that, we both could have been so happy. It's something I need to express and I guess that's why I looked elsewhere..." She looked at me and then looked away. "Not much of an excuse for being a whoring wife and mother, is it?"
Doctor Deschane started to reply, but I beat her to the punch by exclaiming, "No! I get it, Mom! Everyone has...well, needs. We'd all go crazy if they weren't satisfied." Mom smiled happily at my response and mouthed the words, "Thank you." I blushed, pleased that I had made Mom maybe feel better. I then looked at Doctor Deschane who was looking pleased as well. "Sorry, didn't mean to interrupt," I said.
"No need for apologies, John. Nothing makes me happier than to see someone supporting a loved one so passionately!"
A small timer went off on a table next to her chair, pinging softly. Doctor Deschane frowned and after glancing down at the little device, said, "I'm afraid our time is up for today." She beamed at us both and said, "I think we've made wonderful progress today. Cassie, take heart -- you have a wonderfully supportive son and I think with his help, all will be better soon."
Mom looked at me with a very loving and somehow unsettling expression and said softly, "I am very lucky."
Doctor Deschane stood up and a bit reluctantly, I stood up as well, my hands feathering back and forth near my waist, wanting so bad to hide my obvious erection and knowing that I would simply be drawing attention to it if I did so. The doctor nodded again towards Mom and said, "Cassie, if you would, please set up our next group session with my receptionist." She turned to me and said, "John, if you could remain behind a moment, I'd like a moment's private conversation."
Mom nodded and said rather meekly, "Of course, Doctor." She headed for the door, looking back at us with a bit of uncertainty, but then nodded again, more than a little submissively I realized with a start and was gone.
I turned to look at the doctor who was studying me intently. "A lot happened today, John," she said. "Are you okay?"
"Yes, ma'am," I replied. Then I shrugged my shoulders and said, "Sorry about my Dad. Maybe he'll understand eventually."
Doctor Deschane gave me a bit of a smirk and shaking her head, making her red auburn tresses dance, replied. "I believe in honesty, John. I think your parents' marriage is dead. Your father simply doesn't have it within him to help your mother. Your mother and I had already discussed that at length and his reaction wasn't entirely unexpected." She paused and tilting her head a little, added, "But, I think you might be different. You love your mother and I suspect you'll do whatever is necessary to help Cassie."
I nodded vigorously. "Absolutely, I want to make Mom happy."
A long silence followed as Mom's psychiatrist studied me intently. Finally she said, "I believe you do and I think you can be the key to your mother's happiness. Your mother and I have discussed that as well and your sticking up for your mother was something she has hoped and prayed for. I think all along we both expected you to be the man who would be there for her when this day was over."
Doctor Deschane stepped up close to me until only a few inches separated us. I became acutely aware of how her full breasts jutted out, almost brushing my chest. I suddenly had a better view down her blouse, seeing an amazing part of her breasts swelling out of light blue bra cups. Her voice became lower, huskier. "Can you be that strong for your mother, John? Can you as her son, take control of the situation?"



She took a step closer to me, her body now pressing into mine and my mouth hung open in shock and I almost jumped out of my shoes as she pressed a warm palm against my crotch. "Do you think you can take control of your mother, John? Can you be that brave...that daring?"
"I...um, Doctor, I...you mean..." I was stunned, unable to speak as I tried to believe that I understood what Doctor Deschane was saying to me.
The psychiatrist moved her head towards mine until we were almost kissing. "What happened to your mother is outside normal experience, John. The remedy must by necessity, be outside normal treatment procedures. You know what she needs!" Doctor Deschane gave the bulge in my pants a gentle squeeze. "You have what she needs, John, you are what she needs. Be strong for her, be the strong man she needs...the strong son she needs you to be." I could feel her lips barely brushing mine. "Do we understand each other, John?"
I slowly nodded, still unable to speak. Doctor Deschane kissed me, her tongue darting into my mouth for several sweet seconds. Then she patted my throbbing bulge again and whispered, "I wish you luck, John. Make me proud, be the strong, loving son your mother wants and requires to make a recovery."
As I continued to try and find my voice, Doctor Deschane took me by the arm and led me out the door, acting if she hadn't just made such an incredible request of me, waving at Mom and as I looked from on to the other, the doctor seemed to be looking at my mother with an expression akin to envy. I joined Mom to walk towards the elevator, she taking my arm as the doctor had and leaning in to buss me on the cheek and saying, "Thank you, son, for coming with me. It means so much to me!"
There were so many things I wanted to say, but all I managed to croak was, "I love you, Mom."
Downstairs, we discovered that Dad had indeed left, taking the car and driving off. After I failed to raise him on my cell phone, I called us a taxi and while we were waiting for it and then during the ride home, Mom and I remained silent, barely speaking, although Mom kept her arm hooked through mine all the way home, her presence both comforting and arousing at the same time.
Once home, we discovered Dad had really left -- most of his clothes, his toiletries and his bible gone and a single, quickly scrawled note that repeated his earlier statement, "To Hell With Both of You!" I held Mom in my arms as she had another good cry and then afterwards, while she showered and laid down for a nap, I kept trying to get Dad on the phone, my head spinning as the world I knew and understood kept falling down around me.
Dad finally picked up and it was with some ironic amusement that he told me he would be staying at the Stay-Eez Inn for the moment and that "my whore of a mother" would be hearing from his lawyer. We exchanged angry words that culminated in promises to "kick each other's ass" in the near future and I felt both sadness and a curious contentment that he was now suddenly and maybe irrevocably out of our lives.
I peeked in on Mom and saw her sleeping restlessly in her bed, wearing a purple baby-doll nightie that had pulled up around her thighs, revealing her clean shaven pussy. I felt a little dizzy as my erection throbbed painfully in my pants, the psychiatrist's words still echoing in my head...her sultry voice whispering, "Be the strong son your mother needs you to be."
I retreated to my bedroom and tried to get some sleep, resisting with some difficulty the urge to masturbate. Mom's story of her captivity ran through my mind -- images of Mom submissively, willingly performing all sorts of acts for Darren Jones -- happily, joyously cumming for him, being an absolute slut and as I drifted off to sleep, I began erasing Jones from the images and replacing him with myself, Doctor Deschane's words echoing around us.
When I awoke, it was dark. The illuminated clock on my bedroom dresser telling me it was nearly 8:00 P.M. I got up, painfully erect and changed clothes, dressing in a pair of gym shorts and a tank top. Again, the day's events played through my head, but the confusion I had been feeling seemed to have dissipated. Everything seemed clear to me now.
I made my way downstairs, following the wonderful smell of one of Mom's secret casseroles baking in the oven. Mom was at the sink, washing dishes and I wasn't really surprised to see her still in her little purple negligee, now complemented by a pair of backless pumps with high, narrow heels, making Mom's legs look longer and shapelier than ever. The gauzy material of her nightie made it clear that she wasn't wearing panties...her buttocks looking full and inviting.
"Mom," I said, standing at the kitchen door. "Are you okay?"
Mom looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes a bit red from crying and gave me a smile. "Getting there, John. You going with me today and standing up for me helped." She returned to her dishes as I stood in the doorway and admired her lush, nearly naked body, feeling my cock throb and ache at the sight of her. Finally, Mom looked over her shoulder again and said, "Are you hungry? Supper's about thirty minutes away if you can wait."
I moved into the kitchen towards my mother. "I'm hungry alright," I said sort of nonchalantly.
Mom finished her washing and drying her hands on a dish towel, turned to face me, starting a bit as I was now only inches away from her. "I can fix you a snack to tide you over, son." She started to say more, but stopped when I gently placed my finger over her lips.
"I'm hungry, Mom, but not for food."
Mom's eyes grew wide and as she began to blush, she stammered, "I...I what do you mean?"
"Dad's gone, Mom."
Mom licked her lips and nodding, replied, "I know that."
"And he's not coming back. He's gone for good."
Mom looked up into my eyes, her lovely blues red and watery -- another crying bout looming close. "I know that too, John, but..."
Interrupting her, I said, "I'm the man of the house now, Mom. I'm your man."
Mom shivered, making her mostly visible breasts shake in the most delightful way. Her body seemed to stiffen and grow more erect. "What are you saying, son?" she said in a tight, almost frightened voice.
I reached up and took Mom by the shoulders, squeezing them gently as I replied, "Things are going to change from now on, Mom. No more going out and finding some stranger to fuck you."
Mom licked her lips again and said meekly, "John?"
I pulled her to me, pressing her body against mine as I said, "If you're horny -- if you need cock -- if you need to please somebody, you come to me and I'll be happy to let you please me...your son...your man."
Mom moaned and said, "Oh...but I'm your mother, we can't...I know Doctor Deshcane thinks..." Again, I reached out with my right hand and pressed a finger against her lips.
"You are my mother and I'm your son and I'm telling you how life is going to be from now on. You're my woman now, Mom. You're my sexy, submissive mother slut and your only purpose in life from here out is to please your loving son." I ran my finger across her lips and then shifted, exchanging my forefinger for my thumb and running it back and forth across her lips, pressing it between them.
A shudder went through Mom's body as she slowly parted her lips, letting me slip the tip of my thumb between them, feeling the wetness of her mouth and then the tip of her tongue brushing against it.
"I love you, Mom and I know you love me. It's time for you to show me what that means on this first day of our new life together." Mom's eyes were full of tears and I prayed that they were tears of gratitude as she began to suck on my thumb, her hands coming up to cup my hand as she began to work my thumb back and forth.
My free hand came up and cupped her meaty breast through the gauzy material of her negligee, tweaking the very long and very hard nipple trying to poke through the thin nightie. I let her tit go and returned my hand to her shoulder. Firmly, I began to press down, saying to my mother, "Show me how much you love me, Mom. Show me how well you can please your only son."
Mom seemed to resist for a moment before letting my thumb slip from between her lips and yielding to the pressure of my hand. Slowly, Mom dropped down, going to her knees until she was kneeling before me, her face scant inches from the massive bulge in the front of my shorts. Hesitantly, Mom reached out with one hand, pulling it back several times before finally rubbing her palm up and down my front, feeling the massive erection lurking there.
Mom looked up at me, still some doubt in her eyes, but also hunger. "This is so wrong, John," she whispered. "I'm your mother." Then Mom reached out and hooked her fingers into the waistband of my gym shorts and yanked them down hard, releasing my long, thick and very hard cock, letting it slap her in the face.
Mom's hands flew back up to wrap around my long shaft and again a powerful shudder ran through her as she moaned, "I love you, son. I...I...oh, God, I've missed this!" Mom pressed her head into my crotch, her lips showering my cock with loving kisses and then her lips were stretching around the head and I was in her mouth, wet and warm and her soft, moist tongue was doing things I had only dreamed of.
Maybe it was the intensity of Mom's knowledgeable cocksucking that made my head swim to the point I had to reach out and steady myself against the sink counter or maybe it was simply the realization that I was standing in my kitchen with my nearly naked mother kneeling in front of me lovingly sucking my cock. I reached out with my free hand and gently stroked my fingers through Mom's dark, gray streaked hair, enjoying its softness along with the wet softness of her tongue washing over the head of my cock as she sucked and licked, her lovely blue eyes never looking away from my face as they flashed with a joyous intensity.
Mom's face had an expression of contentment and of joy that I had seen rarely since her return and then only those few times I had gone to retrieve her at motels after she'd been fucked almost into unconsciousness. It was both exciting and disturbing to see her so completely absorbed in pleasuring me. Equally arousing and disturbing was the sudden sense of power and satisfaction I was getting from seeing my own mother submitting to my commands. I had an unexpected flash of insight into the twisted nature of Mom's kidnapper.
Thankfully I had little time to dwell on my troubling thoughts as the need to cum rose to dominate everything. My near constant erections all day had left me with a hair trigger and while I yearned to let Mom's loving blowjob go on for hours, my need to ejaculate was too strong.
I had never experienced a woman actually swallowing my sperm, the few blowjobs I'd received from dates had always ended with them stroking me off with their hand, but now I was faced with a new dilemma -- let Mom swallow or cum in her face. In my head came the voice of Doctor Deschane, urging me to take control of Mom and with that insight, I yanked Mom's head back, her tongue and teeth and lips sliding over my cock and with a primal yowl, I exploded, aiming streamer after streamer of hot, white semen to splash over Mom's face.
Mom responded automatically, moaning, "Oh God, yessss!" as she opened her mouth wide and extended her tongue out, trying to catch some of my spewing jism as it splattered across her nose and cheeks, then her forehead and then as I aimed better, directly onto her tongue -- stroking the last streamers onto her extended digit, letting the thick, white goo to pool there.
I staggered back, the room swirling about me, to lean against the kitchen table, my cock twitching and tingling as I watched my mother frantically using her fingers to scoop and direct my semen into her mouth, smacking her lips and sucking furiously at her fingers as she savored each thick glob of my seed. My cock which had began to shrink a bit, was suddenly jerking and bouncing as blood engorged it again, the sight of my wanton mother, sluttishly eating my spunk, making my cock so hard, it slapped against my belly.
Our gazes locked again and for a moment we didn't move and then I sprung at my mother like a cat taking its prey -- dragging her to her feet and slinging her towards the kitchen table. As I pushed Mom down onto the table with one hand, I ripped her filmy negligee away, leaving her wearing only those sexy, backless heels. Her legs were straight and quivering as I bent her over, my hands spreading and lifting her asscheeks, revealing her bald cunt -- labia wet, glistening and spread wide, ready for me...ready for her son.
"I'm going to fuck you, Mom," I snarled, my voice tight and urgent. Almost out of control, I thrust at her backside -- my erection sliding up and down her labia.
"Oh yessss, John!" Mom sobbed. "I've been dreaming of this since I came home...since I saw my son wasn't a boy anymore, but a man, a big dicked man!" Mom twisted her hips just slightly and the head of my cock slipped inside her creamy heat. "Fuck me, John, please! Fuck Mommy! Please fuck me and let me show how much I love my son!"
And then I was sliding inside her, sinking my long, hard cock deep into my mother's hot cunt, savoring her silky tightness. My hands went to her waist and like a male dog in rut, I began to frantically hump my cock into Mom's pussy, thrusting hard and fast -- making the kitchen table scoot slightly with each thrust. Mom writhed on the table -- her arms flailing away, knocking the napkin holder and salt and pepper shakers onto the floor, fingernails scraping over the wood surface -- her heels scratching along the surface of the floor as she sought purchase and leverage to fling herself back to meet my thrusts.
I fucked Mom hard, making her squall with pleasure as I buried myself in her again and again, grinding my wiry pubic hair into her bald, wet mound again and again. Then Mom was screaming my name as her cunt walls tightened around my cock and bathed my hard penis in fiery juices as I gave my mother her first son induced orgasm. Her pussy held my cock so tightly in its grip, all I could do was hunch against Mom's hips, making my erection move only minutely inside her, but making her sob with ecstatic.
As her orgasm waned, I started fucking her hard again, Mom sagging back against me as her legs turned rubbery. I stepped back, my cock sliding from Mom's pussy, dripping with her hot juices. Mom wailed plaintively as I withdrew and turned and at the sight of my cream covered cock, again fell to her knees and took me into her mouth as I bumped up against the counter. It was my turn to groan as Mom's tongue slathered up and down my cock, lapping up her own juices.
Then I was pulling Mom back onto her feet, breasts bouncing as I walked her backwards and then lifting her up onto the table and spreading her legs and then yanking her so that she was dangling off the edge of the table and then as she hissed with excitement, I slammed my cock back into her wet and open pussy.
Mom sobbed, "I love you, John! Fuck me hard, son!" as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pressed her lips against mine as I sank my throbbing penis deep into her womb. Mouths open and tongues frantically dancing, I could taste my semen and Mom's pussy as we kissed. Our mingled flavors seemed to fuel our passions and we began fucking feverishly, Mom's legs rising up to wrap around my hips, tightening with each thrust, kicking to urge me a little deeper with each hard thrust.
My experience with sex at age eighteen was pretty limited to a few willing, but equally inexperienced girls I'd dated, but with Mom everything seemed to come to me by instinct. I seemed to know what a certain roll of my hips or the intensity of a thrust would do to Mom, sending her nearly out of control in a paroxysm of ecstatic pleasure. More than even taking a dominant role in our lovemaking...no, our fucking, was the knowledge that this was my mother -- that we were blood kin, sharing flesh and spit and sweat and lust in the most primal of all acts.
In committing incest with my mother, I felt more alive than at any other moment in my life and from the way she was responding, trying to meet my thrusts, her pussy walls gripping at my cock, trying to please me and consume me at the same time, I was positive that she felt the same way. It gave me great pleasure imagining that I was taking my mother to a greater plateau of sexual pleasure and experience than even her kidnapper had. I was fucking my mom and I reveled in it -- already knowing that I would never be able to get enough of her and thrilled that Mom would be devoted to sating my incestuous hungers for the rest of our lives!
Our fucking became more ardent...almost violent in its intensity as we kissed and bit each other -- me leaning Mom onto her back and ducking my head to suck and bite her swollen nipples while her fingernails tore bloody tracks down my back, my pelvis slamming into hers with loud, wet slaps as we fucked ourselves closer to a mutual orgasm. When I lifted my head, we stared at each other, the only noises whimpers and snarls as we fucked. Mom's breasts bounced and rolled and her lower lip hung open in an expression of incestuous rapture while her eyes blazed with a sexual fury that I could feel deep inside me, racing to the very tip of my cock as it burrowed ever deeper into her sodden cunt.
Mom's eyes widened suddenly and she gave out a dog like bark -- a passionate yip and then her body began to convulse in a powerful sexual seizure as her orgasm crashed down on her like a tidal wave. Her sweet, furnace like pussy clamped tight around my deeply buried cock, her cunt flesh rippling and writhing along my shaft and I was past the moment of no return as well and roared, "I fucking love you, Mom!" as I felt my balls bounce and dance as I began to pump fresh, hot semen into her womb.
Our lips found each other again and our tongues engaged in another frenetic dance as we clung together -- my hands firmly gripping Mom's hips and pulling her into me, going as deep inside her motherly cunt as possible. For one almost indescribable moment, it seemed as if our mutual orgasm would never end -- sweet pleasure etched on Mom's face as the intensity of my orgasm almost made me fall to my knees.
As we finally began to come down, Mom burst into tears, hugging me and then showering my face with kisses before sobbing in a voice full of heartfelt love, "I love you, son. Oh, how I needed this!"
At the end -- we burned the casserole, but ate it anyway -- our appetites spurred by the fuck of a lifetime. We sat there, Mom, naked and in my lap as she spoon fed me the pasta and burger combination, laughing and giggling as she squirmed on my lap, legs dangling on either side of me, her bare pussy leaking semen and rubbing so wetly and deliciously against my semi-erect cock until I was once again erect -- my long hard pole sticking up between us, smearing her tummy with precum as she hunched against me.
Food was forgotten as our lust kicked in once again and with her lower lip pooched out in a sexual pout and looking at me with utter lust, Mom rose up and impaled herself on my cock. As her arms came around me, I cupped her ass cheeks and with a grunt, stood up. Mom wrapped her legs tight around my hips and, joined cock and pussy -- I walked us upstairs to her bedroom.
I had been heading towards my room when Mom looked at me with her eyes hooded sluttishly and hissed. "Fuck me in my bed, John. I've waited my entire married life to be given an orgasm in my marriage bed and if my husband can't do it, I know my son can!"
So it was that I came to lay my mother back on the bed she had shared with Dad for nearly two decades and with her legs wrapped around my back, fucked her amidst the wreckage of their marriage -- things he had discarded in his rush to leave lying on the floor and the smell of his old aftershave -- English Leather, still evident on the room and I felt proud that I had taken his place -- all the grief I had felt at Mom's disappearance and my dismay and anger as I saw Dad ignore her obvious need for help being wiped away with every stroke of my cock into Mom's hot and tight pussy.



Each kiss my mother and I shared as our bodies came together in soul shaking thrusts seemed to reshape and rebuild who we were -- redefining our mother and son relationship and expanding it to incorporate the reality that we were lovers, our incestuous lovemaking healing Mom's troubled heart and making mine complete. We writhed and rolled about on the bed, insatiable in our desires to feel and experience each other -- fucking as if we'd been joined cock and pussy for ages, seeming to know each other's needs and desires on an instinctual level -- our relationship as mother and son making our relationship as lovers that much more wonderful.
Mom's screams of orgasm became more cries of pure pleasure and happiness rather than sobs of pure sexual needs. When I began to cum in Mom's pussy again, we were both weeping with absolute joy -- intoxicated in the knowledge that we had in becoming lovers, found our purpose in life...our place in the universe.
As we fell asleep in the aftermath of a wonderful night of incestuous fucking, arms and legs still wrapped tightly around each other, we slipped into slumber feeling utterly safe and loved as we had never felt before.
#
We strolled into the office building of Doctor Deschane's offices were, hand in hand, Mom's face holding a glowing smile that made her seem more lovely than might seem possible. I was very much aware that many men's heads turned as we passed, dazzled at the beautiful, sexually radiant woman that was my mother.
It had been a good morning, started with an exiquisite bout of sixty-nine that had begun when Mom woke up to discover me licking her pussy and evolved into her climbing atop me, her dripping wet cunt grinding into my face while her lips slid up and down my throbbing cock, her tongue an insanely sweet torture as it writhed around the head of my swollen penis.
It had gotten better when the lawyer my employer, Tony Giatano, had helped us retain, called to report his meeting with Dad and his lawyer had left my father shaking and appalled and conceding defeat on most of his plans to take everything he and Mom had owned. It seems after our lawyer painted a vivid picture of how he'd portray Dad as an unsympathetic bastard who'd refused to help his deeply troubled wife after her awful ordeal, Dad's lawyer threatened to abandon the case unless Dad caved in. Mom didn't want to take Dad to the cleaners, but she did want some security...security she would now have.
We walked into Doctor Deschane's office -- our smiles testifying to how happy we were in taking her advice. Mom's psychiatrist looked as stunning as ever, today wearing a burgundy sweater dress that rode high on her thighs and clung to every curve, emphasizing her luscious breasts and figure. She was wearing her glorious hair down, framing her lovely face -- green eyes almost glowing with pleasure.
Doctor Deschane noted our joined hands and the smiles on our faces and said, "So, I see that John has taken control of the situation and the healing has begun."
Mom blushed as she nodded and said, "My son is a wonderful man. He's a wonderful lover and if might call him so, a wonderful master!"
"I'm so happy for you both," replied Doctor Deschane. She focused on me. "Any guilt or reservations about the role you've taken on as your mother's lover, John?"
I felt my face begin to burn...after all, it wasn't everyday you were able to talk with another person about fucking your mother. "No...still seems almost like a dream, but a great one." I squeezed Mom's hand, my cock stirring as she gave me a motherly, loving smile in return. "Mom's seems so happy and the last few days have been almost heaven."
Doctor Deschane seemed pleased as she responded, "A most therapeutic solution, albeit extreme. Your mother and I had talked at length about her experience and her desires and while she yearned for your father to be understanding and step up and be there for her, there was also her constant referral to you as more understanding and loving and she faced down her fear and confusion as well as all the societal taboos to bravely confess her attraction to her son and how her urges for you were almost as strong a motivator as to continue the sexual pleasure she learned while the captive of Darren Jones." She gave us both a big smile as she said, "Incest isn't the normal avenue for any psychiatric treatment, but in this case, I think it is the correct one.
"Yes!" Mom and I replied together before we all shared a laugh. I leaned over in my chair and kissed Mom, allowing Doctor Deschane to see our obvious love for each other as our tongues darted and danced for several seconds.
When we were finally sitting back in our chairs, our smiles a mixture of embarrassment and happiness, Doctor Deschane studied us for several seconds -- obviously aroused, her breasts heaving enticingly under her sweater dress, - thick and erect nipples pressing boldly against the jersey cotton material. "I confess a bit of envy at your relationship," she began. "And I envy the road that I have faith that you two will travel as we continue to help Cassie recover."
I think I might have looked a little surprised at her statement and the doctor looked at me with a keen and mysterious expression. "Yes, John...your mother's recovery is just beginning. We have much still to cover about what your mother endured in her captivity." She turned her gaze to Mom and said, "Isn't that correct, Cassie?"
Mom licked her lips and said softly, "Oh yes. Where should I begin?"
Doctor Deschane looked down at her notes and then looking up at us both, smiled somewhat evilly and replied, "Why don't you discuss how Darren Jones shared you with some acquaintances?"
That stunned me -- the first time I had had any inkling that in the years she'd been gone, there might have been more than one person involved. Certainly I'd never even heard a hint of it from Dad or the authorities. "Mom?" I asked, the surprise evident in my voice.
Mom shivered, her hand tightening around mine as she began, "I'm not sure how long I'd been Darren's love slave -- many months I guess, but one day he'd had me on the A-Frame and he brought in a woman -- tall and big, like an Amazon, naked, her big breasts like massive gourds sitting upright on her chest and such a hairy pussy. She had a handsome face, so much like that Greek woman reporter on the cable news. Darren said it was time for me to learn to enjoy the touch and taste of a woman." She stopped and shivered, her free hand sliding down between her legs, unthinkingly tugging at her skirt as if she was trying to get to her panty-less pussy.
In the gap of silence that ensued, Doctor Deschane leaned forward, her breasts straining against her thin, jersey list and said huskily, "And did you? Do you enjoy the touch and taste of pussy?"
Mom squeezed my hand and with difficulty, I shifted my gaze from my mother, her hand rubbing her exposed and very wet cunt, to see the hungry gleam in Doctor Deschane's eyes and I realized that the doctor was quite correct. Mom's recovery was just beginning and my part in it was going to be an exciting journey. I beat my mother's psychiatrist to the punch and said, "Tell me about it, Mom. Tell me everything."
The End?
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I think I fussed over this dinner more than I haveA ever done for our Thanksgiving, Christmas or Easter dinners in years past. I had prepared a roast and potatoes as well as my mama's coleslaw and my own creamed corn. For desert, I'd fixed a chocolate meringue pie – my specialty, always in high demand at Church suppers and the kids' bake sales. Our dinner table was set with our best china and silverware – I even got out the good linen napkins that rarely saw the light of day outside of Christmas dinner.
I wasn't wearing my Sunday best for the dinner, but rather a new dress I'd picked up the day before – a simple black dress, modest compared to many of my working outfits, with the hem a mere four inches above the knee and displaying only a little cleavage in its mild scoop neck, accented by the double strands of good, but fake pearls my mother had left to me. The fabric molded itself to my braless breasts, my nipples swollen and hard, making prominently displayed bumps. Beneath my dress, my lacy black panties were already soaked and I feared that at any moment I would feel the warm trickle of pussy juice running down my thigh.
Donnie lingered nearby, wandering into the dining room or the kitchen to give me looks of disgust and anger on occasion, the words "whore," "slut," or "cunt," always on his lips and occasionally wafting to my ear in his venomous hisses. At least he'd put on dress shirt and his good slacks and looked presentable. I would smile back at him and tell him I loved him, occasionally glancing down to confirm the hint of an erection tenting his pants.
With the food prepared and looking absolutely delicious, the younger kids staying overnight with friends and my oldest daughter, Tara, about to leave to spend the night with her best friend and myself looking hopefully elegant and a little sexy, I glanced at the clock. It was just a few minutes shy of six o'clock in the evening and I let loose with a little sigh of relief.
As the old grandfather clock in the living room struck six, its chimes were countered by the ringing of the front door bell. He was here! I met Donnie in the hallway, his expression stormy and his fists balled in anger. "You fucking whore," he growled. "I can't believe you really did it. You invited that motherfucker to dinner in my house."
I stood on tiptoe and bussed my husband on the cheek. "Our house, Donnie...that I'm paying for at the moment, thanks to him." I walked on by him and then glanced over my shoulder, smiling happily as I said, "Well, c'mon. Let's greet our guest."
With Donnie slowly following me, I opened up the front door, my heart beating very quickly with excitement that I could feel all the way down to my loins which were pulsating with arousal. Our guest stood there and his appraising glance of me sent quivers of desire through me as I said happily, "Good evening, Mister Richards. Welcome to our home."
#
"Mister Richards, would you like to come to dinner at our house Saturday night?"
I was standing at the door, about to leave the office of my bank manager, Mister Richards, feeling a bit nervous – almost like an awkward teenage girl asking a boy to go on a date. I was already feeling strange simply because during my entire visit, I had stayed dressed, sitting in a plush chair in front of his desk, chatting about my recent visit to Key West and my whorish triumph there.
I had arrived with the hope – no, hunger and need to suck the older man's cock, something I had done twice a week for nearly a year without fail, but under doctor's orders and the command of one of my more influential patrons, Gustav Stockman, I had been chaste for nearly three weeks – the recovery time deemed necessary after having sucked and fucked one hundred and eight loads from my winning a gang bang competition.
My employer had declined my offer to resume sucking his dick a few days early and had instead spent almost half an hour praising my sluttish ways, having revealed that he'd seen a recording of my gang bang victory. It didn't upset me that copies of the DVD of my gang bang were being passed around – in fact, it made me even hornier. Finally, Mister Richards had dismissed me with a heavy sigh, a regretful glance at his pocket watch and then telling me, "I look forward to seeing you on Tuesday, my dear Sonya."
I had gotten up and was at the door when I paused and turned back and worked up the nerve to invite him to dinner. Mister Richards looked at me for a long moment, studying me. "You mean, me coming to your house socially...outside of our business relationship?"
I nodded and said, "Absolutely. I would very much like to show my appreciation for all you've done for me and my family. I'm a good cook and...well, you already know where my other talents lie."
What our business was and where my talents lay was that for the past year, I had served Mister Richards and a cabal of well off citizens of our town as a whore, offering sex in exchange for keeping our mortgage paid – the recession having cost me my job, and almost costing my family the roof over their head. My husband's job had been cut back to almost half-time and we'd have never stayed afloat without my whoring paying for the mortgage and the substantial tips I got with nearly every job I was sent on.
Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays, I received assignments and on Tuesdays and Thursdays, I would give Mister Richards a loving blowjob. Strangely, he had never attempted anything more...staying as it were within the agreement we had established for our "business" relationship. It had taken the insight of one of my favorite customer's daughter, Jane Stockman, to make me understand that Mister Richards would never expand on our activities within the confines of our agreement. From that simple explanation, an idea had been born in my mind, one that had grown over the last couple of weeks, complete with all the ramifications it entailed. Indeed, it had been some of those ramifications that had spurred me all the more to ask Mister Richards to come to dinner.
Mister Richards studied me for a long minute, his intense gaze making me wet for him. I'm sure some people would find it amazing that I harbored such ardent desires for a man hovering around sixty years old, with a pot belly and greatly thinning hair, a seemingly ordinary man. But...there was something about him, something that spoke deeply to the sluttish side of me...a confidence and a power that had captivated me since the day he had proposed I become a whore and work for him and his cabal and had then proceeded to command me to strip naked and suck his cock. Since that first moment when he'd awakened that realization about myself, I had ached to be his...to do whatever he bid me do.
Mister Richards smiled and nodded. "I think I'd enjoy such an evening very much. What time should I arrive, Sonya?"
I licked my lips as every fiber of my being wanted to crow with joy that he'd said, "Yes," and I replied, "Would six o'clock be good for you, sir?"
He nodded and said, "Wonderful, my dear." I turned to go, but paused when he called out, "Sonya, will your husband be there?"
I looked back at him, willing myself to sound calm as I replied, "Would you like him to be there, Mister Richards?" and then silently prayed for the him to give me the answer I wanted.
I think my employer could read my desire on my face because he gave me a big grin and replied, "Absolutely, Sonya. I think that would be most appropriate for the occasion. See you, Saturday."
I walked away, barely noticing his receptionist, Lily Fox smiling speculatively at me as I left, so desperate was I to get to my car and get my hands under my dress. In the bank parking lot, sitting in my car, I had my fingers plunging in and out of my pussy, sobbing with pleasure as I thought of what I had done!
My announcement to my husband that we would be hosting our bank manager to dinner triggered the loudest and angriest argument of our marriage – so ugly that Tara had without bidding, had shepherded the younger kids into her compact car and had taken them out for ice cream while her father blew his top.
"NO WAY, YOU FUCKING WHORE, IS THAT MAN COMING IN MY FUCKING HOUSE. I SUPPOSE YOU WANT TO FEED HIM AND FUCK HIM TOO! I'LL BURN THIS FUCKING PLACE DOWN FIRST!" he had screamed, his voice becoming shriller with each word.
I stepped up into Donnie's face and said firmly back, screaming at the top of my voice, "IT'S OUR HOUSE, DONNIE AND IN CASE YOU HAVEN'T NOTICED, THE ONLY REASON WE'RE STILL HERE IS BECAUSE OF MY WHORING WAYS. WE OWE THAT MAN EVERYTHING AND HE'S COMING TO DINNER AND IF HE WANTS TO FUCK ME UP THE ASS ON TOP OF THE DINNER TABLE, YOU'LL LICK MY ASS SO HE CAN SLIDE HIS COCK RIGHT IN!"
The yelling went on for awhile, with the usual variations about me being a slut and whore and me reminding him of who was the real breadwinner now. The argument came to an abrupt end when I suddenly reached out and grabbed Donnie's crotch, confirming my suspicions about him being erect.
"He's coming to dinner, Donnie, that's all there is to it." I said in a calmer voice. I squeezed his cock through his slacks, "You can call me a whore and fuck slut all you want. We both know it's the truth, but we also both know that deep down, you like me this way. The thought of having Mister Richards over to dinner and whatever else he wants, excites you. Hell, Donnie, you're ready to cum in pants right now!"
My words burst the balloon that was Donnie's righteous indignation and for a moment I thought he would cry as his face clouded over with shame, but I knew that once again, I'd hit the nail on the head. Whatever else my husband felt about my being a slut for hire, there was a part of him that was aroused by being cuckolded and now for the first time since this had all began, he faced the possibility of seeing it done first hand.
I stepped into my husband's arms at that moment and kissed him, his lips reluctantly opening up to my probing tongue. I would have liked to have fucked him right on the spot...I was almost at three weeks without cock and so horny, but I knew that he wouldn't...I'm not sure he could anymore without knowing that another man had first been with me sexually. When the kiss ended, I whispered, "I am a fucking whore, Donnie, but I am your fucking whore. I love you and I know you love me." I finished the kiss and then turned to leave for the kitchen to inspect the contents of the refrigerator. I looked over my shoulder at my husband and grinned, "Why don't you go jack off and think about what's going to happen." I didn't look back again, knowing as I heard him tromping up the stairs that he was going to be doing exactly that.
The next day and a half, Donnie scarcely said a word to me other than to hiss his insults my way. I was busy cleaning house and prepping for dinner. I called my kids' friends' mothers to arrange for sleepovers, explaining that we were having company and asked Tara if she could make herself scarce as well that night.
My daughter was more than a little curious, asking a few probing questions. "Mister Richards from the bank is coming for dinner, Mom? Isn't he the guy you're working for now?"
I smiled and nodded, "You could say that, honey. He's part of a group I guess you could say I work for."
Tara gave me an odd look, one that was heavy with speculation and a little bit of amusement. "So...is this dinner part of your work for him?"
I started to open my mouth to say yes, but I knew that that wasn't true. I laughed a little and then shook my head before replying, "No, not really. This is personal. I suppose this is my way of saying thank you to Mister Richards. He kept us from losing the house and I imagine, so much more." In my mind, I was wondering if I should tell her that without my job, we'd likely be unable to afford sending her to college in the fall.
That had satisfied her curiosity and she'd been a great help to me getting things ready, assisting in the kitchen and ferrying my younger ones to their sleepovers, allowing me to focus on getting everything ready for the moment Mister Richards came into our home.
#
"Mister Richards, you remember my husband, Donnie?" I had my arm tucked around Mister Richards' arm as I guided him into our home. Donnie stood in the doorway, his hands now stuffed into his pants pocket, glowering at us.
The bank manager smiled and extended his hand. "Why of course. It's been too long, Mister Hammonds. I remember fondly our last meeting." He glanced at me with a sly grin. "That was when your lovely wife first proved her worth, as I recall."
Donnie stared at his extended hand and then with an expression of great distaste, reached out with his hand and limply shook the banker's hand. "Sir," he said meekly.
I guided our guest into the living room, him studying his surroundings. "Lovely house, my dear, simply lovely. I understand your desire to keep it and how it must fuel your...enthusiasm for your work." He paused and picked up an antique candy dish I'd found in a yard sale. "Exquisite, Sonya. I always suspected you had marvelous taste." He paused and chuckled, "Or is it I also suspected you tasted marvelous?"
I giggled like a teenager girl at his teasing comment while Donnie just frowned. I offered him a drink and he surprised me by asking for a beer when I thought he might request something a little more refined. I fetched him and my husband beers and returned to find Donnie sitting in his easy chair, face flushed bright red and Mister Richards on the sofa, going on about me and my talents. "...I never suspected how well suited Sonya was for her vocation. I mean, I saw in her the raw talent, but never suspected she would take to it so heartedly." After I handed out the beers, Mister Richards patted the sofa cushion next to him and I didn't hesitate to sit down, pressing my mostly bare leg against his pin stripped trousers.
My employer continued singing my praises without pause, Donnie's eyes widening in shock as Mister Richards dropped his hand calmly and possessively on my bare leg above the knee, sliding his finger upwards to expose more of my thigh while he said, "I don't think Sonya's ever gone out on a....an assignment that within a few hours, I haven't received a call raving about how wonderful she is. I've never seen the like before, everyone, men and women both, amazed at her skills and her enthusiasm."
Mr. Richards leaned forward and said, "I tell you, Donnie, your wife was born to be a whore!" As he spoke, his hands slid up under the hem of my dress, fingers easily finding my mound and feeling the heat and wetness soaking through my silky panties. I gave a little gasp as the tips of his fingers trailed over my labia, the silk molded to my lips.
Donnie's mouth gaped open and for a second I thought he might throw his beer can at Mister Richards, but then we all heard a door shut upstairs and then footsteps coming lightly and quickly down from above. We all quickly came to our feet, me a little unsteady in my high heels as we watched my daughter come downstairs. I had completely forgotten she was still here.
Tara looked lovely as only a nubile eighteen year old girl can. She was dressed for a night's dancing in a short sheath dress, strapless, the bodice barely containing her young, pert breasts, while her legs were made even shapelier by her three inch stilettos. Tara had her sandy blonde hair braided into a French twist that hung over her shoulder, calling attention to the exposed portion of her breasts that barely jiggled as she came down the stairs, smiling at us.
A quick glance around had me smiling with naughty amusement as I couldn't tell whether my husband or our guest was staring at my daughter with the most lust. Of course, I felt some strange yearnings myself...not for the first time either since I had discovered my own enjoyment of women and heard others fantasize about me and my daughter.
"And who do we have here?" Mister Richards exclaimed, stepping forward to meet her at the base of the stairs.
"Mister Richards, allow me to introduce you to our daughter, Tara." I smiled at my daughter as I moved to stand beside him. "Honey, this is Mister Richards...from the bank."
Tara smiled shyly and offering her hand replied, "It's a pleasure to meet you, Mister Richards."
Mister Richards grinned wolfishly and said, "The pleasure is surely mine, my dear," as he gently shook her hand. "I now know that your mother comes by her beauty honestly as I see you take after her." It suddenly occurred to me that he shook her hand with the same one that had just been fondling my wet mound. I tried to keep myself from shivering with delight at that nasty realization.
My daughter glowed at his oddly phrased compliment and said, "Thank you. Mom is lovely, isn't she?"
We stepped back to let her enter the room, almost surrounding her as Donnie moved up as well, his face a mixture of lust for his daughter and alarm at Mister Richard's attentions towards her. "Will you be joining us for dinner, Tara?"
I could feel the hunger in his voice and was suddenly struck by almost overwhelming desires of my own, suddenly envisioning my daughter stark naked and spread-eagled on our dinner table, me licking Mister Richard's semen out of her young pussy. I was snapped out of my dizzying fantasy by Tara's voice, laced with a hint of flirtatiousness, as she replied, "Not tonight, sir. I already had other plans." Tara smiled as she continued, "I wish I could, Mister Richards. Maybe another time."
Our guest glowed with delight as he said, "I look forward to that, dear. I very much look forward to that."
He released Tara's hand and she stepped forward and kissed her father on the cheek, not shying away from pressing her partly unclad body against his chest, her bosom pillowing out as she leaned into him. She smiled at me and I thought I caught a hint of a wink as she leaned into me, her hand squeezing my arm as she planted a chaste kiss on the corner of my mouth and said, "I hope you all have a wonderful evening."
She started to move towards the kitchen, but paused as she stepped past Mister Richards. "It was very nice to finally meet you, sir," she said softly...even meekly, although I thought I could detect that hint of flirtatiousness still in her voice. "I know how much you've done for us. Thank you, Mister Richards." Then she leaned into him, her father noisily grunting as she kissed him on the cheek."
In the stunned silence that followed, Tara eyed us all and said with a smile as she walked away, "I love you guys. Enjoy yourselves tonight."
For a moment, no one spoke and then as we heard the kitchen door close, Mister Richards spun around and beamed at us. "My compliments on having such a lovely daughter. Such wonderful manners for one so young – you two must be very proud."
Donnie just glowered although I could see an erection tenting in his pants. My own arousal was growing as well as I considered Tara's almost brazen behavior. I had long thought she had a good grasp on what I did for a living, but while I believed she understood, I wasn't sure of whether she might actually approve. Now I had to wonder while the naughtiest thoughts flashed through my mind.
"Um, why don't we move to the dining room, Mr. Richards?" I said, pointing the way where one end of our oak dinner table was set for dinner for three.



"Of course, Sonya," responded our guest, moving alongside me, his hand deftly slipping under the hem of my dress to cup my ass. I shivered with delight, feeling my nipples swelling even more under my dress. The moment was erotic to me in so many ways – realizing Mister Richards was being so brazenly forward and possessive and that Donnie, following along behind us, could not help but see him lay his claim and did nothing to stop him.
As we approached the table, I started to point to a seat on one side, but Mister Richards made himself at home, sitting at the head of the table where Donnie always sat. I glanced nervously at my husband who stood there, mouth gaping open at Mr. Richard's naked gall, until our guest turned in his seat and said with good natured humor, "Come, Donnie, sit, man. I wouldn't dream of enjoying everything your wife has to offer without you at my side." He pointed to the seat to his left. "Sit down, man, sit down!"
Donnie stood stock still for a moment, his face so red, I thought he might stroke out, but then, his shoulders sagged slightly and without a word, he took his seat. I brought in the food and took the seat to Mr. Richard's right. While in the kitchen, I was inspired to provide my guest with another surprise and had slipped off my panties.
As Mister Richards dined, I discovered that he was nearly ambidextrous, eating primarily with his left hand as he leaned to his right and his right hand stayed busy stroking my thigh and occasionally fingering my naked pussy. The first time his fingers brushed against my trimmed bush and then slithered down between my swollen labia, he raised his eyebrows and then gave me a pleased wink. He did little to conceal my wetness on his fingers as he would now and again bring his fingers to his mouth, shiny and dripping with my pussy cream, and suck them clean.
He seemed to relish every dish I served him, praising me loudly as he worked his way through my meal. We talked of all sorts of mundane things, of my other children and their efforts at school, Tara's college plans and of how the local high football team was doing, through all of it, not getting more than a few grunts from Donnie who picked at his food and glowered at me throughout the meal.
Afterwards, we rose and I suggested we retire to the living room for drinks and cigars. I had called Lilly and had found out his favorite brand of cigars and where to find them. They were jaw dropping expensive, but after Key West, I felt more than able to indulge in such luxuries. Donnie declined one, but Mister Richards was more than pleased to accept a cigar, along with a snifter glass of decent cognac Lilly had recommended as well. I bent over in front of him with a box of wood matches, offering him his best glimpse yet of my breasts as the front of my dress gaped open. He smiled appreciatively as he brought his cigar to life.
He again patted the seat next to him and I scooted up beside him, his hand quickly reclaiming possession of my thigh, slowly sliding his fingers up and down my leg as the small talk continued. Donnie barely spoke a few words throughout the next thirty minutes or so as Mister Richards held forth on politics and economics, focusing greatly on how he expected our town to fare in the long run in light of the slowly recovering economy.
It was only when he asked Donnie directly about his company and how it was recovering from the recession, that my husband stirred above a nearly comatose state. "We're doing alright. We've got a long ways to go, but we're doing alright," he said, his voice slightly defensive and suspicious.
Mister Richards blew firm rings of smoke into the air and replied, "I suppose you would know, my friend...but a man in my position hears things. Frankly, if I had stock in your company, I'd be selling it now. I would guess in another month or two...well." He paused and shrugged. "Maybe things will work out, Donnie. Miracles do happen."
I gave my husband a long and questioning look, but he refused to look into my eyes. I wondered what Mister Daniels might actually know and if Donnie knew it too, but had not told me.
The tension went up suddenly in the room, but Mister Richards cut through it like a knife as he laughed and said, "Well, no matter. I'd say you've nothing to worry about, so long as Sonya here has a taste for cock." His hand slid between my thighs and two fingers slipped into my molten pussy effortlessly.
I groaned as he stirred his fingers around inside me, managing to somehow purr. "I love cock...I always will!"
Donnie's look of dismay vanished as he resumed glaring at us again as I wiggled next to Mister Richards, his fingers feeling so damned good in my pussy. "Yes sir, what a fortunate day it was for us all when you two came into my office and accepted my offer."
My guest beamed down at me and with trembling lips, I found myself rising, spurred on by his torturous fingers and a sudden need to kiss him. My lips pressed against Mister Richard's, my tongue snaking into his mouth to be met and dominated by his tongue, a demon like snake of flesh whose movements alone made me feel slutty and aching to sin.
When the kiss was finished, I had somehow climbed up onto the sofa onto my knees, allowing Mister Richards to brazenly finger me in front of Donnie. The banker looked at my husband with a big grin. "I often think about that first time, my boy – that first time when I asked Sonya to strip naked and suck my cock. Do you remember, Donnie? Do you remember how easy it was for her, how she sucked me with such enthusiasm...such honesty? You and I were privileged, sir...privileged to watch the birth of a total and complete whore slut like your wife."
Donnie sat rigid in his chair, his fingers clenched so tight, he might have drawn blood on his palm. Mister Richards pressed on. "Do you remember how much she enjoyed it, Donnie? How willing she was to be a slut? How she ate my cum like a starving woman and then rubbed my cock against her face?"
"Yes, I remember," Donnie hissed through clenched teeth.
Mister Richards chuckled and replied, "Yes, of course you do. As I recall, you were sporting significant wood when you walked out of my office." He took a puff from his cigar and then pointed it at my husband. "I imagine you were as shocked to be as turned on as you were watching your wife enjoying sucking another man's cock."
Donnie's face was again a bright crimson and he stammered, "No...fuck no!"
I let out another moan as Mister Richards curled his fingers inside me, fingertips brushing upwards against my pussy wall, getting close to my g-spot. I felt my head spinning and leaned my head against his shoulder, eyeing my husband as an expression of erotic pleasure swept over my face. Mister Richards laughed and said, "Now, Donnie, two men who've shared this lovely creature as we have should never lie to each other. He leaned forward, his fingers still probing me as he said, "I bet you didn't even get home before you had to have her suck you off!"
Donnie started to deny it, but stopped, his face now red and embarrassed as he recalled pulling into a deserted parking lot of a out of business service station, his hand intertwined in my hair as he forced my mouth onto his erection, making me suck him just as I had done to the banker. He looked down at his lap and at the betraying bulge tented in his slacks.
"Nothing to be ashamed of, man!" exclaimed Mister Richards. "Some men are born to command..." he paused and grinned proudly. "And some men are born to be cuckolds. You should be glad to discover your calling. I bet you've cum more in the last year than in all the rest of the years of your marriage."
Donnie tried to raise his head up and deny it, but he sat there, head bowed while his lips moved silently. Only when I cried out with orgasmic pleasure as Mister Richards' fingers found my special place and sent a sudden burst of ecstatic joy roaring through me, did my husband look up – just in time to see me suddenly ejaculate pussy juice, a great gush that splattered over Mister Richards's hand to splash on the sofa cushions.
"Oh, Sonya," Donnie moaned. "What the hell are we doing?"
Mister Richards chuckled again as his fingers kept probing. "Why she's doing what she was born to do, Donnie...being a whorish slut." He winked at my husband and said, "And you're doing what you were meant to do – enjoy watching her being pleasured by another man." As I quivered, leaning into Mister Richards, he slipped his fingers from my pussy and held them up to my face. He looked at Donnie and said, "Can you imagine her doing this a year ago, man? Lick my fingers clean, Sonya."
Donnie's eyes were wide with amazement, lust and anger as he watched me take all three of our banker's cum covered fingers into my mouth and loving suck on them like a hard penis, licking them clean of my own creams.
"I think it's high time you took off that lovely dress, my dear," said Mister Richards in that confident voice of his...one that brooked no argument nor expected one to be given. I obeyed instantly, not hesitating as I stood up and pulled the dress over my head, leaving myself naked except for my pearls and my high heels. I smiled down at my banker and then over at my husband, my breasts heaving with desire and pleasure, my nipples so swollen that they hurt and my pussy dripping juices that made my thighs glisten.
"The pearls are a nice touch, you can leave them on. They give you a sense of whorish elegance, Sonya. Wouldn't you agree, Donnie?" Mister Richards said as he reached out and slid his hand between my heavy breasts.
Donnie took several deep breaths before he replied, "She's a whore alright." He shifted in his seat, tugging at his crotch as if to maneuver his erection into a more comfortable position.
"And you love me for being one, don't you, Donnie," I gasped, my voice becoming a moaning cry as I said my husband's name as Mister Richards' fingers tugged and pinched a blood engorged nipple.
When Donnie didn't answer, choosing to simply glare at us, Mister Richards frowned and said in that commanding tone, "Well answer her, man! Might as well be honest – do you love that your wife is a whore?"
"Donnie trembled and I could see the impact of Mister Richards' voice had on him...like an alpha wolf cowing one of his pack. "Yes, I do," he finally said in a voice almost too soft to be a whisper.
Grinning, Mister Richards got to his feet and said, "Well, it's high time you saw first hand some examples of how much of a slut your wife can be." He turned to me and said, "My dear, let us retire to the bedroom...your matrimonial bed as it were."
An orgasmic shiver rippled through me and I moaned, "Oh yes, sir!" I took his hand and led him to the stairs, and he followed me up the steps, literally on my heels as I drew his hand back to my breast, his pelvis bumping up against my naked buttocks, his erection evident in his pants.
Midway up the staircase, he paused, pulling me against him as he looked down into the living room at Donnie who was sitting there looking pitiful in his easy chair and said, "C'mon, Donnie. I wouldn't dream of leaving you out of the fun we're going to have." When my husband hesitated, Mister Richards hardened his voice and said, "Get up here, Donnie. You must play your part in this!"
Another thrill shot through me, partly from feeling Mister Richard's free hand cup my mound from behind and partly from seeing Donnie slowly rise up from his chair and move towards the steps, dragging his feet, but unable to hide the erection in his pants. By the time he reached our bedroom, Mister Richards had instructed me to undress him and I was on my knees, untying and removing his shoes...then pulling off his socks before rising slightly to undo his belt.
As I pulled his dress pants off along with his boxers, Mister Richard's cock sprung out – nearly eight inches of magnificently thick cockmeat, stiff and throbbing – and slapped me in the face. As Donnie stared balefully at me kneeling before our banker, Mister Richards turned and looked about the room as if assessing the situation. "Suck me, Sonya," he commanded, "While I decide how to arrange things."
With a gratified moan, I slipped my lips around his hard cock, relishing his taste after three long weeks. I could taste sweat, body wash and pussy as my tongue swirled around his cock head happily. "For God's sake, man. Get out of those clothes," he snapped at my husband. "One might as well be comfortable!"
I turned my head slightly to look at Donnie, realizing that I was showing him how enthusiastically I was sucking Mister Richards. He stared back and then shaking off his lethargy, quickly undressed. Mister Richards nodded approvingly at our king sized bed and then pointing at the upholstered straight back chair in front of my vanity, said to Donnie, "Here, move this to the foot of the bed. You will need a good seat to watch from."
Donnie meekly obeyed while Mister Richards intertwined his fingers in my hair and held my head fast while he began pumping his cock into my mouth. Abruptly he stopped and helped me to my feet. "You have such a sweet mouth, Sonya," he murmured appreciatively."
"Thank you, Sir," I said, feeling pleased at his kind words. "You taste wonderful too."
He grinned and said, "Like that did you? I will pass your compliments on to my wife." His grin grew wider at my look of astonishment. I had never even considered Mister Richards being married. I knew or at least strongly suspected he fucked his secretary, Lilly Fox, but I was sure that wasn't her I had just tasted. He ran his thumb over my lips, resisting my efforts to suck it into my mouth while he added, "Perhaps someday, we'll have you over for dinner, Sonya. My wife is a shy thing, but you and I could have some fun, I think."
His words sent shivers through me, his tone saying maybe more than his actual words and again, his confidence and his strength seemed to shine from him and I felt myself grow wetter as he spoke. "I'd love that," I murmured in reply.
That seemed to please him and he leaned into me and kissed me, his tongue snaking hungrily into my mouth while one hand cupped and squeezed my breast and the other again found its way between my legs to finger me, making me moan appreciatively. I closed my eyes for a moment, simply losing myself in the pleasure this older man was giving me and then suddenly remembering my husband was nearby, opened up my eyes to see him standing at the foot of the bed next to the straight back chair, looking both lost and aroused, his erection, while not small, seeming a bit puny next to the one poking my belly.
I wondered what evil might dwell inside me that allowed me to take pleasure from knowing that my husband stood there helpless as I stood naked in the arms of another man, kissing him the way I had only kissed my husband up to a year ago. I wondered what evil might be inside me that allowed me to take pleasure from knowing that my actions were so arousing to my husband.
Mister Richards finally broke the kiss, bringing three fingers up between us, dripping with my cunt cream. He licked his middle finger clean and then offered me all three to suck on. "Samples are nice, Sonya, but I believe its time I sampled your fine pussy directly," he said a bit smugly.
Again, I was feeling incredibly aroused. I had conceived of tonight including a good fucking or two, but realizing that this man who I lusted for so greatly, wanted to lick my pussy, made me tremble and then gasp as a little orgasm hit me and I again ejaculated pussy juice, sending it splattering against his legs and down my thighs.
Laughing at my obvious excitement, Mister Richards guided me to the bed and laid me down on my back, my head resting near the foot of the bed. "Donnie, assume your post. You should be able to lean in and get a good view of things," he directed my husband, who paused for a moment, but then as Mister Richards climbed awkwardly onto the bed, his pot belly and years making him a bit slow, Donnie moved to straddle the chair, his cock swinging back and forth like an excited rooster dancing about in courtship.
Mister Richards knelt between my legs and then slowly eased down until he was lying down, his face hovering over my pussy. I had my knees drawn back and spread. His hands roamed over my inner thighs, making me tremble with need as he teased me with brief brushing touches of his fingers against my spread labia.
"Please, eat me, Mister Richards," I crooned, so anxious to feel his mouth on my sex. I trembled as I felt his warm breath blowing across the wet, exposed flesh of my cunt. I could sense his lips so close to my flesh, my body quivered in anticipation. Then he paused and raised his head and looked at Donnie, a growing smirk on his face.
"Donnie, stand up and help a fellow," he said in that confident, 'I know you're going to do whatever I fucking ask' voice of his. Rolling my eyes upward, I watched my husband stand, straddling the chair. "Take your wife by the ankles and spread her legs wide.
Donnie's nostrils flared in anger and passion, but he obeyed, leaning over the bed, his cock now waving just above my face as he took hold of my ankles. "That's the way, Donnie," intoned Mister Richards as if he was teaching a lesson in accounting. "Spread Sonya's legs wide, let me get a good look at her wet pussy." Mister Richards looked up at me, my eyes wide at the erotic spectacle of it all and then he said, "You're very wet, Sonya. Who are you wet for?"
Without hesitation, I said in a loud and clear voice. "I'm wet for you, Sir."
My banker nodded and said, "Are you sure? You're not wet for your husband?"
Again, without hesitation and never sparing Donnie a second glance, I replied, "No, my pussy's wet for you, Mister Richards."
I heard Donnie moan although with arousal or misery, I wasn't sure. "I see, Sonya," said Mister Richards in a pleased tone. "Why is that, Sonya?"
I flicked my eyes towards my husband's pained voice and answered, "Because I want you, Mister Richards. I want you more than I've ever wanted another man. I want you to lick me and fuck me and cum in me and cum on me. I want to be totally owned by you. I want to be your whore, your slut with all my heart and soul."
Mister Richards chuckled again and replied, "My whore...yes, you are, Sonya." He glanced up at Donnie and said commandingly, "Now spread her legs a little wider...that's it...now pull those legs back a little towards you...oh yes, perfect!" Without another word, Mister Richards mashed his face between my spread legs, his face burrowing into my cunt as I let out my first scream of the night as his tongue lashed out at my swollen clitoris.
The whole carnal scene served to send me into immediate orgasm. Mister Richards was tonguing my pussy like a master cunt licker, making me writhe with ecstatic joy while my husband held my legs spread wide for the banker, staring down as the older man tongued me and made me cum – not only watching another man pleasure his wife, but assisting him in his efforts.
Mister Richards' tongue was a thing alive in and of itself, swirling through my sopping wet flesh like a dervish, feverishly licking me and then delving deep into the quivering sodden folds of my cunt and then torturing my clitoris with long, slow, expert licks, making gobbling noises as he slurped up the torrent of pussy cream practically ejaculating from my cunt.
I tried to keep my eyes fixed on Mister Richards' bobbing face, but I couldn't keep my head still, the extreme pleasure of his tongue making me roll and shake my head, Donnie's face constantly flashing by, his gaze trying to take in and make sense of another man eating my cunt and making me sob and moan with such intense pleasure.
Donnie's cock bounced about, occasionally striking my face, smearing precum over my forehead and cheeks as he leaned further in, trying to get the head of his cock to my lips. I started to open my mouth to suck my husband, but then I caught Mister Richards gazing up at me as his mouth worked its pleasure on my pussy and I said in a sing song voice, "May I have permission to suck my husband's cock, Sir?'



Mister Richards raised his face up from my quivering mound, his mouth, chin and cheeks shiny and wet with my juices and smiled at me fatherly like before slowly shaking his head. "Tonight as your guest, you belong to me, Sonya...your husband may not touch you. That privilege belongs solely to me."
I thought I heard Donnie let slip a girlish sob of frustration as I replied, "Whatever you wish, Mister Richards. I belong to you, pussy, ass, mouth and heart." Mister Richards chuckled happily at my submission and resumed eating me, his tongue doubling its efforts as he licked me to orgasm not once, but twice. My banker certainly knew his way around a clitoris – even my dear Jane couldn't make me cum the way Mister Richards did, his tongue mastering my erect and throbbing nub, making me scream at the end, fingers clawing the bedspread as I flooded his face with my juices. My fingers slipped through his thinning hair, pulling his face more firmly against my pussy, wanting him to delve deep into my cunt.
For a third time, Mister Richard's demon tongue made me cum, Donnie's eyes boring into mine as I writhed on the bed, my body wracked by wicked pleasure. My breasts heaved and rolled as I gasped for breath when our banker finally eased his sweetly torturous assault on my cunt. "Love...I love your tongue, Mister Richards," I sighed.
Mister Richards licked his lips, sweeping up remnants of my cream, his face shiny with pussy juice. "Certainly a pleasure, Sonya...you are a fine tasting woman." He glanced up at Donnie, hovering above me, still holding my legs wide apart.. "I hope it was enjoyable for you as well, Donnie," he said, his amusement thick in his voice.
Donnie grunted non-verbally, before he finally managed to say. "May I sit down, please?"
Mister Richards nodded and replied, "In a minute, if you please. I'm thinking we might need a little more assistance in a moment, but I think you may release your wife's legs now."
Donnie let go of my legs and I eased them down, still widespread on either side of my employer. Grunting with effort, Mister Richards raised himself up and moved on top of me, his body heavy on mine. It was a bit uncomfortable, but as I felt his hard cock between my legs, partially nestled in the wide cleft of my well eaten pussy, any discomfort was dispelled by my arousal and anticipation of finally being fucked by Mister Richards.
He pressed his cum smeared lips on mine, sharing my own taste with me as our tongues dueled and danced with each other. I could smell myself on him and I felt my blood race as it served to arouse me further. When he broke the kiss, I gasped, "Fuck me, Sir, please. Fuck me now!" I rolled my hips, aching to get that large, hard cock inside me.
"Gladly, my dear," replied Mister Richards. He looked up at Donnie and then back down at me. Smiling he said, "I don't think we should leave your husband out of this completely." In a louder voice, he said, "I think it would only be proper if your husband put me inside you. What do you think, Sonya?"
I confess that I was momentarily wordless – stunned at his suggestion. Admittedly, from the moment I first thought of inviting Mister Richards to dinner, the idea of rubbing the cuckolding of my husband in my husband's face had been prominent in my desires, but this idea of humiliating Donnie went beyond anything I could have conceived of and to both my shame and delight, the thought of my husband having to place Mister Richard's hard cock in my cunt, so the old man could fuck me triggered new fires of nasty desire between my legs.
I tilted my head to look at my husband standing over us, my expression of shame and delight reflected in his face. His cock was jerking, becoming more erect as he reacted to Mister Richard's evil suggestion. I felt amazement in the revelation that while the idea horrified him, it also aroused him. I found my voice and said, "I think that is a wonderful idea." I paused, swallowed and then in my best approximation of Mister Richard's commanding tone, said, "Donnie, come around behind and put Mister Richard's really big dick inside my pussy. Do it now!"
For a moment I thought I saw pure murder in Donnie's eyes, but then there was something else and I felt a thrill of erotic joy as I saw surrender in my husband's face. He slowly came around to the side of the bed and climbed up below us. As Mister Richard's chuckled, he rose up enough so that I could see between us, getting brief glimpses of my husband's humiliated face as he reached out and gingerly wrapped his fingers around the older man's erect cock. "Run Mister Richard's big cock head up and down my pussy lips," I commanded my husband.
I heard Donnie let out a brief sob as he obeyed me – dragging the swollen head of my employer's penis up and down my wet labia several times, making me croon with pleasure and drawing pleased gasps from Mister Richards.
Finally, Mister Richards said in an anxious, but firm voice. "Put my cock inside your wife's hot, wet cunt, Donnie." Again, my husband obeyed promptly, as he pressed Mister Richard's huge cock head into my wet flesh, slipping it into my cunt, prompting me to fling my hips upwards to swallow more of his long, hard cock. As I groaned with pleasure, Mister Richards said with a pleased voice. "That's a good boy, Donnie. You may return to your chair and watch me fuck your wife's brains out. Masturbate if you feel like it."
I scarcely felt the mattress shift as Donnie climbed off because Mister Richards began thrusting into me with surprising vigor, driving his cock completely into me with his first thrust and pausing to kiss me before withdrawing and then repeating his movements again and again.
I was cumming in seconds, primed to orgasm by Mister Richard's wonderful tongue and now thrilling to feel his long, thick penis filling my pussy again and again, burrowing deep inside my womb again and again. I threw my head back and let out a long cry of pleasure, my movement accidentally allowing me to watch Donnie return to his seat, already stroking his erection before he sat down as he watched another man fuck me.
I brought my legs up and tried to wrap them around Mister Richard's back, but it created pleasure so intense, my legs dropped lifelessly back to the bed and I had to settle for wrapping my arms around his back, fingernails clawing his shoulders with every spasm of pleasure that rocked through my body.
As I had often thought while sucking the banker's cock, I had been fucked by bigger and longer cocks in my brief whoring career, but I couldn't recall when I had enjoyed a cock more. For some reason, my body simply responded to Mister Richard and his cock. Maybe it was the confidence and power that seemed to emanate from him. Perhaps it was that he was in a sense my master...the man who'd revealed to me my true self – unleashing the whorish slut within me, but for whatever reason, I was reveling in the sheer ecstasy that being fucked by him produced.
I responded to his hard and decisive cock thrusts by flinging my pelvis upwards to meet them, our bodies slamming together, grinding on each other's groins as we merged into one primal rutting beast. Our kisses were passionate, sloppy, almost animalistic affairs as our tongues roiled together. As I began to cum a second time, my hands dropped to his fleshy butt, fingers digging into his meaty cheeks to urge him into me harder and deeper.
Ours was a wordless fuck, punctuated by grunts and moans and the wet slapping together of sweaty flesh. Every fiber of my body seemed to catch fire wherever his body touched mine, explosions of pure pleasure throbbed in my hard nipples as they dragged across his hairy chest, my pussy on fire as his cock sank deep inside again and again, my labia thrilling to the scratchy texture of his graying pubic hair. I was consumed by Mister Richards as he took me as his own...his slut, his whore, his woman, claiming me as my husband watched and stroked himself off.
Suddenly, Mister Richards growled, "Oh, Sonya!" as he shoved his cock deep into my cunt and then I was crying with pleasure as my third orgasm was triggered by a sudden flood of his hot semen filling up my womb. The world seemed to disintegrate around me as my body was consumed by holy fire, spreading pleasure through me from my toes to the very ends of the hair on my head, punctuated by bursts of ecstatic joy as Mister Richard shot wad after wonderful wad of his sweet, burning sperm inside my cunt.
I babbled in the midst of my ecstasy, "Love you...love your cock...oh God, so fucking good...Donnie, he fucks me so good...love his cock...love the way you fuck me, Mister Richards!" I was swept away by the insane pleasure that consumed me, feeling Mister Richards on me, in me, his lips, his tongue in my mouth...seeing his triumphant leer above my head, seeing Donnie looking at us with awe and terror, hearing him masturbating furiously between my own moans as Mister Richards gave my pussy a few last thrusts before he withdrew.
Then there was a great weight above me, on me as Mister Richards straddled my chest, wiping his semen and pussy juice soaked cock on my face, through my dark hair, on my forehead and cheeks and finally across my lips. "Suck me, Sonya," he rasped, his own chest heaving from his efforts. "Suck me and keep me hard!"
I opened my lips wide and took him happily into my mouth, my tongue washing over his cock head, tasting his semen and my pussy and his spongy flesh, before I took more of him inside, licking and sucking, the taste of his cock enhancing my own waning pleasure – little aftershocks making me quake from his masterful fucking.
As he slowly regained his breath, his halting, gasping words, thrilled me as he addressed Donny, sitting just inches from my head, getting a bird's eye view of me sucking Mister Richard's cock like I had been starving for it. "You are such a lucky man, Donnie," breathed Mister Richards. "To have had that fine cunt all for yourself all those years and now to discover how much more pleasure it brings you and especially her, to see other men have her...knowing they make her cum so much more than you."
I heard my husband choke back a sob, but Mister Richards just chuckled again and said, "No need to be ashamed, man. Be glad...be joyful that you finally get to be fulfilled...that you finally understand the pleasure that being a cuckold brings you." He looked down and sighed as he watched me bob my head back and forth, sucking him now with enthusiasm as my lips, tongue and wet mouth slowed the inevitable shrinking of his cock and restored it, brought it back, me moaning my pleasure at feeling his cock grown in my mouth, pulsating with renewed power and potential.
Mister Richards grinned down at me and then at Donnie. "I know you have anger, but really now, is it anger at your wife for discovering and accepting her destiny to be a sluttish whore or is it anger at comprehending how many years have been lost not being able to experience life as a cuckold?
"I knew immediately upon seeing Sonya obey me by stripping her clothes off that first time and hardly hesitating when I told her to suck my cock what she was...what she had the potential of being, but Donnie, I must say, I saw your potential too. Only a special kind of man could have sat there beside me and watched his sweet, innocent wife suck a virtual stranger's cock like the harlot she really was. As horrified and as angry as you were with me...you were even more turned on. I saw the erection in your pants even before you noticed it."
I shivered with delight as Mister Richards literally preached to my husband even as I sucked the older man's penis. "Some of us are born to dominate, Donnie, to be obeyed and pleasured without question. Some of us are born to be sluts, pleasuring others without reservation. Some are born to be dominated, to be humiliated, to be forced to watch others use that which is dearest to their hearts."
Mister Richards leaned forward, thrusting his cock deep into my throat, making me gurgle as he buried his cock in my face as he made his point. "Most people, Donnie, go through life never knowing which they are and are miserable and dissatisfied with their lives. Only the wisest and most fortunate are shown their true path."
He climbed off me, his cock slowly emerging from between my sucking lips to emerge with a wet pop. "Up, Sonya, get on your hands and knees," he said, slapping my ass hard enough to make me yelp in pain and surprise.
I came up, feeling a bit shaky from my still echoing orgasms, but I obeyed, spinning around at his hands' direction to face my husband. With my dark hair hanging in my eyes, I gave Donnie a lascivious grin, both amused by my now frantically masturbating husband and aroused by his situation. I glanced over my shoulder to see Mister Richards awkwardly knee walking his way behind me and then take my ass cheeks in his hands and spread them slightly, tilting my ass upwards to give him better access to my semen filled pussy.
"Do you want me, Sonya?" Mister Richards asked, smiling evilly at me and at my husband beyond.
"Oh yes," I moaned in response, wiggling my ass a little in anticipation.
Mister Richards moved closer, brushing the head of his cock up and down between my labia, smearing my juices and his semen on his penis then running it up towards my puckered hole before moving back down. "I already knew that, but maybe your husband doesn't fully comprehend it. Explain it to him," he said with wicked glee.
I turned again to look forward into my husband's eyes as I smiled nastily and obeyed Mister Richards' command. "Donnie, I want Mister Richards with all my heart and soul. I want his cock more than I've ever wanted cock before. I want to feel Mister Richards inside me, fucking me with his fine, big dick forever." I paused and said with totally honesty, "I've never wanted to be fucked by anyone as bad as I want to be fucked by Mister RicharDDDDSSSS!"
My words ended in a harsh scream as Mister Richards rammed his cock home inside my cunt, sinking his entire cock into my cunt in a single thrust, forcing me to brace my arms from literally pitching over the bed and into Donnie's lap, my heavy breasts swaying madly about like meaty udders.
After soaking his cock in the syrupy morass of pussy cream and semen within my pussy, Mister Richards began to fuck me, working brutally and swiftly as he plowed his cock into me again and again. Pleasure competed with pain for a few moments, my cries a mixture of both before pleasure became dominant, wracking my body with constant, near orgasmic level sensations.
I'm sure I was quite the wanton sight to Donnie, my mouth hanging open in utter, speechless ecstasy, my eyes glazed with erotic delight while sweat broke out, making my pale skin gleam like porcelain, running down in rivulets over my tits to fall on the bedspread beneath me. Behind me came the constant sweet sound of flesh slapping flesh as Mister Richards fucked me relentlessly, slowing only to prolong my journey to another orgasm, always telling me and Donnie what a sweet whore I was and urging me to share my every feeling with my husband.
Donnie's hand was a blur as he masturbated, his face a constantly changing board of emotion – anger, delight, humiliation and awe as he watched the older man pleasure me and make me sob with pleasure as he never had. At Mister Richards' prompting, I did share all my sluttish feelings whenever I could get the words out of my mouth. "I love his cock, Donnie. Mister Richards is so big...bigger than you. I love how he makes me feel...how his cock makes me feel. I love being his slut. I love fucking strange men because he tells me to. I'd fuck them night and day in front of you if he asked me so long as it meant I could suck his cock and eat his cum, feel it hot and sticky on my face...on my tits and in my hot cunt."
Time and time again as Mister Richards fucked me, my voice would rise till I was screaming until I was a cumming, hysterical mess, lost in orgasm while shouting out, "FUCKKKKK. I LOVE YOU, DONNIE, BUT I LOVE MISTER RICHARDS' COCK MORE! I LOVE HIM INSIDE ME, IN MY MOUTH – ANYWHERE HE WANTS TO PUT IT. I'M HIS CUNT, HIS WHORE...I'M HIS, I PRAY FOREVER!"
My words seemed to inspire Mister Richards who fucked me all the harder, making me scream my obscene praises of his cocksmanship into Donnie's face while I had orgasm after orgasm. Mister Richards, apparently in better shape than his fleshy body would indicate had become after his first climax, a fucking machine. He was busy playing with my body as well. One hand was tightly squeezing and mauling my breast while the other one was busy doing nastier things. As he fucked me, his he would slide one or two fingers into my gorged cunt along with his cock, scooping up pussy juice and semen and then withdrawing his hand, he began to apply it to my asshole, using it as a lubricant to help ease his fingers inside.
My heart was pounding and my head was spinning as I began to comprehend what we were building up to. His fingers probing my anus, sent quivers of nasty delight coursing through me, adding to my sexual pleasure like gasoline thrown on a fire. I knew that I was about to experience Mister Richard's cock in my ass and the thought alone kept me hovering near orgasm, but he knew what he was doing and heightened my excitement by not telegraphing his moves...teasing me by withdrawing almost completely from my clasping cunt, only to thrust deep into me again.
It came without warning as suddenly my pussy was empty of cock and I hadn't even steeled myself for it, when Mister Richards expertly had wedged the head of his cock, slick with my juices, into my sphincter and then he was tearing and sliding into me. I screamed with pain and pleasure, my body seeming to collapse with my arms and legs giving way, but Mister Richards had his arm around my waist and kept my ass hoisted in the air, perfectly positioned as he never stopped and with an agonizing slow and sweet momentum, buried his cock up my ass.
My screams were muffled as I cried into the bedspread, but once he was buried completely in me, Mister Richards reached down with his free arm and yanked my head back by my hair so my husband could see my face, ecstasy and agony etched there as he began to fuck my ass.
Again, as he wormed his cock in and out of my asshole, Mister Richards urged me to tell Donnie how he made me feel and I did the best I could, considering that it seemed every other minute, waves of orgasmic pleasure were washing over me, extinguishing most of the pain, saturating my body with the need to feel Mister Richards inside me. "Love his cock, Donnie...love him like no-one else. Want him to fuck me...love him fucking my ass, pussy...he's the best...a real man like no other."
I was sobbing through my words now, the pleasure so intense it made me cry, stirring up emotions within me that were so decadent, so nasty. Donnie was crying too, his cock an angry purple as he jacked it off, not seeming to be able to cum for some reason. I was too caught up in the pleasure that being Mister Richards's whorish fuck-toy was producing inside me to be able to comprehend it...my world quickly dwindling away till there was only my pleasure wracked body and that wonderful cock buried inside me and then I let out a final, shrill, husky scream as I felt his cock swell up and then he was ejaculating in my asshole, filling my bowels with another big load of his hot, thick semen and all the pleasure before paled at the orgasm that now blew me apart, coming as a blanket of hot darkness that swallowed me whole and left me adrift in a universe of pure carnal ecstasy.
I regained my senses slowly, eyes opening to take in my bedroom, but not recognizing anything for long seconds. I found a man sitting on a chair, naked, his cock swollen as he gazed lovingly and angrily down at me. My Donnie, my dear, dear, cuckolded Donnie. Another man was speaking and I groggily turned my head to see another man dressing, buttoning up a shirt, but naked from the waist down, a semi-erect cock, smeared and gleaming with love juices swaying hypnotically as he moved. Mister Richards...my employer, my master, my greatest lover ever. My heart began beating again and my aching pussy and asshole tingled in anticipation of more.



"More," I whimpered in a hoarse voice. "Please, Sir...more."
Mister Richards turned and smiled down at me. "Ah, Sonya, back amongst the living, eh? He came over and patted me on the head, his cock gently brushing against my nose. I tilted my head to get it in my mouth, but cried out in dismay as Mister Richards moved away.
"Please..." I said, using a little girl's voice I'd not used in thirty-five years to get my way. "At least, let me suck your cock clean."
Mister Richards laughed and shook his head. "Now, now, my dear. You've been a delight and fucking you again would be wonderful, but there are limitations to how much my stamina and medicine can do and we wouldn't want to deny Mrs. Richards of her little pleasures." He winked at me and I felt a fresh sensation of sinful delight ripple through my well fucked body as I realized that he had all but told me that his own wife would be sucking his cock clean of our combined juices. Somehow, between that and his admonition that we'd done enough satisfied my need to have him again, if only for the moment.
He continued dressing as he said. "I cannot believe how much I enjoyed being your guest tonight." He paused as his glance went back and forth between my husband and myself. "I was just telling Donnie that I looked forward to doing this again...and again." He grinned and said, "I'm sure I could arrange my schedule to visit you both maybe every fourth Sunday."
I looked at Donnie, now idly stroking his swollen cock while he looked downward into his lap and slowly nodded. I looked up at Mister Richards and realized that he wasn't really offering to come visit us once a month, he was essentially commanding it. I had no reservations as I promptly replied, "Oh, Mister Richards that would be heavenly. I...we'll be counting the seconds."
Mister Richards finished dressing and I slowly rolled over onto my back as he came up to me and then bent down and gave me a long and loving kiss. When it ended, he remained in place, his face scarcely an inch from mine. "You are an exceptional woman, Sonya," he whispered. "The finest slut to ever spread her legs for me."
I felt tears mist up in my eyes, knowing that his sentiments were likely as close as he'd ever get to saying "I love you," but making me ache for him all the more. "When I dream of cock, I dream of you, Mister Richards," I replied softly.
My answer pleased him and he kissed me gently one more time and then said, "I'll show myself out. Sonya. I look forward to Tuesday as always." He turned and smirked at my husband, saying casually as he strolled out our bedroom door, "Donnie, she's all yours."
As I heard him going down the stairs, I slowly pulled myself up and swung my legs over the edge of the bed. Donnie and I stared at each other silently as we heard the front door open and then close. Quiet moments followed, interrupted by the sound of a car starting and then pulling away.
For long minutes, my husband and I looked at each other, not saying a word. I knew that once again, we'd passed a point of no return...my naughty plans of cuckolding him having evolved into something else. Finally, I opened my mouth and got the word, "Donnie," out of my mouth before he literally sprung from his seat and was standing before me, his arms reaching out to grip my shoulders tightfully...painfully.
"FUCKING SLUT!" he sobbed, his erection so intense it slapped up against his belly like it had when he was a teenager. "WHORE – FUCKING CUNT WHORE!" he screamed as he flung me over, throwing me onto my belly, bent over the bed, his hands digging into my buttocks to tilt them upwards and then he had a hand around his cock and was guiding it into my pussy, thrusting hard into my juicy, sperm filled pussy.
I groaned with pleasure...not so much from his average sized erection as from the sensitive condition Mister Richards had left my pussy in – my pleasure born as much from echoes of the older man's cock as from my husband now thrusting into me.
"I HATE YOU!" Donnie sobbed as he pounded his cock into me, his hands scrabbling at my back before getting tangled in my dark hair, yanking them as he continued, "I FUCKING LOVE YOU, SONYA...YOU WHORE...YOU SLUT...FUCKING LOVE YOU!"
I felt a swell of love for my husband inside me even as I also recognized that while I was aroused in the moment, it was a pale imitation of what I'd felt while being fucked by Mister Richards...or my many other illicit lovers. Still, this was my husband and I groaned and thrust my hips back at him as he quickly fucked me. His orgasm was quick and powerful, having been somehow denied to him until now. I cried out with pleasure as I felt his seed flow into me, joining with the cum already deposited there.
It dawned on me that I knew why he'd been unable to orgasm earlier as Mister Richards had had his way with me. It was as it had been for months. Donnie never fucked me anymore unless others had fucked me first and I understood. This was the 'cuckold's curse," an inability to reach climax until others had gone first.
"Feels good, don't it, baby?" I giggled as I felt my pussy muscles clamp down around his ejaculating cock. "All hot and squishy with all of Mister Richards' spunk in there.
I heard Donnie gasp and then he was pulling out of me and his hands reached out to tug me around by the hair of my head. "You like it so much, bitch," he sobbed, "Clean it off me!" He thrust his cock, still hard and covered in semen and pussy juice, into my face.
I threw myself backwards onto the bed, grabbing his hand and propelling us both back to sprawl atop the wrecked bedspread. I spun around and threw my leg over his torso, and scooted back to straddle his face. In a voice akin to that of my employer, I snapped back at Donnie, "I'll clean your cock if you lick my pussy clean, BITCH!"
I sat down on my husband's face, mashing my cum filled cunt against his face while I took his cock in my mouth. Donnie froze for a moment in shock as he felt my tongue and lips wrap around his cum covered cock, not struggling until I worked my hips to rub my pussy flesh over his face, smearing semen and cunt cream everywhere.
For a brief second, he started to throw me off, but I pushed my mound down more firmly and brushed his cockhead with my teeth just to remind him who was really in control. I felt him tense and then relax. A moment later, his hands were holding my ass cheeks steady as his tongue slithered between my labia to delve into the thick globs of semen deposited in my pussy. I moaned around his cock, both from the pleasure produced from the sensation of his tongue on my sensitive cunt flesh and from the satisfaction of knowing my Donnie – my husband, had yielded to my expectations.
What followed was a fevered bout of sixty-nine on both our parts. I gave my husband the most soulful head I could muster, wanting him to know and understand that beyond the cuckolding, the humiliation, and all my whorish behavior, I did still love him. Donnie, on his part, seemed at least for the moment to accept his role too, to submit and seemed to be enthusiastically eating me out, licking me clean of his semen as well as that of Mister Richards and I think his submission was complete as I felt his hands spreading my ass cheeks apart and this tongue slithering from my quivering pussy to probe my cum filled asshole.
In the wee hours of the morning in the aftermath of our perverted lovemaking, we lay cuddled together, reeking of the evening's carnal moments and talked softly about what had happened and what lay ahead. "I can't believe I feel this way," murmured Donnie in a soft, almost stunned voice, his head resting on my breast.
"What way is that?" I replied, stroking his hair idly as I recalled every decadent moment of the evening.
He was a long time answering. "Being so...turned on even when you and...him were...humiliating me like you did. I've never been so pissed off or hard in my life. My dick was so hard, it hurt."
"Do you regret that I let it happen? If we could turn back time, would you do things differently knowing how much this excites you?" It was a question that somehow fascinated me, wondering if Donnie, now knowing what he did, felt as I did, that absolute realization that there could be no going back.
Donnie let out a long suffering sigh before he said, "I don't know. It kills me, Sonya, every time I know you're fucking someone else, but that knowledge makes me so hot...so turned on, I've got a hard-on the moment you leave the house in your whore outfits." There was another long silence and then as his hand found its way into mine and squeezed tightly, he said, "I guess the genie's out of the bottle. There is no going back."
I smiled in the darkness of our bedroom and replied, "No...there is no going back."
"I'm going to hate you for being such a fucking slut, Sonya." His voice was edged with something on the border of misery and delight.
"I know," I replied.
"I'm going to love you for being such a fucking slut, Sonya." That almost surreal edge in his voice hadn't changed.
"I know," I replied again. "And you know that every moment I'm with another man or woman – that every time someone makes me cum my brains out, I still love you too, Donnie."
He said nothing for a long time before saying in a meek, defeated voice. "I know."
I kissed his forehead and yawned before saying, "Then somehow, we'll get through it. I think we've just scratched the surface of what we really are and what we're capable of, babe, but we'll deal with it as it comes. Just remember that I love you."
Donnie didn't reply, but of course, there really wasn't much more to say. I slipped into sleep, satisfied with our night's adventures, knowing I would be dreaming of lewd and nasty things still yet to come.
To be continue....
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Since I was a teenager, I've loved Robert Heinlein's "Time Enough For Love" and have always wanted to do a incest time travel story. Here is mine. Any mistakes I've made about Woodstock are mine own...I wasn't there, alas, to make that part more factual. Likewise, all the psuedoscience is pure hokum, necessary to move the story along. I think you're going to like it and I look hearing back from y'all on this, be it positive or negative. Enjoy
As always, all characters within the story are part of my imagination and exist solely within the confines of the story and my mind.
*
Maybe it was the fact that it was the waning of the Age of Reagan with all its conservative values and button-down, uber-yuppie pervasiveness that made me decide to volunteer for the experiment with the mad scientist. Maybe it was that I was nineteen and homesick and suddenly unsure that I wanted to be at MIT or if I was even smart enough to be there. Its one thing to be the smartest kid in your high school class in Podunk, Tennessee, and another to discover that you're slightly below average when compared to your classmates at the nation's best engineering school.
The 1988 Spring semester was over and I was subletting a rathole from a grad student who was doing a summer seminar at Berlin Polytechnic, working two crummy jobs as a dishwasher and a short-order fry cook and regretting not going home for the summer, but I was trying to be independent and not rely on Mom for any expenses not already covered by my scholarship. Living in my little hovel on ramen noodles and oxygen, by my figuring would leave me just enough for books come Autumn.
Mom was back in East Tennessee, working as a registered nurse and doing her hippie-dippie health food business on the side -- growing and selling herbs out of a little shed next to our home back, situated in an isolated hollow that only the most dedicated health nuts and aging hippies bothered to truck out to. I missed her terribly -- Mom being the only parent I'd ever had -- she not having a clue who my father was other than that his name was John (she'd named me after him), and that they'd met and loved a lifetime's worth at Woodstock...yeah, that Woodstock. There was no one on the face of the Earth I was closer to.
So anyway, on a rare day off, I was wandering around the student center at MIT, checking my mail and the bulletin board for any extra work when I saw a notice that read:
WANTED!
ENGINEERING STUDENT W/ HISTORY MINOR
FOR
TEMPORAL PHYSICS WORK.
PAYS WELL
INQUIRE AT 555-4356
ASK FOR DOCTOR CRAIG
I raised my eyes at the term temporal physics until I saw who one had to contact. Doctor Craig...Crazy Craig as he was mostly known around campus. Professor Craig, possessor of doctorates in astrophysics and quantum physics and who had lost his tenure and his position after he began mixing physics and mysticism in his lectures.
I started to walk away, but turned around and looked at it again, the words "PAYS WELL," burning into my brain. There had been rumors that Crazy Craig was still around, that he'd used family money to set up an independent laboratory in an old milk pasteurizing plant outside town. I was hesitant, but then there was the thought of a summer doing nothing but washing dishes and singing out, "Order up!" I fished around in my pockets for a dime and went in search of a pay phone.
After a brief interview with the mad scientist himself, I found myself making five hundred bucks a week working with a deranged mind who thought he could build a time machine. In a way, it was a hoot. Craig was brilliant in his own hysterical way...just bullshitting about quantum mechanics during work breaks taught me more about the subject than a years worth of lectures by drier and more unimaginative folk.
My primary job was to construct a machine from his unorthodox diagrams. Construction wasn't hard considering I had no clue as to his power source and that the layout of the construct followed no discernable pattern. It appeared to me that the thing which was a huge circular tube chamber made out of titanium cocooned within an elaborate web of fiber optic cable serving as power couplings, would simply feed back on itself if it was ever hooked up to an actual power source.
Whatever the power source would be, Crazy Craig was distinctly vague about, although he did have me built a hollow container of titanium to hold the power source that was maybe the size of a cigar box. He claimed the entire thing was based on an ancient diagram of "ley lines" of earthpower shared with him by an ancient holy man while traveling in Nepal in the late 1950s and that in ancient times they -- not really sure who "they" were, had used it to time travel.
Okay, he was absolutely nuts, but he paid in cash, including overtime when he had his serious 'mad-on' periods when we'd work around the clock while he spouted gibberish about time being like a river with all of us simply riding the currents and that his machine would allow one to row back upstream against those currents.
It was certainly the most fun I'd ever had since I'd started college. It also wasn't like I had a whole lot else going on. There was no girlfriend. I'm not all that bad looking a guy -- five foot, eleven and one hundred and seventy pounds, a shock of black hair that was unfashionably long in those awfully conservative Reagan days, and in pretty good shape from all the work I'd been doing, but I was as socially awkward as I approached my twentieth birthday as I'd been the first time I had frozen up trying to ask a girl to dance at the Seventh Grade Valentine Social.
The only female...in truth, the only other human I really had any contact with that summer was Mom who I always called (collect, of course), every Sunday afternoon. I made her laugh as I described my work with Crazy Craig, although she admonished me when I would tell her that his time machine would never work.
With the always cheerful optimism that she always possessed -- what I always referred to as her 'Hippy-dippy disposition,' she told me one Sunday in late July, "John, there are mysteries of the universe that are always out there just waiting to be unlocked. Magic and science might simply be the same thing from different points of view!"
I laughed and said, "Sounds deep, Mom. Maybe you can knit a little sampler with that on it...put it right next to the one about "Love is a warm puppy."
Mom chuckled back with better humor than I deserved. "Love is a lot of things, sweetie. Just don't judge him too harshly. You never know...he might be right about all of this."
"Right," I said sarcastically. "Tell you what, Mom, if he lets me take a joyride back in time, I'll look your younger self up and say, 'Hi!'"
There was a long pause and then Mom said in a funny voice, "I think I'd like that."
Mom seemed a bit awkward after that and we finally said goodbye to each other and I walked back to my little roach hotel of an apartment wondering what was up with her. Mom rarely seemed off her game. She was a bright spirit who met each day with enthusiasm...still seeming like the young hippie chick I'd seen pictures of when I was young.
In truth, Mom was a very good looking woman, even now at the ripe old age of forty-one. She still wore her dark brown hair long, often in long braids that hung down her back. She had always fought a close to losing battle with her weight, looking a bit meaty on her five foot, eight foot frame, joking that "I was all tits and ass at eighteen and I'm all tits and ass now!" My friends had always kidded me about my sexy Hippie mom and I knew they were right. Despite favoring old tie-dyed T-shirts and blue jeans whenever she was out of her nurse smocks, she was a good looking woman, breasts often bouncing all over the place, sagging some from going braless as much of the time as possible, but still triggering responses in me that I knew one wasn't supposed to have about one's mom.
I often wondered why she hadn't gotten married, but when I would ask she would just shrug and say that she was waiting for my father to resurface. I sometimes thought she was kidding, but as I got older, the response also seemed to be a little more seriously made. I felt bad for her. I had no particular desire to meet my father other than to get the opportunity to tell him what an asshole he'd been for leaving Mom, even if he'd had no clue that I'd been conceived.
Mom was soon out of my thoughts as Crazy Craig's work kicked into high gear -- I was working twelve and sometimes fourteen hours a day, especially after he'd taken a trip to London towards the end of July. I had no idea how this was going to turn out, but I could sense that I was reaching the end of the construction of his 'time portal' as he called it. He had even started joking about how much he would have to pay me to be his first chrononaut, as he put it. I would just laugh and tell him he didn't have that much money.
As insane as he was, I never expected he would force the issue until the moment that I realized he'd dosed my coffee with something. I'd taken a break when he'd brought in coffee and donuts from the local bakery and had just downed the last of my coffee-heavy on the sugar. My hair started to tingle and then it spread until the weird sensations surrounded my head and then closed in on my brain. I remember standing up and looking at Crazy Craig who looked back at me sheepishly. I managed to say, "What the fuck di..." and everything went black.
I woke up inside the titanium tube chamber, barely able to raise my head, the world appearing to me like I was gazing into one of those carnival mirrors. Beyond my feet, a distorted Craig was attaching power couplings to the small titanium box. "Whazzz the fukkk d-d-did youz dooo?" I said in a slur, somehow proud I finished my last sentence.
Craig looked up from his work and gave me a grin that chilled me to my very core. He looked happy...really happy. "You're going to make history, John!" he exclaimed. "The first chrononaut of the modern age...the first man to time travel in fifteen thousand years!"
"Urrr, not thunk soooo," I groaned. I tried to sit up, but everything below my neck wasn't cooperating.
Craig finished his work and then dug a hand deep into his pants pocket. He pulled out what seemed to be a polished oval stone of some bluish material...jade maybe. I tried to focus my vision and was pleased when the distortion seemed to diminish a little. Simultaneously, I felt my right big toe wiggle and I was able to discern marks etched on the stone.
Craig held it out for my closer observation, seeming to be very pleased with himself. "A Lemurian rune stone...the source of power that probably built the pyramids, man," he cackled. "The very thing the ancients used to power their jaunts through time! It finally came into my hands in London. You wouldn't believe how much it cost me!" He set the stone down carefully into the hollow container. "Allow me to set your destination in the controls and you can be off on the greatest adventure in millennia."
Craig disappeared from my sight and I managed to raise my torso a little, holding out my hand imploringly as I croaked, "Craig, noooo. Izzz d-don't wan' to!"
He reappeared and to my sudden serious fright was carrying a big knife like the ones my childhood friends' fathers would carry when going deer hunting with blades that were long and sharp and fucking scary. Craig grinned at me as he said, "Blood's the key, John. It's what powers the runes. Now just relax. I'm just going to let you take a little trip backwards...not too far. I'm guessing the mid 1950s. If my calculations are correct, you should be gone about six hours."
I managed to pull one knee up and then used my hand to support me as I rose up to a sitting position -- brushing the ceiling of the tube. "Wait, Craig!" I said, my tongue thick in my mouth. What do you mean...if?"
Craig grinned at me, his madness in full glory as he shouted, "Good luck!" and slashed the knife down on his open palm.
Blood gushed out of the nasty wound, falling into the hollow container as I opened my mouth to scream, "Stop!" but I never got the word out as the machine that I had helped build began to thrum as the first drops of blood fell into the container, presumably onto the rune stone and then the whole machine glowed and my vision was fried as everything turned a brilliant white and then...
My body was gone and I simply consciousness floating in a void and then pain seemed to wrack my bodiless mind, tearing apart my very thoughts until for a brief moment or maybe for all of eternity I was simply one infinitesimal speck within all existence, yet fully aware of the entire universe, seeing and comprehending all only to have all but the frail knowledge of my own meager existence ripped away and I was again a mind joined to my body and there was great pain and a brilliant burst of light and...
I was drowning and rain splashed down on my freezing body, steam rising off me in a suddenly humid world and I swallowed muddy water and choked and pushed myself up out of the water, finding my feet on a muddy surface as my senses screamed at me with all the sudden sensory input, making me stagger and fall to my knees, still in water, but sitting above its surface.
I could hear voices...untold masses -- singing and talking and over that din was the sound of a young woman singing a familiar tune...something from out of the past and then it tumbled into place..."Mister Tambourine Man," and with the noise came the stink, the funk of those untold masses and then beyond me spanning towards a strange structure festooned with lights and speakers and then above me on a gently rising hill and beyond were those masses, tens, maybe hundreds of thousands strong.
I pressed my hands to my ears, trying to drown out the noise that kept shifting on me, feeling as if my ears had to pop due to a change in air pressure and then I staggered to my feet. I sensed movement and saw four people moving towards me -- primitive in appearance, covered in mud, approaching me from a crudely constructed tent on the hillside
Two were men, both shirtless, mud splashed over either cut off blue jeans or khakis. One was tall and lean and the other was short and squat, his chest sporting the hairiest pelt I'd ever seen on a human before. Both had hair down below their shoulders and the tall guy had a beard that anyone in ZZ-Top would have envied.
The other two were women, a short slender woman wearing a mud splattered dress that dragged along the ground despite her best efforts to hold it up over the muck above her shit-kicker boots. Her hair was whitish blonde and hung down her back in a long ponytail. The other woman was short too and naked above the waist -- huge, but firm breasts bouncing as she ran towards me, dark hair in a long, unraveling braid. She wasn't fat, but she was full bodied. A slight roll of youthful fat spilled over her blue jeans. She seemed to be barefoot.
They all approached me, all a little wide-eyed with surprised expressions.
The short, hairy man held out his hands and yelled above the music, "Fuck, Dude -- did you get hit by that bolt of lightning!"
The taller guy grinned at me and said, "Where are your fucking threads, man, or do you always go au' natural?"
I looked down at myself, stunned to see mud and dirty water running down and off my naked body. What the hell had happened to my clothes? The girl with the big breasts came closer and took my hands and I looked into her big, brown eyes that were filled with concern as she said, "Baby, you having a bad trip or what? Are you okay?"
I stared at her for a moment as the crowd roared its approval and the singer's name slipped into my mind...her name was Melanie something and I realized that I knew where I was and who this woman holding my hands was. I wasn't sure if it was shock or an after affect of whatever Crazy Craig had dosed me with, but the world started to slither away again, the only thing anchoring me to reality was the woman's firm grip on my hands. As the world started to go away, I stared into the face of the woman I knew better than anyone in the world, even though it seemed far younger than I could ever remember and said, "Hi, Mom," before everything went black.
#
I'm doubt there are many better ways than to wake up nuzzling a large, soft, pillow-like breast. Images of Crazy Craig and Woodstock and Melanie singing "Lay Down (Candles in the Rain)," rocketed through my mind, dismissed by a vision of my mother, stark naked and beautiful in all her Reubenesque beauty smiling at me and saying, "No, she wrote that song afterwards, honey."
I was suddenly conscious of my face resting against warm, heavenly softness and a woman humming a song that after a minute or two I recognized as "Coming Back to Me," one of her favorite Jefferson Airplane songs. Arms were holding me firmly and for a moment I had sweet memories of Mom holding me like this when I was sick or feeling blue back when I was little. I felt safe and happy.
"Hey, babe, you're back in the land of the living." It was Mom's voice, sure enough and I opened my eyes and looked into her lovely brown eyes set in a face that was so young, not yet lined with the trials and work of years of parenthood and life's usual trials. I struggled to make sense of it, memories of Crazy Craig drugging me, of his time machine and my journey in it.
I closed my eyes and whispered, "This can't be happening."
Mom giggled and replied, "Well, something's happening. We're here, babe -- the real happening. They say there's half a million people here and more coming every hour. Maybe it's the new Eden and you and me and all the rest are witnesses to the birth of a new age." Her face was glowing with pleasure and hope. She stroked my hair out of my eyes, triggering memories of my mother doing the very same thing a thousand times in my life. "Are you feeling better? You want a drink?" She reached down beside her and brought up a small bottle of Coke. "Not good for you, but it's all I got."
I realized that I was indeed parched and nodded. Mom held the bottle to my lips and I drank, starting at its taste...you forget how things used to taste -- how Coke used to taste...cane sugar having giving way to corn syrup. I choked a little and coughed before wheezing out, "Thanks."
Mom smiled down at me. "My pleasure," she replied before her eyes slid downwards. "Or maybe it's your pleasure. You popping wood for me or for the Coke?"
I glanced downwards, realizing I was absolutely naked and currently sporting an erection. I murmured, "Sorry 'bout that," and I tried to get up, but it felt like all the strings had been cut and I could barely move my arm or shift my leg.
Mom put down the Coke bottle and tightened her grip around me, pressing me closer to her semi-naked body...the realization that I resting my head on her bare pendulous breast making my hard-on throb. "Just relax. You've been on a really bad trip I think...rumor is there's some really ugly acid being passed around. Rest, baby and listen to the music. Sleep peaceful and know you're safe in Momma Chloe's arms." She moved one hand downwards and I felt a finger slightly trail over my hard cock. "This I'll just consider a compliment."
I sighed, suddenly overwhelmed again by exhaustion and even though I fought it, I couldn't keep my eyes open, my last conscious sight being Mom's loving eyes, my last sensation being my lips brushing her soft breast and nuzzling a hard swollen nub while someone sang "Amazing Grace."
#
I awoke to the din of a great crowd roaring underneath the louder reedy voice of someone singing the song "Tennessee Stud." I was alone in the makeshift tent but streamers of sunlight were coming through rents in the canvas. I sat up and yawned. I comprehended for the third time that I was naked and then it all came back to me and sat there for a moment not knowing what to do. Then I noticed a neatly folded pair of the ugliest Bermuda shorts I'd ever seen and beneath them a dingy, but clean T-shirt, lying next to me.



I dressed, happy that whatever Crazy Craig had dosed me with and/or the effects of the time travel seemed to have worn off. I felt good...hungry as a horse, but otherwise, just fine. I stepped out of the tent into a veritable sea of people, dominant among them the four young people that had rescued me the night before...most amazingly of all, Mom.
She had changed clothes...or maybe added some would be the better word. She had on a multicolored and gauzy wraparound skirt, her full, long legs silhouetted whenever the sun peaked out from behind the rolling clouds overhead. She had on a man's blue chambray work shirt, tied up under her breasts, exposing her slightly round tummy and barely containing her large breasts. Her long braid had further deteriorated and helped give her the look of a wild woman as she stood there staring angrily at the short guy from last night.
"What the fuck you doing with him, Chloe? We don't even know who he is or where he came from, man!" he yelled at her. "You spent the whole fucking night holding him in our fucking tent!"
"What the hell is it to you, Grizz?" Mom snapped back. "What do we even know about you other than the fact Billy picked your hitch-hiking ass up on the turnpike?" She looked pissed...a lot like the time I got picked up for shoplifting at the Piggly Wiggly when I was a teenager. "And for your fucking information, you didn't bring the fucking tent, I did, so what makes it OUR fucking tent? You're presuming a hell of a lot about sharing the wealth when the only thing you've shared is couple of joints that are more oregano than maryjane and a case of B.O. that can't be fucking believed."
The guy sputtered, taking a step back under the heat of Mom's wrath. I almost felt sorry for him. Behind Mom, the slender blonde woman and the tall guy with the massive beard whispered into each other's ear and the guy chuckled, both amused at the sight of Mom taking no crap off the guy.
"Well...fuck, you know...you and me were getting it on so well. I figured that we were well you know..." he grinned, trying to be charmingly sheepish, but coming off a bit wolfishly.
Mom rolled her eyes and said, "Who the fuck do you think you are? You cop a few feels of my tits and you figure I'm your old lady?" She poked him in his hairy chest with her finger and said, "Nobody owns me, Grizz, so just piss off." She then flipped him the bird and stalked back towards me, the anger gone in an instant when she saw me standing there, replaced by a brilliant smile of a sort I never really saw on my mother's face before.
"Hey, man...you're awake," Mom exclaimed, all the vitriol in her voice replaced by something akin to motherly love, but more earthy and primal. "I didn't think you were ever waking up!" She hurried up to me, her breasts bouncing wildly under her shirt, threatening to break free of their tenuous bonds. She bounded into my arms and gave me a fierce hug. "Are you feeling better?" she said into my right ear, following her question with a brief kiss on my earlobe.
Maybe because my shock and amazement and yes, delight at having my arms full of a very young and luscious version of my mother, I never saw the fist fly by her smiling face and clip me just below the left eye, but despite my pain as I fell back, off balance, carrying Mom down with me I somehow made sure she landed harmlessly on top of me, I was suddenly aware enough of my surroundings to see a black cloud of anger filling Grizz's face, fists clenched as he towered over us. He started to reach down to yank Mom off me, but the tall, bearded guy was suddenly pushing him back and then he said something to Grizz in a low voice. Grizz's face turned pale and he spun around and hurried away, quickly lost in the ocean of people that moved around us.
In the meantime, Mom scrambled off my body, absently tucking a meaty breast back into her shirt with one hand and helping me up with the other. "Are you alright, baby?" she cooed, stroking my face and then kissing my burning cheek gently, her lips warm and sweet. When I nodded, she gently touched my cheek again and said, "Sorry about that asshole. That's gonna be a bitch of a bruise."
"Well, I expect ol' Grizz ain't riding back with us afterwards," the tall guy said in a lazy drawl as he turned around and walked up towards us, holding out his hand to the slender woman. "I'm Billy and this here is Daph. You already seem to know Chloe pretty well."
I felt my face blushing as I suddenly another sensory overload. I stammered, "I -- I'm John," as I tried to deal with the sudden realization that I knew these people or at least knew of them. Daph was Daphne Stevens...one of Mom's oldest friends. She'd been killed by a drunk driver in 1977 while crossing a street in downtown Philadelphia. I looked into her face, dirty, unwashed blonde hair in her eyes and saw the smiling and somewhat sad face of a woman from my childhood who would visit us from time to time. I remember thinking that her hair looked so pretty, cut short in that Dorothy Hamill style that was so popular in the late Seventies.
And Billy was...well, I had never met him, but I remembered Mom making a charcoal rubbing of the name William T. Stevens when we had visited the newly opened Vietnam War Memorial four years ago. Billy was killed in action in December of 1970.
I shook his hand and repeated, "I'm John, pleased to meet you."
Daphne came up and kissed me on the cheek and then spared Mom a knowing smile after saying, "Hi, John. Chloe here is going to be disappointed -- she's been calling you Angel."
Mom blushed and looked at me a little shyly. "Well...it did seem like you just fell out of the sky or rode that weird lightning bolt down to the ground."
I felt my skin burn under her interested gaze and tried not to grin like a fool as I said, "Sorry, no Angel here, uh, Chloe. Just plain John."
Mom smiled back and hooked her arm through mine, pressing her breast against me. "Well, I like the sound of John. I like it just fine."
We stood there and grinned at each other, our attention finally diverted by Billy who said as he gave his beard a good scratch, "Sorry 'bout the clothes, man, but that's the best I could do." He eyeballed my saggy shorts. "Man, you kinda look like my old man when he's grilling up burgers and telling me how my generation is flushing the good ol' USA right down the shitter."
We all laughed, me sobering up first as again an image of Mom running the charcoal over the parchment paper on the Wall flashed through my head. I had a sudden desire to scream at him, "Go to fucking Canada now before you lose your deferment!" but our attention was diverted as the entire crowd went nuts as Country Joe began leading the entire population in his notorious FISH cheer.
It was all I could do to keep my cool as I stood there with a young, beautiful and sexy version of my mother kinda-sorta rubbing up against me and listened to Country Joe sing an anti-war song with two people that were both dead before I was ten years old. I glanced at the sky and guessed it had to be early afternoon. Crazy Craig had told me I would be gone around six hours, but if my memory about the Woodstock concert was correct, I had already been here for at least twice that. I had to wonder how long I was staying or if there was even a chance I would be going back. While all this was banging around inside my mind, I had to try and get a grip on the moment and that wasn't easy.
As Country Joe left the stage and a band I had no recollection of began setting up, Mom asked me if I'd care to take a walk and we bid Billy and Daph goodbye and we began winding our way through the fields, my mind boggling at the size of the crowd. Yeah, I've seen the movie and watched the documentaries and heard Mom talk about the experience, but none of it can prepare you for the power and impact of maybe half a million people all generally blissing out in general good harmony and fellowship.
Mom found us a kitchen serving beans and rice and we refueled and kept going, grooving to the music and talking, seeing a free and easy side of my mother that I doubt I could have ever glimpsed otherwise. She tried asking me a few questions about myself, but I kept them vague, telling her I was from Tennessee but was currently a student at MIT. "You're not doing anything like weapon shit, are you, John," she said with a bit of heat in her voice.
"Naw, in truth, I hate the fucking place and I'm thinking of heading back to Tennessee." It sounded like truth as I said it and suddenly I realized that it was truth. I hated attending MIT.
"Yeah?" Mom seemed pleased by my answer and then gave me a playful wink and said, "You got a gal back down there waiting for you?"
I grinned back at her and said, "No...well, just Mom. There's never been...no, there isn't any girlfriend."
I blushed as Mom stopped us in the middle of the milling crowd and threw her arms around my neck. "I'm glad, John," she said with a mischievous grin. Then she stood up on her toes and kissed me, her tongue taking me by surprise and slipping between my lips. It was like a galvanizing shock ripped through me. I had French-kissed a few girls in my nearly twenty years, but none had ever felt like this. My already semi-erect cock stiffened and I felt my heart stop and start what felt like a dozen times as I was literally frozen in place.
My lack of response registered with Mom and she halted and looked up at me quizzically. "I'm sorry...did I read the signals all wrong, John? I thought we had something going on here...like a real spiritual link or something."
"Or something," I murmured, trying to recover my wits. I don't think I've ever been so turned on and every fiber of my body was telling to kiss her back, but this was my mother...even if I wasn't born yet, this was my mother. Then the really big realization crashed in on me. Mom met my father at Woodstock...they made love and conceived me here in the midst of all these people and the glorious music and his name had been John...
I grinned stupidly down at Mom and shrugged my shoulders. "Forgive me, Chloe," I managed to say. "I'm kinda slow with girls, but yeah, I think there's something going on too...like we're connected...like we've always been connected."
Mom seemed pleased by my words even though they sounded like utter bullshit to me. "Right on, then," she said, her hands slowly rubbing my shoulders. "Well, I'm kinda fast with the guys, so between us, maybe we'll find out we're going the same speed." She kissed me again, this one more chaste...more patient and then we continued to thread our way through the crowd, Mom telling me the story of her life...of going to college at Ohio University, working in the Free Clinic in Philadelphia for the last year as a nurse.
We spent what seemed like hours walking through the masses of people, yet we could have been alone in the universe -- like two young people walking through the deserted streets of a city in the wee hours of the morning, completely and totally into each other, absorbing each other through words, through looks and through touches -- holding hands, stroking arms or faces, sometimes pausing in the middle of the press of people to sway slowly together, dancing to the music that bound all us into a greater whole.
We made our way back to her tent, discovering that Billy and Daph were already there, making love loudly and passionately. We moved up the hill, finding a good seat above the tent. As Creedence Clearwater Revival dazzled the crowd, I sat behind my mother and combed the tangles out of her long, luxurious mane and then braided it into a neat French twist.
"Who taught you to braid hair like that," she said laughing as she inspected my work in the illumination of the stage lights, her face glowing and lovely.
I grinned and said truthfully, "My mom," I replied, recalling all the times I had since my youth, combed Mom's long hair out and then under her instruction, learned how to braid it. It had seemed so innocent when I was a kid, slowly becoming something akin to sexual as I got older, making me nervous and slightly embarrassed in my arousal to the point where I had gradually eased away from doing it. My arousal was evident now, I was sure...there was little doubt in my mind that Mom could feel my erection pressing into her back.
Then Janis took the stage and we were spellbound by her passion and energy as she put everything she was into her music...love, sadness, pain, joy, all of it wondrous to me, but bittersweet as well as I knew how little time she had left. Mom sat between my legs, leaning her head back into my chest, my arms around her as we listened to Janis wail her heart out for us.
Then Janis began "Summertime" that bluesy, sexy sweet song that was always one of Mom's favorites and I felt the energy and passion that was bound up in the song surround us, tightening and focusing the intensity of the moment. I suddenly realized that one of my hands had found its way inside Mom's blouse and was cupping her breast, the palm of my hand gently rubbing her swollen nipple. Upon realizing what I was doing, I tensed and started to remove my hand, but Mom dropped her hand onto mine atop her shirt and held me there, slowly leading my hand to keep up its circular motion on her breast. I could feel her heartbeat speeding up, matching my own.
The night was afire with possibility and love as the entire Woodstock population fell under Janis's spell and Mom ducked her head and kissed my wrist above her breast and then she was turning around, now on her knees between my legs and looking up into my eyes, her own ablaze with desire.
"John, make love to me, please. Make love to me right here and now."
"Mo...Chloe, I want to...I really, really want to, but I've...I never have..." I'm not sure what had me more panicked...the fact that a beautiful woman had asked me -- a virgin, to make love to her or the fact that she happened to be my mother...or would be in about nine more months.
Mom grinned lustily. "You're a virgin, John? Then I'll make love to you!" She rose up on her knees and kissed me again and this time I had no reservations -- my sudden desire for my mother sweeping away all doubts. Her tongue was greeted by mine and I heard her give a pleased purr as our tongues intertwined and as Janis's music surrounded us, we kissed passionately for what seemed a lifetime before Mom pushed me down on my back and moved to climb atop me.
"Don't worry, John. I'll be gentle," Mom said teasingly as she undid something on the side of her skirt, allowing it to fall away, revealing her pale, womanly thighs and a surprisingly thick thatch of black bush between her legs. As she straddled my waist and yanked the knot loose in her shirt, my eyes were torn between the entrancing wetness splitting her pussy hair and her large swinging breasts, sloping so beautifully on her chest.
Her hard nipples, the size of bottle caps dragged across my chest as she slid up my body, bringing her lips to mine and whispering, "Well, maybe not too gentle, baby," before kissing me again, her mouth, her lips, her tongue and her whole body setting me ablaze with lust unlike anything I'd ever felt before.
I sensed more than heard, murmurs of approval around us -- we were hardly the first at the festival to make love in public, but I'm sure we were quite the sight, Mom on top of me, her body squirming around, teasing my cock with gentle kisses of her wet pussy lips as my aching erection probed and prodded between her legs until finally, she reached down between us and took hold of my cock and placed in between her labia and then slowly as our tongues danced and twisted with each other, I felt this incredible hot wetness snuggling tightly around my cock, moving down as I moved up, taking more of me inside her...feeling so right...so perfect while Janis filled our ears with her loving, aching song until finally, I felt Mom come to a rest as her thick, hairy bush became entangled with mine.
Mom broke the kiss with a triumphant moan, rising up and lifting her hands to the sky in what seemed utter jubilation as she sat astride me, my cock buried inside her. She moved slightly, rolling her hips just so and looked down at me with such a perfect expression of love and happiness before she looked to the heavens, biting her lower lip as tears came rolling down her cheeks.
I thought something was wrong...that maybe I had done something and I rose up on my elbows and gasped through the pleasure, "Mo...Chloe, what is it? Did I do something wrong?" I shifted my weight to my left elbow and reached out plaintively with my right hand. "Chloe...are you okay?"
For a moment, Mom didn't move or say anything, just staring up into the cloudy night and then she was coming down, grinding her crotch against mine as her lips found mine and kissed me hungrily, sucking at my lower lip, at my tongue and kissing me again and again before finally whispering, "I've been waiting for you my whole life, John. Everything is fine...oh, more than fine -- everything is perfect." She kissed me again and said in almost a whimper, "You're perfect!"
"I love you," I gasped before I realized what I was saying...knowing it was true, that in many ways it had always been true, but now feeling so much for my mother beyond simply her being the woman who had...or would bear me. But even the geek that I was knew that you just don't start blurting stuff like that out.
Mom wiped tears from her eyes and smiled at me as she slowly begin to ride me, her pussy pulsating with the fierce life spirit that was my mother. "Yes, you do, don't you, John? I can hear it in your voice and the truth is..." Mom paused and shook her head in wonder. "I love you too. I've known that since the moment you crawled out of the mud puddle and I looked into your eyes." She kissed me again and punctuated it with a sultry lick of my lips. "You belong to me...we are of one blood, one heart, one soul, as surely if we were brother and sister...or mother and son."
My mother grinned at the naughty implications of that, but to hear her strike so close to the actual truth was too much for me. Before I knew what was happening, I was cumming, catching us both off guard. I tried to push her off me, but I felt her tighten her cunt muscles around my jerking cock as she spread out on top of me, holding me down as she rode out my climax, accepting willfully and happily my seed spewing into her womb.
Cumming inside my mother was incredible and intuitively I knew it was all the more wonderful for it actually being Mom instead of someone else. All the same, I was upset and embarrassed that it had happened so quickly, but Mom seemed unperturbed. As I tried to apologize for cumming so quickly, Mom kissed me until I stopped trying to talk and then said in a sultry voice, "John, this isn't the end." She licked my lips lasciviously as her pussy pulsated and massaged my cock and I realized that despite having an orgasm, I was remaining erect. "This is just the end of the beginning, sweet boy."
Slowly, Mom began slowly rolling her hips, sliding her clinging lips up and down my throbbing shaft, my semen mixing with her hot juices to lubricate our married loins while we kissed, her breath whistling almost hypnotically and blowing warm on my face as she rode me towards her own orgasm. I was aware that Mom was only twenty-two, but she moved with a knowledge and confidence that I imagined few twenty- two year old women in my time possessed.
She broke the kiss with a gasping, "Oh," and looked down into my eyes with an expression of wonder and maybe fear as we both realized her own orgasm was approaching. I'm not sure if it was totally her idea or if I had a hand in it, but we both groaned with pleasure as we suddenly rolled over and now I was on top and I felt her legs draw up against my thighs, the heels of her mud splattered feet kicking against my ass cheeks as she said, "Fuck me, John. Fuck me with that magic dick, man." Tears were again pooling in her eyes and then running down her cheeks. "Oh, John, it never felt like this before...never. Fuck me, John! Love me and really, really fuck me!"



Instinct melded with lust and I did just that, suddenly thrusting madly into the lovely young woman who would be my mother, sobbing, "I love you, Mom -- Momma Chloe. I love you!" as I felt my cock slip deep inside her, her pussy flesh so incredibly soft and hot and wet, tightening around me in ways I never thought possible. Each thrust came harder and quicker than the one before it and my mouth busily tried to kiss and suck and lick her big, rolling breasts between passionate, tongue-twisting kisses.
Suddenly, Mom went rigid against me, her fingernails, short and ragged, clawing at my back while her legs wrapped around me, pulling me into her, swallowing my cock deeper into her womb, her cunt sucking and clasping it as she bathed in a flood of orgasmic fluids. Seeing my mother's young face twisted in an erotic vision of pure love and carnality as she held me tight was too much for me and I lost it again, cumming deep in her womb.
"YESSSSSSSSSS!" Mom screamed, her cries of ecstasy merging with Janis's cries on stage and it seemed to me that the great crowd around us roared and applauded as much for Mom and me as they did for that sweet, sad, angel-voiced girl on the stage.
Our joined orgasm seemed to just grow and grow until it overwhelmed us both, reshaping our convulsing bodies into one mass of passionate flesh, joined heart, mind and soul, Mom kissing me after sobbing, "You are the one! My true love!" That sweet kiss went on and on and on allowing us to blissfully descend back to reality and earth from our Olympian climax.
We remained joined for a long time, me rolling us over again so Mom could rest atop me, her breasts spread out on my chest, her heart slowing in time with mine as the music played and we watched silently the clouds and stars appearing overhead. At some point, I slipped out of Mom and she shifted to lie beside me, her head nestled on my chest and one full leg thrown over my thighs.
Despite the music and the crowd, sleep wouldn't be denied and the last thing I remembered before surrendering to slumber was Billy standing over us, gently covering us with a threadbare blanket and saying, "Dude, I've known Chloe since we was Freshmen and I ain't never seen her so happy."
I smiled back and nodded as I mumbled, "Me, either, man. I love her," and then I was gone, my last fleeting thought being I needed to tell him to run. Then I was gone, dreaming mostly of Mom and me, dancing and fucking, alone in that big field at Max Yasgur's farm while the bands played on and on.
I awoke to sunshine and heat and the sweet sensation of Mom's lips gently kissing my face. I rolled over to find her laying there, her head propped up on one elbow, grinning naughtily at me. The blanket had slid down to her waist, revealing to everyone around the glory of her heavy, sloping breasts, her other hand busy under the blanket, stroking my still slightly sticky cock.
A woman on stage said something about "Morning maniacs," and Mom said in response, "It's the Airplane, John. We don't want to miss this."
I pushed myself up on one elbow and kissed my future mother on the lips, our tongues gently and slowly greeting each other as Jefferson Airplane began playing. "Good morning, Chloe," I said with a scratchy voice. "I can't...thank you enough for last night. You were...wow, you were wonderful."
Mom grinned back at me and gave me a little kiss on the tip of the nose, sending a wonderful chill through me as I recalled that she had greeted me every day of my life with that same sweet, goofy kiss. "I think maybe I should be thanking you, John," she said softly back. Her hand let go of my cock and took my hand and put it on her belly. "Lover, if we didn't make a baby last night...nobody ever made love to me and made me feel like you did."
I glowed with pleasure at her words, not only feeling good about my first actual effort at lovemaking, but taking a strange pride in that it was Mom that I had made feel so good. Then I was hit by the realization that my hand rested on the tummy of which inside might be me, just a bunch of cells doing that mitosis dance thing. I grinned and said, "I love you, Chloe." I rubbed her belly gently and added, "Or maybe it should be, I love you, Momma Chloe."
Mom kissed me again and said, "I love you too...Daddy John." She showered my face with little kisses, pausing to nibble on my ear and whisper into my ear, "I hope I am knocked up...then I got everything I'll ever need...my Daddy John and my Baby John."
Her words rocked me and I felt suddenly dizzy with regret and shame that it wouldn't turn out that way...that Mom would go through life alone, raising our baby...raising me all by herself. Then the thought hit me that maybe it would be different this time. I mean, Crazy Craig had said I'd be back in six hours and it had been over an entire day now.
"John, are you okay?" Mom's hand was on my cheek...the tender one that Grizz had punched and I shook off my thoughts and looked at my mother with a loving smile.
"Yeah, I am. I'm happier than I've ever been in my entire life." I kissed Mom again, slowly taking us back down to lie on the dewy grass, savoring her touch, her earthy, sex laced smell, kissing her as I ran my hands over her lush body, taking my time to explore every big, beautiful inch of her, cupping and hefting her meaty breasts, softly caressing her round belly, marveling again that we might have made me in the night and then finally sliding my fingers through her luxurious bush, marveling at that ever so womanly mat of pubic hair before finding her wet lips, already slick and hot, feeling muscles flutter in her lower abdomen as she writhed to my touch.
Our lovemaking was briefly interrupted by Billy and Daph as they strolled up, still dressed in the same clothes as yesterday, looking disheveled and very happy. "You're definitely holding up your end when it comes to making love and not war," drawled Billy as we both looked up at the sound of his voice. "But, sometimes you need to come up for air and food and fluids."
Daph squatted down next to us, holding balanced in her hands, two apples and two muffins. "Morning, lovebirds," she said softly, handing the food to us. She leaned in and kissed first me and then Mom, brushing her tongue against my lips and to my disbelief and arousal, Mom's.
Billy knelt next to her and extended two paper cups. "Kool-Aid," he said, making a face. "Strawberry...best we could come up with." He also leaned in and kissed Mom on the lips and to my surprise, bussed me on the corner of my mouth. Looking like a mad monk, he gave us his blessing when he said, "You two look like you are meant to be. You're all the talk on our patch of this hill."
Daphne giggled and said, "I think some are really pissed -- they were so caught up in watching you two make love last night, they paid more attention to you than to Janis." She winked and said, "You two did look beautiful making love last night!" She took Mom's hand and held it. "He's the one, isn't he, Chloe?"
Between hungry bites of food, Mom nodded and said, "Oh yeah." She patted the ground next to us and said, "Pull up some ground and make yourselves comfortable." She nodded towards the stage. "I think this is going to be special." Finishing her muffin, Mom's hand again slipped beneath our blanket and stroked my semi-hard cock. She grinned naughtily at her friends and said, "Just ignore us if we lose control again."
Billy and Daph made themselves comfortable, Daphne sitting between Billy's legs, resting her head against his chest while he wrapped his arms around her body -- resting his chin on her head, making his thick beard spread out comically around her face.
We watched as Grace and Marty led the Airplane through their set, Mom suddenly smiling with delight as they began the opening chords of "Wooden Ships," obviously enjoying the CSNY song. She curled up against me, both of us sitting up now, both of us bare-chested with the blanket swaddled around our laps, her nipples swelling as our hands fondled each other's sex, the music arousing her maybe as much as my curious, exploring fingers.
Jefferson Airplane really began to get loose as they got into the song, the music soaring across the fields and captivating us all, filling us with a power I scarcely believed possible. I felt Mom shifting beside me, turning and rising to kiss me, her body rising up to climb into my lap as our tongues began to dance again. My cock, now hard and throbbing was trapped between our bodies, her furry muff tickling it wetly as Mom hunched her hips in my lap.
A five minute song extended into what seemed to be infinity as the Airplane began to jam freely on this song. The magic their song was producing seemed to infuse Mom and me, reigniting our passion and desire for each other. Mom rose up on her knees in my lap and her pussy lips kissed the tip of my cock and then seemed to engulf me, sliding her slick, steaming walls around my cock, slowly impaling herself on my erection as she moaned her pleasure into my lips.
The music and our lovemaking intertwined, the cries of the Airplane's vocalists echoing in our ears and vibrating through our bodies as they improvised lyrics along with the hypnotic music. As Mom rocked in my lap, the song about abandoning war and pain for love and a better world seemed to be realized in our being as our passionate lovemaking became that glorious escape into a new age that promised so much love and peace.
The words 'Ride the music!' resonated in our ears as Mom and I reveled in our abandon, losing ourselves in the sweet friction of our bodies moving as one -- Mom's pussy moving slowly up and down on my cock, her breasts dragging deliciously over my chest and our tongues sliding and swirling around each other as we rode our love towards ecstasy.
The song went on and on for what seemed forever, Mom stiffening in my lap, grinding against me with my cock buried deep in her pussy as she yielded to her first orgasm of the morning. Mom threw her head back in orgasmic triumph, leering up at the sky as her heavy breasts rose, drawn taut in her body's tensing response to being overwhelmed by lustful pleasure. I wrapped my lips around one immense nipple, sucking it hungrily, teeth nipping the rubbery skin and making Mom mewl with increased carnal delight.
Then we were kissing again, Mom hunching against me hard, her hands scrabbling over my arms and shoulders to claw at my back as I cupped her ass cheeks and helped her along, trembling with the effort to forestall my own climax, glorying in the sweet feel of my mother's youthful cunt surrounding my cock with wet heat and slick flesh.
Other moans and cries echoed in our ears, entwining with our sighs of passion and the soaring vocals of Mickey and Grace. A quick glance over at Billy and Daph confirmed that they too were caught up in the moment, Daphne's long legs wrapped around Billy's waist, his narrow, pale butt a blur as they made love passionately. Mom took a quick peek and then grinned at me with a sexy, merry expression as she pushed me down onto my back and rode me with abandon, her breasts bouncing wildly as she bounced up and down on my aching cock, making me feel so big inside her. Mom's braided hair danced in rhythm to her carnal movements as her hands found mine, using them for leverage as she fucked me.
I'm not sure that I heard the finale of "Wooden Ships," because Mom and I were in a finale of our own, my cries rising as I could no longer resist the summons her wondrous pussy was issuing for my seed. Mom gave a loud cry of orgasmic pleasure as I suddenly flung my hips upwards, getting deep within her as my semen exploded in her womb, my orgasm so intense, it nearly hurt. I was cumming harder and more than I would have dreamed possible and we both wept from the sheer joyous and carnal ecstasy of the moment, locked together in a moment of pure love and happiness.
As Mom collapsed atop me, both of us gasping for breath in the hot, humid morning air, I felt that if last night's passion hadn't led to my conception, then this had to have been the moment. As Jefferson Airplane shifted into the next song in their set, I knew I had been as close to touching heaven as any human had ever done.
Mom and I remained cuddled together, wrapped in our blanket for the rest of the Airplane's set, not saying anything...not having to say anything as we simply stared into each other's eyes. Afterwards, we napped a little and then in the long interlude of that wonderful morning, we wandered about, bathing in the nearby stream, still saying little as we washed each other's back and then each other's hair, wandering back to our original sight with Mom wrapped in the blanket and myself wearing only my ugly Bermuda shorts.
We shared another meal of rice and beans with Billy and Daphne, me struggling to find a way to convince Billy to make a run for Canada and to take Daphne with him. The war inevitably came up as it always did, Billy ruminating on whether or not to go when his deferment expired.
"And the fucking thing will be up soon and I expect to be 1A and get my greetings from the Cobb County draft board," he said.
"Go to Canada, man. Stay safe...don't get involved in this fucking thing," I said, maybe a little more vehemently that I planned to.
Billy looked at me. "Man, I am already involved...we all are. America's involved and if I run, I'm just part of the problem, not part of the solution."
Daphne shot me a grateful smile and Mom squeezed my hand as I said, "But, man, going over there and dying ain't part of the solution. Better to be alive in Canada than just a fucking name on some wall someday."
Billy looked at me a little perplexed by my words and I was afraid I had already said too much. "I think I grok what you're saying, John, but, man, dig this if you can. This war ain't going to end on its own. Maybe me going over there and doing the right thing...whatever the fuck that might be, might help end it sooner."
He gave Daphne a smile, reaching out to stroke her face as a shadow passed over it and I realized she was deathly afraid of what might happen if he went. "Y'know," he began in a thoughtful, almost dreamy voice, "My old man thinks I hate America, that all any of us want to do is piss on the flag and throw shit on the guys over there fighting. I reckon there's some damn fools that think that way, but not me." Billy grinned at me. "Man, I love this country...I love what it has the potential to do, but we can't solve the problem by running away. You want to fix the problem, you got to be in the middle of it all. When my time comes, I'll step up to the plate and take my swings. Who knows, maybe I'll make a difference."
I nodded and looked away, finding Mom's eyes with my own." She smiled solemnly at me as I wiped sudden tears away.
No more was said about Billy and running away and I didn't even have a clue on how to say something to maybe ward Daphne from her own fate so I didn't try. Instead, I simply found comfort in Mom's arms, relishing her embrace until the music began again and then watching as the world finally discovered the truth about Joe Cocker and his music.
It was an electrifying set and when he did his encore of "With a Little Help From My Friends," the entire crowd was on its feet, swaying and singing along with him with the fervor of a revival meeting. As the backup singers repeated again and again the line, "Do you believe in a love at first sight?" and Joe countered with "I believe it happens all the time," Mom and I were dancing slowly, our arms wrapped tight around each other, singing the words to each other as we moved, feeling as if he was singing them directly to us...Mom's words from late last night echoing in my mind and heart of knowing she loved me from the moment I had appeared to her less than two days or an eternity ago. I wasn't sure I could ever be more content.
Then the storm clouds broke...the sky that had been darkening all afternoon unleashing its fury and suddenly we were in a torrential downpour and lightning began to flash all around us. People began scattering for cover or simply hunkering down as the storm raged over us.
Billy pointed to their little tent, still standing in the wake of the storm's wrath and said, "It ain't much, but it's better than nothing." Laughing, we all made a break for it, Mom and I holding hands as we ran down the hill. Mom had just glanced over her shoulder at me, looking lovely as the rain trickled down her face, grinning happily before I slipped and stumbled. I didn't fall, but let go of Mom's hand so as not to drag her down with me if I did. As I recovered, I took a step towards her retreating form and seemed to walk into a bolt of lightning...
...And again existence seemed to come apart at the seams, tearing me into atoms and scattering me along the width and breadth of the universe, each minute part of me conscious of the infinite branches of reality before comprehension disintegrated in a brilliant and painful light that coalesced, vaporized and coalesced again to leave me shivering and steaming in the dank air of an cavernous structure, reeking of blood, ozone and somehow the odor of old, soured milk.
Hands grabbed at my aching flesh, yanking me clear of a metallic tube and then as the face of Crazy Craig loomed in my face, screaming questions at me, realization set in and I clawed at his T-shirt and sobbed, "No, man! Send me back, send me the fuck back, now!" I struggled to break out of his clasp and turned to see the titanium tube, its supernatural glow gradually fading away. I flung out my arms to it, trying to go back...to go back to Mom and then I was falling and the world faded to complete and despairing black.
#
I woke up on a cot in a small room once used as an office. It was familiar as I'd used it to take naps on when doing long stretches of work for Crazy Craig, but I wanted to curl up into a ball and will the ugliness of the dingy room away, aching for even the fleetest of remembered sensations of waking up with my head cushioned on Mom's pillow like breasts. For the longest time, I didn't want to uncurl from an almost fetal position, wanting to deny that my reality was again 1988 and that I was a lonely and miserable student at MIT working for a mad scientist.
Finally, the demands of nature insisted and I stumbled out of bed and into the small adjoining washroom. Inside, I found neatly folded on the sink, my jeans and T-shirt. Once I returned, I found my sneakers peeking out from underneath the cot. It wasn't until I was dressed that I noticed that on a small table was an envelope with my name on it. Inside was a single sheet of paper wrapped around ten one hundred dollar bills. Unfolding the sheet, I discovered Craig had written me a letter.
John,
I'm sorry to take my leave of you without a proper goodbye and thank you for your work on my machine. Obviously it works, although my calculations were somewhat off...you were gone a total of three hours although from your ravings upon your return and your muttering and cries while asleep, it was much longer on your part. I hope that it wasn't too unpleasant and despite your battered face, some of your post trip ravings indicate that it is so. I hope the two weeks severance pay will at least in part make up for any pain or ill you suffered.
I am of course, leaving. I have rewired the rune box to work from within the machine and I hope to carry it with me so that I might travel through time at my whim. I think I will visit the ancients first so I can compare their work with mine own. Think of me from time to time and I will do the same for you.
Regards,
Craig
Below his signature was a crude diagram of his rewiring of his machine and something about it punctured my grief and self pity...something wrong. "This won't work," I muttered to myself. "THIS WON'T WORK!" I shouted as I broke into a dead run out of the office, down a long, narrow hallway and then came to an abrupt stop as I entered the main room.



Most of Craig's Time Machine was gone...a spherical area of maybe ten feet in diameter...just empty space ending in a partly collapsed pile of titanium tubing and rubble. I studied it silently for long minutes, wondering if Crazy Craig had successfully made his trip back in time or if he had simply annihilated himself and a great portion of his machine. I felt in my heart with an absolute certainty that I would never know.
Pocketing my money, I walked back to town in an early morning misty rain, feeling as if my world had ended. In my little pest infested room, I surveyed my surroundings and knew that I did not belong here anymore. I packed up a backpack with what little I cared to take with me and then leaving my apartment keys lying on the bed, I closed the door behind me and hiked down to the bus station. It was time to go home.
Riding the Gray Hound home took most of two days, what with all the layovers and waits for connections. It gave me time to think about what happened and to wonder about my future. My heart ached for what had been lost and in the few fitful bouts of sleep I managed to catch during my ride, I was both blessed and cursed with images of a life that might have been -- living the last twenty years with Mom as husband and wife, raising a family, although to think about being my own father, made my head hurt. I was plagued by images of more children...dark headed little boys and girls that Mom and I would never have.
I sat for hours watching America pass by, aching for the pain I had caused Mom, loving her and leaving her in one breathtaking moment, seeing first hand the passion her younger self had had for my father...for me, and finally understanding how that part of her life had gone essentially unfulfilled all these years. Then for the first time since this craziness had begun, the implications of it being incest...at least, kind of -- sort of, began to surface.
I didn't know if Mom knew or how she would feel about it. All these years, I'd never seen an inkling of anything but motherly feelings or emotions from my mom. I wasn't sure how I could even bring it up with her without her thinking that I was nuts and then what if what Craig and I had done was beyond the pale of reality...what if the whole thing had been a massive delusion on my part. The only evidence I had of my entire magical trip was the hellacious bruise on my cheek and that could have come at anytime during the "experiment."
The bus trip seemed to go on forever and even when it was finished, I still had thirty miles to hitchhike into the mountains of East Tennessee. Still, I was lucky as I caught rides that had me in a couple of hours walking up the mile long gravel road that ended in a hollow where our house and Mom's herb business was nestled. I was scared and nervous at my reception. If I confessed the truth of what happened to Mom, would she understand or would she feel violated and betrayed? I couldn't resolve it in my head -- the entangling complications and paradoxes of our relationship becoming entwined with the deeper complexities that time travel represented.
There was the low rumble of far off thunder as I trudged up long the gravel road. A songbird was making a special effort in the trees above me. Finally, I topped the last hill and saw the house I had grown up in down below, looking peaceful. It was a modified craftsman house, two stories tall with a large, wraparound porch. A battered pickup truck sat in the driveway -- Mom's old Ford truck that we'd traveled to Tennessee in fifteen years ago.
On the bricks at the bottom of the steps, napped my dog, an aged beagle named Mushroom, or Mush for short. As I descended the last sloping hill, maybe a hundred yards out or so, he picked up my scent and raised his head and gave one, short, baleful howl before putting his head back down. I adjusted my backpack strap on my shoulder and continued on down. At least now it wouldn't be a total surprise, Mush being Mom's early warning system.
A moment later, Mom stepped out of the front door. Even at seventy-five yards or so, she made my heart leap and I knew that whatever I had felt three days ago or nearly nineteen years ago, nothing had changed. I could feel my breath begin to increase and a warmth flow through my body, the end result being a hardening of my cock in my blue jeans.
It was still my Mom, as lovely as she'd been at twenty-two. Her dark mahogany hair with little hints of gray was unbraided today and fell across her shoulders and down her back to brush against her plump butt. Yes, in her face maybe there was a few lines here and there...a few added pounds and below her peasant blouse with one shoulder exposed, I imagined her breasts were a little larger and hung a little lower, but it all only enhanced her beauty.
Mom watched me approach, a confused smile on her face as she recognized me...a smile that slowly faded as I got closer. Her eyes squinted as she studied me and she slowly began to back up, withdrawing from the top step of the porch to stand with her back against the screen door by the time I had climbed up the porch steps. We stared at each other, a odd, almost frightened smile barely curving her lips. Thunder rumbled again in the distance, a little louder and a little closer. A storm was about to break and the air held tension and power in it.
"John," Mom said softly, her eyes locked on my face.
"Mom," I replied, not knowing what else to say.
Mom took a tentative step towards me...her soft, stone-washed jeans making a whispery sound as she came closer to me. In bare feet, she was almost silent in her movement. We stood bare inches apart, her breasts jutting out in her blouse almost touching me. She reached out and stroked my face, taking care as she slowly ran her thumb across my bruise.
"Oh, John," Mom breathed. "You finally came back to me." Tears began to run down my mother's face. "What took you so long?"
Again, I didn't have a clue as to what to say to her...or how to explain it all and I never got past, "Mom...I..."
"Your poor cheek...it looks like it just happened yesterday, John."
I nodded as I stepped closer, placing my hands on Mom's plump waist. In a trembling voice, I replied, "For me...it was practically yesterday, Mom." I was crying now too -- feeling Mom's pain at all the years of not knowing...feeling absolutely awful that I had spent the best part of the last three days without her and absolutely horrified at the thought of not having her in my arms for the last twenty years.
Mom bit her lip and nodded and said haltingly, "But you've come back to me...after all this time, you're back to stay?"
I managed to gasp, "Forever," and then we jumped into each other's arms, Mom's lips pressing against mine, her tongue sliding into my mouth, instantly familiar and absolutely right as I held her tight too me, lifting her off the ground as we kissed, relishing the feel of her lush body pressing into mine, her left leg curling around my leg, hugging me fiercely as our tongues renewed their loving relationship.
Things became a bit of a blur as we tugged and pulled at each other's clothes. We parted lips just long enough to yank each other's shirts over our heads, Mom's fingers clawing at my chest while I cupped and squeezed her breasts which were larger than I remembered and sagged more, but which were beautiful in their shape and heft -- the pendulous, sloping breasts of an Earth-mother goddess. I felt her nipples, thick and round, swell between my fingers, her pulse evident against my palms.
Kissing and caressing, we somehow danced our way into the house, stumbling into the screen door along the way and tearing off the upper hinge so it hung precariously, something I noticed absently as I kissed Mom and steered her towards the stairs that led upstairs to her bed. Before we reached the stairs, we'd both shucked jeans and I discovered to my delight that Mom was going commando and that she still had that marvelously hairy bush, still black and wild, still feeling so soft and inviting as I palmed her pussy, feeling the wetness and the heat spreading between her legs.
Then we were stumbling on the stair steps and the bed was forgotten as Mom sat down on the wooden steps and leaned back and spread her legs, her hand wrapped around my cock as she drew me to her and said, "John, I've missed you for so long. Take me, lover...take your Momma Chloe!" And then I was in her and what had been just a few days for me and nearly two decades for her were swept away in the span of a couple of heartbeats as I sank into her hot, slick flesh, coming home forever to my mother...coming home to where I belonged.
My head spun with desire and delight as Mom and I made love, hungrily hunching into each other, savoring each sweet moment my cock was buried deep inside her cunt, relishing every bit of pleasure that was her sopping wet and clasping flesh wrapped around my throbbing erection. Our ravenous kisses were punctuated by Mom's moans and cries each time I broke the kiss to duck my head and wrap my lips around one of her immense and swollen nipples. Mom's legs came up, full and long, to wrap around my hips, her feet crossing as she would constrict her strong thighs and urge me deeper inside her.
We were man and woman, mother and child, soul mates -- all combining to create a higher level of love making, each aspect enriching our pleasure and our love for each other. If anything, our lovemaking now was made greater than it had been at the music festival by the complete and total understanding of each other...the simple acknowledgment that we were mother and son and what our nineteen years together contributed to making our intimacy greater than before.
Mom's cries echoed through our house, filling the absences of all these years alone with a love nearly indescribable. Mom's orgasm swept over her and she clawed my back as she screamed, "YESSSSS! FUCK ME, JOHN! FUCK ME, BABYYYY! CUM IN ME, JOHN, CUM IN ME, CUMMMM IN MOMMA CHLOE, CUMMMMM HOME TO MOMMA!" while she bucked and squirmed against my thrusting cock.
Mom felt so good, so right and my own climax raced to join hers and as I cried out, "I LOVE YOU, MOM!" I sank deep into my mother's pussy, my pubic hair grinding against her hairy crotch and began shooting my hot seed into her womb -- thick jets of scalding semen that seemed to rekindle her orgasm.
"OHHHH, YESSSSS!" Mom sobbed as she wrapped her arms and legs around me tight, hanging on for dear life itself as we both stiffened and shook with ecstatic delight, keeping my cock buried deep inside her as I filled her cunt with wad after wad of thick sperm.
I remember us kissing then for what seemed an eternity. I don't remember us somehow getting to our feet and making it to Mom's bed. Mom claimed later that I carried her to bed like a groom carries his bride. It all seemed a warm and pleasurable dream that I wound up waking up from under the covers in my mother's bed -- finding her watching me sleep, her long dark hair spread out on the pillows, most of her breasts above the blankets, slowly rising and falling majestically. I could hear songbirds outside the window in the trees and there was the gentle noise of a light rain on the tin roof of our house.
I didn't say anything for a long time, just smiling at Mom who had a radiant smile on her face...one I had seen at Woodstock, but not ever in all the years I was growing up. There wasn't a need to speak -- her smile and mine conveyed almost everything we needed to say...that we each loved the other and that all was right between us.
"How long have you known, Mom?" I finally said, breaking the silence.
Mom snuggled up closer to me, her lips nuzzling mine as she took her time in answering. Finally, "I'm not sure, baby. Part of me wants to say that I've known since the first time I held you in my arms after your birth and saw you looking at me. I looked into your eyes and knew that they were your's...my lover's, I mean." Mom pursed her lips and then giggled. "This time travel stuff makes my head hurt, trying to sort it all out."
I nodded and said, "You have no idea, Mom."
Mom giggled again. "I think I really became suspicious when you reached your teenage years. I remember when you were about sixteen, you unloaded a truck load of organic fertilizer one summer day and your shirt was off and you looked so handsome and so like the boy I made love to at Woodstock." Mom's tongue peeked out and she grinned evilly when she continued. "I think that's when I first had naughty thoughts about you, son."
"Really?" I answered, feeling myself begin to blush.
"Well...I mean, you looked so much like the only man I ever really loved and back then...well, who'd have thought that the man of my heart and the father of my child was actually my child who'd traveled through time to seduce me." Mo m grinned evilly at me.
I felt my blush deepening and I could barely keep my eyes on Mom's face as I said, "I never meant to do that...to be your lover."
"Mom reached out and stroked my bed-mussed hair out of my eyes. "But, I don't think you tried real hard to walk away from it, did you, son?"
Taking a deep breath and then slowly letting it out, I replied, "Not from the moment I first saw you. You were...are so beautiful and when we first kissed, I knew that it was meant to be."
Mom nodded and scooched closer to me, her breasts seeming even more voluminous as she lay on her side and mashed them against my chest. "Me too -- I felt the same way. The moment I saw you...despite the weirdness of the moment, despite you actually calling me 'Mom' the first time you spoke to me, I knew that we belonged together. I knew you would be the father of my children and my soul mate for all eternity."
"Children?" I said, playfully, my hands already slipping down to her abdomen, searching for her wild and hairy pussy.
"Mom smiled and said, "Why not? I'm only forty-one." She reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock, gently stroking the already hard and long shaft. "Who knows...I think you knocked me up the first time you fucked me, son." Mom kissed me then, her tongue teasingly rolling over my lips. "Hell, baby, you might have knocked me up again a little while ago on the stairs."
Mom kissed me again, this one lasting much longer as she eased back and gently guided me between her legs. She broke the kiss, breathing heavily as she looked down between us, her hand running the swollen head of my cock up and down the length of her blossoming pussy. "Well, just to be sure...we might want to do it again, Mom," I said. I kissed her as she brought me between her labia and then I whispered softly, "And again and again and again," as I slowly sank into her motherly cunt.
Mom cried out happily and thrust her hips upwards to meet my hard cock as she cried out, "Oh yes, son...forever!"
#
It might be a cliché, but it is also true that you could say that we've lived happily ever after. Mom and I have lived as husband and wife for twenty-three years. Mom still runs her herb business and grew it into something quite large and profitable in the internet age. I abandoned engineering and gained a Masters in history and teach in a local community college...my specialty, the 1960s. Last summer we watched with pride as the first of our twins, Daphne graduated from college with a nursing degree. Her brother, Billy will pick up a chemical engineering degree this coming spring. Our youngest, Janis starts college next year and she wants to follow Mom into the herb business.
As for Crazy Craig, I still don't know what happened to him. Maybe he blinked himself and his machine out of existence with his tampering of the design. Maybe he's back there ages ago, hobnobbing with the Ancients. Maybe he's somewhere in the future. I hope he's happy. I still think he was nuts, but I owe him so much. I owe him the life that I lead with the woman I love more dearly than anything.
Mom, at sixty-four years old, is as beautiful as ever, only her silvered hair betraying the years that have passed. Every day with Mom is more magical than the one before, our love growing deeper and richer with each passing day. Working and raising the kids up and life in general has kept us busy day in and day out, but we make sure we have our own, private moments whenever possible.
I'm sure the kids all roll their eyes each time they hear Jefferson Airplane or Janis or Joe coming from the speakers of the sound system in our bedroom and in the forty some years since Woodstock, there has been some great releases of the music performed there -- far beyond what one can see in the movie or original soundtrack. The kids have long known that when the music is playing that they need to give Mom and Dad their privacy. They know we're making love and magic, recreating and returning to the past even as we savor each moment of the present and anxious await the future...they know that this is our own magic time and that time itself is magic.
The End
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Okay, I think most of my regular readers will like this naughty family romp. What started as just a 'father lusting after his sexy daughter' story just freaking took off and before it is over, Mom will be joining in as well as big brother. This is projected to be a four part story (three parts ready to go and the fourth nearing completion), which I hope to unveil week by week over the next month or so. Its fun, its naughty...let me know what you think!
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters in it exist solely within the confines of my imagination. Enjoy!
Part 1 - Naughty Daddy's Naughty Daughter
It was past midnight, Saturday over and Sunday beginning when I was heading up the stairs to go to bed when I'd heard noise coming from my son's room. I paused at the head of the staircase, my hand still on the railing as I considered the sound of something being bumped into or maybe dropped. I had just made my rounds, checking that the doors were all locked and the downstairs lights were out and I knew that since Scotty was four hundred miles away, finishing up graduate school and my wife was sound asleep in our bedroom, I had a pretty good idea who was messing around in his room.
Softly, I walked down the hallway and stood silently in front of the door and when my daughter tried to quietly slip out only to turn and bump into me, I managed to scare her, a shrill yip escaping her lips before she clamped a hand over her mouth to stifle herself.
My daughter, Jill, stamped a bare foot on the floor and said in a squeaky whisper, "Daddy! You scared me to death." Her dark brown eyes were wide and she managed to open them wider as she prepared to go into her "big puppy dog eyes" mode, on the off chance she was in trouble.
"Jilly, you know you're not supposed to be in your brother's room. We always taught you both to respect each other's privacy."
I could see my daughter's intelligent face working out the solution to avoid being in trouble and the sly smile creeping across her face as she went with her best weapons. My nineteen year old daughter stood up straight, allowing her large and very firm breasts to thrust out against the silky cloth of her pajamas, almost brushing my chest, knowing full well that she was offering up a very distracting view of her cleavage from between the considerably unbuttoned portion of her pajama top.
"I wasn't doing anything wrong, Daddy -- just borrowing a couple of Scotty's movies." She brought up a handful of disks quickly and then dropped her hand back down to her thigh, almost putting her hand behind her back, moving that leg forward as if to distract me -- her long and shapely leg turning outward enough to show her toned inner thigh in her pajama shorts. "Diana and I were bored and thought we'd watch some movies."
Diana was one of her best friends from all the way back to grade school and home for a week on Spring Break. Friends since they were both little, the girls had been having sleepovers at each other's home for as long as I could remember...a tradition they'd kept up even after graduation whenever the opportunity arose.
"Uh huh," I responded. "And what movies might those be?"
Jill looked down, already figuring out that she was busted, but she tried to delay by slowly brushing her long, blonde hair back, her actions exposing a bit more of her bountiful cleavage and making her firm breasts bounce enticingly. But, realizing she had no way out, she let out a long suffering sigh and handed them to me.
One was entitled "HARD COCK & YOUNG PUSSY," the cover on the DVD showing a young, dark haired woman with legs spread sitting atop a large penis and facing away from her male friend. Surrounding the pornographic image were inset shots of several young women taking cum shots to their faces, large cocks hovering over their open mouths. The other had the oxymoronic title of "MATURE DYKES WHO LOVE COCK!" illustrated by a redheaded woman having her pussy licked by a older ash-blonde haired woman who was lying on her side, left leg lifted high while a young, heavily muscled man buried his cock inside her shaved pussy.
"Really, Jilly...porn?" I managed to say with a steady, even voice, trying to pretend my own cock wasn't twitching to life under my old, flannel robe. "You and Diane are raiding your brother's porn stash?"
My daughter looked at me a little coyly and shrugged her shoulders, making the exposed portion of her breasts bounce slightly which in turn made my cock twitch more than slightly. "What can I tell you, Daddy? Diana and I are just sorta bored and we're both a bit horny and well..." She grinned at me evilly and again shrugged her shoulders, again making those pert breasts of hers bounce.
I let out a long suffering sigh and handed the DVDs back to her and said, "Make sure your mother doesn't find them and put them back where you found them, Jilly."
Jill giggled and then impulsively rising up on her toes, kissed me on the cheek, her young, lush body rubbing up against me, making my cock stand up and take notice. "Thanks, Daddy!" she giggled and I wondered if she could feel the rising tent under my robe.
She scooted around me and bounced enticingly back towards her room as I turned and watched, not for the first time taking in the sexy vixen that was my daughter. Jill or Jilly as I had called her since she was little, stood five feet, seven inches tall. She was tall and curvy with a lovely, impish face framed by long blonde hair that hung down halfway down her back. She had big, firm breasts -- 38D according to the various lacy bras I often found in the wash. She had long, toned legs, muscles firmed up by years on the soccer team. She was beautiful and sexy and I had been having impure thoughts about her since she'd hit puberty.
Once she closed her door behind her, pausing just long enough to give me a sexy wink that would cause most men to cum in their pants, I headed towards the master bedroom where my wife Sandra was sleeping. The image of my lovely daughter and her friend watching hard core porn halted me in my steps. Diana was a black haired version of my daughter with larger, more pillow-like breasts and I recalled many delightful moments at my daughter's soccer games watching her run up and down the field, Diana's sports bra doing little to mask the stunning vision of her breasts bouncing up and down.
I turned around and went back downstairs, making my way to the small bar in my den and having a couple of fingers of the good single malt scotch as I contemplated my perverted thoughts. I sometimes wondered how much my daughter knew of my attraction to her -- that as she had blossomed into a shapely and sexy young woman, I was nearly helpless in trying to take my eyes off of her.
Certainly, she knew she had her father wrapped around her little finger. She always had, after all, she was my sweet Jilly, my little girl whose happiness was paramount to my own. By her late teens, she knew she could get what she wanted from me by acting flirtatiously coy, wearing her skimpy outfits -- short shorts, halter tops, bandana tops, and when all else failed, brushing up against me as she nibbled on her thumb. By then, I was usually a sweaty, cock-throbbing mess, unable to refuse all but her most outrageous requests.
Fortunately for me, I was married to the most understanding woman in the world. Sandra, a raven-haired beauty, much more zaftig than her daughter with brilliant green eyes made even sexier by the cat's eye glasses she'd been wearing since we met in college. She was the sensible parent that slapped down Jilly's more extreme requests and while recognizing my lusty attitudes towards our daughter, she had never objected knowing that she would be the chief beneficiary of my incestuous thoughts.
Sandra and I had married right out of college with our son Scotty already growing inside my wife's womb. Jilly had come along four years later and we could have been spokespersons for the modern happy nuclear family. By the time Scotty was finishing high school and Jilly hit puberty, we were still happy, but our marriage -- especially our love life was a little stale. I had some health issues at the time and had difficulty sometimes even getting it up. Then Jilly went from sweet little girl to sexy Lolita seemingly overnight and one afternoon after watching her waltz nonchalantly through the house in a bikini that should have been illegal for anyone her age to wear, I found myself sporting harder wood than I'd had in several years.
I went caveman on Sandra and had practically dragged her upstairs where I fucked her harder than I had since we were still in our twenties. Afterwards, while Sandra tried to catch her breath, her legs spread wide, her thick labia spread wide below her neatly trimmed black bush, she had asked me in an appreciative voice, "What the hell got into you, John?"
I was sitting up in bed, gazing down at my wife, enjoying the sexy view of her meaty breasts rolling as she gasped for breath. I started to make something up, but I had never been good at lying to her and while I tried to think of something, the image of my daughter, coltish legs and newly budding breasts, scarcely concealed by a tiny, pink and white polka-dotted bikini came into my mind and for the second time in an hour I had an erection any teenage boy would have been proud of.
I didn't answer my wife's question, but instead climbed back between her solid thighs and fucked her again. It was a wild and animalistic fuck -- both of us biting and clawing at each other, Sandra eventually winding up on top, riding me as the sweat poured off her body and her pendulous breasts flying about as a carnal lust swept us away that at age thirty-nine, we hadn't felt in a long time. It ended with me on top again, thrusting my cock deep into my wife's pussy like a man gone insane.
We'd slept and then I'd awoken to Sandra giving me head, her tongue cleaning my cock of her pussy cream and sperm, her head bobbing slowly up and down between my legs. I still hadn't answered her question, but she had been studying on it and suddenly she lifted her head and glared at me. Her hand wrapped around my limp penis, my wife said with utter certainty, "Jill got you turned on, didn't she? You saw her in that slutty little bikini I told her not to wear and she made your cock hard as a rock...your own daughter, John."
I wasn't sure what to say, but my lust and my cock betrayed me as the very recollection of my daughter made my penis begin to swell. Sandra looked at me with a stern, disapproving look for a moment, then a grin broke out on her face. "John, you fucking pervert. Jill's put new life in your dick, hasn't she?" My wife began stroking my growing cock as she continued talking. "Those growing titties of hers and those long legs get you excited and I bet you damn near cum just thinking about what's between those pretty legs, don't you...Daddy?"
I groaned and nodded as I gasped, "Yes, fuck it. Yes. I'm sorry, honey. It just happened. I didn't even plan it. I saw her...I saw Jilly and well..."
My wife laughed and said, "I don't care, John." She gave my now erect cock another long and loving lick. Still keeping a tight grip on my cock, she began crawling on top of me, her free hand taking hold of my chin as she hovered over me, lowering her head until our lips were almost brushing and we could see our reflections in each other's eyes. In a voice choked with lust, my wife again repeated, "I don't care, John. You've fucked me like you haven't since we were kids and I love it. Peek at our daughter all you want so long as this big, hard cock winds up in me at night!"
And that's what had happened. The last six years had been the best sexually of our twenty-three years of marriage. If our daughter was at home, more likely than not, Sandra and I were having hot sex -- not always inspired by Jilly, my wife having her own charms, but more than enough times that Sandra had swallowed her dislike of many of our daughter's more provocative outfits, knowing that even if I got only a quick glimpse of Jill scantily dressed, I was likely to reward my wife with at least one hard, impassioned fuck.
In the utter stillness of the early morning hour, I heard a door above me open and close, then the toilet flush and then a little giggle as my daughter or her friend made their way back from the bathroom. I finished the last of my scotch and made my way back upstairs. As I started down the hall, I paused in the just used bathroom and flicked out the light switch that had been left on...a penny saved is a penny earned. In the now darkened hall, a minute strip of light shone from my daughter's not quite closed bedroom door.
I stood in the middle of the hallway and just listened. Girlish whispers and faint music came through the sliver of open door. Quietly in my socked feet, I found myself drawn towards that light...almost dragged to it, my semi-erect cock leading the way. As silent as a ghost, I eased up to the door and peered inside.
I felt my cock go to full erection with even a spurt of pre-cum as I spied my daughter and her friend Diana sitting up against the old oak headboard of Jilly's bed. Jilly had lost her pajama top and her large, firm breasts, still easily resisting the forces of gravity were perfectly visible, full and round, capped by dark and reddish puffy aureoles with thick nipples that eerily resembled her mother's. Diana was wearing a modest baby-doll negligee, white and opaque, but spread wide, almost off her shoulders, revealing her huge tits that were slung lower on her chest, two inch long nipples the size of dimes jutting out of aureoles more pinkish than Jilly's red ones.
I stifled a moan as I watched them both rubbing their crotches -- Jilly rubbing her pussy through her pajama bottoms while Diana worked fingers over a large wet spot in the white panties that matched her negligee. Both were avidly watching a television somewhere beyond my view. The sounds of wet fucking and women's moans mixed with gasps and comments from my daughter and her friend.
"Fuck it, look at the size of that cock!" moaned Jilly. "He's so big, he can barely get it inside her cunt!" My daughter's hand was rubbing her crotch roughly.
"What about that hot bitch's tongue," gasped Diana. "Look how long it is and what it's doing to the redhead's pussy. Look how she makes her cum -- she's practically spraying pussy juice. Look how wet that bitch's face is. Fuck, I'd love to lick all that pussy juice off her face!"
Jilly giggled and stuck her tongue out at her friend. "Yeah, I thought that slitlicker reminded me of someone. Me, I wanna big old cock fucking me is what I want right now."
Diana floored me by suddenly getting into my daughter's face, her mouth swallowed Jilly's tongue and the two kissed for a moment. When the kiss broke, Diana kissed her way down towards Jill's swollen nipples, saying, "I want cock too. I want a big dick fucking me while I lick your little pussy."
Jill purred as Diana's tongue danced around her thick, blood engorged nub and began to wiggle out of her pajama shorts. "Mmmmm, maybe I should go wake up Daddy and have him dick you while you eat me, sweetie!"
My daughter's friend giggled as she slithered down on the bed further, helping Jilly drag her pajama bottoms off and flinging them away, almost hitting the barely open door I was peeking through. "You'd like that, wouldn't you, Jill. See your daddy's big dick pumping me, warming up on my pussy before he fucked you with it!" She slid a hand through my daughter's suddenly naked pussy, clean shaven and her long pussy lips blossoming, revealing her sweet pink and very wet cunt meat.
Jilly gasped as Diana slipped a finger inside her. "Fuck, girlfriend. You are a kinky bitch!"
Diana leaned in and flicked her tongue over my daughter's wet pussy. "I'm kinky? Fuck, I've seen how your father looks at you. I've seen the big tent in his pants after you play the cock teaser with Daddy. He wants to fuck your brains out and you, you slut, you're getting wetter the more I talk about your Daddy putting his cock inside your sweet pussy!"
My daughter's legs flew upwards as her face screwed up in ecstatic delight while Diana began to lick Jilly's cunt with a passion. She wormed two fingers into Jilly's pussy hole, twisting and turning them as her tongue fluttered over her dripping wet flesh. "Oh yeah, you'd like to fuck your Daddy, wouldn't you, bitch?" teased Diana. "Bet he's got a hard cock...thick and long and it's always hard for his sweet Jilly!"
Jilly's body jerked and convulsed, her fingers furiously pinching her nipples as her life long best friend lapped at her pussy. "Yessssss," my daughter hissed. "I want to fuck Daddy. I want him to make me scream like he makes Mom scream!"
My head was spinning and I had to reach out to the wall to keep from toppling over. I suddenly realized my robe was undone and my cock was jutting out between the fly of my pajamas and I was nearly ready to cum as my hand stroked it feverishly. I took one last look at my daughter and her friend, the image of her squirming body writhing under the assault of Diana's writhing tongue and now three fingers stirring inside her tight pussy to be forever burned into my memory. Frantically, she reached out and grabbed a stuffed teddy bear I'd won her at a county fair years ago and pressed it against her mouth to muffle her cries of pleasure.
I staggered away, the need to cum insistent and I made my way to the bedroom where my wife was buried under the covers, snoring steadily. I switched on a low wattage lamp on my side of the bed and climbed into bed, walking on my knees to the center, tugging on the heavy quilt and sliding it off my wife's sleeping form.
She mewled unhappily in her slumber, reaching for the covers, but I held them fast as I reached out and stroked her shoulder. "Sandra...baby, lets make love," I said softly, gently shaking her shoulder.
"Mnnnnngggggg...I'm sleeping, John," she moaned, still mostly asleep, her hand flailing at the air as if to push me away.
I bent down and kissed my way up her arm, over her shoulder and into the hollow of her neck which I knew she liked to have kissed and nuzzled. My cock, dripping cum, poked her in the back, the head smearing semen lightly over her fair skin as I hissed into her ear, "Wake up, darling. I need you." She again moaned in protestation as I ran a hand up under her nightgown and caressed her breast, urging her nipple to harden.
When I teased the shell of her ear with my tongue, she shivered at my wet, tickling appendage and with a wordless wail, spun around in bed, snapping, "Dammit, John. I was sound asleep..." When my erection slapped her in the face, she stopped talking and let her eyes get focused in the dim light of the bedside lamp. I shrugged off my robe as she assessed the situation and wiped the sleep from her eyes before reaching out and wrapping her fingers around my cock. "Someone's horny," she said, resignation heavy in her voice, but also with a tinge of amusement and mischief.
Sandra slowly stroked my cock and said, "Hmmmmmm," as sperm slowly leaked out the tip of my penis. "Somebody's ready to pop!" She narrowed her gaze and said in a mock scolding voice, "What did Jilly do to you to get you in this state?" Her breath was warm on my cock -- her lips so close and yet so far away.
I groaned and thrust forward a little, aching to get my cock into her mouth. "She, Diana, Scotty's porn, Omigod!" I stammered.
My words didn't produce comprehension on my wife's face, but she did have an understanding of my situation and smiled and said, "You naughty daddy," before opening her lips wide and engulfing my cock. Her eyes stayed fixed on my face, communicating her amusement and love as she quickly set about trying to relieve my aching cock, her tongue dancing merrily over my cock, touching and probing with longtime knowledge of my sensitive spots as she slowly slid her lips down my shaft, taking me deep in her throat, my pubic hairs tickling her nose before she reversed direction and sucking steadily, dragged her lips the opposite way, her tongue washing over my shaft as she moved.



It only took a minute in my heightened state of arousal before I moaned, "I'm cumming, Sandra!" My wonderful wife, mumbled a reply in the positive, her hand cupping my testicles as she tightened her lips around my cock, holding the head of my cock in her mouth and sucking me harder while her tongue rubbed itself roughly around the crown until with a loud moan I began to shoot hot semen into her mouth.
Sandra made some nearly obscene gurgling sounds that spurred me on as she drank my sperm, sucking me as she gently caressed my balls, milking me for my seed that she drank like it was fine wine. I came hard and for a moment I thought my heart might give out as it felt like I would never stop shooting semen, the world graying around me and centering all existence around my wife's fantastic mouth.
Then I was flat on my back, sweat covering my body as Sandra curled up beside me and got the entire story of the late night's naughtiness from me. When I had told her everything, she leaned up and kissed me with semen smeared lips and then took my semi-erect cock in her hand, not stroking it, but holding it like it was a fragile and precious item.
"So, not just getting the sneaky looks in now and then, huh, you pervert?" she said in a teasing voice. "My husband is turning into a peeping tom and caught our daughter having a nasty lesbian fuck, huh?"
Sandra didn't seem all that shocked and I wheezed, "You mean you knew that Jilly and Diana were....?"
"Pussy lickers?" Sandra responded. "While you just like watching our sexy daughter, I actually keep an eye on what's she's doing." She paused and said, "I caught them making out a long time ago when you first installed the hot tub on the deck." She let go of my twitching cock for a moment and patted me on my stomach. "Don't despair though, as you might have guessed from her naughty talk, our daughter likes boys too, so maybe you have a chance yet."
Her teasing words made my cock jerk as it began to revive. Still, I had to defend myself. "Sandra, you know I would never...I look and I fantasize, but I would never betray you." I paused for a moment. "I would never fuck our daughter, Sandra." I said with as much force as I could muster and not sound stupid.
Sandra rose up on her elbow to look down at me, smiling mysteriously. "I know you're an honorable man, John, but this crush on your daughter has just been getting bigger as the years go by and now that you know she has fantasies about you too, I know the temptation is going to be greater."
I started to protest, but Sandra put fingers against my lips and said, "Now honey, you know I'm right about this and if your yearning to make your dreams about Jilly come true are growing stronger, I know her desires are growing too.
I felt my heart do some odd things as my cock grew harder while I said, "How do you know this?"
Sandra rolled her eyes. "It's pretty obvious, idiot. She watches you like you watch her -- always pushing the limit on what she's wearing to see how much she turns you on and when she and I are alone, lately her questions about you and us make the Kinsey report look like Weekly Reader." She grinned and said in a voice that a dead on approximation of Jilly's, "Do you and Daddy have sex a lot, Mom? Is Daddy good in the sack, Mom? What is he doing to you that makes you scream so loud some nights, Mom? Is Daddy's cock big, Mom? How big, Mom? What's his favorite position, Mom?"
My wife laughed as I lay there all agog, my mouth hanging open in shock. "She thinks she's being so sophisticated and adult, just two grown women talking about sex and I can smell her arousal the whole time, squirming in her chair like she's a little girl who needs to go to the bathroom while not wanting to miss her favorite Brady Bunch episode."
Sandra rested her head on my chest, looking up at me lovingly while her hand returned to stroke my returned erection. "If you don't make the first move soon, John, I guarantee Jilly will." She gave me a little smirk. "And when have you ever been able to refuse your daughter anything anyway?"
I opened my mouth to protest and then closed it. "You are my wife, Sandra. I will not cheat on you with our daughter."
Sandra grinned and said, "It's not cheating if I give you my blessing." She rose up again and leaned down to kiss me. "I love you, John and I know you'd do everything in your power to remain faithful, but...that's Jilly we're talking about and I know her and you. If you two can't help yourselves, then do it with my blessing. I have just two conditions."
As I tried to comprehend my wife's words giving me permission to have an affair with my daughter, it took me several seconds to process her last words. I took a deep breath, trying to clear my head to fully understand what she was telling me. "Two conditions?" I asked.
Sandra nodded and said, "Two, John. First, this cock," and she gave it a light squeeze for emphasis, "Is in our bed at the end of every single night. You have my blessing to fuck our daughter, but in the end, you are still my husband and I love you and I'm not giving you up."
I nodded, smiling up at my wife and raising up to kiss her after saying, "Yes, my wife."
"Second," Sandra's voice grew cold and deadly. "If you hurt our baby girl, I'll cut your cock off and feed it to you!" I shivered as I heard the absolute truth in her words. Sandra's heritage including some very passionate Sicilians complete with legends and stories of vengeance and vendettas in the old country that made me remember not for the first time to not piss my wife off.
"Yes, my wife," I repeated. A long silence followed as she continued to masturbate me and we stared into each other's eyes. In her face I saw love and amusement and speculations of wondrous things to come. Finally, I said, "She really asks about our sex life?"
Sandra nodded and resumed her imitation of Jilly's voice. "Does Daddy like blowjobs, Mom? Does Daddy go down on you, Mom? What's his favorite position, Mom? What position do you like Daddy to fuck you in, Mom?" My wife's eyes sparkled with sudden mischief and she sat up and turned over, now on her hands and knees. She glanced down at me, wiggling her butt as she continued in Jilly's voice. "Do you think Daddy wants to fuck me, Mom? Like you think he might just fuck me doggy style right now, Mom?"
I was up and kneeling behind her before I even knew I was going to do it. My hand spread my wife's voluptuous ass cheeks, revealing her wet and swollen labia, juices glittering on her trimmed bush. In our daughter's voice, Sandra cried out, "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your baby girl hard!"
She gave a loud squeal, not unlike the squeals Jilly had been making under the assault of Diana's tongue, when I roughly rammed my cock into her pussy, my hands sliding around her waist and under and up to her breasts, getting great handfuls of titflesh and using my grip for leverage as I began to fuck my wife hard.
Sandra's pussy was as hot as I had ever known, a swampy, fiery morass of lusty flesh, dripping with burning juices -- her cunt walls parting easily as I hammered my cock home, fucking her hard as she continued to cry out in a strained form of Jilly's voice, "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me, Daddy! Give me that big Daddy cock -- give it to me hard!"
Like we had the first time we'd fucked inspired by my lust for our daughter, Sandra and I fucked with abandon -- unleashing all our passions as I thrust my cock into her again and again, her meaty hips coming to meet my cock, our bodies slapping wetly and loudly together as my cock sank deep into my wife's womb with my daughter's voice coming from my wife's mouth, demanding that I, "Fuck me, Daddy! Make me cum on your cock, Daddy. Give me all that good Daddy sperm and make me scream, Daddy!"
It was a loud, sweaty, nasty fuck and Sandra and I gloried in it until finally we both came together, she screaming loudly, "CUM, CUM, CUMMMING, DADDY! OH YES, FUCK ME GOOD DADDY, CUM IN ME DADDY, GIVE ME YOUR SPUNK. FUCK ME, DADDY!" This last coming in a shrill, heartfelt scream from my wife before she collapsed back onto the bed, her pussy wrapped tightly around my dick, pulling me down on top of her as her quivering, massaging cock milked the last of my seed from me.
As we both panted for breath and fought vainly against the sleep encroaching on us, Sandra giggled and said, "Guess this gives our daughter something to think about just like her little show gave you. It serves the little horny minx right."
#
I woke up late, surprised when I glanced at the alarm clock on the bedside table and saw that it was already ten in the morning. I sat up, swinging my legs over the side and stretched, feeling that good muscular ache that comes after a good night's sex. Then I noticed the folded sheet of paper propped up next to the alarm clock. I picked it up and after rubbing my eyes, managed to focus on my wife's tight, neat script.
Darling John,
Wow! That was some sweet fucking you gave me last night! I had hoped to wake you up with some more naughty fun, but the hospital called -- Debbie has the flu and they need me to work. Be home around 7:00 -- try not to misbehave with Jilly too much, you dirty pervert!
Love,
Sandra
Sandra was a nursing supervisor for the ICU at a local hospital and often had to fill in for Debbie who had a bit of a drinking problem that resulted in bouts of "flu." I sighed, disappointed that we'd lost a chance for what my wife referred to as "naughty fun." Then I shivered as I realized I was alone in the house with my flirty daughter. I wondered if Diana was still here as well. My cock twitched as I recalled Jilly and her best friend engaged in lesbian sex last night -- Diana's tongue exploring my daughter's pussy as she confessed to wanting to fuck her daddy...to fuck me.
I found some pajama pants and a T-shirt and left the bedroom. Passing by Jilly's room, I felt a little disappointed to find the door open and the bed made, the girls no where in sight. I headed downstairs, a little heartened to hear noises coming from the kitchen and the smell of...waffles?
I came through the swinging doors of the kitchen to find Jilly alone, standing at the counter next to an electronic waffle maker -- a bowl of batter on one side and two stacks of waffles on the other. The food, as good as it smelled, couldn't compete for my attention as I let my eyes roam appreciatively over Jilly's fine body.
My daughter was wearing a pair of raggedy blue jean shorts, holes gaping on the curve of her rounded butt, giving me peeks of her pale and flawless skin. The jean shorts were cut extremely short, the lower halves of her ass cheeks peeking out and drawing attention to her exposed and shapely legs. She was wearing a too tight T-shirt that was also cut off, exposing her flat belly and revealing how low those blue jean shorts rode on her. She had her hair pulled back into a long ponytail.
She looked over her shoulder at me and gave me a smile that had my cock swelling. "Daddy! Good morning! I thought I was going to have to come upstairs and wake you." She gave me a quick wink as if to hint at how she might have waken me up and my cock continued to thicken as she said, "Breakfast is ready." She put the last of the waffles on a plate and then brought them over to the kitchen table. "Is my daddy hungry?" she purred seductively as she gestured for me to sit down.
Actually I was. There's nothing like a great night of sex for the appetite. The next few minutes were busy with adding butter and syrup to what turned out to be pretty good homemade waffles. Jilly had added blueberries and pecans to her batter and the results were delicious. Even better was watching my daughter eating them as she somehow made slipping a fork full of waffles between her lips a sensual experience and her little moans and sighs of satisfaction would have hardened the cock of a man three days dead and buried.
"Those were good, Jilly," I said, amazed at how fast I had cleaned my plate.
Jilly smiled at me as she stirred her finger around in the remains of the syrup on her plate and said, "Finger licking good, Daddy?" before she slowly sucked her finger clean, moving her finger back and forth through her pursed lips, her eyes gleaming with naughtiness.
I licked my lips and replied, "Absolutely," in a voice that sounded hoarser than I would have liked. A long minute of silence followed before it occurred to me that we were alone. "So, where is Diana?" I asked.
Jilly sighed and said, "Had to leave early. Her mom was driving her back to school today."
"Well, I'm glad you two had a chance to visit. I suppose you had a good time last night?" I felt my cock throb as I recalled again how good a time Jilly and her best friend had had last night. I decided to be a bit flirty myself and said, "With your brother's porn?"
Jilly smiled and repeated her naughty finger licking with another syrupy sticky finger before she said, "Oh yeah, we had fun." She grinned and added, "And from the sound of things, you and Mom were having some serious fun too!"
I felt my skin redden as I replied, "You guys heard us?"
Jilly rolled her eyes and with a smirk, said, "Daddy, the people living on the next block heard you guys. You've always been noisy fuckers, but really!" She laughed at what I am sure was a stunned expression and winked at me after adding, "But it sounds like Mom was really enjoying herself. I'm surprised she was able to get up and go to work this morning."
I tried to find my disapproving father voice as I said, "Jilly, mind your manners," but it came out a bit squeaky and my daughter just laughed at me.
As she began to clean up the table, carrying the dirty dishes to the sink, swinging her butt like she knew I was watching, I tried to change the subject slightly. "So did you put your brother's porn movies back where you got them? You know how he gets when people get into his stuff." The truth was that Scotty got wigged out big time. He had a mild neurological disorder -- a very minimal form of Asberger's Syndrome. He is very bright, but very ordered and he absolutely hated anyone touching or moving his stuff and even after nine months away at school, he would notice.
Jilly did a sort of flouncing motion with her body that conveyed her annoyance with my question and looking back over her shoulder at me as she washed up the dishes, said, "Daddy, yes I put his stupid porno back in its hidey-hole...God!"
"You know, if you want to watch that stuff, you should maybe go and get your own. Maybe get something more to your taste."
My daughter turned and looked at me oddly, my cock throbbing at the sight of her soap suds covered hands. "More to my taste, Daddy?" she asked.
I shrugged and said, "Well, I noticed his stuff runs to the really hard core, nasty looking stuff. They make porn films that are more in tune with...um, feminine tastes. More romantic, softer -- not so in your face."
Jilly had an expression of amusement that made me almost feel embarrassed as if I said something really stupid. "Softer, more romantic?" she said in a mocking voice. "Well, Daddy, maybe I like all that nasty, hard core fucking type of video." She grinned as she said, "Did you even think about that? Maybe your little girl likes to see big ol' nasty cocks and pussies full of cum!" She licked her lips and looked at me as I squirmed in my seat, turned on yet embarrassed under her amused stare.
Finally, I mumbled, "Well, if that's what you like...fine, but still, maybe to keep everyone happy, you should get your own."
My daughter rolled her eyes again, "Yeah, sure! I'm sure Mom will be fine when she sees I've ordered porn on line using your credit card!"
I laughed at the thought. That tolerant, Sandra wasn't. "Well, there's always the adult bookstores in the city, there must be a dozen on Washington Avenue alone."
Jilly laughed and rolled her eyes again. "Oh yeah, little ol' me going down there by myself to pick up some porn movies amongst all those perverts. No one would see my pretty ass again!"
"Well, I'd be happy to take you, Jilly," I said before I even realized the words were out of my mouth. I covered up my surprise at myself even as I enjoyed seeing the rare shocked expression on my daughter's face.
She stared at me for a long minute, trying to process what I'd said. Finally she said in a subdued voice, "You'd really take me to an adult bookstore, Daddy?"
I nodded and replied, "Sure, I'd be happy too if you wanted."
Jilly's eyes widened in surprise and there was a sense of urgency in her voice as she almost hissed, "When?"
I felt my heart beating faster as I heard myself say, "We could go today, Jilly. It's a pretty day for a drive into the city. I'll take you to lunch and we can make a day of it."
Again, my words seemed to shock her, something I'd not done twice in one day in years. Speaking just above a whisper, my daughter said, "Really?"
Feeling brave all of a sudden, I stood up, well aware that my Jilly could see the tent in my pants. I replied, "Really, hon. Go get dressed and we'll leave at noon."
A huge, disbelieving smile broke out on my daughter's face and she giggled, "Omigod!" and bolted for the kitchen door. I was wearing a silly grin myself as I heard her tromping up the stairs. Enjoying for the moment that I actually seemed to have the upper hand even though I wondered what I was getting into, I followed her up the stairs and retreating to the bedroom, took a quick shower and then dressed in a pair of good khaki slacks and a polo shirt.
I made a quick call to the hospital and got connected to my wife. "Hi, honey," she said in a bit of a rushed tone. "What's up?"
I hesitated and then said, "I just thought I'd let you know, Jilly and I are going into the city for the day. I thought I'd take her out to lunch, maybe do a little shopping."
There was a slight pause at the other end and then I could hear my wife's sly smile in her voice as she said, "Really? This a daddy-daughter outing or a date?"
I laughed and said, "I guess we'll just have to wait and see."
Sandra made a real interesting noise, like a cat purring contentedly as it was being stroked. She started to reply, but I heard a sudden flurry of electronic beeps go off in the background and she said, "Damn, I got to go, John. You guys have fun...well, maybe not too much fun. Can't wait to hear about your day. See you tonight!" The line went dead and I took a deep breath and headed for the stairs. As I passed Jilly's room, I could hear her moving about and I shouted, "Honey, I'll be outside. It's such a pretty day, I thought we might take the 'Vette."
There was a pause and then Jilly called out, "Yay! See you in a minute, Daddy!"
I headed on down and out to the garage, pulling the tarp off my inheritance. My father had not been a rich man, but he had left me the only thing he'd considered nearly priceless -- his '63 Corvette, Lime Green with white strips and finish. It was my baby -- usually reserved for outings with Sandra, but today it just seemed right for my day with my daughter.
I pulled the top down and fired it up, feeling the power from the engine vibrating through my body and I eased it out of the garage and up the driveway to sit in front of the house. I no sooner climbed back out than Jilly emerged from the house and I had to lean back against my car as she took my breath away.
Jilly was wearing a white, flowery summer dress with a shell top that left her shoulders completely bare. It clung to her body like a second skin, ending scant inches from her crotch, swirling teasingly about her thighs, promising possible glimpses of heavenly sights. The swells of her upper breasts rode equally entrancingly on the neckline, offering the possibilities of more glories to be seen. Her blonde hair hung down her back, making her look younger than she was in contrast to the lush shape of her mature body. I knew from years of being married that she was wearing makeup, but much like her mother, Jilly had perfected the art of not looking made up.



"How do I look, Daddy?" she asked, twirling about, making the hem of her dress rise up, showing off bare ass cheeks and the flash of g-string panties.
"You take my breath away, Jilly," I said huskily. "You are a beautiful woman."
The drive into the city was a bit tough for me. With the top down, Jilly's long blonde hair swirled about wildly, giving her a very sensuous look improved by the fluttering of the hem of her dress, the wind pushing it up her thighs, offering splendid peeks at her panty covered mound -- the white silk molding itself to her mound, clinging more wetly with each passing glimpse.
The roar of the wind kept us from having too much conversation, but a lot can be said with one's eyes and my daughter seemed to proudly preen under my admiring glances at her, finally reaching out to hold my hand when I wasn't shifting gears, pointedly glancing down at the ever prominent bulge in my crotch as my not so little girl's sexuality kept my cock hard and throbbing.
Once we were in the city, angling towards the downtown region, we were able to talk. "Jilly, what would you like to do first? Go shop for some dirty movies or have lunch?" I asked.
Brushing hair back from her face, brushing the long strands away from the exposed portions of her breasts, Jilly turned to me and said breathlessly, "Let's go to one of the adult bookstores, Daddy and see what kind of naughty things we can get."
I nodded and tried to calm my wildly beating heart as we turned onto Washington Avenue and began passing the adult businesses. Decades ago, it had been mostly a warehouse district, but now it was home to most of the city's more risqué businesses. There were several strip clubs or Gentleman's clubs as they preferred to be called. Adult bookstores selling magazines, toys and videos came in all sorts of sizes, but I pointed us towards one of the larger ones that Sandra and I had visited a few times over the years, "The All-American Adult Bookstore," which sported dozens of American Flags and a under the huge sign on the roof, under the business name were the words, "Celebrating our 1st Amendment!"
I pulled into the large parking lot -- maybe a dozen other cars already there and turned the engine off. I looked over to Jilly who was sitting there with a funny look on her face, her breasts heaving heavily as she was breathing pretty hard. "You ready to go in, darling or are you having second thoughts?
My daughter turned to me and grinned. "My daddy's taking me to a dirty bookstore...hell yeah, I'm ready!" I got out and went around to open her door. My vixen of a daughter, turned and lifted her legs out of the car, spreading them as she did so and exposing her crotch to me -- every bit of her labia visible as the now soaking wet silk material of her panties clung tightly to her pussy. Jilly made sure I got a real good glimpse before she took my offered hand and climbed out of the car.
She stepped up into me, her lithe, shapely body pressing into mine as she said, "I am so excited about this, Daddy. I'm about to wet my panties!" She gave me a kiss on the corner of my mouth, her dark brown eyes dancing with excitement.
I tried to give tit for tat as I said in what I hoped was a rye voice, "Well, judging from what I could see, you already have!"
I was gratified to see the surprise in her face at my comment, but she recovered well, slipping her arm through mine and saying, "Shall we?"
Arm in arm, we strolled through the doors of the bookstore, immediately attracting the attention of everyone in the establishment when the sensors bonged, announcing our arrival. I saw a mixture of expressions of both lust and envy among the store's visitors and workers -- lust over the nubile beauty on my arm and envy that she was obviously with me.
Jilly was wide-eyed with wonder as she took in the sheer massiveness and quantity of adult material all about us. The shelves holding the DVDs were arranged in a strange labyrinth that took some time to navigate and I was charmed and amused as my daughter gave little gasps or giggles as she saw sections of dirty movies she had never imagined.
We wandered through the DVD section for several minutes and then passed on into the magazine aisles, both of us very much aware of the discreet and not so discreet glances we kept getting from other customers. A rough looking man with tattoos running down both arms and on his neck in jeans and shit-kicker boots licked his lips as he undressed my daughter with his eyes. The woman he was with, maybe my age or a little younger and wearing tight jeans and a halter top that was maybe two sizes too small for her breasts was doing the same.
A young man perusing a rotating book rack of old Greenleaf porno novels, stopped and studied us, smiling gently and nodding to me as we passed him by. An older man, his balding head covered by an old fishing cap, stared at Jilly unashamedly, licking his lips as his eyes crawled up and down her sexy body.
From the magazine section, we wandered through the "toy" section with Jilly stopping now and again to pick up something and examine it carefully. A package of metal balls, like huge marbles triggered a puzzled look from my daughter and she said softly, "Daddy?"
I chuckled and could barely believe I was having this conversation as I replied, "Ben-Wa Balls, darling. You um, put them in your pussy and leave them there as you walk around all day. Supposedly it will make you have little orgasms all day long."
Jilly's eyes grew wide and she said, "Wow!" as she sat them back down and continued to explore.
She took a package off a rack that said simply, "Anal Plug," and again arched her eyebrows. I shrugged my shoulders and said, "Can get them in plain or vibrating varieties," making my daughter laugh like a school girl with the giggles. I noticed her nipples, hard since she'd emerged from the house had actually seemed to swell.
My daughter oohed and ahhed as we examined the huge wall display of dildos and vibrators. I pointed to a slender, smooth surfaced vibrator, the color and shape of a carrot. "Your mother's favorite," I said. "She's gone through three of those in the last fifteen years." I enjoyed watching Jilly's mouth drop open in surprise again. It actually felt good throwing her off balance.
It felt nasty and exciting to watch my daughter pick up various dildos and vibrators, seeing her handle the fake cocks was surprisingly arousing. She was all agog at so many shapes and sizes, some unbelievable long and others incredibly thick. One was labeled "Holmes," and when she again asked for clarification by murmuring, "Daddy?" I smiled and told her I'd explain when we returned to the movie section. I struggled with the urge to simply cum in my pants as she stroked the long and massive rubber dong, her eyes wide with wonder.
Eventually, we again made our way back to the DVD section, Jilly now studying movie titles with an intensity I wished she had when studying for tests. As she examined a series of amateur lesbian videos, I looked about and noticed that a quartet of young women had entered the establishment from a door that said "Restricted." They had split apart and were slowly winding their way around the store, pausing here and there to converse with the customers.
While we were in the "Classics" aisle of the DVD section and I was showing Jilly the cover of a DVD entitled, "The Best of John Holmes," one of the young women, a statuesque bleach blonde with a head of tightly curled hair approached us -- wearing a wife-beater T-shirt and cut off jean shorts. The shirt did little to hide her large breasts, the tops and sides flowing out of the thin T-shirt. Smiling at me, she asked, "Would you and your friend care for a dance?" Her eyes were a light yet striking blue.
Jilly looked back and forth from the young woman to me, her eyes wide with surprise as I said, "No thanks, but I appreciate you asking."
The woman glanced at us both and smiled again. "Well, maybe later." I nodded and she moved on, setting her sights on a middle aged guy with glasses examining movies on the MILF aisle.
As we watched her move away, her very full butt cheeks swaying sexily above full, long legs that ended in three inch heels, Jilly reached out and squeezed my arm and said in a near whisper, "What was that about, Daddy?"
"Well, sweetheart, you can pay that young lady or one of the other girls working here," I nodded towards a young black woman with her hair straightened and colored a bright red, dressed in a yellow baby-doll negligee and then towards a chubby brunette wearing a very tiny halter top and silk running shorts, "To give you a lap dance in a private room over there." I nodded towards the door with the "Restricted" sign.
"Really!" my daughter exclaimed. "Just a lap dance?"
I laughed and said, "Well, I think it differs from girl to girl and depends on what you're willing to pay."
Jilly eyed the blonde who'd propositioned us and said, "Omigod! Have you and Mom ever done that?"
I wagged a finger at her and said, "I'm not sure you should be asking after the naughty side of our sex life, sweetie." I paused, teasing her for a moment before adding, "I might have had a birthday lap dance or two, but it wasn't here."
An evil grin broke out on Jilly's face as she leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Oh, Daddy...that is so fucking hot!" We continued to explore the movie section, both suddenly and keenly aware of the working girls circulating around us. Jilly's gaze was drawn again and again to the tall curly headed blonde.
Suddenly, Jilly reached out and snagged a movie off the shelf titled "Taboo II." Reading the back cover, my daughter said with a teasing voice, "Ohhh, Daddy...a movie about incest!" She held it up, pictures of Honey Wilder and Kay Parker in the throes of orgasm recalling memories. "Have you ever heard of this one before, Daddy?"
I nodded slowly as she quickly asked, "What kind of incest, Daddy? Do you remember?
I cleared my throat, suddenly finding it a bit hard to speak. "All sorts, Jilly. Um, lots of mother and son and some brother and sister and um..." Jilly grinned with anticipation as I said a little more softly, "And a daddy and daughter." I thought I had blushed as deeply as possible but as my skin began to burn, I realized that my daughter might have the capacity to go much further in embarrassing me.
"Omigod, Daddy -- that sounds pretty raunchy. I'm going to get it!" Jilly gushed, waving it in the air. Very quickly, my daughter moved about and found more videos -- some sounding raunchier than those of her brother's. "SLITLICKERS AND CUMEATERS" a compilation tape of professional and amateur sex scenes and "BIG COCKS & TINY TWATS," and last but not least, "DAUGHTERS THAT LOVE DICKS!"
Jilly was showing me her last selection, aiming to get another rise out of me and I'm sure I'd have been speechless or maybe I'd have thrown her down on the ground right then and there and fucked her, but at that moment, the curly headed blonde again loomed up and said, "Hi, just thought I'd check again, see if you had changed your mind." She batted her blue eyes at me and then nodded at the small collection of DVDs Jilly had collected and said, "You do know that if you buy two or more full priced DVDs, you get special bonuses on our dances."
Before I could answer, Jilly took a step closer to the young woman and said, "Really? Did you hear that, Daddy? What kind of specials?"
Hearing Jilly call me Daddy got me a very speculative look from the curly headed blonde and she closed the distance between herself and my daughter, her hand going up and around Jilly's body to start rubbing her bare shoulder. "Well, whatever dance time you agree to, two DVDs gets you an extra ten minutes and each one after that gets you an extra free ten minutes." She eyed the DVDs that Jilly was clutching to her breasts and said, "Right now, you'd get an extra forty minutes with me." She reached out with her free hand and offered it to me. "I'm Sindy, by the way -- with a 'S' instead of a 'C.'
Jilly giggled and looked at me and said excitedly. "Can we, Daddy, can we?" She waved the DVDs at me and said, "Forty free minutes, Daddy!"
Ten minutes later, we were standing in a small, but clean room that smelled of disinfectant and sex. There were two straight-back wooden chairs sitting side by side and another off to one side. There was an old fashioned free standing coat rack with several empty hangers and a table with lotion, tissues and a few sex toys, including a long and slender carrot colored one identical to the one I had pointed out to Jilly earlier. On another table was a cheap CD player. Up in a corner of the ceiling was a mounted video camera.
For $100.00, we had bought thirty minutes of Sindy's time to be used for lap dancing for either or both of us, plus the additional time our DVD purchases had given us. Sindy locked the door and gestured for us to take seats. The lighting was focused on the center of the room, not too bright, but not so dim as to make it hard to see.
"Make yourselves as comfortable as you like," Sindy told us in a sultry voice. We both sat down primly on the chairs. As she began pushing buttons on the CD player, Sindy asked us, "So who gets a lap dance first?"
Jilly and I looked at each other and my daughter pointed to me and said, "I wanna see you dance for Daddy!"
Sindy giggled and said, "You all are kinky -- doing the daddy-daughter roleplay."
Jilly did a little shimmy, making her breasts jiggle enticingly and then very suggestively said in a quiet voice, "What would you say if I told you we were the real thing...that he really is my daddy?"
The curly headed woman shivered and said back, "I'd say I'm getting wet just hearing you say that!" She started the music, some slow bluesy-jazz number, lots of sexy saxophone and other horns with whispery drums, and began to dance slowly, very relaxed and practiced as she began to move. She turned her back to me and wiggled that very rounded ass in my face and then deftly began to worm herself out of the shorts, revealing two full and ripe ass cheeks. She was a big girl, nearly as tall as my five foot, eleven inches with long legs and a big, luscious ass. A blue G-string emerged from between her cheeks as she slowly backed into me, nudging my legs apart and slowly, teasingly coming closer and closer to sitting in my lap.
Finally, I felt her soft ass cheeks brush along my lap, making contact with the hard bulge jutting upwards in my trousers. "Mmmmmmm, Daddy!" Sindy purred, looking over her shoulder at me and winking. "You got some candy in your pocket for Sindy or are you just happy to see me?"
I heard Jilly giggling beside me and glanced to see her staring avariciously at me, her breasts heaving upwards as she grew excited, licking her lips hungrily. Then Sindy drew my attention back to her and hissed softly, "Are you ready for them, Daddy? You look at them all the time. You wanna a good peek?" Still facing away, Sindy slowly pulled the wife-beater T-shirt upwards and over her head, flinging it away to land on one of the hooks of the coat rack.
"Mmmmmm, Daddy, they feel so good!" Sindy moaned, her arms moving as if she were playing with her breasts and then she spun quickly, her hands cupping her huge, unfettered tits -- huge, gourd-like udders that hung low, sagging a bit with weight, but very exciting with two very wide nipples -- the width of quarters and jutting out a quarter inch peeking out from between her fingers. Then Sindy was in my lap, her breasts pressed into my face as she ground herself against my erection! "Daddy, you're so big and hard," she moaned, pressing herself into me.
"The camera doesn't work, so it's okay to touch them, Daddy," the young dancer whispered in my ear. "Go ahead...I know you want to." With a groan, I filled my hands with her meaty tits, feeling the flesh slip and slide along my fingers while she worked her pelvis back and forth along my lap, both friction and the warmth of her pussy, heating up the khaki cloth covering my cock.
Then her hands were on either side of my head and she rose up, straddling the chair as she stood and drew my head down so my mouth was on her fleshy breasts, a solid nipple catching on my lips for a moment. You can suck on them...bite 'em if you want...Daddy!" A thick and swollen nipple brushed by my lips again and I took it in my mouth, teething it lightly while I let my hands slide down Sindy's waist and then cup her fleshy ass cheeks. As the song played on, we shifted back and forth between the young woman sitting on my lap, her crotch caressing the hard-on in my pants and her rising up, body still swaying to the music as I kissed and licked her breasts.
Suddenly the song ended and she stepped back, breathing a little heavily, a sexual flush spreading on her upper chest and face. We both glanced at my daughter as the next song began. Jilly was on the edge of her chair, one hand pressing down against her crotch, the other fondling a breast through the silky material of her dress. "Daughter's turn," Sindy called out in a sing-song voice as she moved towards my daughter.
Sindy moved in close in front of my daughter, shaking her breasts in her face as she smiled down at her, her knees slowly pushing Jilly's legs apart, making her skirt slide back to reveal her panty crotch was a sodden mess and that my daughter was so wet that her inner thighs glistened with her juices. Sindy did a quick squat, placing her face between my daughter's thighs and took a deep breath before saying, "I think someone's turned on, Daddy!" and then glancing over at me with an evil grin.
Jilly let out with a moan as Sindy began blowing on her wet crotch and then slowly leaned in as she began to rise up, dragging her breasts over my little girl's thighs and crotch, Jilly's wetness leaving streaks of juice on the lap dancer's breasts, rubbing them along Jilly's stomach and then her breasts before straddling the chair and letting my daughter rub her face between Sindy's immense tits.
Jilly was trying to roll her hips to meet up with Sindy's crotch as she ground it against my daughter's body and I admired their lewd and flexible motions. As she had done with me, Sindy leaned in and whispered something to Jilly and then I watched my daughter running her tongue over the dancer's massive breasts and then her lips latched around a thick nipple and began to suck, making the curly haired blonde moan with pleasure. "Love your tongue!" she gasped.
She allowed Jilly to love up her tits for a minute, but then as the song began to wind down, she again lowered herself into a squat, brushing her lips against my daughter's, their tongues flickering out and touching momentarily before going lower. Sindy kissed the exposed portions of Jilly's breasts, actually tugging on the top of the dress to expose more of Jilly's tits until the upper portion of her puffy aureoles were exposed, her tongue rolling over them. She stopped when her face was again between my daughter's thighs, this time making my aroused daughter moan by actually rubbing her face against her soaked panties.
Sindy rose up and danced in front of us, her tits rolling and bouncing as the third song -- a faster rock song ramped up. She licked her lips, running them around to gather up the wet juices she had picked up from Jilly's panties. "She tastes good, Daddy," she said huskily. "Fuck, you two are getting me hot too!" she added as she ran a hand over her own barely covered pussy and sure enough, the blue material had a darkened circle that spread as we watched her dance and play with herself.
"I'm so wet, you kinky fuckers," she moaned. "See?" Sindy hooked her fingers into the gusset of her panties and yanked them to one side, revealing a glistening trimmed nub of dark bush and thick, swollen labia already spreading like a ripe flower to reveal pink, very moist flesh.



The curly haired blonde began to dance around us, moving in to rub her breasts against our faces and then dragging them across our necks -- at one point placing my head between her huge tits, warming my ears in the most delightful way. When she returned to dance in front of us, Sindy would again pull her panties over and finger herself, making my daughter and I groan when she would show us her wet fingers which she would then put into her mouth and slowly suck clean.
Jilly was wide-eyed at the spectacle before her and as stunned as I was that I was enjoying a lap dance in the company of my daughter, I was also enjoying seeing my flirty and naughty daughter out of her comfort zone for a change. She was now straddling her chair, her butt on the edge of the seat, dress yanked up so she could rub her pussy through her panties, her fingers now slick with her own juices.
Sindy danced around us again, pressing her breasts against my back as she kissed the back of my neck and holding her fingers under my nose so I could inhale the scent of her wet cunt. Then she ran her hands down my chest, stretching her arms as she mashed her tits against my back to almost run fingers over the bulge in my pants. She then did the same to Jilly, rubbing her titties all over her from behind before running her hands over my daughter's partly clad breasts and then down to rub her thighs, hands bracketing her clearly visible mound that her silky panties molded themselves to.
As the the song ended, the smell of sex was thick in the room and we were all breathing heavily. Sindy strutted lewdly across the room still in her high heels and picked up a vibrator from the table and then carried it back with her as she dragged the third chair and placed it a few feet in front of us, facing our way.
The next song began and she swayed seductively in front of us, running the vibrator on a light setting and rubbing it back and forth on the growing wet spot on her panties. Her breath started to catch and I think she had a small orgasm as her eyes closed for a long moment and her entire body seemed to quake as sexual pleasure coursed through her. Finally, she opened her eyes and said, "I'm going to get more comfortable -- please feel free to do the same!"
Sindy hooked her fingers into her G-string and quickly pulled them down and stepped out of them, twirling the small amount of cloth on her finger for a moment before hooking it on the back of the chair. Our lap dancer was now naked save for her high heels. She moved to straddle the chair, her knees spread wide on each side as she sat down on the edge of her seat, making her pussy gape wide, revealing her juicy wet flesh. She ran one hand along her inner thigh while bringing the vibrator along the opposite one until it hovered less than an inch from a swollen and slick pussy lip.
"Really, feel free to get more comfortable." Sindy said earnestly. Looking right at my swollen crotch, she smiled, licked her lips and said, "That big thing looks uncomfortable. I bet it would be happier if it was free!"
My hands fluttered near the zipper of my khakis, and if it had been Sandra sitting next to me, I'm sure I would have already had my pants around my knees, but it wasn't my wife sitting next to me, it was my daughter, my Jilly and for all my lusting after my daughter and all the erections she had inspired in me, she had never actually seen my cock all hard and angry.
I turned and looked at Jilly and she looked to be in desperate straights. I could see fear and lust in her eyes, her body obviously greatly aroused -- her nipples all but bursting through her dress, droplets of her juices dripping from her panty clad pussy onto the edge of the chair, the silky crotch now transparent from her wetness. "Daddy?" she moaned.
I found my voice, almost overawed at the powerful sexuality emanating from my daughter. "Jilly...is this what you want? Are you ready for this?" I asked her, my voice thick with emotion.
Jilly swallowed a couple of times, trying to quell her body's shivers and then she whispered, "Daddy...yes. I want this. Let me see you!"
I nodded and stood up. Looking at my daughter, I unbuckled my belt and slowly pulled down my zipper. In one motion, I shoved my pants and underwear down, letting them fall down around my ankles as my cock sprung free, long and hard, the tip oozing precum around the swollen and purplish plum sized head.
My daughter brought a hand to her mouth as the other reached out, almost touching it before she withdrew her outstretched fingers. "Daddy!" she gasped. "You're so big! No wonder Mom screams like she does!" My cock jerked, rising a little higher in response to Jilly's praise.
"Omigod!" Our attention turned to Sindy -- one hand running the vibrator over her exposed and very wet cunt, the other twisting one of her own nipples. Her blue eyes were wide with excitement. "You weren't playing out a fantasy. You're really are father and daughter!" Her eyes shifted back and forth, full of sudden awareness as she seemed to pick out suddenly obvious resembling features -- the line of our noses, the shape of our chins -- the way Jilly's eyes looked so much like my own. "You two are a real daddy and daughter!" She moaned as another small orgasm washed over her.
I nodded and then turned back to my daughter, my hand now slowly stroking my cock. "Now you, Jilly. Let Daddy see his little girl."
With trembling hands, Jilly hooked her fingers into her panties and lifting her ass off the chair for a moment, slid them off, raising a knee to slip one shapely leg free and then the other, her labia spreading, exposing her sopping wet cunt flesh. It was all I could do to not sink to my knees and bury my face in my daughter's young pussy!
"Let's all masturbate together!" moaned Sindy, now plunging her vibrator deep inside her cunt, stirring it around as she squirmed on her chair. Jilly nodded in agreement, one hand fluttering around her wet pussy while the other tugged down the top of her shell blouse, exposing her breasts completely, her thick nipples -- so much like her mother's, almost throbbing.
I sat down and we all shifted our gazes back and forth watching each other pleasure ourselves, me stroking my hard cock while Jilly and Sindy fingered their pussies and played with their breasts. I tried to think up exciting and naughty things to say, but could only mutter, "Pretty...so fucking pretty," as I looked first upon my daughter's hairless cunt, juices flooding over her busy fingers and then at the fatter lipped pussy of Sindy -- her little black tuft of a muff betraying her true hair color.
Minutes passed as another song ended only to be replaced by another. Jilly moaned and whimpered at one point, pressing her thighs together with most of her hand buried inside her pussy as she rode out an orgasm, her eyes wild and hungry as she held my gaze the entire time.
Between gasps of pleasure, Sindy tried to question us. "Have you fucked your little girl yet, Daddy?" When I shook my head in reply, she turned to Jilly and said, "Is your Daddy going to fuck you someday?"
Jilly trembled with pleasure and moaned in reply, "Oh I hope so. I've dreamed of Daddy for years. I hope he fucks me soon!"
Her answer sent Sindy back into paroxysms of pleasure as she spread her legs incredibly wide and curled her arm so she could plunge her entire hand into her pussy. The lap dancer got a frantic expression on her face as she approached another orgasm and suddenly exclaimed, "Why don't you masturbate each other?"
Jilly's eyes went wide as she looked to me in askance, her lower lip trembling as she whispered, "Daddy?"
I managed a weak grin, my heart beating so hard in my chest, I thought I was on the verge of a heart attack. I nodded and then we both scooted our chairs around to face each other, sliding them forward until my knees were between her spread legs.
"Omigod!" moaned Sindy, jumping from her chair to land on her knees next to us, her fingers still wedged in her pussy, mouth gaping open from both pleasure and excitement as she watched Jilly and me work up the nerve to touch each other.
Shaky hands extended towards each other, both of us hesitating as we shifted our gaze from each other's face down to where our crotches were less than two feet apart. Jilly, so brave since she was a little girl, moved first, her slender fingers suddenly wrapping around my cock, gently squeezing it, her fingers slick and warm with pussy juice allowing her to slide them easily up and down.
"Dadddddy," she crooned, the strain of the moment evident in her voice. "You are so big and so hard." Her hand slid up and down my shaft. "I love the feel of your big dick!" She hunched her ass a little towards me, spreading her knees wider and said, "Touch me, Daddy! Touch my pussy!"
My fingers came to rest on her inner thigh, damp and slick with her wetness and so soft. As my eyes stayed locked on Jilly's face, I slid my fingers forward, knowing when I was touching her hot pussy by the touch of fiery wet flesh and by her eyes, seeing the reaction there as her father touched her aroused cunt for the first time.
She was silky and wet and tight as I slid two fingers inside her, feeling her cunt walls tighten around my digits as I sank two knuckles deep into my daughter's sweet cunt. "Daddddyyyyyy!" Jilly sobbed as she began to shake, her hand tightening around my cock as she quivered -- caught in the midst of her first father induced orgasm. I leaned forward and my lips found hers and then our tongues were touching -- tasting each other, Jilly's sweet appendage curling around mine, dragging sweetly against my tongue, tasting so delicious and so...Jilly. Almost at the subconscious level, a part of me recognized that this was my child, my daughter and to be responding to her on a sexual level both intensified and sweetened the sensations that I was experiencing.
I thrust my fingers deeper, feeling her fleshy nooks and crannies, so much like her mother's and yet new and exciting, I curled my fingers slightly, fluttering fingertips against Jilly's sugar walls, making her moan into my mouth as her fingers squeezed my erect penis and stroked me faster.
I slowly finger fucked my daughter, reveling in the heat and wetness surrounding my fingers, feeling her creams gushing over them, trembling with excitement as I heard the wetness of her pussy. Jilly's breath whistled loudly through her nostrils, growing more frantic until she broke the kiss, her hips hunching against my hand as she cried out, "Cummmiinnggg again, oh DADDY!"
"Add another finger, Daddy," hissed Sindy as she bounced up and down on her fingers, her free hand on my thigh, squeezing it while she used it for leverage. "Finger fuck your little girl hard!" A quick glance at her revealed her in the grip of a carnal fever, her pale skin covered with sweat as her breasts bounced and rocked as she shook in the grip of her voyeuristic pleasure.
I was so focused on fingering Jilly, I had to almost halt to keep myself from cumming too quickly. I was a bit thankful that Sandra had made me cum twice late in the night and it took some of the edge off of someone my age. Jilly's hand felt so good and I recognized that mine wasn't the first cock she'd jacked off -- she moved with excited, but knowledgeable strokes, applying the perfect amount of pressure to bring me pleasure, but to not bring me off too quickly.
"M-more, Daddy," Jilly stammered, thrusting her hips forward to meet my fingers driving into her. I never could refuse my daughter and I didn't start now, adding a third finger as I withdrew and plunged into her again, pressing them deep while my thumb brushed over her swollen clitoris, her juices making it silky slick. With my other hand, I reached up and cupped her breast, making her moan anew, squeezing the handful of soft yet firm tit flesh, then palming her right tit, feeling her thick nipple scraping against the inside of my hand.
Jilly's free hand clapped over mine, squeezing my fingers into her breast flesh as she moaned, "Daddy," again and again.
"Make your daddy cum, sweetie," sobbed Sindy. "Make him explode with all that sweet Daddy juice, you slutty daughter!" Then she leaned in, her face shiny with sweat and tears from her own orgasm, turning first to Jilly and pursing her lips and blowing -- her warm breath flowing over my fingers and my daughter's quivering cunt and making her squeal with new pleasure. "Put another finger inside baby's pussy, Daddy!" Sindy moaned.
The lap dancer moved her head towards my cock, leaning in close as she again blew -- her breath flowing over the head of my cock. "Cum, Daddy, she cried. "Imagine that's your daughter's breath blowing on your cock, her sweet lips about to wrap around your big dong!"
I groaned as that image worked its way into my brain, envisioning Jilly's luscious lips wrapping around the head of my cock and that was it. "Fuck...Jilly...cumming!" I groaned as the first powerful streamer erupted abruptly from my penis, a massive shot of hot, white semen, bursting forth so hard it almost was painful, leaping high between us and arching to splatter on Jilly's thighs and breasts.
My daughter squealed with surprise and then as my second and third shot shot forth, splattering on her thighs and legs and on her hand, she looked at me with utter surprise as I added that fourth finger and wormed most of my hand inside her, curling my fingers upward to probe for her G-spot.
"DADDY!" Jilly shrieked as I found her sweet place and triggered an explosion of orgasmic pleasure, making her convulse on my hand while she squeezed and stroked me, the two of us locked together in incestuous bliss!
"Fuck me! So fucking hot," sobbed Sindy as she watched my daughter and I continue to stroke and finger each other, my seed pouring thickly over Jilly's hand while her creams coated my finger. The lap dancer abandoned self- restraint and leaned down and licked globs of my semen off my daughter's thigh, her head bouncing as Jilly quivered and shook with intense pleasure.
I slid my hand up, off Jilly's firm breast, stroking her cheek before drawing her face forward for another kiss, murmuring, "I love you, Jilly," before I pressed my lips to hers, sending my tongue into her mouth to find her own, relishing its texture and taste when they came together.
As we kissed, I continued to finger her tight, teenaged cunt, savoring each tremor I provoked inside her, loving that I, her father was responsible for making her shake with incestuous pleasure.
I was shaking too as she slowly milked the last of my seed from my still stiff cock, slowly sliding up my shaft, squeezing subtly harder as she reached my swollen crown, her fingers forcing every available drop out of my cock, the last few spurts oozing down onto her fingers. Her touch was sweet and knowing and I had the sense that she too was enjoying making her father quake with pleasure from contact with her fingers.
As I slowly stirred my fingers inside her tightly gripping pussy, she broke the kiss and said in a halting, almost teary voice that was growing thick with emotion, "I -- I l-love you so-so much, D-Daddy!"
We kissed again and then I slowly removed my fingers from her pussy, making her squirm and yelp a little as I slipped free of her with a wet, plopping sound. I started to bring my hand back, but felt other hands take hold of my wrist and looking down was surprised to see Sindy's hands on my arm and then she was running her tongue over my pussy juice drenched hand, lapping up Jilly's creams. She took my ring finger into her mouth and sucked it like it was a small cock and while it was one of the most erotic things I could imagine -- seeing this near stranger sucking my daughter's pussy juice off my finger, the selfish daddy in me, chuckled and said, "Have to share, Sindy," as I pulled my hand free of her grasp.
She laughed, a sultry, devilish sound as she didn't flinch or complain, but quickly moved her head towards my crotch, running her tongue up the back of Jilly's hand, licking up my semen there. Jilly made a squealing noise and let my cock go as she said, "That's mine!"
I would have probably jerked with shock when the lap dancer's mouth immediately swallowed the head of my cock, her tongue swirling about hungrily as her lips closed firmly around my shaft, but virtually all my attention was on Jilly as we both held up hands drenched with each other's cum.
While Sindy sucked up the last remnants of my ejaculation, my daughter and I moved as one, bringing our hands to our mouths and together we tasted each other. My Jilly tasted sweet and powerful, unique with echoes of her mother's pussy rippling through as I sucked her juices that were thickly coated on my fingers while she tongued up streamers and globs of my semen, letting it string down from her hand to her waiting tongue and then snapping up the remnants. I smacked my lips, relishing the taste of my daughter and knowing I would want it on a regular basis for the rest of my life.
Then Sindy was rising up, first moving to Jilly, kissing her passionately before offering my daughter her own cunt cream covered hand, allowing her to run her tongue over her fingers while she turned to me and kissed me, aggressively thrusting her tongue into my mouth, sharing the taste of Jilly's pussy and my own seed with me.
Finally, she slumped back onto her knees, panting with excitement, her huge breasts heaving as she said with a bit of amazement in her voice, "I have never done anything like that before! This is the single most fucking exciting sex I've ever been a part of in my twenty-six years!" Her hand came up to her mouth as she stared at us. "I just watched a real daddy and daughter getting nasty with each other...how fucking cool is that?"
Oddly enough we both began to feel bashful, Jilly reaching out to take my hand as I looked at her lovingly and said in a hoarse voice, "It's been a long time coming."
Jilly squeezed my hand and added in a quiet voice, "And it's only just beginning. We're going to do some much more, aren't we, Daddy?"
I gave my daughter a look and she returned it with equal intensity, both of us knowing the answer before I opened my mouth and said, "We're going to do everything, Jilly -- Daddy's going to show you just how much he loves you."
The expression that spread across my daughter's face made my heart swell as I saw in her eyes and in her smile so much love that transcended the ordinary bond that most fathers and daughters share -- promising much more intimate and loving ties between us.
It took a bit, but finally, we got ourselves pulled back together, with Sindy finishing up Jilly's cleanup, licking globs and streamer of my semen off her breasts and thighs, finishing with some passionate kisses between the two women that had my cock stiffening up again.
My daughter and I emerged from the "Restricted Area" hand in hand, Jilly clutching her bag of naughty DVDs and we started for the door, but suddenly, Jilly came to a complete stop and tugged me back, heading for the "Toy" section. "What's wrong, honey?" I asked. Did we miss something?"
Jilly didn't respond at first, searching along the long wall of dildos and vibrators, picking a dildo up now and again, hefting it as if trying to assess it before finally emerging with a flesh colored rubber cock, molded to look frighteningly real. "This is the one! I need to buy this, Daddy!"
I laughed as she waved the long and thick dildo around. "Not a problem, but why this one?"
Jilly winked at me and said in a voice that other customers could hear. "Because this one is closest to your big dick, Daddy!" In a slightly lower tone, she added, "I've never had a cock inside me as big as your's, Daddy. I need to practice so you don't tear me apart!"



Only a parent can really understand this -- that no matter how old, your children never cease to amaze you. I was almost in a daze as I followed my daughter up to the register, feeling both proud and excited at my sexy little girl.
The feeling continued as we sat in a secluded booth at my wife's favorite Italian restaurant, holding hands and talking softly as we shared our stories of our long mutual lust for each other, both of us confessing how many times we had had orgasms revolving around sexual fantasies for each other. I was both jealous and greatly aroused as Jilly gave me a blow by blow description of losing her virginity to a boyfriend, her eyes closed during the whole experience and wishing, pretending it was me.
"Except, I know it would have been a hundred times better if it had been your big cock inside me, Daddy," Jilly said softly, holding my hand to her lips and kissing them, her tongue flicking out teasingly.
On the drive home, Jilly became quiet as the enormity of what we had done began to set in. She didn't seem to be regretting it and she didn't withdraw from me, indeed, it appeared to be the opposite. My daughter scooted as humanly possible to me as she could, considering the 'Vette had bucket seats, her hand resting high on my thigh, occasionally stroking the bulge there that refused to go away.
We both hungered for more -- to expand our loving relationship, but I sensed Jilly needed time to process what we had done and what still lie before us. I was proud when she brought up Sandra, saying, "What about Mom? I want you, Daddy, but I don't want to hurt her and I know you still love her."
I brought my hand down on her thigh, squeezing the smooth, toned flesh there, feeling her heat emanating from her aroused cunt. "You should talk to Mom about it, Jilly. I promise you, she won't be angry." I smiled as I slid my hand upwards, brushing against her bare pussy -- her panties tucked into her bag of DVDs and her new dildo. "I love your mother and as much as I want you, sweetheart, I would never had made the first move if your mother -- my wife, hadn't given me permission."
Jilly's mouth gaped open, stunned at my revelation. "Omigod, Daddy! For real? Mom knows...she's okay with it?"
I nodded and said, "Absolutely! You talk with her, Jilly."
She nodded and relapsed back into thoughtful contemplation. She said little the rest of the ride home, although her massaging hand had me painfully erect. When we pulled in, we saw that Sandra's car was in the driveway and Jilly had an odd expression on her face.
We got out and went hand in hand to the front door. Jilly went to open it and I reached out and stopped her. I pulled her to me and said, "Thank you for a wonderful day, Jilly. Thank you for being such a wonderfully naughty daughter!" I kissed her then, trying to make it the most passionate end of date kiss my little girl had ever experienced. Jilly melted into me, making little contented noises as our tongues twisted around each other and her nubile body pressed against mine.
In the dim light of the dusk, the porch light came on and Jilly jumped back from me as the front door opened and Sandra stood there, grinning, looking lovely and luscious in a casual housedress that was a bit tight on her voluptuous frame, the thin cotton material molded around her braless breasts. "Hi kids!" she said, grinning broadly at us. "You two have a fun day?"
Jilly's face was a jumble of emotions, running the gamut from love and happily embarrassed to shock and guilt. She managed to fix an awkward smile on her face and say in a strained voice, "Hi, Mom!" before pushing past her, her goodies clutched in their bag and hurrying up the stairs. Sandra turned and watched her go up, not turning back to me until we both heard Jilly's bedroom door slam.
My wife licked her lips and smiled at me. "I think my husband and my daughter had a breakthrough in their relationship. Wanna tell me all about it?"
I laughed and moved on my wife, grabbing her hand and dragged her into the living room, kicking the front door shut behind me. Sandra laughed and exclaimed, "John? What are you doing?"
I flung her down on the sofa and shoved down my pants before going to my knees, my erection bouncing as I hit the floor. I reached out and grabbed Sandra by her ankles and pulled her to me, lifting the hem of her dress up to confirm my suspicions that in addition to not having a bra on, she was without panties -- her trimmed bush looking ripe. I ran my hand along her pussy, spreading her labia and confirming she was already hot and moist.
With the expertise that comes from being lovers for decades, I dropped my wife onto my erection, her pussy lips parting as I impaled her on my cock. Sandra opened her mouth and a loud moan escaped her lips as I wormed my cock into her motherly womb. "John...baby...what..." she gasped.
I grinned at my wife and as I took her by the waist and began lifting her up and down on my cock, said, "I took Jilly shopping today. You're never gonna believe what me and our naughty daughter did then..."
To be continued...
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I woke up hungry. It was dark and I was on the couch, stretched out, a light comforter thrown over me. I sat up and leaned over to turn on the lamp sitting on the end table. An antique clock Sandra had inherited from her grandmother that was sitting on the dormant fireplace mantel informed me it was nearly eleven o'clock. I suddenly realized I was missing my pants and then I smiled, the memories flooding back of having Sandra stretched out on the couch, one of her legs propped up along the back of the couch while I was on top of her, slamming my cock into her with a vengeance, both of us caught up in the lust produced by my recounting of my afternoon adventure.
My zaftig wife was writhing under me, her pussy a molten cauldron of pussy cream that had gotten wetter and hotter as I had told how our daughter, Jilly and I had taken our flirtatious relationship beyond the realm of fantasy when I had taken her shopping at an adult video/bookstore for porn movie DVDs so she'd leave her brother's stash alone and that we'd wound up paying a tall, curly haired blonde lap dancer to give us both dances and in the end, had brought each other to orgasm by masturbating each other.
Sandra had seemed somewhat annoyed at the fact that there had been a third party involved, but was unable to muster much anger over it as my descriptions of fingering our child's pussy while she jacked me off sent her nearly into orgasm itself and that she became a wild beast as I fucked her while reliving the experience over and over again. We'd began on the floor, my wife riding my lap and before we had finished, I'd fucked her doggy style and then threw her back on the couch, her housedress in tatters and fucked her until I emptied a heavy load of cum in her motherly cunt.
Her only comments before we both fell asleep was that while she had only given her blessing to me to expand on my relationship with Jill less than twenty-four hours ago, given what happened, she was amazed that I hadn't actually fucked our daughter yet.
I remember telling my wife that while I was sure that Jilly and I would no doubt be fucking each other soon enough, I would let her decided when she was ready for such a big and taboo step. I had then fallen asleep, my now dormant cock still nestled against Sandra's semen filled pussy.
I stood up and stretched, feeling muscles pop and complain. I found my pants, neatly folded on the back of the couch and slipped them on. I padded on bare feet into the kitchen and got a drink of water. Even as I started to wonder where Sandra was, I heard the sound of giggling coming from beyond the kitchen on the deck. I moved that way and peered through the screen door. A small bug zapper provided the only illumination, the bugs not yet a problem this time of Spring.
I paused at the door and again heard giggling and then the clinking of glass. Voices became discernible and I realized Sandra and Jilly were outside. I stepped out on the deck and glanced around, pausing as I spied my wife and daughter in the hot tub. I felt my heart beat a little faster as the two women I loved more than anything in the world came into focus.
I watched unnoticed as I realized the two were drinking something, wine judging from the outline of the bottle on the wooden rim of the tub. I watched Jilly's blonde mane lean in towards her Mom's head – mostly hidden in shadow and then they seemed to merge and in the stillness of the Spring evening, I heard the quiet, wet noises of kissing. I quietly walked towards them, able to see them more clearly as my vision adjusted to the dimly lit deck.
I felt my cock twitch as I realized my wife and daughter were naked in the hot tub, Jilly's pale, flawless skin standing out starkly in contrast to my wife's more olive complexion. As they seemed to almost float in the bubbling water, I saw their breasts surface and disappear, then reemerge as Sandra pursued the kiss, leaning Jilly back and causing their sizeable breasts to emerge breathtakingly from the water. I realized that Sandra was cupping one of our daughter's breasts with her hand, slowly caressing it in a circular motion.
I stepped a little closer and a board creaked underneath me and caught their attention, the kiss ending as they both turned my way. They didn't move apart, Sandra's hand not moving from Jilly's breast and I felt my cock growing down my pant leg as the sight of my wife and daughter, naked and still in a loving embrace gave me a memory I would happily savor the rest of my life.
Jilly rested her head on Mom's shoulder and said softly, "Hi, Daddy."
Sandra looked up at me and smiled, "Hello, sleepyhead,"
"Ladies," I murmured back, admiring the erotic and incestuous view. "Having fun?"
Jilly giggled and looked up at her mother and said, "Oh, just girl talk, Daddy." She giggled again and Sandra looked down at her and then gently kissed her on the lips, making my cock throb with envy and arousal.
"Am I interrupting?" I asked. "If you ladies need a little alone time..."
Sandra's hand slowly caressed our daughter's breast and I could imagine how hard and swollen Jilly's nipples were. "Oh no, John, just chatting about you and Jilly and some rules and about slitlicking."
"Slitlicking?" I repeated, raising an eyebrow.
"You know, Daddy – eating pussy," replied Jilly. "Mom and I have been discussing it. Did you know Mom's never licked a girl's pussy before?"
"Um...well, I reckon I did."
"But she's curious about it, aren't you, Mom?" our daughter said, turning her gaze back to her mother. "Might be she might try licking a certain hot, young thang's wet cunt real soon!" she added with a giggle.
Sandra looked at her daughter and then to me and then back to our Jilly, an odd and lusty smile on her face as she answered, "That's right and maybe I might be letting a certain naughty teenage girl eat my pussy too!" She paused and they both looked up at me before she continued, "If that would be alright with you, John."
I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry and my cock pulsing near the point of ejaculating as I envisioned my wife and daughter locked in an incestuous sixty-nine, tongues delving deep into each other's wet and sodden pussies. "Um...oh yeah, that's fine with me, dear."
They looked at each other again, the love that mother and daughter shared evident between them and they kissed – a long and slow kiss, becoming momentarily oblivious to my existence as their tongues danced together, ending with an erotic glimpse of Sandra lewdly sucking on Jilly's tongue.
When the kiss ended, Jilly suddenly stood up, naked and glorious, her skin glistening as water dripped off her. "Well. I'm going to bed. I think I'm going to need my rest." She climbed out of the tub, extending her hand to me to help her keep her balance, unashamedly showing off her lovely and aroused body, pussy lips blossomed open and wet from more than sitting in the hot tub. Her large, thick nipples, pulsating with excitement, dragged across my chest as she stood on tiptoe and kissed me as she had her mother. When it was over, her tongue brushing my lips gently, she said, "Will you come tuck me in before you go to bed, Daddy?"
"Of course, baby," I replied hoarsely. "Be up in a little while." Proudly, our daughter walked away from us, her naked body moving sensually across the porch and into the house.
As Jilly reached the screen door and opened it, she looked back at us and gave us a sweet smile – the same smile she'd been giving us since she was little. "I love you, Mom and Dad," she said softly and then disappeared inside.
I suddenly felt a little shaky and dropped down on the wooden rim of the hot tub and looked at my wife. She was looking up at me with a mixture of love and lust and maybe doubt...I'm sure the same expression that I was giving her. "Is it me or are we getting over our head here?" I asked my wife.
Sandra shook her head and replied, "Damned if I know, honey, but..." She paused for a minute to collect her thoughts. "Honestly, John. I've never been more turned on."
"Really?" I said.
Sandra nodded and suddenly rose out of the water, sitting herself across the tub from me, her legs spreading wide and revealing her sodden, wet pussy. Like our daughter, I doubted the wetness was simply from soaking in the tub. "It's always been a turn-on imagining you and our daughter, John...but I never really put myself in the equation before, but after hearing her talk about what you guys did today and about her and Diane...and others, I got so wet and then..." Again, my wife paused and she shook her head, disbelief now mixing with the expression of lust on her face.
"And then what, Sandra?"
It took my voluptuous wife a moment longer to bring herself to speak. "After I woke up, Jilly came downstairs and joined me in the kitchen. She said that you suggested that she and I have a talk. I suggested we hit the hot tub and have a glass of wine. Jilly suggested we have a soak in the nude and she just skinned out of her pajamas and climbed in...so I followed suit."
I shivered, the image of my wife and daughter naked together so erotic. "And then?" I prompted.
Sandra's hands idly ran over her inner thighs as she said, "We talked about me being alright about you fucking her. Then she asked me if that turned me on. When I said yes, she said, "Really? Let me see!" and the next thing I know she's cuddling up to me and her fingers are between my legs and inside my pussy."
Sandra shuddered as her fingers brushed across her swollen labia. "My god, John! Jilly made me cum in about five seconds." My wife looked up at me and said, "She's like some drug. I've just had a little taste of our daughter's sexuality and I just want to go nuts...lose myself in her! I've never really considered a woman before. What the hell is happening?"
I shrugged and replied, "I'm not sure. Maybe it's just the kink that it's our daughter...the thrill of incest. I know when I was touching her...knowing that when I was fingering her at the bookstore and knowing that I was fingering my daughter, that knowledge made it all the sexier...the more erotic." I laughed and shrugged my shoulders again. "Hell, Sandra, maybe it's just Jilly. Our daughter is like a primal sexual force of nature – something that cannot be resisted or denied."
Sandra laughed and nodded and said, "She sure as hell is something!" She began to climb out of the tub, accepting my offering hand to do so and then allowing me to pull her close.
"Are you okay, darling?" I asked her as I held her tight against me.
My wife looked up at me and smiled, snuggling her well built body against me and replied, "I'm fine. I'm excited. I'm horny as hell!" She dropped one hand down and slid it between us, feeling the throbbing erection under my pants. "I want you to fuck me." She stood up on tip-toe and kissed me, her tongue sliding into mine...the faintest hint of Jilly' still lingering on her lips.
When the kiss ended, she said softly. "Jilly's expecting you to tuck her in. If you're still conscious afterwards, come back to our bed and fuck me hard." She slipped from my embrace and headed towards the door, her nakedness only enhancing the beauty that she possessed. Like her daughter had done, she opened the screen door and then paused and looked back at me. She gave me an evil grin and said, "I got Doctor Prater to write a prescription for you earlier today. You might want to take one before you come upstairs – I left it on the kitchen table."
I raised an eyebrow in question as I moved to go inside. Sandra had already retreated upstairs and so I walked over to the kitchen table and picked up the little prescription bottle sitting there. I grinned as I read the label. I'd considered the little blue pill years earlier when I was having some health issues, but since Jilly's maturity, there'd been no need, but now, thinking of the potential future demands of my wife and daughter, I realized I might need the magic that this so called wonder drug might provide! I quickly took one before locking up the downstairs, turning out the lights and climbing the stairs to where the two most wonderful women in the world were waiting.
At the top of the stairs I paused. To my left was our bedroom where Sandra awaited me, her near whisper of "I want you to fuck me," still lingering in my ears. I imagined my wife, naked and wet, her legs spread wide waiting for me behind closed doors. To my right was Jilly's bedroom, her door closed and it made me tremble to think of what was waiting for me there. Silently vowing to end the night in bed with my wife as I had promised, I quickly made for Jilly's door.
I paused and knocked softly on the door. "Jilly?" I said. "It's Daddy."
There was a low moan and I thought I heard my daughter calling my name. I opened the door and stepped inside, closing it behind me. I came to a complete stop, my eyes widening in wonder as I beheld the incredible sight of my daughter, completely naked on her bed, knees drawn back and spread, her hand pressing her brand new dildo against her swollen lips. "Oh, Jilly," I breathed.
Jilly's long blonde hair was spread out around her on the pillows like a golden halo and her eyes were big and wild as she looked my way and moaned, "Oh, Daddy...help! I can't put it in me. It's so big that I lose control. I need help, Daddy. Please, come fuck me with my toy Daddy dick!"
Slowly, I walked across the room and sat down beside my aroused daughter on her bed. Jilly's large, firm breasts trembled and quaked as her need and desire made her shake. I could smell her juicy pussy, hot and wet – her aroma making my nostrils flare and my cock throb. Jilly's slender fingers took my hand and led it between her legs, allowing me to feel the heat emanating from her fevered cunt as she guided me into taking hold of the long, thick dildo that she said came closest to being the size of my dick.
"Do it, Daddy! Shove that big Daddy penis in me, give me a hint as to what your big cock is going to feel like. Make me feel good, Daddy, please! There was more than a hint of need...of desperation in my daughter's voice and in Jilly's eyes I could see love and lust and maybe a touch of teasing playfulness. "Fuck me with my Daddy toy, Daddy...PLEEEAASSSE!" she moaned, her hips rolling and thrusting.
"Oh my Jilly," I sighed as I carefully pressed the dildo forward, allowing the head to spread her labia apart. Rotating the long, thick rubber dong back and forth, I pushed the head inside my daughter's pussy, her loud groans of pleasure making me shiver with desire.
Jilly's hips raised off the mattress, helping me slowly sink another inch or two of the dildo into her wet pussy and she sobbed, "OH YESSSSS, DADDDDYYY!" as her hands raked across the sheets, fingernails clawing frantically at the fabric as I wormed the rubber dick back and forth inside her. One hand raked at my arm and my daughter gasped, "More, Daddy! Give me MORE!"
I slowly pressed the cock deeper inside her, feeling her flesh give way, spreading to accept the thick rubberized flesh, making her moan and sob with pleasure, her nipples swelling up until they appeared ready to burst while she moaned and bit her lower lip with her slight overbite, gasping as I abruptly shoved it another inch inside her tight pussy. "Love-love-love it, Daddy!" my daughter moaned. "More dick...give me – OH GOD, YESSS!" she sobbed as I worked more of the dildo inside her, maybe a scant inch or two left.
"Take it all, Jilly," I hissed. "Take it all and imagine it's my cock, buried inside you!" Jilly let out a searing hot scream as orgasm swept over her, her body arching as if electrified as I sank the last of her rubber cock into her quivering cunt and then palmed my daughter's sopping wet pussy.
"DAAADDDDDDYYYYY!" Jilly cried out shrilly, her body convulsing with incestuous desires and pleasure. My heart pounded wildly as I beheld pure carnality in the lewdly writhing body of my daughter, breasts bouncing enticingly while juices flowed over my fingers pressed against her silky cunt flesh.
When it appeared that her orgasm was beginning to wane, I took hold of the end of Jilly's dildo and slowly slid it out, marveling at how wet and shiny it was with her juices. My daughter writhed and moaned anew as I withdrew her "Daddy toy" from her clasping pussy only to gasp and cry out in surprised delight as I suddenly thrust in back into her.
"Oooooohhhh, yessss, Daddy!" Jilly sobbed. "Fuck me with that nasty dick!" I grinned with delight as I began to quickly work the long rubber cock back and forth, a wet, squelching noise rising as I worked it back and forth. Jilly's hand scrabbled up my arm and hooked my shoulder, pulling me down towards her. "Kiss me, Daddy!" she hissed. "Kiss me, Daddy while you fuck me with my wonderful toy!"
I felt Jilly's pussy juices splattering against my fingers as our lips pressed together and our tongues danced as one while her cunt quivered and squeezed the thick rubber penis as I worked it back and forth. My free hand somehow found its way to my daughter's firm breast, my thumb worrying her swollen and throbbing nipple as I squeezed her solid and yet so soft and fleshy breast.
I began to vary the speed with which I would thrust the dildo in and out of Jilly's wet pussy, fast at first and then slower until I was moving so slowly that her body shivered with frustration and need. Finally, my daughter broke the kiss, using her long and shapely legs to thrust her pelvis up in an effort to make me fuck her harder with her toy while she nearly screamed, "FUCK ME WITH THAT DADDY DICK, DADDY!" her body now coated with sweat and quivering with lust.
Jilly flung her hips up, her mound rising as I kept barely the tip of her realistic dildo between her lips, her muscles straining to capture the rubber cock and take it inside her. Jilly clawed at my arm and whimpered, "Please, Daddy...make me cum now...please, oh please, Daddy!"
I felt a keen sense of power and control and for seconds that were no doubt agonizing to Jilly, I gained a bit of revenge for all those years of my daughter's naughty teasing until I could bear her desperate and needy expression no more and I gave my daughter what she need, sliding the rubberized cock deep inside her pussy in a swift, violent motion. Jilly let out a bloodcurdling scream of pleasure and something more as I buried the dildo in her womb, my palm twisting and rubbing against her labia and scraping against the exposed, swollen nub of her clitoris.
My daughter writhed and convulsed beneath my hand which guided and shaped her incestuous born seizure of carnal pleasure, her juices gushing around the thick rubber cock packed into her pussy to flow over my hand and to puddle underneath her ass. When I sensed Jilly was at the peak of her orgasm, I leaned over and took a swollen nipple into my mouth, setting my teeth against the firm, rubbery flesh and gently bit down, sensing more than seeing her orgasm flare to new heights as she sobbed and whimpered wordlessly.
Softly biting down on her pulsating nipple, I flicked my tongue back and forth over the blood swollen protuberance while continuing to press her Daddy dildo into her cunt, her contracting pussy muscles trying in vane to expel the long, thick invader. Only after my daughter finally managed to put gasping words together and beg me, "Daddy, pleasepleaseplease, Daddy. So good...can't take it. Oh fuck me, so good, please, Daddy, stop, can't...heart exploding...can't breathe," did I finally relent, letting her nipple slip from my mouth and sitting back up so I could look down at my daughter's sex-ravaged body – her long blonde hair now sweaty and tangled, her eyes red from tears of ecstasy while her chest heaved in an effort to breath.



I eased up the pressure that was holding the dildo in place, feeling it slide out nearly a third from the efforts of her cunt muscles alone – the movement nearly sending her back into orgasm. "How's my Jilly, now?" I asked in a soft and awed voice, gazing wondrously at the nubile sex goddess beside me.
For a long time, Jilly could only nod and struggle not to cry – some tears running down her cheeks despite her best efforts while she reached out and took my free hand, bringing it to her lips to kiss. Finally, in a halting voice, full of shock, she stammered, "I love you, Daddy!"
"I love you too, sweetie," I replied. Slowly, I pulled the rest of her rubber dildo out of her still quivering flesh and held the thickly coated toy up for her to see. "I think you liked that." I added, gazing at the pussy juices coating its surface.
"Jilly licked her lips and said, "Gimme!" as her hand reached up to my wrist and pulled the toy cock down towards her face. A thick blob of cunt cream teared up and fell onto her open tongue, making her moan.
I lowered the dildo to her lips, halting so that just the tip brushed against them and pulling back when her tongue emerged for a better taste. "My little girl hungry?" I said teasingly.
"I wanna taste how wet Daddy's cock is going to make me!" Jilly moaned. "Let me lick it!" I couldn't resist her "Daddy's girl" whine and let her have it, my cock nearly exploding with need as I watched my daughter lick her own pussy juices off the dildo I'd just used to fuck her. Like a starving child with a lollipop, Jilly's tongue slithered over the dildo, lapping up her cream and then as I looked on in surprise, she opened her mouth and slid her lips over it, angling her head so to take nearly the whole thing in one swift, erotic movement. My cock ached for release as I realized my young daughter was already very accomplished at deep-throating.
Once she had cleaned her rubber toy of her juices, Jilly looked up at me, her eyes now glassy and she said, "Sleepy, Daddy. Kiss me goodnight."
I leaned down again and pressed my mouth against her open lips, a thrill running through me as I again tasted my daughter's pussy, her tongue thrusting between my lips to share her creamy sweetness. We kissed for several minutes until she seemed to slowly fade and then as I sat back up, Jilly murmured, "I love you, Daddy," and slipped into sleep, a satisfied smile on her face.
I watched my daughter sleep for a minute, pulled up the sheet around her and then quickly fled the room and made my way to my bedroom, my cock leading the way. Sandra was waiting for me – terribly aroused herself, running her slender carrot-colored vibrator up and down her swollen and slick labia. "About goddamned time," she breathed as I seemed to jump out of my pants and climb between her widespread legs and with the ease of many years of practiced, rammed my aching cock into my wife's molten cunt.
Our lips met in a passionate kiss even as Sandra's legs rose up and wrapped around my hips, her heels digging into my buttocks to help finish my violent thrust into her as I sank my almost painful erection into her hot, silky flesh. We kissed, our tongues roiling like maddened snakes as our hands roamed over each other's bodies while we quickly settled into a hard, steady rhythm of fucking. I could feel Sandra's heart pounding in her chest as her immense breasts pillowed against my chest, her hard nipples like rocks scraping deliciously against my skin as we rocked and plunged and shifted as I rammed my cock in and out of her again and again.
As aroused as I was and with my hard penis throbbing and aching with such need, I thought I would need to cum almost immediately, but somehow I endured, savoring the feverish pleasure that my wife's pussy was providing, her moans of ecstasy fueling my desire to fuck her and please her. Finally, Sandra broke the kiss with a cry that announced that her orgasm had arrived and she bucked and flung her pelvis at my cock, taking it as deep as possible in her pulsating cunt before tightening her steaming hot flesh around my penis and squeezing me tight in the grasp of her arms and legs.
"Oooauuuggghhhh...fuck, John," she whimpered into my ear. "If you fuck me like this before you fuck Jilly, what will it be like after you finally do?"
"Better, darling," I gasped as her pussy muscles seemed to flex and massage my cock, willing me to cum – no, demanding that I cum. I looked into my wife's eyes, seeing there the same love I had for her, wanting to be lost in the moment forever, my mind not really registering the opening of our bedroom door until I saw Sandra's green eyes glance past me as she gasped, a fresh flood of her hot pussy creams bathing my cock.
Even before I heard my daughter's voice, I knew Jilly had come into our room. "Fuck Mom, Daddy! Fuck her hard and make her cum some more and then cum in her!" she said in that sexy little girl voice of hers – the one that had allowed her to get what she wanted for so long.
Just her presence seemed to make Sandra's orgasm take on new life as my wife threw back her head and let out a shattering scream of pleasure – her legs loosening their grip on me just enough so I could start jack-hammering my cock in and out of her pussy again with short, hard strokes. At the far end of her orgasmic cries, Sandra in a voice whispery harsh with lust gasped, "This is really fucking happening!"
A hand, cool against my hot and sweaty flesh, caressed my buttock, adding a little more to my downward cock thrusts into my wife's pussy. "Fuck Mom hard, Daddy," I heard Jilly whisper into my ear as I felt her firm, large breasts rubbing against my upper back and shoulder. "Does Daddy's cock feel good, Mom?" she cooed.
Sandra moaned again, her body shaking as if she was in an epileptic fit and stammered, "Ye-yes, J-Jilly – fuck YES! Y-you will love it!"
I felt my daughter's fingers trail along the crack of my ass and then her warm breath was in my ear as she hissed, "Cum, Daddy. Give Mom all that hot sperm! Cum in Mom's pussy so I can lick all that hot, nasty semen out of my mother's cunt!"
I groaned at my daughter's naughty words and thrust hard one last time as I felt my balls jerking and the sperm roaring through my penis to explode inside my wife's cunt. I came hard – so hard it nearly burned, extreme ejaculations of steaming sperm that again brought new life to Sandra's orgasm. Our joined bodies convulsed helplessly as we were caught up in a storm of incredible pleasure – our ecstasy fueled to new heights by the presence of our daughter in the room.
As I emptied my seed into my wife's womb, Jilly leaned in and kissed me, again sharing the sweet taste of her saliva and pussy with me as her tongue swirled around inside my mouth. Then she moved further down, pressing her lips against Sandra's and my cock throbbed anew as I watched mother and daughter roll their tongues together, both moaning approval at their Sapphic contact.
Finally, our orgasm began to ebb and my cock began to shrink, aching from the intensity of this semi-incestuous moment. With a groan of regret, I pushed myself out of and off my wife's body and moved to her side, almost pushed off as Jilly scrambled to climb between her mother's widespread legs.
Sandra's eyes widened and despite being semi-dazed after her extended orgasm, she managed to gasp, "Oh, Jilly...baby, are you sure?"
Jilly looked up at her mother, her face barely an inch away from Sandra's pussy, her labia gaping open below her sperm flecked dark bush. "Oh yeah. I'm going to eat my Daddy's spunk out of my Mom's pussy!" Her tongue slipped out and flicked against my wife's sperm smeared pussy lips. "It's a dream come true!" Then, like a woman starved, our daughter mashed her face against Sandra's pussy, making lewd slurping noises as she licked and sucked her mother's cum filled cunt.
Sandra cried out in disbelief and carnal delight, bucking her pelvis against our daughter's face as Jilly's attentions drew her back to the border of orgasm. My wife dropped one hand to Jilly's tangled blonde hair while the other one found my hand, squeezing it tight as we both watched our only daughter lick her pussy.
My wife licked her lips as her body quivered with intense pleasure, moaning, "John, John, John....our little girl is....OMIGOD! JOHN, OUR BABY CAN SURE EAT PUSSY!" Sandra's words became lost in a wail that conveyed more than her words ever could – a cry that announced to the world that she was swept away by an orgasmic tornado named Jilly.
I watched with awe and envy as for the first time another woman was licking and sucking the pussy I had spent so many hours for over twenty years devouring myself. Jilly's big brown eyes looked up at me from over the trimmed bush of her mother, hunger and delight evident as she bobbed her head about, her tongue noisily licking my semen from Sandra's cunt. She paused for a moment and raised her heap up, allowing me to see semen and pussy juice smeared over her mouth, nose, cheeks and chin. A blob of my seed hung from the tip of her nose and ran down her chin to swing hypnotically in long streamers as she gurgled, "You taste so fucking good inside Mom, Daddy! She gave a gleeful laugh before again pushing her face back into her mother's quivering cunt flesh.
Having gobbled up most of my sperm, Jilly turned her attention more directly to Sandra's cunt, swirling her tongue up and down her mother's labia and then thrusting her tongue deep into her spread wide cunt flesh and then capturing Sandra's long, turgid clitoris between her lips, a naughty smile spreading as her mother began to gasp and moan and contort as she brought Sandra to the heights of an incestuous orgasm.
My wife buffeted her mound against our daughter's face – Jilly more than willing to let herself be battered against her mother's wet, silky flesh until Sandra was again screaming – her voice hoarse from her cries of pleasure. Sandra's cries became higher and higher and then abruptly stopped as she had one last intense convulsion and then collapsed limply back, breathing heavily, somehow still holding onto my hand, her daughter's torturous tonguing licks making her shudder involuntarily.
As Jilly's incestuous ministrations slowly came to a stop, her mother let out a long, breathy moan and gasped, "Never imagined, John...she's...omigod. Jilly, you are the fucking devil."
Our daughter giggled as she slowly climbed up Sandra's body, dragging her youthful breasts over her mother's body before finding her mother's mouth with her own and engaging in some very loud and wet kissing. She then snuggled herself between Sandra and me, turning to kiss me, sharing my wife's pussy creams with me. Jilly reached down and took my semi-erect cock in her hand and slowly began jerking me off.
"Now it's your turn, Daddy. Are you ready to fuck your little girl?" I felt a thrill of excitement course through me, but I also felt the weariness from all the sexual activity over the last twenty-four hours. After watching my daughter tongue her mother's pussy, I expected to be hard as a rock, but I wasn't sure I was going to be able to get it up again anytime soon.
I was saved from admitting so to Jilly when her mother yawned and said, "I think we should wait till morning, honey. We don't want to kill your father after all." She yawned again. "You can sleep with us tonight, Jilly and tomorrow you can fuck Daddy's brains out."
Jilly pooched her lower lip out with the beginnings of a pout, but I ran my thumb over her mouth as I said, "Listen to your mother, sweetheart. I want to fuck you with all my heart, but I want to make it the best you ever had. A few hours would do me wonders."
Our daughter sighed and finally nodded and said, Okay, Daddy, but...first thing in the morning, yes?"
I leaned in and kissed my daughter, again marveling that on her sweet, but unfamiliar lips, I was tasting my wife's pussy. "First thing, Jilly – your Daddy is going to make love to you!"
With our daughter snuggled tightly between us, the lights were turned off and we settled down to sleep. It was a long time before I heard my wife and daughter's breathing settle into the regular rhythm of sleep and I'm sure we were all kept awake by the thought of how swiftly and erotically our family had changed, epitomized by the fact that Jilly fell asleep with her hand still wrapped around my cock while her mother and I cupped her firm, large breasts. In the darkness, I couldn't tell exactly where Jilly's other hand was, but I suspected that it was in the very least cupping her mother's neatly trimmed mound.
Images of my daughter writhing while impaled on her Daddy toy lingered in my mind as I slowly slipped into slumber where my dreams quickly became a ceaseless onslaught of carnal images of my daughter and her mother and myself, all swept up in a powerful torrent of incestuous sex.
In the midst of my dreams, I suddenly felt incredible pleasure emanating from my cock, the pleasure punctuated by a shrill ringing to the point that the two things seemed to be intertwined. The sweet and sinful sensations enveloping my cock grew even as the ringing became more strident and annoying until finally I emerged from my dreams, the early rays of the morning sun coming through the bedroom windows, my wife, naked with her dark hair tousled from sleep sitting up in bed answering the phone and between my legs, our daughter was lying, her tongue curling around my cock between sweet, sucking kisses on the swollen head.
I was a hard as a bar of iron and so much blood was engorging my penis that I had an incredible sensation of bigness. My head and heart were pounding as I shook off sleep and heard Sandra say in a very calm voice that belied the fact that her daughter was licking her husband's erect dick, "Hello?"
She smiled at me, giving me a sexy little wink and then continued. "Not today, Archie....I'm sorry Debbie's sick again, but I covered for her yesterday...Frankly, I'm under the weather myself. I doubt I even get out of bed today...Yes, thank you. I'm sure you'll get somebody...Goodbye." She hung up the phone, looking sexy as she sat there naked, her left leg drawn up to her chest, making her trimmed muff more prominent, her nipples now long and thick. "Good morning, darling," she murmured, her eyes shifting down to our daughter. "How are you?"
I kept myself from laughing and said, "I am fantastic, Sandra, my love."
"And you taste good too, Daddy!" Jilly said softly from between my thighs, her lips slowly rubbing against the swollen crown of my cock. "You taste like Mom's pussy and sperm!"
"Good morning to you, too, sweetheart!" I replied, the happiness in my voice obvious.
Sandra laughed as she leaned over and kissed me good morning, the time we spent with our tongues dancing with each other allowing Jilly to return her focus on my throbbing cock. I felt a tremble slip through me as she took more of me into her mouth, evoking the memory of deep throating her long, thick dildo last night.
I groaned into my wife's mouth and she broke the kiss and we both looked down at our daughter sucking my cock with more than a little expertise. Sandra laughed and said, "See, Jilly, I told you – there's not a man alive who won't wake up in a good mood if it starts with a blow job."
I laughed and said, "You should know!"
Jilly slowly ran her lips up the length of my shaft before letting me slip from between her pucked lips with a wet pop and said, "It was Mom's idea. We both woke up and made out for a while – kissing and stuff and then Mom told me about dreaming she was eating your sperm out of my well fucked cunt just like I did her last night." Our nineteen year old daughter grinned naughtily at me and added, "I think Mom wants to see you fuck me, Daddy almost as much as we want to fuck each other."
I looked from my wife to our daughter and back again. "Are you both sure?" I asked. "This is happening awful fast for everyone here...I mean two days ago, this was just some naughty flirting and fantasy."
Sandra leaned into me again and gave me another soulful kiss. "I'm sure, John. The more I think about it, the more I think this is a good thing for all of us. If nothing else, it promises to bring this family closer together." Her fingernails scraped lightly across my bare chest. "A lot fucking closer," she murmured to me.
I looked down at Jilly, my lovely blonde-haired daughter a carnal vision to behold as she licked and sucked at my cock. "Jilly, are you sure you're ready for this. Once we've fucked, it all changes...everything we are as father and daughter becomes different and there's no going back."
Jilly looked up at me, her usual easy go lucky, flirtatious expression vanished. In its place was a look of primal love and lust mixed with fierce determination. "Daddy, you'd blush right down to your toes if you knew how long you've made me wet thinking of this day. It's been my greatest dream...my greatest hope to someday spread my legs and give myself to my Daddy." Her voice grew louder and more emotional as she continued. "I want you to fuck me, Daddy and then I want you to fuck me again and then again and I want you to never stop fucking me, Daddy. I want you to fuck me forever, Daddy!"
My wife and I let a look of mild surprise pass between us as we beheld the fiery young woman lying between my legs, her hand wrapped possessively around my erection, her eyes smoldering with pure lust. I wasn't sure what to say, but thankfully Sandra stepped into the moment and said with lust and amusement equally thick in her voice, "John, I think it's high time you fucked our daughter."
She gave me a kiss, her tongue slipping into my mouth and I could feel her heart beating rapidly – virtually in perfect rhythm with mine. "I love you, John," my wife whispered when the kiss ended, "Maybe more than ever before." Sandra reached down and took Jilly by the arm and pulled our daughter up to her knees and then she kissed her with equal passion. "I love you, daughter," she said softly. "I'm so proud of you and so happy for you. Your daddy loves you very much, Jilly, and so do I."
Sandra paused for a moment, looking over at me and then back to our baby girl. "Welcome to our bed, Jilly. I hope you know your mother and father will always welcome you here with open arms."
For a moment, I thought Jilly might cry – her lower lip trembling a little as she looked at us. She took Mom's hands in hers and they stared into each other's eyes for a long moment – communicating in that special way only mothers and their daughters can. Then she looked at me and held out her hands and said, "Daddy, I'm ready."
I scrambled to my knees and took my daughter in my arms, pulling her against me, savoring the sinfully delicious feeling of having my cock pressing tight against her soft, taut stomach as we kissed, her firm breasts mashing against my chest as our tongues danced and whirled around each other. Neither of us closed our eyes as we kissed and I stared into those dark brown orbs so like my own. My hands slid down Jilly's back to cup her naked butt cheeks, feeling her toned, tight ass as I squeezed.
Sandra scooted towards one side of the bed, giving me room to maneuver us around until I was able to slowly ease my daughter down onto her back, kneeling between her spread legs where I marveled at the incredibly sexual creature that was my Jilly.
My daughter's long blond hair was in wild tangles from last night's activities and from sleep, giving her a primal, untamed presence. Her large, firm breasts heaved with excitement, her dark and reddish puffy aureoles surrounding her thick, blood engorged nipples that with a quick glance at Sandra confirmed that they were identical to her mother's. Jilly's long, shapely legs spread out wide, drawing my attention upwards to the bare flesh of her mound, clean shaven and glistening with arousal – her long labia swollen with her arousal and flowered to reveal glistening pink flesh within. Muscles fluttered below the surface of her flat stomach as if her insides were already writhing with anticipation of the daddy fucking she was about to receive.



A part of me could scarcely believe this moment had come...that after years of yearning and fantasizing about my little girl – after years of fucking her mother in every position possible while pretending it was my Jilly, I was in fact, about to fuck my daughter!
I beat back the need to immediately sink my throbbing penis into Jilly's cunt, instead moving to enjoy the moment, to savor every inch of my daughter's body. I shifted and leaned in, putting my face between her legs and taking a deep breath, took in the intoxicating aroma of my little girl's aroused pussy – her scent powerful and clean – reminiscent of her mother's cunt and yet familiar in ways I did not know...almost as if I recognized something familial from my side of the family. An unexpected thought rose in my mind as I wondered if my mother's pussy would've had at least a hint of that aroma.
These new incestuous thoughts spurred me to move closer and Jilly let out a happy moan as I slid my tongue between her pussy lips and sampled her sweet, tangy nectar. I used my forefingers to spread her labia wider as I pressed my mouth more fully into her sweet cunt flesh, my tongue exploring ahead, sampling her creamy juices and I trembled as I felt my daughter buck her pelvis against my face. I delved deep into her pussy, allowing Jilly's cunt cream to bathe my mouth and cheeks and chin in their hot fluids before I shifted so to run my tongue up her lips, lapping and sucking at them, making her sigh and gasp as I teased and loved her cunt. Jilly squirmed beneath me, her hands now tugging and grasping at my head as I fluttered my tongue through her crinkled flesh and greeted her emerging clitoris.
"Dadddddyyyy!" cried Jilly in a subdued voice as I gently wrapped my lips around her long, swollen nub, trapping it as I brought my tongue into play, flicking her sensitive clitoris with the very tip of my tongue. Her hips bucked as she slipped into orgasm, her cunt almost puckering before squirting my face with an ejaculation of pussy juice. I slipped two fingers into her quivering pussy, making her moan louder as I recalled her sweet spots from the afternoon before.
Jilly's fingers tightened in my hair, urging her father to press his face more firmly against her pussy, allowing me to bring her even more pleasure. The scent of her orgasm was like a powerful, intoxicating drug, filling my head with incestuous lust and heightening my desires beyond my wildest fantasies. I tongued my daughter's pussy as she rode her orgasm and only when it began to wane, did I begin to move, kissing my way upwards, leaving a smeary trail of her cunt cream across her bare stomach as I did so.
Jilly giggled with a tremulous voice as I tongued her little belly button and then began to groan as I tongued and kissed her firm, large breasts, rolling my tongue over those wide circles of puffy aureoles before teasing her hard, thick nipples. I covered one aureole with my mouth, sucking vigorously while fluttering my tongue over the turgid nipple. Then without warning, I suddenly bit down on the rubbery nub, almost breaking skin, making my daughter scream with both pain and pleasure and again felt the pleasure of her pussy juices splattering against my stomach.
"Daddy!" my daughter gasped. "Fucking ow...that hurt, but it was soooo... Do it again, Daddy!" I chuckled around a mouth full of teenage tit and sucking hard, I slowly pulled my head back, stretching Jilly's nipple out and then letting it snap back before closing my mouth over her other aureole, rolling my tongue over her chunky nipple, teasing it until without warning, I bit down hard on the throbbing, rubbery nob again making my daughter cry out with both hurt and ecstasy.
The youthful body underneath me jerked and again I felt steaming pussy juice splatter against my stomach only to trickle down towards my groin, previewing what my cock would soon feel firsthand. Playfully, I pulled at Jilly's nipple with my teeth, making it stretch until she groaned from the sensation and then I let it go as I gazed into my daughter's eyes which were now round with amazement and awe much as they had often been when she was little and her father showed her something new and wondrous.
"You've so much to learn, Jilly," I said softly as I moved on up. "Daddy has so much to teach you!" I nuzzled her neck, kissing my way along the taut muscle until I could lick her lips and feel her frantic breath on my face. My hard cock dragged along her mound, finding the steaming hot and drenched blossom there. I lifted my hips and felt the head of my cock slip between her labia and barely press into the opening wet flesh there, pulsating and throbbing like a hungry mouth.
"Daddy?" Jilly whispered, uncertainty suddenly in her voice that had become very little girl like. "Daddy, are you going to fuck me now?"
"Yes, sweetheart, Daddy is finally going to fuck you. Are you ready?"
Jilly licked her lips and I saw her eyes shift towards her mother. I turned to regard my wife as well. Sandra was sitting there, eyes almost glazed with excitement, her left hand between her legs, feverishly playing with herself. "Do it, John," she hissed. "Fuck Jilly...fuck our daughter!"
Jilly moaned and reached out to her mother with her hand. Sandra extended her right hand and mother and daughter intertwined fingers. My Jilly turned back to me, fear and apprehension warring with lust on her face as the enormity...the reality of the moment truly dawned on her. "I'm ready, Daddy. Please, please, fuck me, Daddy – UHHFUCCCKKKK!"
Before she could finish, I was thrusting my cock into my daughter's tight, wet and incredibly hot pussy. I felt her stiffen beneath me as I drove almost a third of my long, thick penis into her creamy, molten cunt. Jilly's eyes rolled back into her head and her jaw dropped open and she gave a long, drawn out moan that escalated into a scream as I rolled my hips and thrust into again, burying now more than half of my cock in her young, slippery snatch.
I could feel my daughter's body literally clenching beneath me – her pussy tightening up around my cock and before she could contract her cunt muscles to possibly expel me, I lunged into her hard and Jilly wailed, "DADDDDYYYYYY!" as I buried the entire length of my cock into her tight pussy, pressing the head of my cock into her cervix and sending her into an orgasmic convulsion as my wiry pubic hair scraped and tickled her bald mound.
Then Jilly exploded into action, flailing legs and arms about as her orgasm swept over her. Never letting go of her mother's hand, our daughter clawed at my back with her free hand as her legs wrapped, unwrapped and rewrapped around my back. "FUCK DADDY!" she screamed before her head rose and kissed me hard, her tongue frantically forcing its way into my mouth. Fingernails dug into my back and she flung her hips into my groin as her long legs wrapped about, heels digging into my flanks, demanding I go deeper.
My daughter was like a wildcat beneath me, her pussy frantically clamping around my stiff penis, working her hips to meet my thrusts while she snarled and hissed as our lips ground against each other while our tongues wetly dueled.
Her body quickly became covered with a fine film of sweat, making the touch of her skin, those magnificent breasts and erect nipples sliding against my chest, an incredibly erotic sensation. I felt like a stallion...like a man half my age, strong and fierce as I slammed my cock into my teenage daughter again and again. Jilly's orgasm peaked with her breaking the kiss and screaming shrilly as she arched her back and flung her pelvis at me, seeking to force more cock inside that steaming cauldron of pussy flesh.
For one carnal filled moment, she stood astride the peak of orgasmic perfection and then with a moan fell back, her body going limb as if she was a puppet with its strings cut.
I followed her down, still riding her, savoring the tightness of the wet place between her legs. My cock throbbed madly as she gazed up at me through glassy eyes and moaned in a dazed and meek voice, "Daddy...you made me cum!"
I laughed, feeling intoxicated on the storm of hormones that raged within me – that demanded I continue mounting this young, luscious creature beneath me and impaled by my hard cock. "Oh, Jilly," I growled. "We're just getting started!"
As my daughter lay helpless, I began to fuck her hard, ramming my aching cock into her tight pussy again and again – her wails of pleasure echoing through the room and mixing with the wet, lewd sounds of my long and thick penis sliding in and out of her. As my hips moved fast up and down, I ducked my head and again took one of Jilly's breasts in my mouth, swirling my tongue around and around her aureole, bringing squeals of pain and delight with unexpected nips and nibbles.
Another orgasm caught up with Jilly and she sobbed and cried as her body shook and convulsed as waves of pure carnal pleasure raced through her again and again. Her pussy walls seemed to pulse with pure pleasure, bathing my cock in hot creams unlike anything I had ever experienced.
Another wail of orgasm momentarily drew my attention from my daughter's ecstatic body as I glanced over to see her mother quivering as she stirred her own juices with the four fingers jammed into her wet cunt. I grinned at her and said, "I love you, Sandra!"
My wife moaned and managed to gasp, "I love you, too, darling. Is it as good as you imagined?"
I grinned wolfishly and said, "Better!"
From beneath me, Jilly joined the conversation as her orgasm again began to ease off. "Daddy? Do you love me, Daddy?"
I returned my attention to my daughter. "Of course I do, baby! I love you with all my heart."
Jilly gasped as I continued to fuck her, then licked her lips and moaned, "Then show me, Daddy. Show me how much you love me. Fuck me, Fuck your little girl! Fuck me hard!"
And I did, giving her my complete attention. I raised myself up on my arms, admiring the erotic sight of my daughter under me, her breasts bouncing as I slammed into her again and again and then I fucked her as hard and as fast as I could, thrusting furiously, feeling the sweat pour off my body as I pounded my cock into Jilly's wet and willing pussy again and again until I thought my heart might explode.
Jilly wailed and struggled beneath me, pleasure and pain from her hard daddy fucking taking her higher and higher until I felt her legs kick straight up, stiffening as her third orgasm arrived, the biggest by far judging from the way her pussy locked into place around my cock, trapping it completely inside her.
My daughter opened her mouth to scream in utter pleasure, but nothing came out and seeing my Jilly caught up in such a powerful orgasm sent me over the edge and with a triumphant howl of my own, I ground my groin against hers and yielded to the ultimate pleasure of pumping my hot semen into my teenage child's womb.
Everything except the intense, incestuous pleasure we were sharing seemed to vaporize, leaving only the souls of my daughter and I to cling to each other, buffeted about in a tempest of pure orgasmic energy that was fueled by the sweet knowledge that as father and daughter, we had completed a journey into forbidden and taboo lands. We dwelt in the House of Incest now and would never look back or return to a life that didn't include each other as lovers.
Then the world returned around us. My tongue was curled around Jilly's – our lips mashed hungrily together as her cunt throbbed as it milked the last of my sperm from my cock, our bodies clinging tightly together, cemented by sweat and our mingled fluids. Jilly looked into my eyes with such depths of love I never imagined and managed to stammer, "I l-love you so much, Daddy," before she began to sob – the intensity of our passion too much for words, leaving only tears and a loving cry.
I held my daughter in my arms for long minutes, until finally her tears ebbed to a halt and we kissed again and again, wordlessly confirming our newly expanded love for each other. When I finally withdrew from my Jilly's clasping pussy, I felt a bit like I had when I first left home – a slight sense of loss, but with the wonderful knowledge that I would be returning again and again.
My energy and strength temporarily spent, my body trembled with effort as I eased off her body and moved to lie alongside my daughter's body. We looked at each other lovingly until a shadow loomed over us. We turned to see Sandra kneeling above us, a look of awe on her face. "So beautiful," she murmured. "There just aren't any words. I love you both so much!"
"We love you, too, wife," I said softly, suddenly overwhelmed that as much as I loved Sandra, I loved her even more now as I recovered from fucking our daughter.
"I love you too, Mom," Jilly said, her voice subdued, but laced with desire and interest. I glanced over at our daughter and was both proud and amazed to see a sly expression blossom on her face out of the look of the dazed and well fucked. Somehow she managed to summon the energy to move her legs, first putting them together and then raising her knees up and then spreading them wide, showcasing her shaved and now semen filled cunt. "I want you too, Mom," Jilly whispered, excitement rising in her voice. "As much as I wanted Daddy, I want you too!"
Sandra stated down at our daughter's freshly fucked pussy, her labia smeared and glistening with my seed. She looked both hungry and nervous – considering doing something she'd never done before. I idly wondered if my wife had ever seriously considered eating pussy, but it didn't matter now – she was licking her lips as she eyed her daughter's cum filled snatch.
My wife slowly tore her gaze from Jilly's well fucked snatch and turned to look at me, an evil grin spreading across her face and then she dove down, forcing her face into our daughter's cunt with such force that Jilly gave a little grunt as if she'd lost her breath and then her eyes widened as her mother's tongue slashed through the thick puddle of semen in her pussy to roll teasingly over her still swollen and exposed clitoris. Jilly jerked and let out a new wail of pleasure, her body shivering as incestuous pleasure washed over her again.
Sandra's eyes stared up at us, first with naughty delight and then glazing slightly as her own realization of what she was doing – licking her husband's cum out of her daughter's pussy caught up with her and triggered a spontaneous burst of orgasmic pleasure of her own. A garbled, squeal of delight passed her pussy filled lips and then just as her ass, riding high in the air as she kneeled between Jilly's legs, shook with tremors of pleasure, she squirted pussy juice of her own that arced across the bed to splatter on the bedspread at the foot of the bed.
After lapping sloppily at our daughter's pussy several more times, Sandra raised her head up, her mouth and chin dripping with pussy juice and semen and moaned, "Eating our little girl's pussy is making me cum, John!" My wife looked at us with such love and disbelief. "I never knew...I never imagined. Oh my fucking God, I – we can't ever give this up!" she sobbed before diving back down and making our Jilly squirm and writhe as she licked her pussy.
Caught up in the erotic sight of my wife eating our daughter, it was several moments before I realized that I was hard again...my cock still smeared with semen and Jilly's cunt cream. Suddenly, I had an overwhelming need to sink my erection into my wife's pussy – allowing all our fluids to somehow to join.
I found myself kneeling behind Sandra, her meaty ass cheeks bouncing as she bobbed her head back and forth in our daughter's crotch, trembling as she hovered near the edge of orgasm itself. She gave a muffled moan as I ran my hands over her butt cheeks and spread them wide, guiding her ass up just enough and then with a growl, I was thrusting into Sandra's molten hot pussy.
Her body stiffened even as Jilly squealed when my thrust mashed her mother's face more against her pussy. I shivered with delight as my wife's slick flesh clasped at my shaft, kissing it as it slid deep into her womb – her cunt feeling hotter than usual, fueled by our new explorations of our incestuous desires. I slid my hands up her back and then around to cup her heavy, swaying breasts, nipples stiff and hard, betraying the wild beating of her heart with the throbbing of the blood engorged nubs.
My palms scraped against Sandra's swollen nipples as I sank my fingers into her fleshy tits and used them for leverage as I began to fuck her furiously from behind. Our bodies bucked and slammed together with frantic, hungry need. I leaned against her back, kissing the nape of her neck as my hips worked frantically thrusting into my wife's hot, sodden cunt again and again.
Below her, our daughter groaned and sobbed, her hips scurrying about as if attempting to escape the maddening tongue of her mother. From over Sandra's shoulder, I gazed down at Jilly's face which was contorted into a paroxysm of pure ecstasy. Between her mother inspired moans and Sandra's own garbled gasps and sighs came the lewd sounds of my wife's tongue, noisily lapping and licking at our daughter's pussy. It might have been Sandra's first experience at eating a woman's cunt, but from the moans coming from Jilly, she knew what she was doing.
Suddenly, Sandra raised her head and let out a soul wrenching cry of carnal pleasure and I felt her pussy muscles clamping down hard around my cock as she shook with an orgasm that seemed to go on and on. My fingers moved and began pinching her nipples hard, the pain adding fuel to the blaze that was her orgasm, expanding its power and length and my wife's moans became screams as she went rigid with intense pleasure, drips of my semen and Jilly's pussy juices dripping from her tongue to splatter on our daughter's flat stomach.
Abruptly, Sandra's cries of pleasure winked out and she gasped, "Oh my!" and then she fell away to Jilly's side, landing on her back, one leg draped across Jilly's thigh, leaving me kneeling there with my cock jutting out, covered in her juices.
Before I could react, Jilly was sitting up and leaning forward. "MINE!" she crowed and then took me into her mouth, pausing just long enough to roll her tongue over the head of my cock and lick it clean before taking all of me down her throat and then slowly letting me slide out, sucking me clean – her tongue rolling madly along my shaft as it slipped from her lips again.
Jilly looked up at me with her loving brown eyes as her tongue danced around the crown of my penis conveying her desires without speaking a word. Then I was pushing her back down and then I was in her again, my daughter's fiery pussy still so incredibly tight, but so slick with her creams that this time, I slid into her in one swift thrust. I had a burning desire to be even deeper inside her teenage womb and my hands slid under her knees and lifted, making my little girl squeal with pleasure as I slung her legs over my shoulders and pressed in, feeling my cock slid deeper into her womb as I curled her into a compact ball of fuckable flesh.
"OH DADDDDDY, YESSSS!" Jilly screamed as I began to fuck her hard and frantically, her ankles and heels drumming on my back as I buried my throbbing cock in her again and again, feeling like I could fuck my daughter forever. Her sugar walled pussy squeezed and clung to my cock as I rocked back and forth, feeling like hot and slick silk, kissing and licking at my penis, a flood of pussy juice continuously bathing my cock.
Jilly's lovely face was suddenly joined by my wife, her face smeared with my seed and our daughter's cunt creams and then the two were kissing and I felt a thrill race through me as their lips met and their tongues shared the sweet tastes of us all between them.



Suddenly Jilly began to convulse, her breasts heaving as her mouth opened to offer up wordless screams as again she began to cum, her pussy tightening around my cock, trapping me there for what seemed forever as her pussy flooded with her hot juices, soaking our joined crotches as she shook and writhed through her orgasm. She again seemed to collapse, her legs sliding lifelessly off my shoulders as she lay beneath me, impaled helplessly on my cock, drool, semen and cunt juice glistening on her lips and chin.
Then, Sandra rose up and pushed me off our daughter. "My turn, again," she hissed as she pushed me onto my back, my cock waving in the air, shiny with our daughter's cunt juices. My wife crawled around Jilly to get to me, kneeling over my crotch and expertly catching my stiff cock in her mouth and hungrily sucking my cock clean of our daughter's juices. I clawed the sheets and groaned happily as Sandra's tongue slithered hungrily over my throbbing hard on.
Finally, Sandra rose up and straddled me, a hungry leer on her face as she took my cock in hand and placed it between her quavering and dripping wet labia. "Give me that big cock, you nasty daughter fucker!" she hissed as she slowly sank down my cock – her filthy sneer slowly replaced by an expression of almost angelic ecstasy as she impaled herself on my hard pole.
I watched in awe as my wife began to ride me – slowly rising up and down on my cock, picking up speed as she fucked – her large, meaty breasts beginning to sway and bounce. Sandra ran one hand over her face, lips swollen in a pleasurable grin as she bit down on the lower one, fingers tangled in her hair while she moaned and arched her back in a convulsion of pleasure.
Jilly's hand found mine and she pulled herself to me, kissing me with her cum smeared tongue before whispering, "Isn't Mom beautiful, Daddy?" and cuddling up with me, resting her head on my shoulder, her free hand reaching out to teasingly grab at her mother's bouncing tits, occasionally snagging and pinching a swollen nipple for a brief moment before Sandra's up and down motions tugged the rubbery digit away.
It was becoming a struggle to not cum now – my cock ached with the need for release. Jilly seemed to sense this and helped me to keep pleasuring her mother by diverting my attention, playfully luring me into long passionate kisses, her tongue curling tantalizingly around mine – allowing me to savor the incredible sensations of Sandra's cunt working its way up and down my cock while enjoying my daughter's sensual and loving kisses. It was only when Sandra began cumming again, her pussy juices, pouring over my cock like sweet, melted love that I finally found myself roaring with need and then intense pleasure as my wife's milking cunt finally coaxed me into climax!
In the midst of Sandra's and my cries of pleasure, Jilly sat up and pressed her face into our joined loins, her tongue devilishly probing where her mother's cunt and my cock met, lapping at our combined juices as I shot wad after wad of steaming semen into my wife's pussy, lapping up cunt cream and fresh sperm as we convulsed with pleasure.
Finally, we were all cuddled up in a jumble of arms and legs, warm breasts bracketing me from both sides as lips and fingers caressed my body and sought out each other. I have never found myself more content than I was watching my wife and daughter sharing a loving kiss, mouths and tongues swapping my semen fresh from Sandra's well fucked pussy.
"Is every day going to be like this, Daddy?" Jilly purred, her fingers gently stroking along the shaft of my semi-erect penis.
I sighed and replied, "I hope so, baby." I paused and chuckled, "At least as long as my heart holds out or until your brother comes home from school.
There was a long silence and then Jilly murmured, "Oh fuck. I forgot about Scotty. How the hell are we going to be able to fuck each other when he's around? You know this will freak him out something awful!"
There was another long silence and then Sandra rose up and looked at us, giving her husband and child a mysterious grin. "Leave Scotty to me. I've been thinking about him and us and I think I have an idea."
To be continued...
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As I pulled onto the campus of the state university, I could feel the anticipation of the moment tingling inside me, mixed up with the horniness I had felt since I'd woken up this morning and called home. There hadn't been much conversation -- it's really hard to have a phone conversation with people when they're fucking, especially when it's your husband and daughter gasping and moaning between "Hello" and "How are you?"
I had burned up the cell phone minutes, stroking my wet pussy while listening to Jilly and John being swept away by their morning fuck, my daughter nearly screaming into the receiver, "Yesssss! DADDY'S REALLY FUCKING ME GOOOOOOOD, MOMMMM!" As I plunged fingers in and out of my wet snatch, I listened as my husband pumped away with his cock, plunging it in and out of our little girl's cunt with total abandon pretty much as he had done since we'd broke through the walls of taboo and let our fantasies become reality back in early April.
I could almost see my handsome man on top of our tall, shapely daughter, ramming that long, thick dick of his into her wet, bald cunt over and over. It made me ache just a little that I couldn't be there, to share his big cock with Jilly, kissing him and kissing her, tasting him inside her pussy, tasting myself on her lips, abandoning all reason and conventional morals as we indulged in sweet incest over and over! But, I was on a mission...it was my job to bring our last family member into our new way of life. I needed and suddenly wanted to fuck my son, Scotty.
As I parked in front of his dorm, I reflected on how difficult this task might be. Scotty was our oldest child -- a near genius young man of twenty-three years old, due to finish his graduate degree in cybernetics in the fall. Spring semester was over and I was here to pick him up and bring him home for the summer. I was here for more than that though. I was here to seduce him and guide him into becoming more of a loving family member than he might ever have imagined. And I knew how difficult that would be. See, Scotty has a mild neurological condition -- a slight form of Asperger's Syndrome that had made socializing a bit more difficult for him than most.
Scotty required an orderly world -- one that was reliable and structured without too many deviations. It was a world of rules and process that did not change lightly from day to day. Whenever that world was disrupted, it threw him into a tizzy, manifested by tantrums or withdrawal. As a child, he would weep or rage at his mischievous little sister's "unauthorized" trespasses into his room or at any unexpected changes in school schedules or any other unanticipated events. But, as I had learned from long experience, my son could and did adapt to new situations and while becoming sexually active within the family would be one hell of a new situation, I was confident that I could help guide Scotty through it.
I glanced at my wristwatch and seeing that it was nearly four in the afternoon, my late arrival would no doubt be seen as an unanticipated event. I should have been here before noon so we could make it back home before it would get too late. As it was, we would now have to stop for the night on the way. This would no doubt upset Scotty, but was part of my overall plan.
I climbed out of the minivan, feeling the breeze warm on my bare arms and legs. Most of the dorm's students had already gone home, but here and there were young men and their mothers and fathers loading packed boxes into cars or trucks or vans for their own trips home and I was aware of more that a few of them were eyeing me.
I was wearing a sleeveless summer halter dress, a floral print on white that contrasted well with my olive complexion. The short hem showed off my shapely legs well and the light cotton material clung tightly to my large breasts, scarcely contained in the lacy strapless half bra I had on. The halter dress didn't offer up too much cleavage, but it still accentuated the shape and heft of my breasts and neither my dress nor my bra did anything to conceal my nipples, thick and erect in anticipation of seeing my son. High heeled sandals completed my ensemble as I strutted up the steps of the dormitory. My shoulder length black hair framed my green eyes that my cat's eye glasses seemed to accentuate.
I grinned and somehow managed not to blush as I heard a couple of faint wolf whistles as I climbed up the two flights of steps and walked down the long hallway to my son's dorm room. I was proud of my zaftig figure, all tits and ass as my husband liked to proclaim. I sometimes envied our daughter, Jilly's taller and more slender figure, but I was comforted by the fact that I had been turning heads since I was a teenager. While my normal dress was more modest, since becoming incestuously involved with my daughter -- in certain situations, I was enjoying dressing up much more sexily and to be honestly, dressing more like a slut. Certainly, showing up with seducing my son was such an occasion to dress so sexily..
I scarcely had knocked on Scotty's door before he flung it open, his green eyes, so much like mine, wide with panic. My son needed a haircut, his black hair all askew and falling into his face as he exclaimed, "Mom, you're late! We're going to get home late if we can get home at all." Even in his panic at the upset of the status quo, I could see that he still managed to give me a long look up and down, registering and recording my sexy outfit. "Mom, I don't know if we can drive home tonight. It would be after midnight, Mom!"
With long practiced ease, I reached out and placing the palm of my hand on his chest, pushed him backwards, allowing me to enter his dorm room. "I'm glad to see you too, son," I said, stepping inside his comfort zone and kissing him on the corner of his mouth, allowing my meaty breasts to rub against his T-shirt covered chest. I could feel him stiffen up against me -- personal contact was something my son had difficulty with.
"Mom. It's really late. Why are you so late? We can't make it home tonight, Mom!"
I put my arms around his neck and tugged his head down until we gently bumped foreheads and looking him in the eye, I repeated, "It's good to see you, Scotty."
I locked gazes with him, not allowing him to pull away and after a few seconds, my son began to calm down and finally he gave me a bashful grin and said. "It's good to see you, Mom." I lifted an eyebrow in expectation and he moved his head and kissed me back, aiming for the corner of my mouth, but because I deliberately shifted, more or less bussing me on the lips.
Still with my arms around his neck, I felt his heart pounding in his chest, more likely from his anxiety over my tardiness than from the fact his mother was mashing her tits against his chest. He confirmed it by repeating more calmly, "Mom, you're late and that means we can't get home tonight."
I nodded and replied, "That's correct. But it's all right. All it means is that you and I will spend the night in a motel. Is there anything wrong with that?" I felt amusement as I saw him try and process this. "Is there anything wrong with a mother and son staying overnight in a motel?"
I blushed and he giggled a moment before saying. "No."
I nodded and kissed him again, this time a brief kiss full on the lips. "Good boy. Now, let's get you packed up and we'll be on our way." I dropped my arms and stepped around him, dragging my breasts across my chest as I did so. A quick glance around the room confirmed that he was ready to go -- a small stack of boxes and crates that we'd have to haul down to the minivan. My son lived a pretty spartan life -- only keeping what clothes he actually needed, a few computer games, some DVDs and books, and a laptop.
Scotty insisted on carrying everything down, leaving the arrangement of the boxes to me. As he announced to me that he had the last load, I was leaning into the side of the minivan shuffling things around so they wouldn't shift or turn over. Before I turned around, I caught him in the corner of my vision checking out my voluptuous backside -- the light cotton dress stretched tightly across my backside -- thong bikini leaving no panty line.
I spun around and said, "And what are you looking at, young man?"
Scotty looked down and blushed and then with his face turning bright red replied, "You look really pretty in that dress, Mom."
I felt a flush sweep through me, a tingle blossoming between my thighs at his words, but acted amused as I said, "Thank you, Scotty. I swear there must be no good looking girls around if you're staring at an old lady's butt!"
Scotty looked panicked for a moment, but saw my grin and said boldly, "You're as pretty as any girl here at the university, Mom!"
"Why thank you, son!" I said. I did a little shimmy dance, making my barely fettered breasts roll about my chest. "Am I as sexy as your college girlfriends?"
My son's eyes followed my bouncing breasts about even as his mouth gaped open at my little bit of teasing and then he hurriedly brushed by me to set the last set of boxes down, unable to look me in the eyes as he muttered, "I don't have any girlfriends." He paused for a second and still avoiding my gaze, said more bravely, "You're sexier, Mom!"
I came up behind Scotty and wrapped my arms around his waist, hearing him gasp as I invaded his space again, this time mashing my tits against his slightly sweaty back. "Thank you, sweetheart! You make an old lady feel young and pretty!" I showered him with quick little kisses on his neck and ears until he squealed with delight and broke free of my embrace.
He retreated a few steps and we stood and looked at each other, Scotty giggling until he nearly lost his breath. I was gratified that I thought I could detect a faint outline of an erection beneath his crisp khakis. Finally, I said, "Well, sweetie, if we have everything, we should get on the road."
Scotty reverted to type by agreeing vigorously, "Absolutely! We are already late. No way can we get home tonight!"
We climbed into the van, me driving because Scotty found driving too disorganized. Not being able to predict what other drivers would do unnerved him. We hit the highway with my son talking animatedly about his graduation thesis which revolved around a new artificial intelligence program. It mostly went over my head, but I was happy to let him chatter on while I waited to see how long it would take him to notice that in getting into the driver's seat, I'd allowed my short dress to ride up my thighs to my crotch.
I had almost given up hope of him noticing when he suddenly went silent. A quick glance over confirmed his eyes were now locked onto my legs and crotch. I shifted my legs a little to allow my thighs to open up and reveal the tiny swatch of cloth that passed for the gusset of my thong panties -- a lacy and gauzy white material that allowed my trimmed, black-haired bush to be visible beneath the thin cloth, below which was a wet spot, standing out pink and dark against the surrounding white silk and lace.
Scotty's face was knotted up in furious concentration, his tongue peeking out and worrying his upper lip. Another quick glance confirmed the rise of his cock, now a prominent bulge in his pants. Suddenly, my son realized that I was watching him watching me and he began to blush once again. To prevent a new burst of anxiety, I winked at him and then asked, "So, any new girlfriends, Scotty?"
My son laughed and rolled his eyes. "You know I never date, Mom. I don't get girls and they don't get me."
"I doubt that," I responded, tossing him another wink. "You're a good looking man -- I bet you have to beat them off with a stick."
"Hardly, Mom," Scotty replied, squirming uneasily in his seat.
"Well, they should be, son." I gave him a leering grin and said teasingly, "If I wasn't married, I'd be all over you in a minute."
Scotty's expression was somewhere between tickled and shocked as he said, "No you wouldn't. You're my mom."
I stuck my tongue out at him and said, "I don't know why that should make a difference. You're a sexy young hunk. If your father said it was okay, I'd tear your clothes off in a second."
Scotty sat straight up and his arms moved about in front of him aimlessly, a little eccentricity of his that indicated that he was confused and unnerved...the human equivalent of "DOES NOT COMPUTE!" I reached out and stroked his shoulder and murmured, "Everything is okay, Scotty. Don't worry."
I let it go, letting the conversation and the teasing lag while we drove on. Silence reined for awhile, but it wasn't too long before I saw my son again glancing down at my exposed crotch. I hoped he appreciated the growing wet spot between my legs -- my teasing making me more aroused and making me nuts with the need to take my hand and rub my pussy. I began to smell my wetness as well and wondered what Scotty was making of this new, musky scent. I wondered if he'd ever gotten a good whiff of wet pussy before.
I decided that fingering my aroused pussy while driving might be a little much, but when I noticed him shifting his attention to my breasts with my hard nipples clearly visible against the light cotton of my dress, I couldn't resist bringing my left hand up and carelessly caressing my breast, idly sliding two fingers around my swollen nub and pinching it through my dress.
A little squeak escaped my lips after I pinched it particularly hard, sending a jolt of carnal delight racing through my body. "Mom...are you okay, Mom?" Scotty asked, his voice a mixture of concern and confusion.
"Ohhhhh yeah," I breathed out. "I'm with my most favorite man in the world. I'm doing just fine!"
Scotty laughed and said. "I'm your favorite man? What about Dad?"
I spared him a glance from the road and winked at him again. "Well, I love your father a lot, but...there's a special love that only a mother and son can have."
Scotty's face lit up with pleasure. "Really, Mom?"
I reached over and dropped a hand on his thigh and gave it a squeeze. "Absolutely, Scotty, don't you feel it? I love you like no one else, son." I rubbed his thigh a little bit and said in a slightly pouty voice, "Don't you love me, Scotty?"
My son trembled a bit and hesitated, that lip peeking out and rolling along his lip. "More than anything...anyone, Mom!"
"Am I your best girl, son?" I said teasingly.
Scotty took a deep breath and let it out slow. "I wish..." he replied, looking out the window.
"You wish what?" I said, sensing an opportunity.
Scotty was a long time responding and I thought for a moment I was going to lose him again as his arms came up and waved for a few seconds before he paused and dropped them into his lap. "You wish what, honey?" I asked again.
Slowly, Scotty turned to face me and he said in a hesitant tone. "I wish I really had a girlfriend like you, Mom."
I smiled back at him between glances at the road and then replied as I slid my hand up his thigh until my fingers were almost brushing the large bulge in his crotch, "Well, darling. You know that's what Moms are best at...making their son's wishes come true."
He stared at me, eyes wide with amazement as he tried to process my words. I returned my focus to my driving, giving him a little time to work things through, enjoying his not too subtle glances at my aroused body. We drove on another couple of hours, saying little until the sun had set and I decided we would stop for the night. We pulled into a small and older motel -- a leftover remnant of a chain that no longer was in business.
I left Scotty in the minivan while I went in and got us a room. A middle aged Indian woman got me signed in and glancing through the window, said, "One room or two, madam?"
I finished filling out the registration card as I replied, "One room, please -- one bed would be fine."
The motel clerk tilted her head and gave me a curious glance, her eyes flicking towards the window again where she could see Scotty sitting. She smiled at me, a knowing smile that conveyed understanding. "Of course, madam." She handed me a key card and said, "Room 118. It had a king size bed. It's around to the side and is very private."
"Perfect," I replied.
I picked up the card and strutted back out, smiling naughtily back at her as she said, "I hope you have a wonderful stay with us."
I drove us around to park in front of our room and we climbed back out, Scotty stretching to work kinks out as I opened up the side door and rummaged around for my overnight bag. As I yanked it free of the clutter of Scotty's boxes, I knocked a small box of DVDs off the seat, scattering them across the floorboard and the pavement.
"Oops, my bad, Scotty!" I said as I squatted down to pick up the jewel cases. I heard Scotty give a slight squawk only to go dead silent as I slowly rose back up, examining the DVDs in the parking lot lights. After looking at the titles, I gave my son an amused glance and said, "My goodness. You have some interesting sounding movies here, son." I held them up, three of them fanned out in my hand -- TABOO II, HOT MOMMAS & YOUNG SONS, and AMATUER MILFS WHO LOVE COCK!
"Somebody likes older women!" I said teasingly in a sing song voice.
Scotty looked strickened and his arms began to come up and wave, but I tried to head things off by laughing and saying, "Calm down, sweetie. Momma's known about your porn movies for a long time."
Scotty stopped waving his arms and said in a confused voice. "You do?"
I tossed the movies back into the box and headed for the motel room door. "I'm your mother, Scotty. I know everything!" I worked the card key and opened up our room. "Grab your things and come on in and we'll talk about dinner."
By the time Scotty came through the door, I had the lights on and my bag put away and was standing with my arms crossed under my big breasts and waiting for the next unexpected event to throw a loop into my son's day.
He tromped inside, a backpack slung over his shoulders and he closed the door and then turned and stared at me for a moment, studying my emphasized breasts for a moment before he turned and saw the single king sized bed. Scotty's mouth dropped open and then he turned back to me and exclaimed. "Mom! Mom, there's only one bed. We need two. We can't stay here. We need another room. There's only one bed!"
His backpack slid off his shoulder to the carpet and his arms were waving about as he continued to report the "one bed" situation until I slowly approached him and as I had done when I had picked him up, put my arms around his neck and pulled his head down to touch mine and I stared into his green eyes, saying, "I know, Scotty...calm down."
For another minute or so, he continued to wave his arms, but finally they fell to his sides and he said with tears in his voice, "But, Mom, there's only one bed."
In a quiet, but firm voice, I replied, "I know, Scotty. It's okay, we'll both sleep in the bed...just like we used to when you were a little boy."
Scotty swallowed and said hesitantly, "But, I'm not a little boy anymore. I'm a grownup...I'm a man."
I smiled and tilted my head to kiss him softly on the lips and said, "Yes you are and I'm a woman and a man and a woman can sleep in the same bed."
Scotty processed this, still looking panicked and he said in a near whisper, "But, you're my Mom. That isn't right, is it...us sleeping together like grownups?"




I gave my son another light kiss on the lips and replied, "I won't tell if you don't. It's our little secret and it will be alright." Scotty started to argue, but I placed a finger over his lips as I often did when he was younger to silence an argument that had gone on too long. "It will be alright, son," I repeated and then I kissed him again, a little more firmly, but still closed mouth.
I let him go and was relieved that while he still looked panicked, he didn't pursue the argument. "Honey, I'm going to go take a shower. Why don't you find a phone book and get us some food delivered...maybe a pizza or chicken or something."
Scotty immediately looked relieved -- I'd given him something more "normal" to focus on. I grabbed my overnight bag and carried it into the bathroom while he sat on the bed and began perusing the phone book. I closed the door and immediately got a case of the shakes...partly from nerves over the naughty game I was playing, but also from the need to pleasure myself. I felt so horny that I wanted to scream!
I took a long, hot shower, taking my time soaping up my curvy body, barely able to resist finger-fucking myself to a screaming orgasm as I slid fingers down between my legs and felt the sopping wet and furnace hot morass that my pussy had become. I had to lean against the shower stall wall as just the slightest touch of my fingers against my swollen labia or my throbbing clitoris took me to the precipice of orgasm. I resisted in the end, feeling somehow that being so horny would give me an edge in my quest to seduce my son.
Out of the shower, I toweled off, again nearing orgasm as I gently rubbed my mound dry...well, as dry as I could considering it felt like a simmering volcano of incestuous lust about to erupt. I combed the wet tangles out of my hair and pulled out of my overnight bag, a sexy negligee I had picked up just for this trip. It was a fire-truck red baby-doll nightie with matching panties and bra, almost as diaphanous as the silky material of the negligee itself.
After a short debate with myself over what consisted of too much where my son was concerned, I put on the panties and left the bra off, letting my large, meaty breasts strain against the thin, nearly transparent cloth -- my large, puffy areoles and dark nipples clearly visible. I looked at myself in the large mirror over the sink and nodded to myself. My breasts spilled out over the top and sides of the negligee which offered a peek at the already darkening and wet crotch of my panties.
I started to go out the door and then laughed, almost forgetting the nasty, red stiletto heels I'd purchased to go with the outfit. I climbed into my shoes and admired how they helped to accentuate my full, but curvy legs and then opened up the door and walked out into a scene that I could never have envisioned or planned for, but which lent itself perfectly to my plans.
As I stepped out of the bathroom in my sexy negligee and said, "Well, honey, what do you think?" Scotty was at the door, about to hand a delivery boy, money for a food delivery. Both young men turned and gaped at me, utter shock and amazement on their faces as they beheld a voluptuous, scantily clad mature woman posing for them.
"Dude...you're one lucky fucker!" exclaimed the young man, long, greasy blonde hair framing a sun burned and freckled face above a thin frame wearing jeans and a T-shirt emblazoned with the words "Gus's Good Eats."
Scotty stared at me with a mixture of dumbfounded amazement and lust for a long moment before remembering we weren't alone and exclaiming, "Mom! What are you wearing?"
The delivery boy's expression became even more amazed as he took in the sight of my son, me and the lone king sized bed and exclaimed, "Dude...you lucky motherfucker! You're my new fucking hero!"
My son spun back around, his eyes wild as the young man's words sank in. He shoved a twenty dollar bill and a ten dollar bill into the delivery boy's hands and squeaked, "Keep the change," before grabbing the large sack from him and then literally shoving him out the door. After throwing the deadbolt, Scotty turned and said in nearly a sob, "Mom! What's wrong with you? Why are you dressed like that...in front of that guy...in front of me?"
I struck a starlets pose, thrusting out my breasts and replied, "Whatever do you mean, Scotty? What's wrong with my nightgown? Don't you like it?"
My son stood silent for a long minute, one arm twitching while he studied the situation and me, eyes roving up and down the front of my scarcely covered body, pausing to take in my barely concealed mound, wet spot growing quickly as little spurts of pussy juice erupted from between my labia before going up and eyeing my practically exposed breasts -- my swollen nipples visibly throbbing.
I began to move, slowly stalking towards my son, my stained and wet crotch being more exposed with each stride I took. "What's wrong with how I look, Scotty?" I purred as he backed up into the door, cracking his head against the solid wood. I concealed the wince I wanted to display and pressed into him, taking the slightly grease stained bag with one hand and lightly resting the other on his shoulder even as my breasts mashed and flattened against his chest. His heart was pounding so wildly I'd have been concerned had he been an older man.
I looked up into his eyes and said again, "What's wrong with how I look, son?"
Scotty instinctively looked down to avoid my gaze, but found instead a bird's eye view of my seriously exposed cleavage and looked back up. Trapped between looking into my eyes and gazing at my mammoth tits, it was slightly funny to watch my son's head move up and down until he finally summoned the courage to whisper, "Nothing, Mom...you look pretty."
I smiled and rose up slightly to plant another semi-chaste kiss on his lips before I said, "Just pretty, Scotty? Do you think your mother looks sexy in this nightie?" I leaned into him a bit more and could swear that against my thighs, I felt his cock throb...certainly I could feel its length and hardness through his khakis and tried to contain my shivers as the presence...the weight of his cock made itself known to my bare skin.
Scotty's tongue again emerged, worrying that lower lip and I was tempted to take a crack at licking it with my own tongue before he finally said so softly that I could barely hear him, "Yeah, Mom. I think it...you look really sexy. I like red."
I gave him another closed mouth kiss, lingering for long seconds this time as my breasts drug across his now sweaty chest before I replied, "I'm glad. I was thinking of you when I bought it." Then I turned away and headed for the small dinette table on the other side of the bed. "Let's eat...I'm starved," I said, shooting my son a wink and feeling his eyes crawling all over my backside.
My son hesitantly followed as I unpacked our supper. He'd ordered us chicken dinner -- pieces of fried chicken that were surprisingly good, coleslaw and home fries and including two individually wrapped pieces of pecan pie. We ate quietly, Scotty nervously gulping his food down while I ate a little more daintily, trying not to get anything on my new negligee.
The pie was delicious, but a little sticky and syrupy and while Scotty had been discretely sneaking glances at my barely covered body all through the meal, he stopped eating and stared openly at me as I slowly sucked my fingers clean of the sugary food while I gave him smoldering smiles. His hands fluttered just above the table, but he seemed to be trying hard not to let his anxieties take hold.
Finally, he worked up the courage to ask, "Mom, why are you doing this?"
I smiled coyly at him and said, "What do you mean, baby...doing what?"
That tongue of his sneaked out and ran along his upper lip as he formulated his response. I waited him out patiently and finally he said in a low voice, "Mom, you're flirting with me."
I giggled and replied, "Is that a bad thing? A woman always flirts with a man she loves."
"But you're my mom...Mom. That's not right...not normal."
"Well, I've always felt that if you love someone, there's nothing wrong with showing how you feel."
Scotty shifted in his chair as if trying to get comfortable and I wondered how hard his penis was. He said, "Yeah, but moms and sons don't do that. It's not right...they shouldn't act like they're married and stuff."
I leaned forward, allowing my breasts to strain against the gauzy material of my negligee, tit flesh spilling out the top as I asked, "Do you really believe that, son? Remember, I can guess what your fantasies are...you're not the only one who's seen Taboo."
Scotty's face was now bright red and he said, "But you're not like that...not with me. You've never been like Jilly is with..." He stopped and frowned, not sure he should continue.
I finished for him. "You mean Jilly flirting and being naughty around your father?" My son nodded. "Did you think I never noticed?"
Scotty didn't say anything for a long minute, but finally with a trembling shrug, replied, "I never saw you say anything, but Jilly..." He stopped for a second. "When I told Jilly that she shouldn't act like that, she said you didn't mind -- that her teasing Dad meant you were...were...were getting laid more often."
I laughed and replied, "Did you believe her?" When Scotty nodded again, I said with a naughty grin, "Why?"
Scotty couldn't hold my gaze and he looked down at the remains of his dinner as he said, "Because we could hear you guys. You started doing...having uh, sex a lot more."
"Yes, we did," I said in a matter of fact voice. "Now, do you think your sister only teased Dad so I could get laid more?" I raised an eyebrow in expectation of his answer.
It was a long time coming, but finally he said, "I think Jilly wants to um..."
"Fuck her father?" I finished for him. Scotty nodded, his face full of guilt. I reached out and took his slightly greasy hand and squeezed. "Do you think that would be such a bad thing?"
Scotty trembled as he said, "It's wrong...it's...." His voice dropped to a whisper as he said, "Incest."
I squeezed his hand again, hard and long until he brought his eyes back up to meet mine. "Again, I want to know if you think its wrong, Scotty. I know what kind of porn you like...Taboo, stuff with milfs and sons. Is incest something you fantasize to?"
Scotty jerked his hand away and shoved himself away from the table. He stood up, his arms beginning to wave erratically as he said, "Mom, we can't -- we shouldn't talk about this."
I moved quickly to join him, moving and dancing as he tried to avoid me slipping my arms around his neck. Granted he was taller and stronger than me, but I had been doing this most of his life and finally, I had him in our usual embrace, his forehead, now warm and feverish against mine, whispering, "Its okay, Scotty. Nothing's wrong." We stood that way for a long time, but finally my son begin to relax ever so slightly, lowering his arms to his sides as I held his gaze with mine, staring into his green eyes lovingly, keenly aware of his still wildly beating heart throbbing in his chest, feeling it deep within my breasts to spur my own heart into beating faster with love and lust.
I began to move, gently swaying, leading him in the smallest of slow dances, finally whispering, "Put your arms around me, Scotty. Just relax and breathe. You're with Mom...nothing's wrong...just relax, baby." I was encouraged when he did so, his arms slipping around my waist and then his hands pressing gently against my back. I yielded to that slight pressure, pushing myself more firmly against his body.
Slowly we moved in a circle, scant inches of ground covered at a time as I allowed him to calm down and hopefully get a little used to his mother's meaty tits press into his body as my thighs brushed his erection which pressed against his khaki slacks, yearning to be free. "Feeling better, honey?" I said after maybe twenty minutes had passed.
"A little...maybe, Mom." He trembled in my arms and said. "Mom, I'm scared!"
I hugged him a little tighter, feeling him begin to tense up again. "You don't have to be, Scotty. You're with Mom now. You're perfectly safe." I reached up to kiss him on the cheek, but he jerked and I wound up bussing him on the corner of his mouth. His body stiffened, but then I had an inspiration and said, "How about I give you a backrub, son? Remember how you liked those when you were younger and you had a bad day?"
"I don't know, Mom," he said, his voice hesitant, but also with a little interest. I'm sure he was recalling days long past when he'd had a really bad day at school or had trouble dealing with his baby sister's shenanigans, how I would sit next to him on his bed and rub his shoulders and back until he drifted off into a peaceful sleep.
"C'mon," I whispered. "It's been a hard day for you and I think it will help you relax. I guided us towards the bathroom, still with our arms around each other. "Get your pajama bottoms on and I'll dig out some lotion and give you a nice backrub."
We stood next to the bathroom for a bit, him looking at me with some uncertainty, but finally nodding and saying, "Okay, Mom." I let him go after kissing him quickly on the lips and Scotty grabbed his backpack and disappeared into the bathroom. While he was in there, I dug around in my purse for a bottle of lotion, finding some with a pleasant jasmine scent that I thought might be soothing to my son.
He took a little longer than I expected and I had a sudden flash of worrisome insight that he might be taking the opportunity to jack off and was about to call for him to get a move on when he emerged in a white T-shirt and the blue stripped pajamas I had given him at Christmas. Any concerns that he might have jacked off vanished as he guiltily hid an obvious erection with his hands.
"That's my boy, I said, slipping my arm through his and walking him to the bed. "Now get that shirt off and get on your stomach, Scotty."
He frowned and began to stiffen up, but I held up the lotion and said, "Now, this doesn't work through cotton, son! Off with the shirt!"
He nodded and yes, "Okay, Mom."
He tore off the shirt and quickly climbed onto the king sized bed, squirming for a few seconds as he tried to get comfortable with that erection. I made him scoot over so I could climb up and sit next to him on my knees. I poured some lotion into my hands and rubbed it in an effort to warm it up.
"Ready, Scotty?" I said softly as I dropped my hands onto his shoulder blades and began to rub. My son stiffened up at my first touch, but after a few firm but gentle strokes of my hands up and down his tense back muscles, I felt him shiver and then let out a deep breath in a long, contented sigh. "Feels good, doesn't it, baby?" I cooed. "Momma knows how to make her son feel good."
He made a little grunt and I'm sure that he recognized that my words could be interpreted more than one way. I worked his back and shoulders, admiring his rather fit form as I did so. Scotty, like his father, was just shy of six feet and was lean with wiry muscles. When he'd first started college, he'd put on some weight and his doctor advised a routine of steady exercise. Scotty had resisted at first, but we'd bought him a membership at an exercise center and he'd adopted the habit of going certain days of the week and using the equipment. Once something became routine for my son...it became important to maintain and the fruits of his effort, showed. Feeling his strong body under my hands, I had a sudden new appreciation for how good looking my son was and it served only to fuel my newly discovered desires to have him.
Slowly, I shifted myself about on my knees until I was straddling his ankles and really gave his back and shoulders a strong workout. Of course leaning down into him also allowed me to rub my breasts against his butt and lower back and while he seemed to enjoy my efforts, he was wide awake and alert. I wondered if he could feel the heat and wetness between my legs on his pajama covered legs. Running my hands along his fine body had certainly fueled the fire in my cunt to new heights.
I finally halted my massage, finishing with a series of little kisses right up his spine to the nape of his neck, raising goose pimples on his flesh. I moved off of him and said softly. "Still tense, huh, son? Well, roll over and I'll work your shoulders and chest too. Maybe that will help."
Scotty turned his head and looked at me. "I...Mom, that's...unnecessary, Mom."
I raised my eyebrows and gave him the "Don't Argue With Me, Young Man!" motherly scowl and said firmly, "Roll over, Scotty!"
My son's eyes widened and he did as he was told with me following along, kneeling next to him. I poured more lotion into my hands, smiling confidently down at my son as I admired his well defined chest, a spackling of black chest hair scattered across it before descending down in a narrow trail to disappear beneath his pajamas. His hands wavered at his side, coming up in a desire to hide the very obvious tent at his crotch.
Once I'd warmed the lotion in my hands, I leaned down and began massaging into his chest, feeling the frantic beating of his heart. "Doesn't that feel good, Scotty?" I purred as I caressed his body, working over his upper chest and then slowly descending lower towards his flat stomach where there was just a hint of a six pack. "You've grown up to be quite a handsome man, son," I said just above a whisper.
"Mom..." Scotty began in a hesitant voice as my caresses became lighter while moving boldly below his belly button, just skirting the waistline of his pajamas. The tent below crept a little higher, a single button on the fly containing his swollen cock. From all indications, my little boy had a huge penis.
"Shhhh," I said. "Just relax. Mom knows what's she's doing." I worked my hands back up to his chest and then to his shoulders, bringing my body closer in to his until I was working his tight shoulder muscles while my breasts slid back and forth on his chest and I was face to face with him, my dark hair swaying and tickling his cheeks.
Very gradually, I lowered my face towards his till I could feel his near frantic breath on my lips. Lower and lower until our lips were just brushing...an angel's kiss, then I extended just the tip of my tongue and let it lightly wet his lips. I felt Scotty tense beneath me, but I kept him in place with my weight and my hands. I pressed my lips more firmly against his while my tongue probed, taking my time -- feeling no hurry as I kissed my son. Scotty trembled but didn't try and force his way up and off the bed and then I was trembling as I felt his lips part and allow my tongue to slip into his mouth.
A burst of orgasmic energy detonated between my legs, my panties now sopping wet as I French-kissed my son for the first time, my tongue exploring his mouth, discovering his tongue -- timidly responding to my overtures -- a shy, wet thing that hesitantly joined with mine to create a sweet memory of our first lovers' kiss that I will remember fondly all my life.
We kissed for a long time as my hands stroked his shoulders and his arms -- his hands tentatively coming up to wrap around my back. He began to get into the kiss, his tongue gradually becoming more aggressive, intertwining with mine, rolling off it and curling around my tongue as he grew more confident.
As Scotty and I kissed, I let my left hand slowly slide off his shoulder and gradually work its way downwards over his chest, running my palm over a rock hard pebble sized nipple and then lower. My son didn't seem to object until I slid my fingers over his pajamas and palmed his throbbing cock pulsing underneath the soft cotton cloth. He tensed up and worked to break the kiss, but I held on, my tongue in his mouth while I deftly undid the single button to his fly and slipped my hand inside.



Only when I had my only son's hard and big cock in my grasp did I let our kiss end, saying softly and calmly before he could get a word in, "You can stop this with a single word, Scotty, but I hope you don't."
He took in a gasping breath and then whimpered, "Mom...this isn't right."
I slowly stroked his long and very thick shaft and replied in a whisper, "It's only wrong if you want it to be wrong, my love. Mom loves you very much and I know you love me back. Tell me you never dreamed of this...that you never fantasized about this happening. Of me doing this..." I slowly worked my hand up and down his throbbing dick as I finished, "To my sweet son."
"Mom...Mom...Mom," Scotty moaned over and over again, fear and desire struggling for control of his expression and his words.
"You can stop all of this with a single word, son," I repeated, "And it will be okay. You can say 'No' or 'Stop' and this all goes away." Scotty opened his mouth, but I quickly stifled whatever he was going to say with a quick kiss and then hurried whispered. "Or you can take your first step into a new and exciting world...a world your sister and your father and your mother have already moved into."
Scotty's eyes widened as my words quickly sunk in. As I stroked him, he whispered back in an awe-struck voice, "You mean, Jilly and Dad have..."
"Fucked, oh yes, Scotty, yes they have. The last several weeks, I think your father has fucked Jilly more than he has me."
"And you're okay with Jilly and Dad fucking each other? You've seen them do it?"
I giggled and said, "Absolutely. I gave them my blessing. I've watched them fuck and..." I grinned evilly as I finished with, "And I've done it with them...both of them together and separate. I've done things with Jilly you wouldn't believe!"
"OH MOM!" Scotty cried out, his hips starting to move in rhythm with my stroking hand. "I love you!"
"Do I need to stop, sweetie?" I asked teasingly.
"NO!" my son blurted out. "Mom, please no! I -- I love you, Mom!"
"I love you too, Scotty," I said before lowering my lips to his again, feeling near orgasm myself as I comprehended that I had him...at least for the moment. As our tongues danced together, rejoicing in the incestuous moment, I carefully fished his erection out of his pajamas, freeing it to stand tall and proud in the warm air of our room.
When our kiss ended, I turned my gaze downwards to get my first glimpse of my son's erection and I gave a little gasp of amazement. "Oh, son...you're beautiful," I cooed as I stroked his long shaft up and down, marveling at it's length and even more at its immense girth. "I never imagined you would be so fucking big!"
Scotty, nervous and aroused, somehow managed to give me a prideful grin and then surprised me by asking, "Mom, bigger than Dad's?"
I laughed and rolled my eyes. "Omigod...you men." I stroked it slowly, assessing my son's cock. Finally, I said, "Well...I think your father's a wee bit longer, honey, but..." I gave him a good squeeze and continued. "In all honesty, you're a lot thicker than Dad. I'm not even sure how I'm going to get all this big dick inside my little, wet pussy!"
Scotty groaned and looked at me with such longing and desire. "Mom, are we...are we...Mom, am I really going to get to fuck you?"
I replied, "If you want to, son. Very soon you're going to get to fuck your mom's brains out!" I kissed him again, another very wet and luscious kiss while I continued to jack him off. When it ended, his hips were moving frantically and I knew he was close. "Do you want to cum for your Mom, baby? You ready to give me a hot load of your sperm?"
Scotty's face was now clear of stress -- a huge grin of lusty satisfaction replacing all his doubts and concerns. I leaned in, my lips almost brushing his ear as I whispered, "Cum for me, son. Imagine Momma's hot and juicy pussy wrapped around your big horse cock, making Momma scream while you pump my wet, tight cunt with your hot cum!"
My son moaned and his entire body seemed to lurch upwards and then his cock throbbed hugely under my fingers and I watched with gleeful lust as his cockhead swelled up and began erupting with powerful streamers of cum. The first few blasts shot upwards over two feet before splattering on his stomach and my extended arm. Subsequent blasts had less velocity, but I was in awe as my son's cock just kept cumming, his hot, thick semen flowing down around my fingers in a steady flood.
"I LOVE YOU, MOM!" Scotty cried out again and again as his hips bucked and twisted as I slowly stroked him, working to increase and maintain the intensity of his pleasure as he just kept cumming and cumming. To my surprise, an orgasm burbled up within me as well as the pure stimulation of pleasuring my own son brought me an explosion of incestuous ecstasy. My son's moans were joined by my own cries of delight.
I'm sure it was only long seconds that our orgasm swept us up, but it seemed as if my son kept ejaculating for long minutes before finally his eruption stopped and his hands scrabbled against my grasp to end his almost tormented pleasure. "My god, Scotty," I gasped with awed appreciation in the tone of my voice. "That's a hell of a lot of cum!"
I sat up and as my son watched, brought my cum-coated hand to my face and licked up a thick wad of warm semen, letting it play on my tongue before swallowing it with a loud smack. I reached out with my free hand and stroked my son's black and sweaty hair, just as I had when he was a boy, while I continued to lap up his white seed, hungrily and messily running my tongue through it as I cleaned my fingers, saying with a semen-garbled voice, "This is a man's cum!"
With a lewd whimsy, I put on a show of sluttish wantonness as I smeared Scotty's cum over my lips, swirling my tongue about his thick and delicious semen. "Oh, Scotty, you are so delicious, baby!"
I licked my hand clean, then wiped the smeared cum on my chin and lips and sucked it off my fingers. I then stretched out and cuddled next to my son, showering his face with kisses before finally pressing my lips against his for another long soul kiss, Scotty's tongue now eagerly seeking mine. Afterwards we curled up facing each other and with his hands tentatively exploring my lush body, we drifted off to sleep, echoes of saying "I love you," serving as a romantic lullaby and ushering us into a blissful slumber of sweet and naughty dreams.
#
I woke to the sensation of my son still tentatively exploring my body. I opened my eyes and realized it was past dawn, sunlight seeping through the drawn blinds in the room's solitary window. Scotty's fingers were lightly trailing over my left breast that had spilled out of my negligee, circling around my thick nipple, just touching it lightly before running down below and sliding under the silky material to gently rub my lower stomach.
My heart went out to him as I suddenly realized that my sweet son was likely touching a woman for the first time. His social backwardness had caused him to retreat to his computer games and research, leaving his libido to be satisfied since adolescence in self pleasure, never knowing a woman's loving touch. I felt a little guilt that it had never occurred to me to relieve his needs despite all the years of my husband's incestuous fantasies with our daughter that had led to our own improved sex life...fantasies that had grown in intensity until I gave John my blessing to fuck our more than willing daughter.
In truth, the thought of fucking my son never really occurred to me until that fateful night when Jilly and I had discussed her fucking her father and then she had come on to me, igniting my own incestuous desires as I confronted the sudden attraction I had for my own daughter. Before that first incredible fuck between John and Jilly had reached climax, I had the epiphany that I needed to draw our son into our newly realized relationship and as my husband and daughter screamed out the glory of their first mutual orgasm, I was fingering myself to climax imagining Scotty inside me, his cock filling me with his hot spunk while John fucked our daughter.
I felt him shiver as he then slid his hand lower, over the gauzy material of my panties, discovering I was still wet and very warm. He brought his hand to a stop over my vulva, palming my never calmed pussy and I wondered if he could feel the little spurts of wet arousal his touch was triggering in my cunt.
He glanced up at my face and then back down to between my legs before doing a double take, realizing that I was watching him. "Mom!" he gasped as I crossed my thighs to keep him from withdrawing his hand. The increased pressure on my cunt felt wonderful.
"Morning, darling." I reached out and stroked his face, soothing the panic that was already building there. "Everything is fine, Scotty. Are you enjoying yourself?"
My son grinned and said, "I'm in heaven, Mom!"
I leaned in and kissed him, thrilled that he readily opened his mouth to accept my tongue as we kissed like the lovers we would soon be. As we kissed, I ran a hand down to hold his hand in place as I spread my legs. "You're not in heaven yet, son, but..." I intertwined our fingers, then used a finger to tug the wet gusset of my thong aside so I could guide his fingers inside me and as Scotty gasped as he experienced the slick and hot flesh of his mother's cunt for the first time, I finished, "But, you're getting close!"
I rolled my hips and worked my pussy muscles to suck and massage his fingers and whispered into his ear, "Imagine how my cunt will feel, wrapped around your big, thick cock!"
Scotty moaned with disbelief and desire and said, "Mom, are we going to fuck now, Mom?
"Soon, baby, but not yet," I purred as he swirled two fingers around inside my fiery cunt, my juices bathing his digits as their touch sent bolts of pure pleasure through me. I writhed around, enjoying his probing fingers which brought a gasping quality to my voice as I said, "Scotty, we can do a lot of naughty things, but if you want to fuck Mom, I think it's important that you ask your father for permission."
My son's expression became a mask of confusion and doubt, but evolved into comprehension as I explained between moans as he fingered my wet pussy, how even though I'd given his father my blessing to fuck Jilly, it had pleased and thrilled me to hear my daughter ask me face to face if she could fuck her daddy. In the end, I think it allowed her to cast what little reservations she might still have had about letting John fuck her and enjoy the moment more and I wanted Scotty to feel the same way.
"I love you, Mom," my son exclaimed again. "More than ever!"
"I -- I love you...you too, sweetie," I gasped. "OH YES! RIGHT THERE!" I felt my ass rising off the bed as Scotty's fingers curled upward to the roof of my vagina and almost instinctively found my G-spot, making me gush pussy juice like I had sprung a leak. My son, inexperienced as he was, knew he'd found a good thing and just hung on as I began to shrilly moan and orgasm, loving that it was my son giving me such pleasure as the carnal pleasure itself.
As I was coming down from my sexual bliss, Scotty took his cream covered fingers from my pulsating pussy and held them up to his face, examining my juices closely before jamming them into his own mouth. A curious expression played across his face as he tasted cunt for the first time and then after sucking them clean as he pulled them out, he grinned at me and said, "Mom -- I like how you taste, Mom!"
I hugged my son to me and kissed him, tasting myself on his tongue. "You're going to love a lot of things about me, son, before we get through...maybe some before we even get home." I glanced at the clock on the bedside table and saw that it was after 8:00 in the morning. "If we get on the move soon, maybe you'll get your next surprise before we get home."
Scotty sat straight up, his eyes shiny with curiosity. "Mom? A surprise, Mom, what is it?"
I looked down at his erection, sticking out of his pajama bottoms and giggled. I reached down and taking it in one hand, planted a little kiss on the head, tasting the precum already leaking from his piss slit. "Well, if I tell you now, it won't be a surprise, now will it?" I climbed from the bed and stretched, knowing his eyes were on my heavy breasts that pulled taut as I raised my arms above me and stood on tiptoe. "Now grab a quick shower and no playing with yourself. The only person who gets to jack you off from now on is your mother!"
Scotty didn't look quite pleased as he climbed out of bed with an obviously painful erection and I was sorely tempted to kneel in front of him and suck that big cock, but I had an idea in my head that I'd been toying with since all this had started and I was determined to stick with it.
I washed and fixed my face while my son was in the shower, him humming a happy tune. I got dressed, Scotty looking on with awe and lust as I put on a short, black leather skirt and a black bustier that lifted up my breasts, exposing much of my tit flesh, while making them look even meatier. Scotty gushed, "Mom...wow, no panties?"
"Not today, son," I replied, my skirt hiking up as I strapped on a pair of three inch stilettos to complete my sluttish outfit. I marveled at how much I was enjoying dressing so sexily -- most of the time I wore nurse tunics which had all the sex appeal of a turnip. Showing off my tits and shapely legs was doing wonders for my ego and my libido.
While Scotty packed our stuff up and put it in the van, I checked us out, getting a lusty look from the same Indian woman that had given us the room last night. She seemed sleepy but was still alert enough to remember me from last night, flicking her eyes towards a window that looked out to where Scotty was putting our bags in the minivan.
She looked back at me with lusty understanding and I felt gooseflesh rise up on my body as I realized that she was looking at me with certain longing. "I hope you had an enjoyable night," she said with a knowing smirk.
As I signed my credit card bill, I smiled back and replied in a teasing tone, "Oh yes, my son and I had a very pleasurable stay."
I saw her eyes widen in shock and she gave a little gasp, but recovered as she placed a hand to her breast, covered by a brightly colored sari and murmured, "Then, I hope you'll stay with us again." She licked her lips in anticipation of her invitation. "I mean that most sincerely." Her hand worked a little circle around her silk covered breast.
I raised an eyebrow and not for the first time wondered how many people shared my family's newly acquired tastes. "Well, I'm sure when my son returns to school, we'll be back this way again."
The woman flushed and then quickly reached under the counter and produced a card. "I pray so. Please call me and I'll take care of your reservation personally."
I took the card from her trembling hand and scanned it. It had the name of the motel, a phone number and her name, Madiya Patel. I smiled and said, "I'll do that." I put it away and then strutted out, wondering if the Indian woman could see the pussy juice trickling down my thighs.
Scotty certainly noticed my wet thighs when I climbed into the driver's seat, his eyes quickly going to my crotch, my rucked up skirt now displaying my naked pussy, labia swollen and slick. "Mom, you sure are wet, Mom!" he said matter of factly.
I grinned at him and replied, "I sure am and why not? I'm sitting in a car with a man with the biggest cock I've ever seen and it's hard and thick for me!" I ran my hand down between my legs and rubbed my pussy slowly, smearing juices across my blossomed pink flesh and through my trimmed black bush, making it sparkle in the sunlight coming through the van's windshield.
Fingers shiny with my hot cream, I raised them up to Scotty. He stared at them like they were something holy until I giggled and prompted him. "Like something sweet, little boy?"
Scotty had the good grace to blush before he took my fingers into his mouth and sucked them clean. "Mom, I really like your pussy!" he gushed, a grin breaking out on his reddening face.
We both laughed as I reclaimed my hand and started the van and we hit the road. The next few hours passed in alternating silence, as Scotty eyed my seemingly eternally wet cunt and the rest of my body, breasts flowing out of my bustier, and conversation about how things had led me to seducing my son. I had to caution him multiple times to leave his cock alone as he would take to rubbing the big lump in this khakis while I described how his father's fantasizing about Jilly had eventually led both his parents to actually fucking his baby sister.
Periodically, it would all become too much for Scotty, his eyes nearly glazing over and his arms coming up to announce that he needed a break to process it all...to make it all work inside his very complex brain. I would go silent then, focusing on eating up the miles until my son found his voice again and would breathlessly ask me another question.
I left one fact out until we were approaching the city beyond which our little hometown was located. "Now, Scotty, you should know how things really went from fantasy to reality for Jilly and your father," I began.
Scotty looked at me with curiosity. "Mom?" he asked.
I took a deep breath and said, "It all began late one night when John caught Jilly in your bedroom, borrowing some of your porn mov..."
"JILLY WAS IN MY ROOM! THAT BITCH!" my son exploded, interrupting me. "Mom. She knows she isn't supposed to be in my room. That's why I want a padlock. That's not right!"
I had to suppress a giggle as I watched my son have the latest of perhaps hundreds of tantrums that had begun the moment Jilly was old enough to walk and had learned that it drove her brother into an insane rage when she got into his stuff. It seemed particularly humorous in light of the fact he could still get upset about something so seemingly trivial less than a day after his mother had jacked him off and let him watch her eat his fresh semen.
Finally, Scotty began to wind down until he was muttering to himself under his breath. "Well, it won't happen again," I said, reaching out and squeezing his arm.
"Mom, you always say that," he stated like an accusation. "What's so different this time?"
I smiled at him and said, "Well, mostly, my son, because she spends most of her time fucking and sucking my husband and because John took her into the city and let her pick out her own pornography." I left out the lap dances and the lapdancer...after all, I didn't want to spoil my own surprise.
I flicked on the turn signal and began to move into the exit lane to go into the city and said, "In fact, I think it's only fair that I take you and do the same thing."
I saw a puzzled frown transform into a confused smile. "Mom, really? You're going to take me somewhere and let me buy some new porn."
I let my hand on his arm slide over to teasingly caress his bulge and replied, "Actually, your mother is going to buy your porn for you. After all, a young man can never have enough dirty movies!"
Scotty giggled, his sister's trespass all but forgotten and he studied the streets of the city, scanning for our destination and clapping his hands when we finally pulled into the parking lot of the All American Adult Bookstore, all its many American flags flapping brilliantly in the summer sun.
My son was out of the car quickly, eager to go inside, but he remembered his manners and came around to open my door for me. For that, I greeted him with a lingering beaver shot, spreading my legs wide as I set them on the pavement, my skirt hiking even further up to reveal my glistening wet thighs framing my sopping wet and wide open pussy.
He helped me up and before he knew what was happening, I had my arms around his neck and our foreheads pressed together so we could look at each other. In a soothing tone, I said, "Now, son, this is part of your surprise, but we might have more fun than just buying some nasty porno. I want you to remember that whatever happens, its okay...just stay calm and enjoy it. I will be with you the whole time and Mom will never let anything bad happen to you. Understand?"



Scotty nodded his head slightly and after ogling my breasts, areoles beginning to peek out above the bustier, said, "I think so."
I kissed him then, letting my tongue explore his mouth and pursue and capture his tongue, a naughty thrill racing through me that I was French-kissing my son in public. When it ended, I took his hand in mine and we began to walk towards the entrance and I said, "If you get scared or confused, just take hold of my hand. Your momma will take care of you."
Scotty looked down at me with such a blissful smile, it made my heart ache with love for my son. I felt tears threatening as he said, "Mom, I know. I know you love me and I love you!" I paused in the parking lot and tottering on my high heels, kissed my son again, wishing I could announce my desires for him to the whole fucking world. Then, both of us took a deep breath and walked inside.
Scotty's hand tightened around mine as he was startled when something in the door bonged, announcing our entry. I smiled at him and said, "Everything is cool, son!" He nodded furtively, his expression one of a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar. His concern gave way to fascination quickly enough as he gazed in amazement at the immensity of the sheer amount of porn and porn related goods we encountered as we made our way through the maze of rows of DVDs displayed on the long, oddly placed racks.
My son was silent as he scanned the room and I knew he was processing and memorizing everything for future reference, no doubt identifying those areas he wanted to focus on more fully. A wall with a large sign that said 'Wall O' Cunts' caught his eye and he took us that way and he spent a few minutes eyeing plastic dolls and fake pussies -- some plastic, some made out of some hardened gel until I leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Now, Scotty, this is something you're never going to need, cause Momma's pussy is going to be yours for the asking from now on!"
Scotty gave a little squeak and then he shivered...the erection in his pants seeming to grow just a little at my words. We walked by a wall display of vibrators which seemed to hold little interest to him until I pointed to a reddish-orange one, long and narrow like a large carrot and said to him, "That's been my favorite one for years, son."
He paused and gave it careful study, his face turning a bright crimson. Scotty licked his lips and said, "Mom, can I...will you let me see you use it?"
I grinned and leaned into him as I whispered into his ear, "And you can fuck me with it too and lick my pussy juices clean off it." My son gave out a little groan -- loud enough to draw glances from those few folk we hadn't already garnered the notice of. A young man accompanied by a sluttishly dressed woman old enough to be his mother seemed to be of interest.
As we walked back towards the DVDs, I could feel most of the customers' eyes on us. A slender black man with slightly graying hair grinned wolfishly at us and when we passed a middle aged white couple dressed up in their Sunday best, the woman, a small, trim platinum blonde winked at us, although whether the sly wink was for Scotty or myself or for us both, I wasn't sure.
Scotty came to a halt in the DVD classics aisle, studying the varied "Taboo" offerings. He picked up a copy of Taboo III and turned it over, giving the written material as much attention as the lurid photographs. Finally, he said with some emotion, "I really like Honey Wilder, Mom."
I smiled and said, "Oh really, why?"
My son grinned up at me and replied, "Mom, I always thought she looked a lot like you..." He paused, his eyes wandering downward towards my meaty tits overflowing my bustier. "Mom, she looks like you with Kay Parker's tits!"
I let out a yelp of laughter, raising my hand to squelch it before we drew more attention from the other customers, but being too late. "Thank you, Scotty," murmured, trying to keep the giggles out of my lap. In truth, my son was correct. I did look a lot like Honey Wilder only with much larger breasts than her perfectly sized tits. Over the last several weeks, Jilly, John and I had sampled much of the Taboo series and I'd become very familiar with many of the key actors and actresses.
I reached out and tapped Taboo III with a fingernail and said, "Well, I think you'll like this one then. Honey does a sixty-nine with her son in this one that makes my pussy cream every time I watch it." My son grinned and clutching it, moved on.
As Scotty perused amateur MILF videos, I became more aware that besides the customers, that there were several young women, some not as sluttishly dressed as I was, roaming about the store and approaching customers, sometimes disappearing with them through a door labeled "Restricted Access."
Finally, one approached, a small raven haired girl -- her thick locks tied back into ribbon bedecked pigtails, wearing a sinfully tight and short Catholic school girl's dress. "Hiya, I'm Aimee," she said perkily in a little girl's voice, causing Scotty to spin around with a video entitled, "REAL MOMS EAT CUM!" She sidled up next to my son and eyed first his very obvious erection and then my naughty outfit. "Care for a lap dance?" she said coyly.
Scotty's eyes were huge as he turned to me, his expression more than a little crestfallen when I said, "Not today, honey." I eyed her nubile body and had more than a fleeting fantasy about maybe having a girl's day out with my daughter and maybe getting together with this young slut. "Maybe another time though -- you're awfully cute."
She smiled at my comment and mouthed a silent "Thank you," but before she slipped off, I said, "Would you know if Sindy...with a 'S' is working today?"
She paused and her brow furrowed a little and then she glanced around. "I think she was in the back, getting ready. She usually works the noon to eight shift." She spotted a guy in his thirties, slightly overweight and wearing a Cubs hat staring at her. She gave me a sly smile and said, "If I see her, I'll tell her someone's asking for her."
Aimee strutted off, making me appreciate how sexy saddle shoes could be and while my son returned his attentions to the DVDs on display. I watched with anticipation as young Aimee, after a moment's conversation with her new target slipped her arm through his and they strolled off, disappearing behind the "Restricted Access exit.
Scotty was showing me a Japanese Hentai DVD entitled, "MOMS WHO SUBMIT!" and explaining Japanese incest animation to me when I spotted out of the corner of my eye a tall and striking woman emerge from the back, her bleach-blonde hair tightly curled, framing brilliant blue eyes. She was incredibly endowed, a bandana halter top barely containing or concealing her immense breasts. A slight roll of fat overlapped her low riding jean shorts, cut off so short they almost resembled panties with her luscious ass cheeks jiggling. My heart began to beat a little faster as I recognized her from John's description. She wasn't the prettiest of the dancers strutting their stuff in the adult bookstore, but she had a presence...a sexuality that was so powerful that I could feel it from across the room.
She scanned the room, quickly settling her gaze on us. Smiling confidently, she strutted to us, her breasts bouncing and rolling, always on the verge of busting free of their skimpy containment. As she turned onto our aisle, I saw her full, shapely legs were encased in some sort of open toed high heeled sandals that laced up her ankle. For some reason, that seemed to turn me on and I felt a spurt of new wetness splatter against my thighs and trickle warmly down my legs.
She stopped scant inches away from us -- Scotty sensing her presence at the very last moment and turning around, barely missing colliding with her large, prominent breasts. He gawped for a moment, taking in her sheer womanliness and sexuality and gulping before managing to squawk, "H-Hi!"
She smiled at us both and extended her hand, saying, "Hi, I'm Sindy with an 'S,' not a 'C.' I understand you were looking for me?"
I took her hand which felt warm and soft. "Well, you come highly recommended. We were hoping for some...um, quality time with you. I'm Sandy, by the way and this is Scotty."
She gave us both her flirtiest smile and said, "I'd be thrilled to give you and Scotty a lap dance." Sindy reached out and took Scotty's nearly limp hand -- his mouth hanging open in amazement. She nodded towards the DVD's in my son's hands. "Do you know about our discount policy and ten minutes free when you buy two and ten extra minutes free for every extra DVD you purchase after that?"
I looked at the four movies in Scotty's hand and grinned back at the tall, lush bodied dancer. "Well, Sindy, I suppose we're going to have a nice visit with you, then."
Taking my speechless son by the hand, we followed Sindy towards the 'Restricted Access' door, both of us admiring her mostly exposed and swaying ass cheeks. Once past the door, Sindy took us down a long corridor and said as she glanced over her shoulder at me, "So, who recommended me to y'all?"
I licked my lips and replied, "Oh, my husband, John and my daughter, Jilly."
Her reaction was immediate. Sindy spun around and fell back against the wall, her eyes wide with amazement, her breasts heaving from the sudden shock of my revelation. It had been six weeks or so, but obviously John and Jilly had left an impression on this slutty young woman. "Really? You're..." She glanced at Scotty and then back at me, her eyes roaming appreciatively over my scantily clad body. "You're Jilly's mother?" A shiver went through her and she eyed Scotty more closely, maybe seeing the resemblance in our eyes and hair, maybe in our similar cheekbones.
"And this is...Scotty is...?"
I squeezed his hand tightly and said with mischief in my voice, "This is my son, Jilly's brother."
Another spasm washed over the tall, young woman and her eyes fluttered as she slid a little down the wall, making me think for a moment that she was going to collapse. One of her hands idly cupped her breast and with her thumb and forefinger, pinched her hard nipple bulging against the cotton cloth of her halter top.
"Sindy, are you okay?" I asked, trying to sound concerned, but already pretty sure about what was happening.
Sindy bit her lower lip with a very sexy overbite and nodded as she straightened back up. "I -- I think I just came," she said, her voice a little. "Oh my fucking god...are you two really mother and son?" She pinched her nipple again, harder this time and she gave a little wordless moan.
Scotty was looking a little unnerved by it all and looked at me and said in an uncertain voice, "Mom...is she alright, Mom? Maybe this isn't such a good idea!"
I stepped closer to him so I could slip an arm around his waist and kissed him quickly, rolling my tongue over his lips as she watched. "She's fine, son. Sindy's just really excited to meet a naughty mother and son like us."
Sindy pushed herself off the wall, wobbling a little on her high heeled sandals. "Yes, I'm...wow, I'm good, Scotty." She pointed towards a door near the end of the hallway and said, "C'mon -- let's get inside before I cream all over the floor!"
We followed into the room, finding ourselves in a small room with a barely adequate light overhead. Two straight back wooden chairs were positioned next to each other with a small table to their right. Against another wall was another table holding a CD player and what looked like several tubes and bottles of lotion as well as a box of tissues. Along one wall sat another wooden chair, sitting next to an old fashioned coat rack. High up in one corner was nestled a video camera on a bracket. I nodded -- it appeared to be the same room Sindy had entertained my husband and daughter in.
"Make yourselves comfortable," the young woman said, pointing at the chairs as she stepped over to the CD player and sorted through several jewel cases. She selected a CD and as a slow, bluesy number began to play, she turned and began to slowly stalk towards us, her body moving in time with the sultry music.
She studied with the intensity of a big cat studying its prey, again trying to find the family resemblance between us. As she stopped maybe four feet in front of us, Sindy said in a near breathless voice, "You really are mother and son...fuck me blind." As she swayed to the music, she ran her hands down her body, sliding them over her stomach and down to her thighs before rubbing her jean covered mound several times. "Fuck, you two have already made my pussy so fucking wet...look, I've soaked right through my panties and my jeans!"
Sindy held up her fingers and they gleamed with wetness and then she leaned back, thrusting out her pelvis and I heard Scotty gasp as we both could see the growing wet spot in her faded denims. "I can't tell you how many times I've fingered myself or fantasized about your husband and daughter while getting fucked the last couple of months," she hissed.
"Yes, you made quite the impression on them too," I replied, watching her edge closer to us, working her body lewdly as she moved to the music.
"They...they hadn't done it yet when they were here," Sindy said, looking at me coyly with those big, blue eyes. "Are they...do they?"
I shifted in my chair, my own pussy getting hotter and wetter by the moment. I rucked up my skirt to expose my naked pussy and my wet and gleaming thighs as I answered, "John has his cock inside our daughter's pussy constantly now."
Sindy mewled as she drew closer to Scotty, my words working as well as fingers or a cock on her -- giving her little orgasms. With her long, full legs, Sindy began to straddle my son who stiffened and said, "Mom?" his voice edged with fear.
I squeezed his hand which I had never released and said, "It's alright, sweetheart. Mom's here and nothing bad is going to happen. This sexy slut is going to give you your first lap dance, son -- that's your surprise. You know what a lap dance is, right?"
Scotty nodded and while he didn't relax any, he didn't appear to look like he was going to panic and run. Just the same, I held onto him, tightening my grip on his fingers to remind him of his mother's constant presence.
Sindy straddled him, her body hovering just over his -- her breasts so close that I'm sure her nipples beneath that cotton material was scraping his chest while her mound barely avoided contact with the tent in his pants. She reached out and cupped his cheeks in her hands and brought her face close to his until their lips nearly were touching. "So, Scotty, have you fucked your mommy yet?" she said just soft enough to hear.
"N-no, not y-y-yet!" he stammered in reply.
She glanced at me with a curious eye, one eyebrow raised and I said, "Soon, very soon...as soon as he asks his father for permission to put his cock in Mom's pussy!"
Sindy moaned and began to move as she said, "Oh, baby, I bet you can't wait!" She began to give my son a lap dance -- her crotch now rubbing against the erection in his pants while her tits rolled and flattened against his upper chest. "Just imagine how good it will feel when Mommy rubs her pussy on your big dick like this and mashes her big ol' titties against your naked body."
I heard Scotty make an odd, almost giggling noise as Sindy ground herself against him, her massive breasts rolling out of the halter top to flop and rub against his chest. She rose a little, leaving a tell tale sign of her wetness on the bulge of my son's pants, so she could offer her mammoth tits to my son and I felt both aroused and envious as she waved her huge udder like breasts to him, rubbing her incredibly thick and wide nipples across his mouth. "Show me how you suck on Mommy's titties!" she cooed.
Scotty turned his head at me, a questioning and panicked look on his face and I answered his unasked question by hissing, "Go ahead, son. Pretend they're mine and suck them good." I was on the edge of my chair, turned sideways, almost wincing at how tight my son was holding my hand as he suddenly snapped at one of Sindy's swollen nipples and she moaned as he began to suck noisily on the blood engorged digit.
Sindy placed her hands under her meaty tits and raised them up, allowing Scotty to continue sucking on them while she lowered herself back down onto his swollen crotch and began dry-humping him, her head thrown back and eyes barely open as she grinned at me with an expression of sheer pleasure.
My son swapped tits, clamping onto her other nipple and leaving a trail of saliva across her great expanse of tit flesh as she moaned, "Fuck me, Mom -- your son has a monster in his pants. It's huge!"
After a minute or two, Sindy suddenly climbed off Scotty and spinning around, yanked her short shorts down, revealing a red thong as she stepped out of them, kicking them off into a shadowy corner. For the first time, I could smell her arousal, her pussy juice smelling powerful and lusty in my nostrils. She bent over and waved her voluptuous ass cheeks in my son's face, her hands spreading her buttocks to reveal a massive and dripping wet spot on her crotch where the material was stretched tight across her mound.
Sindy backed up and lowered herself back on Scotty's lap, leaning herself against him as she hunched her hips around on his swollen erection., She reached down and took his free hand and brought it up to her breasts. "Touch them, Scotty. Touch them and playing with them like you'd play with your Mommy's tits!"
I heard my son groan, "Mom! I...oh, Mom!" and much to my surprise, he let go of my hand and brought his hand up to join the other, cupping and squeezing Sindy's massive breasts, letting her soft and pliable flesh squeeze around his fingers. It was her turn to moan as his fingers eagerly sought out her wide, quarter size nipples, pinching and pulling on them, stretching them out, making her heavy, sagging breasts tilt upwards.
I could scarcely believe how excited it was to watch this young woman carry on so with my son and my hands were already being drawn to my inner thighs -- fingers sliding over my slick skin, made slick with my pussy creams. I could barely contain the urge to ram as many fingers as I could into my pussy. Sindy grinned down at me, again that sexy overbite of hers worrying that lower lip as she quivered with excitement over the situation, her eyes roaming hungrily over my exposed cunt, labia blossomed wide, gleaming as the juices poured out of me.
Finally, as the second song faded out on the CD player, with a moan, Sindi broke free of Scotty's grasp, her breasts heaving and her nipples bright red from being pinched, staggering a bit as she tried to gain some balance. For a moment, I thought my son had cum in his pants from the wet stain on his khakis, but then as I glanced at Sindi wavering on her high heels, I could see that the material covering her crotch was a sodden mess, literally dripping wet as her labia swelled around the cloth and her juices leaked from her cunt like a sieve. Sindi looked down and laughed, "Have you ever been this wet before, Mom?"
I spread my legs wide to expose my own wetness. "I think I'm giving up panties altogether," I sighed.
Another song begun -- lots of hard grinding guitar and snaky drums and Sindi began angling my way, licking her lips. She reached up and tore off her halter top which was already hanging useless around her neck and then peeled off her wet thong, holding it in her hand and squeezing it, letting her own fragrant juices drip between her fingers to splash on the floor. Her pussy seemed to almost pulse with life, a little patch of black pubic hair glittering as her juices were reflected in the room's light. She turned to my son and said, "You should get comfortable, Scotty -- your mother and I are already practically naked and I bet your cock would like to get some fresh air!"



My son's eyes bulged as he turned to me, his arms starting to wave as events overwhelmed him. I reached out quickly and snagged a moving hand and tugged on it to get his attention. "It's OKAY, son!" I said in my best 'Mom' voice, firmness and love etched on every word. "Relax and enjoy, Scotty." I waited a moment and then more sternly said, "Get those pants off now, son!"
I thanked God for the primitive instincts deep within my son that had him on his feet within a few seconds, fumbling at his belt and then his pants were coming down and out popped that magnificent cock of his, long, thick and angry, almost a deep purple as it throbbed with the need for release.
"Fuck me," gasped Sindi. "You mean you haven't fucked that thing yet, Mom?" She licked her lips at the size of it, precum dripping off the slit.
I motioned for Scotty to sit down, saying, "Get comfortable, baby. Mom's gonna get her first lap dance too."
Scotty gasped as he stared at me in amazement, clumsily setting down, his pants around his ankles. "Mom, really? You mean you never did this before?"
I giggled and said, "Nope -- but I'm ready and wet for it."
Sindi moved in, towering over me, nearly as tall as my husband and Scotty. She began moving with the music, slowly straddling me, coming closer and closer with her now naked body. I could smell her scent -- so strong and lewd in its own right, its strength making me all the wetter.
Then she was in my lap, rolling her pelvis against mine, leaning into my bare thighs and leaving wet streaks of cunt cream shining on them as she scooted forward and then her breasts were in my face and her hands were on the back of my head, pressing them against her giant pillows of tit flesh and I felt a mini-cum rocket through me as I found my lips wrapping around a massive nipple, pulsating with excitement as blood coursed through it. Carnal instinct prompted me to suck and I felt her sigh contentedly as my tongue rolled and flicked at her hard nub, so swollen it could barely be moved.
My hands slid over her lush body to cup her large ass cheeks, fingers sliding down deep and around to tickle at the sopping wet flesh between her legs. I felt her stiffen as I managed to get a finger inside her pussy, slowly stirring her wet flesh, amazed at the flood of hot cunt cream that flowed around my finger. At the same time, I began to alternate little licks of her nipple with my tongue with teasing nibbles, using my teeth just enough to make her squeal each time I bit down.
As I fingered Sindi's pussy and sucked her fat nipple, I glanced over at my son and was flattered to see him stroking his cock watching the lap dancer writhing in my lap. I worked another finger inside her pussy, sliding them deeper even as I brought my thumb to bear, searching through the folds of her wrinkled cunt flesh until I found her swollen nub, like a tiny erect cock, emerging from its hood. I carefully rolled the pad of my thumb over her clitoris and was gratified to hear her chokingly sob, "Yesssss!
Once I began to dominate her clit, Sindi quickly was far down the road towards orgasm. As I fingered her more forcefully, I began to bite her nipple harder, clamping it between my teeth and worrying it like a dog holding onto a bone, flicking the very tip of it with my tongue while her fingers became entangled in my hair, wanting to both push my head away and pull me harder into her breasts.
She let out another sob and then I felt pussy cream ejaculating forcefully against my hand and against my naked crotch, her hot juices splattering against my wide spread pussy flesh. Sindi moaned, "Yesssssss, Mommmmmyyyy! Make your baby girl cum!" Although still feeling so inexperienced with women, I felt my confidence grow with each stroke of my finger and every brush of my thumb, her juices pouring from her, soaking our joined laps and filling the room with the heady scent of cunt.
Sindi quivered in orgasm on my lap for over a minute before she slowly slithered out of my lap, winding up on her knees between my widespread leg, her head resting on my wet thigh and her breath feeling warm and wonderful on my pussy. I turned and grinned at my son, his face frantic with the need to cum as he stroked his swollen cock, a naughty grin on his face from watching this lovely stranger orgasm on his mother's lap.
Looking down, I saw Sindi's blue eyes look up at mine with worship and desire and it was my turn now to put my hand on her head, running my fingers through the tight bleached curls of her hair as I silently urged her face towards my crotch. Like an obedient servant, she willingly allowed me to push her face into my wet cunt, her long, Romanesque nose nuzzling my trimmed bush as her lips kissed my pussy and her tongue made me cry out as it delved deep into my hot, aroused flesh.
It was my turn to squirm under her loving touch now, my only distractions the taste of Sindi's pussy on my fingers, tasting salty and funky as I licked them clean and the sight of my son masturbating as the young woman ate me out. Sindi knew what she was doing, deftly rolling her tongue over my flesh, touching my most sensitive places as if she'd been eating my pussy all her life.
As I squirmed on the wood chair, now slippery with my juices, my moans grew louder as I rode the edge of orgasm. Sindi gave me only a short respite, lifting her dripping face from between my thighs to smile and my son and say, "When I make your Mommy cum, I'm going to give you a big, juicy kiss, Scotty!" Then she dove back between my legs, redoubling her efforts to lap at my pussy and I began to cry and gasp as my orgasm came closer and closer.
Then as her tongue began a fevered assault on my clitoris, Scotty, overwhelmed by the sight of his mother having an orgasm stood up, his hand flying rapidly over his cock and moaned, "Mom! MOM! I'm gonna cum, Mom!"
Sindi snapped her head up and with a harsh tone in her voice, said demandingly, "Cum on Mommy's face, Scotty! Shoot that hot, nasty load on Mommy's face!"
With his pants still around his ankles, my son obeyed Sindi immediately, clumsily shuffling over to me, his cock now inches from my face, the head a dark, angry purple in its blood swollen glory, his eyes wide with excitement that was expanded as I hissed in agreement with Sindi's lusty command, "YESSSSS! Cum on Mom's face, son! Give Mom that hot spunk!"
With a cry of pure pleasure, my son did just that, his lips curling into a passionate sneer as his body stiffened and his fingers tightened around his swelling cock and then he was blasting me with huge, white streamers of hot semen -- thick, ropy strands of his thick seed splattering into my face. Scotty's cry of pleasure became the bull's bellow as he sprayed his youthful sperm across my forehead and into my hair, across my cheeks and nose, into my mouth -- tasting so delicious and then against my chin with the last few spurts, still large, but not having the distance and instead of my face, arcing to land on my heaving breasts, now having escaped my bustier.
My own orgasm ignited as I tasted his sweet semen on my tongue and white orgasmic fire swept through me, fueled by the nasty ministrations of Sindi's tongue and I sobbed as pleasure overwhelmed me -- the taste of my son's sperm melding with Sindi's experienced tongue and becoming that nearly perfect moment as I shook and convulsed with sexual joy.
Suddenly, Sindi was kissing me, licking my face with her tongue while holding Scotty's still massive cock in her hand, smearing the last of his seed on my face as my mouth sought out both her maddening tongue and the cock head of my son. As my orgasm wound down, I found a naked Sindi sitting in my lap, kissing and licking at my semen coated face in between the moments when I was kissing my son who was trembling in the afterglow of his own orgasm.
Sindi ran her tongue over my lips, both of us savoring the mixed flavor of my pussy cream and Scotty's semen, whispering in an awed tone, "I can't believe I'm eating a son's sperm off his mother's face." We kissed again and she said, "Won't you please adopt me, Sandra?" the tone in her voice not totally joking.
We both giggled, but then my attention was diverted as I heard Scotty rustling with his clothes. "Scotty, what's wrong? I think we still have some time left with Sindi."
My son was finishing with his belt buckle and he looked up at me with an expression I had never seen before. His green eyes burned with a passionate fire as he said almost maniacally, "Mom. We got to go, Mom! We need to go home right now?"
I reached out my hand towards him, concern suddenly welling up inside me, afraid that maybe our naughty adventure had overwhelmed him. "Son, it's okay, relax. There's no hurry, baby."
Scotty shook his head and said, "Mom, we have to go now!"
I felt Sindi slid out of my lap and I stood up, feeling both alarmed at my son's tone and deliciously nasty as I felt my swollen labia rub against each other as I stepped forward, making me shiver with pleasurable aftershocks. "Scotty, just relax," I said.
Deftly I moved my arms around his neck as I had always done to calm my son down, but then I found him taking the initiative, pressing his forehead against mine, his eyes blazing with desire as he said in a demanding tone unlike anything I had ever heard before, "Mom, we have to go home. Mom, I have to ask Dad if I can fuck you because Mom, I want to fuck you right now!"
To be continued...
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Naughty Mom's Naughty Son: Part 2
"Mom, can you go any faster, Mom?" My son, Scotty squirmed excitedly in his seat, straining against his seat belt as he would lean over to peer at the minivan's speedometer and repeat the same question he'd been asking me for nearly an hour. Of course, his eyes would wander from the speedometer to my partly bared breasts, my meaty tits bouncing as we drove down the interstate, barely contained by my black bustier that I'd struggled to get back into at the adult bookstore in the city.
I was amused by my son's insistence that I speed. His mild neurological condition, a form of Aspergers Syndrome, kept him from driving since he found it too unordered and chaotic and for much of his life, he'd fussed at his father and me whenever he saw the speedometer needle pass the posted speed limit. Rules and order were central to my son's way of life. His arms were waving about absently, usually a sign of being upset and unable to process his current situation, but now, I felt it was more a sign of excitement and arousal unlike anything I'd seen him be like before.
"Settle down, Scotty," I murmured, reaching over and stroking his thigh, taking my eyes off the road just long enough to confirm that his erection had returned. Not quite an hour ago, he'd ejaculated a massive load of cum in my face, remnants of which were still drying in my hair, after being urged to do so by a nasty lap-dancer named Sindy.
I felt myself blushing slightly as I recalled racing out of the adult bookstore, trying to keep up with my son who'd quickly gotten dressed and demanding we leave so he could go home and ask my husband...his father, for permission to fuck me. I recalled several surprised and amused faces staring at me as I followed him out, trying to get my large tits squared away inside my black bustier and wipe up little streamers of my son's sperm from my hair. Thankfully, Sindy had already licked the larger blobs of semen off my face, sharing them with me before Scotty had begun getting dressed.
"Mom!" Scotty said. "I have to fuck you and fuck you soon, Mom!" Scotty beamed at me, still wiggling in his seat in anticipation. "I love you!" he stated for maybe the hundredth time since we'd climbed back in the van.
"I love you too, son," I replied, running my hand up his thigh and over his swollen erection before returning my attention to the road. Thankfully, our exit was coming up and I felt a new spurt of wetness between my thighs as I realized that very soon, my son's cock would be inside me, completing a circle of incest that had begun when I'd given my husband, John, my blessing to fuck our daughter, Jilly.
When I drove down the lane leading to our home, the seatbelt alarm began wailing and before I could come to a complete stop in front of the house, my son had the door open and was bolting for the front door, hollering "Dad! I need to talk to you, Dad.!"
By the time, I came in the house, Scotty had apparently moved upstairs in his search for his father and when I heard him call out, "Dad! Where are you, Dad? I need to ta..." I could only grin as I was sure that from Scotty's abrupt silence, he'd found his father and I was sure, he'd found his sister too.
I hurried up the stairs and found him standing in the doorway of Jilly's room. I didn't have to see his face to know he was standing there with his mouth open in shock, amazement and maybe even a little lust. I slipped up behind my son and put my arms around his waist, hugging him to me, my heavy breasts flattening out against his back. Looking over Scotty's shoulder, I smiled and said, "Hi, we're back!" to my husband and daughter.
Jilly, naked and on her hands and knees was at the moment incapable of replying, her mouth, like her brothers, gaping wide open, not from surprise but from what looked like the approach of a mind shattering orgasm...not too surprising since her father's long cock was buried deep inside her. John, my beloved husband smiled at me and our son, and managed to gasp, "Hiya, babe. Glad to see you two have made it home. We were staring to worry." His sweat slick body glistened in the afternoon light coming through the window as he slowly withdrew his cock from our daughter's cunt and then drove it home again.
I glanced at my son's face as he tried to process this incestuous and lewd scene in his head and was pleased to see that he wasn't thrashing his arms about in panic. As I hugged him to me, I replied to my husband, "Well, we made a stop on the way back. Sindi sends her love."
John's eyes widened slightly and he grinned. "She is a big ol' sexy thing, isn't she?" He glanced at our son who was now trying to move his mouth, but still hadn't found his voice. I wondered what Scotty was most preoccupied by...his sister's naked body, her pert ass hiked high in the air for her father and her swinging breasts, moving slowly back in forth in rhythm with her father's thrusts or by the actual sight of his father fucking his baby sister. "I can't wait to hear about it, Sandy!"
I started to reply, but Scotty finally recovered enough to blurt out, "Dad. I want to fuck Mom! I want to fuck her right now! Do I...can I have your permission, Dad!" He paused and took a breath, never letting his eyes fall away from his fornicating father and sister. Finally, he added in a pleading tone, "Dad...please, can I fuck Mom!"
Jilly let out a groan, her brother's words apparently exciting her beyond the pleasure her father's cock was bringing her. John too groaned in appreciation of the naughtiness of his son's request. "Well, Scotty, do you love her?"
"Dad!" exclaimed Scotty. "Dad, of course I do. I love Mom more than anything."
"Do you promise not to ever hurt her and to always treat her like a queen...to do everything within your power to make your mother happy?" John grinned, knowing that he was prolonging our son's agony.
"DAD! YES, I PROMISE! I LOVE MOM!"
Scotty's arms waved in anxious agitation and I tried to comfort him as best I could by hugging him all the tighter against my aroused body. I felt so wet and aroused that I knew if I looked down between my legs, I'd see my cunt juice splattering the carpet. "John," I said softly. "Don't tease him, baby."
My husband laughed and then nodded. "Yes, Scotty. You have my permission to fuck my wife...to fuck your mother whenever she and you want."
Scotty broke out of my embrace, jumping up into the air in joy and somehow coming back to earth having turned around and to my surprise, wrapped me in his arms and hugging me so strongly, he picked me up off the ground. I was astonished in that Scotty had rarely in his life, initiated physical contact. I was further surprised when he kissed me, pressing his mouth to mine as a man does when he claims a woman as his own, his tongue suddenly in my mouth, making me mewl like a kitten as we kissed in the doorway of his sister's room.
I could hear Jilly moaning as she and her father watched us passionately kiss while they fucked. I ran one leg up along Scotty's thigh, curling my foot behind to keep him pressed into me, enjoying his tongue dancing with mine while his hands slid up and down my semi-dressed body.
Scotty broke the kiss, pausing to lick his lips before saying, "Let's fuck, Mom!" as his hands pawed at my breasts, freeing them from my bustier.
I laughed and stepped back and said, "First things first, baby. You and I need to get a shower and take of some things before we make love." When he started to protest, I quickly placed a finger to his lips and said, "Do what Mommy says, Scotty!" I glanced over at my husband who was now slamming his cock into our youngest child with a vengeance. "Thirty minutes or so...our room?"
John who was starting to breathe hard, nodded and gasped, "We'll be there. We wouldn't miss this for the world!"
Jilly nodded in agreement, managing to grin at me through her sweaty hair now flying about her face as she began to convulse as her orgasm rose up in her. "Wa-wanna see my b-b-brother become a motherOHfucker!" she moaned as Scotty and I moved out of the room.
Holding Scotty by the hand, I began moving towards my bedroom, but suddenly felt him moving away as we passed the upstairs bathroom. "Where are you going, son?" I asked, a little surprised to see him trying to part from me.
My son looked at me with anxiety etched into his face and replied, "I'm going to take a shower so I can fuck you, Mom!" His voice echoed desire and exasperation.
I laughed and tugged on his hand. "No, baby, we're going to take a shower...together." I pulled him more forcefully towards my bedroom. "C'mon, my little boy -- come with Momma!" I drew him into his parents' bedroom and standing before the bed where I planned to soon fuck another man besides his father for the first time in nearly a quarter century, I slowly undressed my son -- tugging off his T-shirt and then after undoing his belt, pulling his khakis down to his ankles.
I slowly knelt down and tugged Scotty's sneakers off and then his socks and then helped him step out of his pants. Looking up lustily at my son's nearly naked body, I felt a gush of wet arousal pouring from my quivering cunt as I gazed at his erect cock covered by his shorts. "I love you, Scotty," I murmured as I reached up and hooked fingers into his waistband and yanked them down, freeing his immense cock which quickly slapped against his stomach.
"I love you, Mom," Scotty whispered as I rose up, allowing my face to brush against his crotch, feeling his hairy balls scrape against my cheek and then my lips slipping along his shaft, my tongue flicking out to dance briefly against his swollen cockhead. I then kissed my way up his stomach and chest, stopping only when his lips were pressed against mine, his tongue intertwining with mine.
As we kissed, I guided my son's hands in undressing me, undoing my bustier and letting it drop to the floor. Unzipping my leather skirt and letting it fall around my feet. Finally, I kicked my high heels off and murmured, "Come with me, baby," as I led my son to the master bathroom. We kissed and fondled each other as we waited for the water to grow hot and then, wrapping my hand around his cock, Scotty and I climbed into the large shower stall that his father and I had installed years ago.
Scotty groaned with pleasure as I soaped his body up and then handed him the body wash to lather me up as well. I paid attention to his throbbing erection, but tried not to lavish too much attention lest I trigger too early an eruption. I moaned happily as Scotty washed my hair, caressing my dark tresses and massaging my scalp with such passion and zeal that I knew that this, if nothing else, would have to become a common occurrence.
We rinsed off and stepped out of the stall, Scotty toweling me down first, lingering between my legs and making me reach out to the counter for balance as his rubbing my cunt with the soft, fluffy towel brought me close to the edge of an orgasm. Scotty knelt before me, toweling off my sex, his eyes locked in on my blossoming labia and the wet, pink flesh between them and whispered, "Can we fuck now, Mom?"
I pulled him to his feet and kissed him gently, growing more passionate with it until our tongues were in a torrid dance of lusty desire. "Very soon, darling, but first, before we join your father and sister, I want to give you something here...something private that will maybe help you enjoy things a little more later on."
Never taking my eyes off his face, I slowly squatted down, my fingers trailing down my son's chest and then stomach before wrapping around his long, thick penis. I moved my mouth slowly towards his cock head, saying as I drew near, "Scotty, Momma's going to suck your big dick. Just enjoy yourself and give me a big load of your spunk." I stuck my tongue out and rolled it over the spongy, swollen head, tasting a thick globule of precum bubbling from his pee slit.
Before I wrapped my lips around my son's dick, I said, "The first time you fuck me, I want it to last a long time and if you give Momma a hot snack of your tasty sperm right now, you're going to be able to fuck my brains out!"
Scotty's eyes were wide with child-like wonder as he watched me engulf his hard cock, my lips sliding over the head and then slowly traveling the length of his long cock. Although I was sure he was thicker than his father, I thought his father was a bit longer in length and despite the added girth, I had very little difficulty taking all of him in me, the head pressing deep into my throat.
"Mom...oh, Mom," Scotty burbled as he stared down at me, my nose being tickled by his still damp pubic hair. Calling out to me increased the heady, wonderful emotions going through my mind doubling my awareness of my incestuous activities, sucking the hard penis of my first-born child. I looked up at him with loving eyes, wiggling my head slightly in a rapid motion and making gurgling noises to let him know how much I loved him and how much I was enjoying sucking his dick.
Slowly, I released him from my mouth, slathering my lips along his thick shaft while my tongue fluttered over his skin until only the head remained trapped between my lips. I vigorously sucked his cock head while my tongue danced and swirled until finally, I let his cock go free with a loud, wet pop. "I love your cock, Scotty!" I purred excitedly. "I could suck it all day long, son!"
I again took him in my mouth, taking his full length and then slowly began bobbing my head back and forth, sucking as I went along. I reached out and took his limp hands in mine and guided them to rest on my head, making sure his fingers intertwined with my wet, tangled locks and then helped him move my head back and forth until he understood that his mother was giving him control over the movement of her head while she sucked his cock!
"Mom...Mom...Mom," Scotty crooned over and over as he began to move his hips in time with the movement of my head, thrilling me as he began to fuck my face. My son was like a kid with a new toy as he experimented with various permutations...making me suck him fast, then slow, and then fast again. He guided my lips down his shaft until my lips were pressing against his hairy crotch, holding my head in place and savoring the feel of his mother's lips, mouth and throat wrapped around his throbbing cock.
My leg muscles began to sing from the strain of crouching down and I shifted to my knees as he began to guide me in sliding my lips back and forth quickly again, still moaning, "Mom...Mom...Mom," as I sucked him, then suddenly with a strained quality in his voice, adding, "Mom...love you, Mom! Mom...love you, Mom!"
I felt the head of his cock begin to swell slightly and as his body tensed up, I knew he was getting close. I took control of the situation again, sliding my lips up and back until again I had only the tip of his penis in my mouth, lips clamped down around the ridge of his helmeted head. I looked up at him imploringly with my eyes, begging him with my loving expression to give me his seed and my son did not disappoint me.
"MOM!" Scotty cried out. "MOM, I...I'M CUMMING!" His words barely came ahead of the torrent of thick, hot semen that suddenly flooded my mouth in huge, spraying ejaculations. Despite having shot a massive load all over my face a little over an hour ago, my son fed me another huge load of sperm, requiring me to swallow several times as he filled my mouth with his delicious seed.
A ripple of absolute pure incestuous pleasure coursed through my body as I sucked and swallowed my son's semen and I heard the wet splatter of pussy juices spray the tiles of the bathroom floor as the sheer enormity of sucking my own flesh and blood's cock triggered a short, but intense orgasm within myself.
I brought a trembling hand up to stroke Scotty's cock shaft, milking him for the last remnants of his load as I sucked on his cock furiously, finishing up with several loving licks before letting him slip from my grasp. Scotty was gasping for air as I leaned back on my haunches and smiled up at him with cum smeared lips. "Oh, baby...you are so delicious!" I sighed. "Mommy's going to have to suck your cock everyday...your spunk tastes that good!"
I licked my lips as I stared up at him lovingly, stroking his still hard cock slowly, his shaft slick with my saliva. Once I assured myself that he wasn't going to soften on me, I came to my feet and kissed him gently as he whispered in a shaky voice, "Thank you, Mom...never...never been, um, sucked before, Mom."
I kissed him passionately, delighted that he didn't seem to mind the taste of his own cum in his mother's mouth and then replied, "Well, Mommy's going to suck that big dick a lot from now on to make up for that, Scotty!"
I pressed my naked body to his, mashing my heavy tits against his chest and again looked up into his eyes, one hand slowly stroking his cock and the other gently running through his dark hair...so much like mine. "Son," I whispered. "Are you ready to fuck your mother now?"
Scotty's eyes widened as his grin grew and he replied, "Mom! Yes...lets go fuck, Mom!" He then surprised me by sweeping me up into his arms as if I were his bride and he was taking us across the threshold. His arms trembled a bit and it was an effort -- I am not a small woman, but he walked me out into the bedroom and towards the bed which was illuminated by dozens of candles that had just been lit.
Scotty carried me to the bed his father and I had shared for so long with nary a stranger in it until we'd invited Jilly there and now, at last, our son. Gently, he sat me down, leaning over me with one knee on the bed, staring down at me with a mixture of absolute love and utter animalistic lust. I doubt he noticed his father and his sister curled up in an overstuffed chair, Jilly sitting in her father's lap, her butt working anxiously atop his crotch. Hell, in my arousal and need to be fucked by my own son, I scarcely noticed them myself.
I scooted myself over to the center of our king sized bed and then spread my legs and held out my arms to my son -- wriggling my fingers to urge Scotty to come to his mother. He licked his lips, his eyes wandering avidly over my nakedness, making me feel both aroused and oddly shy, so intense was his gaze.
Scotty climbed up onto the bed and knelt between my legs. We were both breathing fast and I could feel a sexual flush spreading over my face, neck and chest -- the accompanying heat spreading everywhere as my primal desires began to spiral out of control. My son suddenly seemed unsure of himself and even as his youthful erection again slapped against his belly, he didn't move, finally whispering, "Mom...what should I do, Mom?"
I smiled, the love for my son within me nearly bursting my heart and replied, "Whatever you want, baby. You can do whatever you want with Mommy!"
Scotty returned my smile and slowly crawled forward and I pulled my knees back and spread my thighs, expecting him to plow right into me, but my son surprised me as he suddenly ducked his head, bringing his face just above my pulsating pussy -- close enough that I could feel his warm breath on my wet, quivering flesh. He took a deep breath through his nose and then lifted his head a little and said with a childlike wonder, "Mom, I like how you smell!"



Before I could laugh and reply, "Thank you," Scotty surprised me again by pressing his mouth to my pussy, making me cry out in pleasurable delight as I felt his tongue give me an enthusiastic and sloppy lick! He grunted, saying something unintelligible, his mouth muffled by my suddenly bucking pussy as I threw my hips up and dropped my hands to his head to keep him in place...not that he was planning to stop.
Scotty planted big kisses on my labia and inner flesh between long ice cream licks of his tongue through my burning and slick pussy folds, making me gasp and moan. That he was an amateur at eating pussy was obvious, but what he lacked in experience, he more than made up with his enthusiasm. "Ohhhhh, sonnnn!" I moaned as he licked me and slurped at my flowing juices. I had been on the edge of orgasm all day long and now between my son's eager efforts and the knowledge that it was my son who was licking my pussy, I was sliding off the precipice and free falling into a delicious orgasm.
My fingers curled through Scotty's hair, pulling his face tighter against my wet cunt as I sobbed with pure delight, feeling incestuous ecstasy course through my body like a massive electrical shock. My son, with his usual single-minded fervor, used his tongue to lash at my juicy flesh hungrily and his zeal thrilled me. I raised my legs up and curled them around his back, using them to assist in holding his wonderfully loving face in place as I crooned and squealed with joy until my orgasm was so great, my entire body convulsed and stiffened and I released him as my legs straightened out and my toes began to curl as my pleasure centers overloaded.
Suddenly, I was sprawled out on my marriage bed, gasping for breath and in my need to be completely loved by my son, I let out a strangled scream, "Scotty Ryan Hanson, fuck your mother RIGHT NOW!"
The intense demanding tone of my voice made my son raise his head up from my wet pussy, my juices dripping from his chin and lips. He studied me for a few seconds, concern on his face as he observed my heaving breasts and swollen nipples and my ecstatic yet needy face above them. Suddenly a grin broke out on his face and Scotty lifted himself up and moved up and onto me, unmindful of kissing me with his pussy juice covered mouth.
I groaned against his lips, thrilled with the naughty knowledge that this was my own son French kissing me and sharing the taste of my own pussy with me. Scotty showered me with kisses, pausing every so often to slip his tongue into my mouth, but always returning to eager, sloppy kisses over my face, neck and breasts, pausing now and again to lick and suck at my swollen nipples, so engorged with blood that they were painful.
We began hunching at each other, both of us anxious to have his cock inside me, but again, Scotty's inexperience showed. I began to try and worm a hand between us when I felt another weight on the bed and then Jilly was looking at me over her brother's shoulders and she put her finger to her lips and giving me an awfully lewd leer, winked at me and dropped from sight.
Seconds later, I felt fingers between my pussy lips and then a moment after that, the head of Scotty's cock wedged between my swollen labia. My son in his arousal, I don't think even realized that it had been his sister's hand that had placed his erect penis at the entrance to his mother's cunt. I reached up with one hand and drew Scotty's head down until as we had some many times in his life, bumped foreheads.
I could feel his body trembling as instinct was trying to kick in and I looked into my son's eyes and whispered in a shaky voice, "Do it, Scotty. Put your big, thick cock inside Mommy's pussy!"
I remember hearing my son gasp, "Mom!" but anything else he might have said was obliterated in my primal scream as he pushed his cock inside me, thrusting deep into his mother's pussy. As I felt him move into me, spreading my pussy walls wide, there was an instantaneous recognition of this was flesh of my flesh returning home, triggering unsuspected depths of pleasure spawned by the familial connection I shared with this sweet, young man. Every fiber of my being...every cell of my body recognized that this was my son, suddenly joined with me in the most intimate of ways, returning to my body and fulfilling me...completing me and making me whole as I had not been since his birth.
I was lost in the most powerful orgasm of my life, swept away in a storm of love and lust that I had not truly anticipated and having no real conscious thought except that this ultimate height of ecstasy upon which I had been tossed was due solely to the fact that it was my own son that was filling me up with his cock.
I am not sure how long I was lost in that wonderful madness of incestuous orgasm, but suddenly I found myself conscious again, my own sobs of pleasure echoing in my ears as I became aware of my son's body on top of me, thrusting into me, filling my pussy with the most wonderful cock imaginable and that I was responding as a woman filled with lust and desire, instinctively mating with a man I loved more than life itself. I felt full and complete with every strong thrust of Scotty's cock, reveling each time he ground his crotch against mine, his pelvis mashing against my spread lips, tickling and teasing my swollen and exposed clitoris.
"I LOVE YOU, SON! MOMMY LOVES YOU SO MUCH!" I screamed, realizing that I had already nearly screamed myself hoarse. I tried to wrap my arms and legs around my son's body in an effort to have him all that closer, savoring the feel of his sweaty skin sliding and sticky to mine. His sparse chest hair tickled my swollen nipples, each little brush of my nipples against his scratchy chest sending me that much deeper into an abyss of utter pleasure.
Scotty and I kissed -- my lips and tongue feeling swollen and so much more sensitive, relishing the taste of his saliva, his sweat...of him, recognizing him as a son and a lover, melding into something greater as he fed me his cock again and again. As my orgasm swelled up inside me again, I threw back my head and screamed as I arched my back, bucking my body upwards to meet my son's downward thrusts while he ducked his head to suck and bite my nipples -- the sudden sharp pain of his teeth on my blood-engorged tips escalating my orgasm to even greater heights.
My mind swirled with maddening thoughts as I recalled my husband describing the carnal intimacy of making love to our daughter and knew that coupling with our son transcended even their lovemaking. My eyes, clouded with the incestuous passion and pleasure of the moment would now and again clear momentarily and forever burned into my memory were images of Scotty's face, screwed up in an expression that mirrored his intensity, pleasure and love.
I recall giving my husband and daughter a momentary glance -- Jilly sitting in her father's lap, his long, hard dick jutting up from between her legs, her hips rocking slowly as she kissed it with her wide spread pussy lips which glistened with her wetness and his last load of hot semen. Both were staring avidly and happily as my son and I fucked with abandon. I could not concentrate on them for more than a few seconds -- my son's fine cock fucking me so sweetly, so passionately demanded my full and complete attention.
"Scotty, lover -- fuck me!" I moaned. "C'mon now, son -- fuck Momma hard with that big...MMMMMM...BIG DICK!" I felt my body acting on its own volition, seeking to meet my son's thrusts, to envelop and hold his thick penis inside my womb, kissing it with my pussy flesh, savoring its steady pace as it sawed in and out of me.
"Mom...oh, Mom -- love you, Mom!" Scotty panted between wet, sloppy kisses, arching his back as he slammed his body into mine again and again. "Mom...love fucking you, Mom...love you, Mom!" His eyes stared into mine with such sweet, devoted love that it nearly broke my heart and made me fall in love with him over and over and unleashing something inside me that had absolutely zero reservations about taking my own son as my lover and vowing to be his lover however and whenever he wanted. The only regret that I felt was in not realizing my own incestuous lusts before this -- in effect, denying him and myself such sweet, sinful pleasure for years.
Time just seemed to stop for us and it was like my son and I were locked together in sweet, unbelievable pleasure that went on and on, our bodies working hard in rhythm, coming together in fleshy, wet slaps, becoming slippery with sweat which seemed to conversely cement our lusty flesh more solidly together until we were one -- a mass of heavenly pleasure on earth, our universe centered around my pussy and the massive cock that was crammed inside it.
My son induced my third cock induced orgasm, suddenly picking up the pace and fucking me more forcefully, really slamming his cock to me, taking my breath with each exquisite thrust until I my arms and legs slipped off his fine body, splayed out helpless as my son fucked me hard and sweet. It was all I could do to wriggle and writhe in complete ecstasy as he drove his cock into me again and again, making me feel fuller than I ever had before.
Suddenly, I began to comprehend that my orgasm was merely a prelude to something greater as Scotty's thrusts grew even more frantic and strong and I began to sense that I was about to ride a tidal wave of incestuous pleasure that would take me to heights I'd never before experienced. I truly understood the allure then of sweet, loving incest -- of family members giving themselves willingly to each other. All I needed was Scotty's ultimate offering of his love.
With tears running down my cheeks, I moaned, "Cum in me, Scotty -- give Momma all your hot cum! Cum in me, son -- cum in Mommy's pussy right the fuck now!"
My son was thrusting his cock into me now with maniacal energy, his face screwing up as his own pleasure and need built and then his eyes went wide as he slammed his body into mine one last time, his thick cock burying itself deeper than before and then he moaned, "MOM! MOM! MOM!" and began to ejaculate his hot, sweet semen into my womb and the world seemed to catch fire.
John described it later as a near epileptic seizure of orgasmic spasms. I wailed and sobbed from the pure pleasure of feeling my son's sperm filling my pussy, otherworldly ecstasy reducing me to a sobbing, sweaty mass of cum filled flesh. Scotty was bellowing too as his own pleasure was enhanced by my cunt muscles clamping down tightly around his cock, massaging and milking it for every drop of sperm he had to offer. Tears trickled down his face that I licked off, not wanting to deny myself any fluids my son had to offer.
In the end, we came back to ourselves to find we both had arms and legs wrapped around each other, unwilling to let go, to lose that intimate mother-son contact we had created, slowly rolling back and forth on the bed as we kissed and nibbled at each other, unable to speak because we couldn't spare the oxygen. We kept our embrace until finally, Scotty's cock slipped from my pussy, the loss of which triggered another bout of tears from me with my son awkwardly consoling me, assuring me, "Mom, I promise...we'll fuck some more, Mom."
I kissed him one last time before I let him collapse onto his back, gasping for air, telling him between kisses, "I love you so much, Scotty."
Our world apart was then pierced by applause and we remembered or realized we were not alone, suddenly noticing John and Jilly as they approached, naked and aroused themselves as they climbed gently onto the bed.
I felt Scotty tense up beside me and instinctively reached out to take his hand and reassure him that all was well. His father knelt beside me, his erection brushing my breast as he said reverently, "That was maybe the most erotic thing I've ever seen. I'm happy for you, babe." My husband leaned in and gave me a long, sweet kiss. After our lips parted, he added, "I love you, Sandy," and then glancing at Scotty who was looking at him with a little bit of jealousy, "I'm very proud of you, son. You really made your mother cum hard."
Scotty flashed a slight, but unsure smile his way, but then frowned as Jilly crawled onto the bed and knelt at our feet. Jilly gave us her reckless, loving smile and said, "That was so fucking hot, Scotty! You had Mom screaming for mercy." She scooted forward a little between our legs and reached a hand out towards her brother's semi-erect cock, thickly coated with pussy juice and sperm. "Somebody needs a good licking," she sang in a little girl's voice.
"Bitch, hands off, that belongs to me!" a voice snarled at my daughter and everyone turned in surprise at me. I grinned sheepishly and added in a somewhat softer tone. "I worked hard for this treat and I'm going to enjoy it." I sat up and leaned over my son, taking his cum covered penis in hand.
I lowered my head, stopping just shy of his still swollen head and turned to look at my now pouting daughter. I drew up my left leg, bending my knee until my foot was flat on the bed, exposing for a better view my wide open cunt, fresh semen oozing slowly out of it. "If you're hungry, there's plenty of your brother's semen right here, Jilly."
I then proceeded to ignore my daughter as I began to lavish attention on my son's cock, taking him into my mouth and sucking my juices and his spunk off his semi-erect member. As I swirled my tongue over his sensitive flesh, I heard him gasp with pleasure and then I was moaning too, a pleasurable but choked sound as Jilly mashed her face into my pussy and began licking it with gusto.
Even after all these weeks, I have to tip my hat to my daughter -- she has a talented tongue that I will never tire of and I was barely able to concentrate on cleaning Scotty's dick as she slurped and licked my cum filled cunt with enthusiasm. Finally, it was too much and I cried out as my well fucked pussy and its oh-so sensitive flesh began to propel me to another orgasm and I let Scotty slip from between my lips. I had cleaned him of his semen and my own juices, but he hadn't quite recovered and I realized that maybe this was an opportunity for him to see first hand how loving the rest of his family had become.
I fell back again onto my back and spread my legs, draping one thigh over Scotty's as I moaned, "Just relax, son and watch your sister do what she does best."
Jilly giggled as she scooted along with me, looking up at us with her chin and lips frosted with white blobs of semen and glistening with pussy cream and saying, "I love eating pussy, big brother...especially Mom's pussy!" Then she dived back between my legs, taking long, loving licks with her tongue and noisily slurping up Scotty's seed along with my juices, pausing now and again to tongue and suck my swollen clitoris.
I writhed happily on the bed, barely able to speak -- groaning and sobbing with ecstatic pleasure as my daughter ate me. My eyes would sometimes focus on my son who sat there next to me, staring with awe and wonder at the sight of his baby sister gobbling his mother's pussy. At some point, he'd taken my hand, not seeming to mind when I'd squeeze it nearly to the point of breaking as her tongue made me cum again and again.
Then John decided to enter the picture. He got to his knees and moved awkwardly until he was behind our daughter, his hands reaching out to caress her taut ass cheeks and then tilt them up as he brought his lovely erection to her pussy. As he slowly dragged his swollen head up and down her labia, Jilly raised her head up again and looking at her brother, sighed happily, "I love Daddy fucking me, Scotty! He fucks me night and day!"
I looked at my husband and managed to say in a hoarse voice during the brief absence of Jilly's tongue, "Been busy, honey, the last couple of days?"
John grinned and sighed, just a tinge of weariness in his expression and voice as he replied, "Thank God for those little magic pills you picked up." Then he jabbed his erection into our daughter's cunt, growling and sounding like that old cereal tiger, "They're GREAT!"
I felt more than heard Jilly grunt into my pussy as her father rammed his cock up her young cunt. Her assault on my pussy became more aggressive and my moans mixed with her muffled ones as she teased and sucked on my throbbing clitoris while John fucked her from behind.
From between my legs, I saw my sweet daughter's eyes rise up to meet mine, her dark orbs glazed with lust. I reached out and ran my fingers through her bed-tangled and sweaty golden blonde hair which confirmed that she and my husband had no doubt spent the time while I was gone screwing their brains out.
Jilly captured my swollen clit between her lips and while her tongue fluttered over it, she also began to hum. The sudden vibrations combined with her talented and maddening tongue caught me off guard, plunging me into the throes of another orgasm -- perhaps not as intense as the lovely ones my son had just given me, but which in their wake were incredibly intense. I was suddenly screaming with utter pleasure until my voice collapsed into a tiny squeak while I twisted and writhed under the merciless loving of her tongue and mouth.
My orgasm was wonderful and intense and to Scotty, perhaps a bit scary. In the chaotic madness that was my overloaded senses, I did feel him squeeze my hand and moan in a fearful voice, "Mom?" I wanted to reassure him, but I was caught up in the incestuous delights of his sister's mouth and could only continue to squirm under her nasty ministrations.
Pleasure began to straddle that razor thin border between pain and ecstasy and finally, I pushed my daughter away, gasping, "Sweet, baby...so sweet, but I need to stop...too much." My breasts rolled and bounced as I tried to catch my breath. I glanced over at my son, squeezing his hand to reassure him I was fine. Glancing down at his crotch I saw his cock had now recovered and was waving tall and proud in the air. "Watching your sister eat Mommy's pussy get you all excited, huh, Scotty?" I said between gasps for air.
My son slowly nodded, his eyes gleaming with excitement as he eyed my widespread pussy, now licked clean of his seed. "Mom...can we fuck again, Mom?" he asked, letting his hand slip from my grasp to reach out and playfully pinch my swollen and sore nipple.
I groaned at the pleasure his touch brought me, but shook my head and replied, "Mom needs a little timeout, son."
I was amused to see my son's lower lip begin to pooch out in a bit of a pout, but he was distracted as Jilly moaned plaintively, "Scotty, you really have a big cock!" between the slow and steady thrusts of her father.
My son studied his sister for a moment and again I was amused as I saw the struggle going on in his eyes on whether to fuss at her for going into his room and getting into his stuff or to simply admire her comely form and the way his father was fucking her. Finally, he said in matter of fact voice, "Mom says Dad is longer than me, but I'm thicker!"
Jilly's eyes widen at his comment, a sly grin on her face while John chuckled and said, "Really, son. Your mother told you that?"
Scotty blushed, not sure if repeating my words meant he'd committed a social faux pas, something he'd done countless times in his life. "Sorry, Dad."
My husband grinned at our son and said, "Reckon it could be worse." He suddenly thrust forward forcefully, drawing a pain and pleasure filled moan from Jilly. "Your sister seems to like my cock."
Jilly looked over her shoulder at her father and said, "No, Daddy. I love your big, long cock!" She blew him a kiss and then turned back to her brother and me with a sly grin. "Big brother...I bet I'm going to love your cock too!" She licked her lips and glanced at me and said, "I'd really like to suck it, Mom...if that's okay with you."



I giggled and gestured to my son and said, "That's up to Scotty."
Jilly turned and fixed her brother with a sultry stare, "Scotty, can I please suck your big, thick dick?"
Scotty trembled and looked at me. When I nodded and said, "Son, you can do whatever you want to with us," he scrambled to his knees and shifted his way over to his sister, his erection leading the way.
Jilly took his cock in her hand, wrapping her slender fingers around the massive penis and then looked coyly up at her brother. "I'm sorry for being so mean to you all these years, Scotty." She stuck out her tongue and ran it up the long length of his cock and added, "I promise, big brother, to never go into your room again unless it's to suck or fuck this big ol' dick of yours."
For the first time in years, Scotty smiled at something his sister said or did, raising a hand to Jilly's face and gently stroking her cheek before sliding his fingers into her wild, blonde hair and guiding her mouth to the head of his cock. "Jilly...I...I love you, Jilly."
I thought I could see tears forming in my daughter's eyes as she let out a soft, loving noise before sliding her lips over her brother's swollen knob and begin sucking his erect penis. I moaned with familial pleasure as I watched my daughter take cock from her father and brother -- Jilly's muffled moans filling the air as she noisily sucked Scotty's cock while John steadily fucked her from behind.
My sexy daughter was in her element, being the center of attention of two large cocks -- giving and receiving pleasure. Her body quickly became coated with fuck sweat, her hair wild and dripping down in her face until she would let Scotty's cock slip from her lips, whip her head around, throwing her blonde locks back, give me a leering grin and then open her mouth and resume sucking her brother's cock.
My husband fucked our daughter with easy thrusts, varying the speed to keep her off balance, his movements betraying the familiarity with which he'd gained in pleasuring our little girl. He smiled at me and I smiled back -- both of us silently communicating our devoted love for each other. Even though in my heart, I knew that something had changed the second our son had slid his cock inside me, I was still, in the end, John's wife and I could not have loved him more at that moment.
"Hey, son," said John, only his raspy voice revealing how hard he was really working at fucking Jilly. "Would you like to fuck your sister?"
Despite the fact that his little sister was at that moment swirling her tongue over the head of his swollen cock, Scotty was actually surprised at his father's suggestion. That blank "Does Not Compute" stare passed over his face and his hands rose up and waved aimlessly for a moment before he recovered and looked with a slight look of panic at me. "Mom?" he groaned, looking to me for guidance.
I blew him a kiss and said, "Whatever you want to do is good, darling. I think you'd like it and I won't get jealous of your sister."
Scotty licked his lips and nodded. He looked down to where Jilly was slowly rolling her tongue around the crown of his cock. She planted a gentle kiss on the tip of his cock and said in her sexy little girl voice, "Please, big brother. Won't you please fuck me, Scotty?"
"Oh...okay, Jilly," Scotty said in a barely visible voice.
My daughter squealed with excitement and when her father withdrew, she spun around quickly, wiggling her toned ass up in the air and looking over her shoulder said, "Put that big donkey cock in me, big brother."
My son looked down at Jilly's splayed wide pussy, her labia swollen and spread like a carnal flower waiting to be pollinated. I started to lean forward and return Jilly the favor she'd done us when she'd guided her brother's cock into my pussy, but with a low growl, Scotty scooted forward on his knees and shoved the head of his cock into his sister's pussy, making her cry out when once he knew he was now inside her, he rammed the rest of his long cock home.
"FUCK ME!" she screamed. "You are fucking huge, Scotty!" Her fingernails clawed at the sheets as her brother eagerly, enthusiastically began to fuck her, operating more on instinct than knowledge. Her firm tits bounced under her from the force of his thrusts.
Her screams were quickly muted as her father moved forward again, his erect penis shining with her pussy creams. Jilly quickly took him into her mouth, cleaning his long shaft of his delicious juices. I felt my own pussy begin to twitch even as I felt some jealousy rise inside me as I watched my son fuck my daughter. I was a little unprepared for this even though I had just told Scotty I wouldn't be jealous of him and his sister, but still the vain emotion was there. There was a part of me that wanted to scream, "HE'S MINE, GODDAMMIT! SCOTTY IS MY SON AND HE AND HIS LOVELY COCK ARE MINE AND MINE ALONE!"
I giggled at my own possessive thoughts and quelled them by simply allowing the erotic moment to sweep over me, arousing me anew as I watched proudly as my two men pleasured my daughter. Jilly moaned loudly and lewdly around her father's cock, quickly scouring it clean of her pussy creams and sucking it furiously as the wet slaps of her brother's pelvis against her taut cheeks filled the room.
John began grunting with effort and I knew from long experience that he was about to cum in our daughter's mouth. He held her head between his hands and began to fuck her face forcefully, matching our son's strokes perfectly until with a roar, he began shooting hot cum down Jilly's throat, her making nasty choking sounds as she struggled to swallow his load and keep sucking his cock.
My husband finally fell back from her, his now shrinking cock slipping from between her lips with a moist plopping sound, rivulets of semen dribbling out and down her chin. As weary as I still was from being fucked by Scotty, I was up and scrabbling to her, my tongue flashing out and rescuing the thick streamer of sperm before it could drip off her face. "Mmmmmm -- Mom," Jilly sighed, closing the distance between us and opening her mouth and offering me her tongue.
I sighed happily as we kissed, our tongues dancing in her mouth amidst the semen she hadn't swallowed yet -- rolling the thick, tasty fluid back and forth in our mouths as we kissed. I opened my eyes so I could look beyond her and watch Scotty, now with a determined look, fuck his sister as hard as he could.
Too soon, my daughter broke our kiss, crying out in pleasure and maybe disbelief from the cock pounding she was taking from her brother. "F-Fuck...so fucking b-big!" she moaned, looking at me with lust glazed eyes, her mouth dropping open in slack-jawed pleasure.
I was thrilled as I watched my children fuck and when I felt John's hand on my shoulder, I turned and curled up against him, giving him a quick kiss and then with his arms around me, we watched proudly as our son gave our daughter orgasm after orgasm.
Jilly squalled with pleasure as her brother fed her his cock again and again -- sometimes thrusting back to meet his oncoming thick penis as it sank into her wet flesh again and again. Soon enough, she could no longer stay raised up on her arms, her hips held high by Scotty as he kept her in a doggie position. His sister literally chewed and drooled on the sheets as he buried his cock in her again and again, her sobbing the whole time as she came and came again.
Finally, perhaps out of self-preservation and only after a half dozen or so orgasms, Jilly clawed her way free, begging Scotty to, "Please...stop, Scotty. So good --so big, but I can't...can't take anymore. Jilly looked at us, exhausted from multiple Daddy fuckings and a hard banging from her big brother. She crawled towards us, whimpering, "I feel so fucking good!" She shivered and moaned as her still orgasming cunt sprayed cunt juice onto the bed.
Behind her, Scotty said in what was almost a petulant voice, "But, I'm not finished, Jilly!" his hard cock sticking out, dripping with her juices.
I was already preparing to come to his rescue when I heard my husband say, "Go...don't leave our boy hanging," as he gave me a gentle nudge forward.
I crawled to my son, ducking my head and tasting my daughter on his throbbing cock. I licked my lips and said to Scotty, "Don't you worry, sweetheart. Momma's going to take good care of you!" I put my hand on his chest and pushed him onto his back, eyeing his beautiful hard-on, towering in the air. "Just sit back, son and let Mom do all the work!"
A beatific smile broke out on my son's face as he watched me straddle him, sliding my wet pussy lips up and over his shaft and then slowly impaled myself on his hard cock. I let out a lusty groan as I slowly slipped down on his erection, my pussy stretching to take all his girth and him feeling so perfect inside me.
When I had all of him inside me, I wiggled contentedly, entangling the hair of my bush with his pubic hair. I made him groan as I flexed my cunt muscles around his girth -- the sensation making me groan as well, not to mention breaking out in a sweat as the feeling of again having my son inside me was almost too much to bear. "Oh, I love you so much, Scotty!" I said in a sing-song voice.
"Mom...I love you too, Mom," came my son's reply as his hands rose up to cup my heavy tits, palms scraping deliciously across my swollen nipples that were now literally sore from being hard and aroused for so long. I felt my body quiver as I savored just sitting atop him, feeling so incredibly full of his young, hard cock. I bit my lower lip as my new feelings of what could only be incestuous love were nearly too much to handle.
As Scotty fondled my breasts, digging his fingers into my meaty flesh, I slowly began to ride him, moving up and down a little more with each second, trying to draw out each incredible moment of erotic delight that fucking my son could produce. Again, I was struck by how intense these sensations were, much more than it had ever been with John or any lovers I had known before we had met. My body responded to my son's touch, his presence, his cock in a completely different way than I had ever thought possible. Fucking Scotty seem to trigger every pleasure sensor in every cell of my body, awakening them to their purest potential.
As I began to ride my son into orgasm, I felt like carnality itself made flesh, loving every second of the pleasure he and his magnificent cock gave me. I leaned forward a little, resting my hands on his chest as I began to piston up and down on his thick dick a little faster, my fingernails scratching against his slick skin each time I impaled myself to the hilt on his big spear.
My orgasm, when it struck, struck hard and I felt dizzy and wonderful as an explosion of pure pleasure detonated between my legs and spread through my body. I collapsed on top of him, my lips finding his as my limbs flailed about, only my hips seeming to know what to do, never ceasing to move up and down on his erection.
I could taste my own tears running down my cheeks, spilling between our lips as we kissed, barely in control of myself as my orgasm finally waned enough for me to rise back up to a sitting position and resume a steady, controlled pace as I bounced up and down on my boy's cock.
Although I was feeling very shaky, I drew my legs up into a squatting position and began to ride Scotty all the more quickly, my breasts bouncing wildly as I bounced atop his throbbing penis.
My orgasm returned quickly and again I was collapsing atop my son's body, feeling his heart pounding as quickly as mine as my breasts pillowed out on his chest. I was sobbing from utter and complete joy -- a carnal ecstasy coursing through my body that left me nearly incoherent as I sobbed loudly, "CUMMING, SCOTTY! MOMMY'S CUMMING -- OH FUCK, CUM WITH ME, SON...CUM WITH MOMMY!"
I felt my pussy muscles clamping down around his cock as I rode him, urging him on and I screamed happily as I felt his massive took swelling inside me because I knew he was once again on the threshold. I kissed him hungrily and sloppily as he began to pant with need, trying to maintain his own control to prolong his pleasure and mine, but finally yielding to nature's demand as I said lustily, "Give Momma your sperm, son. Pump me full of your baby-making semen."
Scotty screamed out, "MOM, I LOVE YOU!" and then all was lost in a storm of white hot ecstasy as he began filling my well fucked womb with his sperm, flooding me with thick jets of his semen which seemed like they would never stop. I know I tried to reply that I loved him too, but caught up in the incestuous pleasure of what had to be the greatest day of my life, I could only babble gibberish as I writhed and shook with unimaginable delight.
I scarcely remember finally falling off my son's body, recalling little beyond a hazy disappointment as that sensation of being perfectly filled left me as Scotty's cock slipped from my pussy's grasp. I slowly realized that I was cuddling with Scotty on my left and John on my right, vaguely sensing Jilly cuddling up to her father from behnd, one shapely leg draped over his hip. I drifted in the sweet clouds one often finds oneself in after wonderful sex, sorting out from the relative quiet of our bedroom, the sounds of Jilly and Scotty blissfully asleep, their soft snoring as familiar to me as breath itself.
Gradually, I realized I didn't hear my husband's sleep noises and I opened my eyes and let them focus in the dim light of the now low burning candles. I turned my head slightly to find John watching me sleep. Seeing me awake, he leaned into me and gave me a slow, sweet kiss -- our tongues dancing in greeting as we had some many times over the years.
When that loving kiss ended, my husband grinned at me and said, "Well...have to say we are one happy, loving family."
I giggled softly and replied, "To say the least." I stretched out, feeling muscles pop in that pleasing, sweet way when they are a little sore from a serious bout of sex. "When I first gave you permission to fuck Jilly, I never imagined it would wind up..." I gestured about me and at our naked, sleeping children.
"Regrets?" John asked, his eyes fixed on mine.
I took a long time to answer, finally shaking my head and replying, "No...no regrets, darling -- amazement, maybe. Even after making love to Jilly, I don't think I was prepared for how it would feel fucking my own son. I never imagined it would be so...so..."
"Perfect?" supplied my husband. I nodded and he said, "I know. I can't get over how good it feels...how right it feels when I'm making love with our daughter." He sighed and said, "When I put my cock in her pussy, it feels like they were..."
"Made for each other?" I finished. "I love you, John and I always will, but, my god, when Scotty's inside me, it's like I've died and gone to heaven." I giggled at my words. "If one can get into heaven after seducing and fucking one's son!"
John nodded to show me he understood what I was saying and that he agreed with me. "So, where does this leave us? Do things change?" There was a tinge of concern in his voice.
"No, babe...nothing changes," I replied. "I still love you and you're still my husband and always will be."
"But?" said John. "I hear a 'but' in there?"
I reached out and stroked my husband's face. "But, after all my high minded demands that you always wind up in our bed every night..." I licked my lips and looked guiltily into John's eyes. "I'm not sure I can always promise you I'll do the same when Scotty's home. Tonight was fun and I hope we have millions of family nights like this, but sometimes, I have a feeling I'll want to just go somewhere and hide with Scotty and let him fuck my brains out for days on end!"
John laughed, his amusement of my words helping to assuage my feelings and there was a look of understanding and comprehension evident in his eyes. "I think I get what you're saying. I feel the same way with Jilly. We both missed you these last couple of days, but a lot of the time you've been gone, I relished it being just me and our little girl."
"I don't love you any less, John," I said. "If anything, I love you even more and I'd never want to live without you, but..."
"But, we both agree to not mind the time we spend with our children," John smiled and said, "I don't think there's a problem, honey, but if either of us ever feel there might be..." He didn't finish his sentence, but instead let me know his thoughts on the matter by moving atop me, a little thrill slipping through me as I felt his cock, long and hard brushing my thigh and then landing with great familiarity on my sex.
"Oh yes, I like this idea," I moaned as I rolled my hips and let my husband's cock slide inside me. I was aroused by the fact that I loved John, but confess that secretly, it also pleased me to know that he was slipping his erection into my wet, cum filled cunt...that it was our son's semen that lubricated my husband's passage now.
Whether John understood it or not, it didn't seem to affect him as we quickly slipped into a sweet, slow rhythm of fucking, both of us taking our time and enjoying the intimacy gained only from decades of love and desire. As we rocked together, I don't know if our children were awakened by our sighs and moans and were watching us -- it didn't really matter. I allowed myself to be consumed by my love for my husband, my eyes locked on his as he gently and passionately fucked me, pacing himself to my needs and pleasure...speeding up when I needed him to and slowing back down when it best suited my needs.
It seemed like we fucked through most of the night before finally, neither of us could hold back, John slamming into me harder and harder, making me cry out in ecstatic delight until finally, he began to cum in my pussy as it tightened around his long shaft in orgasmic spasm. We passionately kissed as our mutual climax peaked and then slowly faded into sweet echoes of pleasurable memory, finally falling asleep with the comforting knowledge that despite the dramatic and naughty changes in our lives, that our love was still strong and secure.
I awoke near dawn finding everyone else still asleep -- Jilly and her father curled up together, his face buried in her long, golden blonde hair with her arm and leg draped possessively over his body. Scotty was curled up next to me, a sweet, angelic smile on his lips, making me wonder what he was dreaming of -- perhaps himself in the middle of a Star Wars adventure or perhaps dreaming of fucking his mother's brains out...or a mixture of both. I slipped from the bed trying not to giggle at the thought of Scotty bending me over, my hair done up in Princess Leia's buns and fucking me while he was dressed up like Darth Vader.
I slipped from the bedroom and went to the hall bathroom for a shower so as not to wake everyone up. My body was a little sore and tender -- not in an entirely bad way, but more or less, that sweet ache one has after being fucked royally. I let the hot water pulse over my soapy body, afterimages of last night passing through my mind and feeling myself getting aroused all over again as I thought about how it felt to finally have my son back inside me -- shivering with wonder at the lovely cock my Scotty possessed and how it made me cum and him not a day from having lost his virginity.
I finished up, feeling a tremble of lust ripple through me as I toweled off, remembering my son doing this the evening before and how good it felt when he'd dabbed the soft terry-cloth against my wet pussy. I was thinking along the lines of returning to bed and seeing if I could wake him up in the naughtiest way as I combed the tangles out of my hair.
I emerged from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around me although it occurred to me that considering the current state of my family that such modesty was silly. I was padding back to my bedroom when I heard Scotty's door open. I turned to see my son standing there wearing a bed robe, belt tightly cinched around his waist. He looked at me bashfully and whispered, "Mom...can you come here, Mom?"



I quickly reversed direction. "Scotty? How long have you been up? Why aren't you still in Momma's bed."
He looked at me nervously, his hands wandering a bit in distress. When I approached, he remained in the doorway, blocking my entrance and I had a moment of deja-vu as I recalled his panicked appearance at his dorm room door just two days ago. "Mom...Mom..."
I reached out and placed a hand on his chest and gently pushed him back into his room. "Scotty, what's wrong?" When he didn't answer, I slowly put my arms around his neck and guided his head down so that we could press our foreheads together. "Son, why don't you tell me what's on your mind?"
We locked eyes for a moment and finally, Scotty opened his mouth and replied, "Mom...last night was -- wow -- wonderful and I wanted to know if we could um...Mom, can I fuck you again."
I grinned and answered, "Scotty, you can fuck me whenever you like. I told you. In this family, things have changed for good!" I reached out and took his hand and added, "C'mon, we'll go back to bed and..." I paused as my son stiffened his hand and didn't allow himself to be moved. "Son?" I said. "What's wrong."
He pulled me back to him and again rested his forehead against mine, surprising me as that was always my move to calm or center him. "Mom...can we...Mom, I want to fuck you here in my room. Just you and me, Mom."
"Oh, baby," I cooed -- feeling moved by his request. I knew full well that part of this was based on his psychological needs -- too much sensory input with his father and especially his sister in the room, but more than that...this was deeper and more personal. My son...my new lover wanted alone time with his mother. I felt pussy juice drip down my thighs at the realization of my son's passion for me."
I began working the sash to Scotty's robe, saying, "Honey, are you wearing anything underneath this robe?"
My son replied, "Mom...nope, I'm naked, Mom," just as I parted his robe, his very erect and very thick cock standing upright against his belly.
"Mmmmm, nice, Scotty. I love your cock." I stood on tiptoe and kissed him, pleased that he immediately parted his lips and greeted my tongue with his own. After a long kiss during which I slowly stroked his erection, I whispered, "Son, guess what Mom has on underneath this towel."
Scotty giggled and replied, "Mom...bet you're naked, Mom."
I nodded and then after kissing my way from his lips to his ear, I licked his earlobe with my tongue and replied, "Yes, Momma's naked and she's wet for you, Scotty!" I nibbled on his ear for a moment and then whispered, "Why don't you find out?"
I barely got the words out before my son lashed out with a hand and ripped my towel away! I gasped at his forcefulness, both surprised and aroused by his directness. Scotty reached out and with a little bit of possessive roughness, cupped my right breast, squeezing and kneading my meaty tit before his fingertips closed around my swollen nipple and pinched it hard.
I let out a loud and passionate moan and then slammed my lips against his, kissing my son while I ground my naked body against his. As Scotty's tongue danced with mine, I used my arms encircled around his neck to leverage me up slightly against him so that my freshly washed and still damp bush scratched and tickled his throbbing cock.
My son let out a pleased groan and I felt his hands cup my butt cheeks and lift me up and against him for firmly. We both let out sighs of pleasure as I felt my labia slide up the length of his thick shaft. I suddenly had renewed appreciation for his wiry, yet muscular body. I wasn't exactly a lightweight with my zaftig figure, but between his recently muscled up form and maybe the excitement of getting to fuck me again, Scotty seemed to have no problem picking me up.
I spread my legs around his waist and as the bulbous head of his cock pressed between my pussy lips, I rolled my hips and squirmed anxiously until I felt his thick cock head slip into the opening of my cunt. "Oh yes, Scotty, love," I panted hungrily, "Fuck Momma now!"
My head spun as I felt us begin to move backwards. We tilted for a brief second and then I heard the bedroom door slam and I realized that Scotty had kicked it closed just as we crashed into it, my breath being driven from me from the impact and from the incredible sensation of my son's cock sliding deep into my wet pussy!
It felt incredible feeling Scotty's pussy so deep in me, driven there by his thrusting efforts and by the sheer force of gravity. With his fingers digging into the fleshy cheeks of my ass, my son rammed his cock into me again and again even as his tongue wrestled with mine, taking me closer to orgasm stroke by sweet stroke. Scotty wasn't smooth about it -- he was shaking with desire and anxiousness, his body speaking of his eagerness to both please me and to simply be with me.
Anyone who's ever fucked standing up will tell you it's not something you can do for long, no matter what shape you're in and finally, realizing he was close to the limits of his endurance, my son grunted with effort and carried me, still impaled on his cock to his bed which I noticed for the first time, had the covers drawn and a couple of my candles sitting on his bedside table, lit in a sweet effort to add to the ambiance.
Gently, as if I was the most precious thing alive, Scotty sat me down on the bed, it's high sitting mattress leaving us perfectly positioned as I kept my legs wrapped around his buttocks while he remained standing and gasping, "Mom...love fucking your pussy, Mom!" as he began to fuck me hard and fast.
I was helpless to do anything but lay back and take his thick cock -- not that I'd have changed a thing as I was drowning happily in an ocean of incestuous pleasure, enraptured by the sweet, hungry smile on my son's face as well as the sensation of his hands now caressing and mauling my breasts and the feeling of his cock filling me up again and again.
"Fuck me, Scotty!" I whimpered as an incestuous orgasm crashed down on me. "Fuck your Mom hard...she loves you so much, son!" Then I was gone, lost in the storm of utter pleasure, aware of only my body, writhing with ecstatic torment and of my first born, bringer of such incredible carnal joy who was fucking me so earnestly and lovingly.
When the madness of orgasm had receded, I discovered that my son had literally fucked me across the bed -- bedspread and sheets in a tangle and my head more or less pointing towards the brass filigree of his head board. My legs were draped over his shoulders and I was curled up below his thrusting body enough so that he could alternate between licking and sucking at my throbbing nipples and giving me wet, sloppy kisses. Through it all, was his never ceasing cock, driving into me with the vigor that only a young man could muster. Whenever his lips were free of my body, he was moaning, "Mom...love to fuck you, Mom...love you, Mom!"
I reached up with my hands and ran my fingers through Scotty's sweat soaked hair, guiding his face to my lips and then to my breasts, reveling in the touch of my son's tongue and lips. "I. Love. You. Too. Scotty!" I gasped, near breathless from his forceful and wonderful thrusts, his throbbing cock opening me up and yet making me feel so damn full.
Tears began streaming down my face again as they had last night as the sheer power of how my son made me feel overwhelmed me even as another orgasm overwhelmed me, reducing me to a babbling blob of human flesh being torn asunder by unimaginable pleasure!
All the love that I had for my son seemed to well up from inside me -- flashes of his birth and holding him for the first time, hearing his first word as he looked up at me from his crib, smiling and cooing, "Ma-ma," fixing his inevitable scrapes and scratches as a youngster, struggling to help him cope with his disabilities, being so proud of his teenage triumphs and so amused at his endless conflicts with his sister -- all those memories building up to the new plateau he and I were now on and turning the powerful and ever growing maternal love that I had for my firstborn into something infinitely greater -- something that coupled familial love with sexual passion that took us to a world of sheer carnal bliss!
"Mom...oh, oh, Mom!" Scotty stammered and I felt him thrust hard and deep, his wonderful cock burying itself inside my pussy and then he exploded, his cock head swelling without warning and then my son was filling me with his hot semen, thick jets of his creamy and fiery seed that for a sweet slice of eternity seemed like it would never stop, making me feel utterly complete, both as a woman and a mother.
"YESSSSSSssssssss," I cried out, my voice withering away in the throes of my orgasm. "Oh, yes, son, Mommy loves you too!" Together as mother and son, we clung together, riding out our incestuous orgasm, merging for all too brief a time as one being of purest love -- two hearts beating as one, two minds joined as one in the name of absolute love and adoration.
Finally, our ecstasy began to recede, leaving us still joined and still loving each other, happy in our joy. I lay spent, but exhausted under my son, feeling his semen hot and warm in me, triggering for the first time in a long time the urge to give my lover a child for all the pleasure I had been given. I giggled through my gasps and tears at the thought of being a mother again and by my own son at that.
"Mom...are you okay, Mom?" Scotty, gasped, his body still trembling at the intensity of our shared climax.
I nodded and kissed him long and hard before answering, "I'm fine, son. Mom's just been having some naughty thoughts."
My son smiled down at me, his weight feeling good on me, especially as he discovered he could give me sweet aftershocks of pleasure by gently thrusting forward with his still mostly hard cock buried in my cum filled cunt. "Mom...this isn't ever going to end, is it. You and I are going to fuck and love each other forever, aren't we, Mom?"
He said it with such love and eagerness, it kept me teary-eyed with all the powerful love I was feeling for him. "Yes, Scotty. You and I are going to be naughty lovers forever and ever."
Scotty smiled and buried his face between my still heaving breasts, sighing happily as I considered the truth of my words. After a few minutes, my son's breath became more even and I realized he'd fallen asleep, his still semi-erect cock still inside me. He moaned softly as I flexed my pussy muscles around his wonderful penis.
I could feel sleep creeping up on me, but it came slow as my mind was filled with such naughty thoughts. I heard a cry from elsewhere in the house, recognizing it immediately as the sound of Jilly being pleasured by her father. I smiled at the image of John, my beloved husband, between our daughter's widespread legs, making love to her for the first time of many today. My thoughts drifted to all the naughty things our family might do before day's end and all the naughty things our family would discover in the days, months and years ahead. Images of Sindy, Diana -- our daughter's best friend and even the motel clerk, Madiya, entered my thoughts and the naughty ways they might interact with us.
I went to sleep with my arms and legs wrapped tightly around my son, thinking and dreaming of our naughty family and the new, deep reservoirs of love that we had discovered and the naughty adventures that awaited us.
To be continued?
Post Script...no promises, mind you, but maybe we'll come back to visit this story again. I certainly left enough loose threads to tease you with!
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As springtime blossomed around us, I was well into my second year as a whore, working for a cabal of my hometown's most wealthy and influential citizens, happily expanding my horizons and capabilities as a born slut while ensuring that my family's home remained secure -- the cabal paying our extensive mortgage each month and me making as much in tips as I had ever made in any job in my previous life. Things seemed to be going well. Donnie had somewhat accepted his role as a cuckold -- still acting angry with me for being such a whorish slattern, but always waiting eagerly each time I returned from an assignment of fucking and sucking to have his way with me, relishing my cum filled cunt and ass almost as much as I did.
Our oldest daughter was about to graduate from high school, a beautiful eighteen year old girl, on the brink of glorious womanhood. Tara had been accepted into a good university and between scholarships and some of my tips, we were going to be able to provide her the chance to go. Our younger children were growing up fast and happy, Donnie Junior nearing age fifteen was quickly shaping up into a fine young man.
Then the bottom dropped out...again. We should have seen it coming...Mister Richards had hinted that something was amiss months earlier when he'd first come to Sunday dinner. One day, Donnie came home, sullen and anguished, not speaking for hours before he finally told me that his company had gone belly up. They'd all received two weeks severance pay and pink slips, locking the gates behind them. Now since the economy had gone into recession, Donnie had not been bringing in more than half salary, but that combined with my extra earning from whoring had been more than enough -- we'd even salted some money away for Tara's education and an emergency fund, but now...
As Tara's graduation drew close, things were tense around the house. Tara was a bright girl and she knew that things were going to get more difficult again. She began dropping hints that maybe she would put off college for a year or two, maybe going to the local community college instead and her good natured willingness to sacrifice her hopes and dreams for the family nearly broke my heart.
I began thinking of going to Mister Richards and see if I could increase the days I could work in exchange for more money. Failing that, I thought about seeing John at the XXXtreme Adult Bookstore and working out a deal to work my off days sucking cock in one of his glory hole booths. I had enjoyed it the few times I had done it in exchange for sluttish outfits from their clothing boutique. Sucking cock wasn't a chore to me, it was a pleasure and I never ceased to marvel at the incredible variety to the taste of men's semen...each one unique and special and most of all, delicious.
Two weeks before Tara graduated, I'd made up my mind to discuss my dilemma with Mister Richards and it was weighing heavily on my mind, albeit buoyed by the anticipation I always had when going to the bank to suck Mister Richards' fine cock. I strolled through the bank lobby, always feeling eyes following me, and even though I wasn't dressed for whoring, wearing a simple summer dress -- a light cotton flowery print with spaghetti straps that left my shoulders bare, I always wondered how many of the bank's employees knew what I was arriving to do.
It didn't bother me...it actually created arousal in me to imagine that they all knew that immediately upon closing the door behind me in the bank manager's office, I'd be getting naked and sucking their boss's cock. Truth be told, I was half in love with the sixty-something, potbellied man. He might not have had a matinee idol's face, but he was charismatic and powerful and he knew it.
Lilly Fox, his luscious secretary was at her post and smiled at me as I approached and beyond her usual smirk was a frank appraisal and expression of interest as she gazed at my luscious body tightly contained in the summer dress. For my part, I was wet with anticipation, knowing that in a minute or two, I'd be on my knees and likely tasting her cunt on Mister Richard's long, hard cock. Nodding at me, she picked up her phone, pushed a button and said in a husky voice, "Sir, your two o'clock is here." Lilly winked at me as she nodded at the reply and then hanging up the phone said, "Go right in, Sonya...he's been anxiously awaiting you."
I passed her desk and entered Mister Richards' office, closing the door behind me before I realized he wasn't alone. Two cushioned chairs were drawn up in front of his desk, reminding of the first time I'd been in here, with Donnie, when Mister Richards had offered me the opportunity to be his whore. In one chair sat a woman with sandy blonde hair. There was something very familiar in her posture and profile. Mister Richards beamed at me and said, "Ah, Sonya. We were just discussing you and looking forward to your arrival. Please take a seat."
I quickly strutted across the room, hips rolling naughtily as I walked over in my sandaled wedge-heeled shoes. I turned at the chairs and stopped abruptly as I looked down at Mister Richards' guest. The woman had been staring into her lap, but now looked up quickly to face me, her blue eyes bright in her blushing face. I brought my hand to my mouth and gasped, "Tara...what are you doing here?"
"That would be the topic at hand, wouldn't it," said Mister Richards in a smug and pleased voice. He gestured to the empty seat. "Please have a seat, my dear."
I groped for the empty chair, my eyes never leaving my daughter's red face. A jumble of emotions rocketed about my brain as I dealt with suddenly dampened lust...literally disappointed that I wasn't already on my knees between the banker's legs and wondering just what the hell my daughter was doing here. It didn't help that amidst all my confusion over the surprising situation, my recently expanded libido was taking in my daughter's attractive outfit and her burgeoning sexuality.
Tara was dressed in a black and gold miniskirt, short enough to show off her toned and muscular legs and tight enough to mold itself around her luscious young and firm breasts, but not so immodest to be out of place. Her high heels were sexy, but not outlandish or slutty. She'd brushed her long, sandy blonde hair until it gleamed, falling down over her shoulders and framing her lovely face perfectly. She was lovely and sexy in a young woman's sort of way and she made me wet between my legs as she had done so many times over recent months whenever my increasingly naughty thoughts turned towards her..
"Tara?" I started again as I sat down. "What are you doing here...now?"
My daughter face was nearly crimson and she finally broke our gaze, looking down into her lap again as she murmured, "Mom...I..."
Mister Richards jumped into the conversation, such as it was, saying, "Tara and I have been discussing college, Sonya. I don't have to tell you how intelligent she is. If she does follow through on pursuing a degree in business, perhaps even obtaining her M.B.A., why, there is no end to what she might do"
I felt honest pride as I replied, "I know. I am very proud of her." Tara raised her head and gave me a grateful smile.
"Alas, that the current economy throws so many obstacles in our young folks' path," said Mister Richards...pausing to give a heartfelt sigh. "Young Tara here has come in to discuss how we might be able to circumvent such obstacles." He paused again to grin knowingly at me...letting the import of his words sink in.
"Really?" I replied, feeling my pulse quicken even as the specter of what I felt might be coming began to materialize.
"Absolutely and she had done it on her own." Mister Richards leaned forward and said, "As I already said, Tara is quite intelligent. Despite our relative discretion, she has ferreted out your mode of employment and is making inquiries of being engaged in a similar fashion."
"Really?" I said again, my voice scarcely above a whisper. Now, I had long suspected that Tara had figured out what I did for a living, how could she not between the occasional glimpses of my more naughty work outfits and the sometimes loud arguments between Donnie and me. Still, having it out there in the open was a powerful thing and to my amazement, a bit of a turn on. "You understand everything, Tara?" I said, my voice still barely audible.
My daughter nodded and said, "You have sex with men...and women maybe, for money. Her blue eyes glimmered with something that was unreadable as she said matter of factly, "Mom, you're a whore."
"An exceptional whore, Tara," interjected Mister Richards. "Your mother is one of the most adventurous and talented sluts it's ever been my privileged to fuck, young lady." He added in an almost scolding tone, "And in doing so, she has kept your family from losing the home you've grown up in and being turned out into the streets."
Tara glanced at him and nodded before returning her gaze to me, her face starting to return to normal even though she was nervous and breathing heavy, her full, firm breasts heaving under her dress. "I know. I'm...fine with it, Mom." She stopped and licked her lips. "I actually think it's hot. It's turned me on for months knowing what you do...knowing you go out and fuck all those men."
It was my turn to blush now, hearing my daughter say these things so openly. I reached out and took her hand in mine as we faced each other. "You're not ashamed of me, baby? You don't mind me being a whore?"
Tara shook her head and squeezed my hand harder. "Not in the least, Mom. It makes me excited and..." She paused for a moment and flashed an embarrassed grin at me. "And it makes me a bit relieved to know I'm not all that abnormal...that thinking and doing such nasty things runs in the family."
Mister Richards raised an eyebrow in surprise at her words and I was even taken a bit aback. "What do you mean, Tara?"
She hesitated before speaking, but then looked me right in the eye and said, "I think I take after you, Mom. Just the thought of being someone's slut, doing whatever they tell me too, makes me wet. Knowing that you've done it and God, its obvious that you love it, well...it makes me think I could do it too."
"Hence, the matter at hand, Sonya," said Mister Richards. "Before you walked in, Tara and I had agreed to some basic plans. We...my associates and I will underwrite any expenses that Tara will have in college not covered by her scholarships, along with a stipend for those little unexpected things that occur."
I turned to look at him in surprise. "You mean, at the university?"
"Absolutely. Tara is too bright and promising to waste away at the local community college." He smiled at us both. "In exchange, Tara will, during the summer months, make herself available for um, assignments, three days a week as well as twice a week during all breaks and once a week while attending the university, she will be available to meet and, shall we say, recreate with one of our distinguished members of their faculty or alma mater." His smile evolved into something of a leer. "My colleagues and I have a mutual support agreement with certain influential members of that scholarly community."
I felt my stomach do a flip-flop as different aspects of my personality were feeling conflicted about this. The old fashioned mother in me wanted to grab my daughter's hand and run away and hide her someplace safe from all the carnal appetites that existed in the world. The whorish slut in me quivered with lust excitement at the thought of my little girl doing all sorts nasty things to sate those carnal appetites. The part of me that was both mother and whore wanted to do all those awful and lewd things with her.
"Tara...are you absolutely sure about this?" I said, trying to sound calm and reasonable. "This is a world unlike anything you can imagine...not necessarily bad, but so very, very different from anything you might have done before."
"Your mother is correct," added Mister Richards. "This is not like giving up your virginity in your boyfriend's car or going down on him at the drive-in theater. You will give yourself over to us heart and soul, happily willing to do whatever we demand of you."
Tara was silent for a long minute, her gaze steady, shifting to look at us with what I could describe only as youthful confidence before she finally replied, "I'll be honest...I'm scared to death, but I'm also excited..." Her face began to blush again. "Mom, I'm wet already just trying to imagine what I might be doing with people I've never even met." She squeezed my hand and said, "You've done so much for our family and I know you plan to try and do more to help me, but it's time for someone to help you shoulder this burden."
My daughter sat up more erect, causing her young, firm breasts to jut out further and looked at our banker and said, "I'm your girl, Mister Richards. I want this job."
Through tear blurred eyes, I watched Mister Richards smile happily and said, "I am so happy to hear that...now let's put it to the test. Please take off your clothes, Tara." He pushed back from his desk and walked around it and over to the couch, his erection prominent in his tailored slacks. Tara turned to watch him, growing wide-eyed as he dropped his pants to the floor before sitting down, his erection waving in the air.
Before he could bark a command for her to strip as he had had to do with me my first time, I snapped at her, surprised at the strength and lust in my own voice, "Tara...Mister Richards told you to get naked...DO IT NOW!"
My daughter flinched at my raised voice, but quickly jumped to her feet, murmuring, "Yes, Mom...sorry," as she reached back and undid a button at the back of the dress and quickly yanked it over her head. To my surprise, she was wearing a sexy black half-cup bra and G-string that contrasted well with her still winter pale skin...her flawless flesh almost like alabaster. I felt the first burnings of pure incestuous desire ignite between my legs as I admired my daughter's lovely body.
"Go on," I said, nodding my head to prod her on. Tara nodded in reply and unsnapped the front of her bra, freeing her large and firm breasts, making me feel a bit wistful at how they seemed to defy gravity. Her nipples greatly resembled mine, not quite as large and not showing the signs of nursing three children. They were swollen to the point of bursting, almost visibly pulsating with excitement. Tara then slipped her panties off, the dark gusset not betraying her arousal unlike her lovely labia which were in full blossom, red and gleaming wet against bare skin. I hadn't even known that my daughter shaved her pubic hair.
"Very good, Tara," sighed Mister Richards, his eyes feasting on her luscious body. "Sonya, if you would."
Without hesitation, I brushed my spaghetti straps off my shoulders and wiggled out of my dress, letting it pool to the floor around my feet." Tara gasped, "Mom!" as she was shocked by the fact that under my summer dress I was totally naked. A grin broke out on her face as she saw that I was aroused as she was -- my pussy lips spread wide and dripping with my arousal below my trimmed bush.
We stepped towards each other, my arm going around her waist as our thighs pressed together. I turned in slightly towards her making my meaty breast brush against her firmer and not quite as large tit. "What do you think, sir?" I asked as we posed for Mister Richards.
He gave us an evil grin and said, "A vision of unparalleled loveliness," he said as his cock jerked up a little more. "Now, my sluts, to your hands and knees. Come crawling to your master."
Tara looked at me with her eyebrows raised, but quickly followed me to the floor. "Pretend you're some sexy, wild panther stalking your prey," I whispered to her before slowly making my way to Mister Richards. Tara followed obediently, mimicking my every move until we were both kneeling before our employer.
After savoring our submissive stance for a bit, Mister Richards looked at Tara and said gravely, "My dear -- have you ever sucked a man's cock before?"
Tara glanced at me, her red face growing even darker before she said, "Yes, Mister Richards, I have. I've um, sucked three different cocks." Her quick confession left me a little surprised. I wasn't surprised that she had some experience...she'd dated the Baker boy for nearly two years before they broke up last month.
"Really, pray tell your mother and me who they are."
Tara gave me a weak grin and then said, "Well...Bobby Baker, my ex-boyfriend, Dan Jones -- a teen guidance counselor at church camp, and um..." She looked down for a moment before again facing us, "Mister Brandford, my Calculus teacher." I gasped in surprise and then gasped again as Tara shrugged her shoulders and said, "I was two points from an 'A,' Mom. I wanted that grade!"
Mister Richards chuckled and said, "Well, we're glad you're not a total novice...not that it mattered. I doubt your mother had sucked that many dicks when she started working for us, but Sonya here is a natural born cocksucker. Show her what I mean, Sonya."
I never hesitated, feeling a new and delicious level of pleasure coursing through my veins as I rose up and took Mister Richards in my mouth as my daughter looked on. I heard her take a sudden breath and then sigh, "Oh, Mom!" as she let it out. I rolled my tongue wickedly around Mister Richards, cock head and then looking sidelong at Tara, gave her a wicked wink as I plunged my lips downward, taking all of his sizeable penis into my mouth down into my throat with practiced ease. I began to work my way up and down his cock, keeping my lips wrapped tight around his big dick as I tongued and sucked him, relishing the taste of Lilly Fox's pussy on him as I always did.
Mister Richards' fingers became intertwined in my dark hair as he demonstrated to my daughter how he could control my movements, communicating with scant touch alone his particular desires for more sucking here, more tongue there. Finally, with commanding force, he yanked my head back, his cock sliding from between my lips with a wet pop, leaving me gasping for breath. "Quite the cocksucker, eh, Tara?" the older man chuckled.
Tara seemed suitably impressed by my demonstration of oral loving, her eyes wide with wonder at watching her mother go down on a man. "Wow...Mom, you were awesome!"
"Thank you, sweetheart," I gasped, feeling pussy juice nearly gushing from between my legs.
"Now, Tara...let's see if you've inherited your mother's natural ability," said Mister Richards, his voice indicating that this was a command, not a request.
Tara moved a little closer to him, rising up as she did and carefully wrapping her hand around the base of his cock as she lowered her head. I watched approvingly as she kept her eyes raised to look into his as she came closer to his cock. "So big!" she whispered, her breath making his cock twitch.
"Bigger than your father," I blurted out, shocked and surprised that I had opened my mouth and said those words. I hadn't a clue why I'd said it.
Tara broke eye contact with Mister Richards and whipped her head around to look at me, a look of surprise on her face that slowly gave way to a sly grin. "Really, Mom?" After I nodded, grinning as I did so, Tara again turned her attention to Mister Richards. "Well, it's certainly the biggest dick I've ever had in my hand," she said in a little girl's voice just before she opened her mouth and slid her lips over the head.



Mister Richards let out a satisfied moan as she lingered over the crown of his cock, finally reaching out to stroke her long, sandy-blonde hair as he smiled at me and said, "Your daughter has a lovely and talented tongue, my dear."
Tara's eyes beamed up at him in response to his praise and after another minute's ministrations of her tongue on his cock head, my daughter proceeded to give Mister Richards an enthusiastic, albeit sloppy blowjob. She sucked most of him into her mouth before choking and having to back off, but she recovered nicely, running her tongue up and down his long shaft, licking the swollen head like it was the world's most delicious ice cream cone and continuing stubbornly to try and deep throat the older man, almost succeeding once or twice.
Sweat broke out on Mister Richards' brow as she never relented, her eyes on him constantly, only sparing me a brief glance once in a while to confirm that I was looking on proudly and lovingly as she sucked his cock. After several minutes, he spoke up, his voice betraying his need to climax. "Tara, listen to me carefully. When I cum, do not swallow and do not spit it out. Hold my sperm in your mouth, savor the taste, but under no circumstances swallow."
Tara gave him a slight nod as she sucked to indicate that she understood. Her lips retreated up his long cock until she was holding only the head between her luscious lips. My daughter's cheeks hollowed out somewhat as she sucked him more forcefully and I watched with glee and awe as my oldest child made Mister Richards gasp and moan and finally cry out, "I'm cumming, you sweet little slut!"
His body shook and trembled with each ejaculation, his fingers entangled in Tara's sandy hair, holding her mouth in place as she continued to suck, her eyes glowing with triumph and perhaps pleasure as she accepted his hot semen into her mouth. Finally, with a pleased groan, Mister Richards yanked Tara's head back and off his cock, a wet string of spit and semen following her lips, finally snapping to splatter between her firm breasts.
My daughter kept her mouth open, showing us the thick blobs of semen pooled on her tongue, showing Mister Richards that she could obey his commands. He grinned down at her and said, "You were marvelous, Tara...now, kiss your mother and share my semen with her."
Tara made a strange noise deep down in her throat as his request caught her off guard, but didn't resist as I turned towards her, moving on my knees until I could put my arms around her, our naked breasts mashing deliciously against each other. I could see amazement and lust and even a little fear in her eyes as I pressed my lips against hers.
I could feel her heart beating wildly beneath her breasts as I hugged her tightly to me and slipped my tongue into her mouth to roll over her semen covered tongue, lapping up Mister Richard's seed, so wonderfully familiar but with a slightly different taste...one that I knew instinctively, recognizing it as my own flesh and blood.
Tara moaned into my mouth and then moaned again as her tongue responded to mine, coming to life to twirl and dance around mine as we passed Mister Richards' sweet and salty tasting sperm back and forth between us, the kiss growing more intense as my daughter's arms came up to embrace me, pulling me tighter against her, her hard nipples poking into my soft, meaty tits.
Since my first assignment for Mister Richards, I had discovered my lust for women, but this surpassed any desire I had had before and I knew almost instinctively that it was the familial connection coming into play. I had been aroused by my experiences with others practicing incest, most notable with Mister Stockman and his daughter, Jane, but now to be kissing my own daughter...not a motherly kiss, but a passionate, sapphic kiss, sharing a man's semen, I felt my pussy quiver, flirting with orgasm without any direct stimulation.
Finally, Mister Richards said in a voice tinged with regret, "Time, ladies. You may both swallow now." It was with great hesitation that I did so...the first time I had ever reluctantly followed one of his commands. My daughter and I broke the kiss, pulling back to see each other's lips shiny with each other's saliva and Mister Richards' semen.
"Have you ever kissed a woman before, Tara?" Mister Richards asked.
My daughter nodded slowly and said, "A few times...me and some girlfriends at sleepovers and stuff." Her voice was soft, almost cowed as she kept glancing at me with amazement and longing. My hand was slowly caressing her arm, maintaining some sort of physical contact.
"Have you ever licked pussy before, my dear?"
Tara's eyes were again wide with surprise as she slowly shook her head and whispered, "No."
Mister Richards leaned forward, "Now I know that if I asked your mother to put her face between your legs and eat you until you were screaming with pleasure, she would do it....I can see it in her face that she's dying to lick your sweet little cunt right now. If I told you to put your tongue into your mother's pussy and lick her until you were practically drowning in her cunt cream, what would you do?"
Tara licked her lips and said in a quavering voice, "I'd do whatever you commanded me to do." She looked at me and said, "I'd love to find out what Mom tastes like."
"Wonderful, wonderful," Mister Richards chortled. "Well, then. Let us get busy then." My heart was beating wildly as I expected him to order us into a sixty-nine position, but he surprised me by standing up and saying, "If you would, Sonya," pointing to his pants pooled around his ankles.
I recovered quickly and pulled his slacks back up, pausing to nuzzle his now semi-erect penis against my cheek and lips before tucking it in, earning a naughty grin from my daughter. After I buckled his belt, he moved briskly back to his desk, saying, "You lovely ladies get dressed...I need to make a phone call." He pushed a button and said, "Lilly, get me Steven Dechane on the phone, please."
He looked up, the phone cradled on his shoulder. "I should've asked before now, but Tara, are you a virgin? Be totally honest, now."
It was a bit odd to see my daughter who'd just sucked the cum out of a man's cock who was three times his age, blush, but she did, her face growing red again as she said, "Yes, I am." She grinned defiantly at my surprised face and said, "I'm still cherry with my hymen intact."
For the first time since I'd known him, Mister Richards seemed surprised, but he recovered quickly as someone came on line. As my daughter and I got dressed, we listened as he talked. "Steve? Louis here. My boy, I do believe we need to make some changes for our entertainment and subject for the charity auction...yes, our Sonya will still be the entertainment and subject, but I'm now going to sweeten it. Not only will our championship whore be on the auction block, but her daughter as well...Yes, I'm damn serious. Eighteen years old and a virgin, Steve...yes, her name is Tara, how did you...I see, she's on the high school soccer team with your daughter...Yes, she is lovely...I'm thinking we're going to see six figures...Absolutely...So, you spread the word, eh...They'll all be coming to see something most have only dreamed about...Right, see you Saturday."
As he talked, we were dressing, both of us intensely curious as to what he was referring to. He eyeballed us as we gathered our clothes together, taking advantage of the moment to steal a few caresses and touches of each other's bodies...my palms sliding over Tara's swollen nipples as I helped her put her bra back on, my fingers brushing against her swollen labia which her G-string was ineffectual in covering up.
"Now, now...control yourselves, ladies. Have a seat," he said as he hung up his phone. I have a proposal for you Tara...your first assignment and your Saturday assignment as well, Sonya." We both took our seats, reaching out to each other and holding hands, both of us curious and a bit nervous.
Mister Richards leaned forward and said, "Sonya, originally, I was planning to serve you up as the entertainment at the Superior Club's annual charity auction as well as being the subject of the auction...the high bidder has you for the night." I nodded. The Superior Club was a local civic organization made up of the most powerful and influential people in the county...they sponsored many worthy charities year round.
He grinned evilly and continued, "But, Tara's decision to join our little enterprise changes everything. You two will have a joint assignment. First, you two will star as the evening's entertainment -- offering everyone in attendance the opportunity to witness the first time you two make love to each other."
"Omigod," I breathed, feeling my daughter's hand tighten around my fingers.
Mister Richards nodded. "Yes, Omigod indeed! We've never had a mother and daughter give a lesbian performance before. I myself can barely wait." He held up a hand and said, "Secondly, Tara, we will be auctioning off a night to be with you and your mother along with having the privilege to be your first...to take your virginity."
Tara made a squeaking noise and looked at me, a silly grin on her face, but a grin that told me that all this was suddenly and terrifyingly real to her. She started to respond, but Mister Richards held up his hand and said, "If you offer up your cherry for this worthy charity, your first year's college is paid for."
We both gasped. Tara laughed and said gushingly, "Yes! Absolutely, sir!" She turned to me and squealed, "My first year paid for, Mom!" She let go of my hand and was on her feet and around the desk before either of us could react, hugging Mister Richards and kissing him repeatedly on the face.
Mister Richards was flabbergasted by her enthusiastic response, finally calming her down by groping at her breasts and kissing her on the lips, his tongue having a settling effect on her...or at least focusing her passion more precisely. Finally, he broke the kiss, coming out of his seat and forcefully spinning her around and sending her away with a playful slap on the ass. "Enough, my dear. Away with you and your mother before I decide to fuck you right here and now and deny our charity all that potential money."
I saw him glance at the closed door and I knew that we were being dismissed. I stood up and smiled gratefully at our banker and benefactor and steered Tara towards the door. "Saturday then, Sonya. Six o'clock at the Superior Club...you know where it's located, yes?"
"Yes, Mister Richards," I replied. Everyone in town knew it, an austere, yet grand old brick building in the downtown business district. I'd never been inside, but I was anxious to see have the experience.
He shook his finger at us playfully, but his commanding voice was brooking no argument as he said, "Now, feel free to kiss each other all you want, but no fingering or licking until Saturday...we want to be honest when we say this will be your first time as lovers!"
We left his office and dazedly nodded as we walked past Lilly Fox and on out of the building. Tara rode home with me, having gotten a ride down to the bank from a classmate. For several minutes, we drove silently, both of us still trying to digest what had been done and said inside Mister Richards' office.
Suddenly, I veered off the road, pulling into the very same deserted parking lot where I had once gone down on Tara's father after the first time I'd sucked off Mister Richard's cock. I turned the car off and scooted around in my seat to look at my eldest child. "Tara, are you absolutely sure you want to do this?"
She looked back at me with her face glowing with excitement, reminding me of so many Christmases when she would descend the stairs to see what Santa had left her under the tree. "Mom, I am so fucking wet. I cannot believe how excited I am. I don't understand why more people don't think about sex like this. I know now why you're so much happier than you ever were before."
I nodded, acknowledging the truth about myself. "I know, Tara, but I am a whore...it took me all these years to discover that about myself, but baby, you're still practically a child."
Tara reached out, surprising me as she placed both her hands on my cheeks. "And I'm the daughter of a whore...maybe the world's greatest whore and ever since I've understood that, all I can think about is being like you, Mom. I love you and I want you. I want your life and I want to discover what it feels like to have your mouth on me...your tongue in me...to feel a big cock inside me, making me cum my brains out." Tara smiled at me as she added, "I might not be a whore yet, Mom, but I want to be. I want to be every bit the cumslut, pussy licking whore you are."
I was struck by the earnestness in my daughter's voice...the passion and the hunger, seeing in her eyes the same thing I saw in mine every time I looked in the mirror. I felt my eyes misting up again as I replied, "Thank you, Tara." I leaned over and kissed her, her tongue slipping out to greet mine and draw it back into her mouth.
We kissed for several minutes, pausing only when I felt her hands cup my breasts through my dress. I pulled back, gasping, "I want you so much, baby."
Tara nodded, sighing, "I want you too, Mom...I want to know what you taste like."
We stared at each other hungrily and then simultaneously began to laugh. "We better get going," I giggled, "Or some police officer's going to find my face buried between your legs."
Tara shivered at my teasing comment, but then grew a little more serious. "Mom...what about Daddy?"
I immediately sobered up and sighed. "Yeah, he's going to be very pissed about this. You're his little darling."
Tara smirked and said, "You mean he wants to fuck me, right?"
I opened my mouth and then closed it, trying to remember how to speak. My god, but our daughter had grown perceptive. Finally, I replied, "Um, yeah. You've picked up on it, huh?"
She nodded and replied, "Oh yeah, I feel his eyes on me all the time and a few times I've heard my name come up when you've let him fuck you after you've been out whoring." Tara paused a moment, giving me an odd and questioning look. "If I understand this all correctly, Daddy's maybe more of a freak than you are, Mom."
I was totally speechless, realizing how that either Donnie and I had not been as good as we'd thought at concealing our increasingly evolving relationship or that I had seriously underestimated how bright our daughter was. Tara prompted me into responding by saying, "I know Daddy gives you hell for all the whoring, but it turns him on too, doesn't it? He even likes to watch Mister Richards fucking you, doesn't he?"
I heaved a great sigh and said, "I don't know if he actually likes it, but me being unfaithful...being with other men and women too, I guess, does turn him on more than just about anything. I don't understand it, him getting off on being what they call being 'cuckolded,' but it does excite him." I gave my daughter a sly smile and added, "Almost as much as it excites me to cuckold him."
Tara nodded and said, "I think I sort of understand. When we tell him, Mom, let me handle it. I think I know what to do."
I reached out and stroked her face. "My sweet baby, you've been thinking about this for a while, haven't you."
My daughter shrugged her shoulders and replied, "I guess...more like I've been dreaming about it for a long time." Her words, the timbre of her voice filled with hungry anticipation nearly made me cream my pussy right then and there. A part of me anxiously wanted to get to Saturday night as soon as possible, even though a nastier part of me was anxious to see how we would deal with her father.
Telling Donnie didn't take all that long. Friday night, we grilled burgers out on the patio and afterwards, sat out and admired the starry night. Donnie Junior went off to a friend's house to play computer games and our littlest one went to bed. Tara and I gathered up the dirty paper plates and utensils and were waiting for my husband when he came in from cleaning and covering the grill. He had a moping expression on his face as he did most of the time these days, his face only brightening a little as he spared his daughter an appreciative glance as she washed the few dirty items left over in the sink.
Tara was wearing a short denim skirt and a tight T-shirt that molded itself around her firm, youthful breasts with her hair pulled back into a ponytail. I saw her smile to herself, somehow sensing that he was watching the subtle, teasing roll of her hips as she shifted from one foot to another. Finally, our daughter glanced coyly at her father and said, "Daddy, can we talk for a bit...it's about school."
A dark cloud passed over Donnie's face and he heaved a great sigh and said, "I suppose we need to, honey. I ain't been looking forward to it." He dropped heavily into a kitchen chair, glancing at me a little shamefacedly.
Tara dried her hands on a kitchen towel and turned to face us both, leaning against the sink counter, thrusting her breasts out proudly. "Daddy, I know that things have gotten tougher again and you've been worried about how I can still go to the university, but..."
I'm sorry we can't do it, sweetheart," Donnie blurted out, interrupting our daughter. He threw up his hands and continued, "Maybe in a year or so, but until then, I think going to the community college is what you'll have to do." He tried to look into Tara's eyes, but couldn't manage it, lowering his gaze to her shapely legs.
"Daddy," Tara began again patiently. "What I wanted to say is that you don't have to worry any more. I've figured out a way to pay for school...to pay for everything."
Donnie's head rose sharply as he gazed first at Tara and then at me in disbelief. "E-Everything? How...how is that possible? Did you get another scholarship?"
I took a deep breath and held it as Tara smiled sweetly at her father and after a moment's hesitation, said in a rush of words, "Daddy, I'm going to start working for Mister Richards just like Mom does."
I slowly let the breath hiss between my lips as I exhaled, watching the words go from being meaningless to being completely comprehended, Donnie's expression going from surprise to slack confusion to darkly furious in the span of a few seconds. Suddenly, Donnie leapt to his feet, turning the kitchen chair over with a clatter as he did so. He turned to me with his hands balled into fists, "YOU FUCKING CUNT! WHAT DID YOU DO?" he screamed at me, spittle flying from his lips to splatter on my face.
"I didn't do anything, Donnie. Our daughter went to Mister Richards on her own."
"LIAR!" Donnie sobbed, his eyes wide and deranged. "YOU DID THIS YOU CRAZY FUCKING WHORE! YOU WANT TO FUCKING CORRUPT MY LITTLE GIRL! I'LL FUCKING KILL YOU FIRST!"
My husband drew back a fist and I flinched as I expected to be hit, but before he could swing at me, he was frozen in place as Tara said softly, but confidently, "Daddy."
Donnie turned and looked at our daughter, his mouth dropping open in surprise. I turned and gasped a little as I looked at my oldest child who was still leaning against the sink, but who had grasped the hem of her denim dress and had pulled it upwards, revealing her naked pussy underneath -- her legs spread slightly apart to allow us both to get a good look at her swollen and glistening labia
"T-Tara? What...what do you think you're doing, s-s-sweetheart?
"Showing you your heart's desire, Daddy," replied our daughter, confidence and purpose growing stronger in her voice with each spoken word. "I know you want my pussy, Daddy...you've dreamed of fucking me for years. You look at me and wonder what it would be like to feel my hot, tight pussy wrapped around your cock...right, Daddy?"
My husband's lips moved silently and it was only after staring at our daughter's vagina for nearly a minute, watching her lips swell even more and part to reveal pink and wet succulent flesh that Donnie found his voice and whispered, "Oh yes, Tara."



Tara nodded as an evil smile grew over her face. "Then listen up, dear Daddy. I'm looking forward to getting fucked by you, I love you too, Daddy, but..." She paused and glanced at me, throwing me a naughty wink that sent delicious shivers of erotic delight coursing through my body.
Licking her lips, Tara took a step towards her father, still holding the hem of her skirt up to show off her naked and aroused cunt. "I love you, Daddy, but the only time you are ever going to get to put your cock up your little's girl's pussy is when someone else already has pumped it full of hot, creamy sperm."
She took another step towards Donnie and said, "I'm going to be Mister Richards' new slut and I'm going to suck and fuck strange men and then and only then am I ever going to let my daddy fuck me."
A bevy of emotions seem to ripple across my husband's face and I thought insane anger would win out as he again raised his fists as if to strike our daughter and I came to my feet, determined to stop him, but Tara spoke up, something powerful and carnal now dominating her voice as she said, "Be honest, Daddy. Just thinking about sticking your peter into your little girl's tight pussy and feeling it full of another man's hot spunk is making you hard, isn't it?"
As our daughter's matter of fact statement crashed down on him, Donnie dropped his hands again and gave a sob, glancing at me with an expression of utter defeat. Tara took another step towards her father and he actually retreated, only to trip over his overturned chair to fall onto his back as our daughter continued to advance. I stifled a giggle as I saw clear evidence that Tara's words were true as a prominent bulge pressed upwards from his crotch, straining against his khaki slacks.
Tara stepped over her father, straddling him, a wicked gleam in her eyes as she glanced over at me and winked again, making me moan as my pussy quivered in the spasms of an approaching orgasm. I felt my nipples ache as they hardened in the excitement of the moment. My daughter squatted down with the lithe grace that only one so young could muster and astonished me as she rolled her bald, gleaming wet cunt over the erection in Donnie's pants.
"Feel me, Daddy!" she gasped, "Feel how hot I am...how hot your baby girl's pussy is against your dick." She shivered for the first time, betraying her own arousal. "Now you can call me a whore and a slut, just like you do Mom," Tara murmured softly to her father. "I don't mind because it will be true, but you're not going to do anything to stop me. I'm going to go to work with Mom."
Tears streamed down Donnie's face and he whimpered, "No...you can't, Tara. You're my daughter. It's wrong, baby."
Tara ground her naked pussy more forcefully against her father's erection and hissed, "Just like it's wrong for you to want to fuck your daughter, Daddy, but that can happen too...it can happen just the way you know you want it." She rolled her hips again and said just above a whisper, "You get to have me after every time I fuck someone else, all sticky and oozing another man's cum."
Again, she rolled her hips over Donnie's hardness. "Imagine it, Daddy. Imagine me rubbing my juicy pussy lips, oozing another man's hot semen, and sliding along your hard cock, slipping inside all that gooey fuck juice and fucking me"
"Jeezus," moaned my husband. "Tara...baby...I -- no, I can't..." He whipped his head back and forth as if denying his own lewd desires.
"Don't fight me, Daddy or this is as close as you'll ever be to my pussy," hissed Tara, working her hips lewdly dragging her wet mound over Donnie's crotch. "And it feels so good, doesn't it, Daddy? Imagine how good it will feel holding you inside me...how wet and hot your cock will be inside your. Little. Girl."
Donnie cried out, flinging his hips upward, almost knocking Tara off balance, but our daughter maintained control as her father jerked uncontrollably, her eyes growing wide with delight as she suddenly comprehended that her father was cumming in his pants to her nasty taunting. Understanding of the power she possessed blossomed in her face. She smirked a little as Donnie finished cumming, sobbing, "Oh, I love you, Tara...my little baby slut."
"I guess we have an understanding, don't we, Daddy," Tara said, slowly rising and stepping away from her father, dropping her skirt, but not before I could see how wet her pussy was, juices shining brightly and invitingly on her inner thighs. I turned my attention to my husband and felt a sweet, but small orgasm ripple through me, making me moan and press my legs together as I saw Donnie's crotch -- his khakis stained dark from our daughter's wet pussy and from the growing, darker spot where he'd shot his wad in his pants.
Tara stepped over to me as I came up out of my chair again, her arm sliding around my waist. "What do you think, Mom. Can I keep up with you?"
I grinned at her and then kissed her on the lips, taking her by surprise as I ran my tongue over her lips. "You are definitely my daughter, honey," I purred.
Tara shivered against me as she let out a halting breath and I suddenly perceived that beneath the lewd bravado she'd exhibited with Donnie, she was scared to death. I hugged her tightly and whispered into her ear, "I am so proud of you."
Donnie struggled to his feet, sniffing as he rubbed his hand across his tear stained face. Various expressions struggled for control of his face as he came to terms with what had just happened. Finally, a weak sneer dominated as he hissed, "Just like your mother -- a goddamn fucking whore." He stumbled out of the room, his feet loudly lumbering up the stairs to be followed by the slamming of our bedroom door.
Our daughter stared at me, her sluttish attitude suddenly replaced by an expression of shock and dismay. In all her years, Donnie had never raised his voice or said anything to her that was more than mildly reprimanding. I smiled and kissed her again. "Don't worry, baby," I said. "Your daddy's just trying to save face. He's probably upstairs jacking off again thinking about fucking you. He talks to me the same way, but it's the only way he is able to really say, 'I love you,' these days.
Tara nodded, processing this and adding it to what she'd already deduced about her father and me. "This is so fucking weird...and so fucking hot, Mom!" she said before succumbing to a fit of giggling that proved infectious, leaving us both prone to sudden laughter as we finished up in the kitchen.
I sent her off to bed after we spent a little quality time kissing in the doorway between the hallway and the kitchen, Tara leaning back against the doorframe while I pressed my body against hers, feeling the excited pounding of her heart as our breasts mashed together under our blouses. I fought off the terrible need to kneel down and kiss and lick her young pussy -- my still fairly new love of pussy feeling stronger than ever before. Finally, I broke the kiss, hugged my daughter and with a playful pat on her bare bottom, sent her up to her bedroom, saying, "Get some sleep, baby...tomorrow is a really big day!"
I waited up until Donnie Junior returned home and kissed him goodnight chastely on his cheek, following him upstairs, staring appreciatively at how my son was beginning to fill out his blue jeans. When he had closed his door, I checked on my littlest one, my heart filled with love and pride for my youngest daughter sleeping soundly and then moved on to my bedroom only to find the door locked.
Quietly, I tapped on the door and said softly, "Donnie, open this door...open it now." When there was no response, I knocked a little more loudly and said, "Donnie, open up." I felt a sudden bad feeling about what foolishness my husband might do to himself, but was relieved to hear someone shifting on the bed and then the muted sound of footsteps.
"Fuck off, Sonya. I can't bear the sight of you tonight. Go sleep on the fucking couch or leave and go find one of your sick johns to fuck." I shook my head, feeling both love and frustration for my husband. I perceived that his hostility was all part of his act to maintain his dignity or the shreds that still remained, but I knew that in his heart, he was in hog heaven and wished he'd simply accept his role in our relationship wholeheartedly as well as the relationship he was about to begin with our daughter.
"Fine, Donnie, act that way," I whispered in a harsh tone. "Be a pissy bitch, but we both know that tomorrow you'll be begging to fuck me...and Tara." I stalked away, returning downstairs to shower in the guest bathroom. Afterwards, I padded naked into the laundry room to look for a clean nightgown, settling for one of my son's football jerseys to wear as a nightshirt over my naked body. I thought about sleeping in the guest room, but instead, I slipped back upstairs and tapped on Tara's door. "Sweetie?" I whispered, quickly entering the room to find a sleepy eyed daughter with one of those glittery vampire novels in her hands. "Would you mind some company?" I said softly as she sat the book aside. "Your father is feeling a little...whiny tonight."
Tara rolled her eyes and then grinned at me, throwing back the quilt on her bed. She was wearing a T-shirt and no panties, looking both innocent and slutty at the same time, sending naughty tingles of desire coursing through my body. "I'd love to sleep with you, Mom...if you think we can keep our hands off each other."
I hurried to slide beneath the covers, scooting over to cuddle with my daughter, murmuring, "Well, we can try, sweetie, before we locked lips and began to kiss. Again, there was a layer of surreal feelings overlaying the erotic delight of knowing that my tongue was dancing with the tongue of my daughter as we kissed like the lovers we were about to become. As our tongues slithered and danced, my hands were actually trembling as I resisted the urge to do more than slide my palms up and down her arms and over her shoulders. Her toned leg crossed over mine, allowing us to draw closer together, belly to belly and breasts to breasts and I could feel her trembling body struggling with the same hungry desires as I had.
I hungered to taste the heat emanating from between her legs, to feel her fiery slickness on my fingers, but Mister Richards' commanding words echoed in my ears, "No touching or licking until Saturday." I don't know how my daughter managed to control her own desires...maybe like her mother, a stern but gentle command from that pot-bellied old man was enough.
We kissed and necked into the wee hours of the morning, both our cunts becoming sopping wet and making Tara's bedroom reek like a Tijuana whorehouse, the aroma of sweet and wet pussy thick in the air. Between bouts of passionate kissing, we talked, mostly with me pursuing my curiosity, still wondering how my daughter could act so sluttish and have so limited sexual experience.
Tara just grinned and shrugged and said, "Maybe it's just in my blood, Mom." As I held her, she looked up into my eyes and said, "I wasn't always like this, but once I kinda reasoned out what you were doing, it's like something went off in my head. I started fantasizing about stuff I never even imagined a person could do. I used to be embarrassed to even touch Bobby's dick, but then I started sucking it like I was starved for it and began looking for excuses to suck other dicks."
My daughter gave me a slightly embarrassed look. "I didn't really have to suck Mister Branford's cock for that grade, but I'd heard he was open to letting girls do that for a grade bump and I wanted to see what an older man's cock was like and well..." Tara's face split into a huge grin. "Still getting used to the taste, but I like cock and sperm!"
I shook my head, still trying to grasp this unsuspected side of my daughter. "And you never gave up your virginity?"
Tara giggled. "Well, not for lack of trying with Bobby. All he had to do was see my little pussy and he'd explode prematurely and towards the end...well, he liked me sucking his dick." She snuggled against me a little more firmly, her breath warm and sinfully sweet against my breast. "Been awfully tempted lately though. When you went off and did your gangbang in Florida, I nearly climbed into bed with Daddy, but...it just didn't seem right."
"And now it does?"
Tara giggled. "I know, isn't that awful? As I realized that Daddy actually gets turned on by being a...whatsis...a cuckold, I realized it would be a lot nastier to make him wait until someone else fucked me."
I kissed the top of her head and sighed, "You are your mother's daughter, only wiser and smarter." Then suddenly, like a bomb bursting in my head, her earlier words caught up with me. "You know about the gangbang -- how?" I said, my voice rising with the sudden surprise.
Tara laughed and turned her head to look up at me. "Y'all have been a little careless with that naughty DVD of yours. I peeked at you two a couple of times when you were blowing him while he watched you fuck and suck all those guys." She licked her lips. "I learned a lot from that, Mom. You are such a fucking slut!" She rose up, pursing her lips to kiss me, saying softly just before her lips pressed against mine, "I want to be just like you, Mom and know the pleasure of all you've done!"
I felt embarrassed, proud and aroused by my daughter's words, amazed that she felt like she did about me and that the knowledge of my own wicked actions had spurred so much of the same desires in herself. As we kissed passionately one last time before slipping into sleep, I wondered to myself that if I had been exposed to such lewdness and pure carnality when I had been her age, would I have leapt equally anxiously into the arms of whorish delight way back then?
#
From the curtains before us, we could hear a rumble of anticipation that had Tara and me glancing nervously at each other. We were deep in the bowels of the Superior Club, having been greeted in the lobby by Lilly Fox who'd led us down several sets of stairs and into a small anteroom she jokingly referred to as the Green room. "Relax, ladies," she had said, smiling coyly at us. The members are just finishing dinner. She was wearing a slinky, gold sheath dress that clung to her like a second skin. Despite her somewhat bemused and "seen it all" affectations, I could see her nipples hard against the silky fabric of her dress and I could smell her arousal, although whether she had just been fucking someone prior to our arrival or was excited about our upcoming debut, I wasn't sure.
She left us alone and we sat together on a small davenport, holding hands and looking at each other silently. After debating all day about how we would be dressed, we'd settled on identical outfits, simple black halter dresses that we'd picked out earlier in the day. The material molded itself to our bodies and the plunging necklines revealed our family trait of ample breasts. The hemlines were extremely short, revealing Tara's toned and shapely legs and mine, which I thought couldn't compare to my young daughter's, but which she assured me were attractive enough. We both were wearing our hair pinned up, adding a slight tone of sophistication as well as keeping our shoulders bare -- something I had come to learn that men found most attractive.
"Last chance, baby to change your mind," I said softly, squeezing her hand. "I'm excited, but maybe your first time should be with someone you love."
Tara shook her head slowly and said, "I will be with someone I love when I lose my cherry." She tightened her grip on my hand. "I don't care whatever man gets to put his cock in me so long as you're there with me, Mom!"
I leaned in and whispered, "I love you, Tara!" before kissing her, feeling her lips part for my tongue and hearing her sigh happily. I felt her free hand drop on my knee and slide up my inner thigh, just reaching the hem of my dress when a door opened.
"Now, now, ladies," said Lilli softly. "Save it for the members." We both looked up and grinned bashfully at Mister Richards' secretary peering at us from the curtain. She smiled back, licking her lips and said, "It's time...finally."
We both stood up and began to move past her towards the curtain she gestured to. I paused and rested one hand on her breast, feeling its heft and enjoying her sudden intake of breath. "You know, Lilly, I owe you so much. Maybe sometime, you can take a day off and we could get better acquainted." I leaned in and ran my tongue over her slightly parted lips, enjoying the quiver that ran through her body.
She quickly recovered, glancing once at my daughter who stood there in wide-eyed amazement at watching her mother come on to another woman, before replying. "Bring your girl along and it's a date!" Lilly shook her head as if to clear it and said, "The Superior Club awaits."
I took my daughter's hand and we pushed through the curtain to find a short runway that moved upwards at a slight angle. At the end, a young man stood and said something into a device he held into his hands. As we reached him, a voice, greatly amplified boomed all around us.
"LADIES AND GENTLEMEN OF THE SUPERIOR CLUB, WE GIVE YOU YOUR EVENING'S ENTERTAINMENT. FOR THE FIRST TIME EVER, A MOTHER AND HER VIRGIN DAUGHTER WILL MAKE LOVE WITH YOU AS THEIR PRIVELEGED WITNESSES. PLEASE WELCOME, SONYA AND TARA HAMMONDS!"
We stepped out into what I guess could best be described as the base of a small amphitheater of maybe ten feet in diameter -- most of it filled with a large, round bed. Above us, surrounding us were three tiers of circular table where between seventy-five and one hundred people were sitting. The place was well lit and I could see people in various modes of dress -- spanning from tuxedos and gowns to business suits and sexy dresses. Well endowed and topless women were clearing dinner plates from the table. Men and woman were in equal number and some of them I recognized.
Father Thomas and his sister were present, he smiling benignly at us while his sister Mary Margaret looked down at us with undisguised lust. Mister Stockman and his daughter, Jane looked down at us as well -- Jane blowing me a kiss. There were others there as well that I had encountered in recent times, servicing them in my duties as the Cabal's whore, but there were others I did not know...at least not as of yet.
All gave us a long and loud round of applause. Tara gave a sudden gasp and said, "Look up there, Mom," pointing up above them all. I followed her pointing finger and gave a little cry of surprise as I saw a series of huge screens displaying a slide show of our lives. Not for the first time was I amazed at the power and capabilities of my employers, but it was still daunting to see the proof of our relationship being shown on the screens.
Our driver's licenses were shown, then Tara's birth certificate, then a series of photographs that showed my daughter and me together, spanning her lifetime. Apparently Mister Richards and others did not want anyone to have any doubts about our relationship and he and the others had the resources at their disposal to furnish all proof.
I felt a murmur of anticipation ripple through the crowd and knew it was time we were about our business. I turned to my daughter and said, "Are you ready, darling?"
Tara licked her lips and nodded. "I love you, Mom!" She slipped her arms around my waist and pulled me in, our lips pressing together with recent familiarity as our tongues danced to the crowd's approval. We kissed for a long time, our hands slowly roaming over each other's bodies.
I slid my hands up my daughter's back until my trembling fingers found the ties to her halter and after a bit of fumbling, undid them. Tara moaned into my mouth as I then traced my fingertips around to her chest and then began sliding them down until I hooked them in the plunging neckline of her dress and tugged them over her firm, upright breasts, drawing a sigh of appreciation from our audience and then another moan from her as I cupped her naked tits.



"Oh my god, Mom!" moaned Tara, breaking our kiss as my fingers teased and plucked at her swollen nipples while I slowly ran my tongue down her neck and over her breasts until I could cover one aureole with my mouth. Stiffening my tongue, I flicked it over her engorged nipple again and again, making her quiver with excitement.
I felt my daughter's hands fumble with the ties to my halter, which in her excitement proved more difficult to undo. The crowd tittered as she first muttered, "Well, shit!" and then in triumph, "Yes!" as she finally was able to yank down the front of my dress and free my heavier, meatier tits.
It was my turn to moan as I felt my daughter's hands cup and fondle my breasts, testing their heft before fingers slid over them, fingers plucking at my nipples, pulling them outward and then upward, lifting my meaty tits up as she pinched them until I had to release her nipple to cry out with both pain and pleasure. I lifted my head up until I could look into Tara's eyes, seeing aroused wonder there as she hissed, "My turn!"
Tara ducked her head and I felt my daughter's lips tighten around my nipple for the first time in nearly two decades. Memories of my sweet first-born nursing collided with my incestuous desires for the young woman she'd grown up to be and my knees nearly buckled as the feel of her tongue rolling over my blood gorged nipple and the sweet sting of her nipping teeth triggered an unanticipated orgasm in me. "Oh yes, baby," I cried out, oblivious to my ringing voice echoing throughout the large room.
I yelped from sudden pain and pleasure as she was startled and bit down harder as I ejaculated pussy juice in my arousal, splattering my hot creams against her thighs while some in our audience clapped appreciatively. I rode my orgasmic bliss out as Tara moved to my other nipple, her tongue rolling over my chest, slipping into the hollow between my heaving breasts before fastening tightly around my unattended nipple while her fingers pinched at the slippery nub she'd abandoned, now slick with her saliva.
I ran my fingers over her pinned up hair, dislodging some of her sandy-gold tresses before cupping her cheeks and raising her face to mine again because I could not stand not kissing her any longer. Tara murmured approval against my lips as our tongues danced and bobbed about, slithering together in a revel of naughty celebration. At some point along our passionate kiss, we managed to let our dresses slither down to pool at our feet, generating more approving murmurs from our audience.
My hands went to her shoulders and then slid down her arms onto her thighs before my left hand slid behind her to stroke and cup her tight, muscled butt cheek while my left hand glided around to her flat belly and then slowly moved downward to palm her wet, blooming labia -- her spreading lips smooth and clean.
As I slid two fingers between her pussy lips and slipped into her hot, wet vagina, my daughter threw her head back, lips curled in a sexy sneer as she sighed, "Ohhhh, Mom!" while I kissed her neck and nuzzled her soft skin there. Before I could slip deep inside her, I reached a barrier and realized with a bit of wonder that Tara was indeed a virgin. I resisted the urge to pierce her cherry, aching to complete her transition to womanhood, but I was a sluttish whore who understood my orders and as much as I ached to claim my daughter's maidenhood, I knew that that privilege would go to another.
I swirled my fingers about, being careful of Tara's hymen and brought my thumb into play, rubbing it through the crinkled folds of her cunt to expose her swollen clitoris, already emerging from its hood. Tara sobbed with pleasure and it was her turn to go weak in the knees as I teased her clit, glancing down to see with some surprise, that here, we were not more or less identical. Her clitoris, aroused was not nearly as full bodied as mine, but was much longer -- extending out much more like a tiny penis. As I felt her caressing fingers dig into my skin as her pleasure escalated.
I slowly turned her around until she was pressing her backside to me, my mouth nibbling on the nape of her neck while my left hand snaked around to fondle and tease her breast. I brought my glistening fingers of my right hand to my lips while the crowd murmured in approval, a communal sigh going up as I licked my daughter's pussy juices from my digits. I then slid my hand down the crack of her ass and then under, again finding her pussy, fingering her now with four squirming fingers while my middle finger sought out her swollen and erect clitoris and again began to pleasure her.
"Come for Momma," I hissed into her ear, swirling my tongue around the delicately shaped rim and sucking on her earlobe. As I fondled and pleasured my daughter, I began to maneuver us forward towards the bed and when her knees struck the edge of the circular mattress, I guided her up and onto the bed, placing her on all fours.
I used my fingers teasing her pussy to get her to raise her ass up -- her taut cheeks quivering with excitement and her vulva swollen and aroused, her juices pouring forth around my probing hand. "Mom...Mom...Momma..." she gasped and moaned, aroused, I suspected as much from the knowledge that it was her mother touching her in such a lewd and exciting manner, as it was from my knowledgeable actions.
Then Tara let out a scream that was part pure ecstasy and part shock as I suddenly bent over and mashed my face into my daughter's dripping wet cunt, my own moans of excitement muffled as I pressed my mouth into her hot, quivering flesh, feeling her juices coating my face and tasting so delicious as I speared my tongue inside her.
My hands slipped around her midsection, helping her to stay up as pleasure turned her arms and legs to rubber, her orgasm raging as her mother licked her pussy for the first time. I was vaguely aware that the crowd around us was applauding as I ran my tongue up and down her sopping wet folds of cunt flesh while I again brought fingers into play, fluttering them across her throbbing clitoris.
Tara moaned and clawed as I relentlessly assaulted her young pussy with my tongue, moving further towards the center of the bed with me crawling after her, never ceasing my hungry gobbling of her sweet, succulent cunt, loving her fresh, strong flavor and recognizing it as similar to my own, yet totally and distinctively Tara's. Little orgasms shot through me as I fell in love with the taste of my daughter, a little part of my mind wondering how I had ever survived without her unique and yet so familiar ambrosia.
Just as I gently wrapped my lips around her clitoris, I sensed the bed begin to move and so it was that as I reduced my daughter to a near mindless, screaming slut lost in a tremendous orgasm, we rotated in a slow, circular path so that all of the Superior Club was able to appreciate the erotic view of my daughter, her back arched in absolute carnal delight, head thrown back with her mouth gaping open in thoughtless pleasure while her firm breasts swayed back and forth while her mother sucked and licked her young pussy.
A sudden geyser of pussy juice sprayed my face and I had to pause for a second to not choke on her sweet cum and somehow my Tara managed to spin around and in a sexual frenzy take me down, straddling my body as she presses her lips to mine, tasting and smearing her creamy juices around my mouth as our tongues dueled. With an expression of maddened passion on her face, my daughter slithered down my body, kissing and biting my breasts, tonguing my bellybutton as she sobbed, "I love you, Mommy," before she dove between my thighs, her mouth and nose delving into my swollen and aroused cunt.
With eager, amateurish gusto, my daughter began licking my pussy, her tongue flattened and wide, slithering over the sensitive folds of my sex, making me croon happily -- my toes curling into the silky sheets as Tara loved me orally for the first time. I was dizzy from the intensity of my orgasmic joy, the world swirling around me haphazardly as if I were drunk on our incestuous love. I could barely focus, but somehow -- for a brief moment, my eyes came to rest on Jane and Louis Stockman, both staring avidly at us. For a second, I thought I saw a spark of kindred recognition in the eyes of both father and daughter -- our incestuous lusts creating a bond between parent and child that only others so blessed could understand.
I clawed my daughter's head, wrecking her hair that had been pinned up so beautifully, urging her to delve deeper and faster into my cunt, moaning and writhing as she learned on the job how to pleasure a woman...learning to eat pussy between the thighs of her mother. My orgasms were fueled to new heights as it hit me again and again that this was my daughter's tongue sliding between my swollen lips...that it was her lips that nibbled and bit -- sometimes painfully in her eagerness -- at my swollen clitoris...that it was my daughter who was lapping up my cunt creams as she made me cum and cum again.
Then in the midst of licking me, Tara remembered she had fingers she could use too and as her tongue scoured over my clit, I cried out as two fingers slipped deep inside me, fluttering around and touching me in all the right ways. My daughter used a woman's knowledge to finger me, adding a third finger as she rotated them around, making me throw my hips up off the bed, seeking them to delve deeper inside me. I screamed in the glory of orgasm as she probed for my sweet spots -- those G-spots that had me spraying her face with pussy juice as she touched them just so...
I heard someone cry out, "Fist her...fistfuck your mother!" and I glanced down at Tara to see if she had heard their calls. My daughter's face had risen from my rolling mound, her face dripping with cunt cream, processing the words she had heard and I saw understanding grow in her eyes. "Mom?" she gasped, her eyes asking the unspoken question.
"Fuck yes, baby!" I wheezed. "Fuckfist me, Tara! Fist me and make me cum!" I bucked my mound up at her, offering myself to her, wanting my daughter to fuck me and make me cum...to scream like the whorish slut I was.
Tara responded by snapping at my pussy with her mouth, her mouth opened wide as her tongue lashed out at me again and again as she returned her fingers to my cunt, sliding first three and then four fingers inside my sugar walls. She looked up over my trimmed bush and saw me nodding, urging her to continue. My daughter slid her fingers back out and then with her hand slightly curled, I felt her slip her entire hand inside me, making me feel so full and complete.
Amidst cheering applause, I heard a woman call out, "Now fist that kinky bitch! Fuck the shit out of your mommy!" Tara's eyes stayed glued to mine even as her tongue swirled over my clitoris, my daughter made a fist inside me, making me scream with pleasure and then without any gradual buildup, she began to fuck me with her hand...her fist all balled up...feeling so huge inside me.
My orgasm went off the charts as I tried in vain to thrust back against her hand, knowing she was inside me past the wrist, rotating her hand as she rammed it back and forth inside me. Tara never took her eyes off me even as she fisted me and licked my sodden flesh, torturing my clitoris in such sweet ways as could barely be withstood.
My body was afire with the flames of carnal ecstasy, contorting lewdly as my daughter fucked me with her hand, pausing only to waggle her fingers inside me before making a fist and resuming her assault on my womb. My hand clawed at the sheets and at my rolling breasts, trying to pinch my nipples to increase the unbelievable passion welling up from between my legs, but so intense was the incestuous pleasure coursing through me, I could barely get my hands and finger to do what I commanded them to do!1 My heart pounded in my chest, feeling as if it was about to explode and take me that last sweet step to a heaven of sexual pleasure.
The world misted out for a while...it might have been just a few minutes or it might have been hours, but I came back to myself just as my daughter unfurled her fingers inside me and slowly slipped out of me...my still clenching cunt muscles making it a somewhat painful yet pleasurable experience and I cried out one more time, a little surprised to hear how hoarse my voice sounded...screams of ecstasy can wear one out.
Tara took one last long loving lick of my pussy with her tongue, scraping it over my flesh like silk sandpaper...slightly rough and oh, so sweet, making me cry out again as tremors of pleasure rippled over me. Grinning, my daughter held up her hand, thickly coated with my cunt cream, for everyone to see. Then, with a lewd grin, she began licking my juices off. "I love how you taste, Mom!" she declared, hidden mikes causing her voice, full of passion and love, to echo around the room.
She looked so naughty and yet so innocent as she cleaned her hand, slurping up my fluids like she was eating a drippy ice cream cone. My body trembled and shook with the aftershocks of orgasm, fueled to greater intensity by my daughter's lurid behavior. I felt weak as a kitten, but I hungered for more...more loving from Tara and more of her sweet tasting pussy. Between heaving gasps for air, I rasped out, "Love...you...baby! Sixty...nine...Mom...now!"
Tara's eyes grew wide, nearly as wide as her grin as I raised my arms and beckoned to her. In an awkward scramble of limbs, she crawled up alongside me and spun around, throwing her leg across my chest and having straddled me, scooted back and allowed her wet pussy to hover over my face. I could smell her arousal -- strong and thick, her cunt, drops of her pussy juice falling and splattering on my face. Her slick, bald flesh seemed to quiver with anticipation.
Teasing, I gently blew on her labia and was rewarded by a sob and then a gush of her cunt juices spraying my face, the sweet cream covering me from head to chin. I laughed and licked my lips, adoring her taste and then I reached up and digging my fingernails into her thighs, pulled her down onto my open mouth. Noisily, I began licking my daughter's pussy, slurping and swallowing what seemed to be a massive flow of her creams.
Muffled by her toned cheeks above my ears, I could hear Tara moaning with pleasure, her lower body shimmying from the sweet torture my tongue and lips inflicted on her pussy. I felt her body shift, her firm breasts on my stomach and then her mouth was again on my sex, her tongue delving between my swollen labia, spearing deep into my cunt before journeying back to my turgid clitoris which she seemed to have learned quickly how to suck with just the right amount of pressure to make me nearly insane with pleasure.
Orgasms became a way of life...not the peak of a rollercoaster ride that was our lovemaking. I seemed to writhe and roll around on that bed in a constant state of sexual nirvana, cumming and cumming again and again. Sometimes I was on top, sometimes Tara was. Her mouth and tongue never ceased to seek out ways to pleasure me. I resisted using my fingers, relying on my tongue alone, knowing that if I lost control, I would tear her cherry apart.
I did surprise her at the height of our sapphic lovemaking when as she was nearly comatose from an particular intense part of her ongoing orgasm, I slithered my middle finger across her wet flesh, making it slick with her juices and then shocked her by suddenly pressing it into her asshole, sinking into her hot backdoor to the second knuckle before her sphincter could slam shut.
Tara raised her pussy juice smeared face from my cunt and let out a surprised scream that rose even higher as her asshole began to spasm around my invading finger, doubling the intensity of her orgasm and making her squirm atop me helplessly as she gushed pussy cream all over my face.
She tumbled off of me, my finger still inserted in her tight butthole, quivering in a helpless, curled up ball as her orgasm peaked and slowly faded until finally, minutes later, her sphincter relaxed enough to release my finger. Tears poured down her face, leaving odd tracks through the coating of my pussy juices that covered her from her hair to her chin. "You...don't f-fight fair, Mom," she sobbed as she uncurled from her fetal position and struggled to crawl into my arms. ""That was...omigod, fantastic, Mom!"
"You too, baby girl," I whimpered, my tears joining hers as we wrapped our arms around each other and kissed. We kissed for the next several minutes, scarcely aware of the applause coming from all around us as our tongues danced inside each other's mouth, pausing only to lick at each other's face, tasting ourselves and then sharing it with each other.
When we finally stopped and looked around, the entire room was on its feet -- all the members clapping and some in various states of undress...apparently motivated by our performance. Jane Stockman stood next to her father -- a small trickle of white cream on her chin and her dignified father's semi-erect penis still hanging out of his pants.. Father Thomas's sister, Mary Margaret was still on her knees, sucking our priest's -- her brother's cock.
Licking my lips, still tasting my daughter, her scent thick on me, I said, "I think you're a hit, Tara."
Tara stared wide-eyed with wonder at the clapping crowd and giggled, "I think we're a hit, Mom...the nastiest, sluttiest mother and daughter whores in the world! "What's next?"
Before I could reply, a voice boomed over loudspeakers, "THERE YOU HAVE IT...A FIRST AT THE SUPERIOR CLUB -- A MOTHER AND DAUGHTER MAKING LOVE TO EACH OTHER FOR THE FIRST TIME. NOW, AS ADVERTISED, TARA HAMMONDS IS STILL A VIRGIN, UNTOUCHED BY ANY EXCEPT HER MOTHER SONYA. TONIGHT, FOR CHARITY, TARA OFFERS HER VIRGINITY TO THE HIGHEST BIDDER. TONIGHT, YOU BID FOR AN EVENING WITH A VIRGIN AND HER MOTHER, BOTH YOURS TO DO WITH WHAT YOU WILL.
"LET US BE GENEROUS BOTH WITH OUR PURSES AND OUR LUST. LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, LET THE BIDDING BEGIN!"
I smiled at my daughter, knowing that we both had our answer.
To be continued...
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As seems to be my habit, here is a new Christmas story...in March. I hope you enjoy this fun piece of silliness as much as I enjoyed writing it. As I said, it is a fun, silly story - one of a few that I've written that would make a great manga or 3D comic (hint, hint, hint). I look forward to your comments.
As always, all characters are fictional, existing solely within the confines of the story and my imagination. Enjoy!
*
I saw Mommy kissing Santa Claus. Yeah, I know. I know the song and I've seen various silly-assed video versions of it over the years, but the truth is that I really have seen Mommy kissing Santa Claus and doing a whole lot of other things. Now, I was still pretty young when I first saw Mommy kissing the old, white bearded gentleman, but I never ratted Mommy out.
Even as a youngster, I think I realized that Mommy's affection for Saint Nick was the main reason I always had the most rocking presents of anyone on the block. After Christmas, I was always the envy of my friends because no matter how in demand or hard to find a particular item was at Christmas, it was always under the tree. I was the first kid on my block to have an I-Pod, a Playstation, not to mention all the coolest toys when I was little.
Dad was always amazed too -- always shaking his head in wonder as he said, "Christina, I cannot begin to imagine how you pulled that off on our budget."
Mommy would just wink and say, "Santa and I have an understanding!" Poor Dad didn't have a clue.
Now, I could understand why Mommy was a favorite of Santa's. Even when I was little, I perceived that Mommy was the prettiest of all Mommies around. Mommy has a killer body -- huge, firm tits that seem to nearly explode out of every outfit she wears, a trim waist, a firm butt and long, killer legs. Mommy's blue eyes and red lips are framed by a long, full mane of raven black hair. She turned the heads of anyone of the male species from age nine to hundred and nine!
Even after I hit puberty I really didn't have a clue as to what was going on. Before, I might wake up and wander downstairs to the living room, wondering if I would catch a peek at Santa dropping off my presents and maybe being silly with Mommy and just think it funny that Mommy would be sitting on his lap or kissing him or reaching inside his snow suit to tickle him before stumbling back to bed and forgetting about it until the next year. But puberty left me with little time to consider the weirdness of what was going on between Mommy and Santa and as happens when we get older, Mommy and Santa's frolicking behavior faded from my mind.
By the time I was eighteen, I was nearly consumed with my near constant state of erection and even better, the process of relieving myself. Any female would set my pulse to racing and trigger an erection, but more than anyone else, it was Mommy who had me in a constant state of pubescent tumescence. Her body had me thinking of all sorts of things that were not only naughty, but downright illegal when it concerns your mother and my obsession with her was constant, spurred on by her mere appearance which in retrospect was anything but mere.
Summer time, it was her sexy shorts, dresses and bikinis that had me constantly yanking my cock. In the winter time, it was her tight sweaters, tight jeans and her proclivity to snuggle with her son on cold winter nights as we watched television that lead to near constant self abuse on my part. I had to learn to pace myself or I might have been the first teenager to jack himself off to death while fantasizing about his mother.
Then came that wonderful eighteenth Christmas when it all came together in my head and I saw a side of Mommy long dreamed of, but never thought to be accessible. It was after midnight, Christmas Eve becoming Christmas morning. I had woken from a dirty dream involving Mommy, my old babysitter, Bonnie and myself. I was hard as a rock and sweating like a pig. By now, I had used the internet to discover that sometimes ladies like ladies and that sometimes ladies who like ladies like to have a man involved too, and my dream probably made most hard core porn movies look like a Disney romp.
I was painfully erect and thirsty and hungry too as I almost always was at that age and so I slipped out of bed, threw on my robe and slipped down to raid the kitchen and jack off, although I wasn't yet sure which I'd do first. As I moved silently down the hall, I became aware of Mommy humming a Christmas song, "Here comes Santa Claus," in the living room.
Now, I had gone to bed with my parents still up, Mommy specifically stating that they were waiting for Santa and I decided to peek in on them, if for no other reason than to inspire myself with a quick glimpse of Mommy. When I had gone upstairs, she had been dressed in a long, fluffy bed robe that pretty much covered her up, but you have to remember, this was my hot Mommy we're talking about and even Mommy completely covered up was still my sexy Mommy!
Imagine my surprise when I peeked around the entryway and discovered Mommy standing by the tree, re-hanging some ornaments our pet cat, Sneakers, had no doubt knocked down, only now Mommy was dressed in an incredible red negligee of a gauzy material, lined on the collar and cuffs with white cotton. It was nearly transparent and it was all I could do to not cum in my pajamas as I watched more than a hint of huge, pink breasts under that red cloth and an very interesting dark patch further below. The night gown hung down nearly to her feet, but was cut with great slits that exposed her long and shapely legs as she moved, revealing matching red high heels on her pretty feet.
Sprawled out in his easy chair, Dad was snoring away, the evening paper spread out across his chest. On the television, an old black and white version of The Christmas Carol was on and Scrooge was giving someone hell about what a waste Christmas was. There were several presents under the tree already, but nowhere near what I usually discovered on Christmas morning.
I was memorizing Mommy in her sexy negligee for future reference when suddenly my ears popped like there was a sudden change in air pressure. Just as the grandfather clock began to chime that it was two o'clock, the ringing tone stopped abruptly on the first bong and the roaring fire in the fireplace suddenly dropped away to just glowing embers and then a red and white something floated down and out of the chimney and the air pressure changed again as suddenly Santa was standing there.
"Santa, baby!" Mommy squealed and ran into his arms, and the weirdness of the situation didn't come close to distracting me as much as the way Mommy's tits bounced as she moved.
In one swift and amazing movement, Mommy jumped up and wrapped her legs as best she could around the old man, her arms going around his neck as she kissed him passionately. Santa Claus's arms came up and cupped Mommy's almost completely exposed ass cheeks as I suddenly realized that she was wearing a matching red G-string.
His gloved fingers massaged and squeezed her luscious ass cheeks as they wetly and loudly kissed, a stringer of drool hanging between their lips when the kiss ended that splattered against his thick white beard and on Mommy's partly exposed tits.
"Ho, Ho, Ho, my little ho!" Santa chuckled as he slowly lowered Mommy to her feet. "Has my little Christina been a good little girl this year?"
Mommy undulated her lush body against Santa's, quickly but calmly unbuttoning his coat as she replied, "Hell no, Santa. I've been naughty every chance I could."
Santa laughed again as he tugged off his gloves and cupped Mommy's tits through the filmy negligee. "That's my girl," he said a bit hoarsely. One hand slid between her legs, palming her pussy through her nightgown. "Mmmm, Christine's thinking about being a naughty girl right now, isn't she?"
Mommy was now reaching into Santa's pants, fishing around with her eyes all wide and bright. "I've been wet since Thanksgiving, thinking about you, Saint Nick. You know I live for Christmas and Christmas cock...your Christmas cock." With one hand, Mommy yanked his snow britches down and revealed her other hand wrapped around the biggest cock I had ever seen. In my limited experience, I hadn't even have thought they came that large!
As my own hand crept into my pajamas to wrap around my throbbing cock, I watched as Mommy slowly squatted down, never wavering once in those high heels as her leg muscles swelled as she lowered herself until her face was level with that mammoth penis.
"Can I have a little taste of your candy cane, Santa?" Mommy said in a little girl's voice that damn near had me cumming before I even began stroking my throbbing dick.
"Ho, Ho, Ho," Santa intoned as he laced his fingers into Mommy's thick, black hair and guided her mouth towards his waiting cock. Mommy opened her mouth wide, hesitating when her tongue was within striking distance and making Santa moan as she rolled her tongue nastily around the head of his cock several times, lavishing the swollen crown of his penis with long, lavish licks before she opened her mouth wider and slowly swallowed his cock.
I watched with admiration as Mommy slowly took all of him in her mouth, throat bulging slightly as she took his whole long length, sucking in his shaft until her nose was being tickled by his gray-white pubic hairs. "Christina," he said reverently, "I do believe you're a better cocksucker than your mother!"
Mommy giggled with a mouth full of Santa cock and winked up at him, a pleased look on her face while I had to close my gaping jaw. Grandma sucked him off too? Grandma Hendricks was a gray haired version of Mommy with even more humongous tits that were always threatening to spill out of her old granny dress bodice. She was the epitome of the kindly old grandmother and it both freaked me out and aroused me to think that that dear, sweet old lady was a cocksucker too!
I slowly stroked my cock while Mommy bobbed her head back and forth furiously on Santa's cock, his shaft growing shiny with Mommy's saliva, her lips looking red, swollen and inviting as they slid back and forth on his long, thick pole. Santa was humming softly as he rested his hand on Mommy's head, occasionally urging her to slow down or speed up as she sucked his cock. Mommy made infrequent noises that indicated that she was deriving a great deal of pleasure from going down on Santa.
Suddenly, Santa's eyes went wide and he sang, "Santa's cumming right now!" as he went rigid, his legs suddenly jerking as Mommy began making a gagging noise. Santa seemed to pump his hips three times before Mommy let his dick slip from her mouth, only to catch a powerful and huge burst of semen across the face as more sperm dripped from her mouth. Several times more, Santa's cock jerked in Mommy's hand and splattered cum across her face the times when she didn't get it aimed onto her outstretched tongue.
Finally, Santa waddled over to the couch and sat heavily down, his pants around his ankles as he caught his breath...his erection not flagging a single inch. Mommy was busy scooping up strands and blobs of his semen with her fingers and feeding it to herself, her lips smacking as she did...apparently finding Santa's seed very delicious.
"I wish Donald's cum tasted so sweet!" Mommy purred as she stared at the hard cock pointing straight up in Santa's lap.
Santa chuckled at that, replying, "It's all the Christmas candy, Christi..." halting as Dad suddenly started, maybe from hearing Mommy say his name. His newspaper slid to the floor and he started to push his seat up as he looked blearily eyed at Mommy, frowning slightly at her wanton appearance. Santa moved more quickly than was humanly possible, his fingers diving into a little leather bag on a drawstring hanging from his belt which was down around his boots. He came up with his forefinger and thumb pinched together and flung...something...at Dad.
Motes of sparkling light enveloped Dad as Santa intoned, "Sleep tight, Donald, dream of big money clients, golf and a Happy New Year." Dad suddenly smiled and leaned back, folding his hands across his chest and resumed snoring.
Mommy giggled and crossed over to Santa, her eyes locked onto his massive erection, jutting out of his white haired crotch like a telephone pole. "Am I getting a special present this year, Santa?" she asked coyly, licking her lips.
Santa Claus arched one eyebrow and grinned slyly as he replied. "Isn't that my specialty, Christina? Giving good and naughty little children their heart's desire?" He held out a hand to my mother and said, "Come here, Christina...you're not the only one who looks forward to this night."
With a moan, Mommy rushed to Santa and still standing, straddled him, yanking at something on her gown that allowed the entire bottom part to fall away, leaving her bottomless except for her nasty-sexy high heels. My eyes widened at the sight of her hairy muff, split wide to reveal wet, pink flesh, peeking out from below her spread legs.
As Mommy kissed Santa again, her breasts brushing his red coat, hard, thick nipples getting caught on the shiny buttons before she reached down and took hold of his cock, bringing it up and rubbing the huge, bulbous head against her wet slit. Mommy broke the kiss with a low moan and then said, "You're so big...Santa...so much bigger than any man I've ever seen. How can a man have such a big cock?"
"Ho, ho, ho," Old Mister Kringle laughed. "I'm Santa Claus, little girl. I have magic in my veins."
Mommy moaned again as she rubbed his cock head against her pussy again, causing her pussy lips to spread wide as if trying to wrap the long fleshy labia around it like a hungry mouth. "I want this magic cock inside me...NOW!" Mommy sobbed. She pressed Santa's cock head into her pussy, moaning as her cunt expanded to encompass it.
The air then was filled with Santa's merry laughs and Mommy's almost anguished moans as she slowly impaled herself onto Santa's long, thick erection. I watched with wide eyes as first the head, then a couple of inches of his penis wormed its way inside my Mommy. Then Mommy seemed to go limp, almost helplessly stuck on Santa's hard, throbbing meat stick. Mommy's head fell limply forward as she moaned with pleasure, her arms slack at her sides. Mommy was still standing, although slightly in a crouch, her legs quivered with effort. I might have been afraid for her if I hadn't heard her say in a whimpering whisper, "So big...so wonderfully big."
Santa took over, placing his hands on Mommy's waist, just above the place where her hips began to swell out. Holding her firmly, Santa Claus began to work Mommy down, lowering her slowly, gently onto his erection as she moaned and shook with pleasure. Honestly, I don't know how he got it all into her, so massively thick and long was his hard dick...maybe it was magic...maybe Mommy's pussy could do magical things Finally, Mommy's black thatch of pubic hair was grinding against his crotch, his snow white hair combining with her bush to create a salt and pepper effect.
Santa thrust his hips upwards and wiggled as if to get situated perfectly inside Mommy's stuffed cunt, making her stiffen as orgasm swept over her, throwing her head back and letting out a soul wrenching wail of utter carnal pleasure. Santa busied himself with brushing the material of her negligee aside so he could wrap his lips around her swollen to the point of bursting nipple. I'm not sure if he was sucking it or biting it, but Mommy reacted as if he found a way to transcend the ultimate point of pleasure to take her ecstasy to a new level.
I suddenly realized that my own erection was now somehow free of my pajama bottoms and my hand was rapidly stroking it and it was all I could do to not join my moans of delight to Mommy's
As Mommy's initial orgasm faded somewhat, she began to hunch herself on Santa's monster cock, sobbing as she did so, "FUCK ME, SANTA, FUCK YOUR LITTLE CHRISTINA...I'M YOUR BAD LITTLE GIRL, SANTA, FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME!" I could see with each minute movement of her pussy how her juices were thickly covering his immense shaft, but despite her sweet, hot lubrication, her pussy was so packed with Santa cock that she could barely move back and forth on it.
Mommy let out another scream as Santa suddenly stood up. My mouth hung open in complete amazement at his obvious strength, rising up as if there wasn't a grown woman impaled on his cock and the fact that he wasn't using his hands to support her...the only thing holding her was the cock buried deep inside her pussy...Mommy's legs hanging limply down, her upper body thrown back as she was again lost in the throes of orgasm, allowing me to see her magnificent breasts bouncing as she shook with pleasure.
Santa began moving around the room, chuckling at Mommy's ecstatic sobs and sighs, his every step making her bounce on his cock, impaling her fractionally deeper every time he took a step until she was nearly convulsing with a seizure of utter and complete sexual joy. Santa retrieved his sack and began pulling out packages and placing them under the tree, pausing to kiss Mommy every so often, his hands mauling Mommy's tits, pulling and pinching her nipples till I thought they would simply explode.
Mommy seemed to slip in and out of coherence as she rode Santa's immense erection, sobbing, "I LOVE YOU, SANTA...I LOVE YOUR HARD COCK!" and trying to wrap her long, shapely legs around his big body, but never quite accomplishing her mission, her legs falling away as a Christmas orgasm took her again and again. Drool hung from Mommy's lower lip as Santa fucked her into a stupor, pausing to lick up her saliva when he took a moment to kiss her, his tongue sweeping it up before he slipped it into her mouth to dance with her tongue.
Finally finished with distributing presents, Santa danced nimbly towards the couch, humming "Santa Claus is Coming to Town," as he slowly squatted until Mommy's ass cheeks hit the leather cushions and then he ran his hands along Mommy's legs till he was gripping her by the ankles, spreading her shapely legs wide and then on his knees, Santa really began to really fuck Mommy, making her scream shrilly with each hard and brutal thrust, never going too fast because his immense cock was wedged tightly inside my mother, but giving her the fucking of her life nevertheless.
Then Santa threw back his head and roared, "HO, HO, HO!" his voice booming so loudly it seemed to make the living room chandelier shake and tinkle, as he rammed his immense cock into Mommy one last time and then she was screaming again and I could see rivulets of his hot semen somehow leaking out of her stuffed cunt, his load making her endure the mother of all orgasms.
Seeing Mommy convulsing lewdly sent me over the edge and I stifled a cry as I began to cum, trying to catch my own impressive load of hot sperm in my cupped hand, astounded that watching my mother getting fucked by Santa Claus could have been such a turn on. I suddenly found myself on my knees, driven there by the intensity of my own orgasm.
Mommy's cries echoed in my ringing ears, her orgasm prolonged when Santa began to slowly worm his still engorged cock out of her well fucked pussy, his cock head exiting with a slight pop to be followed by a gush of thick, whitish semen. I was stunned at the amount of Santa's seed that he'd deposited into Mommy's pussy -- dwarfing what I'd thought was the huge handful of sperm in my cupped hand. I was even more stunned to see Santa again rise to his feet and then carefully reach out and cup the back of Mommy's head and pull it forward to his still large and erect cock, guiding her as she licked him clean.
Mommy mewled with pleasure as she lapped up the ropy strands of his semen and the thick coating of pussy cream that was smeared over his penis. Mommy looked happy, but dazed as she did so...her eyes hooded with sleepy lust as she smiled up at him while her tongue busied itself with lapping up their joined fluids.



Finally, with Santa's cock clean, Mommy planted a final kiss on the still swollen head and reached down to help Santa pull his snow pants back up. "I wish you could stay longer, Santa," Mommy whispered with a slightly pouting tone to her voice.
Santa grinned and replied, "Me too, Christina, but my time is limited and there are a lot of other naughty little girls I need to see tonight...not to mention all those good little boys and girls waiting for their presents."
Santa Claus pulled Mommy to her feet and planted a final long and passionate kiss on her lips, not seeming to mind the almost frosting like coating of sperm and pussy juices coating her mouth. "Next year, my sweet, little thing."
He turned as if to go and then chuckled and said, "Oh, I almost forgot." Santa reached into his little bag and threw a pinch of his magic dust at Mommy's tits. The magic dust sparkled and glittered as it fell through the air and landed on Mommy's breasts. My eyes grew wide as I watched my mother's superb tits suddenly lift up a little, firming up and unless my imagination had completely run away with me, growing a little larger.
He slapped Mommy on her naked ass, gave a little "Ho, Ho, Ho," as he pressed a finger to his nose and then was gone in a blur, the fire roaring back to life in the hearth as the grandfather clock resumed ringing out two o'clock.
Mommy sighed and stared into the fireplace with an expression that was both sad and happy while I tried to quietly make it back upstairs, absently smearing the wad of semen in my hand on my pajama leg. I managed to get back inside my room and close the door without making a sound, pleased that I'd gotten away cleanly when a booming voice said, "Only naughty little boys jack off while watching their Mommies getting balled by old Saint Nick!"
I spun around and to my surprise, Santa Claus was sitting on the sill of my bedroom window, his arms crossed and a frown on his face. I had to swallow twice, both fear and shame making me feel like I was choking. Finally, I stammered, "S-S-Santa!"
"Well, you might be a peeping Tom, but you're not stupid," Santa said wryly. "So, John...are you a naughty little boy?"
It did cross my mind to deny everything, but this was Santa and I presumed he did know everything. I slowly nodded and said, "Yes, Santa. I've been naughty."
A smile crept onto the older man's face and he nodded. "Not a liar either, I see." He stood up and crossed the room and clapped me on the shoulder. "Good for you, John, good for you." His hand tightened on my shoulder almost enough to make me wince. "The question now is...what are you going to do now that you've seen your mother fucking and sucking someone who's not your father?"
I was momentarily puzzled by the question. It had never entered my mind to tell on Mommy. I mean, Dad's only response if I was to tell him that would be either smack the shit out of me or haul me off to the state asylum. I answered as honestly as I could, replying, "Um...plan on trying to peek on you and Mommy again next year?"
Santa's smile evolved into a broad grin and then my bedroom was echoing with his merry "Ho, Ho, Ho," before he gathered himself up and said, "Yes, no doubt you are your mother's son!" He patted me on the shoulder and turned and headed back towards the window. Santa turned and said, "You're certainly a naughty boy, John...now, if old Kris Kringle could grant you anything you wanted as a reward, what would it be?"
My reply leapt into my mind, a lewd image of me fucking Mommy, making her scream just as Santa had, but before I could open my mouth, Santa grinned and said, "Just as I would've suspected." He studied me appraisingly for a moment and said, "How old are you now, John?"
I told him and he nodded. "I thought so. Well, just keep being the same naughty and discreet boy you are now, John and who knows, but that some Christmas, your greatest Christmas wish might come true." He winked at me and then as my mouth again fell open, he stepped through the window and then fell upwards. I rushed to the window just in time to see an elongated shadow flash overhead, silhouetted by the full moon and it certainly appeared to be an old Scandinavian sleigh, although the reindeer didn't appear to be tiny but rather were great beasts with huge antlers. It might have been my imagination, but I thought I heard Santa's merry laughter echoing in the night as he faded out of sight.
My sleep was steeped in erotic dreams the rest of the night with images of Santa and Mommy mixing with images of Mommy and myself, leaving me Christmas morning with the stiffest hard-on of my life. I managed to start jerking off before Mommy knocked on my door and told me to "Get downstairs, honey, Santa came last night!"
Mommy's words triggered my climax and it was with a strained voice that I replied, "I'm cumming, Mommy...be right down!" as semen burst from my cock. A few minutes later, I was sitting on the couch, right where Mommy had been vigorously fucked by Santa just hours before. Images of Mommy writhing with pleasure while impaled by Santa's cock combined with my own lust for my mother, conspired to create another painful erection despite just having just ejaculated a load. I took great pains to conceal my hard-on under my pajamas and robe, but I could feel Mommy's gaze on me as I tried hard to act normal. Even dressed again in her unflattering, fluffy robe, Mommy looked amazingly sexy especially with what I would come to think of as her 'just been well fucked' glow.
That was the year I got the nice laptop, which I'd been wanting since school had started. Dad, still looking bleary-eyed with sleep and maybe a little magic Santa dust, just shook his head and said, "Damn, Christina, I just can't figure out how you make our Christmas club money go so far."
Mommy beamed at me as I oohed and ahhed over my new computer and then said, "Santa and I have an understanding," making me moan as I now realized how true her comments were. Just hearing her say it made me nearly shoot another load in my pajamas and Mommy looked at me curiously as I tried to conceal my nearly overwhelming pleasure and arousal. Somehow, I got my act together and didn't blow my secret.
And so it went. Life went on, the next few years passed. Mommy got more gorgeous and sexy as each year passed, her sexy outfits and unintentional teasing keeping me erect most of the time. I got really adept at peeking at her in all sorts of situations -- sunbathing in those ever growing tinier bikinis, showering, and changing clothes. As Mommy got older, she seemed to grow a little more absentminded, leaving doors slightly ajar in all the most opportune situations and then came a bonus as Mommy began practicing yoga to maintain flexibility. I would French kiss the guy who came up with 'Crouching Dog.'
Christmas over the next few years was a young man's pornographic dream as I watched Mommy get fucked in a wide variety of positions -- missionary, cowgirl, doggie style as well as engage in sixty-nine with old Saint Nick, eating his semen as if it were a creamy Christmas dessert while Santa lapped her pussy juice up like a man dying of thirst. Mommy was increasingly more wanton, reveling in her abandon as Santa's secret slut while Dad snored the night away in his easy chair, clueless and content.
Now I would also try and catch Mommy cheating on Dad with other men, hoping to catch her doing the nasty at times other than Christmas, but I never did and I came to realize that Mommy was completely faithful to my father other than being Santa's little whore. As much as it would have been nice to see Mommy in action, it also made her dearer to me.
Still, I know she was horny...that Dad was not seeing to her needs. By the time I turned twenty-one, I would often come home in the afternoon to hear Mommy groaning in her bedroom, the buzz of a vibrator the only other sound. Often she would emerge with a faint echo of that 'glow' on her face, staring at me unashamedly. We never spoke of it, but we both knew that I was aware of her efforts to sate her own needs.
The Christmas of my twenty-first year saw me peeking at Mommy as she greeted Santa in a very scanty green baby-doll negligee that did not quite fall below her crotch, revealing her very wet pussy, swollen labia splitting her luxurious black haired bush. Santa took one look at Mommy's luscious body, her magnificent breasts jutting out against the filmy material, her huge, erect nipples nearly poking holes through the baby-doll and swept the coffee table clean of decorations and laid Mommy down on it and began drilling her with his monstrously large cock.
Santa took his sweet time, taking Mommy to ear splitting screams of orgasm over and over again, her writhing body reducing her silky negligee to torn remnants in mere minutes. The moments between her screams were punctuated by their bodies slapping together, wet, squishing noises as he wormed his immense cock in and out of Mommy's clasping pussy. At one point, Santa looked up and seemed to leer at me in the darkness, an evil grin that somehow seemed still appropriate for the white bearded Kris Kringle.
Santa's climax was signaled as Mommy's arms and legs flailed wildly, her head thrown back, positioning her upside down face to gaze unseeingly at me crouching in the shadows, her eyes glazed over with devastating ecstasy. Mommy's mouth gaped open with wordless pleasure a few minutes later as Santa slowly withdrew from her pussy with a wet, meaty plop. I was somewhat surprised when Santa broke with tradition, tucking his still sperm and pussy covered cock back into his pants. Mommy held out her arms and whimpered, "More...I want more, Santa."
Santa chuckled and slowly shook his head. "Not this year, Christina. I think Missus Claus might like a taste of your sweet sugar cunt."
Mommy struggled up to sit atop of the coffee table, naked except for a few tattered strips of gauzy, green fabric and high heels. She was trying not to pout, even as Santa sprinkled magic dust on her tits. In a slightly insolent tone, she said, "I want more of your fine cock, Santa," reaching out to cup his crotch for emphasis.
"Ho, Ho, Ho. I'm flattered as always, sweet child, but Santa's already running behind tonight, but..." His eyes slid sideways towards me, hiding in the hallway's shadows. "Santa won't leave you unfulfilled, my dear. He reached down and put a finger underneath Mommy's chin, tilting her head upwards to meet his brilliant gaze.
"You're one of my most favorite naughty little girls, Christina, with nary a complaint and I want to reward you. Now, we both know that Bill there does his level best to please you and you've been good about being faithful to him except for Christmas when I suspend the rules...ho, ho, ho."
He paused and then grinned. "Christina, other than Bill and of course, myself, if you could have anyone as your lover, who might it be?"
Mommy actually blushed...surprising me when you consider what a slut she was for Santa. I saw her lips move, but no words emerged as her face continued to grow redder. Santa grinned however and I knew he'd heard her wish and he nodded and said. "Merry Christmas, Christina, I'm making your Christmas wish come true. John, come join us."
Mommy started at my name and then jumped to her feet, hands moving to try and vainly cover her nakedness as I walked out of the shadows, cock in hand, on the verge of orgasm. Mommy's gaze dropped to my waist, her eyes widening as she saw my erection, although it paled in comparison with old Saint Nick's massive member.
"John," Santa began. "Can you guess what your mother's Christmas wish is?"
"Omigod," Mommy murmured, unable to meet my gaze. "I can't fuck my..."
"Would it help to know that your son's greatest Christmas wish for years has been to fuck his sexy Mommy?" Santa said, his voice the very embodiment of merry.
"What!" Mommy's eyes came up to meet mine, filled not only with surprise, but a sudden realization of new possibilities. "No...surely not me..." Her voice died out as she again looked down at my erect cock.
"I want you, Mommy," I said in a voice scarcely above a whisper. "I've wanted to fuck you, Mommy since the first time I got an erection." I hesitated and then plunged on with, "You gave me that first erection, Mommy."
Mommy's hands dropped to her sides as she stared at me with sudden comprehension...all illusions of my behavior over the last several years abandoned even as she replied, "I believe you. I guess I've always known in a way..." Suddenly, my illusions fell away too as I suddenly perceived that many of my moments of opportunity to spy on Mommy had been deliberately done on her part.
I grinned as I said, "I love you, Mommy!"
Mommy sighed happily as she said softly back, "I love you too, son."
Santa chucked and gathered up his huge bag of gifts and slung it over his shoulders. "And in the end, that's what Christmas is all about, isn't it? Love...love in whatever form one is fortunate enough to find." He turned to go, saying, "Until next Christmas, Christina...John," but paused and turned back, his fingers going back into his bag. "You are each other's present to each other, but allow me to sweeten the moment a little."
He flicked his fingers towards me and the sparkling, glittering dust floated down over my cock. My whole body seemed to tingle for a second and then I felt my cock grow around my fingers even as Mommy gave out a happy moan. I gazed down in utter shock as I watched my erection grow to a size that rivaled Santa's cock in both length and girth. Santa patted my shoulder and kissed Mommy once on the cheek, whispering into her ear loud enough for me to hear, "Maybe next Christmas, your son and I will have a little three-way with you, Christina."
As Mommy's mouth dropped open in surprise, Santa winked at me and headed towards the fireplace, pausing when he accidentally bumped Dad snoring away in his chair. Dad snorted and sat up, causing the thick book in his lap to fall loudly to the floor.
Santa reacted with those lightning reflexes of his and said to my father as the magic dust fell in brilliant sparkles about his head, "Donald, it won't be bothering you in the least to see your wife and son fucking each other's brains out from now on...in fact, you'll be relieved since it will allow you to focus more on your clients and your golf game."
Just before he disappeared up the chimney, Santa Claus gave us one last loving look and grinned sheepishly. "This is what I love about this time of year. Christmas is so magical!" And then he was gone.
Mommy and I looked at each other and almost like she was hypnotized, her hand reached out to touch and stroke my newly enhanced erection...the slightest touch of her fingers sending great temblors of pleasure through me. "You really want to fuck me, son?" Mommy said.
"I've dreamed about nothing else, Mommy," I replied. "I want to be buried in your hot pussy, morning, noon and night!" My mother's hand tightened around my cock, unable to close her fingers around my pulsating meat stick, but able to pull me to her naked body, rising up on her high heels to kiss me.
I groaned happily as I felt Mommy's tongue slip into my mouth and then we were kissing as only lovers kiss while she stroked my erection and I filled my hands with her huge, firm breasts, nipples throbbing angrily against my palms.
Suddenly, we were both aware of eyes upon us and turned as one to see Dad groggily staring at us, stifling a yawn as he did so. He studied us for a moment and then yawned again. "Merry Christmas, you two," he said with fondness before yawning one more time and settling back into his Christmas sleep.
We both stared with amazement at Dad for a second and then turned to face each other once again. Whether it was my long pent up lust for my mother or a side effect of Santa's magic dust, I was suddenly filled with a nearly animalistic urge to mate with my mother and in her eyes, my incestuous hunger was reflected and we again were kissing, my hands coming down to cup Mommy's firm butt cheeks and then lifting her up, her legs encircling mine, sliding up until she was crossing ankles above my own ass.
As I lifted Mommy up, I could feel her body sliding deliciously along mine...along my long, thick cock trapped between our bodies, her skin, her silky pubic hair and her wet, slick cunt all feeling so good as I lifted her upwards and then my huge cock head was wedged between Mommy's blood swollen labia and her eyes were widening as we stood on the edge of becoming so much more than just mother and son.
"Merry Christmas, Mommy. I love you!" I moaned as I slowly let her descend, her own weight impaling her on my massive fuck pole.
"Merry Christmas, John, "Mommy panted in reply. "I lov -- OH...F-F-FUCKKKK!" Mommy's voice went from aroused but calm to a passionate scream of pleasure in the space of a heartbeat as suddenly her tight pussy was being assaulted by a massive log of cock flesh. "FUCKMEEEEEEE, OH JOHN! OH, SON, FUCKKKK MEEEE!"
Mommy became a wildly flailing handful of ecstatic woman in my hands, her gyrations forcing more of her down onto my hard penis which in turn escalated her pleasure as she reacted to having her pussy crammed with her son's cock. I let her firm butt cheeks slip from my grasp, leaving gravity and her own weight to finish the work for me, marveling that my mother was firmly suspended on my erection which was more than equal to the task of holding the weight of her luscious, sexy body.
I ducked my head and wrapped my lips around a huge, engorged nipple, nipping it with my teeth before beginning to suck her large tit while she clawed at my shoulders, shredding my pajama top with her long fingernails as my cock burrowed up into her womb. I felt impossibly huge and Mommy felt impossibly tight and I was as close to cumming without actually doing so as possibly. Part of me wondered as I fluttered my tongue over her rubbery knob, if my suddenly powerful sense of control was part of Santa's magic too.
Mommy's pussy felt so incredibly hot and slick, pulsating with a power...a life of its own, massaging my swollen penis even as I filled every centimeter of space within her motherly cunt -- our genitals so tightly joined together that they could scarcely move. I felt massively huge inside my mother's pussy, bigger than should have been possible. I knew instinctively that it was Santa's Christmas magic at work, that no matter how huge I was, I couldn't hurt my mother, but would be accommodated inside her perfectly.
I flexed my cock, feeling it shift ever so slightly inside her as she swooned, her head falling back, throwing her breasts upward as she moaned wordlessly. I began to walk about the room, inspecting the presents Santa had brought us with Mommy suspended on my cock, recalling images of her being impaled on the jolly old elf's penis the first time I had spied on them.
Each step I took sent Mommy plunging deeper into the swirling, raging river of incestuous pleasure as my cock jolted her pussy with its length and girth, making it contract around my shaft even tighter. Every movement I made triggered such intense pleasure that one might have wept with joy if not already crying out with sheer sexual delight.
I fucked my Mommy all over the living room, fucking her as we walked around the brilliantly lit Christmas tree, fucking her on the coffee table, fucking her against the wall -- pinning her against the floral wallpaper as I thrust into her again and again. I even fucked my mother as we sat on the arm of Dad's easy chair, Mommy's body lurching back and forth as she tried to hunch her pussy up and down on my massive hard-on.
Mommy was nearly insensible from countless orgasms when finally I laid her back on the sofa, our naked bodies making odd, scuffing noises as our sweaty bodies moved across the leather cushions and then, lying between Mommy's legs, I thrust as hard and as quick as I could into her tight cunt until I could stand it no longer and with a roar that would rival a rutting panther's, came in a torrent of thick, hot semen inside my mother's cunt.



It seemed like I pumped Mommy full of my jizzum for an hour before my balls were emptied, our mixed juices oozing out of Mommy's cock filled pussy as we whispered "Merry Christmas" and "I love you," to each other before falling asleep.
In the morning light of Christmas morning, we were awakened by Dad's sleepy voice, murmuring, "Up and at them, you two, Santa came last night."
Mommy and I opened our eyes and gazed lovingly at each other, Mommy already moaning as my still hard and massive erection throbbed inside her. "Santa wasn't the only one," Mommy murmured, her fingers slowly running over my face, pausing only as I kissed each digit, sucking gently on them.
Christmas was weird...good, but weird. Mommy and I opened presents along with Dad, him oblivious and accepting of the fact that we were naked and that Mommy was on my lap, my cock buried deep inside her. Dad seemed not to mind waiting as time and time again, we had to pause in opening presents to let Mommy convulse and writhe in orgasm.
The magic of Christmas seemed to last all through Christmas day and well into the 26th of December as Mommy remained joined to me at the crotch all that time. When I at last slid out of her, Mommy nearly collapsed into a babbling mass of well fucked woman, sleeping in my bed, her leg draped across my thigh while her hand possessively held onto my still magically enhanced penis.
As we were to discover to our mutual joy and pleasure, Santa's Christmas present was indeed the gift that kept on giving. There was never a day over the coming year that didn't see Mommy and I madly fucking each other. I had my Santa enhanced cock buried in her in every room in the house, fucking her when we were alone and when Dad was around. He'd smile at us as if we were working on a crossword table at the kitchen table instead of me having Mommy on her hands and knees, faces scrunched up in incestuous ecstasy as I plowed my massive cock in and out of her ever tight cunt.
Many was the night as we watched television that Mommy would curl up next to me and suck my cock, barely able to get her lips around it, yet somehow always able to deep throat my long, thick meat, enjoying my hot and creamy loads of semen like a yummy snack...often sitting there with my cum dripping off her chin and onto her massive quivering tits while I slipped between her legs and licked her sweet pussy till she was sobbing with pleasure too intense to be long endured.
It brought Mommy and I closer than I would have imagined and made us both realize that the lusty feelings we'd concealed from each other were not wrong and that the greatest gift that Santa had actually given us was to be able to come together and as mother and son lovers, simply bring more love into a world that will sadly, never have enough.
The following Christmas Eve passed into early Christmas morning and Santa's return to our happy home found me on my back next to the Christmas tree and Mommy riding my cock, her gorged cunt sliding minutely around my throbbing cock, Mommy moaning loudly into my mouth, her body slick with fuck sweat, making her heavy tits rub deliciously over my chest. There was suddenly that change of air pressure that signaled the jolly old Elf's arrival, followed by his familiar, "HO, HO, HO!"
Mommy broke the kiss and looked over her shoulder to see Santa grinning lewdly at her. "Nothing warms my old heart or makes my cock harder than to see a loving family," Santa declared. A big grin split his snow white beard and he waggled his frosted eyebrows at us and added, "Or maybe that should be to 'see a family loving each other'." As he spoke, he'd dropped his sack full of toys and gifts and then dropped his snowpants, unleashing his monstrous cock.
"John, my boy -- your mother looks like she's never been happier."
Mommy shuddered as I flexed my hips and thrust a little deeper inside her. In a guttural voice, laced with lusty and lewd passion, Mommy replied, "I'm wonderful, Santa. I've never known such constant pleasure."
Santa shuffled over behind her and agilely dropped to his knees, his long and erect penis brushing up against Mommy's ass cheeks. "Never seen pleasure that couldn't be increased, Christina," Santa said with mirth in his voice. "John, reach out and grab your Mommy's ass and spread those sweet cheeks."
Mommy gasped in shock as she realized what Santa had in mind. "Omigod, Santa...when you said last year that we might have a three-way...OMIGOD!"
I sank fingers into Mommy's firm butt cheeks and spread her ass wide and her pearl of an asshole must have been pleasing to Santa's eyes because a naughty gleam grew in them and he said, "Don't be afraid, my little sweetheart. Surely, you know by now that Santa's very good in getting in through back doors!"
I felt Mommy stiffen as Santa pressed forward and her eyes widened as he must have pressed his cock against her anus. She dropped her head back down to press her lips against mine, her tongue spearing into my mouth and swirling around mine in a frenzy. Then Santa must have thrust forward, because Mommy was screaming into my mouth, her fingers digging into my shoulders as old Saint Nick pierced her sphincter and began to ram his massive cock into her asshole.
Mommy collapsed atop me, her body suddenly limp and helpless as she was now impaled on two massive cocks in her pussy and asshole. In the thin sheath of flesh that separated my cock and Santa's, I could feel his massive, carnal candy cane sliding inside my mother who was already stuffed with her son's hugely swollen penis. Santa's magic had to be in play otherwise, I'm sure Mommy would have been torn apart. Instead, she was now swept away in a veritable storm of orgasmic pleasure, nearly rendered senseless in an onslaught of carnal yuletide ecstasy.
Mommy was so packed with cock, that none of us could move much, but every fraction of motion created pleasure unlike anything any of us (except I suspect for Santa), had ever experienced...Mommy most of all. Conscious thought dissipated into something akin to animal lust as we became one organism caught up in pursuing, capturing and maintaining absolute pleasure. The room reeked of sweat and pussy and pheromones and echoed with our pants, sighs and moans, Mommy's voice becoming hoarse and whispery as her screams of pleasure rendered her nearly voiceless.
In the end, Mommy was convulsing in something akin to a carnal epileptic seizure, orgasm building on orgasm, rising and rising, becoming something almost too great to be contained by any mortal. I burrowed that last sweet fraction of an inch and began to cum, flooding Mommy's womb with hot, baby-making semen, triggering her most intense orgasm yet which in turn seemed to set off Santa's climax, his laughter shaking the room's chandelier and making the Christmas tree's glass ornaments tinkle.
Santa's hot jizzum spilled into Mommy's bowels, escalating her orgasm to even newer heights and she seemed to slip into a state somewhere between conscious and unconscious, her pelvis hunching hungrily as the rest of her body lost control under the onslaught of pure ecstasy.
I knew Mommy was close to blacking out and even I was quivering with more pleasure than I could ever imagined and I happily surrendered to the approaching carnal oblivion, my last conscious thoughts being of the sheer joy of having Mommy's body squirming atop mine and feeling her slick cunt walls wrapped so tight around my throbbing cock and Santa's lusty voice crying out as he plowed his cock into Mommy's ass, "MERRY CHRISTMAS TO ALL AND TO ALL A GOOD NIGHT!"
To Everyone at Literotica, A VERY, MERRY CHRISTMAS (BELATED AS IT IS)!
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With a relieved sigh, I put aside the last of the freshman essays, happy to finally be done with them. I glanced at the clock on the wall and was pleased to see that it was six-thirty. Just thirty more minutes to go. It was Parent-Teacher Conference night and although initially, I had had a slew of parents pass through, the last hour or so, things had been slow. I had put the time to good use and was looking forward to a long weekend without having to grade any papers.
"Mister Hamill?" I looked up and saw a woman's head peeking around the doorway. "Have you got a minute?" She looked vaguely familiar as she stepped into the room. Early forties, with dark brown hair, and a pert nose, she was a little on the plump side...maybe ten pounds if that, but it fit her well, filling her out in all the right places. Her black jeans fit her snugly and her black blouse was unbuttoned just enough to advertise that she had a spectacular pair of breasts. She was wearing three inch heels and knew how to walk in them...something that I think is becoming rarer as the years pass.
I stood up and gestured to the computer chair I had placed by my desk. "Absolutely, please have a seat." I was about to ask her who she was when I realized she was being followed by another person and I smiled and realized why she looked familiar. "You're Kelsey's mother?" I asked.
The young lady who followed her in was Kelsey Page, one of my Senior Honors English students. There was a great resemblance between the two in their faces...especially the slope of the noses and the tiny clefts in their chins and their dark, almost black eyes. The resemblance more or less ended with their faces. Kelsey was taller than her mother with a lean, shapely body...the kind that makes a fifty year old man remember his youth with more than a touch of wistfulness.
"Yes, I am," the woman replied, extending her hand which I shook...her skin warm and soft to the touch. "I'm Michelle Page."
"I'm very pleased to meet you," I replied. She took the offered seat while Kelsey slipped lithely into a student desk-chair combination and offered me that typical mortified gesture that I've seen a thousand times over the years when I've encountered my students and their parents together.
I reached out and flipped open my grade book, not really needing to check on Kelsey's grade, she was one of my best students and in the running for Valedictorian. "Let's see," I began, pretending to scan her grades. I looked up and smiled at her mother. "No problems here. Kelsey's one of my best students...she's maintaining a ninety-nine average and may be the finest essay writer I've had in the last twenty-five years. You should be proud. You've raised a fine young woman."
Both mother and daughter glowed with pleasure at my words and I could see that my student's beauty had been passed down from her mother. "Thank you," Michelle replied, glancing back to smile at her daughter. "She loves your class and you're her favorite teacher."
Kelsey blushed at her mother's words, no doubt a little embarrassed and to be honest, I felt a little heat in my face as well. The young woman grinned at me, the tip of her tongue peeking out the way it did when she was pleased by something...the act somehow evoking feelings deep within me...feelings of arousal that I have no doubt that every middle-aged male teacher gets when he's around such sexy and nubile young girls. I should probably have felt more guilt for my lecherous thoughts, but...hey, she was eighteen, so my guilt wasn't too bad.
"Well, Kelsey's a joy to work with and it's been my experience that that's the work of her parents. You and your husband get all the credit."
Now it was Michelle Page's turn to blush and throwing her daughter a sidelong glance, she said, "Well, actually, I guess I'll take all the credit. Kelsey's daddy walked out on us ten years ago." She rolled her eyes and gave her shoulders a little shrug as if to say, "What are you going to do?"
"Sorry," I murmured. Then I sat up straighter and said, "Then my hat is off to you, Ms. Page. You've done a spectacular job raising Kelsey."
Again, she glowed with pleasure and for a moment, there was an awkward silence before she began asking questions about the Honor's Final and wanting my opinion about Kelsey's university choices. We talked for several minutes before the conversation ended again with an awkward silence.
Michelle started to stand up, but stopped and laughed as she said, "Oh, I understand we were both at the same ACDC concert when we were young!"
Kelsey laughed and then I did too, feeling my face heat up again. I recalled one day earlier in the Fall, regaling my students with the story of how the guitarist Angus Young had showered me with sweat (along with everyone else), when he'd been carried around the arena by roadies during the Black & Blue tour. "Really?" I replied. "Did your parents bring you to the concert? You were what...five or six?" Inwardly, I winced, realizing how what I'd said sounded like a corny pick-up line. Still, that had been 1980 and I'd been nineteen.
Michelle put her hand to her mouth and giggled and said, "No...I was um, fourteen." She glanced at her daughter again and then said in an embarrassed tone. "I snuck out of the house." She turned back to her daughter and said in a mocking tone as she playfully shook her finger at Kelsey, "You didn't hear that, young lady."
Kelsey rolled her eyes as only a teenager can do and said, "God, Mom...like I didn't already know you were a wild child." The young woman turned to me and said, "You should see her rock concert T-shirt collection, Mister Hamill...she has a dresser drawer full of them. I think she was at every rock concert that came through Indianapolis!"
I grinned and began an exchange with her mother as we each offered up various bands from the early 1980s, nodding and laughing as we recalled each one. "REO – 1981?" "Yep...Van Halen – '83?" "Oh yeah, and in '88! Judas Priest in 82?" At one point we both looked at each other and said, "Ozzy...Crazy Train!" at the same time.
I shook my head. "Great shows all and some crazy days." Sighing, I said, "I wish I still had some of those concert shirts, but I pretty much wore them out."
Michelle nodded and replied, "I know, I still have most of mine, but a lot of them you can practically see right through."
I sorta gawped at her comment, suddenly envisioning her wearing a nearly worn through T-shirt with those magnificent breasts. I felt my cock twitch a little at the thought. Kelsey giggled, "Jeez, Mom!" while realization of what she said dawned on her mother's face.
With her face turning bright red, Michelle started to speak, but was interrupted by the principal's voice coming over the intercom, announcing that "It is now Seven o'clock and our Parent-Teacher conference is now concluded. I'd like to wish students, their families and all our teachers a wonderful three day weekend."
The announcement gave Kelsey's mother a moment to recover and she stood up and said, "Well, we should let you go home. I'm sure you've had a long day. Thank you for your time." She paused and grinned as she added, "And thanks for the stroll down memory lane."
I offered her my hand which she shook as I replied, "Definitely my pleasure, Ms. Page. You two have a wonderful weekend." I looked to her daughter, looking lovely in a short, flared skirt that showed off her long, toned legs. "See you on Monday, Kelsey."
Mother and daughter retreated to the door where Michelle stopped and turned back, an odd, almost nervous look on her face. "I don't know if you've heard, but do you know who's playing at the Barclay Club tomorrow night?" The Barclay was an old nightclub fixture in downtown Indianapolis that often featured old, once famous bands still out there grinding out their music in small venues.
When I shook my head, she said, "Kansas, remember them?"
I smiled at the memory of some of their songs..."Carry On, My Wayward Son" and "Point of No Return" and especially, "Dust in the Wind." I hadn't heard most of them in a long time. "Really? I might have to check that out."
Michelle smiled at me and nodded as she said, "Well, maybe I'll see you there." She shot me the briefest of winks and putting her arm through her daughter's arm, strolled out, leaving me wondering if I had just been flirted with.
I replayed the whole meeting with Kelsey and her mother in my head as I packed up my briefcase and headed for my car. I still couldn't make up my mind if she had been flirting with me or not. The truth was, I was out of practice. I was twelve years still recovering from a bitter divorce from my first wife who'd been unfaithful and a credit card addict to boot. I had avoided women in general – in part out of anger and in part because I had been close to broke as I struggled to pay off debts she'd accrued. By the time I had regained my footing financially, I'd pretty much grown out of the habit of interacting with women outside of work.
I still appreciated the opposite sex and had had a few brief relationships, but mostly the last few years, I'd satisfied my needs with my hand while fantasizing about various students and fellow female teachers. And yes, more than once, I had masturbated thinking about Kelsey with her long legs and full, pert breasts that jutted out so entrancingly against her T-shirts and blouses.
I slept in the next day, savoring the rare Friday off, waking up and feeling horny, remembering vaguely that I had had a series of dirty dreams. I spent most of the day taking care of various errands around the house...laundry, dishes, the bathroom...all the things that a bachelor tends to let slide.
As the afternoon grew long, I kept thinking back to Michelle Page and that wink and all the naughty thoughts her obviously innocent words had produced and as it grew dark in the early Fall evening, I found myself searching for a place to park in the Barclay's parking lot, having showered and shaved, wearing blue jeans and a Colts jersey. After squeezing my little Ford Mustang into a tight spot, I paid admission and walked into the loud nightclub. Kansas had just started its set and I was pleased to see that they could still do "Point of No Return" right.
They were performing on a stage at the bottom of a circular amphitheater, surrounded by bleacher seats and small tables where people who were mostly my age or even a little older were moving to the music. Part of me was wondering if we'd still be rocking out when we were all using walkers. Part of me knew that answer was a resounding, "Fuck yes!" I found an open spot at a bar that looked over and down the stage, giving me a reasonably good view of the dimly lit club. People were dancing here and there...mostly at the bottom of the amphitheater. I looked for Michelle as I scanned the room, not seeing anyone I knew.
The music was better than I would have hoped for and by the time I was working on my second beer, I was over any disappointment at not seeing Michelle. My nostalgia for my youth grew as I became more relaxed and then expanded as the unmistakable and sweet aroma of marijuana wafted by. I had to laugh a little. I hadn't toked reefer in nearly twenty years.
I had turned in my seat to order another beer when I felt a hand drop on my shoulder and heard someone holler, "Mister Hamill! Hi!" I turned and found myself looking at Kelsey Page, looking gorgeous and sexy in tight blue jeans and a black bustier top that lifted her young breasts up for display, baring almost the top half of her firm globes. She was waving a beer bottle in one hand and was sporting a silly grin. "Mom has almost given up on you!" She pointed down below into the amphitheater out of my line of sight and said, "Come down and join us."
My teacher instincts kicked in as I quashed the raw lust I suddenly felt for this lovely teenager and I tried to eye her beer bottle with a disapproving stare. Kelsey followed my gaze down to the bottle in her hand and giggled before she caught me off guard, stepping up close and leaning her body into mine as she whispered into my ear, "Don't bust me, Mister Hamill. Mom got me in!" I felt my cock jerk with excitement and my stomach flipped-flopped as I felt her lips brush my ear as she spoke.
I was still in shock when she moved back and took my hand and with a jerk of her head, sending her dark, red streaked hair swirling, said, "C'mon. Mom is going to be thrilled to see you!" I was helpless to refuse, not that I wanted to and so I found myself being led down into the amphitheater, Kelsey deftly weaving through the crowd of mostly middle-aged folks like myself.
We stopped so abruptly at a small square table that I bumped into Kelsey from behind, her firm butt feeling marvelous as it collided with my front, an erection threatening to emerge. She glanced over her shoulder at me in surprise and then giggled as she turned around and tapped a woman sitting with her back to us on the shoulder. Over the din of one of Kansas' later tunes, she shouted, "Mom, check out who I found!"
Michelle turned and saw me standing there, a slightly uncomfortable grin on my face and she jumped up and threw her arms around me and gave me a quick hug, surprising me a little with her overt familiarity...not that I actually minded as I felt her large breasts rubbing against my chest. "Mister Hamill, you came after all!" she shouted as she let me go and took a step back with a silly grin beaming on her face.
Her eyes were a little unfocused and a quick glance at the table confirmed some empty bottles, so I reckoned she was a few ahead of me. Part of my mind chided me for focusing so damned much on how much beer was being drunk and reorganized my thinking, aided by Michelle bouncing a little on her feet and gesturing to her chest as she crowed, "Ta-Da! From my priceless collection!"
Like her daughter, Michelle was wearing tight fitting blue jeans, but with an old black concert shirt that was nearly faded to gray. Tattered and peeled print told me that it was from a Styx concert, but what drew my attention to it was that even in the dimly lit room, I could tell how worn out and threadbare it was. Bought for someone who had been more slender in 1982 or 1983, it was stretched more than skin tight across her considerable chest, leaving no doubt that she was braless, her nipples standing erect like proud, stubby soldiers on duty against the tattered material. Here and there were small rips and separations and I sensed that under better light, I would be able to see brief, tantalizing glimpses of her bare flesh.
I felt my cock responding to the very lovely and womanly visage before me, growing larger by the second while I grinned stupidly at her and tried to think of something to say, finally settling for, "Hi! You look great!"
Kansas had started up one of their last hits, "Play the Game" and Michelle was moving to the music as she moved towards me again and pulled me towards the table. "Come have a seat with me. Do you need another beer, Mister Hamill?" She grinned at her daughter who was looking at us both with amusement. "Kelsey, think you can get us both another beer, hon?"
I nodded and said, "I'd love one, but please call me John."
Kelsey laughed and said, "Beers coming right up, Mom...John." She paused and her forehead wrinkled as she seemed to consider something. She shook her head, her mahogany and red tresses falling over her face before she brushed them back. "Nope, I can't do that. You're Mister Hamill to me." She waved goodbye and moved upwards into the crowd as Michelle pulled me into a seat and slid her chair close to mine.
"Well, I like the sound of your name. John...it suits you." She reached out and put her hand on mine. "I was hoping you'd show up tonight. I really enjoyed meeting you at the parent-teacher conference and doing that trip down memory lane."
"I enjoyed it too," I hollered over the music. I was kind of glad that in the dim light of the club, she couldn't see me blushing from my awkwardness. "I'd hoped I would run into you tonight." I paused and then added, "I was surprised to see Kelsey with you though," immediately regretting having said it – hating those moments when the responsible teacher came out in me. I had no business judging other parents decisions.
Michelle didn't seem to mind, sticking her tongue out at me and saying, "No big deal...she's eighteen and at least I know where she's at, right? Better she have a few beers with me than out running the road with some eighteen year old pile of male hormones with his attention on her tits rather than the road."
She laughed as my jaw dropped open in surprise at her frank comments. She finished off the beer in front of her and said, "I know, I know. I'll never be parent of the year, but hell...we were kids too once, right and when we were eighteen, you could at least drink beer – at least that pissy 3.2 swill."
I laughed and recalled the days before the drinking age was kicked up to twenty-one. "Sorry, I've no right to sound judgmental and besides, you've already got my vote for parent of the year. She's a great kid!"
Michelle beamed with pride and nodding her head, replied, "Thank you." She let out a long sigh. "But, she's not a kid anymore...I've got a young woman on my hands now. I thought I worried about her when she was five."
She squeezed my hand and I rolled mine over so we could intertwine our fingers and lock them together. Her flesh felt almost feverish...an arousing warmth that seemed to flow and spread into my body. Looking into her eyes, I saw something wild and restless there and my cock pulsed in my jeans in response. Nearly dry-mouthed, I said, "I'm not worried about her. She has a great mother who raised her right."
Michelle beamed at me again and squeezed my hand tight. Then she shook her head back and forth and said, "Listen to us. There's rock music booming and we're acting like a couple of square old farts. We're at a rock concert, we need to be grooving to the music – dancing and kissing and getting down!" She jumped to her feet, her barely contained breasts bouncing happily as she held out her hand and said, "Dance with me, John!"
Feeling awkward and shy, I nevertheless stood up and took her free hand and we danced...me not so well because I hadn't done it in so long, but also because Kansas's music wasn't exactly great for dancing and in part because I was very distracted by this buxom beauty that I scarcely knew, but who seemed to very interested in me. I tried to match her shimmying movements, nearly awestruck by her graceful and sexy moves, but mostly I worked at not falling over my own feet.
Kansas suddenly transitioned from a fast moving rocker to the more lyrical and slower Dust in the Wind and Michelle followed suit, transition from a body quaking dynamo to moving into me, her arms going around my neck as she pressed her body into mine, her breasts flattening out against my damp Colts shirt while we moved to the music...not exactly slow dancing, but slow enough that I could keep pace with her...not that I wanted to allow her to move away. It had been a long time, but suddenly I found my arms full of a luscious...voluptuous woman and I most definitely liked it.
My head was swimming a little as I hadn't been with someone that moved this fast...flirted this furiously for many, many years. This combined with her reckless attitude with her daughter created a nagging voice in the back of my head that said I was heading for trouble. That voice was greatly muted as she slowly ground her body against me, her breasts dragging against my chest so that I could feel her hardened nipples.



Michelle stared up at me, capturing me with those dark eyes of hers...drawing me in so that I could get a sense of her face with that cute nose and those thick, luscious lips and then she smiled at me, the tip of her tongue peeking out just as her daughter's did when she was pleased about something or had been praised in class. I felt my cock twitch in my pants, pressed against her stomach and wondered if she could feel it throbbing, betraying my aroused state.
"This is nice," she said, raising her voice just enough to be heard. "I'm not moving too fast for you, am I?"
I wasn't sure if she was talking about the speed of our dancing or her actions as a whole, but in the end, I was fine with both and said, "Nope. I'm having a fine time, Michelle!"
She looked pleased and purred back, "Good...now, we've got as far as the dancing. Would you think I'm being forward if I asked for a kiss?"
That surprised me a little, but I shook my head and said, "I'd love to kiss you, but you should know, I'm a little out of practice and might not get it right."
Michelle giggled and replied, "Not a problem...I'm a firm believer in practicing something until you get it right...that's why Kelsey is such a good student, she practices until she has things down perfect."
Her comments, especially bringing her daughter into it, was sort of shocking, but also titillating and I tried to respond at her level of teasing by saying, "Sounds good to me, especially if I have a good teacher helping me."
She grinned at me and licking her full lips, answered, "Oh honey, I will rock your world. I felt her breasts dragging upwards on my chest and her stomach sliding up along my cock filled jeans as she rose up on tip-toe and pressed her lips against mine. I expected a chaste kiss at least initially, but her mouth was open from the get-go, and in surprise, I opened my mouth in response to the furious assault from her tongue which quickly found my own and I found myself kissing her with more passion than I had possessed in a long time.
As Michelle and I dueled wet tongues, my hands on their own, somehow found their own way from her waist to her hips and I cupped and squeezed her butt cheeks as she worked herself against me. I could feel the blood pounded in my head as she finally slipped her tongue from my mouth and with our lips almost meeting, said to me, "Nothing wrong with your kissing, John...you get an 'A+' but just to be sure...let's keep practicing."
We resumed kissing, our tongues coming together in lewd fashion before our lips touched, enjoying the feel and taste of each other. Pulling herself against me tighter, Michelle drew one leg up along mine and then curled it around my left leg, grinding her crotch against my thigh. Even though the club was warm and humid, it seemed to me as if her crotch was hot. I quivered with sudden hunger for this woman that I barely knew and kissed her harder and more fervently, drawing an approving and muted moan from her. We both had our eyes open, staring at each other, recognizing our lust mirrored in the other's image.
The song faded away and was followed by applause and we still slowly danced and kissed, not really conscious of the rest of the world until I heard some fellow with a deep bass voice bellow, "Get a room, you horndogs!"
Michelle giggled into my mouth and we both broke the kiss, both of us gasping for air as we let each other go and took a step back to look at each other with a lot of desire and a little wonder at the sudden development of physical attraction. I suddenly realized the lights had come up a little and indeed, Michelle's T-shirt was so threadbare that her breasts were nearly completely exposed – in places the fabric just barely holding together and I struggled to not focus solely on them which she noticed with a wicked grin on her face. A voice announced from speakers overhead that Kansas was taking a break and would return in half an hour for a second set.
I stepped up to Michelle and said, "That was...um, that was wonderful."
She took my hand and drew it to her face and said, "Yes, it was," before kissing the back of my hand. She then guided me back to our table where we found Kelsey sitting, watching us with a grin that looked as evil as her mother's.
She blinked her eyes in a poor imitation of blithe innocence and said, "Well, I guess you two aren't having any problems getting acquainted."
We slipped into chairs opposite the young girl and Michelle giggled again and said, "Well, sweetie, I always told you I was a wild child!"
Kelsey rolled her eyes with mock exasperation and said, "Yeah, but it's different when you actually see your mother in action!" She slid two bottles of beer over to us. "It looks like you both could use something to cool off."
Michelle and I looked at each other and broke out laughing like embarrassed teenagers caught necking and then clinked our bottles together before we each took a sip.
Kelsey studied us both, a grin on her face before she turned to me and said, "I don't know if Mom told you, Mister Hamill, but she's developed a crush on you."
"Really?" I said even as her mother told her to behave.
Michelle's daughter nodded and went on, saying, "Oh yeah. I kept coming home and telling her how cool your class was and how cool you were and...um, how good looking." I felt my skin begin to burn again as the teenager looked coyly at me and added, "And then I showed Mom your picture in last year's yearbook and she fell head over heels for you!"
Michelle took a sip of her beer and said in a serious tone. "I said he was sexy hot, Kelsey...not that I fell in love with him." She reached out with her free hand to grasp my hand again. "Not that falling for him would be all that hard to do." She ran a fingernail over the top of my hand, smiling coyly at me.
"Maybe you should cool your jets a little, Mom," Kelsey said smugly. "You might scare him away."
I stepped into the conversation and said, "Well, things might be moving a little fast, but I'm not planning to run away."
Kelsey's mom smiled at me, still gently scratching my hand with her fingernail and replied, "That's good, John. I hope that this night is just getting started."
We looked at each other for a long time silently...maybe too long because Kelsey said again in that tone of exasperation that only teenagers can muster, "God...go ahead and kiss each other again. I know you're dying too!"
Michelle watched me expectantly and suddenly, I didn't want to disappoint her. I scooted my chair a little closer and leaned into her, sliding my arm around her waist and pulling her to me. We kissed again, Michelle's mouth open and welcoming as our lips met. As before, we both kept our eyes open as we kissed – our tongues already moving together with familiar intimacy. Once in a while, I could see her quickly glance over at Kelsey and my eyes would follow to see the teenager looking at us with great interest and maybe even a little bit of envy, her tongue peeking out to worry at her lips.
When the kiss ended, I ran my tongue over my lips, savoring every bit of Michelle's taste and then gave Kelsey an awkward and embarrassed grin. She gave me that evil grin that she must have inherited from her mother and said, "What's wrong, Mister Hamill?"
I started to reply, then hesitated. How to put all my emotions into words? Here I was, basically making out with a woman I barely knew, but who I already was dying to get into her pants, kissing her in front of her daughter who happened to be in one of my classes and was herself dressed somewhere between sexy and slutty and who was responsible in part for the throbbing erection in my jeans, along with her lusty mother.
Finally, I managed to stammer, "I, um...well, I don't think I've ever French-kissed one of my student's mother before...at least not in front of her."
Kelsey shrugged, making her large, youthful breasts bounce a little in that bustier outfit of hers and said, "It doesn't bother me. You both seemed to be enjoying yourselves. I reckon you must be a good kisser."
"Oh yeah, he is that!" murmured Michelle.
Kelsey shrugged again, her smile seeming to hint that she knew what her movements made her breasts do and that she enjoyed showing them off to me. "I'm happy for you guys. I love my Mom and all I want is to see her happy and I think you're a great guy. If you two hook up, I'll be thrilled." She glanced at her mother and shot her a sly wink.
Michelle scooted a little closer to me so that her leg was pressing against mine. She dropped her hand on my upper leg as she said, "Don't be shy around Kelsey. We've never kept secrets from each other...after all that we've been through, we're too close to do that." She smiled at her daughter, the love that she had for her clearly evident and said, "She knows exactly how horny her mother can get and has never judged me." Her hand stroked up and down my upper thigh, coming dangerously close to the bulge of my erect cock as she added, "And she knows that I'll never judge her."
On the stage, the members of Kansas were again beginning to gather and after staring at them for a moment, Michelle said, "I'm glad we came here tonight, but we've heard most of their hits. How about we get out of here and get something to eat? Maybe someplace quieter where we can talk?"
"Sounds great to me," I replied. "Kelsey?" I asked, looking her way.
She shrugged again, I think for my benefit so I could see her fine, pert breasts bounce yet again and said, "I think I've had enough of the classics for one night. I want a cheeseburger!"
I told them I knew just the place and we weaved our way through the crowd, Michelle holding hands with both of us. I felt like a proud, preening peacock as I led them out, seeing many of the men there eyeing mother and daughter with interest and looking at me in envy or in confusion as to how some average, middle-aged guy had wound up with two gorgeous women.
Michelle asked me to drive as I had only had a couple of beers while she had gotten several bottles ahead while waiting for me to show up. I had no problem with that and led them back to my car...my one vanity possession – a '68 Mustang Fastback. It had been one of the few things I'd walked away from my divorce with...back then, being little more than a shell. Much of my time since had been spent restoring my Mustang.
Both ladies were very impressed with my metallic blue Ford, although Kelsey fussed a little as she clambered into the back seat. "Wow, this is really cramped," she muttered as she bent over and wiggled her way in...at different points offering a premium view of her tight, blue-jean clad ass and then as she pulled herself in, appeared to almost have her firm breasts fall out of her bustier.
I felt my face burning as I looked up from the view of her breasts on display to see her mother watching me with amusement while she told Kelsey, "Don't complain to me about how tight it is in the back – I think you were conceived in the back of a Mustang just like this...only it was painted green."
I held the door open for Michelle and she got in after pausing to give me a quick, but very wet kiss. As I climbed in and fired the engine up, Michelle scooted over as close to me as she could in her bucket seat and said, "You know, some people say when a guy owns a car like this, he must be compensating for something else." She glanced back at her daughter who was hovering close to us on the edge of the back seat and in full view of Kelsey, reached over and ran her hand over the bulge in my jeans, assessing the size of my erection. Giggling, she turned and looked back at Kelsey and said, "Nope...not compensating for anything here!" Then, in a slightly softy and huskier voice, she said, "Very nice, John!"
My ears were singing as the blood pounded in my head, my face feeling like it was on fire as I tried to get my mind around the fact that a student's mother had just blatantly groped me in front of her daughter. I tried to laugh it off and leered at Michelle and admonished her jokingly to, "Behave now, I don't need any more distractions than you two ladies while I'm driving."
Both ladies giggled at my comments as I moved through the eastern side of Indianapolis until we reached a well known burger joint, its rundown appearance being no indication of the quality of the food. Soon, we were chowing down on the best burgers in town as we talked. I discovered that Michelle was a Nurse-practitioner in an ER in a local hospital and had been married once...divorcing Kelsey's father after he abandoned them when Kelsey was seven years old. She had been working as a secretary for an insurance agency, but went back to school for her medical degree while working and raising Kelsey.
"Wow...that had to be hard and the fact that you obviously did a fantastic job raising her says a lot." I looked at Kelsey who was sitting next to her mother across the booth from me, the two of them a vision of youthful and mature sensual beauty. "You must be proud of your Mom."
Mother and daughter eyed each other, smiling affectionately at each other and then Kelsey replied, "She's the greatest! I'm glad things were the way they were. It just made us closer!"
Michelle glowed with love and motherly pride. She leaned over and kissed her daughter on the corner of her mouth and said, "We did it together...just the two of us. I love her more than anything!"
Kelsey blushed and shivered a bit and reached out and squeezed her mother's hand. "I love you, Mom," she murmured and leaned in and kissed her mother back, a little more fully on the lips than the previous kiss." Both were blushing a little now and I felt a little flushed. I hoped my face didn't reflect how erotic my view was...the two sexily dressed women kissing was turning me on and somehow, knowing that they were mother and daughter made it even hotter.
Kelsey recovered first and looking at me speculatively, said, "But maybe...maybe Mom might find room for someone else in her life, Mister Hamill. You interested?"
It was Michelle's turn to be embarrassed. "Kelsey! And you're always complaining about how I lack subtlety!"
I laughed and said, "That's okay. I'll be honest...this evening has been like a wild roller coaster ride and my head is spinning, but..." I reached out and took Michelle's other hand in mine. "I like roller coasters and I'm having the time of my life."
Michelle's eyes went a little wide and her face softened a little with a joyful expression and she sighed, "Oh, John...that's so sweet! She stood up as best she could in the booth and leaned over and kissed me on the mouth, her tongue slipping into mine for a rousing kiss.
Between the background chatter in the diner and the wet noise of our kiss, I almost missed the soft, muted sound of tattered, worn cotton splitting and might have not even registered the noise if Kelsey hadn't said in a laughing voice, "Mom, I think you've had a wardrobe malfunction!"
Michelle broke the kiss, moving back to sit down as she looked down at the front of her T-shirt and made a funny "Eek!" sound as she and I both saw that her worn material of her shirt had split in a long line of maybe five inches where her left nipple had been nearly poking through the deteriorating fabric to reveal her swollen nipple – a dark nickel sized nub that was a half inch long as well as a sizable portion of her left breast. My aching cock let go with a sudden spurt of precum as it throbbed hungrily at the sudden appearance of a magnificent breast.
"Oops," I murmured, both sorry and pleased that I wasn't carrying a jacket to offer her some cover.
"Damn...and I liked this shirt. It was one of my favorites!" muttered Michelle as she tried to pull the torn cloth back together, but only proceeded to make it worse as the tear widened. "Damn!" she repeated and then looked up at me with a silly grin as she clapped her hand over her exposed breast and said, "I guess maybe you should run us home before I get arrested for indecent exposure!"
I glanced around and saw that a few other customers had noticed what had happened and were staring with great interest. "I doubt anyone is going to complain, Michelle," I said with a teasing tone, maybe happy to have someone else besides me feeling off-balance. "But, maybe we should get going."
I tossed down money for the food and tip and then led the ladies out, Michelle with a hand on my shoulder and another around my waist as she pressed herself against my back to minimize her lack of coverage. Glancing back, I saw she had an embarrassed but also proud expression on her face, acknowledging the winks and whistles of her new admirers in the diner.
Once we were back in my car and moving back across town, Michelle relaxed and dropped her hand away from her breast, leaving it exposed in the flickering light as we passed under street lights and by brightly lit business signs. That proved to be a distraction as I kept glancing over to admire the sloping curve of her breast and her swollen and delectable looking nipple.
At some point, I think I might have swerved slightly and she leaned close and said, "Pay attention to the road, sweetheart," even as she added an additional distraction by again dropping her hand into my lap and slowly rubbing my jean covered cock. From the back seat came amused giggling from Kelsey that did nothing to assuage the arousal I was feeling.
Finally, we arrived at their home – maybe a mile from my own small house. Michelle and Kelsey lived in a late nineteen twenties Craftsman style house that was well kept up with beds of now burgeoning flowers, responding to the unseasonably warm weather this early in the Spring.
Under the illumination of a bright streetlight, I could see that the rip in Michelle's T-shirt had widened and her entire breast, a lovely and meaty gourd-shaped tit was exposed. She turned in her seat to face me, unashamedly showing off her magnificent breast. "I think I speak for Kelsey when I say we've had a lovely time, John." Michelle murmured, her voice a little hoarse.
"It's been my pleasure, Michelle. I hope we can...see each other again...soon." I watched as her pleasure at my words seemed to make her nipple swell even more.
Michelle glanced back at her daughter in the backseat and from the edge of my vision, I sensed movement in my rearview mirror. Michelle licked her lips and said, "Would you like to come in, John?"
My heart was pounding with excitement, but I was trying to not go overboard and ruin the moment. "Well...it is getting late and I don't want to keep y'all up."
Michelle leaned in and with the one hand still resting on the bulge in my jeans, she reached out and turned off the motor and handed me the keys. In a voice that was low, but dripping with excitement, she said, "John, I want you to come in." She looked back at her daughter. "Kelsey doesn't mind in the least, do you, darling?"
"Nope!" came Kelsey's quick reply. "You two have been having a wonderful night...I don't see the point in stopping now." She was in shadow, but I knew that she was smiling – that her pleased, tongue peeking grin was on her face.
I reached out and stroked Michelle's face and replied, "Okay...let's go in!"
I climbed out and flipped up the seat for Kelsey and still complaining about the tight quarters back there, she wormed her way out, stumbling as she emerged to fall against me. I caught her, but suddenly found myself with my arms full of luscious, young woman. Kelsey pressed herself against me as she regained her balance and I was helpless and unable to resist looking down to see her breasts ready to spill out of her bustier...her aureoles now visible above the black fabric of her top.
She glanced down and then looked at me slyly as she murmured, "Whoops...sorry about that." She moved past me, her breasts dragging across my chest as she headed up the walk, digging house keys out of her tight jeans.



Still watching her, I came around and opened the door for Michelle, offering her a hand out of the car. Standing on the sidewalk, she put her arms around my neck and kissed me, unmindful about her exposed breast. When we finally untangled our tongues, she silently took my hand and led me up the walkway to her house. Kelsey had already gone ahead and up the steps to the concrete and stone porch and had unlocked their door and went in.
Michelle gave me a quick tour of the downstairs...kitchen, bathroom, utility room, dining room and a surprisingly large living room and by the time we'd settled on the couch, Kelsey reappeared, carrying two more beers and a coke, handing off the beers to us as we settled on a large, overstuffed couch while she slipped into a large Lazy-Boy chair and kicked it back, her breasts again hinting at the possibility of falling out as she inclined backwards and grabbed a remote on a small table beside her.
Michelle kicked off her boots and curled up beside me, keeping the old concert shirt on, unashamed in the least of having a breast hanging out in the well lit room, brushing against my arm. She wrapped one arm through mine while the other rested again on my lap, slowly and visibly and slowly rubbing my erect cock in front of her daughter. That was both disconcerting and strangely exciting at the same time. Kelsey would glance over at us, smile at the spectacle of her mother cuddling intimately with her English teacher and then return her attention to the television.
We all barely spoke for the next hour as we watched reruns of a popular comedy – as well known for being sexually crude as it was for being funny – Kelsey giggling at the sexual innuendos while Michelle and I divided our time between watching and kissing. By the time it was over, Michelle had somehow gone from being curled up on my right side to sitting in my lap, her blue jean covered ass feeling sweet on my erection which once in a while she would wiggle around on.
I lost track of what I was doing sometimes during our making out – my hand wandering up to Michelle's bare tit as our tongues dueled while we kissed, cupping her heavy breast. Then Kelsey would giggle at something on the television or maybe at the spectacle that her mother and I were being and I would let my hand drop away. I would glance over at my teenage student guiltily and sometimes she met my gaze with a smile or a faintly interested expression and other times she was focused on the television, laughing or taking a sip of her soda.
Finally, she sat up in her recliner and clicked the television off with her remote. "I'm going to bed," she announced. She marched up to us, Michelle sitting comfortably on my lap and said, "I'm glad you two are hitting it off. You are my two most favorite people in the world!" Kelsey leaned down and kissed her mother on the lips, the two of them making their lips smack loudly as they did so. The young woman started to straighten up, but then hesitated and turned to me and bussed me on the corner of my mouth. "Goodnight, Mom," she said softly. "Goodnight, Mister Hamill."
She started to rise up again, but looked down at my hand which had retreated from her mother's breast and frowned. Then she grabbed my hand and placed it back atop her mother's exposed breast. "You don't have to hide the fact that Mom let you get to second base already, Mister Hamill," she said smugly. "I am totally cool with this." She patted my hand atop her mother's fleshy tit and said, "There...that's better!"
Kelsey then stood up and headed for the stairs. She turned and blew us a kiss. "Goodnight, Mom. I love you!" She climbed the first two steps and turned again and blew us another kiss and said, "I think I could love you too, Mister Hamill. Goodnight!" Before I could say a word, the teenaged girl was scooting up the stairs, breasts bouncing in her bustier, leaving her mother and I alone.
I looked down at my hand, fingers dug in slightly in Michelle's meaty breast. "Wow, she's really something, isn't she?"
Michelle stroked my face and replied, "You have no idea...she surprises me everyday." She kissed me again, gently and quickly, and looking down at my hand on her breast, added, "But enough about my sweet, sexy daughter, Mister Hamill. Would a certain teacher like to show a certain parent some special attention?"
"It would be my pleasure...the school system encourages a strong parent-teacher relationship," I replied before kissing her as my hand squeezed and caressed her exposed breast. As our tongued danced and probed, I enjoyed making Michelle shiver as I teased her swollen nipple with my hand, lightly scraped her rubbery button with my palm. Without breaking the kiss, Michelle shifted around till she was sitting on top of me, straddling me as her thighs pressed into my legs from each side, gently rocking atop my jean clad erection.
I broke the kiss suddenly to duck my head down and took her swollen nipple between my lips, making Michelle moan as I sucked and used my tongue on the throbbing nub. As I nursed at her large tit, my hand was sliding over her other breast, squeezing it through the threadbare cotton of her T-shirt. I let her nipple slip from my lip as I heard a soft, ripping sound and realized that I had snagged a small hole and torn it open wider with an exploring finger.
Michelle was breathing hard and staring at me with dark, hooded eyes. "Sorry about that," I murmured, glancing down just long enough to confirm the tear, a three inch gash that revealed the upper swell of her still partly covered breast.
"Shirt's toast, anyway," Michelle hissed. "Go ahead and finish it. Tear my shirt off me."
Her offer of this pseudo-violent act sent a wave of arousal through me and with a snarl, I hooked my fingers into the ragged holes of her shirt and tore it wide open, completely exposing her lovely breasts. A couple more jerks and the shirt fell off her arms in tatters to fall on the floor while the woman in my lap moaned, her heavy breasts, like beautiful, heavy gourds heaving with excitement.
Michelle nearly growled as she placed her hands on my cheeks and pulled my face to her for a quick, wet kiss and then guided me down to her breasts, allowing me to nuzzle her fleshy tits, moaning happily as I licked and kissed my way over her meaty breasts, nuzzling and sucking at her thick, long nipples that I could feel throbbing with excitement as I rolled my tongue around and over them.
We were kissing again, juicy, messy kisses as our tongues writhed feverishly around each other in between slathering licks at each others lips. As we kissed, Michelle's hands worked furiously at my belt buckle, undoing the button on my jeans before she slid a little backwards on my legs and yanked my zipped down. I groaned as I felt her hand, warm and soft reach into my fly and into my shorts, searching for my erect cock.
Michelle broke the kiss and was suddenly on her knees, hands tearing my sneakers from my feet and then with the expertise that only a mother possesses, tugged my jeans down and off, flinging them and my shorts away as she triumphantly seized my freed penis in her hand. "Oh God, you are so big, John!" she moaned as she wrapped her long, slender fingers around my shaft and slowly stroked it. She moved in and blew warm air across my throbbing cock head. Michelle looked up at me wickedly and said, "You've been hard all night. Did I give you this erection or did Kelsey make you hard?"
This was a dangerous question, but I suddenly found myself not wanting to ever lie to this woman and I told her the truth, "It was both of you! I've never met a mother and daughter who were so sexy and hot!"
Michelle grinned, obviously pleased for my answer...because of my honesty or for some unknown perverse reason of her own, I hadn't a clue. "God, John. I am going to fuck your brains out," she panted. "But first..." Michelle leaned forward, her mouth opening wide and expertly wrapped her lips around the head of my penis and took me in her mouth, her tongue dancing wildly over my tumescent flesh.
"Oh my God!" I moaned as I felt Michelle take more of me into her mouth, swallowing inch after inch of my erection with practiced ease. My hands found their way into her dark hair, twisting her long tresses and tensing to keep her mouth on my cock. Michelle began to bob her head back and forth, moderating her pace in response to pressure from my guiding hands. Her dark eyes were fixed on my face, monitoring my expressions as she learned my most sensitive spots as her tongue rolled over the swollen glans. This woman knew what she was doing and she knew what she wanted.
After a couple of minutes of her sweet mouth on my hard dick, Michelle let me slip from her lips, the air seeming incredibly cold to my penis after residing in her hot mouth. Michelle smoothly rose to her feet, taking my hand and urging me up as she said, "I want you in my bed now...your cock in my pussy in my bed...now, John!"
I found myself being led to the stairs, Michelle shifting her hold on me from my hand to my cock even as I asked in a stuttering voice. "Are...are you sure? I mean, what about Kelsey...should we...with her in the house?" Inwardly, I cursed that teacher mentality of mine, wanting to shut it up, but seemingly unable to do so.
Michelle began to guide me up the steps, slowly taking them one by one walking backwards as she said, "Kelsey won't mind, John. Hell, she'll probably be fingering herself as we fuck, hearing us." Her evil grin grew as she added, "And she will hear us, John. This cock is going to make me scream...you're going to make me scream, teacher man and you know it!"
I was speechless, stunned and aroused by her lewd and frank words. Just when I thought I might reply, Michelle suddenly sat down on the stairs about halfway up and said, "I have to suck this beautiful cock again." She guided me to her lips and began sucking my dick loudly, making wet slurping noise. My head was spinning as I suddenly wondered what Kelsey would make of this scene being played out on the stairs of her home – her mother naked from the waist up, sucking the very erect cock of her teacher who was naked from the waist down.
The thought of the teenage girl seeing her mother and me in such a carnal spectacle nearly made me lose control and I had to withdraw from Michelle's mouth. "I am about to explode," I gasped, Michelle's knowing grin telling me I didn't have to explain why.
She rose to her feet again, wrapping fingers around my saliva coated cock and said, "I wouldn't mind, honey. I expect to taste your sweet spunk soon enough, but maybe there are other places I'd like to have you cum in first." Her frank and lewd words nearly made me cum in her hands, but somehow I held off. Maybe it had been the beers, I'd had earlier...I was always a little slower to cum after a few drinks.
Michelle led me down a hallway, a grandfather clock ticking calmly as we passed by. A door was shut, but I heard music playing lowly and again my cock flirted with cumming as I realized that we were passing Kelsey's bedroom. We stopped at the next door down and Michelle swung the door open and led me inside. All around the room were several candles, lit and flickering and Michelle stared at them in mute surprise. There was no need to flip on the lights as the shimmering candlelight provided us with more than adequate light and lent the room a more intimate and romantic feel.
Shaking her head, her voice, filled with emotion, Michelle said softly, "That kid...she never ceases to amaze me!"
I looked around and nodded at the candles resting on a shelf, high above the bed, the smell of jasmine thick in the air. "Kelsey did this? She knew you and I would be coming up here?"
Michelle nodded and replied, "That girl is such a romantic and I guess she wanted to do something special for us." She grinned wolfishly at me and slipped her arms around me and said, "Well, let us not disappoint her, teacher man!" We kissed again, her right hand sliding under my shirt to caress my chest while her left hand slowly stroked my slick cock." Then Michelle was tugging my shirt over my head and flinging it carelessly away, pressing her mouth to my chest to lick at my pebbled nipples while I fumbled with the buttons to her jeans, finally feeling them part so I could slip my hand into her pants, moaning as I found no panties, but instead slipped fingers through trimmed bush hair and then into slick, wet flesh, her labia parting around my fingers.
I spun Michelle around and pulled her tight against me, her blue jean covered ass, feeling rough against my aroused cock as I nibbled at her neck and shoulders while I continued to rub her aroused pussy. Amidst her sighs of pleasure, I slowly kissed my way down her back until I reached her jeans and then I slowly tugged them down, revealing her full, round butt cheeks which I kissed as I worked her jeans down until she could step out of them.
I flung them after my abandoned shirt and steered her around to face me and slowly I kissed my way up her legs, circling around her pussy, smelling its strong, rich aroma as I ran my lips and tongue up her thigh and over her low stomach and then back down the other thigh, making her gasp with anticipation that finally evolved into a lusty moan as I pressed my face against her pussy. Aroma became sweet flavor as I slipped my tongue between her slick lips and drove deep inside, scooping up her juices and drinking them like ambrosia from heaven.
Michelle's fingers slipped through my hair as she pressed my face more firmly against her mound, moaning, "So sweet, John...so damned sweet." I lapped up her juices, growing hungrier for her with each swipe of my tongue as I explored her soft folds – my tongue slithering over and around her labia, discovering her fat clitoris, fully emerged from its hood. I teased Michelle as I circled the thick nub, not letting my tongue touch it until she was shaking with pleasure and need. As I rolled my tongue over her clitoris, I slid my hands up the back of her legs to cup the swell of her buttocks, anticipating her suddenly going weak as my tongue collaborated with her clitoris to make her explode with ecstatic pleasure"
A howl of pure pleasure emerged from Michelle's lips as her fingers tightened on my head to echo around the room and beyond. I became a little more enthusiastic as pussy cream gushed heavily onto my face and I felt pleasure at giving Michelle pleasure and growing arousal as I wondered what Kelsey's reaction to hearing her mother cry out with sexual delight.
"Fu-fuck me, John." Michelle wailed as she tried to stagger back, breaking free of my grip, leaving me to scramble to my feet, her juices dripping from my chin. She backed into the bed and fell back, trembling as she scrambled backwards, moving up onto the bed with her heels kicking. She spread her legs wide, her labia parting to reveal the glistening pink flesh within. "Fuck me, John!" she moaned holding out her arms to me. "Fuck me, please, teacher man!"
I moved with the desires and energy of a man half my age, wanting this woman as I hadn't wanted a woman since I was a horny teenager anxious to get laid for the first time. I bounded up onto the bed and was between Michelle's widespread legs almost before I was conscious of it. I eased myself on top of her, feeling her wetness against my shaft and her pillow like breasts spreading with my sudden weight. Michelle drew her legs up along my thighs, rolling her hips to move into a better position.
We kissed, simultaneously pressing our lips together as her pussy lips kissed and opened for the swollen head of my cock. Michelle's eyes widened as I moved into her, inducing her to moan into my mouth as her pussy, wet and tight, yielded to my throbbing manhood, wrapping me in her fiery, slick flesh as I realized I hadn't felt this hard...this long and thick, in years. Sweet pleasure blossomed in our joined loins and we both cried out in ecstasy as we came together as if we'd been lovers all of our adult lives.
Michelle rolled her hips and then shifted just so and I found myself completely inside her pulsating, wet cunt, her legs coming up to wrap around my lower back, pulling me against her as if she never wanted to let me go. Her fingers slipped through my hair and then slowly clawed down my back as I throbbed inside her, not moving as we both savored being so intimately joined together.
Our kiss ended, Michelle nibbling at my lower lip before letting it end. "You feel...oh, Michelle, you feel so good...so right," I breathed hoarsely.
I felt her tremble beneath me as her pussy seemed to clasp me even more tightly as she gasped, "You are so big...so perfect for me. I love your cock, John." She kissed me again and said, "I love how you make me feel."
We stared into each other's eyes for a long minute and then I slowly began moving atop her, withdrawing my throbbing cock from her pussy as I whispered, "It's just the beginning, I will make you feel even better. I withdrew maybe halfway, amazed at how cool the warm air of the bedroom was after being enveloped in her hot pussy and then thrust back in, drawing a loud cry from her. Again and again, I worked my cock back and forth, fucking her as my head spun with happiness and pleasure.
In twelve years with my ex...it had never felt this right. No woman in my life felt as natural and perfect as Michelle did underneath, becoming even sweeter as she began to move in time with me, rolling and thrusting her hips upwards to meet my cock, clasping it tightly as I slid in and out of her heavenly pussy. Perhaps she had been aroused as much as I had been, but almost too soon, I sensed her impending orgasm as she began to moan and cry and as I fucked her faster and harder, her wails became screams of passion and delight and I had no doubt that if her daughter was awake, she could hear us and if she had been asleep, we were definitely waking her up...maybe waking up the entire neighborhood.
The feel of her tight, hot pussy and the way she cried out with pleasure, combined with the knowledge that Kelsey had to be listening to us in the next room to suddenly send me over the edge despite my best efforts to control myself. "Oh, Michelle! Love, I'm gonna cum!" I sobbed as I sank my cock deep inside her, feeling my entire body begin to clench as my sperm boiled over and exploded from my cock to bathe her womb in hot semen.
Michelle slipped over the edge as well as her legs fell away and she drew them up so she could push upwards against my cock, her leg muscles straining as her feet, flat on the mattress, pushed upwards. Her fingernails clawed at my already scratched back as she screamed, "Yes, Yes, Yes!" over and over again.
Too soon I had shot my load, filling her pussy with the cum of a long overdue orgasm. It was lovely and yet disappointing as I had wanted to last longer...for her and for myself...it had been that good...closer to perfection than I had ever known. As we both settled down, I looked into Michelle's lovely eyes and murmured, "Sorry...it's been a while."
Michelle looked at me incredulously and replied, "Nothing to apologize for, lover. That was fantastic. I'm amazed you lasted as long as you did the way I've been loving on you tonight."
Her words made me beam with pleasure and I murmured, "Thank you, Michelle."
I rose up to withdraw and move off her – feeling my now semi-erect cock reducing down, but Michelle raised her trembling legs and wrapped them around me and rasped, "Lover, you're not going anyway." When I raised a questioning eyebrow, she added, "Just rest lover and when your recover, I want you to fuck my brains out!"
I kissed her, glowing with pleasure at her confidence in me. "I hope I'm up to it, Michelle," I replied. "But, I'm fifty-one. It might be a while."



Michelle smiled back, licking my lower lip when our kissed ended. "I have faith, John and you might as well stay right here." I felt her muscles contract around my semi-erect penis. "Besides, you feel just fine inside me."
We kissed for a few moments and then grinning evilly, Michelle said in a teasing voice. "So, what do you think Kelsey made of that?"
I shook my head, still barely able to conceive of how wantonly naughty this woman was. "My head is spinning, Michelle. I feel like you and Kelsey have cast some sort of spell on me."
Michelle giggled and replied, "Whatever do you mean?"
I kissed her again, suddenly aware that I could actually taste her pussy on her own lips, suddenly recalling how my face had been dripping with her juices when I climbed atop her a few wonderful moments before. "I've never met anyone like you. I've never been around a mother and daughter who act like you...so free and..."
"Nasty?" offered Michelle.
"Yes!" I blurted out. "I've been a teacher for nearly thirty years and I never even dreamed of being in this situation...hanging out with a student in a bar and...my God, she put my hand on your breast. She watched you rubbing me in the car and downstairs."
Michelle nodded and said in an amused voice. "Wicked, aren't we?" She ran a hand along my arm. "I know that most folks would say that was...is wrong, the way I'm so open with my daughter, but..." She looked into my eyes and said, "I'd decided a long time ago, I wasn't going to be a hypocrite about sex with my daughter. I was a wild child and I loved sex when I was her age and when I was married to her father."
She frowned and said, "After Kelsey's birth, he turned into a tight-assed prude and we fought about how we would raise Kelsey and ultimately, rather than live with such a slutty-minded woman as me, he left." She eyed me with some concern. "After my divorce, I wasn't celibate. I never fucked any of my guys in front of my little girl, but I never shied away from her questions about why Mommy was making so much noise the night before. I raised her to believe that sex is precious, something to be shared with others, preferably with someone they loved or at least cared about.
"Since she turned eighteen back in June, we've been a lot closer than even before." Michelle smiled at me...the mysterious smile of the Mona Lisa. "We're closer than most mothers and daughters and I love that we can have that honest a relationship...that we can share as much as we do. She an adult...a lovely, mature young woman and I treat her like that." I felt my cock twitch, partly from the erotically charged timbre in her voice and partly her frank honesty.
Michelle kissed me again and said, "We share our lives on a very intimate level. That's why I felt like I knew you even before we finally met. Kelsey would come and share your stories and your wisdom...not just academics, but your outlook on life." She smiled lovingly at me and said, "She said that you reminded her of me...and I comprehended that. Everyday after hearing her stories about you, I felt more and more like you were my soul mate that I simply hadn't met yet."
I felt her cunt muscles, recovered now fully from her orgasm, begin to vigorously massage my awakening cock as she continued, "Yesterday evening, when we finally met, I just wanted to get on my knees and suck your cock so badly." She grinned and winked at me and said, "When I told Kelsey that, she said that she'd wished I had...that she'd really have enjoyed watching that."
"Omigod," I moaned as I felt my cock once again swelling. Michelle sighed too as I began to fill her again.
"I told her that if you showed up at the show tonight, there was no way I was going to go home without you and that before this night was through, one way or another, you and I were going to fuck like horny monkeys."
"Thank you," I whispered and then I kissed her again, reveling in the sensation of suddenly being fully erect inside this incredible woman again.
"No, thank you," Michelle moaned. "For being so accepting of my naughty nature and not being scared off by Kelsey and me." As I slowly began to pump my cock into her again, making her face screw up with absolute pleasure, "You know, John, when I told Kelsey what I was definitely going to do to you, she said she'd love to see that too." She kissed me and whispered in my ear as I began to speed up my thrusts, "Wouldn't that be wicked, Teacher man? Wouldn't it be wicked to fuck while your hot, sexy student – my daughter, watched us?" Michelle arched her back in pleasure as I suddenly and furiously began to fuck her...excited more than I could have imagined ever being by her naughty words.
We slowly fell into a mad, furious fuck as her last words were moaned into my ears, "Wouldn't it be wicked if it wasn't enough for her...wouldn't it be wicked if she fucked you too!" Michelle wrapped her arms and legs around me, holding on tight as I fucked her like a man gone insane...images of her daughter lying beneath me intermixing with the real thing, reducing me to a rutting beast that was fucking its mate.
Our bodies grew slick with sweat as we fucked furiously, Michelle's pussy a molten cauldron sucking at my painfully erect penis. Our tongues wrestled and fought amidst our ravenous, sloppy kisses which paused only when Michelle caught an orgasmic wave and had to scream her ecstasy to the world, her body bucking and writhing in a near religious fit of carnal pleasure.
I fucked her until I could scarcely breathe and then Michelle summoned the will to roll us over and ride me like a fuck-crazed cowgirl. I had never been with a woman who took such pure joy from the act of lovemaking – her face screwed up into a picture of ecstatic joy as she bounced up and down on my cock, her heavy tits bouncing and rolling as she moved up and down and back and forth, her pussy like a wet, velvet vise, milking my cock for its hot seed.
A leering smile broke out on Michelle's face as another orgasm overtook her as she rode me, making her croon with pleasure as she sat with my entire cock deep inside her while her body shimmied and quivered, her muscles locking into place. I could feel her hot juices flooding over my cock, bathing it in the product of her climax. Her eyes glazed over and then closed as her croon became a shrill scream and she broke her paralysis, fingers running over her breasts and then upwards over her cheeks and then plunging through her hair before she raised her arms like a supplicant screaming praises to heaven. Her eyes opened and she looked down at me with burning desire and sobbed loudly, "I love your cock!"
Michelle then slumped as if she were a puppet with her strings cut and I again seized the moment, rolling us over again, my arms supporting me as I again began to fuck this gorgeous, uninhibited woman as she moaned beneath me. Her legs were now splayed out wide, opening her pussy up to me as I strained to go deeper than ever, thrusting into her with powerful strokes that made her breasts roll and made her grunt happily each time I buried my cock inside her.
Gradually, I slowed down and lowered myself on her once more...the mad lust sated for the moment and we made love more than we fucked...slow and sweet with each thrust drawn out and making Michelle moan with delight. We kissed and babbled as we made delicious love to each other, hands stroking each others faces while our tongues courted each other.
Meaningless babble slowly evolved into words and at some point we began whispering and moaning, "I love you," to each other and instinctively knew that they were more than just words in the heat of passion. There was honest emotion behind them, we could see it in each others eyes and feel it as we touched. Laugh if you will, doubt if you will, but somewhere amidst the sweet and nasty fucking, our souls had joined, recognizing that it was destiny. On a primal level, I realized that I truly loved this woman – knowing almost nothing about her, I truly did love her and I could see it in her face that she was caught up in the wonder of it too – confused, maybe by the intensity of the sudden revelation of her sudden awareness of her love for me, but accepting it.
Lovemaking built up until lust resumed control and our need to achieve that last overwhelming climax took control and we rolled about on the bed, sometimes she was on top, other times I was, but we were relentless and demanding, our bodies slamming together loudly, both of us moaning and crying as pleasure built and built until finally, I had her pinned to the mattress and was hammering my cock into her when she screamed out, "I love you, John!" and began to orgasm, her tightly clenching cunt muscles sending me over the edge of my long awaited climax and like a beast claiming his mate, I gave a loud, triumphant roar and plunged deep one last time and began to cum – shooting hot semen into her womb.
I came so hard it almost hurt, so powerful were the jets of sperm ejaculating from my cock. As my orgasm begin to wane, I eased myself down and rolled us over, kissing Michelle and telling her, "I love you too."
Tears rolled down her cheeks and fell onto my face and I could taste her salty tears and felt my heart swell for this unsuspecting love that I felt for her. We kissed until we both began to yawn and then in the flickering candlelight of the room, my cock still wedged into her pussy, we both fell asleep...for myself, the most restful and peaceful sleep I had known in many years.
#
I awoke to find myself in a tangle of blankets and limbs. I could smell coffee and bacon. Something soft and wonderful nuzzled my chest and I looked down to see Michelle Page sleeping, a blissful smile on her face as her lips brushed my chest...her arm draped across my upper abdomen tightening its grip slightly. We were both naked and cuddling, turned into each other slightly, our legs intertwined, her thigh atop mine and her moist mound and trimmed bush feeling delightful and slightly ticklish and her breasts, pillow-like and soft against my stomach.
I looked around as much as I could without disturbing awakening her, marveling over how much my world had changed in the last twenty-four hours. When I looked at Michelle, emotions swelled inside me that I had assumed were long dead. Memories of our passionate lovemaking flitted through my mind, making my cock twitch slightly. It ached with that sweet pain that only comes from the best kind of sex.
My eyes came to rest on my pants and shirt neatly folded and draped over the arm of a small, overstuffed chair in a corner. Something seemed out of kilter there and then it hit me. Michelle had pulled my pants off downstairs and we'd proceeded to her bedroom with me naked from the waist down. I didn't recall her getting up in the middle of the night and tidying things up. For that matter, all the candles that had still been burning when we'd fallen asleep were now out...many of them nowhere near close to being burned out.
My heart began to beat faster as I realized that Michelle's daughter, my student, Kelsey had to have been the one to bring up my pants and had taken the time to retrieve my shirt as well and had snuffed out the candles. I glanced down. We were naked and my cock was nestling against Michelle's stomach, not visible unless you got right up over us. Maybe she hadn't peeked, but memories of her open, flirty ways from last night made me wonder. As her teacher, despite her being eighteen, I had crossed some boundaries that were supposed to be sacrosanct. To my surprise, I didn't really care.
Michelle stirred against me and she opened her eyes to see me smiling down at her. "G'morning," she mumbled, rubbing sleep out of her eyes. "You're still here," she said in such a way that made me comprehend that it pleased her.
"Right where I want to be forever," I replied. "With you in my arms." Michelle purred at my words and scooted upwards to give me a kiss, her meaty breasts dragging over my chest – her thick nipples scraping along in a delicious sort of way. Her tongue greeted mine as our hands roamed over each other – my fingers stroking and squeezing her heavy breasts while she took my still mostly limp cock in her fingers and carefully massaged it.
"At it again? You guys need to pace yourselves!" Neither of us had any idea that Kelsey had entered the room until she spoke and we broke our kiss amidst gasps and giggles as we turned to say good morning to Michelle's daughter.
"Good mor..." I began, but stopped mid-word as I lost my ability to speak. Kelsey stood at the foot of the bed, holding a tray with eggs, bacon, toast and coffee. My mind faintly registered that, but was overwhelmed by her appearance. Kelsey's long, dark, red streaked hair was bed-tousled which was incredibly erotic all on its own, but it was the sheer red baby-doll negligee she was wearing that robbed me of my words. The sexy-slutty outfit she had worn the night before paled before this nightie that revealed the eighteen year old's luscious, nubile body.
The negligee hugged Kelsey's upper arms, leaving her shoulders bare and her visible breasts were full, upright melons capped with puffy areoles that were bright pink and allowed her darker nipples to more fully stand out against the gauzy, see-through material. Her stomach was flat with a cute, almost oval shaped belly button that drew one's eye downward to the lacy hem of the negligee did nothing to conceal her smooth, hairless mound. Her upper thighs and legs were fully exposed, athletic and shapely.
"Anyone hungry...at least for food?" she said teasingly as she walked around and leaned over me to place the tray carefully between her mother and me. Her breasts swung freely, brushing my stomach as she moved in and then out. My cock twitched and showed signs of life, but not nearly as well as I would have expected.
She leaned back in and kissed me chastely on the lips and then walked around and did the same with her mother. "Good morning, Kelsey," I finally managed to squeak out, not quite believing that that two days ago at about this time, I had been discoursing about Hamlet with this young lady and her classmates.
As her mother said good morning, Kelsey climbed up onto the bed, kneeling at our feet, looking at us expectantly. I kept shifting my gaze from mother to daughter, Michelle slightly amused at my look of awed amazement and Kelsey seeming almost oblivious that she was offering her Senior English teacher such a brilliant view of her magnificent young breasts and tantalizing glimpses of her bald cunny between her legs. Sounding slightly exasperated, she waved her hands about and said, "Well, eat...you'll need to keep your strength up if you keep carrying on the way you were last night."
Michelle giggled and took a sip of coffee before saying, "I guess we were a little loud last night, huh?"
Kelsey rolled her eyes and said, "I'm surprised the neighbors haven't been calling and complaining." Turning her attention to me, she batted her eyes flirtatiously and said with a teasing quality to her voice. "I suppose we have you to blame for that, Mister Hamill. I've heard Mom and her fellas making whoopee up her many times over the years, but no one has ever made her scream like that."
I felt my face burn and I was at a loss for words for a moment, stalling by drinking a bit of coffee before I decided to be teasing and honest at the same time and replied, "It was my pleasure," which made Kelsey laugh and blush simultaneously.
Michelle swallowed a mouthful of bacon and eggs and dropped her hand under the covers, forcing them down so Kelsey could see her mother wrap her fingers around my still sleeping penis as she said, "No, it was our pleasure...again and again in fact."
Kelsey smiled and said, "I'm happy for you guys. I knew you'd be perfect for each other." She licked her lips as she watched her mother try to masturbate my cock back to life. "So, I guess you're planning a day of hot, wild sex, huh?"
Michelle purred approvingly at the idea, but with more than a little concern, I joked, "I'm not sure. I think your mother broke it last night...or at least wore it out temporarily." I shrugged at Michelle's sudden frown and said, "Sorry, honey. Not as young as I used to be."
Kelsey's mother snorted laughter and said, "That's not a problem, John. I've got a solution right here." She sat up and then leaned over and opened a drawer in the bedside table. She brought out a small prescription bottle and said, "Being a nurse-practitioner has its perks." She opened it up and shook out a small yellow pill. "After last night, I'm sure I know the answer, but to make sure...no heart problems?"
I slowly shook my head and replied. "No heart...it was stolen last night by a beautiful, sexy MILF."
Michelle's face beamed with pleasure at my words and she said, "You English teachers...such smooth talkers. This will help with keeping things...um, aroused. They last longer than the little blue pills too. Take it now, John. I have a sneaking suspicion you're going to need it soon."
I quickly swallowed her magic pill and washed it down with another sip of coffee and then a long, lingering kiss from Michelle while her daughter watched us with both interest and envy in her face. We finished eating and Kelsey scooped up the tray and eased herself out of the bed, offering me several long glimpses of her bald pussy, labia beginning to blossom, betraying her own arousal. "I'm going to grab a shower," she said. "Y'all call me if you need anything." She glanced down at her mother's hand gently stroking my still dormant cock and said, "Don't kill him, Mom. I think he's a keeper."
Mother and daughter exchanged a long, meaningful glance and Michelle gave her daughter a slight nod and said, "Yes, he is...a good man and a wonderful lover."
Kelsey blushed a little more and then left the room, her mother and I watched her practically naked ass, heart-shaped, tight and firm, swaying out the door.
When she left, Michelle turned to me and said, "Guess you feeling pretty mindblown, aren't you, John?"
I nodded and said, "That would be putting it mildly, but even though some of it is weird, I'm fine with it." I ran my fingers through her hair and then down to stroke her cheek. "This is real though...how I feel about you. This isn't just lust. I'm in love with you. This isn't ever going to end. We're in this for the long run."
Michelle smiled and took my hand and brought it to her lips, kissing my palm. "Absolutely, darling. I've kissed enough frogs in my life to recognize my prince when I kiss him...and fuck him." She leaned in and kissed me. When she drew back, she continued, "John Hamill, I think I fell in love with you before that parent teacher conference was over. She touched her breast and then put her palm against my chest. It's like I found the missing piece of my heart and I'm whole now."
I nodded and said, "I know...since we met, all the pain and loneliness in my life has melted away and I know that I've finally found my soul mate. I love you, Michelle...with all my heart."
Michelle leaned into me and she said softly, tears brimming in her eyes. "I love you too, baby!" We kissed again, softly, slowly, tasting each other, savoring each other, even as we caressed each other. Michelle's fingers gently stroked my cock, trying to revive it, both of us impatient for the medicine to kick in.
We kissed for a sweet eternity and then held each other. Finally, Michelle said, "You do understand you're getting a package deal? If you want me, you have to want Kelsey too."
I nodded and said, "Absolutely. She's a wonderful young woman. I can't imagine having you in my life without her. She's family." I laughed. "And you don't seem to mind if she is um...somewhat distracting at times."
Michelle looked at me slyly and said, "Oh yes, my little minx is definitely distracting, but that's not what I said." She cupped my face between her hands and stared me right in the eye. "John, if you want to love me, you have to want to love Kelsey too."



I felt my heart begin to pound and my face burned as I tried to make sense of her words – to understand what she seemed to be implying. "Michelle, what are you saying?" I asked, my mouth going dry as I spoke.
"Mom's saying, Mister Hamill, that if you and she are going to be lovers, then you and I are going to be lovers too."
I turned to see Kelsey leaning against the doorjamb. The eighteen year old was stark naked, her skin flushed red from a hot shower and her dark hair, wet and hanging straight down over her shoulders after having been combed out. Her ripe body, no longer hidden by even diaphanous material was glorious in its youth and beauty.
She slowly padded into the room, completely unashamed of her nakedness and said softly, "Mom and I share everything, Mister Hamill and just like her, I really want you." She reached the bed and again climbed up to kneel at our feet – her nudity making an incredible impact on me...inspiring a sort of awe to have such a beauty so close. "Mom always told me that I should only offer my virginity to a man who deserved it...to a man I could love and who would love me back."
Kelsey reached out with her left hand and stroked my ankle. "You're a good man, Mister Hamill. Mom loves you – I can see it in her face, so I reckon I love you too." She grinned and said, "I think I've loved you since the first day of class when you said, 'Good morning, class, I'm Mister Hamill'."
I was stunned although I maybe I shouldn't have been...the signs had been there since last night. I had flashes of understanding how immoral this was by society's standards but when I looked at Michelle for guidance, she looked at both me and her daughter with such love that I knew that somehow this was right...right for her, for her daughter and for me...that somehow, this was the right thing for all of us.
"Kelsey is offering you maybe the greatest gift a young lady can give, John," Michelle said softly. "If I didn't know you were the right man...that you wouldn't love her as she deserves, none of this...not last night, not us...none of it would be happening. We love you, John. Please tell me you'll love us back."
Not to sound unmanly, but I nearly wept at that moment. Not only were mother and daughter naked physically, but I realized that they had bared their hearts and souls to me, exposing themselves to me emotionally as well. It took courage and love and all of it was for me. I wasn't sure I deserved such love, but with a voice raspy with emotion, I replied. "I do love you both." I sat up and offered my hand to Kelsey. "You do me more honor than I will ever deserve, but if you truly want me, I'll be your first lover."
She grinned and scooted up the bed so that she could kiss me and I discovered that all my lusty fantasies of kissing this young woman paled with having her actually slide her tongue into my mouth, her hands on my shoulders as she leaned into me, her breasts pressing against my chest so firmly that I could feel the excited beat of her heart and feel her rapid pulse through her throbbing nipples. As Kelsey and I kissed, Michelle continued to massage my cock and it was showing signs of recovery now...not erect, but slowly swelling.
When the kiss ended, Kelsey sat back on her haunches and looked down at my still not erect cock in her mother's hand. With a slight pout, she looked at Michelle and said, "Mom, please tell me you haven't worn him out!"
Michelle giggled and shook her head no. "John's getting there, baby and once he's hard again...he'll stay hard for a long time." She glanced at me and added, "And I think all he needs is a little inspiration and I think I know what will do it. Come here and give your mother a little sexy kiss. I think your teacher will like that!"
Grinning, Kelsey climbed into her mother's lap and as I watched nearly thunderstruck, mother and daughter began to kiss...not a sweet, chaste kiss between mother and child, but a lusty, open mouth kiss, their tongues joining with practiced ease that told me that they had done this before and often. I watched Michelle and her daughter kiss like lovers, often pulling their lips back just enough to allow me to watch their tongues curl and slide along each other, each of them obviously enjoying the experience.
The kiss seemed to go on and on, so lovely and erotic, I didn't really want to see it ever end. Michelle palmed one of Kelsey's firm, upright breasts and fondled it for a long moment before slowly sliding her hand down her daughter's waist until she slid it between Kelsey's legs, the young teenager spreading them to reveal her lovely, flowered pussy – labia slick and glistening with her arousal. Kelsey's mother slid fingers over and between her daughter's labia, making her moan softly as they kissed. When they finally broke the kiss, some minutes later, Kelsey was quivering with the need to orgasm, Michelle's fingers coated thickly with her child's pussy cream.
Michelle turned and smiled wickedly at me, bringing a finger to my mouth and rubbing Kelsey's wetness on them. I licked at her finger and then my lips, reveling in the fresh, sweet taste of her daughter's pussy. Then, Michelle moved her hand down to my crotch, smearing the rest of her daughter's juices over the head of my erect cock that was so hard, it ached.
Kelsey stared down at my hard, long penis with some fascination, that sweet smile with the tip of her tongue sticking out, on her face as she studied my erection. She was breathing heavily, both from her mother's lusty attentions and with arousal and anticipation at what was about to happen.
"Mister Hamill, will you please fuck me now," she said in a voice that was scarcely more than a whisper.
I offered her my hand and when she took it, I pulled her into my lap and kissed her again, another wet, passionate kiss that saw our tongues dueling, the taste of her mother evident. Kelsey shivered as she squirmed in my lap, leaning against my erection that slid up the crack of her tight ass, her pelvis instinctively hunching against it, even though I kept my hands on her waist and kept her from rising high enough to drop and impale herself on it.
My hands roamed over Kelsey's soft yet athletic body...the toned muscles of a cheerleader enhancing her natural curvaceous form. I cupped her breasts which were at least a cup size smaller than her mother's meaty tits, but still big and firm on their own, not yet succumbing to the forces of gravity. Her wetness slid against my lower stomach, making it slippery as she hunched and ground herself into me.
Michelle rose up and climbed behind her daughter, her hands joining mine to caress the teenager's body, lifting her long mane of hair up so she could nuzzle the nape of her neck and then kiss her shoulders – hands playing with her breasts and then sliding down to cup and knead her tight ass cheeks before slipping fingers between her thighs to fondle Kelsey's pussy from behind, making her all the wetter.
Michelle and I combined lips and hands to reduce her daughter to a near whimpering mound of aroused flesh that hovered on the edge of orgasm from touch alone. Finally, Kelsey broke our kiss and sobbed, "Please, Mom...Mister Hamill...I want to get fucked RIGHT NOW!"
Still caressing her and showering her with kisses, we eased Kelsey off my lap and onto her back, both of us taking turns kissing her passionately, at one point all three of us kissing with fluttering, dancing tongues. Running my hands gently over her arms and chest, I began to kiss my way down the young girl's body, part of me in complete and utter awe that I was kissing the near flawless skin of a teenaged girl who'd only days before had been just a pretty student in my classroom. I slowly ran the flat of my tongue over the swollen nipple of her left breast, making her sigh, "Mister Hamill, that feels so good!"
I kissed the rubbery nub and looked up at her and said, "I think you can call me John, now."
Michelle kissed her then as I continued to kiss my way down her body and as I teased her belly button with my tongue, she called out to me and said, "Nope...it still doesn't feel right. You're Mister Hamill." I looked up at her and saw her smiling devilishly at me as she continued, "Besides, it sounds...feels more naughty knowing I'm fucking my English teacher!"
I groaned at her naughty words, having to admit she was absolutely right. I continued to trail my tongue downwards, my heart pounding in my chest as I paused just above her mound, seeing it in all its glistening, blossomed glory, her scent thick and powerful and filling me with an age old instinctive desire to take this young creature. I kissed my way further down and as I swiped my tongue across her pussy lips, I heard Kelsey cry out, "Oh yes! Mom, he feels wonderful!"
I shifted around until I was kneeling between Kelsey's now widespread legs, running my hands along her soft, yet firm thighs, kissing them lightly as again I brought my mouth to her sex and slowly run my tongue along the sopping wet flesh between her labia, loving how fresh and delicious she tasted. I gave her a long, loving lap that ended in her squealing with pleasure as my tongue rolled over her clitoris, a long narrow penis-like nub that had emerged from its hooded cover.
I licked her again the same way, the sound of her orgasmic cries both pleasing and arousing, her pussy getting wetter with each long lick, my lips and chin becoming smeared with her creams as I delved into her sweet cunt. After a dozen long, lazy licks, Kelsey's moans getting louder with every stroke of my tongue, she gave out a loud shriek as my tongue rolled slowly over her clitoris, her body suddenly convulsing and as I started to begin another lick, pussy juices showered my face as she began to cum.
I rose up to find her mother moving to me. Michelle kissed me, slathering her tongue over my face to taste her daughter's juices and then sharing them with me as her tongue made its way into my mouth. She broke the kiss and said in a breathless voice, "Kelsey will never be more ready, darling. Do it now, fuck my girl...make it good for her!"
I kissed Michelle again and turned my attention to her daughter. Kelsey's orgasm was ending, her body still quivering from the explosion of ecstatic pleasure and her eyes wide with the erotic sensations still coursing through her body. As I climbed between her legs, her mother moved up to kiss her, slipping an arm around her shoulders.
Kelsey kissed her mother eagerly, almost sucking at her lips as if it were a comforting breast to be nursed at, but as I eased atop her, broke the kiss and turned her attention back to me. She shivered with anticipation as my cock slid up along the furrow of her cunt, licking her lips – desire battling with fear in her eyes.
"Are you sure, Kelsey?" I said more calmly than I felt. "Are you ready to take that last step into womanhood?"
Kelsey looked at me, glanced at her mother and then at me again, nodding quickly as she gasped, "Oh yes....please, Mister Hamill. Fuck me – take my cherry now!"
I nodded and reached down, placing the head of my cock between her slick lips and worked it up and down, marveling at how wet and hot she felt. With the echoes of her orgasm still lingering, my cock rubbing her labia and pressing inside her just a little, rejuvenated the last remnants of her orgasm and she sobbed as a spasm of carnal pleasure struck her. "Now!" urged Michelle in a whisper even as I said, "Kiss her, Michelle!"
As her mother moved to kiss her, I thrust hard into Kelsey's virginal cunt, tearing her hymen with a short, vicious move. The teenaged girl's body jerked and convulsed as she screamed her pain and hopefully pleasure, into her mother's lips – her fingers clawing at the sheets as her legs kicked, drew back and kicked again. She was tight as only a virgin can be tight and her cunt muscles tightened reflexively around my cock, literally trapping my cock a third of the way inside her. I halted, hating that I was hurting her, but hoping she would relax enough to allow the pain to make room for pleasure as well.
Long moments ticked by as tears ran down her face and she writhed under the onslaught of these new sensations. Finally, I begin to minutely rock back and forth, her pussy finally releasing enough from spasm to allow me to gently plunge forward again. As she twisted and rolled her hips in response to my cock and the loss of her cherry, I suddenly slid another few inches that sent another paroxysm of pain and pleasure through her and her whole body seemed to convulse and breaking the kiss, she cried out, "IT HURTS! M-MISTER HAM-MILL, Y-YOU'RE SO BIG...DIDN'T KNOW IT WOULD HURT SO BIG!"
I halted again, now over two thirds of the way in and as her mother stroked her body soothingly, I leaned in and kissed the tears off her cheeks. "It gets better, sweetie," I murmured before I moved to kiss her lips, her tongue emerging to greet me, seeking comfort in the touch of my lips. We kissed deeply and I could feel her body relax somewhat beneath me and then I felt her move her legs wider apart until she was nearly spread-eagled – an image of her at a pep-rally sliding to the gym floor doing nearly mind-boggling splits. As she spread her legs, she squealed against my lips as I pressed on and sank the rest of my throbbing shaft into her tight pussy, feeling her slick, molten hot pussy flesh spasm around my cock.
I ended the kiss, raising my head as she flung back her head and sobbed, "Oh god, it hurts, Mom! M-m-mister Hamill is so big...I feel so fu-fucking f-full!"
Michelle's face appeared next to mine. "You took all of me, Kelsey," I said proudly. "My cock is buried inside you!"
"And it's a big cock, baby," murmured Michelle, leaning in to kiss her daughter's cheek "It's a woman's prize cock for sure...the kind a woman dreams of having inside her!" She stroked her daughter's sweaty face and said, "I know it hurts now, Kelsey, but I promise you, it will feel better soon...very soon!"
Kelsey's eyes focused and unfocused as she gazed blankly back and forth at both of us. "I know...it already feels good, but it hurts too!"
Michelle stroked Kelsey's face, her face bright with lusty, motherly love. "I know, baby, I know. It will be alright. Momma loves you." Michelle glanced at me and moved to give me a kiss before she whispered into Kelsey's ear, "John...Mister Hamill loves you too."
Patiently, I waited, my hard cock buried deep inside Kelsey's hot, tight pussy, her cunt muscles like a silky vice wrapped around my member, massaging and kissing the swollen head and fluttering around my shaft. Finally, I felt her relax a little and then very slowly, I withdrew, making her again claw the sheets and moan as I slid my shaft out of her only to pause when only the crown of my cock remained inside her. "Here it comes again, Kelsey," I sighed as I slowly and steadily sank my aching, erect rod into her again, savoring the tight slickness of her pussy that clasped at me as I moved inside her.
Kelsey sobbed out again as my cock invaded her cunt, spreading her wider as I ploughed her deflowered flesh. There was a hint more pleasure in her cries as I again sank all the way into her, my wiry pubic hair scratching and tickling her hairless flesh. Again, I waited until the worst of the pain eased and then repeated the thrust and repeated it again. With each long movement, there seemed to be less pain and more pleasure in her voice and she responded more to her mother's and my kisses.
I rose up on my arms and glanced down at our joined bodies, feeling a wave of pleasure and something more primal as I saw my cock worm its way free from Kelsey's body – my shaft streaked with virginal blood and pussy juices. I was astounded at my self control because I had a great urge to give her my seed, the primal urge to breed burning within me. I wasn't sure if it was because of the medicine that Michelle had given me or the fact she had fucked me so well and completely not that many hours ago or perhaps a combination of both. I didn't really care – I was lost in the pleasure of fucking this beautiful eighteen year old and the desire to make it a pleasurable experience for Kelsey.
Michelle kept busy, murmuring encouragement and endearments to her daughter one moment and then heaping lewd praise on me the next and alternating her kisses between us, long delicious kisses that aroused me even more and soothed and aroused Kelsey. Gradually, I built up to a steady rhythm, Kelsey grunting with each thrust as I would bottom out in her womb and then sighing as I slid back out.
The clouds of pain in Kelsey's eyes began to clear and the enormity of what we were doing combined with her growing pleasure grew inside her as she began to respond to my movements. A sudden cry of "Ohhhh, yesssss!" coincided with her first upward thrust of her pelvis to meet my thrusts and the room seemed to echo with the wet, loud slap of our flesh slamming together.
I felt the teenage girl's legs begin to shift, trying at first to rise and wrap around my back, but it proved to be too much for her and they slumped back down as she moaned from the pain and pleasure...more pleasure than pain. A minute later, as I continued to thrust steadily into her tight pussy, Kelsey brought her legs up again and slid them behind the backs of my thighs, intertwining our legs, their movement urging me to fuck her harder and more quickly.
"That's it, baby," cooed Michelle encouragingly. "Feels good, doesn't it? Take his cock, Kelsey...love his cock, love John like he deserves." She rose up and kissed me. "You're wonderful, John...I love how you're fucking my little girl and I love you!"
As each wonderful moment passed, Kelsey's pleasure increased and her pain, while never disappearing, receded into the background, muted by her constantly growing feels of sexual ecstasy. Before long, cries of pain and discomfort were replaced by moans of carnal pleasure and she was fucking me back, becoming more and more an active participant to her own first fucking.
I leaned in and kissed Kelsey, her kissing me back effusively, her arms suddenly circling my neck as she pulled her knees back to open herself up to me even more. "Fuck me, hard, Mister Hamill. Make me cum...make me cum really, really big!"
I tried to obey her command to the best of my ability, leaning in and fucking her with hard, quick thrusts, feeling Michelle's hand on my buttocks, helping me as I sank my cock into her daughter again and again. Kelsey began to yelp with pleasure with each stroke, her hot juices bathing my cock as we began to furiously fuck and then Kelsey's body stiffened as if she had received a powerful electric shock, her pussy tightening around my erection as I buried it to the hilt and she began to wail, "OHGODOHGODOHFUCKINGGOD! I'M CUMMMMMING! FUCK MEEEE, TEACHER, FUCK MEEEE HARD. CUMMMMING, OHHH GOD, MOM, CUMMMINGGG!" Her words failed her and she settled for passionate screams of orgasm until her voice went hoarse as I rode out most of her orgasm and began to fuck her again, her pleasure so intense that it rode that razor's edge between pleasure and pain again.
With her pussy muscles clamping down around my cock and as I watched Kelsey writhe beneath as ecstatic joy overloaded her nervous system, the sheer power of the erotic moment began to overwhelm me and the need to cum was suddenly urgent and unyielding. I looked over at Michelle for guidance and she saw my dilemma in my eyes and said, "Yes, baby. Cum in my daughter. She's on the pill...she's ready. Deny her nothing. I want my Kelsey to know the joy of feeling a man's seed inside her!"
I looked down at Kelsey, her body shaking with a storm of sensation and emotion, her eyes wild and excited and she nodded, her lips moving with no words coming out. I stroked my cock in and out of her tight, fiery pussy a couple of more times and then felt the dam bursting and I plunged deep inside her, making her yelp and then I was cumming, ejaculating my hot semen inside her womb.



Kelsey cried out, her eyes going wide with wonder at this new sensation and I hoped that perhaps my thick seed would feel like a healing balm to her newly violated flesh...something she would savor and welcome again and again. "Ohhh, Kelsey....so sweet – so lovely!" I moaned as my body convulsed in a powerful climax! I felt her body respond, this newest development reviving her orgasm as she stiffened again, her body instinctively thrusting upwards against mine, seeking to take my cock deeper in an primal desire to mate and conceive. We clung together as we rode out our orgasm, our mouths seeking each other out eagerly to kiss, tongues seeking to join as our loins were joined.
Michelle was there with us, showering us with kisses and caresses. I glimpsed her face and saw tears of joy and pride streaming down her face as she whispered endearments to us both. My climax was finally expended, the last few spurts of my semen signaling an end, even as Kelsey's pussy continued to milk and massage my cock. Her orgasm faded too, little aftershocks surprising her each time one of us moved.
Finally, reluctantly, I knew it was time and with the little sadness that accompanies the moment, I slowly withdrew my now semi-erect cock from her pussy, her flesh clasping at my shaft, selfishly wanting to keep me inside her. A strong post-orgasm spasm of pleasure swept over Kelsey as I slipped from her, drawing one last moan from her lips as I gingerly moved off her and fell to her left so that she was now bracketed by her mother and I.
Michelle leaned in to kiss her daughter, whispering, "How is my little girl? Did you enjoy your first cock, before pressing her lips to Kelsey's lips while her hands knowingly caressed her body, playing with her child's breasts to keeping the embers of Kelsey's orgasmic pleasure alive.
Kelsey nodded, a big smile on her tear-streaked face as she replied after their kiss had ended, "Wonderful, scary...painful." She turned to me and smiled before continuing. "Everything I thought it would be and more. Thank you, Mister Hamill!" She pursed her lips and I moved in to kiss her, savoring her tongue dancing with mine.
We both sensed her mother shifting on the bed and looked up to see Michelle kneeling between Kelsey's widespread legs. She was staring at her daughter's pussy, labia spread wide, the sheets wet with a spattering of blood and Kelsey's juices, my semen slowly leaking from her cunt – flecked with blood and mingled with Kelsey's cunt cream. "Lot of cum here, isn't there?"
Just when I didn't think I could be shocked again, Michelle flabbergasted me by diving in and running her tongue over her daughter's freshly deflowered pussy, making Kelsey moan and then rising back up with her lips and chins smeared with our leavings, a long thread of semen dripping from her lips to splatter against her heavy breasts. She laughed at my stunned look, rubbing her fingers in the gob of my seed on her tits and rubbing them into her flesh like lotion. "Mom's just full of naughty surprises, isn't she?" said Kelsey in a quavering voice, near breathless from her mother's surprise move.
"Not the first time I've licked my baby's pussy, is it, Kelsey?" Michelle said teasingly, running her tongue over the smeared juices on her face. "Momma caught Kelsey and Dina being naughty during a sleepover on her eighteenth birthday and afterwards, we had a long heart to heart."
Kelsey moaned and answered, "Yes, we did and then Mom taught me how to really lick pussy and we've been all the closer ever since." She shivered and said, "We really got honest about our hopes and dreams and then we knew we were still missing something that would make us complete." She reached out and touched my cheek. "Then you came along, Mister Hamill and I just knew you were it." She shivered a little as her mother caressed her inner thigh. "And I was right!" She moaned again as Michelle slipped two fingers into her pussy and gently stirred them around and pulled them out covered in our juices, her virginal blood flecking it with red.
Michelle brought her fingers up to her mouth and never taking her eyes off me, sucked them clean. "This is truly what we are, John," she said softly, holding me in her gaze. "We want you to share that with us...to be our lover...friend, husband, father." She flicked her tongue out to clean a little spot of sperm she'd missed. "Have we turned you off, John? Have we freaked you out or can you accept u?."
I had to struggle to control my breathing and was silent for a moment, feeling my head spin with so many emotions. Finally, I managed to say, "Michelle, I told you this morning I loved you and Kelsey too. Nothing has changed. I'm as red-blooded a male as ever lived and the thought of you two together is so exciting..." I stopped speaking as I looked down and then returned my gaze to Michelle. "I'm not turned off at all. Instead, based on the evidence, I'm turned on like never before!"
Both women looked down at my cock that had made an astounding recovery. I was achingly hard, Kelsey's juices mingling with my sperm amidst specks of blood covered my cock. Kelsey and I both gasped as Michelle quickly shifted from between her daughter's legs to pushing my legs apart so she could kneel between them, carefully taking my erection in hand.
Michelle glanced at Kelsey and smiled and then shifted her gaze to me as she lowered her head to my hard penis. With a look of proud defiance that had almost, sacred echoes with in it, she extended her tongue and slowly lapped up the mingled juices of her daughter and myself, along with Kelsey's virginal blood. It didn't repel me, but spoke to that part of me that was primal, almost evoking racial memories of such an act as divinely inspired from ancient times.
Then I was in Michelle's mouth, her tongue a wild dervish, cleaning my cock as she sucked me enthusiastically. I shuddered from the intense pleasure she was producing from my sensitive flesh...my cock throbbing ecstatically. Kelsey's mother sucked me with vigor that hinted she was willing to do it all day, but after several minutes of her delicious mouth, I desired to pleasure her as well and I pushed her head back and then pulled her up to me and kissed her, tasting myself and Kelsey on her lips.
Then I took her by the shoulders and turned her around, kissing and biting her neck and shoulders as I did, until she was again between her daughter's widespread legs. Michelle moaned as she realized I had taken charge of the situation and guided her down, bringing her face to nuzzle Kelsey's wide open and cum-filled cunt again.
As Michelle began lapping her child's pussy, I climbed behind her, my hands kneading and spreading her full ass cheeks, exposing her puckered asshole and below, her pussy, wet – labia swollen and spread. I brushed my cock up and down her slit, bringing an approving and muffled moan from the mother with her mouth full of pussy.
Kelsey was again clawing at the sheets as Michelle's tongue swept over her tender, sensitive flesh, her nipples swelling to the point of bursting as pleasure took her in its grasp again. I felt Michelle's labia clasping at the head of my cock hungrily and I couldn't restrain myself anymore, plunging into her to the hilt with one sure, fierce thrust. She gave a shrill cry of delight as she pushed back against me while continuing her oral assault on Kelsey. Michelle's pussy was a fiery mass of satiny flesh squeezing at my cock as I withdrew and then plunged forward again.
On impulse, I reached down and slipped my middle finger into her cunt alongside my erection, getting it slick with her juices and then as she murmured at this unexpected move, I withdrew it and pressed it against her asshole. Michelle squealed in surprise at my probing digit, raising her head to look over her shoulder at me, looking fetching with her mouth frosted with sperm and pussy juice.
"My nasty teacher man," she gasped, licking a dollop of sperm up from her lower lip.
"Do you mind?" I said, thrilled to have surprised my wicked lover for a change.
Michelle rolled her hips in response, taking more of my cock in her hot pussy and somehow impaling her ass on my finger in the process, her sphincter sucking my finger up to the first knuckle. "I am yours, heart and soul," she gasped. She wriggled again and my finger disappeared another knuckle deep inside her. "You can do anything you want with me, John," she moaned before winking at me and then diving back between Kelsey's thighs again.
The bedroom began to feel like a sauna as the three of us continued...mother licking daughter in a display of incestuous devotion while I fucked the mother like a man possessed, thrilling with each cry of pleasure my cock and my finger, now embedded completely in her furnace hot asshole, brought her. Our voices filled the room, moans and sighs of pleasure echoing loudly to build into a crescendo of orgasmic joy as Kelsey writhed under the sweet torture of her mother's tongue and Michelle gamely met my thrusts eagerly, taking me deep within her as her muffled moans and my grunts intermingled with her daughter's cries.
When I finally reached climax, Michelle had experienced two orgasms already and was kissing Kelsey with her cum coated lips, taking me along with her with her pussy firmly wrapped around my cock. As I emptied another load of steaming semen into her pussy, Michelle came a third time, raising her head and crying out with sheer carnal pleasure as streamers of Kelsey's juices and my seed were strung from her lips to her daughter's.
The three of us collapsed into a gasping, sweaty pile of exhausted, but very satisfied flesh, satiated for the moment and rejoicing that it could all begin again in a moment's notice. I found myself with a gorgeous woman on each side of me, both curling up with me, kissing my face and chest as their hands stroked my body gently. I was still semi-erect and I wondered what the hell kind of pill Michelle had given me and hoped that there was an endless supply.
When I could finally speak, I kissed Kelsey and then Michelle and looked into the older woman's eyes and said, "I know this might be rushing things, but is it too early to propose marriage?"
Michelle laughed, but Kelsey squealed and climbed atop me and kissed me all over my face before saying, "Mister Hamill, on behalf of us both, we accept!" We all laughed, but I knew there was truth behind the words. If I married Michelle, I was in a great sense, marrying her daughter as well. I knew it would be a different world...a different way of life that I had ever known, but I felt renewed with all the dark and gloomy years since my divorce melting away and removing a great burden of emotional baggage from my shoulders.
Things were very different from that day on. Very quickly, my co-workers at school noticed a new spring in my step and when word spread that Michelle Page and I were an item, there were many approving nods and words passed my way. Little did they know that in moving into the Page home, I wasn't the only one sharing Michelle's bed.
I was also thankful that Kelsey was in my last class of the day. Even when she wasn't deliberately teasing me with her short skirts and low cut tops, just the loving smiles she gave me, always with the tip of that sweet tongue sticking out, were enough to make me hard. Kelsey and I would have many after school sessions with my classroom door locked and her bent over my desk or spread-eagled on top of it while I fucked her with the erections she would inspire. Other days, we would have to pull off into a secluded park on the way to or from school, so she could suck my cock, her hungry for my semen and me starving to feel her mouth making love to me.
Somehow, there was enough of me to meet the demands of both women. Partly that was because of the magic little pills that Michelle also provided, in part it was because of the love I had for both that seemed to always let me rise to the occasion. It was the least I could do after all the love both mother and daughter brought into my life.
A week after Michelle and I watched Kelsey cross the stage and pick up her diploma (along with a huge scholarship to Yale), the three of us stood on a cliff overlooking the Pacific on one of the Hawaiian Islands, a gray-haired, besotted preacher by the name of Hemingway leading all three of us through marriage vows and the exchanging of three identical rings made of three intertwining bands of gold and pronouncing us man and wives in the sight of God forever and ever.
True, in the eyes of the law, only Michelle and I are joined together in holy wedlock, but in our hearts, all three of us know the truth. I need only to look into Michelle's or Kelsey's eyes to see the love dwelling there for me and each day I strive to be worthy of the two most wonderful women in the world.
Our love grows stronger everyday, despite Kelsey's extended absences as she attends school. She plans to be a chemist and several companies in Indianapolis are already vying for her services when she finishes at Yale. Her extended absences make her visits home and summer breaks that much sweeter. Michelle and I encourage her to explore her world, to take lovers when she wishes, but while she does, she always tells us that the experiences pale next to the love we all three share in our marriage bed.
We count the days until she is with us permanently again and our love is perfect in its combination of the three of us. We are happy. Oh, one thing has changed. Kelsey no longer calls me Mister Hamill – since the day we took our vows, she calls me Daddy.
The End
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Well, I think it's safe to say, my oedipal issues are back. I think you're going to enjoy this story...the climax is based on one of the most vivid dreams I ever had. Be forewarned however, cuckolding is involved in a big way and if that's not your thing, I'd give this story a pass. For the rest of you mother-son fans, enjoy! Please let me know what you think!
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within are ficticious!
There are quiet moments in my life where I reflect about the strange, wonderful and terrible twists my life has taken in recent times after a life of quiet, meek frustration. Sometimes, I wonder if perhaps I shouldn't feel at least a modicum of shame for what has happened, but when I search my heart for such feelings, they are not there. Maybe, instead of shame, I should feel guilt, but I do not. All I find is the joy that was missing for so long, a joy that brought with it a feeling of wholeness and happiness for the life I now lead. Perhaps others can judge me, but even then, who knows what longings and desires lay within their hearts?
#
It began when the power went out in Campion Hall early one Wednesday afternoon during Spring Semester. I was the executive assistant to the Chair of the English Department, a position I have held through the tenure of three different people. To most, I was a glorified secretary, but I am the glue that kept the University's English Department together and running at peak efficiency. Unfortunately, with the power out and my trusty computer dead, there was little I could do. When the maintenance people pulled the long face and said it would be late in the evening before the problem was resolved, Dr. Lane told me to take the rest of the day off.
I did a little grocery shopping on the way home, wondering if my son would be home for dinner. My husband was a given, Paul was a very regimented data manager at a major bank and did everything out of habit...the most punctual man I have ever known. My son, John, on the other hand, a grad assistant at the University was much more unpredictable...in part due to his ever changing work schedule – he worked in the Chemistry Department – working towards an advanced degree in Bio-chemical studies and helping with research and development of new pharmaceuticals.
I was a little surprised to see John's car in the driveway along with a small, sporty looking car parked right behind it. I presumed that my twenty-three year old and one of his buddies were hanging out – probably playing video games as we hadn't gotten the pool up and running yet...the weather while pretty had remained stubbornly cool,
I came in through the kitchen and put the food away, not hearing my son or his friend. I assumed they were up in his bedroom killing monsters on his X-box. It was only when I was passing through the living room returning from retrieving the mail from the mailbox that I heard them, the noise stopping me dead in my tracks.
A woman's voice cried out in something close to a scream, "YESSSSSS, JUST LIKE THAT, JOHN! FUCK ME HARD!"
It took my mind a moment to get my head around what was happening. If I had not been able to hear her words clearly, I would have thought someone was being murdered upstairs, but she had left little to the imagination, confirming my suspicions when she cried out, "YEAAHHHH, FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG DICK, BABY!"
I went a little weak in the knees and turned left and made a beeline for the den, suddenly needing a drink and Paul's well stocked bar being close by. That proved to be a mistake as I realized that I was now directly over John's bedroom. As I poured myself a brandy, the woman's cries now competed with the noise of box springs being tested vigorously and the thud of the headboard hitting the wall again and again. I overfilled my glass unintentionally and carried the large snifter to Paul's favorite overstuffed leather chair and sat down before my legs gave out.
As the woman's screams grew louder, I couldn't help but wonder what in the world he was doing to her. I was a little stunned. In twenty-seven years of wedded life, I had never once been made to scream like that by my husband. I took a long sip of the brandy and gazed up at the ceiling, mouth open in slack-jawed amazement that a woman could make such sounds.
Now, I never reckoned myself to be a prude...just inexperienced. I was raised in a religiously conservative family and had married an equally religiously conservative man. Paul was a good man...a faithful man in all his duties to me, although not very imaginative, in bed or out. We had been each other's first and only partners and even in the beginning, the passion and the magic that I had expected from sex wasn't there.
Paul, like every man in his family had been raised to treat sex more or less as either a chore of procreation or as a release when the pressures built to too high a level. At our best, we'd made love about twice a week and I can't honestly say I've ever had an orgasm with Paul. It felt good, sure enough, but with him it was basically two minutes of foreplay and then him climbing aboard and when he got his nut off, climbing off me and going to sleep.
A red letter event was when he deigned to let me ride him, but those moments were far and few between. Oral sex was outside his comfort zone and had only come into play the last few years when he'd begun having trouble getting it up and it had been totally one-sided, me sucking his cock because he believed that cunnilingus was nasty.
"CUM-CUM-CUMMMMING, JOHN! FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARD, MAKE ME CUM HARD!" I had listened to the woman sobbing and screaming for nearly twenty minutes with short pauses between her cries of passion and I was now completely freaked out. Twenty minutes was close to three times the amount of time Paul and I made love and as near as I could tell, my son wasn't done yet.
Her orgasm came and went, but the bed's creaking and slamming continued as did her moans which gradually grew louder again until perhaps twenty-five or twenty-six minutes had passed at the very least. "OH GOD, JOHN! FUCK ME, BABY! GIVE ME THAT BIG DICK FOREVER! CUMMING BABY! MAKE ME CUM!" Her screams of pleasure escalated even as I finished the last of my brandy and then I heard my son bellowing like a bull moose, nearly dropping my brandy snifter as it hit me that I was hearing my son climax. I sat my glass down and for a moment placed my hands over my ears, trying to drown out the noise of my son and some girl having an orgasm, the likes of which I had no experience.
When silence finally ensued, I struggled to my feet and shakily poured myself another overfull snifter of brandy, scarcely collapsing in the chair again when I heard giggling from upstairs and the shower go on in the upstairs bathroom. I shifted nervously in my seat, wondering if I should try and slip out – pretend not to have stumbled on my son's afternoon tryst with...whoever it was that was upstairs.
My thinking was just cloudy enough for me to realize that I had already drunk too much to get back in my car and drive away. I decided that the best thing to do was sit here in the shadows of our shadowy den and let them slip away. Silly me, I didn't even consider that my car that I knew I shouldn't drive was sitting in the driveway next to John's little Toyota. Then the noise of sex began again.
Though I couldn't hear them as loudly as I had in my son's bedroom, clearly my son and his friend were having sex in the shower. She seemed to be incapable of words, but her screams were loud and clear and again, I wondered what my son was doing that could make a woman make noises like that. I felt feverish, perhaps in part from the unusual amount of brandy I had downed, but also from a warmth that was spreading through my body, especially between my legs and across my chest and face. I didn't have to look under my blouse to recognize see the sexual flush spreading across my upper chest, neck and face.
It occurred to me in my suddenly slightly intoxicated state that I was turned on by the noises I was hearing along with the sudden graphic images of my son and his mystery woman and what they might be doing that were passing through my mind. Idly, I wondered if they were face to face or was my son taking her from behind...something Paul had never done with me. My free hand slid slowly down across my wool skirt to press between my thighs only to jerk back as I felt a powerful burst of sexual pleasure from caressing my covered mound. My heart was pounding wildly and my head was buzzing from alcohol and amazement.
The screams reached a fever pitch and again I heard my son bellow like a rutting animal and then only the shower could be heard, continuing on for a few more minutes. It stopped and I peered owlishly up at the ceiling, trying to track movement from the little noises that came now and again. Finally, I heard voices and the footsteps as they came downstairs.
I was silent as a mouse as they passed the den and they never noticed me. I saw John and a quick glimpse of a young woman...a few years younger than himself – tall and slender, with auburn hair and jeans that looked painted on. I felt a twinge of jealousy deep inside and wondered why.
I heard the front door open and then her exclaim, "Omigod! Is that your mother's car? Is she home? Do you think she heard us?"
There was some amusement in John's voice as he replied, "I doubt it. It's no big deal though...I am twenty-four after all. C'mon, Kelly, I'll walk you to your car."
The door closed and I was alone again. I discovered in the following silence that my brandy snifter was empty again and I rose and wobbled unsteadily to the bar and poured another drink, this one more reasonable than the others. I returned to my seat, not turning on any lights, suddenly appreciating the dimness of the room.
A few minutes passed by as I imagined John and his red-headed friend kissing passionately in our driveway – the images in my head showing them lip-locked while John groped her perfect, denim clad butt. Then the front door opened and closed again. There was a moment of silence and then my son called out in a tentative voice, "Mom? You home?" I heard footsteps and saw him pass the den and as he neared the kitchen, he called out louder, "Hey, Mom...where are you?"
I cleared my throat and said a bit hoarsely, "In the den, honey."
John returned and stood in the doorway, his tall build blocking what little light was in the windowless room. "What're you doing sitting her in the dark, Mom?" he asked slightly amused.
"Just having a bit to drink, dear," I replied, trying not to slur my words.
John said nothing, but slipped into the room to the couch and turned on a lamp next to it before sitting down. I smiled at him, trying to reconcile the man sitting there with the little boy he'd always been to me. His longish brown hair was wet and combed back out of his face. He was wearing a Red Sox jersey and blue jeans, battered sneakers on his feet. At six foot-one and nearly two hundred pounds, he was borderline stocky, resembling my brothers and my father more than his own father – Paul being a skinny fellow who was five inches shorter than his son. His dark brown eyes stared at me with amusement and curiosity. I stared back, not knowing what to say. As fearless as he'd always been, John leaped right into it.
"So, I guess you heard Kelly and me going at it, huh?"
I nodded and trying to smile, replied, "Uh...yep." I felt lightheaded as the alcohol began to really hit me.
John smiled just as he had as a little boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar. "Are you mad, Mom?"
I slowly shook my head which made my head spin. "Nooo," I finally responded. "You're a grown man. I wouldn't recommend letting your father catch you like that." I sighed and said, "I'm not mad, but I..."
John leaned forward, his brow wrinkling with curiosity. "What, Mom?"
I knew that this was inappropriate – that a mother shouldn't discuss such things with her son, but between the alcohol and my own need to know, I replied, "I um, was just wondering how you made...Kelly, was it, how you made her scream like you did?"
My son's mouth fell open in surprise, his eyes widening before he leaned back and laughed. "You're not serious, Mom!"
"Yes, I am!" I answered, the alcohol lowering my inhibitions. "I've been married to your father for twenty-seven years and he's never...I've never screamed like that when we made love. Never!"
John laughed again; not seeming to mind hearing his mother's complaining confession. "Well, then, Dad's not doing something right."
I took a sip of my brandy and sighed, "Maybe I should have you give him some pointers." I laughed, amused at my own awful comments.
My son licked his lips and a thoughtful expression crossed over his face and he said in a lower, teasing voice, "Well, I could always show you a few things and you could teach them to Dad."
I nearly dropped my glass as I gasped, "John, I'm your mother! That's not funny!"
John scooted a little closer to me, sliding along the couch. "I'm serious, Mom. You deserve to be treated right and if Dad isn't doing his job, maybe I can help!"
I drained my glass, although whether to avoid answering him or to find some liquid courage, I wasn't sure. "What could you show me anyways?" I finally said in a strained but curious tone.
John moved to the edge of the couch, his knees almost touching mine. Grinning like the cat that'd caught the canary, he said, "Lord, Mom...where do I begin?" He mockingly stroked his chin as if in deep thought and then snapped his fingers. "I know, tell me about Dad's oral technique."
I felt that warm blush on my skin begin to burn as I snorted derisively, "What technique? Your father has never..." I stopped, my embarrassment temporarily overwhelming my alcohol spurred brazenness.
"Oh, Mom," John gasped with maybe actual disbelief in his voice as his hand dropped onto my knee – gently squeezing it through the cotton of my dress... "You're telling me that Dad has never gone down on you? He's never licked your pussy?"
I fell back into the big chair like I had been slapped. "JESUS CHRIST, JOHN!" I yelled, partly out of fear and partly from anger. "I am your mother. You don't...we don't discuss such things. You're my son for God's sake!"
John didn't remove his hand and he seemed to ignore my ire as he calmly replied, "Yes, I am and it pisses me off to think Dad's not doing right by you. I mean...hell; eating pussy is one of the essential keys to good orgasms. What's a man's tongue good for if not to slowly slide up and down a woman's lips, curling around her clitty and diving deep into her sweet flesh, making her wetter and wetter for the..." He paused and rubbed his crotch which I suddenly noticed had quite the lump. Suddenly, I realized that somehow, John's fingers had slipped under the hem of my dress and were now resting on my bare skin...
John was suddenly was on one knee, his hand still on my leg. "I mean, a woman deserves a little orgasm from her man's tongue alone...it helps prime the pump for the really big orgasms later!"
I shuddered and closed my eyes as I whispered, "Did you...did you lick Kelly's pussy before you fucked her today?" I was desperate to hear his answer and yet frightened at the same time.
My son chuckled as he slid his hand forward a little and brought his other hand to my other leg. The hem of my modest dress had somehow slid above both my knees. "Until my tongue and jaw ached, Mom. I bet she climaxed twice before we fucked. She loves my tongue." He flicked it out in an obscene way that reminded me of that snake-tongued rocker from my teenaged years – the one the preacher had said was a knight in Satan's service. "You're telling me that you've never had your pussy licked?"
Slowly, I moved my head from side to side, barely able to whisper, "Never."
John leaned forward, his hands sliding up my upper thighs even as his forearms slid back my dress nearly to my crotch. "That's just so wrong, Mom," he said, his voice both sad and serious. He licked his lips and said, "I know you'll think this is an awful idea, but Mom, I would love to show you how wonderful it is. I would love to eat your pussy."
I moaned, feeling something wonderful spurt inside me, making my panties wet underneath my dress. "Oh, that's...incest, son. That's so wrong. I – we can't....um, no!"
John moved in a little closer and I felt terrible embarrassed as the scent of my aroused cunt suddenly wafted up into my nostrils and if I could smell myself, I knew my son could smell my wet pussy. "I can't see how it'd be wrong if you and I did something out of love. You always taught me that love was the most important thing a man and a woman could share. You know I love you. Do you love me, Mom?"
I shivered as I felt his hands atop my thighs began to slip slowly downwards, his thumbs and a couple of fingers resting lightly on my inner thighs. "Don't you love me, Mom?" John repeated softly, his gaze so intense I couldn't meet it.
"Of course I do, I'm your mother," I replied faintly, but then tried to put iron in my voice as I added, "I am your mother, John and that's why we can't do this! It's wrong!"
John gave me that reckless grin of his and said, "Maybe it's wrong, but I think you like the idea. You're turned on right now thinking about it aren't you?" He leaned closer, his face hovering over the hem of my dress so close he could have snagged it with his teeth. He inhaled deeply and said, "I can smell how turned on you are, Mom. I can smell your pussy."
"N-no, I'm not!" I moaned.
John's fingers slipped further up my thighs and he shook his head teasingly as he said, "Yes, you are, Mom. I bet you're sopping wet right now. I bet you're creaming in your panties." I jerked as a spasm of pleasure exploded between my legs as suddenly his thumbs stroked up and down my mound, tracing over my swollen lips plastered against the cotton of my panties.
My son's eyes widened with pleased surprise as I moaned, "Please..." as he stroked them again. Then I felt his fingers hooking over the waistband of my panties. I moaned, "Please, son...you can't..." even as I raised my hips and my son peeled my panties away and proceeded to slip them off my legs.
John raised my wet panties to his face, pressing his nose against the sopping wet spot in the gusset. "You smell lovely, Mom," he said and then he confidently ran his tongue over the soaked material. Grinning, he said, "Just as I expected, you taste wonderful.
"Oh John," I sobbed as I had a little orgasm burst between my legs and spread throughout my body...my nipples now so hard that they hurt, scraped against the fabric of my bra and I was helpless to stop myself from running my hands over my covered bosom.
My son flipped my dress up, revealing my pussy, naked and flowered below my neatly trimmed 'V.' John literally licked his lips as he glanced up into my flushed face, his eyes locking on mine and said, "Mom...you're going to love this!" He shifted on the floor, his hands spreading my thighs wider to give himself more room and as he stuck out his tongue, a car horn blared outside and we both froze as it blew again...Paul's signature and habitual way of announcing he was home.
"Dammit," I said out of frustration, a little flame of shame deep within me recognizing that I wasn't the least bit relieved that my husband's arrival home had prevented me from doing something unnatural with my only child. I tried to stand, but the room was spinning somewhat and I knew I was drunk. John reached out to steady me and I clung to him like a piece of driftwood in a flood. "Get me upstairs, honey," I moaned. "Get me up to my bed."
John nodded, pausing only to snag my panties off the carpet and stuff them in his pocket. He then surprised me by scooping me up in his arms and quickly hauling me down the hallway and up the stairs, moving swiftly and gracefully as if I weighed nothing and not stopping until he gently set me into bed.



"Tell...tell your father that I'm lying down with a headache." I saw my panties hanging out his pocket and said, "Give those to me and don't say anything about this to Paul."
I could hear the front door opening and my husband calling out, "I'm home!"
John shook his head and said, "Agreed – we won't mention this to Dad, but we will finish this conversation later!" He pulled the panties and gave them another sniff. "I'll keep these to remind me that you and I have unfinished business." He glanced at his wristwatch and shook his head. "Aw, hell. I'm late for the lab."
My son leaned down and gave me a quick kiss smack on the lips. "I'll be home late...gotta lot of lab work tonight." He winked at me and turned and went out the door, stuffing my panties deep inside his pants pocket.
As he went down the stairs, I heard his muffled voice and then his father's. With my head still spinning, I crawled underneath the covers until only the top of my head was exposed. In a few minutes the door opened and I heard my husband murmur, "Cathy? You okay, hon?"
"Headache... lemme sleep," I groaned softly, hoping I sounded sleepy and not drunk.
A long silence ensued and then Paul whispered, "Sorry, honey. Get some rest."
The door closed and I was left alone...just me and my guilt and my sudden lust. I had been scant seconds from letting my own son put his mouth on my cunt and I was still wet at the thought! My body quaked with unrelieved need and I squirmed and pulled up my dress under the heavy blankets, momentarily stunned to find myself without panties, but then plunging my fingers deep into my pussy, aching to be loved by someone. I shut my eyes and tried to picture Paul touching me, but he kept morphing into our son, that awful, carefree grin of his on his face as his tongue emerged snakelike to pleasure me.
Like a wanton slut, I fingered myself, rubbing my swollen clitoris and swirling three fingers inside my pussy, creating pleasure, but never enough...just getting within reach of orgasm, but unable to make that last bit of distance and then...
The bed swirlies suddenly hit me and as the room began to spin, picking up speed with every revolution, I staggered from the bed and barely made it to the master suite bathroom before I was on my knees before the toilet. I heaved and heaved, all for naught – caught up for agonizing minutes with the dry heaves, knowing that I would feel so much better if only I could throw up.
Eventually, my need to vomit faded, much like my desire to orgasm had in the moment of extreme distress. I climbed to my feet and rinsed my mouth off. Suddenly, feeling hot and tired, I struggled out of my dress, tossing my bra on top and turned to return to bed. I paused and looked at myself in the full length mirror hanging in the bathroom, my own nakedness giving me pause.
I looked at myself and tried to see what my son saw...what would cause him to be so daring with his own mother. At first, I was repelled, but then I tried to see it from his point of view and it was illuminating. True, I did not have the tight, firm body of his sexy young girlfriend, Kelly, but for a forty-seven year old woman, I had nothing to feel ashamed of.
I ran my hands through my short, tousled black hair, still happily pleased to see no gray streaks yet. My face was still unlined and my dark brown eyes still clear. My body, while not young and tight was still good for a woman my age or even a woman ten or fifteen years younger. My breasts were still pert – small melons with the nipples still pointing slightly upwards...with a 36C cup, there was still more than a handful, but not too much. My tummy had a slight pooch to it, the one that nearly every woman who's had children would recognize. I was actually proud of it, my small belly giving me a more womanly aspect. My hips were a little larger than when I'd been eighteen, but my cheeks hadn't sagged too much and I'd seen more than one college boy sneak a peak on the rare days I wore slacks to the university.
I slid hands through my neatly trimmed bush, taught by my mother to keep things neat between my legs. Speaking of my legs, they were still shapely and toned. I turned and looked at myself from different angles and suddenly felt a little better about myself. True, at five foot, two inches, I could have stood to lose ten or fifteen pounds, but I suddenly realized I wouldn't be ashamed to show my body off to a lover. Or my son as an image of him between my legs popped up.
I walked unsteadily back to bed and crawled beneath the covers, suddenly feeling weary and afraid. Realization of how close I had come to committing incest with my son washed over me and part of my dismay wasn't over that as much as how willing I had been in the moment.
Struggling with those thoughts I fell asleep – my dreams a strange mishmash of being lost and alone and wanting something I could not identify, but which seemed to be just beyond my reach. Often, I could hear my son's voice calling to me and saying, "I can help, Mom...you know I can!"
Suddenly I came out of my sleep, a hand on my shoulder, shaking me. "Cathy? Hon, are you okay? You've been out for hours."
The dim light of the bedside lamp was on and my Paul was sitting on the bed in his pajamas looking at me with some concern. I coughed and replied in a raw voice, "What time is it?"
My husband yawned and said, "It's ten-thirty – time for bed. How's your head?"
"Better," I murmured and then on a sudden whim of lusty desire, I shrugged off the blankets, exposing my naked upper body to my husband and caressed his crotch. "Make love to me, Paul."
My husband nearly jumped off the bed at my touch, looking shocked at my nakedness. "What are you doing without any clothes on, Cathy?" He said in a voice that was mixed with both surprise and irritation.
"Waiting for my husband to get naked too," I giggled as I sat up, trying not to wince as my hangover announced itself. "Let's make love, darling. I need you!" I kissed him on the face, trying to wrap my arms around him even as he raised his arms to block me. My head felt like it was about to explode, but my horniness overrode my hangover.
"Cathy, good lord. It's Wednesday for crying out loud!" He moved away, sliding away from me and removing his glasses. "I've got a ton of work tomorrow. We're bringing the new client banks on line in a few days."
As my husband rambled on, I scrambled to my knees and tried to kiss him and entice him with my nakedness, rubbing my medium sized breasts against his pajama clad body. "Make love to me, Paul, please!" I moaned, my tongue brushing against his closed lips.
"What's got into you, Cathy? It isn't Saturday night and you know I need my sleep to stay sharp." He pushed me away even as I cupped his crotch again, confirming his lack of interest. I fell back onto the bed, feeling embarrassed, ashamed and frustrated. I rolled up in my blankets and rolled away from my husband, blinking back tears. I felt Paul settle into the bed and the light went out. He leaned over me and kissed me on the cheek and said, "Get some sleep, Cathy; I'm sure you'll feel better in the morning."
He flopped down on the bed, pointedly ignoring me and turning away, depriving me of any last chance of enticing him if he'd snuggled up against my naked body. As I lay there in my humiliation and anger, I could hear his breathing quickly slow and then Paul began snoring. I tried to get back to sleep, but my frustration kept me wide awake, helped along by my pounding hangover.
Finally, I rose, finding a nightgown in the dark – an old flannel granny gown that zipped down the front and fell to my ankles. I slipped quietly out of the bedroom and went downstairs, pausing in the kitchen to find some aspirin and then wandering dissolutely through the house. I peered out the living room window to confirm that my son's car wasn't there...both relieved and disappointed that he wasn't around. Finally, I made my way back to the den, intending to watch a little television, but I couldn't get into anything so I turned it off and decided to have another brandy...a little hair of the dog as my grandfather used to say.
I sat in the den, occasionally sipping at my brandy, but not getting drunk again. I small lamp provided light as I sat there and thought about my life and Paul and my son, John. I was tired, the day's strange events wearing on me, but I didn't want to return to bed. I was waiting for something...waiting for my son to come home, even if I didn't want to admit it.
Just before one in the morning, I heard a car pull into the driveway. A few minutes later, the door opened and closed quietly. Footsteps walked past the den, then halted and returned, John noticing the light. Then my son was standing there, smiling down at from the doorway. "Hi, Mom," he said softly. "Couldn't sleep?"
I shook my head and said, "Got a lot on my mind."
John snorted and stepped down into the den, pulling off a light jacket and tossing it aside as he replied, "I guess so. Things got kinda heated this afternoon."
"And then some," I said as John sat down on the couch, sitting close as he did earlier. "We're not going to get carried away like that again. I am your mother after all."
"We're not?" John replied, reaching out to again put his hand on my knee. "I thought I promised you we'd finish this conversation later. It's later, Mom."
I pushed his hand off my knee and hissed, "Stop this, John! You're my son, goddamnit and we're not doing any of this!"
Undaunted, John knelt at my feet and placed both hands on my knees. "Are you sure, Mom? You look pretty...I don't think the word frustrated does you justice right now. Did Dad leave you hanging again?"
I looked away as I muttered, "He'd have to start in order to leave me hanging!" I immediately regretted saying it. Paul was my husband and deserved some respect. "John, stop it!" I snapped as my son's hands encircled my exposed ankles and slipped underneath the hem of my nightgown which had enough play to allow him to raise it up. I locked my knees together, but he suddenly had my nightgown lifted up enough to expose my legs above the knees.
"Dad is a fool, Mom," John muttered with a knowing smile on his face as he rubbed the tops of my thighs. "Maybe I will give him a few pointers on how to please you. Of course, I need to find out what pleases you first, Mom." He slid his hands up under the gown, trailing his fingers along the tops of my thighs.
I made as to get up, but put up no real fight as my son again slipped his hands onto my inner thighs and pushed them slightly apart. "Don't do this, son. I'm your mother...respect that."
John looked into my eyes with a wolfish expression. "Oh, I plan to respect you, Mom...I expect to show you how much I really care before I'm finished...if we ever really are finished." My son licked his lips and smiled almost hypnotically into my eyes. "I've been thinking all night that making you happy could be the work of a lifetime."
"Please, John...don't." I tried to push my gown down and his hands off me. I managed to get his right hand free of me, but quickly realized that he'd moved it of his own volition.
He looked at my flannel gown with some distaste. "I know this is comfortable, but it's sort of in the way, Mom. What say we at least open it up some?" He reached up and hooked his index finger into the metal pull ring at the neckline attached to the zipper. I moaned as he gave it a yank, sliding it down enough to partially expose my breasts.
John arched an eyebrow in surprise, expecting, I suppose for me to fight him every inch of the way. "Let's start small, Mom. Let's just undo this gown and get a good look at your fine body." Slowly, he began to pull it down as he stared intently into my face. "You want to stop, okay by me, Mom, but you have to do it."
"Please, son...don't," I whimpered.
John laughed and shook his head. "Not good enough, Mom. Words are easy – you want me to stop, put your hand on mine and stop me." He pulled down on the zipper, taking his time. I watched, seemingly helpless as it descended towards my stomach. He brought his other hand free and tugged my gown down to keep the path of the zipper straight. As he unzipped me, my gown began to spread wide, exposing my naked body. I suddenly realized my hand was softly caressing the skin above my breasts and that they were completely visible. Had I pulled the gown apart?
My smallish breasts heaved with excitement, my nipples, erect and sticking out prominently like two extended eraser nubs, pulsed almost painfully with blood. The zipper steadily descended, the gown now spreading with a little help from my son's free hand, past my belly and then my son sighed as he spied the crest of my trimmed bush. "Lovely, Mom, just lovely!" Helpless and unwilling to stop him, John finished unzipping me and after spreading the flannel cloth back to reveal me, my son placed his hands on my knees and spread them, revealing my pussy, wet and dripping since the moment I'd heard his car come up the driveway.
John ran his hands along my inner thighs, only pausing as he brushed my outer lips, making me quiver. "Mom, your pussy is...well, beautiful. I cannot understand how Dad refuses to eat this pretty thing."
His touch on my skin, so close to my pussy was maddening, but I still made a feeble attempt to dissuade him. "John...son, your father is upstairs. If he found us like this..."
"He can sit down, shut the fuck up and take notes," John interrupted me in a harsh, forceful voice that somehow made me even wetter than before. My son looked up at me, intently staring into my eyes. "You need this, Mom. You want this. I want this too." He paused and grinned at me. "I want this because you're my mother and I love you and because you deserve it and because I just can't pass up the opportunity to eat a good looking woman's wet pussy!"
John winked at me and then without warning, mashed his face against my pussy, making me cry out as I felt his mouth on me and his tongue rolling up my slit, plowing between my labia and tasting me. I clamped my hand over my mouth, fearing I would wake Paul up as for the first time in my life, I felt someone's mouth on my pussy...the strangeness...the wonderfulness of it sending spasms of unsuspected pleasure coursing through my body!
There was something wicked and alien as John rolled and spun his tongue around in me, over me, like some mad and curious creature...alive and seeking something that it craved. Carnal joy swept crashed over me as John growled approvingly and I realized that what it craved was me.
My son rose up suddenly, his face dripping with wetness...my wetness hovering scant inches from my own mouth. I felt his hands on my breasts, covering them and squeezing as he hissed, "My God, Mom, you're delicious!" Then John kissed me, his tongue assaulting its way into my mouth to find my tongue which responded out of instinct as much as desire, sharing with me my own taste. Fingers pinched at my nipples, clamping down hard as I moaned into John's mouth. Passion I had only dreamed of swept me away as we kissed...passion I had never felt with my husband...passion that compelled me to abandon all restraint and unleash all my basest desires.
John broke the kiss and slithered back down my body, his lips planting kisses on my neck, breasts, nipples and stomach before he again assailed my pussy, licking and sucking my sodden flesh. I'd never felt so wet or hot between my legs. I wanted to open myself up wide and let my son worm his face back to the place it had originally came from.
My moans were getting louder with each lapping stroke of John's tongue and while I tried to keep one hand over my mouth, the other scrabbled frantically for something better to use. I snagged a corner of a decorative pillow and pressed my face into it, letting go with a terrible scream as my son's insatiable tongue swirled around my clitoris, mercilessly teasing it with the tip of his maddening probe.
I writhed about, mastered by my son's oral loving, utterly his. He lifted my legs up and draped them over his broad shoulders, giving himself a better angle to delve into my exploding pussy while his hands again sought out my breasts, pulling and twisting my nipples and kneading my breast flesh with an expert's touch.
Into the silky material of the pillow, I moaned his name again and again as he rolled that magnificent tongue up and down my slit, now delving deep inside me to lap up my flooding juices, then sucking on my pussy lips and again and again, returning to my clitoris to tease, lick and then ever so gently, to capture my swollen nub between his lips and suck.
I screamed into the pillow as my first ever true orgasm rocked my world, not caring if the pillow was muffling my cries or waking up the entire neighborhood. I was caught up in the rapture of pure sexual ecstasy, reveling in it and knowing instantly that I would be forever addicted to it, consumed with the need to recapture such joy and perfect pleasure again and again.
John masterfully rode my pussy with his face with the ease of a longtime practitioner, his tongue ever in motion as he slurped and sucked at my pussy, drinking of my creams as if they were the nectar of the gods. My heart pounded wildly in my chest till I thought I was on the verge of a heart attack. I could barely breathe – the intensity of my orgasm producing black spots in my vision until I gave one last lusty scream and collapsed, nearly comatose as John made my body continue to shake and quiver as he continued to eat me...easing me back to Earth with his expert tongue.
I was crying a little when my son rose up to smile at me and then leaned in and kissed me again. With what little strength I had left, I kissed him back and with trembling arms, hugged him to me as fiercely as I could. "T-thank you, s-son," I stammered between gasps of breath. "I-I n-n-never knew...it w-was w-w-wonderful!"
My son kissed me again and again, kissing away my tears, lapping up the smears of my own creams his face had pasted over mine. Kissing me softly on the lips, he finally replied, "Mom...this is just the beginning. You've just experienced the tip of the iceberg as far as to how wonderful I'm going to make you feel."
His words, coupled with the absolute conviction in his voice, sent a delicious tremor of anticipation through my aroused body. I was about to reply when suddenly from above us came the unmistakable sound of Paul's cell phone, the tone an annoying electronic song set at high volume that I recognized immediately. It was Paul's company. They only called when something was wrong.
The noise abruptly stopped as Paul must have answered it. A minute or two of silence was followed by a loud, "DAMMIT!" and then we could hear my husband stomping about upstairs. By the time he came downstairs, John and I were sitting at the kitchen table, our faces scrubbed, my gown back in place, although the soft flannel felt sweeter than ever against my aroused flesh.
Paul was wearing sweats and toting his briefcase and a suit on a hanger. "I told them that Connors was an idiot when it came to writing code," he barked, accepting a car mug of coffee from me with nary a thank you.
"What's wrong?" I asked as John watched bemused.
"Oh, the new client's system up and collapsed. I have to go in and find the damn problem," my husband grumped back. "I'll just catch a nap in my office if I can get it fixed. No sense driving there and back twice even if I can get it fixed before the presentation meeting at ten o'clock!"
"Sorry, honey," I replied.
Suddenly, Paul seemed to be aware that we were both up in the middle of the night already. "What's wrong, Cathy? Why are you up at this hour?"
I shrugged and replied, "I couldn't get back to sleep after being in bed all afternoon and evening. John got in from his lab about a half hour ago." I could feel the sudden guilt crawling all over my face as I said, "We were sitting here talking."



Paul nodded absently and leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. He drew back and frowned at me and for a moment, I feared that he had tasted or smelled my pussy juices on me, but then he said, "You still feel a little warm. Might be you have a fever. Maybe you should stay home tomorrow."
I nodded, feeling my face blushing, whether from grief or relief, I wasn't sure. "I'll see you tomorrow night, honey," Paul said. He started to head towards the door, but paused to stare disapprovingly at John. "If you can spare the time between chasing skirts and playing in your lab, maybe you could hang around and keep an eye on your mother," he stated flatly.
John gave his father a shit-eating grin and replied, "It would be my pleasure. Don't worry, Dad. I'll take good care of Mom!" Paul stared at him a moment longer and then nodded wordlessly and was out the door.
I sagged against the kitchen counter, letting out a relieved sigh and then found myself in my son's arms, his mouth pressed against mine and his tongue swirling and dancing with mine, my flavor still present. His hand came up and again tugged down the zipper of my gown, this time pushing the flannel garment off my shoulders which he then began to kiss as the gown fell to my feet.
"Baby...John, I, oh, son, your father hasn't even pulled out of the driveway yet," I managed to stammer between his touches and kisses.
"Don't care, Mom," my son replied in a matter of fact tone. "I want you and I know you need this!" John kissed his way down from my shoulders, planting kisses on the swells of my breasts and then muttering, "I love your tits, Mom!" before wrapping his lips around my left nipple, his tongue rolling over it voraciously as he began to suck it.
I moaned, barely able to stand, so great was my arousal as it hit me again and again that this was my grown son making me feel so good. As I reveled in the sensation of my son nursing at my breast for the first time in over two decades, he slipped a hand between my legs, fingers slithering through my trimmed bush and between my swollen labia. "Omigod," I cried with pleasure as John's fingers slid inside me, curling upward expertly as they did to suddenly press against a sweet spot I'd scarcely knew existed.
"OH YES!" I sobbed as I felt myself ejaculating pussy juice to wetly and loudly splatter on the kitchen tiles as an orgasm exploded from my hitherto mythical G-spot. I convulsed in my son's grasp, sobbing and then screaming from a climax for the first time in my life. My hand which had been tenderly stroking my son's long hair suddenly twisted the long strands around fingers and I jerked him up off my breast, his teeth scraping painfully against my nipple which enhanced my sudden orgasm and mashed my mouth against his, muffling my loud cries of pleasure.
His other arm wrapped around me, keeping me upright as he continued to finger me, teaching me more about my body that a lifetime of sexual ignorance had provided. The whole time, John's tongue danced with mine, his sweet kisses making me nearly as dizzy as his fingers.
At some hazy time in the near future, John withdrew his magic digits from my pulsating cunt and held them up for me to see – two fingers thickly coated with my pussy juices which he loudly and lewdly sucked clean before pronouncing them, "Absolutely fucking delicious, Mom!"
I sobbed and threw both arms around him and hugged him tight. Suddenly, I hated the way John's clothing felt against my naked skin and I feverishly set about disrobing him, jerking his Sox jersey over his head and flinging it blindly away and then I was clawing at his belt and in frustration, simply jerked his pants down, palming the huge bulge there in his shorts and then yanking them down, halting as I beheld my son's erection for the first time.
Somewhere between kneeling and crouching, I reached out and almost was able to wrap my hand around it, marveling at the heft and length of his huge cock. "Oh, John...you – it's lovely and so big!"
John snorted with amusement and replied, "Bigger than Dad?"
Later, I would more fully realize the implications of his question, but at the moment, blurted in reply, "Oh, God, yes...he's tiny compared to you!" Suddenly, I was on my knees and my lips were kissing the swollen head of his cock, tasting his pre-cum that oozed thickly from his pee-slit. A streamer of it stretched out from his cock to my tongue and then snapped and I think I impressed us both by deftly gobbling it up, not letting even a drop splatter in waste.
I awkwardly sucked on the head, trying to take more, but with little experience and imagining his Kelly as an experienced cocksucker, suddenly felt nervous and embarrassed, although my lusty desires for him were growing exponentially. I gave his shaft a long, loving lick and after swirling my tongue over his magnificent cock head once again, I leapt to my feet and looking into my son's eyes imploringly, moaned, "Please, John, will you fuck me and make me scream with that big dick?"
There was a gleam in my son's eyes that made my knees weak as he said, "I'd love to, Mom!" I was about to suggest we go to his room when he surprised me by moving closer, pushing me up against the kitchen counter, his knees pushing in between mine and spreading them. As I watched in stunned silence, John put his hands on my waist and bent his knees and then came up, deftly planting his cock head between my swollen labia.
"I love you, Mom. Let me show you how much!" A bolt of pleasure rocked me as my son thrust upwards into my cunt, impaling me on his cock as his hands came down my flanks to cup my ass cheeks and my moan of pleasure extended into a sob of lewd satisfaction as I both felt myself being lifted up and then lowered on his long, so very hard cock!
Feeling off balance, I threw my arms around my son's neck even as my legs instinctively wrapped around his hips as he settled me on his big dick. I felt his wiry hairs scraping my sensitive flesh and the room spun as I fully realized my son was now fucking me and that I stood on the precipice of a massive, undreamt of orgasm!
"Hang on, Mom!" John grunted as he hefted me again, his hands sliding slightly to more firmly grip my ass cheeks and making me whimper as I felt his cock jab a little deeper. He turned and walking slowly and carefully, marched us out of the kitchen and down the hall towards the stairs. Each step jolted his cock inside my cunt and it was all I could do to cling to him while beginning to moan and sigh almost continuously.
By the time we reached the staircase, I was in utter heaven, orgasmic pleasure lighting my entire body in a carnal inferno of ecstasy. When I could, I kissed his face and neck and bit his shoulder at least twice as my moans grew louder. My pussy was beginning to spasm around his cock, trying to trap it deep within me, but every time he took a step, bursts of pleasure undid me, my juices gushing wildly around his massive pole, dripping from me and leaving splatters on the floor as I hooted and howled.
Then my son began climbing the stairs, taking care with each step and trying not to be distracted as my fingers clawed at his back and I began to shriek like a banshee in the throes of orgasm. I now thought I fully understood why his redheaded girlfriend, Kelly had screamed like she did as I could hear echoes of her pleasure in my own screams. Each step up the stairs added fuel to the fire, reminding me of just how big he was in comparison to his father and forcing me to acknowledge that with just a few minutes taste of being fucked by my son, that I was hopelessly addicted to our incestuous sex!
My throat was raw by the time we reached the second floor, my head thrown back as I sobbed and twitched on his orgasm. John's body was covered in sweat from his labors and my legs slipped useless to dangle along his thighs as I hadn't the control to keep them wrapped around him any longer. His fingers dug deep into my butt and his biceps bulged with strain as he pushed us through the partially open door to my bedroom.
Somehow my son managed to climb up on the bed my husband and I had shared for more than twenty years and walked on his knees until we were in the middle of the king sized bed. John kissed me then, passionately, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he gently eased me down with himself atop me. We both lay there, me quivering and shaking from orgasm and he breathing heavily and trembling from his efforts. His cock throbbed wonderfully inside me, buried to the hilt in my womb, touching me in places that were hitherto virgin to the touch of any man including his father.
When I collected enough of my senses, I whimpered, "If we never fuck again, son...thank you for this. I've never felt this wonderful – this full – this complete!"
John had been resting his head in the crook of my neck and he raised his hand, a look of amusement on his face. He kissed me again, his tongue roiling around mine before he finally said in a still breathless voice, "I told you, Mom. This is only the beginning!" I felt him begin to withdraw from my pussy, my flesh trying to wrap around him, trap him and never letting go. Then he slammed deep into me again, provoking a scream of pleasure from me and I barely heard him add above my shrieks of delight. "I'm going to fuck you like you deserve as often as I can from now on!"
I could only sob and moan as my son began to fuck me, showing me all that I had suspected but had never experienced before. I had no words, my mind surrendering all higher function to my baser instincts, utterly and completely focused on mating with my child, wrapping myself – my existence around him and focusing only on his manly and loving talents as he fucked me and fucked me hard.
My son rode me hard and I slipped in and out of orgasm for what seemed an eternity, lost in a haze of incestuous lust and pleasure, never wanting it to end and then as I peaked one last time, my back arching violently and nearly throwing him out of the saddle, John thrust deep inside me one last time and gave that bull's bellow I had heard earlier in the day and began to cum in me.
Feeling my son filling my cunt with his hot semen and knowing that it was my only child's seed gushing inside me, sent me to new and unsuspected heights of orgasmic pleasure and I bucked and writhed underneath his strong body as he shot fiery streamer after fiery streamer of sperm into my womb. My body was burning with sexual pleasure, propelling me into a realm undreamed of – one that only my son and I inhabited, wrapped in nothing but our love and lust for each other, consuming me heart and soul until the ecstasy of our incestuous passion rendered me insensible – my mind overcome with pure and perfect and unrelenting pleasure that I was lost amidst in, everything fading to black, leaving only a remote sense of consciousness adrift in a sea of our lust and joy.
It was dawn when I regained a sense of myself, suddenly conscious and remembering each delicious moment of my son first making love to me. Grey light peeked through the windows of my bedroom as I found myself astride my son – riding his cock as if my life depended on it. John's hands cupped my breasts, pinching and tugging my swollen and aching nipples as he looked blissfully up at me. I was again approaching a climatic explosion and I had no idea how long I had been fucking my son, but my hair was plastered wetly to my scalp and my body was slick with sweat. My pussy ached with what I could only suspect was the sweet pain of being well fucked over and over again.
Hours had passed since my son had first fucked me and I tingled with sensation that the time had not been spent being completely asleep. My mouth tasted of sperm and pussy and I could only moan with wonder at what I had been doing in a state of unconscious sexual frenzy. "I love you, John. Mommy loves you so much!" I croaked, amazed at the harshness of my voice and instantly realizing that I had screamed myself hoarse, nearly into laryngitis amidst our ardent fucking.
"I love you too, Mom," John gasped, his hands sliding from my tits to my waist, just above the swell of my hips and yanking down, forcing me to become completely impaled on his long dick, "Let me show you how much!" and he began to cum again, making me sob as he again flooded my womb with his thick, hot semen. My orgasm took me over as I screamed in carnal pleasure until my voice gave out completely. In the aftermath of my orgasm, I collapsed on top of my son's athletic body, cuddling with him until I fell into a satisfied sleep and a big smile on my face.
The rest of the morning passed in a dream like blur. I remember calling out sick, my voice unable to rise beyond a hoarse whisper. I remember being on my knees between my son's legs as he sat on the side of the bed, me sucking a real man's cock for the first time and enjoying the experience of making him cum and feeding on a real man's load. I remember being fucked doggy style as John called it, me clinging to the carved wood headboard for dear life as my son gave me a seemingly endless and brutal fuck.
I woke up in his bed, confused for a moment until my son came in and tenderly kissed me and then carried me into the shower where he lovingly cleaned me and gave me one last delightful pussy licking – my well fucked cunt so sensitive and tender, I was writhing with pleasure from the moment his wicked tongue began lashing my pussy. Then John carried me back to the bed I shared with my husband, having changed all the bed linen which no doubt reeked of the greatest sex I had ever experienced.
I slept well into the evening, finally emerging from my bedroom to the smell of vegetable soup, discovering to my delight that John had prepared dinner. Paul was home and I felt a little guilt as he expressed his concern over my "illness."
"Don't worry...truth be told, I feel like a new woman," I told him in a froggy voice while John beamed at me proudly. "Our son took very good care of his mother while you were gone." I felt my face and chest grow warm as I began to flush – not from embarrassment or shame, but from the sexual desire inside me to be with John again.
Paul nodded, barely acknowledging my compliment to our son and went on about his regular routine until it was time for bed. I was more tired than I expected and John had left to go and check on his lab work which he'd neglected all day; I went to bed when my husband decided to turn in. As we climbed into our bed, I had a sudden concern that maybe my husband would want to make love to me, wondering what he might make of my still very sore and abused cunt that his son had spent so much time in over the last day, but Paul kissed me chastely on the cheek, murmured, "Good night, Cathy," rolled over with his back to me and promptly went to sleep.
I lay there awake for a long time, my hand slowly caressing my panty covered pussy as it throbbed and ached from its delightful workout. My thoughts were filled with the new memories of making love with John and wondering what lay in store for my son and I. I knew that what we'd begun...his seduction of his mother was only the beginning and I went to sleep with the last words he's said to me before I'd fallen asleep earlier that afternoon, "This is only the beginning, Mom. I have so much to show you!"
#
As it turned out, my son spoke nothing but truth as he and I began an incestuous affair that made me dizzy in its intensity and happier than I had ever been in my life. Upon my return to work the next day, I was delighted to receive a dozen red roses with a brief note that read, "Dreaming of you and what lies ahead. Love, J. P.S. Be thinking about the meaning of the number '69!'"
My boss, Dr. Lane, gave me several curious glances during the day as I was constantly blushing and smiling at the thought of what my son was suggesting. I'm sure she'd have been even more curious and shocked if she had seen us that following Saturday morning as we lay in my matrimonial bed while Paul was out golfing, me atop my son with his mouth glued to my cunt while I discovered the inherent difficulties of trying to suck cock while simultaneously cumming my brains out.
Being on the same campus with John proved to be advantageous as we often took lunch together, usually forgoing a mean rather than to dine on pussy and cock in his lab or in my car and at least once a week, spending the noon hour in an old fashioned motor inn just off campus fucking each other madly and ferociously.
At home, we could barely keep our hands off of each other. Whether Paul was home or not, we were constantly engaged in some sort of sexual activity, whether it was me sucking my son's cock in the kitchen while his father was watching the nightly news in the den or me bent over the bathroom sink while John slammed his cock into me while his hand covered my mouth to muffle my screams or deep in the dead of night when my husband was sound asleep, creeping into John's room and letting him fuck his mother nearly senseless.
Despite the near constant and wonderful sex I was having with my son, I still tried to initiate lovemaking with my husband, but as weeks and then months rolled by, he seemed less inclined and even happy as I simply quit making overtures to him. Although, any guilt that might have been lingering was long gone, it still made me sad that he wouldn't allow me to pleasure him with my new found knowledge and that to him lovemaking was something left behind with our own youth. For me, I felt younger than I had in a very long time, simply feeling as if I was alive and awake after a long hibernation.
Often as I lay next to my son after a rousing sexual encounter, my body glowing with satisfaction, John would sit on one elbow and study me and shake his head. It became a common joke that he would say at some point in the aftermath of our incestuous lovemaking, "It's a damn shame Dad didn't see this. He'd have picked up some really good pointers in how to please his wife."
I would usually struggle up, little aftershocks of orgasmic pleasure making me shiver as I moved, and wrap my arms around my son's neck and before I gave him a long, slow kiss, murmur, "I may be his wife, but I'm my son's woman now!"
That seemed to please my son, but there was this look in his eyes, a small, but smoldering fury about his father's lack of interest in pleasing me...a look that made me realize that Paul's indifference offended him nearly as much as the joy he took from pleasuring his mother. I realized that it was a dangerous look...a look that I had seen before in my son since he was a little boy, pushing and shoving against the limits and boundaries around him – a look that had gotten him in trouble with his parents and the local authorities several times as he defied rules, sometimes laws and convention in order to satisfy his sense of right and wrong.
That being said, I wasn't totally surprised when after we'd been lovers for maybe four months, as we lay cuddling naked together after making love, his semen slowly dripping from my well fucked cunt, John sat up and looked down at me and said, "I have a plan on how to maybe finally get Dad to pay attention to you, see you as the sexual beast you are and show him some pointers.
When he told me his plan, I was at once horrified, intrigued and to perfectly honest, so turned on that I sucked my son's cock back to life and fucked him again on the spot. I agreed to his plan despite my better judgment, knowing full well how erotic the possibilities were and surprised that the potential humiliation of my husband was making me so wet.
John implemented his plan on a Friday evening, staying in instead of going out with friends...not that he did that as much as he had before we'd become lovers. I had mixed Paul a drink at his request...nothing complex, just a rum and coke, but before I brought it to him, our son sitting at the bar, had held up a small vial of clear liquid and with a little boy's naughty grin, poured it in his drink.



"Are you sure this won't hurt him?" I had asked earlier for maybe the twentieth time before Paul had arrived home from work.
"Not a chance. It's a hypnotic with sedative, paralytic and some mild hallucinogenic properties. Homeland Security uses it for interrogating subjects. Most subjects think they're having dreams." My son grinned evilly and said, "Dad's gonna get the dream of a lifetime!"
Twenty minutes after beginning to sip at his drink, Paul was looking around at us owlishly, nodding off again and again. Finally, John said in a commanding voice. "Dad, go upstairs and get ready for bed."
Paul nodded and said, "I'm going upstairs and getting ready for bed." He stood up, a little off balance and suddenly our son was at his side, saying, "Let me help you." With his hand at Paul's elbow, he headed for the door to the den, pausing once to look back and smile as he said, "Mom, give us about fifteen minutes, will you?"
I nodded and replied, "Yes, love." I fidgeted around the downstairs for a few minutes and then went upstairs. I undressed in my son's room, putting on a long, white, fluffy robe. Finally, I went and knocked on my own bedroom door, opening the door when I heard my son beckon to me. I stepped in and immediately gasped as the scene was far more shocking than I had envisioned it being.
My husband was sitting in a cushioned upright chair that I usually used at my makeup vanity. He was wearing only his pajama tops, his lean body showing age with a growing pot belly pooching out from underneath. His hands were tied to the back rails of the chair and his feet were tied to the legs. John had used silk scarves to restrain his father, tying them with knots he'd learned as a child during scouting. His cock, small and limp rested slightly amidst a graying mass of pubic hair. Paul's head was down and he was softly snoring.
John came out of the bathroom, smiling at me as he approached and took me in his arms. "Are you ready, Mom?" he asked, that arrogant tone of confidence thick in his voice.
I took a deep breath and said, "I guess so. Are you sure he's not going to go nuts. Can he get out of his restraints?"
My son kissed me, his hands roaming over my robe clad body as he did. "I'm sure, Mom. Oh, Dad might get a little upset when he sees us, but it will be alright. The bonds probably aren't necessary – while he's under the influence of the drug, he'd stand there on one foot and watch us if I told him too."
I nodded and kissed him again, feeling a little sinful for French-kissing my son in the same room that my husband was in. A little breathlessly, I said, "I'm ready to go!"
John laughed and then clapped his hands together loudly and bellowed, "Wake up, Dad! It's time for school!"
Paul's head snapped up, his eyes going wide, but clearly a bit unfocused. "What...what is it? What's going on?" He looked curiously at John and I, our son's arm around my shoulders.
"Well, Dad...it's 'Learn how to please your wife Day.'" John said seriously. "Apparently, you've never figured out how to make Mom cum her brains out with that little willy of yours, so I'm going to show you how. Now pay close attention!"
Paul's brow furrowed in confusion and then he looked down at his bound arms and feet. "What the hell is this...what am I doing trussed up like thi..."
"Quiet, Dad!" John said loudly, interrupting his father. "You can ask questions if you want, but mostly you should keep your mouth shut and just watch!"
I watched, a little amazed as Paul fell silent, looking at us intently, but not speaking. John stepped behind me, his arms slipping around my waist while he nibbled on my neck, my short dark hair brushing against his cheek. John looked up at his frowning father. "When was the last time you just made out with Mom, Dad?" he asked. "When did you last kiss her sweet neck and run your hands over her gorgeous body?" His hands slid upwards to cup my breasts through the gown. I felt my skin burn as I felt my husband's eyes staring at his wife and son."
Looking like he didn't want to answer the question, but unable to resist, Paul replied, "I...I don't remember."
John sighed. "You need to be loving Mom up more, Dad. You won't believe how wet it makes her when you just run your tongue along the nape of her neck." He did exactly that and a little groan slipped from my lips. John chuckled and I felt his hands slid around my waist again, undoing the simple knot of my robe's belt. His hands slipped inside and pulled the robe wide, exposing my naked flesh underneath. "Check out this hot body, Dad. Isn't Mom sexy?" My son drew the robe back over my shoulders and then off my arms and tossed it away to be completely forgotten.
John's hands slipped around my waist again, quickly sliding upwards to cup and squeeze my breasts and I sagged back against him, his touch making me weak in the knees. Paul was frowning and he shifted restlessly in his seat, his mouth working for a moment before he muttered, "She's your mother, John. She shouldn't be naked in front of you and you shouldn't be touching her like that."
"Well, maybe I wouldn't be if her husband was doing what he needed to do!" John shot back as he caressed my breasts, sliding fingers between my hard nipples and pinching them. "Mom likes how I touch her, don't you, Mom?"
"I love how our son touches me," I said in a thick voice. I wiggled myself against him, feeling his erection underneath his sweats rubbing against my ass cheeks.
John squinted his eyes at Paul and said, "Why aren't you hard, Dad? Don't you think Mom's sexy? She's got me as hard as a rock. Do you want to see?" Our son stepped to my side and took my hand and put it against the bulge in his sweat pants. "Do you want to see, Dad? Show him, Mom."
I turned and rubbed the bulge in his crotch and then glancing at Paul, I pulled John's sweats down, his cock catching me in the face as I squatted and helped John get free of his sweat pants altogether. Rising back up, I caught his big dick in my hand and kissed my way up his chest as he pulled his sweatshirt over his head and casually threw it away. Looking at my husband, I stroked our son's cock as I hissed, "Isn't our son something...such a fine, big dick on our little boy!" I stroked it over and over as I added, "Our son is hard for me...for his mother!"
Paul glowered at me, but didn't say anything. His expression told me he wasn't happy and I could detect jealously burning there. Suddenly emboldened, I squatted down and said, "And his mother loves sucking his fine cock!"
My husband gave a little squawk of surprise and John said, "Isn't she lovely! And she sucks cock so fine...but then you should know that." Our son shook his head and said, "I can't believe that when Mom offers to suck your dick, you don't scream, 'YES!' at the top of your lungs. Shit, Dad, I can't believe you aren't asking Mom to blow you every morning when you wake up and before you go to bed at night."
Paul's eyes were wide as he watched me wrap my lips around John's big cock and take him into my mouth – showing him how well I had learned to deep-throat over the last several weeks. "Hey-oh!" exclaimed John. "Looks like Dad kinda likes that!" I glanced over and to my surprise; Paul was getting erect, his small cock rising up from his gray hair like a small animal checking out its surroundings.
John pulled me to my feet, kissing me passionately and sloppily, making sure his father could see our tongues rolling and curling around each other and not caring if he could taste his own pre-cum on his mother's lips.
Our son broke the kiss and he now squatted at my side as I moved my legs further apart at his hands' direction. "Now, Dad...pay attention because we're getting to the heart of the matter..." He paused and grinned up at me. "Or maybe we should call it the cunt of the matter." His hand slid over my mound, slowly rubbing it while parting my labia to reveal how wet I truly was.
"Now, Dad...after you've necked with Mom a while and got naked and maybe she's sucked your little cock a bit, you should be returning the favor, getting Mom ready for a good dicking!" John spread my pussy lips with his fingers, showing my husband my pink, dripping wet flesh. "I can't believe that you've never done Mom the courtesy of licking her pussy even one fucking time in twenty-seven years!"
"That's nasty," Paul intoned immediately.
"No, it's not, Dad," replied John. "Mom has one of the sweetest tasting pussies I've ever eaten and I've eaten a lot. Now watch and learn!" Our son turned and slipped his tongue into my spread flesh, lacing his meaty probe the length of my wet slit, ending it only after he rolled his tongue over my already swollen clitoris which had emerged from its hood.
I cried out in utter pleasure, scarcely believing it possible that John was licking me in front of his father. I cried out again as he swirled and danced his tongue over my labia before taking hold of one lip with his teeth ever so gently and then sucking on it. I had to reach out and steady myself on his shoulder. "Soooo fucking good!" I moaned, staring into my husband's eyes. "You can learn from our son, Paul...John knows how to please a woman."
Paul just pursed his lips like he was sucking on a sour lemon and shook his head. "Nasty," he said again.
"You're a fucking idiot, Dad," John retorted after taking one last loving lick of my wet pussy. Then I was moaned again as he deftly slipped two fingers inside me. "You won't even finger Mom, will you?" he asked skeptically. "You do know that even if your little dick won't rise to the occasion, a man can still please a woman...make her gush and scream till she passes out if only you know how to use that tongue and a couple of fingers?"
"Ohhhhhm yessss!" I crooned as our son stirred his fingers around inside my pussy, teasing the nooks and crannies, so knowledgeable now to my most sensitive spots. "Yesssss," I sighed as I felt him curl the fingers upwards, reminding me of the first time he'd touched me. With practiced ease, John found my G-spot and massaged it and I unleashed my first scream of the evening as I exploded with orgasmic delight, pussy juices gushing from my cunt to cover John's hand and splatter his face as he moved in to add his tongue to his incestuous assault on my motherly pussy.
One hand dug into my son's shoulder while the other was tangled in his hair, not wanting him to ever move as his fingers touched my most secret and precious places while his tongue rolled up and down my lips and had its way with my clitoris! I wavered in place, wondering how long I could keep standing as my orgasm took me to pieces.
"Shame on you, Dad for never giving Mom cause to scream like that," John exclaimed in a heated voice after letting his tongue leave my mound. "I should have grown up hearing Mom screaming out in pleasure damn near every night of my life and you never gave her this much pleasure with all the times you poked her with your little dick combined!"
John stood up and walked me backwards towards the bed, me staggering as his fingers remained inside me, doing as much to hold up as anything and making me continue to gush pussy juices over his hand. When the back of my knees hit the bed, I collapsed into a sitting puddle of still quivering flesh, my legs all akimbo as John finally and slowly slipped his fingers out of me, my juices dripping from his hand.
"Mom tastes so sweet, Dad," John said, shaking his head. "You're an idiot for not wanting to taste her everyday of your married life. Nasty? You've never even tasted Mom's sweet cunt, have you?" Our son strode across the room and without warning smeared my juices over his father's mouth.
Paul jerked back his head, but his mouth and chin were shiny with my wet creams. His arms struggled to raise up to wipe his mouth, but he was too well restrained. Finally, tentatively, his tongue emerged and ran along his lips. He made a face and tried to turn his head and wipe my juices off on his shoulder, but couldn't do it. "Tastes awful," he muttered, glaring at us.
John gave a sigh and said, "You're a fool, old man." He returned to me and bent over and kissed me, sharing the taste of my pussy with me. I had become quite fond of it, especially knowing how he'd obtained it and the pleasure his efforts had brought me. Looking back at Paul, our son said, "Your entire mission in life should be to make Mom happy, hearing her screams of pleasure echoing in your ears all the time." He rose up and brought his cock nearer to my face and recognizing my cue, I opened wide and took the head of his cock in my mouth, rolling my tongue over the firm, but spongy flesh, loving the feel of how he throbbed.
"You need to prime the pump, Dad. Make your woman all hot and bothered with your tongue and fingers – get her squirming and anxious for some hard cock. It's true...size doesn't matter," said John with a bit of a smile. "But, it doesn't hurt either."
Our son motioned me to move back onto the bed. "Now watch carefully, Dad. Some of this might surprise you, but the whole point of the lesson is to show you how to make love properly to Mom." He climbed up on the bed and grinned at Dad as he moved between my widespread legs. "Our goal is for you to learn how to make Mom scream. Just watch and learn." He leaned into me, the head of his cock slipping perfectly between my pussy lips as if he was born to do this...and maybe he was.
John glanced at Paul whose eyes were opened so wide, I thought they might pop out of his head as he saw his son prepare to fuck his wife. "Don't worry if you can't see everything, Dad...before we get through, I expect Mom and me will fuck from every angle and position you could think of."
"No, you can't!" shouted Paul, but my husband's protests were drowned out by my own sudden screams as John sank his cock in me forcefully, mastering me with his wonderfully erection as he had for months. When I felt my son's hard penis was inside me, I was his...completely and willingly.
Paul rocked in his chair straining against his bonds as our son fucked me, his protests falling on deaf ears as John and I were totally consumed with each other – our bodies quickly moving into a mutual rhythm that was echoed by my cries of pleasure and John's pleased grunts of delight. I was a little surprised that during the infrequent moments that my husband entered my mind and I spared him a glance that despite his vocal objections and dismayed expressions, his cock stood tall and erect.
As promised, John led us on a tour de force of sexual positions spanning missionary to reverse cowgirl to side by side and doggie style – shifting positions every few minutes to provide Paul with various angles so he could see our son's cock slamming into my cunt and how I looked in the midst of orgasm.
I'd lost count of my orgasms and my voice was harsh from my cries and pleas for John to fuck me harder when he swung us around so that he was taking me from behind, the two of us facing Paul. Our son reached out and wrapped his fingers in my short hair and pulled my head up so my husband could see my expression as I moaned as John's short, brutal thrusts brought me closer and closer to another orgasm.
"Look at Mom...look at her expression, Dad," John said in gasping breaths. "In the twenty-seven years you've been married, have you ever seen her look so happy, so loved, so well fucked?" I could see over Paul's shoulder at my vanity mirror and look at myself, eyes hooded and slack-jawed with utter sexual bliss. Our son thrust deep in me, our bodies slapping wetly together and didn't withdraw, instead taking a loud and deep breath. "Do you smell that, Dad? That's Mom! That's Mom's wet pussy! This room should smell like this everyday after Mom has been fucked as she deserves! If you won't do it, I promise you, I will!"
John's words sent me over the edge and I began to howl as I came once again, more intensely than I had all evening, my pussy squeezing my son's cock and he bellowed and began shooting his hot semen into my womb. As I squalled with ecstatic pleasure, John growled harshly, "Listen to Mom...that's how you're supposed to make her feel! Mom has the sweetest, hottest pussy on the planet. Love her like she deserves!"
Paul made an odd squawking sound and suddenly exploded on his own, his seed shooting up weakly to splatter on the carpet and then on his thighs and crotch. As I gathered my wits together amidst the storm of incestuous pleasure, I raised my head and grinned wickedly at my husband. In a voice hoarse from screaming over being expertly fucked by our son, I gasped, "Did you cum because it excited you to watch me get fucked or because it was our son that was fucking me?"
John chuckled behind me as Paul fumbled for an answer. Finally, he shook his head and said almost too low to be heard, "I don't know." He stared at me with an odd expression. I could see the plainly disdainful frown he'd had so many times when I had begged him to be more open to bedroom play, struggling with what he'd just witnessed.
Before I could reply or ask him anything more, I had to moan as John slowly withdrew his still swollen cock from my battered pussy, evoking so much pleasure from my sensitive flesh; I just dropped my head to the mattress and whimpered with how sweet and right it felt. John reached out and taking me by the shoulders turned me around and guided my weak body to crawl upwards until we were cuddling naked against the headboard, our sweaty bodies bonding together, my thigh draped over his leg as I snuggled against him.
John and I stared down at Paul who was watching us with both disgust and envy. Finally, our son said, "Shame on you. This should be you, Dad, holding Mom in your arms and reveling in the wonderful sex you've just had. It should be you, Dad, but if you won't someone else will." John's voice deepened and he said sternly, "I will!"
I turned my head upwards to my son's face, his voice alone making me wet anew and kissed him, slipping my tongue into his mouth as I rested against him, our tongues languorously rolling over each other, allowing the kiss to roll on and on, pausing only to take a breath and say, "I love you," to each other while Paul glowered at us.
Finally, John looked at his father and said, "Watch your son and wife make out until you fall asleep and don't forget what you've learned, Dad. Remember how Mom should always be treated."
#
"CATHY!" Paul sat straight up in bed, his eyes wide in alarm. He was breathing heavily, his eyes wide with madness as he gazed around the room. It was Saturday morning, the sun streaming in through the windows so bright, I was able to read without the bedside light on. My husband was trembling as he stared at me and then slowly examined the room. He pulled the sleeves back on his pajamas and examined his unblemished wrists. His eyes lingered on the straight back chair parked in front of my vanity and then turned back to examine me.
I sat down the book I had been reading and said, "Paul? Are you okay...bad dreams?"
He reached out and pulled back the blankets, studying my bedclothes, a thin cotton gown with lace trim that while not exactly sexy wasn't quite hiding my better attributes. "Paul?" I asked again, reaching out to touch his hand.
Slowly, he nodded and said distantly, "Yeah...a bad, um, weird dream."
"Really," I asked, trying to sound concerned.
He nodded again and rubbed his jaw and then ran his fingers over his chin and lips that had been coated in my juices a few hours before. "Weird...weird dream." He looked around and asked, "What day is it?"
I laughed and said, "It's Saturday, honey." I glanced at the clock on the bedside table, "Almost nine o'clock."
Paul ran his hands over himself as if making sure he was all there. Then, rubbing his head and wincing a little, "Did I get drunk last night?"



I laughed again and said, "No...just a couple of drinks before bed. Paul, what's wrong. What on earth did you dream about last night?"
My husband's face darkened and he shook his head. "Nothing." In a lower tone, he muttered, "Kind of a dirty dream, I reckon."
I scooted over a little closer to him and put my hand on his thigh. "Really? Tell me about it!"
Paul shook his head violently and then winced. "Don't remember much."
"Tell me whatever," I replied. "Was I in it?"
Paul hesitated but then nodded and said, "Yes," his face getting redder.
I wiggled excitedly and said, "What where we doing?"
"I don't um...remember," he muttered, looking down at his lap.
"Well, did you wake up horny?" I replied. Tugging up the hem of my gown to reveal a lacy pair of French-cut bikini panties, I said in a breathy voice, "I hear making love is a great cure for a hangover."
Paul looked at my crotch for a long moment and I wondered if he would crawl between my legs and at least look for sign of his son's semen dripping from me. I dropped a hand between his legs and searched for his penis, feeling disappointed as I found it limp and nearly lifeless. "C'mon, baby," I urged him in a breathy voice. "It's been a while, you know."
I leaned in close to kiss him, managing to brush his lips before he pulled out. I gently squeezed his cock through his pajamas and I could see in his eyes that he was thinking of John and me. For a moment, I thought I felt his cock come to life, but then to my disappointment, my husband removed my hand from his crotch, almost as if he were brushing a bug away. "C'mon, Cathy, let's be acting our age. Besides, I have a ten o'clock tee-off with the guys.
I sat back, feeling actually disappointed at being rejected yet again. "People our age do fuck, you know!" I said matter of factly.
Paul frowned at my language and said, "Not right now, honey. Not right now." He began to edge out of the bed, waving his hand and saying, "Maybe tonight...not right now. There's too much going on, you know." He beat a hasty retreat to the bathroom and the shower, leaving me to sigh with despair.
John didn't seemed surprised when he called me from the lab later on in the morning. "Sorry, Mom...we tried." He tried to be encouraging. "Maybe Dad just needs to think about things for a bit, that's all."
"Maybe," I replied. "I don't think anything has changed."
"Well, you still have me, Mom," John said in a suggestive voice. "You can have me and my mouth, fingers and cock anytime you want!"
I sighed happily and said, "Yes, I know and thank God for you, son!"
Indeed, thank God that I did have a son who lusted for me since my husband's desires seemed to have been banked. Other than give John odd stares that evening, Paul showed no outward signs of being affected by our naughty little "lesson." He spurned an offer to make love again that evening, claiming to have worn himself out playing golf earlier.
I did a slow burn as he fell asleep and finally slipped from our bed to find our son downstairs watching an old Marx Brothers' movie on television. As my husband snored in our bed and Groucho and company carried on their zany antics, I rode my son's face while sucking his cock, happy and grateful to have such a loving child. There might have been a tear or two of disappointment amidst the tears of soul rendering passion and ecstasy as I orgasmed from John's loving tongue, but I was already consigning my marriage to oblivion.
As weeks progressed, John's feelings for me grew even as I let him get inside my heart and soul more with each passing day. It both troubled me and thrilled me that my son was spending more time with me than with any of his young girlfriends. I encouraged him to date and fuck Kelly and others, but more and more, John lingered about the house during his free time, his need to fuck me becoming nearly as great as my need for his wonderful tongue and cock.
I also grew angrier at Paul. As we walked through the ashes of a marriage, now more roommates than anything, it pissed me off that he had spurned me so. True, I should have felt guilt for cuckolding him with our son, but it was something that would have been inevitable. Perhaps not with John...I knew that he'd seized the opportunity that his father had provided in his neglect, but I knew in my heart that sooner or later, my needs would have forced me to seek relief from someone. I was just thrilled that it was someone I already loved unreservedly.
I also found myself getting tired of "hiding" our incestuous love around the house. Many was the time that I fumed waiting for Paul to leave the house or go to sleep so I could fall into our son's arms and experience his lips, tongue, fingers and cock. A little over a year after I first experienced the sweet pleasure my son offered, there came a warm spring day – the kind that makes your pulse race with renewed sexual desire that I knew for an absolute certainty that it was time to for all of us to move on with our lives. It wasn't fair to me or to John and it wasn't fair to Paul. He needed to face the fact that we were done and perhaps in the freedom that it would produce, he would find his own happiness, perhaps with someone new or perhaps alone.
I had arrived home before either my son or husband and I waited for both in the den, a glass of brandy in my hand just as when this had begun, but this time, I'd barely taken a sip, determined to be sober when I took action.
It was nearly five o'clock and I expected Paul to walk through the door at any second when I heard a car pull into the driveway. With no signaling horn, I knew my son had arrived home first, just as I had hoped. He came through the front door, tossing a book bag onto the floor and called out, "Mom....I'm home!"
"In here, baby," I called softly climbing to my feet. John came bounding into the den, pulling up short as he took in my appearance. I was dressed in a new outfit I'd bought a few days before.
John gave me a long once over and then let loose with a wolf whistle. I was wearing a strapless sundress with a thigh high hem. The neckline plunged in a sharp square shape, exposing my upper chest and the upper halves of my breasts. I had on three inch stiletto heels that accentuated my legs, making my calves appear even more toned and shapely. "Mom, you look gorgeous."
I grinned wickedly and began to slowly walk towards him. "Hot enough to make that big dick of yours stand up long and hard?"
John nodded and rubbing his crotch through his jeans, replied, "On your worst day, you'd make my cock hard, Mom!" I stepped into my son's arms and kissed him as I brushed his hand aside and began rubbing my palm up and down his crotch, thrilled to feel his penis grow and lengthen as our tongues darted and danced as we kissed.
I moaned appreciatively into John's mouth as I undid his belt and then deftly opened his jeans, allowing my hand to snake down under his underwear to wrap around his cock. I was pleased at how deftly I had gotten to my son's cock...months of practice paying off. Breaking the kiss, but with our lips hovering against each other, nearly brushing each other's mouths, I breathed huskily, "I want to suck your cock, son. Momma's hungry!"
I began pushing him backwards towards the sofa where he'd first gone down on me, ignoring his laughing protests that "Dad will be home soon, you know."
I shoved John down on the couch and squatted down between his legs, hissing, "I don't fucking much care, baby. I want to suck my son's cock now!" Roughly, I yanked at his jeans, pushing them and his sneakers off and tossing them helter-skelter behind me. My hand wrapped around my son's long, hard and thick penis as I said in a voice thick with desire, "I want to suck your cock, son and then I want you to cum on my face!"
With John's mild protests about his father coming home ringing in my ears, I wrapped my lips around the swollen head of his cock and rolled my tongue over the firm, but sponge-like flesh. I moaned approvingly as I tasted drops of precum oozing from his pee slit while my son moaned and reached out to run his fingers through my short, black hair.
The next several minutes passed in a lust induced fog as I showed off my newly learned cock sucking skills, marveling how at nearly forty-eight years old, I could deep-throat my son's big, long cock with relative ease. My eyes never left John's face, his eyes gleaming with love, desire and appreciation for his mother's loving and very personal attention. I reveled in the feel of my tongue rolling up and down his long, hard shaft and how his plum sized crown tasted so delicious as I whirled my tongue slowly around it. I took all of him inside my mouth and throat, air whistling shrilly through my nose as I swallowed all of him, inhaling the aroma of his crotch – sweat, sperm, piss and the pheromones of a horny young man.
Beneath my short skirt, riding high around my hips, I could feel the gusset of my slinky G-string becoming sopping wet as my own arousal grew with intensity. My ears were open, wondering how long it would be before I would hear the dripping of my own juices from my sodden panties. "Mom...this is...you're mouth is so fucking awesome!" John moaned again and again as I studiously sucked his cock, wary for any signs of his orgasm...slowing down whenever I thought he was nearing an explosion.
Then we both heard it – two short blasts of a car's horn and then John was laughing and serious at the same time, gasping, "Mom...it's Dad! Dad's home and he's gonna catch us!" His hands pushed at my head, but I was resolute and clamped my lips tight around his cock, brushing his flesh ever so carefully with my teeth to urge him to stop and subtly shaking my head to indicate that I didn't want or intended to stop.
So, that's how Paul found us, my husband coming through the front door and hearing noise in the den, following it to discover his son sitting on the couch, naked from the waist down with his wife's lips around the long, hard dick of their son. I was aware of him standing there in the doorway, turning my gaze from my son's stunned face to see Paul standing there gawping at us. I made sure that we made eye contact before I wordlessly returned to feverishly sucking John's cock, pointedly ignoring my husband for the present moment.
It was only when Paul took a step forward and bellowed, "What the hell is going on here?" that I paused and let our son's erect penis slip from between my lips.
"Exactly what it looks like, Paul," I said so vehemently that it checked his advance into the room. "I'm sucking our son's big, wonderful cock. I'm going to lick and suck John's cock until he cums all over his mommy's face!"
My husband's eyes went wide and he began to move forward again, his fists clenching at his sides as he said in a nearly a girlish squeak, "You fucking whore!"
I stopped him in his tracks with a finger pointed at him as I snapped back, "You're goddamn right, Paul. I'm John's whore and I love fucking and sucking him and him fucking and licking me and claiming me as his woman...something you don't know how to do anymore!"
My eyes on Paul, I ducked down and ran my tongue up the length of our son's cock as John muttered, "Fucking unbelievable, Mom." A quick glance at John revealed him smiling in disbelief at his mother in her rage and passion.
"I need a man to love me and fuck me and remind me every day that I'm a woman and you're just not up to the job, Paul so I belong to our son now. I'm his lover and whore and I love it!"
Paul worked up the nerve to take another step closer, his voice nearly strangled as he gasped, "I'll fucking kill the both of you!"
"You'll do no such fucking thing," I snarled. "You just stand there and watch how a man who loves his woman lets her suck his big dick." I resumed sucking John, never fearing for a moment that Paul would do anything other than watch us. I paused only for a moment to look at my husband one last time and say, "You can jack off if you like since I know watching me suck our son's cock makes you hard!"
John turned and looked at his father's crotch even as I resumed sucking his young and lovely penis, him laughing as he saw the tent rising in Paul's slacks. My husband moaned in a shamed voice, "It wasn't a goddamn dream."
I felt John's fingers running through my hair again, guiding me into a steady up and down movement on his erection, my lips slowly gliding around his pulsing shaft while my tongue rolled over his flesh hungrily. "Nope, it sure wasn't, Dad...it was us trying to work up some inspiration in you – to get you to treat Mom how she deserves, but it's your fucking loss, Dad." John's voice turned to iron as he said, "Mom belongs to me now, Dad. You'll never touch her again. I'm the only man who gets to fuck your wife!"
I convulsed with pleasure then, my cunt contracting in orgasm and then gushing pussy juice, flooding my panties and splattering loudly on the carpet as my son's words thrilled me – knowing that he had plainly claimed me as his own. I began sucking John harder, doing my best to reward him for challenging his father. I never felt more loved in my life.
My effort immediately paid off as John murmured, "I'm gonna cum, Mom!"
I let my son's cock slip from between my lips and I put my right hand around his long shaft and began stroking his saliva covered cock. "In my face, son! Cum in Mom's face and show your father how a real man cums!"
Paul and John both groaned simultaneously as my son's cock swelled in my hand and then began showering me in hot semen. Thick, steaming streamers of semen splattered against my face as John ejaculated again and again, splashing fresh sperm against my mouth and cheeks and forehead. I laughed crazily as I felt the warm, gooey fluid run down my face, my tongue searching for and scooping up globs of my son's sweet tasting spunk! As my son began to cum, so did his father, standing there shaking as a wet spot appeared in his slacks.
As John's ejaculations eased up – the last few splattering against the exposed portion of my chest and tickling down over and between my heaving breasts, I turned to look at my husband, proudly displaying a cum showered face as I exclaimed, "Now that's a man's cum, Paul! That's what a real man can inspire a woman to do. I dream of our son's cock and sperm day and night and he craves my pussy and mouth constantly! That's what I need, Paul...a man who loves to fuck me and give me his hot, delicious semen."
For emphasis, I brought both my hands to my face and brushed it over my skin to smear stringy gobs of semen over my mouth, hungrily and lewdly lapping it up from my palms and fingers while streamers of my son's seed dripped off my chin to splatter against my breasts, the whole time letting my husband see the fiery lust and love for John burn in my eyes.
The enormity of the moment almost overwhelmed me as I brought it to a finish. "I think we loved each other once, Paul," I began, my voice suddenly thick with emotion. "Maybe you still love me in your own way, but I need more...so much more than you can offer. You've made me feel bad about myself while our son makes me feel beautiful and sexy and desirable."
The room was thick with tension as a variety of emotions played across my husband's face. "You are still my wife, Cathy," he growled.
"In name only," I replied. "We've been roommates more than husband and wife for years...not even fuck buddies. I begged you for love...pleaded for it and you'd just tell me to act my age. Even when I do something crazy like setting it up so you might get inspired or at least jealous because of our son...you didn't follow up on the opportunity. I don't arouse you anymore...at least not unless you see me acting the slut with John."
I leaned against John's bare leg and shivered as he affectionately ran his fingers through my short, sweaty hair." I need more than you can offer me, Paul. I don't wish you any ill, but we're done. I belong to our son now...I'm his woman...his wife now." I raised my left hand, displaying my wedding ring smeared with John's seed and then worked it off my finger, our son's seed providing some lubrication to help it remove it once and forever.
I tossed it towards Paul even as I felt John move off the couch, his hands pushing me forward so that I had to shift to my hands and knees. "I fucking love you so much, Mom!" my son growled as I felt his hands pushing up my short dress and spreading my ass cheeks, and tugging my sopping wet G-string aside. I gasped as I felt his cock, still hard and big press against my cunt and then I gave a loud cry as John shoved his cock inside me.
"You fucking whore...I'll divorce you and expose what you are..." Paul snarled, but his voice lacked conviction.
"You'll do nothing of the sort, Dad," John said in a firm, calm voice, punctuated by his pelvis slapping against my ass as he speared me with his long cock again and again. "Mom's gonna divorce you quietly and you won't make a fuss. You know it and I know it." I didn't have to turn my head to see the sneer on his face...it was obvious in his voice. "You wouldn't ever be able to look anyone in this city in the eye again knowing that they know that your son stole your wife from you – that your son made your wife cum and moan like a whore when you couldn't get it up unless you were watching mother and son fuck." Our son drove his cock home and rolled his hips to make me scream to drive his point home.
Paul stood there, both appalled and aroused by what he was seeing. Struggling to speak between the explosions of carnal pleasure tearing me to pieces, I raised my hand and somehow moaned, "Our son is going to fuck me down here in the den for the next few hours. Stay and watch or leave, Paul, I don't care. You can stay in the guest room until we work things out, but when John and I go to bed tonight, I want your stuff out of the master bedroom. Our son is master now!"
"Oh yeah, Mom!" John laughed. "Tell Dad like it is!" I would have, but my son began banging me hard, fucking me fast and furious with that wonderful cock, showing his father one last time how to please a woman. As I screamed and clawed the carpet while John kept screwing me so masterfully, Paul stood and gazed at us in confused wonder for several minutes, but sometime between my first and second orgasm, he wandered off, leaving us to revel and lose ourselves in our incestuous delights.
Paul did stay for several nights in the guest room, usually gone before we rose in the morning and disappearing into his room in early evening, saying little to either of us. I know I should feel some shame and maybe even remorse at rubbing his face in his incestuous cuckolding with my nightly screams of orgasms, but I didn't. I could almost picture him, alone in the guest room, feverishly masturbating as he envisioned his wife and son locked in carnal lust.
The divorce, while a shock to all our friends and neighbors, was a quiet affair...granted for irreconcilable differences. I was generous in the settlement, keeping the house, but giving him almost all our savings and any possessions he wanted. Paul moved into an apartment downtown closer to his work, but within a year, requested and received a transfer to a city on the Eastern coast. I heard he remarried recently – a quiet woman he met in church. I hope he's happy. I hope for both their sakes that he learned how to make her happy.
John earned his doctorate and is moving steadily upwards in his department at the university where I still am the glue that holds the English department together and keeps it running smoothly. My son still lives at home with his mother, instructing me night and day in the art of making love and walking hand in hand with me in exploring the depths that a mother and son can share. At my son's insistence, we had a 'Vegas' wedding and I wear his wedding ring...a lovely gold thing with an Irish claddagh on it, symbolizing our love for each other. I insisted we have an open marriage, although I desire no other man and despite my age, John sees to have less and less interest in younger girls, although he still sees Kelly from time to time.



In the end, I have no regrets, feeling more loved, more fulfilled than I had ever dreamed was possible. In my son's arms, I have been instructed in possibilities of lust and love, instruction I will happily open my arms and legs and mind for until the end of time.
The End.
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I looked down at the card in my hand and then back to the four story brick building across the street from where I was parked. The large sign on the building matched the card. It read 'The Cameron Solution' above an odd calligraphic drawing of a bull. The illustration struck me as vaguely disturbing after studying it for a moment...the bull seemed ferocious and powerful with one too many legs. I glanced around. I was sitting in one of Atlanta's wealthier suburbs in the shopping district. A Filene's was situated to the right of the brick building and a Prada store resided on the opposite side. Well dressed individuals of both genders, predominantly white like myself, strolled the streets, some moving with purpose, others idly moving along, window shopping or pausing to enter popular and expensive stores.
As I sat there, working up the nerve to go in, I watched a middle-aged woman emerge, dressed in a power suit that went perfectly with her long reddish hair. She walked down the street with a smile that disturbed me nearly as much as the card's image.
I sat for a little while longer, recalling how the card came into my hand. Yesterday afternoon, my mother-in-law, Clarice had asked me to meet her at the country club for lunch. I'd been happy to meet with her. We had always had a good relationship since I'd married her son, Daniel and she was sort of a role model for me in how to act amongst Atlanta's old money aristocracy.
My own upbringing was middle class...Papa being a family doctor in a small, sleepy Alabama town. I'd met Daniel at the University of Georgia at a football rally for the Bulldogs. We'd both been freshman students and he was the most handsome boy I'd ever met. He was fascinated with my Nordic looks and we fell head over heels in love and were married two weeks after graduation.
David's family was serious old money...what some called the Bourbon aristocracy of the Old South. Dig deep enough into his family's past and it was something straight out of Gone with the Wind. They'd been one of the earliest families to settle in Georgia and established a massive plantation that had generated the family fortune. Unlike many in the South, David's great, great grandfather had foreseen the outcome of the Civil War and had converted much of their wealth to Yankee gold and hidden it away. In the war's aftermath, he'd bought up even more land and while he no longer had slaves, the family had long benefited from the toil and labor of their African-American workers.
Needless to say, we lived in a beautiful home that was just shy of what one could honestly call a mansion, our children -- two sons and a daughter -- went to the nicest private academies in Atlanta and we have lived a life of luxury. Daniel preferred that I not work and so I had focused on the children until they were all in school and then since have occupied much of my time with various charity organizations and getting deep into mastering both tennis and golf. Although, I didn't realize it when I arrived at the country club, it was those latter two activities that were about to land me in trouble with Clarice.
We'd had a lovely light lunch...the chef here prepared the most delicious salads. We'd just finished them and Clarice had ordered us each one of the club's special mint juleps when as the waiter left us, she turned to me and in a deadly, but low voice said, "Maddy, my dear, are you screwing around on Daniel?"
I felt my stomach do a nauseating flip and my skin burned as I gathered my wits together and stammered, "M-my Lord, Clarice! N-n-no! Where...where did you get such an idea?"
My mother-in-law glared at me and I felt like I might just wilt under her heated gaze. Finally, she replied, "Word is getting around that you're getting mighty friendly with Charlie Sims here."
My blush worsened and I could barely meet her steely gaze. Charlie Sims was the golf pro at the Country Club and I'd been working with him nearly a year on my amateur game. I liked golf quite a bit, but to be honest, I liked Charlie too. Despite his receding hairline, he was handsome with a buff body and a confidence that was...arousing. "Are you fucking Charlie Sims, Maddy?"
"No, I am not!" I replied, perhaps a little too loudly as my voice drew looks from nearby tables. I leaned in towards Clarice and said more softly. "Who told you such a thing?"
Clarice shook her head and said, "In the South, darling girl, amongst our kind, there are very few secrets." She reached out and placed a hand over mine. "A little bird tells me that you and Charlie Sims were getting quite friendly in the woods beyond the back nine, last week. Again, I want to know, have you fucked Charlie Sims?"
"No...I have not!" I hissed back, glancing around and hoping no one had heard my mother-in-law's accusation. If they had, they were doing a good job of minding their own business.
She pursued the matter like the best prosecutor. "Do you deny that you and he have been engaging in some naughty kissing, perhaps while he had a hand up your skirt?"
Again, my stomach did a flip-flop and I felt dizzy as I saw images of my marriage being flushed down the toilet race through my mind. I chose to tell Clarice the truth. "No, I don't. Charlie and I have...um, made out a couple of times." I slumped back in my seat. "Does Daniel know?"
Clarice threw her head back and laughed, "Lord, no. Daniel is like his father. Business and the Bulldogs consume his every waking moment. He'd starve to death if you didn't make him eat now and again." She grew serious as our waiter returned with our drinks. She was quiet until he'd left. She sipped at her julep and nodded approvingly before looking at me again and saying, "So, you swear you've not fucked Charlie or anyone else besides Daniel since you've been married?"
I nodded and replied, "I've came close with Charlie...thought about it a lot here lately, but no, I've never slept with anyone but Daniel. He was...is the only one."
My mother-in-law nodded and said, "I believe you, Maddy. Now...I want perfect honesty here. Hold nothing back. Isn't Daniel taking care of you in bed?"
I hesitated before I answered. How does one simply unload all one's bedroom secrets on the mother of one's husband? I couldn't face her as I replied and so I looked down at my lap as I said, "When we first got married, oh yes...Daniel was a wonderful lover and we couldn't seem to get enough of each other. But...as the years have passed and especially since the youngest was born, Daniel seems to have lost interest." I looked up at Clarice with tears in my eyes and said almost in a whisper, "It's like you just said, Daniel is more interested in business and the 'Dawgs' than in me. I beg him to make love and he just tells me he's tired or he's got a big day at the office tomorrow and I'm left hanging."
I paused and took a sip of my mint julep to steady myself before I continued. "I've begged him to take time off and the two of us get away...go someplace romantic with no cell phones or computers where we can make love without any interruptions." I gave out a heavy sigh. "He tells me he just can't make time and we're getting too old for that anyway." My voice began to rise up again. "Clarice...we're both just thirty-six years old!"
Clarice nodded and patted my hand. "I understand your frustration, Maddy, more than you can imagine. Daniel is like his father...like all the Cameron men. It must be genetic. It takes a corporate takeover or a Georgia championship to give them an erection."
I laughed at her somewhat bawdy remark and said, "You and David, too?"
She nodded and said, "I'm sorry to say that David and I haven't had sex more than say three times a year since...well, since that horny son of a bitch from Arkansas was president."
I was aghast at her words, both for how difficult it must have been all these years and for what it portended for my own future. "How could you stand it, Clarice? Not having sex all this time." I hesitated and then said, "Have you...do you have affairs?"
My mother-in-law looked at me with disdain. "Cameron women do not have affairs, Madelyn Cameron. This family has never tolerated even the slightest possibility of scandal. Our name has never been nor ever will be smeared with even rumors of such behavior."
The force of her voice rocked me back, almost stunning me into silence. I had always enjoyed sex. Even the night Daniel deflowered me had been wrought with pleasure. I loved fucking and I missed it something terrible. Day and night there was a fiery need burning between my legs that no amount of masturbation with my hand or toys had been able to appease. Clarice's words had the power of an imperial edict and I felt a shiver of fear ripple through me at what might be the consequences of violating such an edict might be. This might be the twenty-first century, but this was the Old South and the Cameron family was money and power with a reach that extended beyond Atlanta.
"What...how do you stand it, Clarice?" I asked meekly. "You strike me as someone who would appreciate sex, but if you aren't getting it from David and you're not having affairs." I reached out and downed most of my julep in one swallow. "How the hell do you stand never being made love to...to never having sex?"
Again, my mother-in-law surprised me by throwing back her head and laughing again, this time until her eyes were wet with tears. She signaled our waiter to bring us another round of drinks before returning that powerful gaze of hers on me and replying, "I said that Cameron women do not have affairs, Maddy. I never said we stopped having sex."
I shrugged in confusion and waited for her to continue. "Maddy, my dear girl, our story is as old as the Cameron family itself. Cameron men marry beautiful, passionate women and then proceed to lose interest in matters of the heart and of the flesh long before they reach middle age. They love their wives, but below the waist, something seems to die." I sighed in acknowledgement before she continued, "But Cameron women are also smart and since the end of the Civil War have made accommodations to both satisfy their own desires and to keep the family's name protected from dishonor."
Clarice reached down to her purse and brought from within it a small, crème colored business card. She slid it across the table to me. I picked it up and read aloud the words, "The Cameron Solution, established 1869," and then looked at the odd calligraphic sketch that appeared to be a bull with five legs. I looked up at my mother-in-law and said, "I'm not familiar with this...is it part of the family business?"
She found this curious and barked laughter, pausing again as our new mint juleps were brought to us. After our waiter had retreated, she said, "No, it is not part of Cameron Enterprises, but...in a way, it is family related. The Cameron family's relationship with "The Cameron Solution" dates back to Daniel's great, great grandmother, Valerie Cameron." Clarice smiled and said, "It was her solution to the Cameron women's chief problem...her way of making accommodations. You might say she helped to start it and we have been its greatest patron ever since.
"You keep saying it's an accommodation, Clarice. How?"
Clarice smiled slyly and sipped at her drink. "It is the solution to our need to be fucked, my dear."
I'm sure I looked like an idiot, staring at my mother-in-law with my mouth hanging open for a long moment before staring down at the card and then saying in a very low voice, "You mean its...a whore..." I paused and looked at her with some puzzlement. "A whorehouse for women to go and be...serviced?"
My husband's mother laughed at me again and shrugged her shoulders. "Whorehouse is such an ugly word for what services are provided there. I assure you that your needs will be met there...probably beyond your wildest expectations. And it is discrete." She reached over and drew the card back from me. After taking a pen from her purse, she turned the card over and wrote down an address.
"Clarice...you...do you still use these, um, accommodations?"
She smiled at me and said, "Darling, Maddy. I am only sixty-three years old and in the prime of health." She stuck her tongue out furtively and grinned. "Well, maybe I'm slowing down a little. I only average visiting two or three times a week these days."
She slid the card back to me and signaled our waiter that we were through.
After she had signed for the check and we were alone again, she let her look of amusement fall away as she said in that nearly scary tone again. "Cameron women do not have affairs, but we do make accommodations to be satisfied. It is a burden and a privilege of being married into the Cameron family. Our husbands are good men, but with different needs. Go visit this place, Maddy and see for yourself. I doubt you'll be disappointed. Rather, I think you'll learn some great and wonderful truths about yourself and I promise you, if you keep an open mind, you'll never regret it."
Clarice winked at me and stood up. Even at sixty-three years old, she was a lovely woman. Perfectly coiffed black hair streaked with gray, her breasts, albeit augmented, rode high on her chest. Her narrow waist gave way to a generous set of hips and her legs were shapely and trim. "I suspect I'll be running into you there very soon, darling." She smiled at me and winked a second time and said, "Enjoy," before walking away, never looking back but somehow demonstrating that most every male in the dining room had his eyes on her. I found it a bit odd to suddenly recognize in her a very obviously sexual being.
#
A car with an intentionally loud muffler, passed by, shaking me out of my reverie. I looked again at the brick building across the street from me and taking a deep breath climbed out of my car. I was wearing a summer dress, white with a blue floral print that swirled just above my knees and hugged my chest tight, drawing attention to my bountiful chest and to what I considered my best feature, my bare shoulders. I was wearing two inch heels that helped accentuate my toned and shapely calves and I had my nearly bone white hair wound up off my neck and held in place with an ivory comb.
Not sure about what to expect, I walked across the street, removing my sunglasses as I opened the door and stepped inside "The Cameron Solution."
A chime sounded sedately as I went inside. I saw a waiting area with several lush and expensive overstuffed leather chairs settled around a large glass coffee table. Beyond it was a reception desk, manned by a tall, thin African-American, a young man in his mid-twenties, wearing a dark blazer and tie with a crisp, ironed shirt. He looked up and smiled as I approached. "Good afternoon. Welcome to 'The Cameron Solution.' How can I help you today?"
I felt my skin blushing as I fumbled for a reply. "I'm Madelyn...um, Madelyn Cameron and I've come to see about...um, your services."
He gave me a brilliant and sincere smile as if I was instantly the most important person in existence. "Of course, we've been expecting you, Missus Cameron. Ms. Clarice called us and told us to be expecting you." He stood up and I realized he was very tall, towering over my five-foot eight frame. He pressed a button on an intercom and said authoritatively, "This is Stephen at the desk, Madelyn Cameron has arrived. I'm bringing her up to..." he glanced at a computer screen before finishing, "Suite B." He gestured towards an elevator beyond his desk and said, "Please, ma'am, follow me."
As we approached the elevator another young man, also African American and dressed in the same clothes, emerged from an anteroom and nodded at us, saying in a deep, rumbling voice, "Stephen...Ma'am." He passed us and took over at the desk. I glanced back at him curiously. He wasn't as tall as Stephen, but broader in the shoulders and I had a sudden and shocking urge to see how his ass looked on those tailored slacks.
Stephen ushered me into the elevator and pushed a button. He smiled at me as the elevator smoothly but slowly began to move. "Have you been fully briefed on 'The Cameron Solution' Missus Cameron?"
I smiled weakly, feeling my already red face burning brighter. "Ah, no...I'm not sure how things work. I mean do I...I should I pay at the..."
Stephen held up his hand and replied, "Everything will be explained, ma'am. Don't be nervous...this is going to be one of the best days of your life." The way he smiled down at me as he spoke nearly unnerved me to the point I was ready to run away. I felt like he was literally undressing me with his eyes and that both frightened me and made me very wet between my thighs.
I must confess that while I always felt that I harbored no prejudices against blacks, I had had very few experiences with them in all my years. In my hometown, blacks and whites had generally stayed apart...legal wrangling had kept desegregation from really materializing in school and I had not had any black friends in my youth. The same could be said for college...I hung with the middling wealthy white students until I met Daniel and then I ran with the very exclusive white rich kids until we graduated. Since then, we had basically hung with the Old South gentry and the color lines, while never referred to, were very strictly enforced.
To my shame I will confess that I had entertained fantasies about having a black man and I recalled many giggling sessions with friends at slumber parties as we had discussed certain myths about the prowess and size of black men. I felt awkward, embarrassed and aroused by being this close to a black man...probably the first African American I had been around other than waiters or store clerks since college.
I rode silently with Stephen until the elevator car stopped, the doors opened and we stepped out into a broad hall, another young black man behind another desk who nodded and said, "Missus Cameron. We're honored to have you here." He nodded to a door with a small 'B' on it and said, "Stephen, Zachary is already waiting in Suite B."
Stephen walked me to the door, opened it for me and beckoned me to enter. "Enjoy yourself, Missus Cameron. I look forward to seeing you again."
I stopped midway through the door, a little surprised. "You're leaving?" I said, not sure if I was disappointed or not.
Stephen laughed and touched me on the arm gently, sending a little thrill racing through me. "Yes, Missus Cameron. Ms Clarice made a special request for your first visit." He winked at me and added, "You're going to like Zachary just fine and well, you and I can get better acquainted another time."
Feeling a little confused, I nodded, trying to smile to indicate that I would like that even though I wasn't sure why I would want to. I stepped onto into what turned out to be a lavish suite like something you'd find in the best hotel in Atlanta. An expensive living room suite was laid out around a thick, luxurious rug. Beyond it was a real fireplace currently dormant, not surprising in the hot summer season. To the far right I could see a mammoth bed that dwarfed my king sized bed at home and through a door next to it, I saw a portion of what had to be a huge bathtub...maybe a hot tub.
"Good afternoon, Missus Cameron or do you prefer Madelyn?" I turned at the lush voice, not too long deepened into manhood and found a black Adonis standing at a wet bar, pouring himself a drink. He was maybe six foot-five and solidly built, muscles straining the seams of his expensive dress shirt. His hair was curly, but cut close with a broad nose and a friendly face. Although he was dressed, I imagined that there wasn't likely an ounce of fat on what I could see was a ripped body and again, I felt unexpected moisture blossoming between my legs.



"Uh, I mostly prefer Maddy," I replied.
He walked over, a drink in his left hand and offered me his hand. My hand disappeared inside his grasp and I gave an uncontrollable shiver. "I'm Zachary and I'm pleased to meet you, Maddy," he said, lowering his head as he raised my hand and kissed me like an old fashioned gentleman. Letting me go, he gestured towards the bar. "Would you care for a drink?"
Following him, I nodded and then said in almost a whisper, "Bourbon and water...maybe a double."
Zachary laughed and said, "Take a seat, Maddy." I climbed up onto a high bar chair, very much aware that suddenly I was showing off a great deal of leg which Zachary did not try to disguise looking at. He put my drink together and handed it to me and then moved to stand uncomfortably close. I took a big gulp of my drink and then tried not to choke as the good bourbon burned its way down. "Are you nervous, Maddy?" he said in a softer voice.
I giggled briefly, as I suddenly felt like a silly school girl and said in a high voice, "Oh, a little!"
Zachary reached out and put his hand on my waist, a few inches below my breasts. "You don't need to be, Maddy." He chuckled for a second and then said, "Well, maybe you should be." He looked into my eyes and said, "What do you think we're going to do here today, darling."
I cannot imagine how mortified I must have looked when I replied in that same high voice as before, "Uh...we're going to have sex?"
Zachary laughed as his hand suddenly slipped upwards to cup my large breast through my dress and bra, his hand so large that he could nearly cover it with the span of his fingers. "No, Maddy," he replied as he began massaging and kneading my breast.
I could barely breathe as I squeaked, "No?"
Zachary leaned in kissed me on the cheek before I felt his lips brushing the lobe of my ear. "We're not going to have sex, Maddy. We're going to fuck. I'm going to fuck you until you scream for mercy and then I'm going to fuck you some more!"
"Oh my gawd!" I moaned, my accent slipping out as I felt his other hand come to rest on my bare thigh.
"Do you like the sound of that, Maddy? Do you like the idea of being fucked by a black man like you've never been fucked before?"
I felt a gush of wetness between my legs as I suddenly had a quick glimpse of my future race through my mind...this man...this black man atop me, both of us naked, his dark skin contrasting with my pale skin and my head thrown back in either ecstasy or pain or maybe both. When I didn't reply, Zachary took his hand from my breast and found my free hand and guided it to his crotch. I groaned as I felt something long there...something long and very, very big.
The black man's lips again brushed against my ear as he said, "And I'm not even completely hard yet, Maddy!"
A groan slipped past my lips and I looked up into his big brown eyes and whispered in both fear and awe, "Really?
He chuckled and said, "Really, darling. Would you like to see?"
I nodded, amazed at myself. Zachary took my drink and set it on the bar and then said, "Let's go over to the couch where you'll be more comfortable." I let him take me by the hand and lead me over to the living area, my legs so wobbly I could barely stand up.
I could feel my pussy juices running down my leg, so sodden were my panties. I could hear my father's disapproving tone in my mind, "Maddy Gelborn...fooling around with a negro. I am so ashamed of you!" The truth was, I did feel a bit ashamed, but I also knew I had to see Zachary's penis. Maybe I was about to cross the line from frustrated housewife to whore, but I was suddenly consumed with the need to see his cock hard.
I sat down on the firm leather cushion and Zachary stood in front of me. I sat with my knees together just as a proper woman should do, but Zachary smirked and nudged them apart, exposing more of my thighs as the hem rose and then he stepped between my knees and looked down at me. He smiled approvingly as I reached out tentatively and pressed the palm of my hand against his crotch again. "Go ahead, Maddy, take my pants off," he said in a commanding tone. His rich voice alone with that forceful attitude made me quiver with delight and I was a little surprised to see how quickly I obeyed, my hands shaking as I fumbled with his belt and then undid the buttons on his tailored slacks.
His pants slid down to his ankles to reveal that he was wearing white briefs that contrasted with the dark chocolate color of his skin. Beneath the white cotton fabric was the shadow of something big and dark. Zachary ran a finger down the side of my face and over my lips as he said, "Go on now, girl...Don't be making me wait."
His tone was more insistent now and his language and demeanor seemed to be...I don't know what to properly describe it...more black and less polite. In any case, I murmured, "Yes, Zachary," and I reached out and tugged down his underwear and then gasped as his cock sprung free...semi-erect, and slapped me in the face, the massive swollen plum shaped head sliding over my lips and chin to hang there just below my face. For a long minute, I just sat there and stared in shock and surprise. Even with all the teenage giggling stories of how black men were "blessed" I had not expected to see so much cock on a man.
"You're beautiful," I whispered, reaching out finally to take it in my hand. I could barely get my fingers around it and I could feel it growing in my grasp even as I slowly stroked it. I brought my other hand up and began to masturbate him, anxious to see how big it would become.
"Yeah, Maddy, that's right...get him all big and angry," Zachary purred. "I imagine your husband doesn't have anything like that hanging between his legs."
A memory of a younger Daniel and me actually measuring his cock swam up into my befuddled mind. Daniel's penis was just short of six inches when erect and I had greatly enjoyed his cock, but this...this was a monster compared to Daniel's...much longer and much thicker. "No," I whispered. "He's...tiny compared to you."
Zachary liked that, chuckling as his fingers wormed their way into my hair bun and then gently forcing my head forward. "I bet you want to taste it, don't you, Maddy? White girl sees a black cock for the first time, she wonder how it tastes. Go ahead, baby, give it a lick."
My lips kissed the firm, but spongy head of his cock and I couldn't help but flick my tongue out, tasting him. I'd sucked Daniel's cock many times and wasn't surprised that Zachary tasted of piss and sweat and that unique male something...but I was taken aback by how much intense the flavor was with Zachary, almost as if he was more man than my husband. I moaned a little as a teeny orgasm detonated between my thighs as I realized that my mouth was on a black man's cock.
As my nipples hardened into long, hard nubs, pressing against my bra, I slid Zachary's cock against my cheek, down until I could lash his huge testicles with my tongue, feeling the wiry hair there against my wet fleshy probe, before I slowly ran my tongue up the long length of his shaft and swirled it around his swollen cock head. I looked up at him with my Nordic blue eyes and moaned, "Please, may I suck your cock, Zachary."
He smiled and said, "Oh, I like that...please...yeah, I like that a lot. Go ahead, Maddy, you may suck my big black dick all you want." I moaned happily and opened my mouth wide, somehow wrapping my lips around the end of his penis and taking it inside, my tongue barely having enough room to work what I fervently hoped was some pleasurable magic on this black man's penis.
My tongue moved feverishly about as I sucked and licked and slurped at his cock, getting it wet and slick with my saliva, making his dark meat shiny and slippery. I let him slip from my lips as I showed his cock with kisses and licks before taking him back inside my mouth. I had mastered deep-throating my husband before we were even married, but now as I tried to show off my skills as a cocksucker, I knew I was in trouble.
I worked him into my mouth, first getting a little distance as I ran the crown of his penis along the inside of my cheek and then trying to swallow as much as I could of him down my throat. Maybe six or seven inches moved past my lips before I began to gag, his big dick clogging my throat. I could feel him laughing as I pulled back, coughing, but determined to go again, repeating my efforts to swallow as much of his cock as possible. It was overwhelming to realize that he was so big and so long that I couldn't pull it off and for some reason, I wanted to do it...not just to prove I could, but to please Zachary.
As I worked his cock, Zackary was playing with my hair and although distracted, I felt him pull the comb from my hair and heard it clatter on the coffee table nearby. He ran his black fingers through my platinum blonde hair, shaking out the long strands that fell to my shoulders and then gathering them up in his hands. "You have a sweet mouth, Maddy," he said softly. "I just have to fuck that sweet, white bitch mouth!"
He gathered up my long tresses in both hands and used them for leverage and to keep my head in place as he suddenly began thrusting his cock in and out of my mouth, making me helpless to resist, plunging his cock into my throat until he could hear me gurgle and gag and withdraw only to do it again.
He made it clear he was in charge and even as he would force his cock into my mouth until he would go no further and then work his hips around and push forward as if trying to force more of his erect penis down my throat while my hands fluttered and clawed at his midsection and I choked and gagged. It was uncomfortable, yet arousing...as if he was raping me orally. Another small orgasm exploded deep inside me as I comprehended that I liked being treated like a possession by this young, black man.
Finally, he withdrew his cock from my mouth, strands of my saliva hanging off his magnificent shaft and head and even as I coughed and gasped for air, I couldn't help but look up at him, loving that amused and masterful grin on his face and moan, "Please, Zachary. Fuck me. Fuck me now!"
He laughed and said, "Well, Maddy...not sure you're ready yet." He pulled me to my feet and said, "Take off my shirt, girl." I quickly obeyed, nearly ripping the buttons off his dress shirt to get him naked. While I worked, his hands roamed over my body, cupping and squeezing my breasts while he murmured, "I like your titties, Maddy!" and then pulling me to him while his hands roamed down my back and pawed at my ass cheeks. The entire time, his long, hard cock probed against my abdomen, seeking a way past my summer dress.
With his shirt off, I ran my hands over his smooth, dark skin, kissing his chest and smelling his scent which my body seemed to instinctively respond to. Then I felt his hand slip under my dress and palm the crotch of my panties. "Mmmm, my Maddy's a little excited," he chuckled as his fingers pulled my gusset to one side and then I let out a cry as two of his fingers ran up and down my lower lips and then pushed inside me.
"You're wet, Maddy," he whispered, leaning down and kissing me. His tongue seemed as extra big as his cock, forcing its way into my mouth and immediately taking my tongue prisoner. I melted into his embrace, his fingers inside me practically holding me up as they swirled inside my wet pussy.
He pulled his fingers out and held them up between us as he broke the kiss. "You're wet, but I don't know if you're wet enough for what I got for you." He shocked me by smearing my own juices across my lips. "But, I think I can get you there. Sit down, bitch!" He shoved me back down roughly on the couch and I found myself sprawled out, legs wide and the hem of my dress nearly up around my crotch. In a relaxed, confident move, Zachary was suddenly kneeling between my legs, his long, strong fingers sliding up my bare thighs.
"Not going to need these any more," he said as he tugged my panties off and flung them away. "I was you, I wouldn't even bother wearing panties when you come visiting 'The Cameron Solution.'" He flipped the hem of my dress up onto my stomach and grinned hungrily. "Now, Maddy, that is one fine pussy!" he said as he ran a hand over my cunt, fingers sliding up over and between my swollen, plump labia and through the thick thatch of ash blonde pubic hair that I kept trimmed in a neat rectangle.
Zachary leaned in, his nostrils flaring as he inhaled and then said, "Nothing like the smell of white pussy wet for a block cock!" His hands slipped under me, cupping my ass cheeks and then lifting me up as he brought his mouth to my cunt and I cried out in surprise and delight as he mashed his face between my legs! Daniel, in our younger years had occasionally eaten my pussy and I loved the sensation of a mouth and tongue on me, but like the rest of our love life, that was something that was long past. Now, I had a young African-American male licking my pussy and doing it enthusiastically!
As his long, thick tongue lashed my wet flesh and assaulting my swollen clitoris, I went off like a bottle rocket, exploding into orgasm without any warning. I bucked my pelvis upwards, trying to give Zachary more access to my gushing pussy, his noises of slurping up my flood of juices sounding so lewd and arousing to my ears, adding fire to the burning fury of my orgasm.
I screamed as a storm of ecstasy exploded in my pussy and raced though my body as I had an orgasm stronger than any I had experienced in a long, long time. My heart seemed to be about to burst through my chest as I arched my back and squirmed my crotch against Zachary's face, both delighted and stunned that I was finding such intense pleasure with someone besides my husband and that it was with a black man to boot. I was sure that it was the old fashioned taboo of a well to do southern white girl, raised to keep a respectable distance between myself and a black man that made my sexual delight unlike anything I had ever experienced.
On top of that, my enthusiastic black man was very talented with his tongue and mouth, licking and sucking and finding all my secret special places without any difficulty at all. My orgasm had scarcely begun to wane when I felt his tongue broaden and flatten as it run upwards over my slick labia and over the wrinkled folds of my cunt and assault my swollen and throbbing clitoris and I literally climbed up on Zachary's face as it seemed like his tongue was a long, fleshy carpet sliding over my almost bursting pleasure nub.
He seemed to like that and his fingers dug into my ass cheeks and lifted me up, my legs sliding over his broad, muscled shoulders while I arched my back and seemed to hover in the air, my hands clawing at his head while he feverishly licked and sucked my cunt.
As my second orgasm peaked and I slowly slid down from a high peak of perfect pleasure, my young black man sat me back down and rose up, his dark face shiny with my juices. He reached out and roughly yanked my dress over my head and cast it away. He reached for my half bra, but I tore it off and flung it away, freeing my meaty, but still firm breasts.
Zachary ran his tongue over his lips and grinned as he again reached for me. "Maddy, I reckon you're wet enough to try and take my black cock now," he growled as he lithely climbed to his feet, pulling me back up into a sitting position. "Suck me a little more, bitch. Get my big, bad black dick as hard as it can be."
I yielded to his demands and immediately got my mouth around the head of his penis and began sucking, my hands stroking the long shaft, feeling it throb with his strength and youthful vigor. I sucked him for maybe a minute before he shoved his cock deep into my mouth and then yanked me up by the hair of my head. "Let's go, Maddy!" he commanded. "Time for this white slut to get what she always dreamed about."
I suddenly was walking bent over, my mouth filled with black cock as he walked backwards, leading us into the bedroom. Pulling on my hair, he freed himself from my mouth and then threw me onto the bed. His strength was a little scary, but also very arousing and I clawed at the sheets as I spread my legs and drew my knees back, trying to offer my cunt to him as lewdly as possible as I cried, "Fuck me, Zachary...show me what a black cock can do!"
He laughed as he climbed onto the bed, the black skin of his erect and enormous cock gleaming with my spit. "Oh, I'll show you, Maddy," he said with both amusement and lust in his voice, "I'll show you why little white bitches just cream themselves when they even think about black cock!"
Zachary was between my legs and leaning in, the head of his penis pressing against my kissing labia and he looked down at me and as he pressed into me, hissed, "I'm gonna change your life, Maddy!"
I felt the pressure of the tip of his penis and then my labia were being spread and then I screamed as I felt him thrust inside me...two, maybe three inches and felt both pain and pleasure as I felt my womb being spread apart. It hurt and it felt good. As he pulled back a little and pushed again, getting at least four inches of his thick dick inside me, I had a sudden flashback to the last time I gave childbirth and while I was nowhere close to being opened that much, there were hints of that pain and of undreamt pleasure.
"Fuck...so-so fucking big!" I moaned as I felt his thrust inside me again, parting and spreading my flesh and I suddenly realized he was in virgin territory, deeper inside me than my husband had ever been. The sheer realization of that astounding fact along with the sensation of cock actually touching me where I'd never been touched before made me dizzy with ecstasy while I clawed at his chest.
"Oh yeah, Maddy, you like that don't you?" Zachary whispered as he thrust even deeper, his dark, muscled body settling down atop me, preparing to thrust even as he kissed me with his still wet and sticky mouth, sharing my own pussy juices with me even as I bathed his mammoth penis in a fresh flood of hot cream.
I cried into his mouth as I felt him thrust yet again, my head reeling as I wondered how much cock was inside me, pushing deep and stretching me out. He thrust again and pain and pleasure fought for dominance as I felt like I was about to be split in two. "F-fuck me, please. Love you...love your c-cock," I whimpered as the kiss ended.
Zachary kissed my mouth and then planted little kisses on my face before nuzzling my neck. He rose up on his arms like he was doing pushups and looked down between our bodies, my blue eyes following the gaze of his brown ones to see where his enormous cock was buried in me. "Mmmm, you must love my cock, you done 'bout taken it all, Maddy," he said after pausing to kiss my rolling breasts and biting my swollen nipples.
He thrust into me again and I was again swept up by orgasm, bucking against him and finally timing it right to meet his thrusts with my pelvis, whimpering, "Ow, ow," and trying to ignore the pain and embrace the pleasure. Then I sobbed as I felt his pubic hairs scraping my bare flesh as we hunched together and eliminated any exposed gap between his cock and my pussy. I felt crammed full of pulsating meat and recognized that in one sense it was extremely uncomfortable, but also reveling in being so full of cock and somehow having been able to take all of the young black man inside me.
Zachary ground his crotch against mine and leaned down and whispered in my ear, "What do you think your little hubby would say if he knew his white wife had almost fourteen inches of black bull cock inside her tight pussy?"
His lewd words spurred my pleasure higher even as I laughed hysterically between sobs as I suddenly realized why the card and sign of Cameron Solution's bull had five legs...or rather, four legs and a huge cock! "Don't. Care. What. He. Would. Say. Just. FUCK. ME!" I managed to stammer out, hunching myself against him, wanting this young black man with the big dick to feed that long, thick thing to me again and again.



My new lover just laughed and replied, "Yes, Ma'am. My pleasure, Maddy!" Zachary began fucking me then, not extremely fast, but as swiftly as he could worm his big dick in and out of my stuffed cunt, quickly finding exactly how deep he could drive into me for the most pleasure and the least pain. I abandoned myself to the tempest of carnal delight then, letting him pound his cock into me, able to only grunt and squeal each time he slammed his body into me, a willing but helpless victim to his wonderful assault.
I don't know how many times I had made love or just fucked my husband, but this surpassed every experience I had ever known. It was only as my black lover fucked me with his lovely cock, kissing me and leaving bite marks on my neck, nearly drawing blood when he bit the swollen nipple of my right breast, that I truly understood the meaning of the word 'taken.' Zachary took me and claimed me as his own. As I writhed under his erotic assault, I would have said or done anything so long as it would have extended the awesome pleasure of his cock burying itself inside me again and again. In that sweet and taboo moment, I would have divorced my husband, sold my children and fucked a thousand dogs if it meant another single minute of being fucked by my young black man.
Our bodies slapped wetly together as we both worked hard, both of us serious in sustaining the moment as long as we could. I could see in the way his mouth hung open and the way he would again and again close his eyes as if savoring something sweet and delicious that he was taking pleasure from this nearly as much as I was. In his big, brown eyes I could see my face reflected, slack-jawed and eyes nearly glazed as I experienced cock and ecstasy unlike ever before. My white blonde hair was wild and tangled, plastered wetly against my forehead...I looked like the black-cock slut I knew I had just become.
As Zachary plowed into my cunt again and again, I looked down at us, thrilling at the absolute contrast between my white skin and his black skin. It thrilled me and frightened me at how violating such an age old taboo created so much pleasure inside me. I instinctively knew that while much of my pleasure came solely from his massive black spear, there was also much pure pleasure coming from the fact that Doctor Gelborn's sweet little white daughter was fucking a healthy, well endowed black man. Adding to that was the thought that my husband, born into the 'Bourbon' white elite was being cuckolded by a black bull!
Zachary's breath became more ragged and as I climbed towards another orgasm, he said, "You ready for some black man's sperm, Maddy? Gonna fill you, up, you hot bitch!" He increased the speed of his thrusts and then with a roar, he plunged deep inside me, nearly taking my breath away and then full as I was of cock, I screamed and climaxed as suddenly I felt his cock head swell and then begin to flood me with hot semen!"
I clawed at his back and my legs rose up and tightened around his ass as he grunted and pumped me full of his seed, my orgasm exploding with frightening intensity as I realized that my cunt was being filled with the semen of an African American man and that I loved how he and his cock and his hot sperm felt inside me.
My body seemed to be burning, the flames fueled by my orgasm and I sobbed and squirmed underneath Zachary's strong body as he thrust into me again and again, the pleasure growing stronger inside me until I couldn't seem to breathe and my head grew light and then I was lost amidst pure ecstasy...having an out of body experience as I seemed to be writhing in mid-air, looking down to see myself underneath that beautiful black body, an expression of absolute heavenly pleasure on my face while my white limbs scrabbled about around his perspiring black form.
If pleasure has a color, it seemed to me to be same as the black shade of Zachary's cock as I was consumed by it for an eternity, only returning to the world as he slowly snaked his still erect penis from my battered and throbbing and very well fucked pussy. "That was...wonderful," I gasped and then I began to cry, sobbing great heaves as the enormity of what we'd done, the pleasure that it had produced and the reality that I had fucked a black man and loved it, overwhelmed me.
Zachary took me into his arms and held me, letting me cry it until it all seemed to sort itself out -- processing the experience of such sweet pleasure after being so long ignored and having violated so many societal taboos I'd been taught practically since birth and just the intensity of making love with Zachary.
As my sobs faded, I realized how safe and possessed I felt in the young black man's arms. I nuzzled his smooth, muscled chest and said, "Thank you,"
Zachary kissed the top of my head and said, "You are very much welcome, Maddy. It was my pleasure to please you so well."
"That you did, sir," I purred as I looked up at him. "You were something and this..." I reached down and stroked his semi-erect cock, which coated with the thick, whitish fluids of my cunt and his sperm, was still an awe inspiring sight. "This cock is magnificent."
"Yes, I've been blessed." His fingers ran over my arm, sending shivers through me. "You're a passionate lover too, Maddy. Your husband is a very lucky man."
I snorted and rolled my eyes. "You wouldn't know it from how little attention he pays me."
His hand came down from my shoulder to cup and gently caress my breast as his thumb played over my still swollen and sensitive nipple. "Well, Maddy, We are always ready and willing to take care of your needs here at 'The Cameron Solution.'"
"Oh yeah," I sighed. "I am definitely sold on this place." Something was niggling at the back of my mind and I looked up at Zachary and said, "I know this sounds stupid, but when we were...fucking, you sounded different...more, um..."
"Black?" offered Zachary. "Yes, I tend to slip into that street black voice -- most of our clients like that trash talk." He placed a finger under my chin and tilted my face so he could look into my eyes. "Be honest now, did talking like that turn you on, Maddy?"
I felt my cheeks burn as I replied, "Does it make me racist if I say yes?"
"No," Zachary chuckled. "I reckon not. I think a lot of white women, especially those with little contact with Black men have a secret kink to fuck a black man...crossing the taboo line and all and I think a lot of white women with those yearnings also like to play the submissive...helpless woman being fucked by a domineering black man."
My face reddened more as I realized that what he said was absolutely true. I had never dreamed that being taken by an African American male like he had just done would arouse me so much. "So, I'm not racist so much as kinky?" I said, slowly stroking his sticky cock.
Zachary nodded and said, "And horny, Maddy...very, very horny, I think."
I shivered and whispered, "So...how much time do I have left?" Suddenly, I was wanting more of this young black man and his beautiful cock.
"All the time you want, Maddy. There is no time limit when it comes to treating you right."
"Can we..." I hesitated. "Zachary, will you please fuck me again."
He grinned and leaned in and kissed me, his tongue slipping into my mouth to overwhelm my tongue, taking his time as his hand tightened around my breast, pinching and pulling my nipple until I grunted with a mix of pleasure and pain. His other hand wrapped around my blonde hair and he suddenly jerked my head back, breaking the kiss. "Bitch, you want me to fuck you again, you got some cleaning to do. Suck that big ol' dick of mine and get me hard again."
His words sent a thrill through me even though I knew...or believed he was just acting. Obediently, I slipped down between his legs and took hold of his thick penis and didn't think twice about licking him although I had never done that for Daniel who I'm sure would have found it repulsive. I don't know if I would have been sickened if my husband had made such a request, but I felt new wetness as Zachary's words aroused me anew.
I ran my tongue up his long shaft, gathering up semen and pussy cream to pool on my tongue. Once I had rolled my tongue over the young black man's cock, I showed him the juices on my tongue and then swallowed them, surprised at how much I liked the taste of our blended cum creams. Again and again, I licked his black cock, savoring our combined flavors and then I was sucking him again, rising up on my knees to try and get a better angle to again try and deep-throat his cock, but having little more success than before in taking more than seven inches while Zachary laughed at my efforts.
"That's it, you little white slut -- suck that black cock till you choke!" I felt Zachary's hand resting on my head and holding me in place as I tried to force more cock down my throat, gagging and choking as his massive penis closed off my throat, plugging it airtight. If being submissive to a black man was arousing me, I think dominating a white woman was exciting him as I felt his cock lengthen and thicken in my hand and in my mouth, swelling in my throat until he released me and I coughed and gasped for air while unable to take my eyes off his now long and erect cock, standing up straight in the air like some great obsidian obelisk rising up from his groin.
I looked at Zachary expectantly, wanting guidance and he obliged me by waggling his fingers at me in a come hither gesture. "C'mon, Maddy. You want this cock, its time you do some of the work. Climb on this big thing and fuck your black man."
"Oh yes," I gasped and I scrambled onto my feet, wobbling a little on the firm mattress in my heels. I straddled Zachary and he held out his hands to mine while I slowly squatted down on him. He released one hand so I could reach down and hold the head of his cock still until I could kiss the huge, black knob with my dripping wet labia.
"Omigod, you're so fucking big," I moaned as I lowered myself onto that big cock, feeling his thick meat spreading my already well fucked pussy. If nothing else, he feels bigger than the first time. Bolts of intense pleasure are already shattering me -- my body shaking, my leg muscles swelling with effort as I tried to control my descent onto that thick cock that was so incredibly long.
"Yeah, that's it, Maddy...you love it, don't you? "You gonna be a white whore for black cock, ain't you!" Zachary cooed, a mocking, amused grin on his face as he watched me squat on his erection. I'm sure I was quite the sight, my breasts quivering as my body shook, my cheeks puffed out as I gasped and grimaced from the intensity of my effort and the overwhelming sensation of impaling myself on his black spear.
I let out a cry that was a mixture of fear, pleasure and triumph as I felt my ass cheeks settle against his thighs and felt his pubic hair scratch against my wet, quivering flesh. I had somehow managed to get all his wonderful cock inside me again and it felt more incredible than I could have ever imagined.
Zachary caught me by surprise then by reaching up and taking hold of me by the waist and with a simple flex of his arm muscles, shoved me down tighter, his cock slipping deeper than I would have thought possible. I let out a scream as my feet slipped and I was straddling him on my knees and that drove Zachary's thick cock even deeper inside me, stretching and filling me and I screamed again while pain and pleasure competed for dominance between my legs.
Instinctively, I tried to rise up, but my sobs intensified as Zachary held on firmly to me, keeping his long, thick cock completely buried within me, his swollen and pulsing knob feeling like it was deep in my belly. Pain and pleasure seemed to blur, straddling some indefinable line of sensation that was carnal in nature, making me jerk and convulse atop his black cock swelling until it exploded inside me with a mammoth orgasm that rendered me helpless and I collapsed atop Zachary as his cock shifted with me as my ass rose up involuntarily.
My breasts flattened out against his strong, muscular chest and a remote part of me sensed his rapidly beating heart -- the only sign that betrayed his outward calm. As tears blurred my vision and I felt completely helpless as wave after wave of indescribable pleasure rocked me, Zachary began to move his hips that produced new ecstasy and new pain that only served to feed my hunger for more of him. I screamed myself hoarse as he slowly thrust upwards into my pussy and then unconsciously, I began to respond...female instinct taking over as I began to move with him -- a rolling fucking motion of our hips and groins, allowing our bestial side to take over and mate as creatures have done since the beginning of time.
When I had enough control over my body, I lifted my head and he craned his forward so we could kiss, tongues slobbering over each other and each other's lips, my fingers digging into his shoulders to act as leverage as I braced for each of his mind blowing thrusts and pushed back, my cunt unwilling to surrender more of his thick meat than necessary. Zachary grunted into my mouth approvingly as I regained some control over my pussy muscles and began intermittently to try and tighten around his cock, massaging and kissing his massive pole with my slick flesh as it slowly wormed itself back and forth.
Orgasm begat orgasm and I wondered how long my heart could withstand the intensity of being fucked by this black man. Finally, I was compelled to break our wet kiss, my body demanding I shift and I rose up into a sitting position, his long cock buried completely inside me and I lewdly rolled my hips as my hands slipped up my body to cup and squeeze my breasts while I howled my joy over unsuspected ecstasy.
Time seemed to stand still as I rode my lovely black man. I felt like I had achieved sexual nirvana -- nothing in my life to that point had ever prepared me for such carnal fulfillment. Orgasm after orgasm traveled through me and I wasn't even aware that our joined crotches were sopping wet with my juices as his massive cock literally forced my creams out around his massive prick.
At some point, I lost control of my body again, but Zachary held me up, his hands clamped around my breasts, supporting me as I became a rag doll, consumed by erotic pleasure impaled on that wonderful cock. It was all I could do to sob as I looked down at the massive black pole I was riding up and down on between loving, grateful glances at Zachary's kind and loving face.
Then without warning, Zachary grimaced as if in pain and then I was being filled with his hot semen, gushing inside me as if from a fire hose, so much I imagined it filling my entire body until his sizzling seed would gush out my mouth. My incredible orgasms somehow reached new highs as my womb was flooded with fiery sperm and I found myself unable to breath, so intense was my climax. "I LOVE FUCKING YOU!" I crooned in a strange sing-song voice as pleasure overwhelmed me, looking down at my young black man as dark spots popped up in my vision, managing to say in a softer voice, "I love your cock!" before everything went black.
I floated in utter darkness on a cloud of sweet pleasure, the only reminder of reality the steady thrum of Zachary's heartbeat, utterly content as I drifted in and out of consciouness. I'm not sure I dreamed, but eventually, I imagined that I was dining on nectar, a host of black men standing around me, naked and deliciously erect, offering me their erect penises, each dripping with sweet, earthy semen.
I awoke sucking Zachary's cock, my mouth tasting of the now familiar flavor of his sperm and my own juices. He was semi-erect and watching me as he sipped from a bottle of water. I bashfully rose up and said, "Hello."
Grinning, Zachary replied, "Hello yourself. Have a good nap?"
I nodded and said, "Oh yes! I feel splendid." The truth was I felt more relaxed than I had in a long time. My body ached in a way it always had after good sex with Daniel, but more so than ever before. He offered me his water and I drank from it, consciously trying to make my lips wrapping around the opening seem obscene as I watched him.
He shook his head and said, "I swear, Maddy. I wonder if you'll ever get enough."
I crawled up his body, handing him back his bottle as I kissed him on the lips, resting my naked body atop his, feeling his warm and strong body and loving it. "Lord, I hope not, Zachary!"
"Me too, girl, me too." He sighed and continued, "I suppose it's high time we discussed the business end of 'The Cameron Solution.'"
I sighed and said, "I suppose."
Following his lead, we both climbed off the bed, me walking a little bowlegged as I realized how sore my pussy was after being fucked so well. Zachary went to a closet and opening it up, pulled out a silk robe. "Put this on and we'll take a little stroll. I have somebody who wants to talk to you."
I looked at him curiously and maybe with a bit of concern because he winked at me and said, "It's nothing bad, Maddy. You might be a little surprised, but in the end, I think you'll be fine with the arrangement." I slipped on the silk bed robe which came only to just below my crotch and molded itself against my breasts, leaving little to the imagination. I ran my hand through the tangles of my head and glanced at a mirror. I looked like I'd just hopped out of bed after a night of intense lovemaking and might have went looking for my purse, but Zachary offered me his elbow and said, "You look lovely the way you are, Maddy."
We left our suite and I observed that there was a new man -- black of course, on station at the second floor desk. He smiled politely at me and Zachary and nodded and said, "Suite D...you timed it perfectly, I think."
Silently we moved down the room until we came to another door and opened it, entering another apartment much like the one we'd just been in. As the door closed behind us, I realized that there were already several occupants in the room and then I gasped as I processed what I was already seeing.
On a long sofa, a middle aged black man with just a hint of a paunch was having his erect penis sucked by a white woman who was lying on her side, one leg thrown up over the shoulder of a younger black man -- maybe Zachary's age or a little older who was slowly fucking her shaved cunt, his cock long and thick splaying wide apart her labia which were swollen and slick with arousal. When I gasped, the woman turned her gaze and tried to smile through a mouthful of black cock. My mother-in-law winked at me before returning her attention to the man she was orally pleasuring.
Zachary led me meekly to a seat opposite the carnal scene and pulled me close as we watched my husband's mother service and be served. Unashamedly, Clarice enthusiastically sucked that man's cock, lavishing it with care attention with her mouth and tongue. I gazed at her body with interest. My mother-in-law had taken care of herself and between her efforts and the best care money could buy, she looked nearly twenty years younger than her age of sixty-three.
The man fucking her turned and grinned. "I think Clarice likes being watched. Her pussy is gotten twice as hot and wet since y'all came in."
The older black man she was sucking on laughed and said, "Well, give it to her like she likes it, Hank. Fuck this white woman silly!"
Hank did just that, his pelvis shifting into high gear as he began to bang Clarice hard with his cock, their bodies slapping together wetly, allowing her pussy to make all sorts of lewd sucking noises as she tried to clasp his thrusting cock as he slipped in and out of her. My husband's mother made odd gobbling noises around the older man's black penis as she began to cum. Clarice looked at me with both confidence and bewildered delight as she began to quiver with pleasure, her leg draped over the young black man's shoulder kicking helplessly as she orgasmed.



He began to make grunting noises as he fucked my mother-in-law harder and then with a growl, he shoved his big black cock deep into her and his eyes closed as he began to come, his face a portrait of absolute pleasure.
Clarice's orgasm expanded as Hank filled her with his hot semen and she let out a scream as her lips slipped off the older man's cock, shouting, "YES! SHOVE THAT BIG BLACK COCK IN ME AND GIVE ME YOUR CU..." Her last words were cut off as suddenly the cock in her hand exploded with bursts of thick semen, splattering across her face, making her gasp and cough as a thick wad flew perfectly between her open lips.
I moaned as a little isolated orgasm of my own flowered between my legs, making me shiver as I pressed myself against Zachary. Never would I have imagined that I would ever be witness to my mother-in-law being pleasured by two black men, let alone seeing one of them cum in her face.
Both black men seemed to ejaculate for an eternity before finally they were spent. Hank pulled out of Clarice slowly, her pussy not wanting to release his long, black cock. I studied his cum covered penis, comparing it to Zachary's. I was positive that my black lover's cock was thicker, but I thought that Hank's was clearly longer which both boggled and aroused me.
When the older man stopped cumming, Clarice gave me an amused smile as semen dripped off her forehead, nose and chin. She unashamedly used fingers to scoop up blobs of sperm in places where her tongue could not reach and hungrily slurped them up. She looked up into the older man's face and grinned, "Delicious as usual, Samuel!"
He laughed and said, "A Cameron family trait, I reckon." Then he glanced over at me and said, "Madelyn, I am Samuel Cameron. It's a pleasure to finally meet you!"
Having scooped up most of the semen on her face, my mother-in-law sat up and smiled at me. "Well, darling, you look like you've enjoyed yourself today. You looked more relaxed than you have in years...or maybe I should say, you looked well fucked."
I giggled and replied, "Omigod, Clarice. I...you have no idea." I stopped and looked at my husband's mother, bracketed on either side by incredibly well hung black men. "Or, I reckon you do." I looked at Samuel and said, "Do you run 'The Cameron Solution', sir? This place is...wonderful!"
The older man stood up and walked over to me. He took my hand and kissed it in that gentlemanly, old fashioned way. "Thank you, Madelyn. I'm pleased you've enjoyed yourself so far." He glanced at Zachary and said, "I just knew my son would be to your liking."
I felt my mouth fall open in surprise. Zachary was his son? "Your...son, Zachary is...omigod, sir, he's an incredible lover!"
"Well, he was brought up right," replied Samuel. He has always known that he'll take over 'Cameron Solution' someday."
I was still stunned by this revelation and said, "Well, Mister Cameron, you raised him right." Embarrassed even as I spoke, "Zachary sure knows how to fuck and pleasure a woman!"
Clarice stood up, semen and her own juices glistening on her thighs as she sauntered over to us and placed a hand on Zachary's shoulder and said, "Well, Samuel shouldn't get all the credit. Zachary and I practiced quite a bit before he actually joined the company."
Zachary laughed and joined the conversation as he ran a hand up Clarice's leg. "That's true. I have to say I really enjoyed those practice sessions...Mother."
My head whipped around to stare at Zachary in complete shock. Then slowly, I turned back to gaze at my mother-in-law who grinned saucily at me and nodded as she replied, "Yes, Maddy. Zachary is my son...mine and Samuel's.
"Sure...surely not, Clarice," I replied in a whisper. "You couldn't have...what...how did David do?"
Clarice smiled evilly and said, "What could he do? He wasn't going to divorce me and embarrass the family. I quietly had Zachary and Samuel and his wife, Katrina raised him and I helped out whenever I could." She winked and said, "It's not like I'm the first Cameron wife to have a black child."
I felt my jaw drop open again, but before I could exclaim my disbelief, Samuel held up a hand and said, "Let's get this young lady a drink and let her have a moment to digest all this." He smiled at me and said, "It's been an earth-shaking day, eh, Madelyn?"
I nodded and then allowed him to take my hand and then walk me over to the bar, my legs very shaky as I tried to process everything. Midway there, I suddenly turned and looked at Zachary still sitting on the couch, a naked Clarice now beside him, her hand resting familiarly on his bare thigh. "You and he practiced," I said as the full import of her words hit me. "Omigod, Clarice! Zachary's your son and you...you fucked him!"
My mother-in-law slipped her hand into Zachary's lap and stroked his still semi-erect penis. "I told you that this place would be beyond your wildest expectations, dear!" She sat up a little straighter. "We're Cameron women, Maddy. There is nothing we dare not do!" Then she offered me a leering smile and said, "Besides, how could any woman resist such a splendid black cock!"
Samuel, trying to repress a grin, took me by the arm and poured me a stiff drink and then led me to the other couch. "Just take a moment, Madelyn," he said. "Remember, that we are way beyond normal here...just offering up what's basically a cuckolding service to frustrated wealthy white women and having been doing it here in the heart of the Old South for over a hundred years should demonstrate that we fear nothing...that there is no taboo too great to break."
He motioned for me to take a drink and then patted me on the knee in a display of sympathy. "Just relax a bit and let me tell you of our family's...your family's history, my dear. Maybe a little background will help you."
I nodded and tried to smile, but his penis caught my eye...every bit as thick as his son's and perhaps when angry, just as long. Despite all the shocking revelations of the past few minutes, there was still a part of me...the absolutely unrepentant and horny part of me that wanted nothing more than another round of hard fucking from a big, beautiful black cock.
Samuel set back and smiled at me, a knowing grin that seemed to read my thoughts. "I believe Clarice mentioned that this all began with our family's great, great, great matriarch, Valerie Cameron. She was husband to Lyle Cameron, owner of a huge plantation and over one hundred slaves prior to the war. Like many slave owners, Lyle availed himself of the more comely of his slave women and produced several children, including my great, great, great grandfather Malcolm."
The older black man sighed and said, "These so called black bastards were an offense to the wives of plantation owners and I suspect that if the Civil War had not broken out, Valerie would have pressured Lyle to sell his black son. As it was, Malcolm wound up keeping the plantation running during the war which saw Lyle absent and fighting for the Confederacy in Tennessee and Virginia for nearly four years.
"According to her diaries, Valerie Cameron despised Malcolm, but having already been bereft of um...Lyle's attentions as is the nature of white Cameron men, for several years after providing him an heir, Valerie developed an attraction for her slave foreman and well...by the time Lyle returned, badly wounded and bedridden, Malcolm and Valerie had become passionate lovers." Samuel winked at me and said, "It appears that Valerie Cameron derived great pleasure from violating the black-white taboo...that and his "fine African peter," as she would so delicately put it."
I shook my head in wonder as he continued. "Lyle died in 1871 and being discreet around his now teenaged son, Philip, Valerie and Malcolm continued their affair. In 1875, Valerie became pregnant by Malcolm and took an extended holiday in Europe with her personal servants, Malcolm and Betina and when they came home, why, Malcolm and Betina were the proud parents of a handsome black son by the name of Albert.
"With funding from Valerie, Albert and Malcolm started a general store in the black quarter of Atlanta in 1886." Samuel chuckled as he said, "They say that Valerie Cameron was a tightfisted store owner and that two and three times a week she traveled to the Cameron store to pour over his accounts to make sure that she wasn't being cheated. Of course, the only thing that got poured was a lot of black dick into Valerie's pussy.
"Now in time, Valerie would introduce her daughter-in-law, Joanna to the joys of black cock and upon Valerie's death in 1911, Joanna took over attending to the business of supervising what eventually became Cameron's Grocery in Black Atlanta. They say she was taking care of business almost every day. Joanna had her white sons and a black son by Albert and eventually she introduced her son's wife, Martha into what will eventually become the 'Cameron Solution.' Martha will have my grandfather Delbert and introduce her daughter in law, Cecilia to the family business and who will later give birth to my father Robert. Cecilia will bring my mother Annabelle into the situation who will give birth to me and Annabelle will..."
"Change my world forever," slipped in Clarice. "And Samuel and I fucked up a storm and have Zachary and now...here we are." I glanced over at my mother-in-law and saw that she was curled up against him, slowly stroking his erection.
"Each generation of Cameron wives produces the heirs for both white and black," I said wonderingly. Did anyone ever have more than one child with their black lovers?"
Clarice sighed and said, "No...we each offer an heir up...maybe to help atone for the sins of our husbands and their ancestors...maybe just because we liked the idea. Plus, in the end...although we love our children, both black and white...the Cameron Solution is really about fucking and although I love Samuel in a sense, I still love my husband as I'm sure you still love Daniel."
I nodded and said, "I understand that I think, but, Clarice...you and Zachary...he's your son. That's..."
She grinned evilly and nodded. "Incest? Yes, I know and I'll be honest, having my son's cock inside me is the best sex I've ever known...combining my love for black cock and to fuck someone I love without reservation."
I shivered and said, "Have all the Cameron women been incestuous with their black children then?"
Samuel laughed and said, "No, not all of them. Valerie and Joanna began the practice, but Martha and Cecilia found it a taboo they simply couldn't cross. Annabelle...my mother on the other hand, well, it was all she could do to keep her hands off me until I was of age to join the family business. Mother claimed my virginity in 1966."
"And I was the same way, Maddy," said Clarice. "I fucked my black stud of a son the day he turned eighteen. I love black men and their cocks, but Zachary is the best I've ever had." She glanced over at Samuel who was looking back at her with an amused and fond expression. "His daddy's a close second."
Hank, almost forgotten was sitting at the bar and made a good natured snort. In all the shocking revelations, I had nearly forgotten about the third naked black man in the room. Samuel turned and said, "Hank, bring me Madelyn's book, please.
Hank reached behind the bar and brought out a slim photo album and brought it over, handing it to Samuel before sitting down on my opposite side. A delicious tingle went through me as I realized it was me that was now bracketed by two naked, handsome and very well hung African Americans. Amidst all my shock, I was still very aroused.
Samuel gave me a serious stare and said, "Now to business. It was Martha who came up with the idea that we alter our business model. Now, Cameron's Grocery is still in the black side of the family's portfolio, but Martha and Delbert created the actual business, 'The Cameron Solution' as she realized that there were other women in her social circle that could benefit from the personal attention of some handsome young black men. Since then, we've grown and prospered, providing steady and pleasurable work for many black men."
The older black man glanced at the young man beside me. "Hank here for example is working his way through college...plans to get his MBA before he's through. Some men stay on and others leave to pursue other dreams. Currently, there are twenty-seven gentlemen providing pleasure for some of Atlanta's more prominent white ladies."
He set the book down on the table and opened it up to the front page to show me a computer printout. "Madelyn, our service isn't cheap, but as you've already discovered, it's worth every penny."
I studied the printout and saw the yearly fee for utilizing 'The Cameron Solution' and let out a low whistle. "My goodness," I said in a faint voice, clearly shocked. "That, sir, is quite a sum of money."
Samuel nodded and said, "And for that, you have 24/7/365 access to 'The Cameron Solution. You could spend every waking moment of the year getting fucked by black cock and the fee doesn't change one iota."
Clarice added, "And it will be billed to Daniel's personal account at Cameron Enterprises...a little icing on the cake."
I looked up at my mother-in-law in surprise. "But, then he'll know about it!"
My husband's mother grinned viciously at me. "Absolutely, darling, and he won't say a word just as David has never protested. If our husbands won't satisfy us, we will find it elsewhere, discretely and without scandal. The family name is preserved, as is our families." Clarice licked her lips and winked. "And if Daniel is like his father, it might actually serve as a stimulus...at least occasionally."
I was dropping my jaw and gawping so much, I was a bit concerned it was going to become a habit. "David knows? David knows you're getting fucked regularly by black men and...approves?"
Everyone chuckled at my amazement. "Yes, as did his father and his father before him. I think in the end, they're relieved that our needs are being met and at least for David, the thought of being cuckolded by big black studs has been a turn-on.
"At your request, um...video can be provided at no additional cost," said Samuel. Many of our clients' husbands enjoy watching their wives being serviced by us. Some even ask to observe in person."
I felt a gush of pussy juice splash on my thighs as the very thought of Daniel watching me being fucked by Zachary, triggered a little orgasm. I took several deep breaths before I asked my next question. "Um, is having a child by Zachary a requirement?"
Samuel shook his head and replied, "No, not at all, although it is of course tradition. I'm confident that Zachary would have other sons who will take over the business someday. The choice is yours...." He paused and then said in a very confident, almost commanding tone, "But, it has been my experience that sooner or later, your desire for black cock will lead to more...a desire to have a black man's baby. It is, if nothing else, the ultimate submission to a black lover." He reached out and stroked my face with a single finger. "Imagine it, Madelyn, Zachary's child...a black child in your belly. I bet it makes you wet just thinking about it."
I tried to answer, but only managed a squeaky moan as again a little orgasm exploded between my thighs. Everyone laughed and then Samuel said, "I'll take that as a yes." After I nodded vigorously, Samuel flipped pages in the book. Here is our current roster. You can call ahead and request a particular man or just show up and choose from what's currently available."
My eyes grew wide and I said, "Oh my," as I gazed down at glossy photographs of many handsome and naked black men. All were well hung, although not all were as large as Zachary and his father. Some were young men, others were more mature and I resolved immediately to have them all...many, many times. I paused and studied a photograph of the young man I'd met downstairs...Stephen. He was slender with a wiry build and between his legs was a magnificent specimen of long, black cock.
Samuel offered me his hand and brought me to my feet. "Welcome to 'The Cameron Solution,' Madelyn," he said and then he kissed me, his tongue rolling over my lips until I opened my mouth so it could find my tongue and begin a dance with it. I felt weak in my knees and he sensed it, his hands strong and firm around my upper arms. I sighed happily into his mouth and closed my eyes and just enjoyed his kiss.
I opened them quickly went I felt a thick fleshy pole press into my inner thigh and slowly slip upwards to brush against my spread wide labia. "Oh my," I said with wonder in my strongest Alabama white girl accent." I realized suddenly that I was naked, Samuel having undone my robe while we were kissing and slipped it off my shoulders.
"If my son hasn't worn you out, Madelyn, I would love to give you a more personal welcome to 'The Cameron Solution."
I could feel my heart begin to beat faster in anticipation of violating my marriage vows for the second time today and again with a handsome black man with a huge cock. As Samuel's hands cupped and squeezed my breasts, I panted, "Oh yes, I'd love that!"
We began to kiss again as my fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking it and running the thick head up and down between my cum smeared labia while his hands touched me all over, stroking and squeezing, massaging and pinching until I was trembling with need.
He slowly backed me up and down onto the couch -- the cushions more than wide enough to accommodate us. Samuel took my left leg and brought it up over his shoulder as he carefully maneuvered himself between my legs. I suddenly remembered that we weren't alone and glanced across the room to the other couch, moaning as I saw my mother-in-law slowly impaling herself on Zachary's erect penis...slowly working his massive dick into her wet pussy. She was mounting him on what I learned is called a 'reverse cowgirl' position so we could watch each other fuck our respective black men.
I don't know what seemed more wonderfully lewd to me...the fact that my husband's mother and I were cuckolding our husbands together with black men or the fact that Clarice was fucking her own son.
My attention was drawn away from Zachary and Clarice as I felt Samuel's big, long cock begin to slowly force its way into my already well fucked pussy. I flung my head back on the cushioned arm of the couch and snarled, "Yessss! I love big black dick!"
Samuel snarled in turn, "Then you're really gonna love my big black cock, Madelyn," and he rammed himself brutally into me, spreading me open with his cock. I screamed with pleasure and some pain, thankful that Zachary had already fucked me or I'm sure I'd have thought that his father would tear me apart. My cunt muscles began to spasm in response to the invasion of so much cock meat, both trying to resist and clung to the thick black penis plunging inside me. "That's surely some sweet, white pussy, girl," Samuel groaned as he steadily buried himself inside me.
I let out a sob as I felt his balls slap against my ass and his pubic hair brushing my flesh as he got all his cock inside me. "Oh my fucking God!" I moaned as I wriggled beneath the older black man. Pleasure so intense it was almost painful wracked my body as I raised my right leg up off the floor and wrapped it around Samuel's butt, my body instinctively trying to keep his massive dick inside me.
Words escaped me as Samuel began to slowly fuck me, sliding his long cock almost half way out of my pussy and then thrusting back into me. My orgasm was immediate and intense, my body alighting with the flames of pure carnal pleasure as I rolled my hips in time to the black man's thrusts. My world quickly shrank to just me and my pleasure wracked body and Samuel, who it was clear was taking me to new heights of ecstasy with his long years of experience at pleasuring a woman.



Between the wet slapping sounds of our bodies coming together, I could hear other sounds of pleasure and managed to turn my head to witness Clarice bouncing on Zachary's lap, his cock wedged tightly in her pussy. My mother-in-law was the very epitome of carnal ecstasy with her face slack-jawed with sexual joy, fingers clawing at her mouth while the other hand was busy pinching her own swollen nipples. She babbled nonsense, unable to form even basic words, so intense was her pleasure.
Samuel suddenly rolled his hips a different way and it was my turn to babble as his huge cock scraped along new pressure points in my pussy and threw more fuel on the fire of my gasoline. He chuckled and leaned in and nipped at my blood engorged nipples for a minute before his tongue ran up between my breasts, lapping up fuck sweat until he was kissing me. I could smell pussy...mine and Clarice's as well as the man smell that Samuel and Zachary were emitting...a musky scent mixed with their sweat that made me even more aroused.
Suddenly Samuel broke the kiss and looked around. "Hank, what're you doing, just sitting there at the bar?" he said in a teasing tone. "Get on over here. Didn't you think Madelyn here might like to suck your cock?"
"YESSSSS!" I moaned, astounded at the lust I could hear in my husky voice. "I want to suck that long, black snake!"
Then the young black man was standing over me, his cock hard and waving in the air. Hank took it in hand and brushed it over my face, painting precum and his and Clarice's leavings over my skin. I tilted my head back a little more and stuck out my tongue, quivering with delight when he allowed me to roll my tongue over his fleshy, swollen knob. I could taste sperm and to my amazement, my mother-in-law's cunt...another first for me.
My head was swimming with excitement and desire as I managed to gasp, "Let me suck you, please!"
Hank laughed and said in a mocking street tone, "I always aims to please my white bitches. Suck on this, you black cock slut!" He guided his long, black penis between my lips and I began to lick and suck for all I was worth. As Samuel fucked me steadily, never easing up and allowing my orgasm to wane, Hank patiently fucked my face with his cock, letting me get his penis slick and wet with my saliva after I had cleaned him of his earlier adventures with Clarice.
I felt his hands on my head and he tilted my head back slightly and then said, "Let's see how much black dick you can swallow!" and then he slowly began to thrust into my mouth. I gulped and choked as I felt the thick head of his cock push into my gullet, worming its way down my throat. Air whistled shrilly through my nostrils as I felt inch after inch of cock slip past my lips. I realized with some shock and a little fear that I'd never taken a man so deep into my throat and I wondered if he was going to ram all of that long cock down my windpipe.
"Damn, girl....suck my dick," Hank said in a pleased tone. "Samuel, I bet this white bitch has got ten inches of cock in her mouth!" Samuel chuckled, panting as he fucked me while I gulped and made gobbling noises, wondering if I was going to choke to death on a monster black cock.
Just as I didn't think I could last another second, Hank eased up, slowly withdrawing his cock between my still clamped tight lips until I was coughing and gasping for air. "Maddy," Hank purred. "Your mouth felt like teenage pussy, your throat squeezing itself around my dick. You get a gold star for sucking dick!"
After I took a few deep breaths of sweet air and rode out another intense wave of sweet pleasure from Samuel's never tiring cock, I looked up into Hank's eyes and wheezed, "More, baby...I want more of your black cock!"
He laughed and we repeated my deep-throating effort, me determined to get even more of him inside me even as I nearly convulsed, my body filled so deeply by both cocks...the pleasure and intensity so incredible as my pussy tried to tighten around Samuel's erection and I gagged while Hank shoved nearly eleven inches of hard, black penis into my mouth.
I rode the wave of ecstasy, reveling in becoming for the moment the complete white whore for the two black men, submitting to their cocks' abuse of my body, constantly in a state of incredible orgasm that was more intense than I could ever have imagined.
My state of carnal heaven was pierced only by the sudden shrieks of my mother-in-law as I watched her thrashing about, impaled on her son's cock as Zachary began to cum, ejaculating yet another huge load into his white mother's pussy. Her eyes were glazed with utter and complete ecstasy as the young black man filled her with his seed. Their mutual orgasms spurred Samuel on and he began to fuck me harder, his face growing intense as he approached his own climax.
Then Hank began humping my face quickly and brutally, suddenly withdrawing his cock from my mouth and then in an explosion of hot semen, showering my face with his thick, sweet jism. "Oh yes," groaned Samuel as he hammered his cock home, sinking as deep as his son had gone inside my womb and filling me with more sperm, making me feel as if I engorged with black men's semen.
My pleasure escalated and became something else...something so intense and beautiful I wasn't sure my body could contain it. I began to sob with joy as again orgasmic delight overwhelmed me and consumed me until everything faded except the ecstasy that enveloped me...so wonderful and heavenly, I could only surrender myself to it and drown happily in its embrace.
#
I awoke feeling tired and wonderful and rejuvenated. Even before my eyes opened, I could feel a warm, soft body snuggled up against me. The body moved, wiggling to get even closer and I felt thick, rubbery nubs scrape against my breast even as I became aware of a pillow of soft flesh against me. I opened my eyes to see my mother-in-law's dark, gray streaked hair on my shoulder, one arm thrown across my waist and one shapely leg draped over my thigh. Her bald cunt, still wet and no doubt leaking Zachary's semen felt warm and delicious against my hip.
I shifted slightly and Clarice lifted her head, eyes sleepy but pleased. "Hi, Maddy," she said softly.
"Hi, Clarice," I murmured back. I looked around. The room appeared to be identical to the bedroom where Zachary had fucked me so magnificently earlier. "How'd we get here?"
"I think Samuel and our son carried us into here to rest. I could barely move after having Zachary and you...well, darling daughter, you were out like a light. I have never seen someone cum as hard as you did with Samuel."
Memories of my last conscious moments flashed through my head. I shivered with delight at the merest hint of being fucked so well. I brought a hand to my face and felt the stickiness there. I held my hand out to see the remains of Hank's semen, but Clarice seized my hand and boldly licked my fingers clean. She rose up, her arms on either side of me and her breasts rubbing against mine as she said, "Please, dear Maddy, allow me."
Still weak from being fucked so well, I couldn't even protest as I lay there stunned as my mother-in-law began licking my face clean of the young black man's sperm smeared on my face. Her actions were surprise enough, but I was astonished at how much I enjoyed the touch of her tongue and the feel of her soft body against mine.
Clarice brought her mouth to mine and I instinctively opened my lips to receive her sperm laden tongue and our tongues danced and shared the cool remains of Hank's long and lovely cock. Hands began to wander about, stroking each other's bodies, caressing and hefting breasts until we finally broke the kiss, a streamer of spit and cum suspended between our lips until my mother-in-law snapped and ate it up, licking her lips and looking down at me obviously pleased with herself.
"You know," she began. "'The Cameron Solution' is also a wonderful place for you and me to become closer." She kissed me again even as I felt her hand slip down between my thighs, fingers finding my still open labia and sliding inside me to stir the semen of Samuel and Zachary deposited inside. "I would very much enjoy getting to know my daughter-in-law on such a more intimate level."
She removed her hand from my well fucked cunt and brought it up to her mouth to lick my juices off while I could only whisper, "I'd love that."
Clarice kissed me again, long and slow, sharing her mouthful of semen and pussy cream with me before finally rising off me and glancing wryly at a clock on the wall. "Alas, I have an appointment this evening I cannot get out of."
Teasingly, she slipped from my grasp, me holding out my arms to her, anxious to see what new depredations I could discover. "Clarice...Mother Cameron," I began, aching for her continued embrace.
She shook her head and sighed. "Family duty calls, darling." She stuck her tongue out at me and said, "However, I am sure I can clear my entire schedule for tomorrow." In her best sugary Georgia peach accent, she said, "I propose that you and I spend the entire day tomorrow being pleasured by our lovely black men and exploring the love that dare not speak it's name."
I giggled and replied as I climbed out of bed after her, "I don't care what it's called so long as I get to try and eat your pussy for the first time!'
Clarice came into my arms and before we kissed, said, "It's a date, daughter in law." After our tongues dueled while we caressed each other for a long, delicious minute, my mother-in-law licked her lips and then whispered, "I can't wait to get you into a sixty-nine, Maddy and eat several loads of my black son's sperm out of your pussy!"
With her words echoing in my ears, I pulled myself together to go home, astounded to see that I'd fucked and slept the day away. Clarice assured me that Daniel would not be terribly shocked to learn I had finally visited 'The Cameron Solution,' as it was, "As much a part of our family as anything else. It is tradition and our family adores tradition."
Before we left, Zachary came to us with two DVD discs. "It's a bit rough...not a lot of time for polishing it, but I think it will serve." He kissed me after saying, "The camera really loves you, Maddy...especially when you've got a big black cock inside you."
"I suspect Daniel might enjoy seeing your first time with a black man, dear," Clarice said, tucking her copy away in her purse. "Lord knows that David could barely keep his hands off me or his dick out of me for weeks after I started cuckolding him." She grinned as she prepared to exit the business and added, "Not that I could hardly feel him after Samuel's wonderful pole in me had taught me what a real man feels like."
I watched her leave with Zachary's arm around my shoulders. He finally turned me to face him and said, "I'll be waiting for you tomorrow, Maddy."
"Me too!" I gushed, feeling like a silly school girl in the thrall of her first serious crush. "I love how you make me feel -- how you feel inside me."
Zachary grinned and replied, "I like how I feel inside you too, white girl. My cock loves your pussy." He leaned in and whispered, "Now, whatever you use for contraception, you just toss it away. I want my black son in your belly as soon as possible!"
His hand rubbed my belly for emphasis while I replied, amazed at the truth in my reply, "I want that too, Zachary. I want your baby inside me right now!" I kissed him, standing on tiptoe as he leaned down, our tongues eager and playful and as sore as I felt, I wanted to let him take me right there on the lobby floor and make me pregnant.
Finally, the kiss ended and Zachary licked his lips as he grinned down at me and said, "Damn, Maddy. We're going to have fun getting it done!" He spun me around and slapped me playfully on the ass to send me out the door. I walked back to my car, not caring if I drew stares as I walked exactly like a woman should when she's been very well fucked.
As I drove home, I marveled at how my life had changed since Clarice had given me that simple card. It was hard to believe it had been only a little over twenty-four hours. Once in a while, I would glance in the mirror and I knew that on the surface, nothing had changed...I looked just as I had when I'd left the house this morning, except for perhaps the fire in my eyes that betrayed the passion coursing through my veins.
But despite surface appearances, I knew that I was from head to toe a new woman -- one now completely devoted to my new passion. My husband's puny white cock would no longer suffice, even if he did show me more attention. For the rest of my life I would be devoted to black cock...to the lovely men who possessed those magical tools between their legs and the pleasure that they offered. I would dedicate myself to being a black cock slut until the day I died.
I had awoken up this morning, despairing of the loveless life that I had, but now I couldn't be happier. As I steered my car toward home with one hand, my free hand was between my legs, delving into my well fucked cunt, swirling around the semen of two wonderful black men who had offered me the solution to all my woes...'The Cameron Solution.' As I drove home, my thoughts on Zachary and Samuel and all the lovely black cocks I had yet to experience, I realized I had never been happier.
The End
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Despite both sides of the boxcar standing wide open, the heat was pretty near suffocating as that freight train chugged along through the scrubland of South Texas. I sat in the open doorway, trying to take comfort from what little breeze was being created by the movement of the train, but the fucking Texas sun was broiling the land we were slowly crossing. Far ahead of the boxcar I was hitching a ride on, I could hear the locomotive ramping up as we began to climb a hill.
As we neared the top, the land south of the tracks seemed to go on forever, disappearing in wavering sheets of heat on the horizon. Nothing but scrub brush until suddenly, I could see a strip of yellowish brown sorta running parallel to the tracks maybe a mile off. Then underneath us we passed over another strip of yellow brown and I watched as it run off south, intersecting the other strip – two dirt roads meeting in the middle of nowhere. I could hear my daddy's voice suddenly in my head, "Tyler! Boy, you stay away from dem dere crossroads...the devil's always hanging 'bout, waitin' to steal yo' soul!"
I laughed at the memory, but after a moment's pause, I turned and grabbing hold of my duffel, jumped as the train reached the summit, it barely moving and landed cleanly amidst the scrub, spooking a jackrabbit that took off, zigzagging over the wasteland before me. I stood there as the train slowly rumbled past me, already thinking that I should turn around and clamber back on board and knowing I wouldn't do it. That's my life...one bad decision after another.
I took off my rumpled fedora and wiped the sweat band off with a crusty handkerchief, staring at the once fine lace embroidery that lined the square piece of linen, my mind wandering off for a long minute as I recalled one of those bad decisions I'd made. "Damn, boy, stand out here all day and get the sunstroke, why don't you," I muttered to myself. I put my hat back on and began to march towards that crossroad, angling to pick up the dirt road going south.
Hot it was...not that soul wearying hot of the Mississippi Delta country where I'd been born, but oven hot...the kind that would bake every last drop of water from your body and leave nothing but a leathery carcass behind. My brogans kicked up little swirls of dust as I hiked towards the crossroads, soon settling into the easy rhythm that I'd learned in the army...the pace that would eat up the miles without killing a man.
I remembered marching half way up Italy and then over most of France and Germany and back to France again. Some days, it seems I've spent half my life just slogging through life. "And the rest of it fighting the white man!" came my daddy's voice again. "Just let him be, Tyler. Stay away from him and let him be!"
"He got to let me be, first, Daddy," I murmured to myself, keenly aware that I was talking to myself too much here lately. Maybe I took one too many shots to the head back in the Houston jail. I shook my head to clear it and found myself standing in the middle of the crossroads. It was quiet as it always is in such desolate places, nary an insect buzzing or bird singing a song. I set down my haversack and fished out a canteen. I took a drink of warm water, swished it around in my mouth to clear the dust and then spit...the water making mud that dried in a matter of minutes. I took another drink...still warm, but by God, it was wet.
Yellow-brown dirt roads offered me four directions to go...north, south, west and...well, no, not east... "Nigger, you come back to Houston, we're gonna kill you slow. Lots of ways for a shiftless colored boy to die here. Y'all want to be dead, just come on back and we'll oblige you." I glared at the east sky, part of me wanting to go back just out of spite and get in one good swing at that cracker sheriff before I died. Then I sighed, my hand running over my ribs, barely healed and still tender to the touch. No, not east.
I looked to the north and then to the west. It was a long way to the Pacific coast, but maybe I could find a fresh start there. North...maybe, Lord knew enough of my people were in Chicago and St. Louis now, but...the weather further north reminded me of France and...Celeste. I wasn't sure I could stand being haunted constantly by those memories...especially of her.
I turned to the South and nearly jumped out of my skin. An old pickup was nearly on top of me and I moved to the edge of the road without thinking. Out here in the Texas wasteland, sound seemed to be devoured by the emptiness and I didn't hear the steady washing machine clatter of the '39 Ford truck until it damn near hit me. It roared by in a flash of dusty red primer...a glimpse of dull blue cloth and yellow hair whizzing by as my heart leapt up in my mouth.
Then the brake lights flashed through a coat of Texas dirt and I heard gears shift as it came to a stop and then began to back up, coming to a stop beside me in a cloud of that damn yellow dirt. I wanted to run, figuring nobody in South Texas would be looking kindly on a negro vagrant, but my feet seemed mired in the dirt as if it had turned to mud.
To my surprise though, as the dust cleared, I found a white woman staring hard at me through the window of the truck. She had long, stringy blonde hair that framed brilliant blue eyes that flashed with anger and she said, "Boy, what the hell are you doing out here in the middle of nowhere?"
Her voice though soft was full of the same anger that I saw in her eyes and I looked to the ground as I said, "Just trying to figure out where I'm going to get off to next, ma'am."
I instinctively took a step back as she suddenly swung the truck door open and hopped out. I took another step back as I looked at her and knew that this woman wasn't right. She was barefoot and wearing a faded blue sack dress that was unbuttoned nearly to her crotch, hanging open so wide that I could pretty much see her breasts, large and meaty and lying like gourds on her chest. Dime sized nipples stood out against blood-red aureoles, erect and angry. In one hand, she held a bottle of Wild Turkey.
In a sneering voice, she said, "Don't you know, boy, you are plum smack dab in the middle of the asshole of the world? Ain't no place near enough to walk to before the buzzards be gnawing on your black ass."
I nodded and took another step back. "Yes'm, but I was...well, I was thinking of maybe going to Mexico. Seems like a likely place to maybe get a fresh start."
She snorted at that and then took a hit from the bottle. Wiping her mouth, she looked me up and down. "You look to be in good shape, boy. It's over fifty mile to the river. You might walk it if you can find water before then." She looked at me hard, her eyes traveling down to my crotch and she licked her lips in a way that reminded me of a hungry tiger I once saw in a zoo in Paris after the war. It stared at me the same way she stared at me now.
"Maybe I'll do you a favor and give you a lift. Would you like that, boy?"
She took a step towards me and it was all I could do not to turn and run. I knew trouble when I saw it and Daddy's warning about devils at the crossroads ran through my head again. "Oh, ma'am, I don't want to be no bother. I can get along fine."
She laughed and said, "Wouldn't be a bother, boy. I do you a favor, you do me a favor." She reached out and palmed my crotch, rubbing her hand up and down and despite my fear, I could feel my cock responding.
That white woman stepped up to me, pressing her body against mine, her hand with the bottle slinging around behind my neck to keep me in place. "A woman gets lonely out here in this shithole, don't you know, boy?" She was rubbing my crotch with more effort now. Her angry eyes stared into mine and she whispered, "A woman gets lonely for what she needs. I'm lonely for what you got here."
She stood on tiptoe and kissed me, her mouth open and her tongue insistent against my closed lips. I could taste the cheap bourbon she'd been drinking and cigarettes. I could feel the softness, the lushness of her body as she began to grind herself against me. I knew I needed to push her away, but I couldn't make myself do it. I opened my mouth and her tongue snaked inside, curling around mine in a way that sent tremors through me and she moaned approvingly as she felt me growing harder and longer below.
She broke the kiss as suddenly as she had begun it and handed me the bottle and said, "Have a drink, boy!" She shoved the bottle into my hands as she abruptly squatted down, her hands fumbling at my fly.
"Ma'am...ah, you shouldn't be...we ought not be doing this here thing. Oh my Lord!" I moaned as she reached in and expertly fished out my cock, now nearly erect, long, and thick.
She chuckled madly and hissed, "Now this here's what I've been needing!" She looked up at me as she lashed the swollen helmet of my dick with her tongue. "Boy, you got a fine looking cock!" Amazed and afraid, I watched as this blond woman began to suck my cock like a whorehouse pro, her tongue a pleasure wielding demon as she rolled and flicked it across my swollen member.
I glanced around even as I stood there trembling with pleasure. A white woman was sucking me off in the middle of nowhere with no-one else in sight, but this was Texas in 1952. I get caught with a white woman's lips wrapped around my dick, I'd be dead before dark and it would be a hard death. Still, the way her mouth was working my hard-on, I was thinking it might be worth it. Been my experience that most women didn't know how to really suck a dick, and while no blowjob was really bad, an expert cocksucker was an experience that was hard to resist. Memories of Celeste, her pale face between my dark thighs, lips stretched tight around my erection flitted through my mind.
I took a hit of the cheap hooch, feeling the wet liquid burning a trail down my throat while her hot mouth worked to take as much as me down her throat as possible. Now, it ain't true that all black men are hung like horses, but the good Lord had more than blessed me between the legs and while she couldn't swallow all of me, I was impressed as that blonde haired girl got more of me down her throat than anyone I could recall.
Her blue dress came up over her knees and while she held me in her mouth, one hand cupping my balls, she snaked her other hand between her legs under the hem and began playing with herself, her moans vibrating sweetly around my throbbing cockhead. Her eyes, blazing with some unnamed fury never left my face as I stared stupefied down at her watching her lips run up and down my long dick.
Almost on instinct, I reached down with one hand and ran it gently through her stringy blonde hair which felt like damp cornsilk. I realized that she was a beautiful woman under the grime of the road...reminding me a little of that movie star from years back, Veronica Lake. A cold shiver ran over me as I recalled that Lake specialized in roles where her men got fucked over...usually hard.
She tightened her grip on my dick, lips clamping down while her tongue went insane over the head of my cock and I knew I wasn't going to last. "Girl...ma'am, I'm about to lose it. I'm gonna shoot my stuff!"
She sucked me all the harder, locking her lips around the shaft of my cock, letting me know that she'd decide when I could slip from her mouth and then things broke loose inside me and I hollered with pleasure as I gushed my jism into that white woman's mouth. She made obscene gobbling noises, drinking my cum like it was liquor, sucking me harder and gently squeezing my balls before stroking my long, throbbing cock, milking me for every hot drop of my seed. I felt dizzy, my head spinning in the hot summer heat as I stood there on a Texas dirt road while a white woman sucked me dry.
Finally, she let me slip from her lips, having totally drained my dick of sperm. She ran her tongue over and around her lips in an almost dainty fashion...like a little girl getting the last smidge of ice cream off her lips. As easily as she had squatted down, she rose back up and smiled for the first time. I wasn't sure which expression scared me more...her pissed or smiling. "Goddamn, there ain't nothing like a real man's load."
She reached out and put a hand against my chest where it was open and spread wide, her hand warm against my sweaty skin. "Damn, you sure a black one, aren't you?" I didn't know what to say and I don't think she really cared because she didn't wait for an answer, but said, "Boy, you're coming home with me."
I was sure that was the wrong thing for me to do and I tried to back off but she flexed her fingers, nails digging into my skin as I said, "Ma'am...I'm thinking I should be on my way and all, heading towards Mexico-like. I...I thank you for...um, what you did, but maybe I better mosey along."
Her smile fled and she had a look of violence about her as she said, "You're coming home with me, tonight, boy! I'm lonely and I want you in my bed come dark. I'll take you to Mexico like I said I would, tomorrow...maybe the day after, but I'm lonely and I need a man and you are definitely a man." She reached down and stroked my still half erect dick and then gently slipped it back inside my trousers.
I licked my lips, both scared and excited by her words. "Ma'am, I don't even know your name."
She took the bottle back from me and took a long swig. Then she threw her arms around me and rubbed her body slowly against mine. "My name is Arlene, boy and tonight you're going to fuck me silly, hear?"
My mouth was dry, my heart was pounding and I could barely speak as I rasped, "I'm Tyler, A-Arlene." Out of instinct, I offered her my hand and she stared at it for a second and then laughed...a sound nearly as scary as her scowl.
She shook my hand with a firm grip and then jerked a thumb at the truck. "Throw your shit in the back and let's go, bo – Tyler."
Reluctantly, I obeyed her and after depositing my haversack in the bed of the truck, climbed in on the passenger side, Arlene already inside, her worn dress up over her knees and taking another hit off that bottle of bourbon. She smiled grimly at me and in a terrible grinding of gears, catapulted us down the dirt road.
With a long trail of dust rising up behind us, minutes of silence followed with Arlene rocketing down the road, the ass end of the pickup slewing back and forth as she worked the speedometer up to nearly seventy miles an hour. Finally, I worked up the courage to ask, "Um, Miss Arlene, where exactly are you taking me?"
Hardly sparing me a glance, she shot back, "My house...live on a farm here in the middle of bumfuck Egypt...not that anything grows there."
Licking my lips nervously, I said, "Who all lives there?"
She gave an amused snort and replied, "Just me anymore." She looked over and I suppose picked up on what was bothering me. "Don't be worrying none, Tyler – ain't nobody around for twenty fucking miles. Nobody's gonna know there's a colored man fucking a white woman at the old Keller place. Hell, I ain't seen anyone in I don't know when. You're the first person I talked to in maybe two weeks."
I told myself that that made things better, but I had a bad feeling about this Arlene, despite her big, pretty titties and her long blonde hair and the way she could suck a cock. She reminded me of Terry Harlow...a guy in our company...an angry young black man, pissed off at the whole world. He walked us into a Kraut ambush in early 1945 and though he was the only one killed, the rest of the squad always thought he did it intentionally. The kind of guy you know is gonna get killed, but you expect will be taking a whole passel of folks with him.
We rolled along at a suicidal clip for nearly thirty minutes before she rocketed off the dirt road onto a rutted lane, middle overgrown with brown weeds. We headed up over a rise that led down to a dingy gray wood house and barn, both looking as if a mild wind could take them down. A rusted Desoto decorated the front yard which was more dirt than grass, sharing it with two old hound dogs that rose up and ambled over once we'd slewed to a stop.
"C'mon, Tyler," Arlene said in a demanding, expectant tone. One of the hounds pulled back its teeth and began growling at me, but as she passed it, Arlene kicked it in the side with her bare foot, sending it yelping away to cower under the ruined car. Hurrying to catch up, I followed her into the house, passing through a parlor that had seen better days...a heat warped piano, festooned with old yellowed photographs inside cheap five and dime frames and a rug that was littered with cigarette burns and a hole that looked as if one of the dogs had been chewing on it. Mismatched furniture were scattered around the room, all of it looking worn and used out.
"C'mon," she said, leading me through a dark hall with more faded photographs hung on the walls and into a kitchen with a fairly new wood burning stove and an ice box. She turned and with a shrug, let her old blue dress slide off her shoulders to pool at her feet. I gawped at her brazenness – standing completely naked before me. Her breasts were spectacular, sagging just a bit from a lack of a brassiere. Her bush was a wild growth of dark blonde hair, much darker than her head of hair, making me wonder about its real color. Arlene's body was lean except for those large titties, wiry and muscular and I wondered suddenly how it would feel to have those long legs wrapped around me.
"Get them duds off, Tyler. I'll wash them later and brush up that jacket." She gestured at me with a pointed finger. "C'mon now, skin out of them clothes. You need a shower. I aint gonna let you climb into my bed with a layer of that shit-yellow Texas dirt covering you." She moved up and undid my belt and then was unbuttoning my shirt and then there was pulling and tugging and I was as naked as she was. "Come with me, boy," she smiled wryly as she reached out and took my semi-erect cock in her hand and led me onto an enclosed back porch. There was a rectangular enclosure on one end with a plastic curtain instead of a door and she slung it open and I could see a shower nozzle extending down from above.
She pulled me inside and said, "This is 'bout the only good damn thing about this whole place," as she turned a faucet knob. I let out a yell as cold water suddenly hammered down on us, feeling almost painful amidst the heat of a South Texas summer day. Arlene shivered as the water plastered her hair down and said, "Cold, ain't it? Might shrivel you up some, but I got a cure for that." She stood on tiptoe again and kissed me, hard and passionate, her naked body sliding against mine. Her busy tongue and the feel of those tits rubbing against my chest, did take my mind off the stinging spray.
At some point, Arlene produced some soap and she lathered me up and then I returned the favor, soaping up her big breasts, pausing for a moment to tease those long, hard nipples and then the rest of her, wiping suds over her tight buttocks and then between her legs. I liked how my fingers slicing through her pussy lips made Arlene moan and lean her head against my chest, her pelvis hunching hungrily against me. I finished by washing her hair with the soap, her backed up against me, ass cheeks brushing against my thighs.
Then we were toweling off hurriedly with a rough towel and she was taking me through the house, hand again wrapped around my cock. We climbed a rickety set of steps to the upper floor, ceilings all at angles as she led me into a bedroom that was near stifling with heat. Arlene paused alongside an unmade and sagging brass rail bed, blanket twisted and rumpled and turned and kissed me again, more need than anger in her lips this time. Finally, she broke the kiss and whispered, "I'm so lonely, Tyler, please come lie in my bed with me!"



We fell into the bed in a tumble of limbs, lips pressed together while our hands touched and explored with increasing insistency. Despite the cold shower, my cock had recovered, now long and hard and as Arlen stroked it with her hand, I felt so big and thick. She moaned and gasped as my lips found first one nipple and then the other, licking and sucking at them. Arlene ground her pelvis against me as I trapped a thick, rubbery nipple between my teeth and flicked it with my tongue.
I kissed her again and then kissed my way down her body, tongue tasting the sweat already forming on her body as I made my way down the valley of her breasts and over her flat stomach, the smell of her aroused cunt thick in my nostrils. Thoughts of Celeste flashed through my mind...her skin so pale and fair, her thick, unruly bush glistening with her wetness, beckoning me to kiss her there.
"Fuck me, boy!" Arlene snarled, snapping me out of my reverie as her hands tugged at my head, pulling me back up as her legs spread wide to take me. Her face was a terrible mix of anger and desire. "I'm so lonely, fuck me and make me feel good!"
I settled over her body which writhed beneath me. We kissed again, her tongue working furiously in my mouth as her hand slithered between our bodies to wrap around my cock and bring the swollen head between her flowered lips. She flung her hips up and then cried out as I pushed down and forced my thick helmet inside her.
"OH FUCK...TOO BIG!" she sobbed rising up on her elbows to look down at the tip of my cock wedged inside her.
Arlene felt wet and very tight and I realized she'd never had anything like me before. For the first time, her anger wilted a little as fear and apprehension emerged, the look in her eyes one of desperation and need and a sense that maybe she had bit off more than she could handle.
Suddenly, my own lust overwhelmed me and my own fear and confusion evaporated as I wanted, no, needed this woman. I let out a little laugh as I flexed my hips and thrust more of myself inside her, opening her up, spreading her tight little hole. "You wanted a big black cock, bitch, you're gonna get it!" I snarled as she twisted underneath me.
I withdrew partially and then thrust again, hard. "GODDAMN...TOO FUCKING BIG," Arlene wailed as almost half my long dick slipped inside her. I lowered my body down, trapping her beneath me even as her fingers clawed at my back and shoulders.
I mashed my lips against hers, muffling her cries as I began to work my hips up and down, plunging deeper into her with each thrust, her cunt walls stretching to accommodate my thick member. Each time, I shoved my throbbing dick home, Arlene's screams changed a little more – her growing pleasure becoming obvious every time our bodies slapped wetly together. To my amusement, I could hear the hounds outside the house begin to howl in accompaniment with her screams of pleasure
I paused, breathing heavily as I bottomed out in Arlene's pussy, feeling her wet, slick flesh clamping down around my shaft as I ground myself into her hairy bush and she threw back her head and began to howl as her hot juices bathed my cock in liquid fire. I had that white woman squirming around and cumming on my cock and the room seemed to spin as I reveled in the moment, feeling in control and strong and free for the first time in a long time.
I raised myself up on my arms and watched that white she-devil twist and turn, her titties bouncing around wildly as she clawed my back and then clawed the sheets while her legs tried to scissor around my back, but she just couldn't control her body's flailing as she climaxed.
I expected her to try and push me off as her orgasm faded, but she just looked up at me, gasping for breath until she could wheeze, "Fuck me, Tyler...give me that big, nigger dick hard and fast!"
I hated that word and I hated hearing it come out of her mouth, but I vented all my rage into hammering her into submission and I began to fuck her with a vengeance, driving myself as hard and as deep as I could, drawing satisfaction from both her cries of pleasure and her cries of pain. Over and over, like a relentless machine, I plunged my aching cock into her tight pussy, feeling as much as hearing her wetness as her flesh tried to cling to mine.
"YESYESYES! MAKE ME FEEL GOOD! FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME TO DEATH WITH THAT BIG DICK!" Arlene screamed, her voice going to harsh tatters as her fists beat against my upper arms as she began closing in on another big cum. Her lips smeared across my face as we kissed and licked and bit at each other. I chewed a big hickey onto her neck, focusing on that to keep me from losing control, loving that I had her at my mercy. I felt like I was getting so deep inside her and it pleased me to instinctively comprehend that I was touching virgin flesh inside this crazy white slut's body and I craved going even deeper.
I rose up a little and reached down and took hold of her legs and brought them up and threw them on my shoulders and then I leaned back in, thrusting hard as I curled Arlene up into a white ball of sweet fucking flesh and she began to cum again, violently, grunting and screaming and snorting as pleasure like she'd never known before exploded inside her.
I could feel a puddle of her juices dripping from her pussy, getting pushed out in weak sprays with every hard thrust of my cock to puddle under her upturned ass. Her full breasts were pushed up and in between sloppy wet kisses, I licked and bit her nipples, nearly drawing blood as I tugged at the thick, rubbery points. The room became steamy with sweat and the smell of pussy intermixed with the sounds of our wet groins slamming together and her now wordless screams intermixed with the howling dogs outside.
Somewhere in all that, her hands clamped both sides of my face and drew me to her mouth and we kissed violently, both of us staring at each other...her eyes wide with pleasure and madness and fury. Her teeth bit my lip and I tasted blood and she broke the kiss to cry out with a burst of new pleasure, I could see her lips smeared with my blood. Something exploded inside me and I began fucking her with renewed vigor, showing her no mercy.
Arlene screamed once and seemed to lapse into a semi-conscious state as I continued to pummel her cunt with my dick until I felt my need to cum become unstoppable and I sank my cock in as deep as I could go as I snarled, "Here it comes, white bitch. Gonna put my baby in your belly!"
As I exploded inside her, hot jism flooding her womb, the sensation triggered some unsuspected well of pleasure and she opened her eyes wide and screamed, "FUCK, YESSSSS! GIVE ME YOUR HOT CUM. FUCK ME CUMMMING!" She writhed beneath me, her screams becoming frantic sobs as pleasure overwhelmed her nervous system.
Finally, she began to cry as I shrugged her legs off my shoulders to fall widely on both sides of our heaving bodies. When I started to withdraw from her cunt, she wrapped her arms around my neck and whimpered, "Please don't! Stay in me for a little while. I just need to feel someone...you..." She began to cry more as I gazed down in wonder at this crazy white woman. My own anger was spent in the aftermath of my climax and after a moment, I took her in my arms and with my cock still mostly hard inside her, I rolled us over on the saggy mattress until she was on top of me, her face nuzzling my chest as she continued to cry.
I felt my weariness start to overwhelm me and I faded away to a lullaby of Arlene's sniffles and an occasional lonesome howl from her hounds. Images from so many worlds passed through my sleep. I saw Daddy sitting on an old rickety stool shaking his finger disapprovingly at me and then I was crawling outside a building that was maybe older than my country trying not to take a bullet from a Nazi sniper. Then I was laying in a soft feather bed with doves cooing outside the window and Celeste was there...her small, petite white body naked and beautiful and she was straddling me and I was long and hard and so thick and she smiled down at me as she impaled herself on my hard cock, her green eyes closing as she bit her lip, hand pushing her short black hair out of her eyes as I watched with wonder not for the first time at how that tiny French woman somehow could take all my Mississippi cock inside her. Then her eyes opened and she said in that lovely little voice of hers, "You should have come back to me, Tyler. I loved you, you know."
I reached out to her and said, "I love you too, Celeste!" And I opened my eyes to see Arlene atop me, riding me slowly, hands resting on her knees as she squatted atop me, slowly moving up and down on my cock. Tension was evident in her face as she was trying to stay in control in the wake of another orgasm as she eyed me curiously.
It took a minute to ascertain my surroundings and then the day's events overtook me, beginning with jumping off the freight train, to getting a blowjob from this crazy white woman and then us fucking like two rutting dogs. Through clenched teeth, Arlene muttered, "I. Love. This. Cock!" I gazed down at where our bodies were joined. My cock ached with great pleasure and I could see the black skin of my long shaft coated in sperm and cunt cream...the whitish fluids thick on my flesh. I wondered if I'd ever even slipped from her pussy or if she just began fucking me again as I slept.
I reached up and cupped her breasts, feeling my fingers dig deep into the mounds of flesh, her pulse strong and steady in her nipples against my palms. "I love your tight pussy, Arlene!" I said in response, not knowing much else to say.
She barked a strained laugh and said as she continued to slowly ride me, "Huh – I hadn't thought of myself as tight in years, but I ain't never had a cock like yours before. I thought you were gonna rip me clear in two." Her shoulders shook and she closed her eyes as she slowly slid down my dick, impaling herself completely as she shifted to her knees and settled atop me. In a voice that was quickly becoming high and strained, she said, "Ain't nobody ever made me cum like that either." Arlene bit her lip and closed her eyes, and said as she began to roll her hips back and forth, "Cumming like that was like dying and going to heaven!"
Tears trickled from her eyes as she moaned, "I loved that...feeling like I was in heaven!" She continued to undulate atop my body, her pussy muscles flexing and working around my shaft, something feeling like it was almost kissing the tip of my deeply buried dick, whimpering as she began to cum and then crying out at I flexed my hips and poked upwards into her a little deeper. "DO THAT, GODDAMMIT, YES! FUCK ME, BABY, FUCK ME GOOD!"
Then she was lost in her orgasm, falling forward, her face nuzzling my chest as her hips hunched at me, keeping me buried deep within her as her juices poured over my now throbbing cock. I reached down with both hands and cupped her tight ass cheeks and spread them just a little as I continued to thrust upwards inside her pussy until finally, I felt the need to cum again myself and without warning her, filled her womb with my hot sperm.
She was wordless in her cries of pleasure, quivering as she took all that I had to offer, her tears splattering down on my chest even as her juices splattered down on my balls, bathing them with her silky, wet heat. I fell asleep again with her weeping softly atop me, her voice raw from screaming, sometimes rasping, "Thank you," as I drifted off, this time into a dreamless sleep.
When I woke, it was dark, but there was light from a big ol' Texas full moon shining through a window, silhouetting a naked Arlene who was sitting in the window sill, her knees drawn up to her chest. She was staring out into the desolate moonlit landscape. "Arlene, you okay?" I murmured, sitting up on my elbows. I realized that she'd thrown a sheet over my naked body.
She turned and stared at me for a long minute before returning her gaze outside. "Reckon I'm fine as a person could be in this shithole." I sat there without a clue of what to say and it was a while before she turned and looked at me again, her eyes burning in the dim light. "Who is Celeste?" she asked sharply.
My heart did a double-flip and my mouth went dry as I said softly, "Say what?"
"Who's Celeste? You called me that while we was fucking." She tilted her head and said, "She someone you love?"
I sighed heavily and rolled out to sit on the side of the bed, pushing the damp sheet off my body. I rubbed my face with my hands and took a long time before I replied, "Yeah...she was someone I loved. She's...she's dead now." I remember sitting in the stockade...reading the letter from her village priest, telling me about the unexploded shell she'd stepped on in a field of wildflowers. "Long time ago. Long ways away."
"What's it feel like, Tyler...loving somebody. Being loved back?"
I looked up at her and saw that she was serious, her mouth turned down with a confused frown. I took a moment, not knowing what to say. "Why...I don't – I ain't sure I got the words, Arlene. It's – love is like caring for something so much it hurts your heart to be away from it. You want to just hold it and kiss it and smell it and get it inside your skin and never turn it loose."
She shook her head and then looked down, her face becoming lost in shadow. "Like when you're cumming and you reckon heaven can't be any better?"
I sighed and said, "It's...I reckon it's more. All that sweetness of fucking times a million, feeling that way when they just smile at you or touch your hand with theirs."
She rose her head sharply, her lips curled into an ugly snarl. I could hear the pain in her voice, "I ain't been loved like that and I sure ain't loved anyone and felt that way." She roughly wiped tears out of her eyes and looked back out into the dark. After several minutes, she said softly, "I'm sorry for all the names I called you, Tyler...boy and nigger and all that. I didn't mean it...it's just...fuck, ain't it just a shitty world?"
I laughed softly and said, "It is at that, Arlene, it is at that." I stood up and walked across the rough wooden floor to stand next to her. I gently placed a hand on her shoulder. "Where's your people at, Arlene? What are you doing out here all alone?"
She leaned back against me and sighed. "That's what I am. That's all I am. Ain't got nobody and ain't nobody ever loved me." I heard her sniffle a little and then she wiped her eyes again and said, "I don't love anyone."
"Well, you will, Arlene. You never know but one of these days you'll find someone who will love you and you'll love them back something awful."
She snorted and looked up at me. "I fucking doubt that. I'm thirty-one years old and stuck here in this hellhole and a lot of men have spread my legs and had me, but I ain't loved a single one and here I am alone." She dropped a hand down from atop her knee and reached out for my sticky cock. "I don't know how to love and I reckon it don't matter so long as I can have something like this once in a while."
She turned towards me and dropped her legs to the floor. Arlene looked up at me as she stroked my cock, urging it back to life with her experienced touch. "Make me feel better, Tyler," she whispered, bringing the head of my cock to her lips and slipping her tongue out to roll over my flesh, lapping up her the sticky jism and pussy juice that was slowly drying there. "Help me forget than I'm alone and that I don't love anyone. Make me feel good, baby, please."
Arlene began to suck me again in earnest, her lips spreading to take as much as me in her mouth as she could. I shivered as my sensitive flesh was licked by her talented tongue and I sighed, "Sweet girl," running my fingers through her hair as her head bobbed up and down on my lengthening and thickening bone.
Soon the night air was filled with Arlene's impassioned cries as I took her again, fucking her from behind as she clung to the rails of the brass bed, her head hanging low and her tits rolling back and forth as I fed my cock into her hungry pussy. Amidst Arlene's screams of pleasure, the hound dogs in the farmyard gathered underneath the window to join her in a chorus of howls.
It seemed as if I fucked that strange white girl for hours, able to withstand the need to cum as I tried to please her as if I was her one last chance to know pleasure on such a scale in the long years she still had to live. I rode her hard and I rode her gentle, fucking her through one orgasm after another until finally, I fell atop her sobbing body and flooded her pussy with a final hot load of jism and we both fell into a dreamless and restless sleep.
#
Arlene didn't get around to taking me to the Mexico border that next day or the next and to be honest, I wasn't in any all-fired hurry to go. What we did do is fuck ourselves nearly to death and before I knew it, a week had gone by. We ate when we were hungry and slept when we were tired and in between it seemed as if we were fucking and sucking and licking. I didn't learn much about her...she was pretty non-committal about the folks in the pictures scattered around the house and she wouldn't talk much about herself. When we wasn't going at each other, she was often staring out the windows or sitting on the porch, looking off into the horizon at something only she saw.
One early evening as the sun was setting, we were on the back porch. She was astride me, naked as a jaybird, moving up and down on my cock like a never ending piston in a machine, sobbing with sex spawned pleasure, I knew her eyes were fixed on that horizon, fucking me and taking pleasure from it to spite or deny something that haunted her and was looming out there somewhere. Even in her sleep, she was at war with something, sometimes whimpering and reaching out with her hands until she found me, her fingers finally wrapping around my cock and bringing me to her – inside her to chase away her demons.
I had never known a woman like her before. There was this seemingly never filled hole inside her that craved sex to replace whatever it was she was missing. She took joy from it, but not love and even as she began to creep into my heart a little, I knew that she wasn't feeling the same way about me.
In the early hours just before dawn, she was squalling with pleasure as I wormed my way in and out of her ass – that crazy white girl determined to have me in every hole in her body and although it was the tightest thing I'd ever gotten my dick inside and had to have hurt like hell, she'd taken nearly all my long, black cock inside her asshole and had ripped a hole in the threadbare sheets as she clawed wildly as I speared her up the back door, finally filling her bowels with hot jism.
She'd fallen forward, still shaking with pleasure, her lips curled in a carnal snarl and with my cock still trapped in her ass, I had eased down atop her, gasping for breath. I'd ran my hand under her hair, brushing it to one side so I could kiss the glistening skin at the nape of her neck. "Whoo, Arlene...that was something. I love you, girl!"
Arlene jerked as if she'd been shot and pulled free of me, her ass leaking my spunk and was sitting next to me, her face full of tears as she slapped me and said, "Don't you dare say something like that to me! Don't even pretend you do 'cause I sure as hell don't love you!" She jumped off the bed and still naked stormed downstairs and climbed into the truck and roared off, not coming back for hours and ignoring me for most of the next day.
It was near to bedtime and I was on the front porch, trying to enjoy what breeze there was when she came out of the house and climbed into my lap. We held each other for a long time before she finally whispered in a heated tone, "Don't ever say that again, Tyler. Love ain't got nothing to do with us...wouldn't work even if we did feel that way. What we got is sex. Fucking and making each other feel good ain't love." She sat up and kissed me. "It ain't love," she repeated, "But it's all we got."



And so it was that that first week slipped into the second. We fucked and slept and sat around saying next to nothing and then fucked some more. It was maybe the tenth day since I'd arrived and in the early afternoon, we were fucking upstairs in the hot, steamy bedroom, Arlene flat on her back and me buried deep inside her, both of us slamming into the other, me now used to this crazy white woman's way of making love...like she was at war. We were kissing and biting and scratching at each other, her fingernails clawing furrows down my back while her ankles were crossed behind my ass.
Her hounds, Buster and Charley were howling in a chorus, echoing Arlene's yowls as they'd come accustomed to doing whenever we fucked. Her blue eyes were locked on mine, her fury as potent as ever, demanding that I pleasure her and make her cum and forget, at least for a moment, all her misery. Her sweet, slick cunt flesh was massaging my shaft like something that bordered on religious as I struggled not to cum too quickly.
I was so caught up in that perfect moment of sweet fucking that I never noticed the mattress sagging a little more and might not have realized we weren't alone until I felt the warm metallic business end of a large pistol tap softly against my temple. I froze in place while Arlene's eyes suddenly went wide and she moaned, half in fear and half in pleasure, "Fuck, God! Cody!"
I turned my head ever so slightly to spy a slightly overweight man wearing a dingy white Stetson with a tarnished star in the middle, unkempt curls of red hair coming out from under the hat band. His face was a might piggish and he was sporting a week's worth of reddish beard. I caught a flash of another badge on his chest and above it, the words Andolisa County Sheriff's Deputy.
He pressed the muzzle of his pistol against my head and grinned, teeth crooked and yellow. "Howdy, pardner." When I started to withdraw from Arlene, he pushed the muzzle harder against my temple and said, "Now, hold on. Ain't no one telling you to climb off this nigger fucking whore." He paused and glanced over at Arlene. "Ain't she something, my Arlene? Body built for sin and ain't nothing she won't do or anyone she won't fuck. I figured I'd come home and she'd be blowing the dogs or some such shit. Didn't reckon on seeing a jungle bunny fucking her though." He glanced at Arlene again and said, "Hi honey, miss me?"
Arlene licked her lips and then to my surprise, spat at him, spittle spraying his cheek as she said, "Fuck you, Cody, you sorry assed bastard. What little slut in a border whorehouse you been shacked up in for the last goddamn month?"
Amused, the man wiped spit off his face and said, "No whorehouse, Arlene. But I met me this little senorita with a cunny that tastes like honey. Still, I always come home, you know that." He grinned at me, his pistol never moving from my head. "Now, boy, did she forget to tell you she was married?"
My mouth was so dry, I have no idea how I even managed to speak. "Boss, I don't want no trouble...leastways, no more than I already got. Let me get...um, off her and you can take me in, sir."
Cody laughed at me and shook his head. "Oh hell no, boy! I figure the least you deserve is to finish...to put one more load of your nigger jism in my wife's twat. I want to see you do it. I wanna see how you make this negro loving slut scream. I figure you got one last good cum coming to you before I cut your dick off and feed it to my dogs." He glanced down and giggled weirdly. "I reckon that'll keep 'em full for a day or two."
Moving smoothly for a fat man, he stood up, his pistol still aimed at my head. "Go on now, fuck my wife. Show me how much better a nigger can fuck a white woman that a white man can. Go on now, start really poking her with that thing!"
You know, its funny how looking death in the eye can make you feel. Part of me wanted to curl up into a ball and whimper until this ofay motherfucker put a bullet in me, but part of me felt alive...as alive as I have ever felt. Alive like I'd felt on the field of battle in Eastern France or when my sweet Celeste and I were making love, she urging me to make a baby with her. You'd think a man's dick would just shrivel up when someone was pointing a Smith & Wesson 45 at him, but I felt bigger and longer than ever and I turned my gaze away from that red haired man and stared down at Arlene.
"Sorry, " she grunted as I thrust myself into her.
"Ain't nothing for it, Arlene." I replied. "Guess we just make do with what we're given." I closed my eyes and began to fuck her hard, imagining her long, lanky body underneath me and imagining how Celeste felt with me inside her and how my first, a sweet, innocent girl with skin as black as night who used to sing like an angel in the church choir had felt the first time she'd parted her legs for me...her name like a nearly forgotten memory at the edge of my mind...Darrie, I think it was.
Arlene responded to my thrusts, her eyes blazing with anger and regret and above all, pleasure as she clung to me, her touch conveying her need and desire to get every last ounce of pleasure from our last time. I fucked her hard, trying to ignore the niggling feeling that this Cody was likely going to blow at least my head off when I began to cum.
Arlene squirmed underneath me, trying to control her sobs of pleasure, but finally turning herself loose with a feral scream of delight, Cody laughing as the hounds resumed serenading us. She reached up and defiantly pulled my head down and kissed me, making sure that Cody saw her feeding me her tongue. I was filled with a great sense of delight that even if I was going to die, I was making this white woman scream in ways that Cody never had or would and I broke the kiss laughing my defiance as I made one last brutal series of thrusts into Arlene that sent her spiraling off into a loud, barking climax as I sank into her as deep as I could and emptied my balls into her, resigned and happy to die as a black cuckold for this fat deputy.
"YESSSSS!' Arlene managed to hiss between gasps for air. "Got me a real man between my legs." She glanced over at Cody and sneered. "He's got a real cock too, unlike some limp little dick fellas I know!"
The fat man's face was a bright red and his eyes were filled with something a lot crazier than whatever haunted Arlene. He unconsciously rubbed his bulging crotch in his stained khakis and licked his lips. His eyes wandered away for a moment and I considered making a play for his pistol, but he was a good distance from me and I was still hard and deep inside Arlene, her cunt still tightly wrapped around my cock.
His eyes cleared and he squinted at me, his eyes all piggish as he waggled his pistol at me and said, "Alright, boy, nice and slow, climb off my wife." I did as he said, trying not to wince as my cock made a wet, obscene sucking noise as I withdrew from Arlene's pussy and she moaned in pleasure.
Cody backed up and pointed me to the door. "Let's go, nigger. Ain't no sense getting dressed...you ain't gonna need clothes much longer." He kept his distance and I debated simply attacking him and hoping that I could take him and survive whatever wounds I might take.
I decided to bide my time and headed for the door, glancing once back at Arlene as she stared at me, despair and hate in her eyes as tears ran down her cheeks and she whispered, "I'm so sorry, Tyler."
Cody snapped, "Shut the fuck up, whore. I'll deal with you when I get done with the spear-chucker here. You keep quiet and maybe you won't be shitting and pissing blood more'n a month or so."
I slowly walked down the stair and began to turn towards the kitchen when Cody muttered, "Out the front door, nigger. You think we're stopping for a beer on the way out?"
I felt sticky and unclean as I climbed down the steps, the sun beating down on my sweaty and naked body. The hounds lifted their heads up to watch us go into the dirt yard...one rising to its feet to amble closer towards us. Twenty feet into the yard, Cody said, "Alright, nigger, turn around and face me."
Moving cautiously, I turned around and saw him standing a little over ten feet from me, gun pointed at my torso, him grinning broadly and most disturbingly, an obvious hard-on in his pants. "Boss, you don't have to do this. Take me in, beat hell out me, but you don't need to shoot my ass."
Cody giggled and shrugged. "Maybe I will and maybe I won't." He licked his lips again and his hand went into his pocket. He brought out a switchblade and flicked it open. "Tell you what, boy...you go on and cut off your own black dick and I'll let you go." He flung the knife into the dirt near my feet, the blade sinking into the dry dirt, the blade glittering in the bright sunshine.
I looked down at the knife with more longing that I wished and then back up at Cody. "Reckon, I'll pass, boss. I guess I'd bleed to death. Shooting me would be quicker."
He grinned and shrugged as he replied, "Shitty deal for sure, nigger, but it's the best deal any nigger's gonna get caught banging a white man's wife, even if she is a fucking slut." He thumbed back the hammer on his pistol.
I steeled myself to lunge for the knife and try and stick it in him before he could shoot me dead, but as I kept my eyes on his crazy ones, the screen door banged open. Not taking his eyes off of me, Cody said, "I thought I told you to stay inside, you stupid cu..."
Cody's voice was drowned out by the roar of a gun and I flinched as I assumed he'd pulled the trigger and shot me. As I patted my body, seeking blood and waiting for the pain to start, Cody lowered his gun and opened his mouth to speak, but instead of words, a gout of blood flowed past his lips, followed by another gunshot which faded into echoes almost immediately. I blinked in surprise as I looked down and saw two blood red flowers blooming on his sheriff's blouse.
He fell to his knees and I saw Arlene, standing naked a few feet behind him, holding a twin to the big forty-five revolver in Cody's hand. Her face and chest were red with something akin to arousal, her nipples swollen to the point of bursting. Cody looked down, his free hand clawing at the holes in his chest. Arlene pulled back the trigger and said, "Fuck you, Cody Keller." With terrible and deliberate purpose, Arlene sighted down the barrel and blew Cody's brains out, blood and brains splattering my body as he fell forward to the ground.
She dropped her gun hand down, the barrel making a sizzling noise as it brushed her leg. Arlene never even flinched. She glowered down at Cody's corpse as I took the whole scene in, trying to will myself to breathe. The only thing that moved was the old hound dog that had already been ambling our way...apparently not troubled by the sound of shots in the least. As I stood there in stunned silence, the dog approached, sniffed the dead body and then began to lap at the spreading pool of blood pooling in the dirt.
Finally, slowly and cautiously, I began to move, giving Cody a wide berth as I approached the naked, blonde-haired woman. "Arlene? You okay, Arlene?" I said softly as I carefully took the gun from her limp hand. Her eyes were on her now dead husband, watching him intently as if he might roll over and climb to his feet. I could see one crazy eye staring sightlessly at the barn. I'd seen dead men before and I knew she had nothing to fear from Cody anymore.
"Arlene? Thank you...you saved my life," I said, reaching out to stroke her arm comfortingly.
She jerked her hand away, swinging her face around to stare at me, the anger in those blue orbs as intense as ever. "You think I done that for you! I was saving my own fucking life. I wasn't about to let that cowardly fucker beat me ever again. I've pissed and shit enough blood in my life."
I nodded and said, "I understand you, but thanks just the same."
Arlene ignored my thanks and then snorted and hawked up a gob of snot and spat it at her late husband. Wiping her mouth, she turned to me and said, "There's an old canvas tarp in the barn. Go get it and we'll wrap him up in it."
I shook my head. "Ain't you gonna go get the law?" Even as I said it, I knew how stupid it sounded.
She turned on me with fists clenched and screamed, "And tell them what...that I shot their asshole buddy 'cause he caught me fucking a nigger?" She slung an arm around and slapped me in the face, staggering me back as she continued to rant. "You want to fucking hang, Tyler, 'cause I sure as hell don't. We got to get rid of this sorry sack of shit and make like he never existed. Go get the fucking tarp. Get it now!"
I'd had combat sergeants who'd been less intense than her and I found myself running naked across the dirt yard towards the leaning barn, shoving open the door and finding a moth-eaten hank of tarp and dragging it back. We rolled Cody onto it, pausing to take nearly one hundred and fifty dollars out of his wallet and toss both forty-fives in with him before we bundled him up in the weathered canvas. Quivering with nervous energy, we hauled it into the bed of the old truck. I suddenly realized there was a sheriff's prowler parked next to it and I looked at Arlene and said, "What'll we do with the car?"
She stared at it, silent for a long minute before she worked it out and nodding, replied, "We'll put it in the barn for now. Tonight, I'll drive it to the border and leave it near one of his goddamn bordellos. You follow in the truck and then I'll drive it back while you cross the border."
I came up short and after a moment said, "You mean...I got to go?"
She laughed nastily and said, "Might be a bit suspicious, my husband gone missing and a colored man spending time out at the house." She came up to me, her hand coming to my face, stroking my still burning cheek with her fingers. "We both knew it wouldn't last. Tyler, it's time to go."
For a bad moment, I thought I might have to unroll him and fish car keys out his pockets, but Cody had left them in the ignition. We went back to the house and dressed. Arlene had cleaned my clothes as best as could be done and after what little time I'd spent in them the last week or so, it felt strange to be have clothes on again. It was nearly as odd to see Arlene clothed...wearing that same old fashioned, button up the front dress she'd sorta been wearing the first time we met.
We climbed in the truck and she took off like a bat out of hell. I glanced back at the bouncing tarp in the bed of the truck. I realized we didn't have any shovels. I looked over at Arlene who was staring straight ahead intently. "What are we gonna do with him? We gonna bury him?"
Arlene shook her head violently. "No...coyotes might dig him up...can't risk it. I got something better in mind." She didn't say more as we finally made the crossroad and then turned west. It was late afternoon when she turned sharply onto a barely visible road...obviously abandoned and unused for years. We bounced and crashed around a rise to come into a low depression where the remains of a barn and a small house had been at one time. The skeletal remains of a windmill stood over a rock cistern. Arlene skidded to a stop and we climbed out.
The place was deserted, but seemed haunted...I could almost sense the ghosts lingering. "What is this place?" I said in a hushed voice.
Pain clouded Arlene's eyes as she said angrily. "This here's home. Belonged to my daddy before the bank stole it back in 1931. I was ten. Pa moved us into town, left Mama here. She pointed to a rise beyond the house where the remains of a miniature iron fence surrounding a weathered wooden cross. "She died in 1925, given birth to my little brother. They're both up there." She looked at me, tears threatening. "Ain't nobody lives here now...aint worth shit, but there's a well we can use."
She pointed towards the large round cistern. I walked over there and looked down the uncovered hole. It went deep into darkness. I couldn't smell water though and glanced at her. "It went dry in 1929. Pa was always scared I'd fall down into it. Said it was nearly two hundred feet deep." Arlene smiled in a way that made me both aroused and frightened. "I reckon it'll do for Cody."
I nodded and we struggled with his rolled up corpse, raising it up and pushing it over the edge of the cistern. The bundle thudded against the sides of the well as it fell before it came to a stop with a wet, meaty sound. "I hope you roast in hell, you sorry son of a bitch," muttered Arlene as she walked around the cistern, pushing at rocks that had loosened in the homemade mortar, shoving them off into the well to impact with noises that made me queasy.
Each time she sent a rock down to crash on Cody, Arlene's eyes grew a little wilder until they seemed to be full of fire that was equal parts anger and desire. Her nipples pressed out against the thinning cotton fabric of that faded blue dress. I glanced at the sun, now riding low towards the west and said, "Maybe we best get a move on, Arlene. It'll be dark soon."
She spun and stared at me. "Fuck me, Tyler. I want it...I need you and that big, black dick of yours." I took a step back, daunted by the clear arousal in her face...in her body, something that went beyond human...like she was a wild spirit. Arlene was a bit scary and I have to confess, very sexy too. Scared and confused as I felt, I was startled to feel my cock begin to harden.
"Arlene...damn, but we got to get moving, girl...it's a long way to the border."
I was still backing up and that wild blonde woman followed until I bumped up against the lowered tail gate of the truck. Arlene pushed herself against me, rubbing her body against mine while her hands fondled my crotch and her lips pressed against mine. "We got time and I want you right now! I'm free now and I want to be fucked!" she moaned as her hands got inside my fly and drew my swelling dick out, stroking it anxiously.
Her tongue swirled in my mouth, dancing with my tongue and in the process, somehow communicating a sense of carnal lust that associates with the specter of death. I'd seen it and felt it many times in the heat of battle...the joy of simply being alive after spitting in Death's face. My arousal exploded inside me and my hands were all over Arlene, squeezing her breasts through the dress, tearing the dress open to get my hands and then my mouth on her swollen nipples while she crooned with pleasure. I slid fingers through her already sopping wet pussy lips, my shameless blonde slut not wearing any underclothes.
She bit my lip as she broke the kiss and sobbed, "Fuck me, Tyler...goddamn, I need your big cock in my pussy!" She pulled away from my embrace and bent over the tail of the truck bed, hiking her dress up as she spread her legs, revealing her tight ass and between her thick, wild bush, her pussy was spread wide and glistening with wetness.
I unbuckled my pants and let them fall at my feet and stepped up behind her and with the ease of being near constant lovers for the past several days, pressed the swollen head of my cock between her cunt lips and shoved hard. Arlene threw back her head and screamed with pain and pleasure and in triumph, spooking a couple of jackrabbits that skittered away from us as I began to fuck my white lover with a vengeance.
Our moans and screams drifted away from us to be devoured by the great emptiness that we stood in the middle of, Arlene's fingernails scraping against the rusted metal of the truck bed while I pounded my long, thick cock into her hungry, clinging pussy, her feeling so hot and slick and tight, both of us screaming and swearing from the sheer pleasure of uninhibited fucking and the pure joy of being alive.
"FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK MEEEEE!" Arlene squalled, her body quivering as I pressed myself against her, hands wrapped around her and squeezing her large titties brutally, almost still except for my pelvis which was moving like a jackhammer as I fucked her with quick, powerful thrusts. Her cunt muscles tightened around my cock as she began to cum, sobbing, "I LOVE IT! I LOVE IT. FUCK, I LOVE THAT BLACK DICK!"



Before I knew what was happening, I began to cum, gushing huge gouts of hot jism into her white womb, my entire body tingling with pleasure as I exploded inside her, lifting myself up on my toes as I tried to thrust into her as deep as I possibly could. Her cries of pleasure became louder and she seemed to cum all the harder as I filled her pussy with my spunk and I was laughing and crying with the intensity and the insanity of the moment – in love with life and maybe that crazy white girl as I just seemed to keep cumming.
I was so caught up in the rapture of the moment, I never saw the tire iron until the very last second, Arlene's arm lashing at me from such an awkward angle that it must have hurt. There was a flash of pain, that strangely enough, seemed to enhance my pleasure for a moment and then the world fragmented into pieces of blackness that spread together to darken my whole world. My last conscious sensation was leaving something hot and sweet and so wonderful wet, feeling keenly a sense of loss and betrayal.
#
I awoke in darkness and swam slowly out of it. I was alone and the truck and Arlene were gone. The waning moon and a blanket of stars were my only illumination. I tried to rise up twice only to fall down, taking a while to realize that my trousers were tangled up around my ankles. My head ached and was sticky where the skin had been broken by Arlene's blow. I had no clue what time it was, but I had a sense that it wasn't quite midnight yet. "Fucking bitch,"
I sighed even as I heard my Pa's voice laughing at me..."I done warned you about those crossroads and the devil. She done sucked away your soul, ain't she boy?" I closed my eyes and tried to clear my mind of his voice and all the accompanying echoes of every bad decision I'd ever made in my life. All that did was make me dizzy.
I stared at the sky, using the stars to determine direction. All my worldly possessions were back at Arlene's house, but I had no plans to go back and claim them. Thanking that crazy white bitch for not taking my shoes, I began to march across the scrubland in a southern direction, looking back in the darkness again and again for any sign of pursuit. I tried to steadily eat up the miles as I'd been taught in the army long ago, but my head was pounding and sometimes I was seeing double and I had no water.
Visions of Cody with the back of his head blown off keep flashing through my mind intermixed with images of Arlene's naked body underneath mine, her angry eyes fixed on me even as I moved inside her feverish body. I had a good idea of where she got off to and what it meant for me if I didn't get my ass across the river and into Mexico.
Sometime late in the night, I crested a small rise and looked back and three or four miles away saw several pairs of headlights all grouped together – a cherry top strobing and illuminating the sky like lightning dripping blood. I figured that somebody had come for Cody...and me. I moved on, shifting to the southwest and then to the southeast to hopefully shake any pursuers, but always moving south, praying that Arlene had been lying about Mexico being fifty miles away.
As light was breaking in the east, I scrabbled down a scree of loose shale into a dried up creek bed and moved towards the opposite bank when a gruff voice drawled, "That'd be far enough, boy. You're done running." A tall, gaunt shape emerged from the shadows of some heavy brush, holding a rifle at his waist, calmly pointed my way. His skin was leathery and wrinkled from too many years in the sun and a thick, unruly mustache covered his upper lip. He was wearing a denim jacket with a star on it and a sweat stained Stetson.
I considered running, unsure if I'd charge him or run away, but he read my thoughts in my body language and slowly shook his head. "Don't, boy...I can castrate a jackrabbit at fifty yards with this Winchester. Putting a round into your leg won't do anything but make you limp on your way to meet your maker."
I heard the absoluteness and finality in his voice and any thought of resistance flooded out of me. In a voice full of defeat, I said, "I didn't kill Cody Keller. Arlene did. She shot him to keep him from killing me."
He shrugged as he reached behind his back and came out with a pair of gleaming hand cuffs. "Don't much care if you did or didn't. Cody was a worthless piece of motherless white trash and I figured Arlene Keller would've done him in long before this." He tossed the cuffs over to land at my feet. "You know how this works, boy...put them on. Arlene's made some serious charges about you. Don't be fucking with me. Shooting a colored boy charged with murder and rape wouldn't raise any eyebrows round these parts.
I hesitated as I reached down for the cuffs. "Rape? I ain't raped no one!"
He motioned with his rifle and said, "That'll be for a jury of your peers, such as it is, to decide." Once I had the cuffs on, he pointed south and we began walking – him a safe distance behind me. "Just be glad it was me who caught you. Sheriff Wilbourne had'a got his hands on you, you'd likely have been swinging from a courthouse tree before the morning was out."
I glanced back over my shoulder at him and said, "Who're you?"
"Dave LaSalle. Some call me Dancin' Dave. Texas Ranger...retired. They call me when they need someone tracked out here in the big empty places." He sighed. "Figured as soon as I heard Arlene tell her story you'd be lighting out for old Mexico."
We marched for nearly half an hour before we came along an old army Jeep. He cuffed me to the seat and we made for the city of Andolisa, the county seat for Andolisa County. Along the way, I told him my story and of all that happened while he kept his eyes on the road.
As we came into town and moved through the streets, people out on their morning business looking at us, some spitting as they glanced at me, the Ranger spoke softly to me. "Tyler, you got yourself a regular shit sandwich to eat." He glanced at me with pity in his eyes. "You could be telling the truth...lord knows, I've lived long enough to separate what's real from the bullshit in this world. I've known Arlene since she dropped out from between her mama's legs back in '21. She's been pissed off at the world pretty much ever since, spreading her legs for a lot of men, mostly trying to get even for whatever she lost or ain't ever had. I reckon at least two men have gotten killed over her since she turned eighteen."
He snorted and said, "Boy, she was something then...make an old man's pecker remember being young. But whether she's lying here or telling the truth, you and me both know how this is gonna go. White woman in Texas says a colored man raped her...he's a dead man...just a matter of time. Worse, you're accused of killing a law officer. A piece of shit law officer for sure, but all the same..." We pulled up in front of the sheriff's office and the old man put a hand on my shoulder. "Make your peace with God, son. You'll be riding the lightning before the New Year arrives." He looked down and spat out his side of his Jeep and said, "I'm sorry bout that, but this...this is Texas.
#
I only saw Ranger Dancin' Dave LaSalle one other time, although I did hear that he was all that kept the locals from hanging me. I wasn't ever sure he was doing me a favor. Sheriff Wilbourne and Cody's friends beat me near to death and I was still pissing blood long after the trial was over with and I was sitting in the State Prison waiting sentence.
The trial was a sensation and made the newspapers all over Texas. I pleaded 'not guilty' and then watched with my heart breaking as Arlene testified that I had snuck onto her farm and held her prisoner and raped her constantly for several days before Cody came home and caught me, but then I murdered him and forced her to help me hide his body. It was only while I was raping her again that she managed to knock me out and drive away to get help.
Arlene gave all this testimony in a dead, monotone voice, never once looking me in the eye, her face a harsh red, her eyes still angry, but thick with fear. Her testimony was supported by a local doctor who reported that in examining Arlene, her vagina's condition showed excessive abuse over a long period and that her anus had experienced some tearing from being anally assaulted.
The prosecutor built a case of me being a habitually violent man, citing my military record – two years in Leavenworth for assaulting an officer while stationed in France and my year and a day in Houston for hitting a policeman while drunk. He painted me as a rabid dog best put down for everyone's safety.
My own defense attorney made the minimal effort, skirting my claims as best he could and trying to get the court to show mercy and send me to prison for life rather than give me the death penalty. A jury of twelve white men, all over sixty years of age spent exactly fourteen minutes to decide my fate. I reckon it took that long 'cause one of them had to take off his shoes to count the votes up. A jury of my peers indeed.
The Judge, who appeared to know most of the jury on a first name basis, stood me up to pronounce sentence and asked me if I had anything to say? I rolled my eyes and gestured casually at him and replied, "Fuck you, your honor, but y'all have already decided to fry my black ass anyway. Go ahead and flip the switch you pale-bellied motherfucker."
The Judge's face went so red, I thought he might have a stroke on the bench, but finally, a grim smile broke out on his face and he answered, "I'll be right happy to oblige you, boy." I was sentenced to die on December 31 before midnight. I wasn't to see 1953 roll around.
My comments to the judge earned me a special beating from two good ol' white boys one night at the penitentiary who were let into my isolated cell for the longest fifteen minutes of my life. I heard they got serious time off for good behavior. Six months rolled by as I sat in my tiny cell day after day, marking the time growing short. Christmas, the guards gave me a thick stick of peppermint candy and waited till after I sampled it to tell me they'd been scratching their asses with it. I got a Christmas card from Dave LaSalle urging me to "get right with the Lord' and telling me that he and his missus were praying for me.
Finally, December 31 rolled around and they prepped me for execution and took me to a windowless cell down the hall from the execution chamber. I sat in a chair that was securely bolted down to the floor in case I had any last minute ideas of using it to escape. I ignored my last meal, knowing full well my guards had spit in it. I was calm. I wasn't sure I was right with the Lord, but I was ready to get the hell out of Texas.
With maybe an hour to go, the guards came in with another chair and then shackled me securely into the chair I was in. ""What's all this?" I asked hesitantly, figuring it was time for one last beating.
A pale faced guard with a Moe haircut snickered and said, "Sometimes, we get a request from the victim's family. A last little private visit with the piece of shit who killed some of their kin. We're always happy to oblige." My heart began to beat wildly as his words sank into me. I couldn't believe she would...
The door opened and in stepped Arlene. Her hair was still blonde, but somebody professional had done the hair job. She looked more like Veronica Lake than ever before. She had on a little make-up and she was wearing a fancy looking cloth coat with nice high heels on her feet. Her face was pale and drawn under the makeup though and though she looked pretty, I much preferred the face I'd seen cumming not so long ago.
Moe stepped to her and pulled out a beavertail sap, putting the weapon down on the chair he'd brought for her. "You got thirty minutes, Mrs. Keller. Don't make him bleed." He pointed to the sap and said, "Hit him in the gut and in the...um, balls. Won't show and it'll hurt like hell."
Arlene nodded and smiled coldly at him. "I understand. Thirty mintues." She slid a coat sleeve up and looked at a sparkly gold wristwatch. Moe tipped his uniform cap at her and left, the door clicking as the lock was thrown into place.
For a long time we just stared at each other. My fear of Arlene quickly gave way to a hate that almost made me quiver while she stood there by the chair and stared coldly back. When I could bear the silence no more, I rasped, "Come back to take one more cheap shot at the nigger, Arlene?"
She looked down at her feet, casting her face into shadow and was a long time replying, finally saying, "I suppose I deserve that, Tyler." She looked up at me, her face now streaked with tears. "I wanted to...shit, I don't know. I wanted to tell you how sorry I am over how I did you."
I could feel my anger swelling and I strained against my shackles, praying for a single weak link so I could break free and strangle the lying white bitch. "You want to apologize, go tell that fucking judge how you lied before they fry my ass."
A sob broke loose from her, a bubble of snot forming and bursting over her upper lip. Arlene wiped it away with the back of her hand and barely looking at me, replied, "I can't do that, Tyler."
"Right," I answered, sarcasm and despair both in my voice. "Much fairer to just let the nigger die instead."
Arlene's entire body seemed to hunch over as she let out another sob. She pushed away tears with both hands and then began unbuttoning her coat. "No, I mean...I can't do that, Tyler. I'm pregnant with your baby." She spread her coat wide to reveal a plain dress that stretched tightly across her swollen belly. She shrugged the coat off and draped it over the chair, stepping closer to me as she ran her hands over her stomach.
I stared at her, shock dissipating my anger as I looked at a woman in the later months of pregnancy. "My...my baby?" I whispered.
Arlene nodded and replied, "I'm in my six month and the doctor tells me it's already big for its age. It's yours...I'm near positive that it's a boy too."
My head was spinning and things started to blacken on me and I gasped for air, taking deep breaths until finally I could look up into Arlene's tear streaked face. "I'm gonna be a daddy?" I looked around as if looking for someone to jump out of hiding and tell me this was all a sick joke. "I'm going to be a daddy and I'm fixing to get fucking killed! What the fuck did you do this to me for, Arlene! Why'd you fucking lie and kill me for?"
Arlene began crying full on, managing to speak between hesitant sobs. "Please forgive me, Tyler...I done wrong and I can't undo it, but it...it was the only way I could see to get free."
"What the fuck you mean, girl? Why'd you set me up?"
She wiped her face again and her voice grew cold and flat, hints of her old anger still simmering. "Cody had to die...if'n I'd let him just go missing, it would've been years before I'd have had title to his place. I'd had to wait for them to declare that fucker dead. I couldn't wait. Them fellas from the oil companies had been nosing around for months and wanted to buy the place and Cody was just teasing them on, jacking up the price. Cody had to die and I had to be clear of any wrong-doing. You...you were convenient." She began to sob again and then slowly and awkwardly went to her knees. "Forgive me!"
"I was...convenient." I considered her words. "Fuck. Pa warned me about those crossroad and the devils you fool with there. You played me the fool from the moment we met. All that fucking and well, reckon we can't call it loving, can we? All that didn't mean shit to you."
Arlene shook her head. "It weren't meant to, Tyler, but...it did. You made me feel better than any man ever has. You were better to me than any man ever was and I almost didn't do it, but selling the property...it meant money and a way to get the hell out of South Texas and in the end..." She looked up at me again and held out her hands in supplication. "Please forgive me, Tyler. I'd tell the truth now excepting I'm going to have a baby...your baby...your son! I can't do it...they'd take him from me and I...I love him."
Her last words brought me up short, smothering my harsh reply as I recalled her words while she sat naked in a window looking out at the night several months and a lifetime ago. "Ain't got nobody and ain't nobody ever loved me...I don't love anyone."
My face must've told her I remembered because she reached out and took my shackled hands. "I understand now, Tyler...what love means...how it feels...how you felt about your Celeste. He's my world now, Tyler and I love him and I want to spend the rest of my life loving him...teaching him how to love and make a better life than you or me ever knew."
I slowly shook my head and sighed. "You are one crazy white bitch, Arlene. You're a she-devil and I almost wished I'd never laid eyes on your sorry ass."
She gave me a tentative smile and replied, "I know. I'm sorry for what I've done to you and I'll be sorry for the rest of my life, but I wanted you to know...about the baby. I'll raise him right, Tyler. I already got us a place in Mexico...I bought a little store and I'll raise him up there. It's beautiful there...it's on the Pacific Ocean. I'll raise our boy right. I'll teach him about love...how to love and about his daddy and what a good man he was." She paused and looked up into my eyes and said, "I love our baby, Tyler and I understand now that I must love you too, at least a little for putting him in my belly."
Arlene scooted closer to me, her hands now on my thighs, slowly stroking them as she said, "I wish I could save you, Tyler. I know I've fucked things up something awful and I can't make it right. Maybe I shouldn't have come, but I wanted you to know you're a daddy and I reckoned maybe...well, maybe I am crazy, but I thought if I had the chance, I could at least let you leave this world knowing a little bit of pleasure." Her hand pushed on up my thighs and then moved south over my crotch.
I couldn't have been more surprised. "You must be crazy, bitch!" I said with a bitter laugh. "I'm getting executed more for raping you than killing that cocksucker, Cody and you want to fuck me!"
Arlene nodded and said in a quiet and equally bitter voice. "Maybe I am and I don't know if this will help make my guilt lay a little quieter late at night, but I have to do this!" Her hands worked at my pants, not having too much problem since they'd already took my belt so I couldn't deprive the state of Texas of the privilege of murdering me. She got my fly undone and reached in with warm hands and pulled my peter out.
Her hand felt good and despite my anger and disbelief, my cock began to respond. Oh, like everyone else in prison solitary, I jacked off a lot – ain't much else to do...I'd done it earlier in the morning, but I'd missed the feel of a woman's touch...that softness and that knowledge a woman can have. I began to harden under Arlene's attention.
Arlene's lips wrapped around the head of my cock and her tongue began to move like a wild thing, fluttering and licking at me while she began to suck me off. I groaned as memories of those wild days and nights in her old farmhouse swam in my mind...even after all these months, I recognized her mouth...her tongue, her furious and determined ways of pleasing a man. "Fuck me," I moaned. "This ain't right...not by a damned sight."
Arlene mumbled something incoherent as her mouth took more of my swelling dick in, taking me deeper and deeper until my helmet was nudging the back of her throat. She bobbed and moved her head up and down, my now erect cock sliding back and forth between her full lips. She suddenly let me slip from her mouth, my dick dripping with her spit and whispered tearfully, "I missed this, Tyler. I missed you. I missed your big, black cock."



Carefully and gingerly, Arlene struggled to her feet, her hands reaching down and hauling up the hem of her dress and I was surprised even though I shouldn't have been to see that she wasn't wearing underwear...her bush as thick and wild as it ever had been. Parting her thick pelt, her pussy lips had blossomed like some exotic lilly in season, revealing her own arousal...her pink cunt flesh gleaming with wetness. Arlene lifted her dress higher, revealing her full, round belly that held our baby.
I was rendered speechless as I looked at the lower half of her lush body while she used one hand to unbutton my shirt and spread it open wide. "Sometimes, I think I can feel him kicking at me, Tyler...your son is going to be so strong!"
Arlene carefully straddled me, rising up as she placed the head of my swollen cock against her cunt lips. She felt like a furnace and so unbelievably wet. Slowly she impaled herself on my throbbing cock, a low moan escaping her lips as she took more and more of me inside her. As she mounted me, her stomach rubbed against my chest, coming to rest against my midsection and it was as if I could feel the life growing inside her...life that I had helped create. A sob broke free of my mouth...part pleasure from Arlene's tight pussy and part a feeling unlike any I had ever had before...maybe the closest had been what I'd felt for Celeste after the war.
Arlene began to ride me, taking her time and cautiously so as if not to disturb the precious thing inside her. Her arms went around my neck and I ached to hold her tight as she kissed me, thrusting her tongue between my lips to find my own and resume a dance that had been interrupted so many months ago.
My white lover used her considerable skill, her cunt muscles tightening and massaging my shaft as she somehow managed to take all of me inside her in her advanced pregnant state. It was a sort of sweet torture as she moved slowly and awkwardly on me, my throbbing cock remaining mostly in her as she went up and down on me cautiously.
Arlene ended the kiss with a lusty moan before leaning back and looking down at our joined crotches, obscured by her large belly, round like a basketball. Her fingernails dug into my neck as she arched her back and hissed, "Yes...love your thick black meat, Tyler. Fuck me with that huge babymaker. Arlene reached in and scooped her breasts out of her dress, nipples swollen and massive and oozing a little fluid. She cupped them and held her meaty tits to me and I felt hot tears run down my face as I wrapped my lips around them and sucked at them, tasting hints of the mother's milk to come.
Her arms pulled me close as she ground herself against me and she began to cum, shaking with the intensity of her climax. I felt her go limp and sag against me, her pulse strong in her chest and in her belly and I tugged at my chains, aching to hold her to me. I heard her whisper into my ear, "I love how your big black cock in my pussy makes me feel."
Then she rose up and off my still very erect cock. With her hands on my legs, she carefully squatted down between my legs again and deftly took my cock in her open mouth. My black shaft was thickly coated with her whitish juices which she quickly and enthusiastically cleaned off me before beginning to suck me with a passion. Her tongue fluttered and rolled over my sensitive flesh, flicking at my piss slit and I began to gasp, trying to hold out as long as I could until my need was too great to be refused.
"Goddamn, Arlene...goddamn, I'm gonna shoot!" She made pleased, gobbling noises and looked up at me with a great deal of passionate rage. I began to shoot hot jism into her mouth which she gobbled up wetly and loudly, taking me back to that first time in the middle of the crossroads when she had, on her knees, sucked my black cock and where I guessed I had sold her my soul.
Amidst my pleasure, I felt a great sadness and I was again on the verge of tears as I slipped from her lips. Arlene rolled her lips over the head of my dick one last time and then looked up at me, tears rolling down her flushed cheeks. We both wept silently as she gave my semi-hard dick a last kiss and tucked it back into my pants, fixing them and my shirt before she stood up.
"I hope that someday...in the next world, you can forgive me, Tyler," Arlene whispered as she leaned into me and kissed me one last time, her lips and tongue strong with my own taste...not that I really cared.
She stepped back and I coughed and cleared my throat and said in a raw voice, "Could I...could I kiss him before you go?"
Arlene closed her eyes for a moment, her face torn with anguish as she nodded and then she again climbed atop me, struggling to bring her swollen belly high enough so I could kiss it. Fingers digging into my shoulders as I bent down as much as I could to allow me to brush her stomach with my lips and I thought I could feel the life of my child...my son, inside her. "I love you," I whispered as my tears began anew.
Arlene slowly pulled herself together, both of us still crying and I was beginning to believe that this mad white woman was actually feeling guilty. She pulled on her coat and turned to me. "His name...our son – what should his name be?"
Her question took me by surprise and my lips moved for several seconds without speaking. "I don't rightly know. Pa's name was Benjamin and I never liked Tyler." I tried to think of a friend who'd meant a lot to me, but strangely, none of my childhood friends or war buddies came to mind. I flashed on the Texas Ranger who'd brought me in and who had at least been sorta decent to me. "Dave...David," I said to Arlene. "Call him David Benjamin."
Arlene nodded and smiled...maybe the first happy smile I'd ever seen on her face. "David it is. Maybe I'll call him Davy."
"Davy," I said softly. "I like that."
We stared at each other for a long time, not knowing what more to say. I know she wanted to hear me say that I forgave her, but it wasn't in me to say it. Finally, there was a knock at the door. We could hear the click of the door being unlocked. "Got a minute left, Mrs. Keller," came Moe's muffled voice.
Arlene sighed and wiped at her face with a hanky she pulled from her coat pocket...her makeup smeared and ruined. I could tell she ached to hear me forgive her, but when she realized it wasn't coming, she nodded and her customary cold expression came on...how much was an act for the guards, I would never know. She turned and reached for the door. She looked back and said in a shaky, teary voice, "I'll raise our baby right, Tyler. I'll love him and I'll teach him to love...to be a loving person. I'll make sure he's a real loving man you'd be proud of."
She opened the door and was gone. Moe peeked through and saw me with my head down, weeping unashamedly. He snickered, reckoning, I guess that she'd worked me over good. I suppose, in her own way, she had.
My last hours passed quietly and many people passed through my thoughts. Pa...childhood friends remembered at last...sweet, little Darry. Guys I had served in Europe with. Faces of Germans I had killed in hand to hand combat. Celeste...most of all, I thought of Celeste, wondering if I would be lucky enough to see her again after. I thought of Arlene and the brief wonderful and terrible time we'd spent together and I thought of my child...my son and what the world might be like when he was grown. I wondered what he'd be like raised by a she-devil like Arlene and I prayed for them both.
Finally, we took that long walk down to the room with the big chair. Beyond us, separated by a large plate glass window were the witnesses. I recognized Sheriff Wilbourne, looking pleased with himself. The judge was there too, passing a bottle back and forth with a couple of the men who'd served on my jury. To my surprise, Dave LaSalle was there too, looking grave. He's the only one I acknowledged, nodding to him. He nodded back, a sad smile on his face. Arlene wasn't there and for that I was glad. It was both sad and satisfying that I knew she'd go through life knowing I'd never forgiven her for her betrayal.
I was strapped into the chair and all the things clamped onto me that would fry me. I shook my head when they tried to put the hood on me. Finally, the warden stepped up and said, "Tyler Ballou, you have been found guilty of murder and rape by a jury of your peers and have been sentenced to have electricity flow through your body until you're dead. Before sentence is carried out, do you have any last words?"
For a moment, my mind was a blank and then in a rush, everything that had happened since I had hopped off that freight train back near the crossroads flooded through my mind...all of it, from Arlene stepping out half naked from her truck to her standing before me, dress raised so I could see my child growing in her belly. I laughed and said, "Got no regrets. Everything I did, if I had the chance, I'd do it all again."
I watched most of the witnesses frown or start cussing – Dave LaSalle nodding slowly and then I heard the warden snarl, "Hit him with the juice." The world went completely white and I heard myself cry out and then I saw Arlene, tanned and older, still skinny and big chested, wearing a pretty summer dress and standing next to a handsome young negro man with her blue eyes and my smile. They were on a beach and he had his arm around her shoulders and they looked happy. As my world darkened, I decided that I had at the end spoken the truth. Everything I did, I'd do it all again.
The End
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Okay, here is the first of a three part story - previewed as Lovecraftian, although on reflection, I'm not sure I stayed completely true to that genre. It starts a little slow, but parts 2 & 3 should make up for the usual carnal carnage you've come to expect from me...lol. I am very keen on getting your comments, be they pro or con.
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters therein are fictional, existing solely within the confines of my imagination (such that it is). Enjoy!
*
I cannot honestly say that the first time I set eyes on Isprey Island that I harbored feelings of dismay and horror, although loathing might have been a dominant emotion. I remember that it was green and verdant, a beacon of furious life in a dark, gray and very forbidding ocean. I remember seeing the house for the first time, rising up on the side of the dominant hillside like a great, white fortress. I remember that I had just turned eighteen and that I was eager, ravenous almost to get on with my life and frustrated that instead that I would be spending the summer before university with my parents in this isolated, primitive place.
My father, Thomas Halloran, a professor of literature of rather infamous reputation, had taken a sabbatical from Miskatonic University -- no doubt to the relief of his students and many of his peers in order to do research on a relatively unknown author from early medieval England named William Isprey. My father's academic specialty had been Nordic bards, but near the time of my birth, he had come into possession of a Renaissance era treatise examining the writings of one William Isprey from the late 900s AD, an account of his adventures with a party of Viking adventurers who had established a colony on Isprey Island, some three hundred miles off the coast of Maine.
Most experts had discounted the writings as fiction, an almost quaint tale of adventure and horror that invoked images of worshipping Dark Gods and questing for arcane power, My father, however, had become obsessed with the treatise and had spent most of my life searching for fragments of Isprey's work, particularly a piece my father called, "The Summoning."
For years, Father had sought to gather the means to visit and do work on Isprey Island which had been associated with William Isprey since before the arrival of the Pilgrims in the early 1600s. The happiest I've ever seen my father is when he brought home from a research trip to Saint Petersburg, an ancient map marked with Nordic runes and Latin words and was purported to be a Viking sailing chart dated from the 1100s which clearly marked a tiny island off the coast of North America as Isprey's Island.
Since the time of the arrival of the Puritans, various folk have dwelt on the island, albeit not for long, the island claimed and disinherited in turn by the English, the French, Massachusetts, and Maine. Individuals have built homes there, only to sell or abandon them. The last was a wealthy recluse who built a substantial Cape Cod house there in the late 1880s and which has been rented out time and time again after his suicide in 1913.
Others have done archaeological research there, confirming that a group of Viking colonists had established a settlement, intermittently maintained between the years 900 -- 1100. Along with artifacts of a Viking outpost was evidence that some Native American groups had been on the island over the centuries with the findings suggesting that it had been a site of some religious significance.
Now, my father hoped to make his contribution to the history of Isprey Island and perhaps find evidence that would lend credence to William Isprey and his work being more that fanciful fiction. On rare occasions, Father would share some of his work with Mother and me, but it held little interest for me -- Father's translations and suppositions making it sound like Isprey was merely a madman, seeking to call upon long forgotten ancient gods he referred to as the Old Ones to grant him power.
I knew that in this summer of Father's research, my purpose was to simply be his slave laborer and that the many shovels and axes and other tools he had gathered and had loaded on our charter boat would be utilized by me to clear away brush or to dig for his proposed evidence. Father had offered vague hints that he was sure of the location of a site where Isprey had actually conducted his rituals and that once uncovered, it would allow him to offer up "incontrovertible" proof of his theories about William Isprey. When my father talked of such things, I knew that in his faraway stares he was seeing himself accepting the Nobel Prize for Literature or some such damn fool thing for all his years of sacrifice and ridicule.
The truth was that it was actually Mother who had born the sacrifice and ridicule that others heaped on Father's ideas. Father never paid attention to the derision of others. It was Mother that suffered the pains that the sneers and isolation that the academic community inflicted. Father never paid attention to us either. For my entire life, his place in our lives was an almost constant vacuum as he closeted himself off in his office, pouring over old manuscripts or sequestered himself deep in the older vaults of Miskatonic's library, seeking amongst their immense collection for clues or answers to his obsession. Often, when he could find funding, he would be off doing research in Europe or the Middle East.
Mother never complained, but always gave me a sad smile when I complained bitterly about being abandoned by Father, telling me in her always gentle way, "His work is important, John. He loves us in his way and provides for us...in his way and we must love him back as much as we can."
Ah, that was my mother in a nutshell...gentle and loving and never complaining. From my earliest memories, she always seemed beautiful, sad and wan, her golden blonde hair framing her pale face, her skin like flawless porcelain. I remember even now glancing at her as we stood on the prow of the fishing trawler Father had chartered to transport us to Isprey's Island, her long, modest white dress flapping in the sea breeze, her hair streaming behind her in the bracing breeze, a barely hinted expression of dismay on her face as she studied the verdant isle growing larger before us.
Mother noticed me glancing at her and reached out to place her hand over mine, her soft fingers trembling slightly as she did so. "Perhaps we'll enjoy ourselves despite the isolation, John -- our chance to truly get away from it all." Her fingers squeezed my hand wrapped around the safety railing. "And it does give me a last opportunity to spend time with my only child before he ventures off into the world and makes his own mark." She smiled at me lovingly as she always had, the love that was evident in her face tainted by the always lingering sadness.
I tried to smile bravely back and to be encouraging. Realizing it was lame even as I said it, I replied, "I will come home to visit, Mother...as often as I can!" Mother smiled at me, her eyes growing glassy with tears as she knew that my words were a lie. I hoped to put the gloomy, dark world of my father and Meskatonic University behind me forever. In my clothes chest rested my acceptance letter to Stanford and I already knew that once I was in the embrace of California, I would never return.
As we approached the dock, a somewhat disturbing odor alerted me to the nearness of our ship's captain, Horace Waltern, a scruffy, pot-bellied old salt who smelled of cheap wine and sardines at all times. Father had charted his boat, "The Vulgar Harpy," to carry us out to the Island...a journey of nearly two days. In the next three months, he was to be our only contact with the outside world, bringing in fresh food and supplies every three weeks.
"Just ye look at her...never seen such a green place in this bitch of an ocean before...'taint natural." He spoke the words into my ear, making me nauseous with his foul alcohol and fish breath. Even before I turned however, I knew that his eyes would be roaming lasciviously over my mother. He had lingered near her whenever his duties could spare him...even now as we approached the simple dock of the island, he had left the navigation of his boat to his first mate, a sullen Indian who rarely spoke. I suppose it was only natural that men would look at my mother so. Despite being her son, I recognized that Mother was a beautiful woman, tall and very bountifully blessed as it were with what father had once laughingly called an "hour-glass" figure.
Mother ignored his rude stares and said, "It does seem odd, but Thomas tells me that that the island's lush foliage is due to the Gulf Stream and that most years, it flows around the island, its warmth making it green and ripe much as it does England across the sea."
Captain Waltern licked his lips as he stared at the swell of Mother's breasts, barely hinted at her mostly buttoned up dress. "Maybe, ma'am, but it's a wrong place...unnatural and I'll keep you in my prayers every night."
I snorted in derision, knowing that if the captain thought of my mother at night, it would not be in prayer that he would be engaged. His vulgarity made me ache to simply push him into the freezing waters of the Atlantic for thinking such lewd things about my mother. He turned to glare at me, but before he could say anything, Father strode up, already looking impatient and said, "Captain Waltern -- I would appreciate you expediting the transfer of our cargo to the docks as soon as possible. My time on the island will be limited and there is not be a moment to waste."
Father was a formidable looking man, years of reading in dimly lit libraries at faintly scribbled works had left him with a hostile squint that combined with his stocky frame made him look like a brawler in a common tavern. The captain glared at my father for a moment, irritated to be ordered about so, but then nodded and said, "We'll see to it." He gave Mother one last leering glance and stomped away, hollering at his deck hands to see to our gear.
As the engines ceased their roar, the first mate brought us deftly up to the dock where to my surprise a man and woman stood waiting. The man was young and I would have guessed him to be my age or maybe a bit older -- his hair black and curly, a lean wiry frame clothed in a sleeveless T-shirt and faded and frayed workpants. He had one arm wrapped possessively around the woman's shoulders and as I walked down the gangplank, leading Mother by the hand, I could see the woman was much older than the young man -- her long wiry black hair laced with gray and pulled back tightly into a bun with a gleaming silver needle stabbed into it to hold it in place.
She wore a modest servant's dress -- an apron wrapped around her waist. The male in me appreciated her obvious health and solid and womanly appearance. Her legs were thick, but shapely below the hem of her dress, feet in sturdy work shoes while the bodice of her dress swelled from her completely covered but obviously huge breasts. Her skin, like the young man's was of an olive cast, but I was unable to ascertain their ethnicity. Her face was wide and expressive, an anxious smile etched there as she watched Mother and Father and myself approach. Mayhap she wasn't a beauty as reckoned by modern standards, but there was an aura of loveliness about her and a frank and raw sexuality that reminded me of the paintings of Rueben that hung in the art gallery at Meskatonic University.
"Mister Halloran, we've been expecting you," she said with more than a hint of an accent in her voice which sounded pleased and happy, yet nervous.
"Antonia...and young Hector, isn't it? You've grown, lad." Father extended his hand and shook the young man's firmly, then leaned in and kissed the woman on the cheek. "Everything is ready at the house?"
She nodded and said, "Of course, Mister Halloran. You will love it -- it is a grand place. She turned her gaze to me and my mother, waiting several seconds before my father remembered to introduce us.
"Of course...my apologies, dear," he said gruffly to Mother. "Carmen, may I present Antonia Grabelia and her son Hector. She will be our housekeeper during our stay and Hector will work the grounds and be a jack of all trades. Antonia, this is my wife Carmen and our son John."
I took Antonia's hand, a bit startled at the great warmth there, but then distracted and amused as she did an odd little curtsey. "Ma'am," I said simply. Then I shook her son's hand, both of us shaking firmly and taking measure of each other as we made eye contact. He was strong, but I held up my end. We both smiled, finding no fault in each other and nodded in greeting.
"John, I pray you and Hector get along -- I expect to have you both working hard to clear my site.
I nodded and said, "Of course, sir."
I wasn't aware that there was any sarcasm in my voice, but saw Hector catch my gaze, roll his eyes sympathetically and then nod. I felt certain then that we would be friends and that like me, he thought my father to be a pompous ass.
Antonia brushed past me, triggering a bit of a flush as the edge of her large bosom brushed my arm as she moved to take Mother's hands, her breasts jiggling a bit as she reached up on tiptoe and planted kisses on first one cheek and then another. My mother's faced flushed with red at the action, unused as she was to close contact. Back at the University, Mother rarely kept company with other faculty wives, pursuing her own solitary interests of painting and working in her garden.
"I'm very pleased to finally meet you," murmured Mother. "Thomas has talked so much about you from his trips to Ankara and Bucharest."
Antonia smiled proudly and said, "It has always been a pleasure to serve your husband. He has been very generous to Hector and myself. We were thrilled to receive his request to work for him here in America."
Mother nodded, an odd, but still sad smile on her face, "Well, close to America at the very least. I hope we can show you the sights of New England after Thomas completes his research here. New England is so lovely in the fall."
Antonia's smile grew larger and she said, "That would be so wonderful, Missus Halloran." She slipped an arm around Mother's waist and steered her up the dock towards the house. "Come, let us get you settled in. I'm sure after staying on that...degenerate's boat for nearly two days, a hot bath is in order."
Mother laughed, her voice a crystalline joy to hear -- laughter never coming to her easily, as she allowed the other woman to guide her along off the water and up a sandy path that led towards the house on the hillside.
One of the boat's deckhands walked up with a heavy box and handed it to me. As I grunted under the weight, quickly adjusting it so it wouldn't slide from my grasp, he snapped, "Make yourself useful, boy."
I glanced at Hector who was glaring at the deck hand until another handed him an equally heavy box and Father said, "Be lively, lads. Carry that lot up to the house and come back for the rest."
We both turned and struggled for the sandy path, not making a sound until we were well out of range of Father at which point, Hector grinned at me and said, "I imagine all things being equal, you'd rather be in California right now."
I rolled my eyes and replied, "California, Florida, even Hell's looking good right now."
#
Mother and I quickly discovered we were no longer living in the 20th Century...one might surmise that we'd barely escaped the 19th Century. The house was massive and impressive, constructed by artisans -- every room an architectural delight with exquisite woodwork and moldings, hardwood floors covered by authentic Turkish rugs. The house had electricity, supplied by a fuel oil fed generator that was generally turned off during the day, but lacked a phone or a two-way radio. The stove and water heater were powered by a huge tank of natural gas. A large, antiquated radio sometimes caught a signal from somewhere in Nova Scotia from a station that broadcast mostly in French and favored what I assumed to be polka music.
Still there were some positive aspects of the house. My bedroom alone seemed to be larger than the apartment we'd lived my entire life in. There were at least twenty rooms in the house and every day or two, I seemed to discover another nook or cranny -- once even a "secret passageway" that led from the upstairs hallway down to the "servants quarters" below.
We largely confined ourselves to the upstairs rooms while Antonia and Hector took rooms below -- rooms clearly built as servants' quarters in another day and age. Mother offered them both rooms above, feeling that it was ridiculous to treat them in such a way, but Antonia steadfastly refused and was supported by Father who lectured Mother on maintaining appropriate societal lines. This was emphasized at the evening meal as Antonia refused to allow herself or Hector to sit down and dine with us. Like Mother, I felt awkward being served dinner in the dining room by someone who would then eat her own meal in the more plain kitchen not ten feet away. Lunch and breakfast were more sociable, but were more or less rushed affairs to provide fuel for Hector's and my arduous labors outside.
To our surprise and much to my dismay, behind the house was a large swimming pool, long fallen into disrepair -- extended neglect making it a green slimy pool of algae choked water in which nothing could swim except for the abundance of frogs that would lull us all to sleep at night with their steady and monotonous croaking. Even Mother who as far as I knew had never ventured into the ocean or wore a bathing suit seemed disappointed by the waste of such a potential source of recreation.
We all quickly settled into defined routines. Father turned another upstairs bedroom into his office where he sorted through crates of books and manuscripts and notes that all revolved around his quest to uncover the secrets of William Isprey. When he wasn't prowling about the island, searching for signs and clues, he would isolate himself in his office, quickly taking to sleeping there on a metal cot that Hector and I brought down from the attic -- an action that seemed to deepen the sadness that enveloped my mother.
With Antonia firmly and effectively running the household chores, Mother's routine was a more sedate one. She would take endless walks around the island in search of scenes to paint or she would sit on the balcony that faced the morning sun and practice her art there or would wander the house, carrying a book, seeming sad and lost as she sought a place to read in quiet.
I knew that she was carrying new disappointment in her heart. That Father all but ignored us with his work was nothing new, but I sensed shattered hopes that here in the middle of nowhere amongst only three other people, that he would have paid her a little more attention. Still, she never complained, going about her day often only speaking to me or Antonia...painting or reading or gazing out at the dark and foreboding Atlantic as it never ceased throwing its waves against us.
My life quickly seemed to winnow down to waking up to one of Antonia's huge breakfasts which gave me the fuel to spend the day clearing designated pieces of the estate that had become overgrown with brush and small trees. Hector and I would spend day after day, digging, cutting and dragging off the brush. It was mindless work and we spent hours talking about girls and sports and sports and girls, pausing every so often in surprise as we began to uncover sheets of cut stone laid out in what appeared to be a circular pattern in a thicket of thorny brush to the north of the house.
Each new discovery sent Father into an ecstatic state I'd never witnessed in him before and each one usually resulted in a modification of his instructions on where to clear the brush off next. To my own surprise, the pattern soon became clear to me and Hector and we began anticipating Father's orders, much to his surprise and our secret amusement.



At five o'clock in the afternoon, Hector and I were released from our tasks and we usually cooled down with a quick dip in the ocean before supper. After that, we went our separate ways, Hector taking supper with his mother and then spending the rest of the day with her in their quarters although sometimes I spied them walking hand in hand into the woods on one of the footpaths. My own evenings were generally spent in the company of Mother, both of us reading or playing gin or chess or Mother painting as we conversed -- on rare occasions being joined by Father, he making appearances usually because he had some new insight into his work or had made a new discovery about dreary old William Isprey.
Our one respite from the dreary work was that at Mother's insistence, at noon on Saturday's we could lay our burden down and until Monday morning, Hector and I were free to pursue our own interests which included fishing from the beach, swimming and eventually plotting to resurrect the swimming pool. In the outbuildings near the dock, I had discovered what I believed was the machinery that would pump fresh water into the pool as well as the filtration system that would keep in clean....there were several containers of chemicals for the pool and chemistry was something I was very good at while Hector was very adept at machinery.
With Father's exasperated blessing, we spent many of our spare hours trying to clean the old pool, draining it bucket by bucket and mopping and scrubbing the interior in a near vain effort to bring it back to life. We also studied and worked to put the primitive machinery back into good working order, progressing slowly by trial and error.
Life as I have said, settled into routine, not exciting, but not unbearable either, but gradually, almost imperceptibly, things begin to go awry. In recalling it now, I know now the moment things began to change.
It was the middle of our third week, nearing lunchtime and Hector and I had taken a break, sitting on newly uncovered stone slabs, odd runic symbols etched into them, barely legible due to their suspected ancient age. Hector had passed me the water jug and as I gulped down the cool, spring water, I noticed him squinting slightly back towards the house. I followed his gaze to see Mother standing on the veranda outside her bedroom, gazing out to sea. The sun overhead shone down on her creating a dark outline of her body underneath her long white dress billowing in the never ceasing breeze.
I handed the jug back to Hector and he smiled at me, hoisting the vessel as if in a toast. "Your mother, John...she is a lovely woman." I frowned, not because of the compliment, but because in his eyes I recognized the same base lust I remembered in Captain Waltern's gaze.
I nodded and replied curtly, "Yes, she is."
Hector smiled and studied my scowling face. "Very lovely." He paused and his smile evolved into a broad grin. "Have you ever seen her naked, John?"
His rude question caught me unawares and I was several seconds processing his words. Finally, mustering a tone of outrage, I said, "I beg your pardon?"
Hector held up his hands in a mocking display of defensiveness. "I mean no disrespect. Your mother is a beautiful woman and I appreciate beauty above all things..." He laughed and added, "Especially a naked, beautiful woman. I would think that to see her naked would be a thrilling and wondrous sight!" He dropped one hand to his crotch and lewdly groped it. "An inspiring sight!"
I wanted to be offended, but inside me was that slight thrill one gets when one encounters something evil...something wrong, but still doesn't turn away. I held my hand out for the water jug, saying as I did so, "That's my mother you are talking about!"
I drank more water, feeling both excited and guilty by his words. I was sure I should've been angry with Hector, but I wasn't. I sat the jug down and stared hard at him and why I said what I did next, I do not know. "Hector, your mother is a lovely woman too."
Hector grinned broadly and nodded, "Yes, Mama is beautiful." His face beamed with undisguised pride.
I couldn't help but ask, "Have you ever seen your mother naked, Hector?"
My friend and coworker laughed and slapped his thighs and then surprised me by bringing fingers to his lips and making a sort of kissing gesture. "Absolutely, John! I have seen Mama's naked body many times...she is magnificent. Mama is a man's woman, my friend...so lush and ripe that any real man would weep with joy at the sight of her nakedness and die a happy man for having known her body!" He winked at me and laughed, again making that kissing gesture with his fingers and lips.
I was slack-jawed with astonishment. "My god, man...that's your mother you're talking about!"
Hector snorted in contempt. "Am I not a man that my body shouldn't respond to such beauty?" He shook a scolding finger at me. "When you look at your mother, do you not feel a man's desires welling up inside you?"
I felt myself blushing and said hastily back, "Absolutely not. Good God, Hector, that's my mother!"
Hector shook his head at me in disbelief and replied, "Then you, my friend, are a liar or you are missing...what is the Spanish call it? You are missing your cojones!" He again groped his crotch for emphasis.
I started to snap back an answer I am sure I would have regretted, but Father emerged from the wood and yelled for us to get back to work. Under Hector's bemused stare, we picked up our shovels and axes and trudged towards our next target of wild undergrowth. Hector glanced back at my mother who was still standing on the veranda and said to me softly before we resumed our labor, "Take a long look at your mother tonight, John. Look upon her as a man and tell me you feel nothing."
I felt my face blush as I gave him a quick nod and plunged into my work with the silence of a monk, saying virtually nothing for the remainder of the day. After dinner, at which I could scarcely look at my mother or speak to her as Antonia brought in course after course for our meal, Mother seemed a little disconcerted at my silence which because my father was busy studying a moth-eaten, leather bound manuscript between bites of his food and as usual ignored us, left us with an almost unnerving quietness.
After dinner was over, I took a stroll around the house and was preparing to return to the kitchen when I espied Antonia standing out near the pool, looking down into as if she were assessing our meager process of restoring it. "Missus Antonia, is everything alright?" I called out.
She turned quickly, the hem of her dress rising as she did so, revealing shapely calves with prettily dimpled knees. I became suddenly aware that she had changed out of her housekeeper's uniform and was now in a simple white sundress -- spaghettis straps over her shoulders looking strained under the challenge of retaining her large breasts from doing more than overflowing the scooped neck bodice. In the waning light of the setting sun, the darker skin of her breasts contrasted perfectly with her dress and I remembered her son's words, "Mama is a man's woman, my friend...so lush and ripe that any real man would weep with joy at the sight of her nakedness and die a happy man for having known her body!" Certainly I felt myself respond to her frank sensual beauty as my penis began to swell beneath my jeans.
"Oh, John," she said, smiling happily at me. "I am fine, young master. It is going to be a beautiful evening, is it not? I'm waiting for Hector...he is taking me for a walk so that we might enjoy the twilight together."
"That's...that's nice, Missus Antonia. It is a lovely night."
She smiled at me again, folding her arms below her immense bosom, as if to draw attention to them and then she glanced upwards towards the second floor of the house. I followed her gaze and saw a light go on in my parents' bedroom. "Your mother enjoys her walks too, especially along the beach, I notice." She grinned knowingly at me and said, "She might like some company sometimes too, no?" Her grin faded and she said, "I know your mother gets lonely and your father gets...lost in his work." She shrugged and then smiled at me again, her smile getting broader and more unreadable as the screen door to the kitchen slammed. "Ah, my young man comes...finally. Good night, John."
I nodded to her and replied, "Good night, Missus Antonia."
I turned and headed towards the kitchen steps, Hector pausing as he passed me, stopping me for a moment as he put his hand on my arm. "Don't forget, John. Tonight, look upon your mother as a man." He smiled and patted my back as he moved to join his mother. "We will talk more tomorrow."
I watched him jog towards his mother and then taking her by the hand leading her off past the pool and onto one of the footpaths that led into the woods. The way they moved together, laughing and joking as mother looked happily up at son made me feel as if I was peeking on two people sharing something private and intimate and I confess that it both disturbed me and aroused me. I returned to the house feeling confused and anxious.
Despite Antonia's and Hector's words, I was unable to break the silence that lingered in the air between Mother and me. We settled into the upstairs parlor, both of us reading...me in an overstuffed, leather wingback chair, one leg draped carelessly over an arm and Mother curled up on the matching leather sofa. She was engrossed in what she called a "bodice ripper" with a well muscled, bare-chested man taking a young woman into his arms, her breasts threatening to spill from her torn blouse...books that always drew sneers of contempt from Father, but which Mother seemed to adore. I was working my way through a boxed collection of old Mickey Spillane paperbacks I had discovered in the upstairs library, amused by the antics of the booze-swilling, two fisted detective. In truth, the covers of those paperbacks were as crude as those that Mother was reading.
As the evening deepened, I looked up from my novel to find Mother asleep, her chin dipped down and her eyes closed, her book closed with one finger marking her place. "Look upon your mother as a man," Hector's voice said to me out of the air, making me jump and then laugh. My own imagination had run away from me, making me think that my friend had been standing there beside me. Then the imagined words sank in and I slowly turned my gaze and looked at my mother, trying to look past the sweet, patient loving mother that had been the center of my life and see her as simply a beautiful woman.
I confess that I failed...at least somewhat. I was unable to separate my loving mother from what I knew instinctively was a lovely female. In truth, knowing that she was my mother only seemed to enhance her beauty...her sexuality and in the end, enhanced my suddenly and decisively male response.
Mother had let her hair down from where she had pinned it up earlier, letting it fall in golden cascades below her shoulders, down her back and down her front, the very tips of her blonde locks serving to draw my attention to where more than a hint of cleavage was visible, the porcelain like swells of her breasts slowly moving with her breathing. She was still wearing the dress Hector and I had seen her in earlier and the upper portion seemed to cling to her like a second skin, leaving no doubt as to the shape and heft of her breasts.
Mother sighed in her sleep and turned slightly, allowing me to see her gorgeous figure in profile and allowing her skirt to fall away and reveal a long and shapely leg from her pretty toes all the way to her upper thigh...creamy, flawless flesh that made me desire to touch it...to kiss it as I lifted the dress away from her body...
I blinked in surprise at such lewd thoughts, then more in surprise as I felt my erection throb angrily in my pants. I was aroused...aroused by my mother! I felt giddy as if I'd been on a carnival ride, yet panicked and horrified that I could think this way about my mother...then stupefied that it had taken me this long to realize how much a woman my mother was...Hector's words haunted me again..."Mother was "a man's woman!" Lastly, I felt anger as it dawned on me that my father in addition to being a pompous ass was also a damned fool, ignoring my mother as he did. I realized more than ever before, Mother was like a lovely flower, left to wither and die from neglect, her beauty never to be appreciated and enjoyed and rewarded for bringing such loveliness into the world.
I was nearly overwhelmed with the desire to take her in my arms and hold her and hug her and kiss her as she deserved, loving her as she should be loved, taking her and laying her down and making... I gasped in horror as my erection throbbed with pleasure at the thought of making love to the woman who had brought me into the world. I gasped aloud, trembling for several seconds, trying to think of other things to push such awful thoughts away.
I found myself on my feet, trembling as I heard a clock somewhere in the house chime solemnly, announcing to one and all that it was nearly midnight. Somewhere down the hall, Father was lost in his studies and I shook my head ruefully. I squelched down my lust and crossed the room to stand over Mother. She looked so lovely and from my height, I had an even better view of her cleavage and I confess I took a long, lingering look at them before I reached down and touched her hand. "Mother, it's growing late," I whispered.
Mother stirred at my touch, her hand rolling over mine and then slowly sliding up my arm, her fingers like downy feathers as they trailed up my arm while she sighed, "Darling." Then Mother opened her beautiful blue eyes, passion roiling in her glazed gaze before she seemed to bring herself into focus and quickly drew her hand back. "John? What...what is it?"
I held out my hand. "It's late, Mother, time for bed. Please allow me to escort you."
Mother's eyes became clearer and her puzzled frown slipped into a small smile. "I must've fallen asleep. Yes, well past our bedtime isn't it?" She took my hand and used it to lever herself to her feet. With her arm through mine, we slowly strolled out of the parlor and down the long haul, almost pausing at Father's office door while Mother looked forlornly at it, then shaking her head slowly, resumed our journey to her door.
Mother opened the door and turned and looked up at me, her sad, loving smile returned. I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek. "Goodnight, Mother. Sleep well -- have wonderful dreams."
Mother blushed with some small pleasure and replied, "Thank you, son." She paused and looked up at me, a curiously odd expression coming over her. "I'm...I'm sorry that you are trapped here this summer...a young man all alone on this island. I know it's difficult."
I shrugged and said, "I'm fine, Mother and I'm not alone. Hector is a good companion and the work helps Father."
Mother's expression grew odd yet amused and she shook her head. "That's not what I meant by being alone, son. Here you are -- a handsome young man and nary a pretty young girl to squire and court." She giggled uncharacteristically. "Of course, Anatonia is single."
A quiver of something naughty and pleasurable coursed through my body, nearly making me shiver. I wondered if I was blushing, but bravely replied. "She's not my type, Mother...besides, my heart, as it has been since I was born, belongs to you, Mother."
Mother did blush and looked away for a moment before smiling up at me again. "You are a good son, John Halloran," she whispered, standing up on tip-toe to kiss me, not on the cheek as she usually did, but on the corner of my mouth. Her smile as she gave me one last glance and said softly, "Good night," made me quiver with delight and my erection which had never fully gone away returned in full strength, aching with the need for release.
Mother closed the door behind her and I staggered off to my bedroom, locking it behind me and once I'd stripped my clothes off, fell into bed naked, and began to furiously masturbate, not quite willing to believe that it was my own mother's image that I was pleasuring myself to. I groaned as my orgasm came quickly, my seed pouring forth as I saw my mother's face smiling lovingly at me, her lips, full and lush opening, telling me to do things to her...things that only a husband and wife should ever do.
I fell asleep wrapped in the shrouds of my own shame and lust, my dreams a strange and misty place which I stumbled blindly through, pursuing the image of my mother which ran gaily from me, daring me to catch her and claim my prize.
The next day was Saturday and the morning found Hector and myself hip deep in clearing thorny underbrush and we worked silently -- me with a sullen expression and Hector with a satisfied smile on his face as if while we carried out our near mindless labor, he was thinking about something much more pleasant.
Finally, we paused for a break and as the day before as we passed the water jug back and forth, our eyes were drawn to the veranda outside my parents' bedroom where Mother, today in a splendid, bright blue wrap that left her shoulders bare and allowed occasional glimpses of her lovely legs in the billowing wind, stared out towards the sea.
Even from a distance, there was something almost indefinably sensual about Mother's bare, pale shoulders...something that enhanced her beauty on a primal level. Finally, Hector broke the silence that hung between us. "I see today, my friend John, you look upon your mother with different eyes...a man's eyes." He leaned over and clapped me on the shoulders good-heartedly.
"Shut up," I snapped back. "You are perverted."
Hector chuckled and shook his head. "Ah, you Americans and your strange views...so prudish. There is nothing wrong with acknowledging that she who gave you birth is a fine, beautiful woman. There is no shame to admit that she arouses you."
I shivered as I remembered moaning with pleasure as I had masturbated to images of my mother. Trying to deflect my own shame, I replied, "I suppose you get erections looking at your mother."
My friend laughed and clapped me on the shoulder again. "Absolutely! My cock swells at the very thought of her...I would defy any man not to get hard if they saw her naked -- glorious in all her beauty." He winked at me. "Be watchful for the chance to see Mama naked...she is not ashamed and would not mind it."
My jaw dropped open and I was amazed that he would say such a thing. I shook my head and said, "That's...that's so perverted, Hector, you should be ashamed."
Hector's smiled faded somewhat, becoming sadder as if my words tired him rather than shamed him. "Ah, that's your misunderstanding of your own faith betraying you. Such a fine message of 'love conquering evil' your Jesus preached, but you wrap it all up in prudish judgments and close-minded hate. You declare the naked body and the act of making love as sinful...sinful! The very thing that is the heart of who and what we are...the very element of love that makes us strong, you would hide and be ashamed of."
He took a drank of water and then spat it out on the ground in as close an example of his contempt as I had seen. He shook a finger at me and said, "Be honest with me, John Halloran. Having finally looked upon your mother as a man should look at a woman, do you love her more or less?"
His question took me by surprise as did the answer that dwelled within my soul. I searched for something else to say, but in the end, in a hoarse voice, I grated, "I love Mother more."
Hector clapped his hands together and raised them to the sky. "Gods be praised, he has seen the light." Hector slid over to kneel next to me and grasped my hand. "Congratulations, my friend. You have taken the first step to a greater truth...a truth that many men search their whole lives for and never find despite it being right in front of them the whole time."



I let him shake my hand and then began to laugh as I began to get untangled from him, saying, "You, sir, are mad!"
"Perhaps so, but far better to know the madness of love than to dwell in the cold, loneliness of the sane," he replied as he stood up. As we made out way back to the thorny brush, Hector looked aside at me and said, "Now, were you lucky enough to look with your new eyes upon your mother in her lovely nakedness?"
"Good God, no!" I blurted out...the notion both shocking me and stirring up emotions of arousal that returned me to my lust of the night before.
Hector winked at me and said before returning to our labors, "Ah...then the new love you feel for your mother is but a trickle before the dam breaks. Seize the opportunities as they present themselves, John and have faith...there are always opportunities."
I felt my face blushing and said nothing as we began to cut and hack away at the undergrowth. Only as the noon hour approached did I summon the courage to say, "How did you manage to see your mother naked, Hector?"
My friend paused and leaned on the shovel he'd been using to uproot a thorn bush. "Ah, well, I am fortunate. My mother and I...our people have never had the modesty that your people have. Our faith and traditions make little fuss over nudity." He paused and grinned before adding, "For which I am forever grateful. I honestly cannot recall the first time I saw Mama naked."
He paused and wrinkled his brow before grinning again, "I do recall the first time I was moved as a man by Mama's lovely body." He gave a soft, happy sigh and continued. "We were living in Athens and I was lying on a divan reading and Mama had been in the bath and I suppose I had been too engrossed to hear her calling for a towel and so she strode by me, proud and lovely and naked as the day she was born, her skin wet and shiny, breasts bouncing so...so womanly and between her legs...a thick carpet of hair darker than even that on her head."
Hector grabbed his crotch and made a stroking gesture. "I have been practically always erect since that time!"
I scowled and replied, "You are absolutely sick. Next thing you'll tell me is you dream of making love to her"
He made the lewd gesture with his hand again and said, "Dreams are what we all live for...the dream and the realization of said dream!" He grinned broadly at me and added, "You doubt what your ears hear, friend John. Be watchful and decide for yourself!" He winked at me and returned to our sweaty work, saying nothing more, but smiling at my obvious shock.
I could barely focus on my work as my mind tried to sort through his words -- to separate truth and lies. Hector had all but stated that he had sex with his mother and while on the surface of it, I was nearly a hundred percent certain he was lying to me, I could not ignore the fact that the previous evening had ended with me lying in bed thinking evil, incestuous thoughts about my own mother.
We said little as our work day ended with Antonia calling us to lunch, but his nasty insinuations continued to echo in my mind as his mother hurried around us, serving us our meal. My head felt strange, filled with some strange gas that made me dizzy and intensified my rapidly growing sexual thoughts. Hector's mother seemed more voluptuous than ever -- her modest housekeeper's outfit somehow enhancing her carnal nature. For the first time I really seemed to notice how her body seemed to quiver inside the uniform, barely contained by it.
I also seemed to notice more than ever how close mother and son were, beginning with seemingly innocent kisses on each other's cheeks that seemed to linger while both seemed to press their bodies against each other. Then there were Antonia's little caresses across his shoulder or neck and the loving smiles that passed between them. Again, as it had been the previous evening, I felt as if I was watching something more intimate than simply a mother and son...I felt like I was watching lovers, their passions restrained because they had not the privacy to fully express themselves. It was both arousing and embarrassing.
After lunch, Hector and I repaired to the defunct swimming pool, having managed to drain it of its fetid water and liberated its rather large amphibian population, laughing as many of the frogs thrown into the woods around us, returned to perch on the edges of the pool, seemingly to watch us work and croak their disapproval. We scrubbed and scrapped the algae and filth from the walls, becoming thoroughly filthy in the process.
We worked nearly till dark, stopping only when Antonia appeared, looking a little tensed and said in a scolding tone, "You boys...you work too much. You need time to play and relax." When we looked up, I found myself almost able to see all the way up her housekeeper's dress. She tapped one foot impatiently. "Time enough for this later. Hector, there is a full moon tonight -- a lovely night for a...walk through the woods."
Hector grinned up at his mother and passed me a sly wink. "Mama, that sounds lovely. I would love to...um, take a walk with you." He sat his scrubbing brush down and nodded before hurrying to the far side of the pool which sloped upwards until one could step easily onto the surrounding surface. "Allow me fifteen minutes, Mama, to get cleaned up."
He hurried towards the kitchen door while his mother watched him with a mysterious smile, a finger toying with a strand of her dark hair. She noticed me still looking up at her and her smile broadened. "Hector is a good boy -- always wanting to please his mother. You should stop too, John. Get yourself cleaned up, spend time with your mother. It would please her." As she spoke, she shifted her legs, standing with them wider apart and I felt my jaw drop open in surprise as in the waning moments of daylight, I was able to see all the way up her stocky, but shapely legs to see a dark mat of dark hair, something wet or shiny glistening from within it.
"You might find, young man, that pleasing one's mother can lead to being pleased oneself." She smiled again at me, a little coyly and perhaps a little lewdly as she allowed me a long look between her thighs before putting her free hand to her lips and blowing me a little kiss, strolled away.
It was a few minutes before I had the presence of mind to put down my tools and leave, walking somewhat stupefied back into the house and into my bedroom. I stripped and showered, amazed that I was erect, my hand feeling fine as I soaped my penis up and stroked it, but somehow unable to take myself to orgasm, feeling as if it wasn't appropriate.
I came out of my room dressed in clean slacks and a clean button down shirt to find Mother at the head of the stairs, looking stunning herself in a billowy red dress that clung to her waist and upper body tightly -- the bodice showing off her trim waist and her prominent bosom, ending in a halter strap that left her shoulders bare and tied behind her neck, the knot hidden by her blonde tresses that cascaded down her back.
She was a little startled by my sudden appearance, but smiled and said, "Antonia has left us supper -- I asked her for something simple -- cheese and bread and some fruit. It's in our parlor. Please help yourself, son. I think I'll take a stroll on the beach."
I nodded and started to turn away towards the parlor, but stopped, my face turning red at the nervousness in my voice as I said, "Mother, would you like some company? A walk in the moonlight sounds...lovely."
Mother's eyes widened slightly in surprise, but her smile told me that she was delighted at my offer. "Are you sure, son? I imagine you have more interesting things to do."
I hurried to her and offered her my arm. "I'm sure I don't, Mother. What could be better than to escort a beautiful woman along a moonlit beach?"
Mother giggled and slipped her arm through mine and we went down the staircase together. I glanced back at the door of Father's study. "Should we let Father know?" I asked and immediately regretted it as the very mention of him cast a shadow over Mother's face.
She sighed and shook her head. "Your father will never know we've gone. He is deep in his studies and you know how he is. The very idea of a romantic walk along a moonlit beach would simply puzzle him."
I nodded and said, "Fair enough...Father's loss is my gain." I leaned over and kissed Mother on the cheek, making it her turn to blush. "I'm sorry I haven't asked you before, Mother. I know how lonely it is here for you...even more than for me. Consider me at your beck and call."
Mother actually tittered at that, her laughter allowing me a glimpse of her as a young girl, happy and gay growing up along the Hudson. "I do rather like that, John. I will certainly take advantage of having a handsome young man at hand." She smiled at me and then put her free hand to her mouth. "My Lord, that sounded awful, the way I put it."
I laughed and said, "Not at all, Mother. I am and always will be yours."
Mother's blush deepened, almost matching the shade of red of her dress and neither of us spoke again until we were out of the house and strolling down the path towards the beach. Looking back, I thought I caught a flash of yellow from beyond the house at the edge of the woods...thinking I recognized the color as being from one of Antonia's dresses. I smiled at the thought of both Hector and I were squiring our mothers around...my thoughts faltering as I realized that perhaps Hector's and Antonia's evening might be radically different than ours.
Dismissing such awful thoughts from my mind, I led Mother onto the beach, the path clearly visible as the moon hung huge and bright just above the horizon, giving everything a shadow illumination reminiscent of the early moments of dusk. We reached the beach and I kicked off my shoes to lie next to Mother's sandals and we proceeded barefoot across the cooling sands, away from the outbuildings and the dock.
The beach was sandy and wide and we walked slowly along, looking at the moonlit waves as they rolled placidly in, pausing along the way to examine shells now and then, collecting a few that we put inside my shirt after I had doffed it. Mother seemed a little restive as we continued to walk, now glancing at me bare-chested from time to time.
"Are you happy, John?" Mother finally asked, her voice uncertain. "Do you regret that we forced you to come along on this trip?"
"No, I'm glad to have this time to spend with you, Mother and "we" didn't force me to come along...Father was very insistent."
Mother didn't reply for a long moment and then tightening her grip on my arm, replied, "That's not quite how it was, son. I confess that I implored your father to bring you rather than some common worker. I wanted to have this last summer with you, especially once I knew he and I were coming to this desolate rock." She paused and looked up at me, her face anxious as if expecting me to burst into anger.
"Then I am glad you insisted, Mother...for both our sakes. I have enjoyed our quiet evenings together and I am happier walking here with you than anything else I could be doing."
Her anxiousness melted away, leaving a pleased smile and we resumed our stroll, not speaking for a while until I could no longer restrain myself and I asked, "Mother, are you happy?"
She took a moment to answer, not looking at me as she replied, "I am happy at this moment." She tightened her grip on my arm.
"Me too, Mother, but are you happy? Life with Father is a challenge in the best of times and it angers me to see him ignore you as he does now." We had paused again and I had turned towards her, my hands coming up to lightly grip her upper arms. "Are you happy, Mother?"
She looked at me somewhat distraught, her face a struggle of emotions before she turned her face down and leaned into me, her hair brushing my bare shoulder. "There are things we have no control over, John. I love your father although I'm not sure he still loves me or even remembers the love we once shared." I felt something warm and wet against my chest and I suddenly realized that she was crying. "I try to make the best of things. I am happy to have you here with us...with me and when you are gone, I will make the best of what I have. Do not forget your mother...write me often, visit me when you can and I will be as happy as I can possibly be.
I felt my arms go around my mother and I pulled her tight against me even as I felt her arms slip around my waist. For a long time, we stood there on the beach, not saying a word. For my part, while I felt sad for Mother's pain, I was discovering a new sensation, the sinfully delightful feel of my mother's body pressed tightly against mine. It was a sensation I could have endured for all time. Still, finally, I said in a husky voice. "I apologize, Mother. I did not mean to make you cry."
Mother sniffled and raised her head. "Apologize for nothing. It does my heart so much good to know I have a son who cares for me."
"And who intends to do better by her in the time we have." I gently brushed her cheeks clean of her tears, unable to stop myself from bringing my fingers to my lips to taste the salty remnants of her weeping. "I do love you, Mother, more than anything in the world."
Mother smiled sadly up at me and replied, "I know, son. A mother always knows." She raised herself up, a little off balanced in the sand and in her bare feet, to kiss me on the corner of my mouth, but being off balanced, pressed her lips demurely against my own for an indescribable moment. Realizing that she had kissed me the way she had, Mother looked shyly away and said, "Let us continue," slipping her arm through mine again and guiding us down the beach again.
Her kiss had electrified me, chaste though it had been. I had to restrain myself from looking down at my pants, knowing that there was a prominent bulge there and hoping that the brilliant moon would not betray my condition to my mother although it had been her sweet and unintentional actions that had spurred the growth of my penis.
We had traveled far from the house, the beach now fronting the thick woods that covered most of the island. It was quiet for the most part -- the silence broken only by the soft sound of the waves kissing the shore and the occasional accompaniment of birds or small animals in the forest.
The moon hung high in the sky now, its great light reflected back by the ocean which itself seemed to have been calmed by the great orb above. "So beautiful," murmured Mother, halting us to turn and enjoy the view.
"Would you like to sit for awhile, Mother?" I said. I undid my shirt, setting the shells aside and unfurled the wrinkled cloth, laying it on the sand. I knelt down behind it and offered my mother my hand.
She smiled and knelt down, moving her legs out in front of her and then as I sat down in the sand, leaning back against me, my legs spread out in a 'V' with Mother between them. Mother let out a loud and shuddering sigh as she relaxed against me, as if with that sigh, she released so much pent up tension. She eased her head back to rest on my shoulder, her soft hair brushing my cheek. As her tension eased, mine rose as Mother took my hands and drew them around her upper chest, hugging her to me as the upper swells of her breasts resting under her dress brushed my forearms.
I was astonished by how easy we slipped into such an intimate embrace, words unnecessary or maybe feared...as if the utterance of a single syllable would shatter the exquisiteness of the moment. I felt my penis pulse in my pants, wondering if Mother could feel its insistent throbbing in the small of her back. Time passed by us unheeded as I held her and we savored the beauty of the moonlit ocean.
My imagination ran wild as we sat, allowing me to pretend that we were all alone...not just on the island, but in the world -- that only Mother and I existed and that freed from all of civilization's mores and taboos, I might act upon my newly discovered desires. My fantasy was fueled by accident as Mother would occasionally rub her cheek along my arm and without thinking, would sometimes pluck up my hand and give it a loving kiss before returning it to continue its work of holding her tight.
Suddenly and nearly without any conscious thought, I took a hand and stroked Mother's hair, brushing it with my fingers and sweeping it across one shoulder where the tips of her mane brushed across my arm. I stared at the flawless skin of the back of Mother's neck until without thinking about it, I shifted my head just enough to dip down and gently kiss Mother's exposed skin, my lips barely brushing her skin. In the bright, revealing light of the moon, I saw gooseflesh rise and fall on her neck even as Mother let a quiet moan slip from between her lips.
An unfamiliar thrill of delight shot through me and I knew I had moved into an area of intimacy that far transcended any proper mother and son relationship. An odd little dance of kisses ensued as Mother would occasionally kiss my hand or forearm only to have her gesture returned by me as I would gently kiss the nape of her neck...each light kiss producing a slight murmur of pleasure from her.
Mother took my hand and turned it over and planted a lingering kiss in the palm of my hand and then I responded with another kiss on her soft neck, pushing boundaries as I extended the tip of my tongue and carefully brushed it over her skin, tasting salt and something else...unknown but definable as Mother.
My mother groaned with unfeigned delight, pressing herself more firmly against me, her body squirming slightly as she did so, her upper buttocks sweeping across the large bulge in my pants. Suddenly, Mother stiffened as if awakening from a dream to find herself in a place she was not familiar with.
She broke free from my embrace, coming up onto her knees and then standing up awkwardly in the sand. Mother gazed down at me with an expression I felt was something akin both to desire and fear, her breasts heaving under her dress. A shiver seemed to race through her and she hugged herself, turning to face the moonlit ocean and after a long moment, said just above a whisper. "It's getting late. We should go home, son." The last word had a strange timbre to it as if Mother was reminding herself of who I was.
I clambered to my feet and came to her, reaching out to place my hands on her upper arms. "Mother, I..." There was so much I wanted to say, but I didn't know how. I didn't want the moment to end -- in truth, I wanted it to grow and to become so much more. "Mother," I began again, but Mother smiled and put her fingers to my lips.
"It has been a lovely evening, John...the best I can remember in quite some time, but..." Mother sighed and finished. "It's time we returned home."
I slowly nodded and found myself suddenly marshalling myself to not cry, thinking to myself that a rare moment had passed beyond me. Mother reached out and stroked my face and then stepped into me, her arms going around my neck as she lifted herself up on tiptoe and kissed me on the lips...chaste yet warm and loving and unless I deluded myself, passionate.
When the kiss ended, Mother slipped one arm around my waist and we slowly returned up the beach, following our own footsteps back...each step painful to me as it seemed to say to me that my mother and I were moving backwards away from the sweet moments of intimacy that were closer to that of lovers than of mother and child.
We said nothing to each other until we heard a shriek echoing up out of the trees that made us both jump. We both laughed at our timidity and I said, "I wander what on Earth that was?"
Mother shrugged and said, "A night bird calling to its mate...or searching for one."
I shook my head and said, "I'm not sure...it sounded more like an animal, but I don't think there is anything big enough to make a noise like that."



Mother said, "I don't know...I've heard some beasts making noise in the brush on my walks...deer perhaps or a wild pig." She shivered again. "Perhaps it is their time for rutting." Again I could hear the young girl that Mother had once been as she tittered at her suggestion.
Before I could reply, another shrill cry echoed across the woods to fade away in the never ceasing waves. Mother shivered again, against me...something in the primal noise triggering some sort of recognition in her. Trying to alleviate the tension of the moment, I said with a laugh, "Maybe monsters walk the woods, Mother."
My attempt at humor feel flat as Mother abruptly turned to face me and said with fearful earnest, "Don't make jokes like that, John, Not here...not on this terrible island." She pushed herself against me and I put an arm around her bare shoulders. "It's getting cold, son. It's time we were home."
We pushed on, not hearing the strange animal or bird cries again, silence walking with us until we were back into the house and upstairs. Inside the lighted house, Mother seemed to recover and managed a smile as we came to her and Father's bedroom door. "Thank you, again, John," Mother said softly, almost shyly. "I had forgotten how nice a night time walk on the beach could be when you're with someone you love." She reached out and held my hand for a moment, running her hands over it as if contemplating all the possible uses she could put it to.
In the awkward silence, I said, "Then we shall do it again and again, Mother...every night we are here if you like."
Mother smiled and nodded. "Perhaps we shall." She looked down and seemed to blush for a moment and then in a rush, blurted, "I love you, John. Goodnight, son!" She let go of my hand and quickly retreated into her room, closing the door behind her without a backward glance.
I slowly retreated to my room, my erection lingering while my testicles ached for release...the words "blue balls" rising up from my memories from detested high school gym classes. I started to undress, the thought of masturbating keen in my mind, but I felt restless and confined and found myself downstairs and standing on the broad porch that wrapped itself around the house. I prowled along the rails until I was facing the woods...silhouetted and shadowy under the now high and bright moon.
Without conscious thought, I found myself moving across the back lawn, skirting the empty pool and slipping into the trees on one of the footpaths -- the sandy soil light, reflecting the cold light of the moon. I moved slowly and cautiously, starting now and again at noise in the brush, recognizing some as bird noises and others as the cacophony of the frogs we liberated from the pool.
After a short while, I heard something different, identifying it quickly as laughter...human laughter. The path suddenly diverged away from the noise and I hesitated for a moment before quietly pressing into the undergrowth -- trying to remain silent myself. I recognized that I was intruding on the privacy of others -- of Hector and Antonia, but I felt compelled to find them and see the source of what I now clearly recognized as the laughing voice of our housekeeper.
I sensed movement directly ahead and stealthily parted the leaves of a bush, trying not to gasp at what I found. In the middle of what appeared to be a blanket of thick green moss was a spring fed pool and in it bobbed the heads of Hector and his mother -- hands appearing now and then to move them or to splash water at each other. Mother and son swam warily around each other, Antonia laughing joyously every time she managed to splash water into her son's face or when Hector swept water over her. Both were lit with an almost supernatural light from the moon which appeared to stand overhead, the tree branches opening to provide them with illumination.
Abruptly, Antonia moved away from her son towards the shore and then in a sparkling display of water cascading around her, she emerged, a dusky and voluptuous Venus rising from the dark waters and I gasped at her nakedness, so sudden and powerful was the sexuality she seemed to radiate. Hector's words of "Mama is a man's woman," rang again in my ears as I beheld his mother in all her glory.
Water fell away from her olive tinged skin, smooth and without flaw, her huge, meaty breasts rolling with her easy gait as she climbed onto the thick carpet of moss, her black, curly hair hanging wet and limp about her face, brushing her shoulders and back. She turned back to face her son, allowing me a good view of her voluptuous body, a prominent round belly which bid one to look lower down to a wild and massive thatch of black pubic hair, now glittering in the moonlight. Her legs were full and muscular, not ungainly, but shapely.
Gracefully, Antonia went to her knees and gestured to Hector with a 'come hither' motion. Hector, obedient son that he was, moved quickly, rising from the pool, his wiry body as naked as his mother and to my astonishment, sporting an erection of surprising size, long and thick for such a lean body, his penis so hard it seemed to be slapping up against his belly.
Hector came to stand before his mother who knelt before him as a supplicant before an altar. Her dark eyes burned with fierce love and desire as she stared up at her son's face, her right hand coming up slowly as if haltingly touching God. As I watched all agog, Antonia wrapped her fingers around her son's penis, stroking its length and bringing the shaft downwards to meet her rising face. She whispered something to him, me managing only to hear his name, "Hector" spoken reverently. I felt myself harden as she suddenly buried her face in her son's crotch, rubbing her cheeks and lips against his wiry pubic hair and then along his lengthy shaft before opening her mouth and taking him inside herself.
Unbidden, my hand made its way to my crotch and rubbed my aching erection as I watched mother sucking her son's penis...stories again from high school gym lockers and occasional grainy and lewd black and white photographs passed around were recalled as I watched Antonia suck Hector's cock. I was filled with fearful awe as the fact that not only was I actually seeing a woman pleasuring a man orally, but that they were mother and son, crashed down upon me.
Hector smiled down at his mother, his fingers combing through Antonia's wet and tangled hair as she ran her lips over his length, taking his penis into her mouth, somehow able to slide her lips downward until they were brushing his dark, curly hair. I heard him moan, "Mama...so sweet...so right." He rolled his head back, closing his eyes and groaning like an animal in rut as his mother sucked him and sucked him and sucked him.
Finally, Antonia let her son's member slip from her mouth, a streamer of something...saliva perhaps or his seed, extending from the head of his swollen penis to her lushly full lower lip, finally snapping to splatter against her heaving breasts. The mammoth gourds of breast flesh rose up and down with her aroused breath, her nipples larger than I would have imagined possible, seemingly like quarters in diameter and extended in arousal nearly half an inch.
Antonia fell back into the bed of moss and held out her arms even as she spread her legs, revealing pink, glistening flesh splitting her lush, black pelt between her thighs. "It is time again, Hector...love your mother," she hissed with hunger in her husky voice. "Fuck me, son. Fuck your mother...love me and protect me!"
With a feral growl, Hector fell to his knees, his penis again so erect that it slapped against his flat and muscled stomach. He eased himself down upon his mother, hunching his hips as she reached down between their wet bodies and then they both groaned as she guided him inside her. His toes dug into the soft, earthy moss as he thrust forward, making Antonia cried out as he buried his penis inside her vagina -- "Call it a pussy" a voice in my head whispered, sounding very much like my mother."
I instantly recognized her cry of pleasure as that which Mother and I had heard earlier and without chagrin, I realized that my mother had been closer to the truth than I. I rubbed the bulge in my pants harder as I watched almost trancelike as mother and son made love...no, the proper term for what I was witnessing was the crude word, "fuck." Mother and son were fucking with guiltless abandon.
I watched as Antonia and Hector kissed, their tongues hungrily whirling around each other, licking and sucking at each other's mouths in a mad frenzy. Hector's hands stoked at his mother's body, one moment stroking her thigh as she drew it back, opening herself up more to him, the next squeezing and mauling her fleshy breast, finding the swollen nipple and making Antonia cry out in pleasure all the louder.
Antonia clawed her way down her son's back, leaving faint, bloody trails before her hands cupped his taut buttocks, her fingernails digging into his cheeks as she urged him to bury his erection in her all the more deeply and with more vigor. Her face, between wet and sloppy kisses, was screwed up into an intense display of what seemed to be a blur of ecstasy and pain.
Between kisses, mother and son called out to each other with vulgar demands and endearments, their cries and moans blurring together into a cacophony of "Fuck me son...fuck me harder with your bull cock...Love you, Mama, love your tight pussy -- you make me feel so bigger."
Gradually however, as they settled into an intense rhythm of thrusting into each other, Antonia's words changed into a steady chant, moderated only by the rising and lowering of her voice as her pleasure at being fucked by her son waxed and waned.
The chant was I thought at first, Latin, but I couldn't make it out. It seemed both familiar yet foreign. Her words seemed to fuel her son's lust and even enflamed my own powerful desires and I stroked my cock through my pants with absolute need.
The chant seemed to produce power, unseen, yet tangible, which washed over me in waves that grew steadily in power and intensity. I almost felt linked to the incestuous couple making love before me, sensing their impending orgasms -- Antonia's words turned to passionate and desperate screams arousing me almost as if it was my penis buried inside her, straining to be deeper in her womb before eruption and when their cries of pleasure rose fiercely as first Antonia's and then Hector's orgasm swept over them, I was carried along, driven to my knees by the intensity of my own ejaculations...my seed flooding my underwear and creating a dark stain in my slacks.
The only thing that seemed to truly separate me from the fornicating mother and son before me was that as pleasure exploded between my legs, it was my own mother's face that I could see, her lovely red lips snarling with an orgasm of her own. When her image faded from my sight, I found myself gasping for breath and for a quick moment I feared that I might have betrayed myself with my own cries of pleasure, but I quickly saw that Antonia and Hector were oblivious to anything but each other, their arms wrapped tightly around each other, their bodies still joined, shiny with sweat from their impassioned coupling.
As I heard them softly murmuring, "I love you," to each other, I suddenly felt very much the intruder...that I was peeking at something that should be private and intimate despite its perversity. Feeling wicked and guilty, I tried to stealthily creep away, eventually staggering from the wood and hurrying to the house where I hoped to creep upstairs while praying that neither Mother or Father would encounter me in such a state.
Still, I was stopped in my tracks as I spied Mother standing at the railing of her veranda. The ocean breeze had picked up, becoming a fierce creature and it billowed her long nightgown about her. Mother stood stock still, the wind whipping about her as her hair danced wildly around her head. I did not know what troubled her, but I could sense deep inside me that she was distressed.
Unmindful of my soiled state, I raced inside and upstairs as quickly as I could. Her bedroom door was thankfully unlocked and I stepped inside, the room in some disarray as her veranda doors stood wide open. I stepped through fluttering sheets of parchment and stationary to go to her side, the wind whistling more fiercely with each passing second.
"Mother...what is wrong? Why are you standing out here like this?" My urgent questions and concerns for my mother fought for my full attention as Mother slowly turned to me and I gaped at her appearance. Mother was wearing a very sheer white nightgown through which her body was almost completely visible. My eyes were drawn quickly to the full and proud globes of her breasts, centered by wide and very dark aureoles, thick, nickel sized nipples pressing hard against the diaphanous silk of her nightgown. My eyes could not help themselves but to gaze lower, washing over her nearly visible belly button which thrilled and delighted me for some perverse reason and then lower between her legs where a dark, ordered patch of darkness appeared.
Only when Mother moaned, "It's here...it's coming," did I break free of my unnatural desires and return to helping her in her distress.
"Mother, what's wrong? What's coming?"
Mother's eyes were wide and unseeing and although she turned towards my voice, it suddenly occurred to me that my mother wasn't actually conscious, but rather sleep-walking! With a trembling tone in her voice that had echoes of fear and desire she moaned, "It's awake and it's hungry...so hungry and it needs to feed."
I was unsure what to do. I seemed to recall that it could be traumatic or even dangerous to wake someone in such a condition. "Mother, it's late. Come, let us get you back in bed."
I took her by the arm and guided us towards the open French doors. Thankfully, Mother complied meekly with me, still moaning, "It is coming...its hunger aches to be quenched." She shuddered though whether from terror or longing, I did not know. My mind was a swirl, my emotions a churning morass of concern, fear and utter and complete lust. I got Mother back inside her bedroom, managing to close the doors and latch them and then guiding her back to the bed that she should have been sharing with Father. I felt a sudden flame of anger -- he should have been here...he shouldn't be neglecting my mother and his wife!
I untangled the wrecked blankets and helped Mother back into bed, her still murmuring that "It is here and it is so terribly hungry." I fluffed her pillows and drew her blankets up over her scarcely concealed body and I confess that I lingered a moment more than I should have, admiring her nearly naked form, knowing with almost one hundred percent certainty that like Antonia, my mother was indeed a 'man's woman."
The only other liberty that I took was to whisper, "Sleep mother, have good dreams," and then lean over and kiss her softly on the lips, only to be surprised as she gave a great, excited sigh and pressed her lips firmly against my mouth, her tongue lashing out to roll over my lips before I jerked back in surprise. Mother sighed once more and closed her sleeping eyes and seemed to return to a more normal slumber.
Minutes passed as I watched my mother sleep, studying her beautiful face, imagining the lovely body beneath her blankets, the breasts that rose and fell slowly and steadily. Finally I padded out of my parents' bedroom. I pondered whether to disturb Father about Mother's sleeping misadventure, but in the end, decided to keep it to myself. Perhaps I would discuss it with her at a later date...perhaps I would keep this strange occurrence to myself.
In my bedroom, I washed myself clean of the sticky, drying semen in my crotch on my penis and donned pajama bottoms -- the air having grown more humid as the evening progressed. I considered masturbating as my mind re-examined the night's strange and erotic events, but I was weary and I fell asleep as I was thinking about those perfect moments on the beach with my mother.
#
I awoke in shadow, kneeling in a dark, dusty, and narrow corridor, my heart filled with absolute terror and absolute lust. It took a moment to ascertain my surroundings -- I was in a hidden corridor that somehow I knew was adjacent to the bedroom of my parents. Directly before me was a panel that again, I instinctively understood would tilt slightly and allow me to peer into their bedroom. Despite being right handed, I realized my left hand was rising and rolling the panel upwards. I realized why I was using my left hand when I looked down and saw my right hand wrapped around my penis -- "Call it a cock, John!" murmured Antonia's voice...or was it my mother's? I was slowly stroking my enormously swelled member.
I peered through the peep hole and immediately a moan of pleasure escaped my lips. Mother stood in front of her bed and was stark naked, her nightgown rolling across the floor as the doors to her veranda again stood open. Mother looked both angelic and carnal in her nakedness, her golden blonde hair roiling around her head while she held her arms out wide as offering to embrace someone. Mother's large breasts -- two gourd-like mounds of flesh rode high on her chest, impervious to the laws of gravity and between her long and shapely legs was a trimmed 'V' of dark, golden hair above her spread labia, her nether lips swollen and shiny. Her lovely body seemed to be quivering with absolute need and hunger.
My hand raced up and down my erection as I marveled at the sheer sexual beauty that was my mother. There was a rumble of thunder and then the room grew suddenly warmer, evident to even me peering in from the secret corridor and my eyes were momentarily diverted to the open door and I gasped in amazement as something roiled into the room.
What it was, I had no idea. One moment it appeared to be a rapidly changing cloud of vapor or smoke, its color rolling through the spectrum. Parts seemed to become solid and then become mist again. It seemed to make noise, though whether I heard it in my ears or in my mind, I'm not sure. I could however feel its lust, ravenous in its intensity. It approached Mother and while I had no idea of its intentions, I found myself rooted to the spot I was standing in, my hand unable to stop pleasuring myself.
The entity had no up or down that I could see -- no discernible head or brain, yet I knew when it suddenly took notice of me, turning in roils of mist to study me. For a moment, its appearance seemed to solidify in my mind, but only for a moment and for that I was grateful. I discerned a singular, unnatural eye amidst writhing coils of tentacles -- each ending with mouths with long snake-like tongues, its skin both scaly and slick, oozing blood and fluid. Then the image was gone with only a terrible and rapidly fading memory left behind. My mind gibbered for a moment and then refocused on the pleasure that my hand was producing as I masturbated frantically.
The entity moved towards Mother and I was faintly amazed to not be alarmed. I watched as it swirled around my mother and over her and between her legs before it reformed in front of her -- taking another discernible shape. With a start, I realized it was taking the form of a human and that it gradually took on the appearance of myself -- a smoky apparition of me, my dark doppelganger naked and erect...monstrously erect.
Mother cried out happily at the appearance of my ghostly double, spreading her arms wide as it floated to her, embracing it passionately. Mom cried out, "My John!" as she pressed her lips to its smoky mouth. It wrapped arms around Mother, fingertips becoming elongated and spreading unnaturally over her body -- one hand completely covering her large, meaty breast while another smoky tendril slipped down between her legs, sawing back and forth, making my mother moan lowly and lewdly in a way that nearly made me orgasm.



The entity rose into the air, taking Mother with it, tendrils and wispy hands opening her legs, spreading them widely as its opaque, cloudy penis expanded and rose, reaching out to probe at my mother's sex. Antonia's voice again echoed in my ears, becoming Mother's voice and then the housekeeper's again -- "Call it a pussy...it is what a woman fucks with...cock and pussy...what is more natural?"
The entity's penis-like appendage thrust forward and Mother screamed -- her voice betraying pain and pleasure blended together as her body stiffened in the misty creature's embrace, her nipples swelling as the barely tangible cock disappeared inside her. Her eyes were wide with excitement, her lip curled in a sexual sneer as smoky tendrils caressed her flesh. The tips of tendrils materialized again into clasping mouths, clamping down on Mother's engorged nipples, pulsating as they seemed to bite and suck.
Mother writhed and cried out, "Yes, John!" as the thing carnally assaulted her while my hand fairly flew up and down the shaft of my penis...my throbbing cock. More smoky tendrils uncoiled from the entity's body, the central shaft or penis pulsating with movement, pumping in and out of her wet hole...my mother's pussy, her labia spread wide.
Lips at the end of tendrils reached out and kissed Mother's undulating body, snake-like tongues licking at her flawless flesh while others seemed to be exploring her for other openings. Ghostly hands spread Mother's buttocks and another penis like offshoot emerged what still partly resembled me, changing shape as it moved and Mother cried out again as the appendage grew long and narrow and inserted itself up her anus and although I couldn't see, I somehow knew that once inside Mother's anal passage, the cock like tentacle began to expand and grow.
Mother was lost now in the throes of a tremendous orgasm, any reserved part of her character forgotten as she shrilly screamed, "Fuck me, son! Fuck Mother hard! Fuck all of Mother's holes and make me cum...cuM...cUM...CUM!"
I groaned as my own pleasure overwhelmed me, making me cry out as I began to ejaculate, spewing immense quantities of semen over my hand and onto the wall where I knelt. Black spots swam in front of my eyes and I had several bad moments where I couldn't breathe and thought I might black out...my world winnowing down to the sight of my mother being molested, assaulted, raped, fucked by a monstrous creature beyond comprehension and that she was lost in the throes of carnal ecstasy as it did so.
Mother's cries of passionate pleasure were cut off as the creature's face...my face moved to kiss her, its smoky lips pressing against hers. I could still hear Mother's garbled moans and her eyes grew wild with lewd delight while her lips hollowed, reminding me of Antonia's fevered sucking of her son's penis earlier. I suddenly perceived that the entity was somehow fucking Mother with a third penis-like tentacle via her mouth and that it was giving her as much pleasure as it was receiving.
My orgasm escalated and I sobbed with painful pleasure as my cock bucked and jerked, impossibly ejaculating with so much force that it hurt. I couldn't take my eyes off Mother lost in her own ghostly rapture and the world seemed to burn away leaving only us and the monstrous deity and as the world filled with the brilliant and beautiful light that was pure sexual ecstasy, it seemed that Mother's eyes turned towards me, acknowledging that somehow we were joined in this terrible, wonderful moment. Despite a mouth of misty cock, Mother's cries of sexual delight surrounded me and embraced me and took me beyond comprehension itself, obliterating me in the depths of her lust and carnal satisfaction...
To be continued...
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"Mother!" I sobbed, sitting straight up in my bed, my body convulsing with waves of pleasure. Sunlight streamed through my open windows as I came into myself again, first registering that my hand was wrapped around my aching and still erect penis, my fingers and wrist coated with semen. My member was dark and angry, jutting through the fly of my pajamas. I slowly unwound my fingers which ached with effort and marveled at the amount of semen that covered my hand and rested in sticky clumps all around the crotch of my pajamas.
I moaned softly as memories of the...was it really a dream that I had just had? Images of Mother's naked body raced through my mind, swiftly followed by the insane images of her being raped...no, willingly fucked by some nightmarish creature who looked like me...the very thought sending aftershocks of pleasure coursing through me. I wondered if I was going mad to be dreaming of such things. I heard the faint murmurs of voices below and glancing at the clock beside my bed was surprised to see that it was nearly ten in the morning. I had overslept...thankfully, it was Sunday and I owed Father no labor today.
Then I recalled Mother's sleepwalking last night and had a sudden and urgent need to check on her. I swung my legs out of bed, wincing at the sore muscles and then as I started to rise up, stopped in stunned amazement and stared at the knees of my pajamas. They were torn and dirty as if I had been kneeling on a rough, wooden floor, filthy with dust like I might have encountered in...a secret passage behind my parents' bedroom. "Oh, Lord!" I moaned. Had I had a nightmare or had last night actually happened?
With my heart racing and my body trembling, I staggered to the shower, running it hot to sooth my aching body and then running it icy cold to clear my head which spun with confusion as I tried to sort dream from reality -- an effort I failed at as in addition to whatever strangeness had occurred to me and mother, the images of Antonia and her son committing incest joined the bizarre thoughts already present in my mind.
It was with a heavy and confused heart that I emerged from my room, angling first towards Mother's bedroom where I found the door open and the room in perfect order, but empty. Both relieved and yet disappointed, I slowly made my way downstairs and hearing laughter and talk coming from the kitchen, cautiously emerged through the swinging doors.
Mother and Hector were sitting at the plain kitchen table...a plate full of fruit in front of my mother and a heaping plate of eggs and bacon in front of Hector. Antonia was standing behind him and all three had been talking only to stop at my arrival to turn and smile at me.
"John...my sleepyhead, finally awake!" Mother said laughingly as she rose from her seat. I was struck by her cheerfulness -- there being none of the almost always ever present sadness in her face or demeanor. I was also struck by her casual appearance -- Mother who usually wore long, billowy dresses was dressed more like a teenaged girl, having donned a pair of what I believe are called capris -- tight fitting slacks that tapered off at mid-ankle. With it, she was wearing what I believed was one of my older blue chambray work shirts, knotted and tied just below her breasts, exposing the alabaster white of her slender stomach. Her hair had been pulled up and coiled into some sort of bun and even without a sign of makeup, she looked more beautiful than a motion picture star at a premiere.
She took three strides to me and gave me a quick hug, pressing herself against me for a moment, the feel of her large, pert breasts giving evidence that she was without a bra. She pecked me on the cheek and then began tugging me by the arm to come to the table. "I was thinking I'd have to come up there and wake you up myself," Mother chortled, sitting me next to her.
"And I told her that you needed your rest," added Antonia, leaning over me to set a plate laden with eggs and bacon before me, her huge breast flattening against my arm as she moved in, lingering as she turned her head and smiled at me, saying, "Young men need their rest as they often exert themselves more than they realized." I felt my face begin to burn as I detected a tone of amused accusation in her voice. Had she or her son noticed me peeping at their lovemaking the night before?
"Dig in, John," Mother urged me, placing a hand on my arm in a gesture of easy familiarity. "I know you and Hector plan to continue your work on the pool today and it's such a lovely day, I thought I might help!"
I stared at her in surprise...stunned by her offer and still mulling over her change of demeanor. Although still a virgin, I had heard the comments, albeit mostly in the gym locker room made by mostly boy-men who were virgins themselves, about the change in a woman that a good night's sex could induce. My dreams echoed in my head...Mother in the throes of a fantastical orgasm and again I wondered if my dreams had basis in fact somehow. Finally, I composed myself enough to say, "That's wonderful, Mother...just, please don't overtax yourself."
Hector swallowed a mouthful of breakfast and gave Mother a smile that bordered on the lewd and said, "Yes, Missus Halloran, it will be our pleasure to have you with us." Even in my state of advance shock, I could see Hector's eyes roaming lasciviously over Mother's shapely figure and while I wasn't surprised to feel a flame of jealousy in my heart, I was disconcerted to feel a sense of pride in his admiration of my mother.
Soon enough we found ourselves at the bottom of the pool -- all three of us working hard scrubbing the slime and crud from the walls of the pool, our bodies all growing hot and sweaty. Hector and I had the luxury of doffing our shirts, allowing our now deeply tanned upper bodies to gleam with perspiration while Mother resolutely soldiered on, my old work shirt darkening and molding itself to her body -- her nipples becoming nearly visible as they seemed to be constantly hard, outlined by the wet chambray. I could see the scratch marks on Hector's back, but Mother either didn't notice or chose not to comment on them.
As often as my own attention become distracted by the sight of Mother's shapely body bent over, her breasts swaying underneath her shirt, I also caught Hector's lusty gaze on her as well. Realizing that he had been discovered, he would grin and shrug his shoulders and resume his own work. Part of me wanted to slug him and part of me ached to be able to confer with him...curious about how he and his mother became lovers and to have a confidant to discuss my own unnatural feelings with.
To complicate matters, Antonia, finished with her own chores, showed up with an extra pail and bucket and she joined mother in the beginnings of scrubbing clean the tiled floor of the pool. She came dressed in what appeared to be men's Bermuda shorts, the material tight around her full but shapely thighs and what looked like a skin-tight wife-beater T-shirt that Clark Gable had made famous, the white cotton molding itself around her immense breasts which seemed almost visible, her darker skin almost bleeding through the thin cotton.
For a moment, Mother looked taken aback at Antonia's scandalous appearance, glancing back at me with concern and perhaps a tinge of jealousy that seemed to be quickly dampened as I smiled back at her, trying to convey my love for her in my expression. Mother joined Hector's mother, both kneeling on the pool floor and creating intentionally or inadvertently an erotic spectacle for we two young men.
Mother and Antonia pursue their work with a vengeance, scrubbing away with their brushes, their buttocks waving high in the air while their breasts swung freely below, betraying the effort they were making. I felt my penis harden quickly, throbbing uncomfortably in my stained and worn khakis. A quick glance at Hector confirmed that he too had grown erect at the sight of our mothers...a definite contrast of motherly beauty displayed so boldly before us.
I assumed Mother's display of her attributes to be an accident, but had my suspicions about Antonia who would often glance at her son with an air of what seemed to me to be absolute lust, sparing me similar looks from time to time. When Antonia looked at me with her dark eyes, I felt exposed...as if she was seeing me naked, both in body and in thought. Further, she conveyed somehow an air of approval in her dark glances.
Still, before the afternoon began to wane, we had made tremendous progress towards rehabilitating the pool and when Hector and I could tear our attentions away from our enchanting mothers, we discussed our intentions to devote some time to getting the water pump and the heaters operational again.
Overhearing our plans to get together after supper, Antonia rose up, her breasts almost visible underneath the now sweat soaked cotton and sighed. "Not tonight, Hector. You've worked hard today and you should relax a little." She didn't say, "relax a little with me," but it was in her tone anyway...at least that was my perception.
Mother climbed to her feet. "She's right." She looked down at me, smiling, her face shiny with sweat, beads of it clinging to her upper lip, looking so enticing that I ached to take her in my arms and lick it off her. "John, I was thinking of another long walk on the beach...perhaps we can make a picnic of it." She glanced at Antonia, her face registering momentary disapproval at the woman's wanton appearance, but then saying, "Antonia, would you and Hector care to join us?"
The voluptuous woman shook her head and replied, "Thank you...not tonight." She licked her lips and said, "Tonight, I think a long, hot bath is in order and then just a quiet evening with my son." Her answer was innocent enough, but to my mind, it was redolent with sexual promise and I felt my penis throb with her every word.
Still, her frank sexuality vanished from my sight as Mother came up to me, touching me on the shoulder as she said softly, "Are you up for another stroll, son?"
I trembled a little, the slightest touch of her fingers on my bare skin threatening to make me climax and I said in a whispery voice, "I'd love to, Mother."
She smiled, the pleased expression of a woman who knew she had what she wanted and said, "Lovely, get cleaned up and meet me in the kitchen in half an hour." She strolled away from me up the rising floor of the pool, her buttocks swaying delightfully in her now sweaty capris which clung tightly to her behind.
"Lovely, isn't she?" I heard Hector breath from slightly behind me. As Mother vanished into the house, I turned to glare at him, but was surprised to see both he and his mother standing there...sharing the same appreciative and lusty smile on their faces. Antonia had her arm through Hector's and was leaning into him, making her right breast seemed to burgeon almost beyond the T-shirt's capacity to restrain it.
"Your mother is indeed a rare and beautiful woman, John," Antonia said with a husky hiss. "You are a lucky son."
"Thank you," I replied hoarsely.
"Hector, inside, my dear. Draw me a hot bath." Hector grinned at me and gave me another sly wink, moving away from his mother quickly. Antonia remained behind, studying me from behind a serious smile. "I am glad you heeded my words, John. You made your mother very happy." She stepped up closer to me...so close her huge breasts seemed to just brush my bare chest. My nostrils flared, picking up her scent...something almost spicy, yet mixed with something that was purely feminine. "I've never seen her as happy as she was today."
Hector's mother gave me a coy smile. "A good and loving son can be a wonderful curative for a lonely mother, no?" She reached out and slowly ran her hand over my sweaty chest. "Be your mother's good and loving son, John. Make her happy." She finished her words just as her fingernails reached the waistband of my khakis. Antonia looked down below my waist and smiled as I blushed more knowing she could easily see my erection bulging there. "You can do that, can't you, John?"
I slowly nodded and replied in a whispery voice, "Yes, ma'am."
Antonia smiled and stood up on tip-toe, her massive breasts mashing into my chest as she kissed me on the cheek. "That's a good boy...now get along...go to your mother!" She moved past me, her breasts slowly dragging across my skin, her thick nipples hard and pointed, leaving me to watch her move slowly and sensually up the sloped floor...the ugliness of her Bermuda shorts vanquished by the way they clung to her backside.
I hurried inside myself, slipping quietly up the stairs, only to come to a complete stop outside my parents' door as I heard Mother singing brightly to herself. It brought a grin to my face...it being a long time since Mother seemed happy enough to sing to herself. The door itself was slightly open and before I could move on or look away, Mother passed by, naked and holding a dress in front of her. I got a quick glimpse of her full and upright breasts from the side and of her long, lovely legs and her heart-shaped behind..."Call it, her lovely ass," Antonia's voice echoed through my head. I barely was able to keep myself from groaning.
I knew I should move on...that it was wrong to peek at my mother so, but I was rooted to the floor, unable to look away, anxious to see another glimpse of her. I was not bothered by the sudden thought that Hector would approve...after all, he said there would be opportunities. Suddenly, I was rewarded as Mother passed by the door again, this time carrying only a pair of sandals that could be tied around her ankles. In her nakedness, she was beyond glorious...her breasts rolling gently, so heavy and round and firm and below her flat belly lay a triangular patch of dark, golden curls pointing downward and drawing attention to her slightly parted labia, moisture clearly evident in the bright lights of her bedroom.
Finally, when Mother had passed out of my line of sight again, I found the strength to move, hurrying to my room and my shower where I was torn between the need to masturbate, savoring my nasty thoughts about Mother as I stroked my penis and the realization that Mother herself would be waiting for me. It was the prospect of being in her company again that in the end forestalled my masturbation and I quickly showered, barely touching my erection before I tucked it uncomfortably in my shorts and dressed for my evening with my mother.
I found Mother in the kitchen, packing some fruit and cheese in a small wicker basket along with a small bottle of wine. She looked up from her work and giggled at me. "I'm not sure you're legally old enough to drink, but it can be our little secret, son."
I smiled at my mother, her loveliness nearly taking my breath away. "For you, Mother...I can keep many secrets," I replied as I ran my eyes over her beautiful body. Mother had exchanged her usual long, billowy dresses for a shorter hemmed summer dress -- a pale green color with thin spaghetti straps over her shoulders and a modest 'V' for a neckline that somehow with its limited exposure of her voluptuous cleavage seemed more erotic than if she'd gone topless. The hem of her dress rose just a few inches above her knees and allowed a more constant view of her shapely legs. Mother had tied her hair up into a French twist that hung over her left shoulder, giving her a more youngish appearance. She was a dream come to life.
We quickly made our way to the beach, walking through the sands at the edge of the surf, Mother playfully splashing her feet in the little pools and puddles as we journeyed away from the house, she becoming more relaxed and open as we drew further away. Sometimes we held hands silently as we walked, other times, Mother would teasingly skip away from me, letting herself get splashed by the gentle waves rolling in until her dress was finely damp with moisture.
With lewd curiosity, I waited to see what would happen when her light dress grew wet, but quickly discovered that it would not grow transparent as it grew wetter. However, it did mold itself more precisely against her skin, revealing to me that like earlier today, Mother was without a bra...the cooling water hardening her nipples and making them stand out against the darkening green fabric more clearly. The swollen nubs were hard not to look at and I think even Mother was aware of how they stood out, glancing down at them from time to time, but she did not seem to care, her mood so much brighter than it had been for some time.
We were on the far side of the island before the moon began to slowly rise, looking fatter and more swollen than the night before. We paused then, spreading out a light blanket on the sand to have our picnic. We didn't speak much as Mother brought out the food and the wine, she laughing when she said, "I forgot the glasses!" No matter, we took turns drinking from the bottle itself...some dark wine, strong and sweet to my tongue. I enjoyed watching Mother drink...seeming so erotic as she put the bottle to her lips and took a sip and always afterwards, slowly licking her lips, glancing over at me with hooded eyes.
At one point, Mother said, "Son, are there any strawberries left?" I glanced into the now mostly empty basket and came up with two large, ripe berries. I sat one down on her napkin and impulsively held the other one out, raising one eyebrow in query. Mother laughed, her voice dying away as I slowly brought the red berry to her mouth. Her eyes were wide with something I didn't recognize as I brushed the tip of the strawberry to her mouth and ran it back and forth.
Mother's eyes never left mine as she slowly opened her lips and wrapped them around the strawberry, drawing it into her mouth without biting until my fingertips were touching her lips. Slowly she bit into the fruit, taking all but the leafy end and I trembled as I thought I felt the slightest brush of her tongue against my fingers. I became suddenly very aware of my penis throbbing angrily in my pants, already erect, but now dangerously close to climax from this innocent and yet so carnal an encounter.
A playful look grew on Mother's face as she picked up the other strawberry and held it close to her mouth. The tip of her tongue came out and licked the ripe, red berry and then she began to open her mouth wide, but then paused and held it out to me, bringing it to my lips. She smiled at me inquiringly and I wanted to scream, "YES, I WANT IT!" suddenly overwhelmed to touch and taste anything that had touched her tongue.
I opened my mouth and Mother brought the fruit closer only to pull it away as my lips closed around it. She giggled, the lusty timbre of her voice making my erection pound all the harder before again placing it in my mouth and allowing me to bite into it. I felt her fingertips brush my lips before she took the remainder and return it to her own lips where she again licked it subtly with her tongue and then popped it into her mouth.
We both laughed like naughty children, our hands somehow finding each other and we watched the moon rise higher over the ocean for a while until Mother said softly, "I'd like to walk a little more. Let's leave the basket and blanket and pick them up on our way back."



We left the detritus of our picnic behind and slowly walked further down the beach, Mother slipping her arm around my waist as we walked slowly through the surf. We didn't get far before Mother stumbled and I caught her before she fell, both of us gasping as my hands found large handfuls of her breasts as I pulled her back up. Mother sighed softly as I let my fingers slide free and then she leaned into me, her breasts pillowing against my chest.
She looked up at me with a mixture of confusion and what I saw as desire, smiling as she said, "Maybe I had a little too much wine."
"That's okay, Mother." I gestured back at the beach further away from the surf. "We can sit awhile, watch the Moon over the water."
Mother nodded and with her arms around my waist, allowed me to walk us away from the water's edge. At a safe distance, I helped Mother to sink to her knees, her looking up at me with large eyes, reminding me more than a little of Antonia and Hector last night. In the brilliant illumination of the Moon, I had little doubt that my erection stood out plainly against my pants. I quickly unbuttoned my shirt and laid it down for Mother to sit on, going to my knees and helping her slowly turn around and then sit between my outstretched legs as she had done last night.
Mother sighed happily as she wiggled herself into a comfortable position, her modestly covered bottom rubbing wonderfully against my crotch. As she had done the night before, Mother drew my arms around her upper chest and leaned back into me. As she rested her head on my shoulder, she said softly, "I like this, son."
She picked up my right hand and kissed my palm and then returned it to a place just above the swell of her left breast. With a hoarse whisper, I replied, "I like this too, Mother." I punctuated my statement by planting a gentle kiss on her bare shoulder.
After a long and comfortable silence watching the Moon rise up, its reflection lengthening out from the horizon to the shore, Mother said with a bit of wistfulness. "I'd forgotten how much I loved this."
"You used to do this with Father?" I replied softly.
Mother hesitated for a moment and said, "He wasn't always this way...when we met back in college, he had his playful, romantic side." She sighed again. "We'd walk on the beaches and watch the moon, sometimes staying out all night, making love as the sun rose up..." Her voice faded out and she was silent for some minutes before finally saying softly, "I'm sorry, John. I didn't mean to say such things and embarrass you. Not something I should be telling my son."
I leaned in and brushed my lips on the outer shell of her ear and whispered back. "I'm not embarrassed, Mother. It makes me happy to know that once you were so very happy." I paused, licking my dry lips before adding, "I would love to see you that happy again." I felt my heart beat as I wondered if she would understand what I truly meant.
Mother sighed and shook her head and said, "You're a good son to say so, but I fear your father is past such things now...he considers them...immature and childish."
"Father is a fool," I responded, my voice harsher than I wanted it to sound. "A husband should consider his wife to be his most important priority -- not a pile of smelly, old books."
Mother laughed in response and I am sure I detected both amusement and bitterness in her voice. "My son, some day you will make a lucky woman a wonderful husband." She then again took hold of my right hand and gave me a gentle kiss on my palm. When she put my hand back down again, this time it rested plainly on the upper swell of her breast, partly covered by her dress and partly exposed, allowing me to feel the pillow like softness of her breasts. I wondered if I should discreetly withdraw my hand, but Mother solved that question by resting her hand atop mine.
A long period of silence was interrupted when Mother said in an odd voice. "Do you think Antonia is attractive?"
I opened my mouth, but could not think of a reply. I laughed uncomfortably and finally muttered, "Antonia is...Antonia. She certainly has certain...attributes."
Mother snorted and said, "She has big breasts, you mean?"
"They certainly um...stand out," I replied, wincing at the lameness of my answer.
"I saw you glancing at her today," Mother said frostily.
"Um, it was rather hard not to, Mother. I am a man after all." I hesitated, but then went ahead and blurted out, "And I'm sure Hector was looking at you just as much as I looked at Antonia. It made me very jealous."
Mother barked out a laugh, her hand on mine rising to cover her mouth. "Good Lord...do you really think so? No, don't answer that. Do you think Antonia is beautiful, son?"
I chose my words carefully and replied, "I think Antonia is an attractive woman, yes, but she is not beautiful...not like you are, Mother."
Mother chuckled lowly and I knew she was pleased. "Do you...do you really think I'm beautiful, John?"
"Oh yes, Mother. You are the most beautiful woman I know of." I took a chance and again kissed her softly on the shoulder before adding, "Father is so lucky...damn the fool for not seeing that."
I expected a mild to harsh rebuke for condemning Father so, but for once, Mother did not make apologies for her husband, but instead whispered in a teary voice, "Thank you, John. I...I think I needed to hear that." There was a pause and she added almost too soft to hear, "It's been too long since I heard such compliments."
I kissed her again on the shoulder and then bravely on the nape of her neck, making her shudder slightly. "Then I will remind you of how beautiful you are on a daily basis from now on...hourly or more if you prefer."
Mother sighed and wiggled slightly against me again, searching for a more comfortable position or perhaps seeking to better ascertain the physical response I was having in her being in my embrace. "You are a truly wonderful son," she said and again lifted my hand up. Mother planted a soft kiss on each of my fingertips before kissing my palm again. My heart then gave a lurch as Mother took my hand and planted it firmly over her breast, my thumb and forefinger resting on the naked swell of her breast while the rest of my hand rested on the fully rounded globe of flesh underneath her dress, my palm pressing now against her very hard nipple. Mother then compounded the action by placing her hand atop mine to keep it in place.
Silence reined again, punctuated only briefly by Mother's infrequent sighs and my needful gasps of breath. My cock seemed to throb in rhythm with her heart which I could feel pounding in her chest. The birds and other nightlife seemed to fade away and we were alone, accompanied only by the gentle wash of the surf for music. I could feel the sweat running down my back, not triggered by the humid air, but by nervousness as I wandered what to do next. I cursed my awkwardness, thinking that Mike Hammer would know what to do...or even Hector.
I wondered if Mother truly knew what she was doing and even if she did, where was the limit to my possible actions here. I continued to periodically kiss Mother's soft shoulders and the nape of her neck and her upper back, all which made her sigh happily until finally I worked up the courage as I was kissing her neck to slowly squeeze my fingers around her breast and very slowly, work my hand in a circle, gently massaging her large, firm breast.
As my palm slowly scraped over her cotton covered nipple, I could feel it swell even larger and Mother let out a very low, but happy purr. Her hand atop mine did nothing to stop me from caressing her breast and even seemed to tighten a little around my hand to keep it from suddenly flying off.
Suddenly, I was aware that Mother was beginning to perspire as well, her legs slowly moving and shifting in the sand -- her knees rising up and allowing the hem of her dress to slide back towards her crotch before digging her heels into the sand and straightening her legs to plow trowels in the sandy soil. I kissed her neck and then as a large rivulet of sweat slowly slid down her neck, I reached out and tongued it off her fair skin.
I could feel Mother's heart beating more strongly, paced by her pulse as blood pumped into her nipple and as I worked my hand on her breast. As I slowly and patiently planted a series of soft kisses on her neck and worked my way towards her shoulder, I was able to look over her shoulder and down, marveling that I could actually see my hand moving carefully in a circular fashion over her breast and then as she drew her knees back, the soft white of her inner thighs where the hem of her dress fell back, her free hand rubbing the inside of her leg, drawing closer to her crotch where her panties were now revealed and I could see in that almost magical moonlight that in the middle of her gusset was a growing dark spot! Mother's vagina was wet...she was aroused -- no, very aroused!
In my excitement, my hand covering Mother's breast clenched almost involuntarily, fingers digging into her soft flesh, separated only by the thin cotton of her dress. Mother let out a gasp, surprise, pleasure and shock in her voice and her body jerked and she let out a loud moan and sat up suddenly, breaking our embrace. With awkward swiftness, Mother scrambled to her feet, hands coming to her face, mouth open in an expression of amazement and dismay.
I came up to my knees, saying hoarsely, "Mother, are you alright?"
Mother looked down at me, her mouth moving for several seconds, but with nothing coming out. She spun and faced the moonlit ocean, wrapping her arms around herself as if suddenly chilled. I came to my feet and went to her, carefully placing my hands on her shoulders. "Mother, is something wrong?" My heart was pounding with fear as I wondered if I had done something terribly wrong.
Long, agonizing seconds passed before Mother shook her head and turned and smiled wanly up at me and said, "Nothing's wrong. It's...just getting late. We should get back home."
I knew I had to say something. My heart was breaking as I realized that the moment...so special and so romantic, was now over -- lost and irretrievable. "Mother...I..."
Mother raised her hand -- the same one that had just held my hand to her breast and touched two fingers to my lips. "I'm fine, son. Nothing is...wrong, but we need to get back. It's getting late."
I nodded, feeling sadness and regret that was only ameliorated by the fact that as we walked, Mother again slipped an arm around my waist and allowed me to wrap my arm around her shoulder. We took our time, silently strolling back along the edge of the surf, pausing only to pick up our picnic basket. Not a word passed between us along the way, Mother only speaking to me after I had walked her up the stairs to the door of hers and Father's bedroom.
We stared at each other for several seconds, an aura of awkwardness and embarrassment thick between us that was finally breached when Mother said softly, "I cannot tell you how much I enjoyed our walk, son."
I shook my head and said, "Not nearly as much as I did, Mother. I only..."
Again, Mother put her fingers to my lips to silence me as she slowly shook her head and said, "I know." She smiled at me and said in such a tender voice. "I love you so much, John." Then before I could reply, Mother leaned into me, her breasts flattening and dragging against my chest as she rose up and kissed me on the lips, chaste and yet passionate, her closed lips pressing urgently against mine for seconds that were far longer than what one would consider appropriate between a mother and son. I was entranced, wanting the kiss to never end and by the time I realized it had, Mother entered her bedroom and closed the door behind her, leaving me standing there, lost and forlorn like an abandoned puppy.
I reached out and touched the door with my fingers and whispered, "I love you too, Mother -- more than anything." I retreated to my room and as the night before, considered masturbating, but found myself too restless to stay in my room even though the evening grew late. I ventured to the kitchen, looking for a snack that would sate the hunger gnawing at my belly, but found nothing, knowing full well that it was not food I desired. I stepped out onto the back porch, my eyes seeking out in the moonlit night, the path that led into the woods... the path I had taken that had led to my discovery of Antonia's and Hector's incestuous relationship.
Part of me was sorely tempted to journey out there again in the hopes of spying on them once more, but I recalled that Hector's mother had intimated that they were staying in for the night. I retreated back into the kitchen and for long minutes stared down the hallway that led to the servant quarters, my imagination running wild, wondering if at this very moment, Antonia and her son were locked in carnal congress...making love, nay, fucking like lust filled animals.
Part of me wanted to try and slip into their private quarters and spy on them, but I was not ready to yield to such base and venal desires. At last, I pulled my attention from them and slowly made my way back up the stairs. Standing in the hallway of our quarters, I looked to the closed door of Father's office, wondering what ancient lore he might be lost in. I glanced over at my parents' bedroom and felt my penis throb as I imagined Mother in some erotic lingerie or stark naked, lying like a goddess upon her bed. My erection which had never fully waned began to throb and grow again and I began walking down the hall when I came to a halt between two aged portraits -- severe paintings of a former master of the house and his spinster daughter.
I had already discovered that between them was an access portal to an old passageway between the upper floor and the servant's quarters, no doubt place there so servants could move unseen by their so-called betters as they went back and forth on their many errands. I'm not sure how long I stood there debating my next action and I don't remember retrieving a small flashlight from my room, but suddenly I found myself inside the secret corridor, cautiously and quietly descending a narrow, spiral staircase of cast iron.
Below, it opened up into another narrow corridor and it suddenly struck me how similar it resembled the secret place from which I had spied on Mother in my dreams last night. Here and there light shone through slight cracks in the wall. I wasn't sure of my direction, but turned right on instinct and moved carefully along, extinguishing my light. I paused in front of a section of wall that had to my surprise a slide mechanism similar to the one in my dream. I raised my hand to quietly work it, somehow knowing what I would see.
I peered through the peephole and was shocked to see Antonia staring back at me. I stifled a gasp and nearly slammed into the dusty, cobwebby wall behind me before I recovered and summoning all my nerve peered again. Again, I was looking directly into Antonia's face, but quickly realized that she did not see me -- indeed, I doubted she could see at all, so glazed with lust and pleasure were her eyes.
As I took in all there was to see, everything became clear. Antonia was on a large brass bed on her hands and knees facing the wall from which I was peeking. She was naked -- her massively pendulous breasts swinging wildly about as Hector pumped his hard penis into her from behind. A multitude of lit candles were scattered about the room, illuminating it to create an atmosphere akin to that of a church or temple.
In the glow of that near holy light, I could see her olive skinned body was covered in a thick sheen of sweat and I wondered how long Hector and his mother had been carnally engaged. Gradually, I became aware of Antonia making a low moaning sound -- a continuous noise of pure, unrelenting pleasure of the lewdest kind. Simultaneously, I became aware of the scent of their sex...of her arousal and his seed..."Call it the smell of FUCKING," moaned my mother's voice inside my head.
I began to perceive other sounds...Hector's harsh gasps for breath as he labored to pleasure his mother, his face twisted in a rictus of incestuous delight. And then there was the sound of their bodies slapping together, sharp and constant, accompanied by the noise of wetness and in my mind's eye, I could see his cock and her pussy, joined, his length and girth filling her wet and hungry womb, becoming one, producing such ecstasy that I could only dream of.
My hand found my own erect penis and began to furiously stroke, aching for the release that I had denied or been denied all evening long. I was filled with jealousy of Antonia and Hector, envious of what they shared and what I realized now I wanted -- no, needed to have with my own mother.
As I masturbated, I saw myself alongside them, kneeling next to Hector with Mother on all fours in front of me, her lovely buttocks raised in sweet offering to me, me thrusting my erection deep into her...her...her pussy, relishing each savage stroke inside her as her wet, steaming hot flesh wrapped itself around my...my...my hard cock! I could clearly see Mother looking over her shoulder at me, her face expressing more happiness and pleasure than I had ever imagined...eyes glowing with love for her son and what he was doing for her.
As I felt my orgasm racing closer, I could see Mother and Antonia looking at each other, giving each other a smile of understanding that only mother's who were the lovers of their sons, could comprehend. Each snaked a hand towards the other as their moans rose in intensity, fingers intertwining as incestuous ecstasy consumed them. Their heads moved closer together, lips opening as if anticipating a kiss as their sons fucked them harder and harder.
"MATRE TIAMBO UN UMANO UN ESTASIUM VICTRE DIABLAS!" My incestuous fantasy was broken as Antonia began to scream seemingly nonsense words in the grip of her orgasm -- her eyes now wide and unseeing in pure ecstasy. Her orgasm seemed to manifest in waves of pure energy that radiated outward, washing over me, allowing me somehow to tap into their lusty pleasure.
As she chanted the strange words over and over, my own pleasure became more than I could bear and with a mostly strangled sob, I began to climax, ejaculating massive amounts of semen into my hand and against the wall, almost collapsing to my knees from the intensity of my pleasure even as Hector growled loudly as with one last brutal thrust, he buried his cock inside his mother's womb and began to fill her with his seed.
The sensation of filling her son's hot semen inside her pussy sent Antonia over the edge and her chanting disintegrated into cries and sobs of pure carnal ecstasy as she threw her head back and through sneering lips howled as she came with animalistic intensity. My own climax brought me to tears as my desires momentarily overwhelmed me while I struggled to understand the incestuous desires that had so recently come to dominate my world.
I wiped my hand clean of my seed and then wiped tears from my momentarily blinded eyes. When I had composed myself, I again peered through the peephole and felt my momentarily sated penis twitch as I saw a scene of pure carnal lust. Antonia had somehow managed to turn around and crawl up to her son's sprawled body, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he struggled to catch his breath. Her full lips were wrapped around Hector's still semi-erect cock, her tongue gathering up and cleaning his penis of their mingled leavings.
Antonia's body still quivered in the aftershock of her no doubt numerous orgasms and her legs were sprawled apart, affording me a perfect view of her pussy, labia swollen and widespread with copious amounts of semen frosting her pink, wet flesh and oozing from her battered pussy. I could see her face from profile, hair and skin still gleaming with perspiration and even from my limited view, I could see her glancing lovingly up at her son's face and as I had the night before, suddenly and keenly felt like an intruder upon their intimacy.



Quietly, I withdrew, creeping away somewhat shamefacedly, trying to control my emotions as I returned up the narrow staircase and emerged from the secret entrance into the upstairs hallway. Sighing with relief, I rushed to my room, locked my door and flung myself down onto my bed, sobbing finally as I released all the remaining pent up emotions that seemed to be welling up inside myself. It shames me somewhat to confess that as an eighteen year old man, I cried myself to sleep, both praying for and fearing what dreams might come in the night.
#
I awoke the next morning, somewhat astonished at feeling well rested and slightly disappointed as the closest I could recall of any erotic dreams was a faint memory of my mother's face, her voice calling out to me plaintively. Having showered and dressed for another day of sweaty labor, I hurried downstairs in anticipation of seeing Mother before I ventured off with Hector to clear the brush, but to my further disappointment, I found only Antonia with my breakfast at hand.
When I asked about my mother, Antonia only shook her head and said, "Missus Halloran is feeling unwell this morning and is still in bed."
This alarmed me and I started to rise from the breakfast table, my food and appetite forgotten. "Mother is ill?"
Before I could leave my seat and rush upstairs, Antonia had her hand on me and with surprising strength, pushed me back down into my chair. She smiled down at me, her great bosom brushing my back as she said softly, "Be not alarmed, young Master. Your mother is just somewhat out of sorts this morning." She sighed and shook her head before adding, "This island...this terrible loneliness here can sometimes take its toll on a person."
Antonia smiled and ran her hand through my scruffy hair as I had often seen her do with her own son. "Give her a little time, your mother. She will find her way and she knows that you will be there to help guide her." She leaned in and in almost a whisper, "In just a few days, your attentions have given her more happiness than she has ever known. I have seen this...a mother knows these things." She stroked my hair one more time and then gave me a playful slap on the head. "Now eat...it will be a busy day with much work and that smelly fisherman is due today too.
Alas, that much was very true. Hector and I worked hard and silently for most of the morning, stopping only when the horn of the Vulgar Harpy began to bleat as it approached the island. Father emerged from his study, looking weary and irritable to oversee our unloading and carrying to the house fresh provisions. Father only shook off his weariness when Captain Waltern's men unload a small crate with labels that indicated it originated in Calcutta by way of La Plata and Veracruz.
"My office, lads and hurry!" Father had exclaimed, nearly rubbing his hands together in what appeared to be demented happiness.
The box was heavy and despite the two of us, it was a struggle to carry up from the beach and wrestle up the stairs to the second floor. No doubt, it was weighted down with musty, moldy old books. We placed it on the floor of Father's office -- suddenly aware that this was the first time either of us had been inside since the day we'd arrived. It had been some sort of study before, but now books and scrolls covered most every surface with charts and papers tacked to the walls. Some writing appeared to be in English while others were in arcane runes and ideographs. A handmade map sketched out a surface with rectangular objects in a rough circle and seemed highly reminiscent of the site Hector and I had been working for so long to clear.
There was a faint smell of something fetid in the air -- possibly the remnants of a forgotten meal shoved into a nook or cranny, but seeming to be something worse. Hector looked around the room and with a frown, said quietly, "Your father travels a dark path, my friend."
I gave him a curious glance and was about to ask him what he meant when Father appeared and banished us, commanding us to bring the rest of the fresh provisions up from the docks to the house and closing the door to his office behind him...our last glimpse was of him hungrily staring at the small crate.
Captain Waltern was unpleasant but stayed only briefly after ascertaining that Mother would not emerge from the house. This was the only positive aspect of Mother secluding herself inside on what had proved to be a bright, sunny day.
After our break for lunch, Hector and I resumed work, speaking little although we both occasionally glanced towards the veranda in hopes of seeing my mother. Finally, Hector signaled me to halt for a water break and as we passed the jug of cool water back and forth, he said, "You are troubled, John, yes?"
I wasn't sure what to say and only nodded in response. "You are questioning your feelings for your mother?" Hector said with a sympathetic smile.
"You have..." I paused for a moment searching for the correct words. "You have infected me with your sick thoughts and desires, Hector." I did not sound as accusatory as my words.
Hector's smile broadened. "Ah...you now see your mother as a woman...as a man perceives a woman." He shook his head and sighed. "This is not sick, John, it is simply acknowledging that you are now a man with a man's desires and feelings and that you recognize your mother as a woman...a beautiful and desirable woman."
My voice sounded thick as I muttered, "Like you feel for your mother."
Hector dipped his head in acknowledgment and replied, "Absolutely and she returns my feelings of love with equal passion as you now well know."
I gasped, feeling as if he'd hit me in the stomach, driving all the air out of me. I felt my face begin to burn and my voice was a harsh grate when I finally managed to answer him. "You know...you know that I've watched you and...your mother?"
He shook his head and laughed, "Truthfully, I did not. Making love to a woman like my mother consumes all my effort and attention, but...Mama is different." He licked his lips and grinned wolfishly. "Even at the height of orgasm, when Mama's cunt tightens around my cock, she is still aware. She is what our people might call a Brujiho...a sort of witch. She perceived you watching us as we lost ourselves in our passion for each other...both at the mossy pond and last night in our bedroom."
I could not look him in the eye, staring down at the torn up ground as I muttered, "I am sorry. I can offer no reasonable explanation."
Hector waved his hand in dismissal. "Make no apologies, John. Mama and I take no offense. In our culture, to watch two people express their love in such a way is not wrong, but a celebration." Hector crossed to me and roughly squeezed my shoulder, making me look up to see the brilliant gleam in his eyes. "To be able to share our love for each other with another does nothing but enhance it, John. Mama told me that knowing you watched me fuck her hard last night made her climax all the more wonderful!"
I felt my jaw drop in disbelief as I listened to his words. My head seemed to swim with this sudden scandalous and strange news and I shook it to try and clear the cobwebs from my brain. "Your people approve of incest. My god...who are your people? Incest is unacceptable everywhere!"
Hector smiled and patted me on the back. "Not true, my friend, not true. Yes, most of your so called Christians find it immoral or evil, but even amongst them, there are enlightened ones who understand that incest is simply another expression of love. To my people, it is one of the higher, more advanced forms of human love with power beyond most human ken."
Again, I pressed the question. "Who are "your people?"
Hector smiled and said, "Mama and I are of the Jahndi." I shook my head in confusion. "Many people call us gypsies and there is truth there in that we are related to those lost people who are properly called the "Rom" or "Romany." But the truth is, we are only distantly related to them...tracing our ancestry back to a people who lived somewhere between Arabia and India in a land now lost beneath the waves of the sea. Like the Romany, we have been nomads, some searching for a new home and others roaming the world and trying to find our place in it or safeguarding against that which made us wanderers."
"What on Earth might that be?" I asked, spellbound as if caught up in a child's fairy-tale.
Hector shook his head and replied, "That is not for me to speak of. Someday, perhaps, Mama would tell you more. It is her place as a Bruhijo to speak of such things."
I took a bit of time to digest this strangeness and we both wordlessly resumed work, tearing away the brush and vines, clearing yet another stone slab covered with runic markings.
Finally, after forlornly glancing up at the still empty veranda, I said to Hector, "How long have you and your mother been...lovers?"
Hector smiled widely at me and said, "Since I was your age, my friend...I happily took my father's place between Mama's legs when he died pursuing his obsession. I had dreamed of being Mama's man for a long time, but only after Papa's...end, did Mama invite me into her bed."
I stopped working, a cold chill running down my spine. "How did your father die, Hector?"
He paused in his work, a frown passing over his face. "It was in Mombasa...he delved too far into things that were beyond him."
"What happened?"
Hector began to speak, but then shook his head. "No, it is not my place to speak of such things...not yet. I will speak to Mama and if she deems it proper, she will tell you herself."
I nodded, sensing that I was intruding somehow. I changed the topic, saying, "Are you...are you happy with your mother?"
"Hector gave me an angelic smile. "It is the greatest joy one can know, one I pray that you will soon enjoy yourself."
My stomach felt like butterflies were rampaging inside as I contemplated his words. "Surely not. Neither my mother or I would ever consider such a...a thing."
Hector laughed and said, "You try and delude yourself, John. I have seen how you look at your mother...how with such longing you gaze at her since the moment you and she stepped off that smelly troll's boat." He leaned in to me and said in a confidential whisper, "And she looks at you too, you know, with passion and desire that grows with each passing day."
I stepped back, feeling a thrill deep in my guts, yet also appalled. "You lie! Take it back!" I snapped defensively.
Hector pursued me, a knowing grin on his face. "I speak the truth. Yesterday proved it. Have you ever known your mother to ever dress like she did yesterday...revealing so much of her lovely body?"
In my mind, I could see Mother again -- dressed in those tight capri pants and braless under my old work shirt. "No," I said, replying barely above a whisper.
Hector pressed his argument. "For two nights running, she and you took a private walk along the beach. Did you both act the whole time in such a way that was simply and innocently what you would consider the conduct of a proper mother and son?"
I shivered as I recalled the feel of Mother's large, firm breast under my hand and the hardness of her throbbing nipple. "No" I replied again, barely audible. I heaved a great sigh and added more loudly, "But now she sequesters herself in her room, no doubt offended by my illicit attentions. What I might lust for will never be." I could barely keep a sob out of my voice, my pain at letting my mother slip from my embrace breaking through my resoluteness.
Hector dropped his blade and draped an arm around my shoulders and said in a rush, "Do not despair, John...this is a difficult thing to do. Surpassing the narrow-mindedness of your upbringing to embrace such a different way of life takes a great deal of courage. You have this courage...so does your mother. I see it. Mama sees it. You have come a long way on your own...it is harder for your mother."
His words provided something I had not realized I hungered for and also made suddenly and brilliantly clear about the travails Mother was enduring. "You mean...Father."
Hector nodded and replied, "Yes. Mama feels that your father is lost to your mother now...that he travels his own way, ensorcelled by his own quest for knowledge. Your mother, may the Gods love her, tries to do right by him, but I think she begins to perceive that her love belongs to another...to you, John. Be patient and she will find her way into your arms."
I confess then, I wept as Hector embraced me as a friend and brother, waiting patiently until I was spent and then clapping me on the back. "Enough, my friend. The day has been long and hard. Your father will not notice if we break off a little early." And so we did, slipping off to swim in the ocean, laughing and cavorting in the water until Antonia called us for dinner.
Mother came down for our meal, but sat silent and unresponsive the entire time, making monosyllabic remarks to any questions or comments I had. Antonia gave me encouraging smiles as she brought in the various dishes, but Mother would barely meet my gaze as we dined and declined my offer to escort her on another walk.
Mother's pale face darkened as she looked down towards my feet and murmured, "I...am not myself tonight, son. I believe I will simply turn in early."
"Another time, perhaps," I said meekly, hoping for some positive comment, but Mother merely nodded and slipped away. I pushed my plate away and stared at the old, lace tablecloth until I realized Antonia was standing next to me...heat radiating from her body...from her bosom that hovered so close to my face.
"Patience, boy...your mother is strong and wise, but much must be unlearned. New knowledge is like birth itself...never easy and often painful," she whispered softly, stroking my hair with her fingers.
I looked up into her dark eyes, wanting to say so much, to ask so many questions but hadn't a clue how to begin. Antonia nodded and leaned down and kissed me on the forehead. "Hector says you two had a very good talk this afternoon...that your eyes are beginning to see many new things."
I felt my skin begin to burn and knew I was turning red. "Yes, Ma'am," I replied meekly.
Antonia laughed and hugged me to her, pressing my face into her soft, pillow-like bosom. I could smell her...a powerful, earthy scent mixed with cinnamon. I felt my penis...no, my cock, throb in response. "Soon your mother will see with such eyes and you and she will know the love, the joy," her voice suddenly grew huskier as she finished, "The pleasure that a mother and son can share. I look forward to the day that Hector and I might display our union to you both and who's to say who will take the most pleasure from it, your and your mother...or us."
The voluptuous woman released me only to duck down and kiss me on the lips. "I liked you watching us...it made me feel more like a woman...like a mother than ever before. You need not hide and watch us, John Halloran. Our door will never be locked for you." She grinned lustily at me and winked once and then picked my plate up and walked off into the kitchen while I sat there in stunned silence and pondered her words.
My evening passed slowly. I paced restlessly around my room and then in the study...hoping Mother might emerge from her self-imposed exile and at least be in the same room with me, both of us quietly reading as we had often done, but she never emerged. Walking the hall of the upstairs, I thought I heard Father laughing or talking to himself and I wondered if he would forgive an intrusion to talk with his son, but somehow I knew that that particular path would lead nowhere.
I went downstairs and prowled around the grounds. I considered working on the pool, but the hour was growing late and I'd lost the light...peering down into the messy concrete, it took on a menacing quality, the bottom lost in shadow. I returned to the house and ambled around the kitchen, searching vainly for something that would satisfy the hunger that welled inside me, but I discovered no food that I coveted...instead, finding my attention drawn to the door leading to the servants' quarters.
Antonia's words came back to me...no, truthfully they had echoed in my ears since she had spoken them to me after her soft kiss -- "Our door will never be locked for you." I sat at the kitchen table and toyed with the salt and pepper shakers resting there, unfolding and refolding a linen napkin a dozen times over, my eyes constantly wandering towards that door.
Suddenly, I found myself standing before the door, my hand on the knob. My mouth was dry and my knees felt rubbery and weak. Part of me knew that this was wrong...immoral and sinful to even consider such actions. Still, at a loss over all that seemed out of reach in my life, I found myself opening the door and passing through. The hallway beyond and the rooms there seemed no different than those upstairs, save that it was narrower and peering into a servant's room, that they were much smaller.
All seemed quiet as I moved further in and then I heard a soft, mewling sound from the far end of the hallway. The door to that room was closed, but I could see lights flickering from under the door and I cautiously made my way there -- passing a room which I presumed they used as their living area or study...books scattered about and an old record player with albums stacked neatly beside it.
The sound became stronger and more pronounced. I perceived that it was Antonia's voice, although she spoke no words, but rather was simply making noise that was clearly an expression of pleasure. I paused for a moment at the door, nervous and scared although already I could feel my penis swelling in my pants. I tried the knob and it was unlocked and the door swung open easily,
Antonia's moans smothered my own gasp as I gazed upon mother and son engaged in activity I had only heard of. Antonia was stretched out upon their large brass bed, her fingers wrapped around the brass rails of the head board, her naked body flexing and straining as she flung her hips upwards to more fully press her son's face into her wet and wide open pussy. Her immense breasts rolled about her chest, capped by hard swollen points of thick, rubbery flesh, darkened in her arousal.
Hector was oblivious to my entry, so busy was he in swirling his tongue over and about his mother's sex, her slick, pink flesh almost pulsating with sexual energy while her thick bush scratched his cheeks, turning them an angry red. As his tongue slathered over a swollen appendage of flesh that I perceived was that almost mystical feminine organ called a clitoris, he was simultaneously thrusting two fingers in and out of her wet flesh, fingers gleaming with the juices of her arousal.
His mother, deep in the throes of incestuous pleasure, still somehow managed to sense that they were not alone and she turned her dark, glazed over eyes towards me, offering up a leering smile of greeting. Antonia gradually managed to force free words from her sweetly tortured body, "Ohhhh yes, pleasure me well my son -- show our guest how a son properly treats his mother -- MMMMMMM -- his mother."
Hector rolled slightly onto his side, his mouth never leaving his mother's pussy, his actions freeing his swollen erection, his penis long and thick and hard, throbbing with desire for his mother. He gave me an odd smile, his tongue never ceasing its loving caresses of Antonia's wet flesh, and after winking slyly at me, returned to focus on pleasuring his mother.
Antonia's body shook with tremors of ecstasy as her son's mouth brought her closer and closer to heaven, but somehow she managed to gesture towards a chair pulled up close to their bed...awaiting a visitor...awaiting me and affording me a bird's eye view of their taboo lovemaking.



I suddenly found myself sitting in that chair, close enough that I could see and smell the sweat pouring from their bodies which were emanating great heat and from between Antonia's thighs, a strong, arousing scent that made my member throb with terrible need. I had no recollection on opening my fly and freeing my erect penis, but suddenly I had it in my hand, stroking it feverishly as Antonia writhed on the bed in utter pleasure.
I stroked my hard member, shivering with delight as I was enthralled at the sight of Antonia's pussy being so wet, gushes of her arousal flowing over her son's face as she bucked her pelvis against his face, her expression growing more frantic as his tongue worked busily over her pink, quivering flesh.
"S-see, John...s-s-see how wonderful it can be buh-between mother and son?" Antonia moaned as one hand clawed the sheets while the other busily mauled her own breast, fingers pinching and tugging at her swollen nipple more brutally with each stroke of Hector's tongue.
Antonia suddenly let out a tremendous cry as her body stiffened and then arched, her orgasm nearly bringing me to tears as she lifted her voluptuous behind off the bed, mashing her pussy against her son's face as he continued to lick her and thrust now three fingers deep inside her. Deftly he pulled his hand back and then reformed all his fingers into a long, blunt object and plunged his entire hand inside his mother's aroused vagina.
Hector's mother's cries became a shriek and despite her sudden bucking and convulsing, his mouth somehow remained latched to Antonia's pussy even as he buried his hand inside her to the wrist. His mother sobbed and cried wordlessly, but even in the height of her incestuous climax, the noise that came from her puckered mouth still conveyed absolute love for her son.
I felt my shame at being such an intrusive voyeur of such an intimate moment melt away as I became enthralled at such an exhibit of lust and love. I lost control myself and cried out as I too began to climax, barely moving fast enough to catch my sudden ejaculations in my free hand as I furiously stroked my spewing cock.
I gasped right along with Antonia as she finally regained some semblance of control and she groaned, "I love you, Hector, my sweet beloved son." He murmured something unintelligible in reply, busy as he was lapping up his mother's copiously running juices of arousal, making her moan further in utter pleasure until she drew back one muscular and shapely leg and placing her foot on his shoulder, pushed him away.
Hector laughed as he rolled over onto his back, his tongue rolling around his lips to scoop up her juices, his erection now towering in the air above him. Antonia gave me an odd, leering grin as she struggled up and threw her leg over her son's midsection, straddling him, his hard penis suddenly cushioned against her thick pelt of pubic hair. She took it in her hand and stroked it, rising up on her knees to run the swollen crown between her broadly parted labia and although I could no longer see my friend's face as his mother sat astride him facing me, I knew from his groans that he was enjoying her wetness and warmth.
Antonia's breasts rose and fell entrancingly as she still struggled to regain her breath and her words were measured and clipped and so full of hungry desire as she spoke. "You see the beauty, the wonder that is a mother and a son fucking, yes, John?" She inserted the head of his penis inside her, moving his shaft around in a circular motion as if stirring up her flowing juices.
"Let yourself go, sweet boy...know that a mother and a son are also man and woman and that lust coupled with love is POWER!" she cried out, screaming the last word." She lowered herself slowly onto his swollen shaft, sobbing as she became impaled on her son's erection. Antonia already lingered close to orgasm from Hector's oral attentions and now filled with his swollen penis, she wriggled atop him, barely able to control herself as ecstasy raced through her body.
She ran fingers over her swollen lips -- mouth hanging open in utter bliss and I watched as her nipples swelled to the point of bursting and then she had all of her son inside her and was arching her back, thrusting her immense breasts up and outward and she began to wail from all the pure and unadulterated pleasure that fucking her son could bring. Her scent -- already thick in their bedroom, grew stronger, inflaming my senses as I inhaled her powerful musk, making my aching cock throb all the harder.
Antonia came slowly out of the mindless bliss of her incestuous orgasm and began to ride Hector, sighing and crying as she moved up and down on him -- his long shaft glistening with her wetness. In between moans of "I love you, son," came those unrecognizable words I had on previous nights, "MATRE TIAMBO UN UMANO UN ESTASIUM VICTRE DIABLAS!"
Over and over, Hector's mother chanted those words when she could manage to do more than moan at the pleasure her son's cock was providing. Each time, the chant seemed to emerge from her mouth more loudly and possessing more energy -- more power...power that washed over me and like the scent of her pussy, seemed to fuel my own lust. Antonia rode her son harder, sliding up and down on his cock with growing passion and need -- her breasts bouncing wildly, her groping, teasing fingers unable to control them. Her face became something between a snarl and a wail as orgasm took her higher and higher until she began screaming shrilly and in her glorious climax, sank weakly down on his cock which seemed to heighten her orgasm and make her loose control as she flopped weakly about atop her son.
In the beauty of such sexual abandon, I groaned almost in time with Hector and knew that we were both climaxing at the same time, inspired by his mother's incredible display of sexual delight. Again, I cupped my already semen filled hand and ejaculated torrent after torrent of hot seed, my orgasm so violent and hard that my cock ached pleasurably. I glanced down at the semen overflowing my hand from having climaxed twice and then looked up again just in time to see Antonia slide off her son, a nearly obscene and wet noise coming from their joined crotches as her son's still mostly erect cock slid free of her sperm filled cunt and she pitched forward and fell face down between his legs.
Mother and son lay motionless for several minutes, catching their breath. Hector spared me a glance and grinned proudly as he eyed his mother's voluptuous behind resting below his crotch. Antonia turned her head to look sleepily at me, not speaking, but telling me with her smile how much she had enjoyed having sex with her son.
My desire to see Hector and his mother make love...no, fuck, slowly became overpowered by my sense that I was again an intruder, viewing the aftermath of a very intimate scene. On shaky legs, I rose to my feet. I awkwardly tried to put my semi-hard penis back into my pants, but found it difficult with one hand holding a great quantity of my slowly cooling semen. My efforts came to a complete stop when Antonia said in a lust thickened voice, "John, come here."
I looked at her with panic in my eyes and then glanced around for something...a towel or tissue to wipe my hand off. "Don't you dare, boy!" Antonia intoned, her eyes filled with a dangerous fire. "Come here!" she repeated.
Antonia rose up slightly - her immense breasts flattening against the mattress, resembling huge pillows upon which she rested. "I presume much in this," she said as she reached out and gently tucked me back inside my pants, carefully zipping up my fly.
"I would prefer to have your mother's permission before handling your lovely cock, John," she said softly as she reached and took hold of my wrist, drawing my cum filled hand towards her face. "But, I will not allow such nectar of the gods to go to waste." She smiled up at me and I could feel the mother's love that Hector had known all his life. She bent her head over my cupped palm, straightening out my fingers before she began to lap my semen up with her tongue, slowly lowering her lips to my palm and smearing my seed over her mouth as her tongue swirled and scooped up the thick pool of sperm. I felt my cock twitch in arousal as Antonia made appreciative noises about the taste of my seed.
Antonia licked my hand clean, giving it one final, loving lick before releasing me. "Thank you, John Halloran," she said thickly, streamers of my semen still thick in her mouth.
"T-thank you, Missus Antonia," I gasped, my head swimming so much, I could barely keep to my feet.
Hector's mother slowly and lithely, much reminding me of a big, sleep cat, moved about to cuddle with her son. "Go rest now, John. Great and demanding days lie ahead and you will need your strength." Her eyes gleamed as she rested her head on her son's chest. "You will need to be strong for yourself and your mother."
I wanted to ask her what she meant by that, but she had already closed her eyes and seemed to have instantly fallen asleep, a small and pleased smile on her still semen smeared lips. Hector nodded reassuringly at me and closed his eyes as I retreated and quietly left their bedroom.
I don't remember climbing the stairs and I don't remember coming to a halt before Mother's bedroom door. How long I stood there I didn't know. I ached to knock on the door, to enter and declare my love and my lust for the woman who'd given me birth, but I couldn't. With the memories of Antonia and her son in my head and with visions of my desires for mother so vivid, they almost seemed real, I slowly retreated to my bedroom, falling into bed in a state of near exhaustion. As sleep took me, I wondered what my dreams might be filled with in the late hours of the night.
#
I became suddenly awake in my bed...aware that I had fallen asleep without having even bothered to undress. I was also aware that I was not alone. I sat up and looked around...the room dim, but not dark as the full moon's light streamed through my open window, curtains fluttering in the mild breeze, the smell of the ocean thick in my room. Movement caught my eye and out of the shadows stepped my mother...naked as the day she was born.
My voice died in my throat as I took in her unclothed beauty...her blonde hair, gleaming like gold in the moonlight, undone and hanging down over her shoulders, falling to the center of her back. A few golden tresses brushed her firm and sizable breasts, calling my attention to their magnificence -- thick and long nipples standing out, hard and firm themselves. Below her high riding breasts, Mother's stomach was lean and flat before it swelled slightly, revealing a mat of golden curls shaped like and inverted triangle, pointing towards her sex, her labia long and thick and slightly parted, glistening flesh within twinkling in the nighttime light of the moon.
"Son," she breathed slowly, holding out her arms to me. "I love you, son."
I was out of the bed, feeling my penis becoming instantly erect, throbbing with a sweet ache. I was spellbound as Mother moved towards me even as I realized that there was something out of the ordinary. I first perceived it as I realized that I could see moonbeams coming through my mother, giving her an ethereal quality and then that her body left tendrils of wispy vapor as she almost floated towards me.
My first reaction was that I was dreaming and then Mother's fingers plucked at my clothes, almost tearing them from my body and then I was naked as she closed with me, wrapping her arms around my neck as she drew me in for a kiss. Her touch was warm and moist and somehow unsettling, not that it mattered as I felt her erect nipples scratch across my bare chest and she drew her lips closer to mine. "Mother," I whispered. "I love you so much!"
"I love you, son...so much that I ache for you," she breathed into my mouth and then she was kissing me, her tongue long and serpentine, winding around mine with knowledge and agility that stunned me into utter compliance. Mother drew a leg up and wrapped it behind my thigh, drawing herself up, revealing how wet and aroused she was from the liquid heat emanating from between her legs, her...pussy, yes, Mother's pussy feeling so incredibly hot and slick as she seemed to climb up my body, almost crooning with pleasure into my mouth.
Her sex enveloped my erection and swallowed it, making me cry out as she took me inside herself...so wet and so tight...so wonderful. Mother threw her head back and gave a soulful cry as she lowered herself onto me, her legs now wrapped around my hips, pulling me into her, deeper and deeper and so terribly hot and wet. Flames burned in Mother's eyes, red fire extinguishing their brilliant view as she moaned, "Fuck me, John! Fuck your mother!"
Reality seemed to fade around us and we were in a misty realm where even our bodies seemed to dissipate and then reform. Mother's pussy was wrapped totally around my cock, taking all of me as she ground her sparsely haired mound against my wiry pubic hair, holding me so tight as her pussy pulsed and massaged my erect penis. She kissed me again, her mouth wet and eager, her tongue seeming to grow and envelop mine.
I tasted her saliva...her essence and then I realized I could taste her arousal and it seemed as if my tongue was swirling inside her pussy even as she slowly rode my cock. Her flesh was warm and slick around my face, her scent strong -- stronger than Antonia's had been, my nose tickling her wrinkled folds as I lapped at her labia and flicked my tongue over her swollen clitoris. In a state that was more dreamlike yet real than any dream I could ever recall, I seemed perfectly happy to be somehow licking my mother's pussy even as I fucked her wet and tight pussy.
Mother's juices flowed over my face, soaking my chin and running off to splatter on our chests, making her skin slicker and hotter with each passing second. Her whole body seemed to pulse with need and desire, showering my skin with pussy juice even as her arms and legs and torso seemed to expand and surround me. My head swum in the maddening aroma of my mother's aroused cunt that seemed to be all around me as wet, slick flesh devoured me until my world was nothing but Mother's cunt -- wrapped around my cock, with my face buried in it, slurping up her juices ravenously and inside her, her quivering pussy walls caressing every inch of my body as I experienced undreamed of pleasure.
All the while I could somehow hear Mother's thoughts echoing, nay, screaming inside my head, begging, demanding, insisting that I fuck her...that I fuck my mother forever...that she loved me more than life itself and all she wanted was to have me inside her for all eternity! Pleasure built for both of us and within the only reality I could comprehend -- the reality of my mother's sweet pussy I finally began to cum and cum like never before, gushing what seemed to be hundreds of gallons of semen inside her even as she reached climax as well, coating me, coating my world with her sweet juices that were they to drown me, I would die contented. As we orgasmed, our world became a white hot thing, exploding with uncontainable pleasure until it obliterated all senses and the entire universe became incestuous pleasure.
"I LOVE YOU, MOM!" I screamed, and then I gasped as suddenly I was once again in the real world -- a cold and forlorn place after the perfect existence that was my mother's pussy. Tears began to streak down my face as I realized I was in my room, in my bed. I was naked and lying in a pool of my own seed, now quickly cooling. A sob forced its way past my lips as I realized that it had been a dream...a dream I had never wanted to leave, forced to return to a much harsher world. Even the morning sunlight now streaming through my bedroom window seemed ugly and coarse.
I brought my hands to my face to wipe my eyes and stopped as the odor filled my nostrils. I reeked of...for lack of a better word, pussy. I ran fingers down each arm, feeling the remnants of something, still wet and sticky in places, dry in others. Running my hands through my hair, they came back glistening with drying sweat and something else...something that I knew on the most primal and instinctual level was pussy juice and not simply pussy juice, but my mother's pussy juice!
As when I had discovered the knees dirty and torn on my pajama bottoms, just a few days before, the world seemed to tilt and slid out of kilter, my mind wanting to hide and gibber as it suddenly knew that things were not as they should be. I eased from the bed, amazed at how sticky my crotch was with my own sperm. I stripped and stumbled to my shower, standing under the hot water till my skin felt scalded, both grateful to be clean and mourning the loss of Mother's enchanting aroma.
I stripped the bed and remade it with fresh linens, shivering as echoes of my dreams, if that was truly what it was, flickered in and out of my mind. Questions of what was real fought with questions regarding my own sanity as I worked up the courage to finally venture downstairs. In the hallway, I noticed Mother's door was open, her bed made and the room empty. Encouraged by this, I hurried on down the stairs to the kitchen, my heart growing lighter as I neared as I heard my mother's muffled voice.
I went quickly through the door only to come to a sudden stop as I was confronted by the sight of Mother sitting at breakfast, a thin, but modest robe wrapped around her body, while Antonia hovered nearby. To my surprise, Father was at the other end of the table, standing with a wrinkled map and pointing out something to Hector who stood looking over his shoulder.
"John...good morning," Mother said softly, her face reddening as if embarrassed. She gave me a weak smile and then looked down at her plate of half-eaten food.
Father looked up, a frown on his face. "About time, boy. You've slept the morning away. There is work to be done." He pointed down at the map. "Come here, John."
"Work can wait. Breakfast first, Mister Halloran, murmured Antonia, giving me an evil smile that recalled to us both the lewd scenes of last night.
Father made a snorting noise and then said as I approached, "Here...you and Hector will clear away the brush here today." He pointed down and I saw that there was a relatively new sheet of paper with our work mapped out on it, resting atop a much larger and much older map. The newer map had sketched out the marble slabs we'd uncovered, revealing their circular pattern. Father's finger lingered on a blank area between the nearly dozen slabs we'd found. "I believe the altar lies hidden here in all the undergrowth.
I fidgeted nervously at his side, sparing Mother a long, yearning look as I said in a hoarse voice, "Altar?"
Father nodded impatiently. "Yes...yes, the altar that Isprey used in his summoning MUST be here! It has to be. Concentrate here today...let me know as soon as you've uncovered it!" He pointed to the older map and I realized it was very similar, marking out the marble slabs and separating them in the middle of the semi-circle's arc was something larger -- his altar, I supposed. Father grinned then for the first time in a long time in my memory. He surprised me by suddenly clapping me on the shoulder. "We're so close, John! So close....people have laughed and snickered at me, but not for much longer...no, they won't..." His voice faded into unintelligible mumbling and his eyes were suddenly clouded with emotions that chilled me to the core.
Suddenly, Father gathered up his maps and said, "Summon me the moment you've uncovered it, John...the very moment."
He began to stride towards the door, returning I assumed to his office. Mother raised her voice and said, "At least stay and have breakfast with us, Thomas...it's been so long since we sat down as a family and spent time together."



Father paused and then violently shook his head. "No time, Carmen. There is no time! My work must continue...I must finish it so. I must be prepared." He turned and even as my mother called out to him, imploring him to stay awhile, he marched out the door, his footsteps heard a moment later, bounding up the stairs.
As Antonia returned with my breakfast, Mother sighed heavily, her eyes tearing up as she again stared down unhappily into her lap. Hector disappeared back into the kitchen and Mother and I finished our breakfast in an uncomfortable silence. As I was finishing up, Mother excused herself and headed towards the stairs. Antonia, gathering up Mother's plate, gave me a knowing stare and turned her eyes towards Mother's exiting figure before nodding at me.
I understood her expression and leapt up from my seat and hurried after my mother. I caught up to her at the bottom of the staircase. "Mother, are you feeling better?"
Mother's body shivered slightly at the sound of my voice and she turned, her face reddening again as she looked down at me from the stairs. Maybe it was my imagination or my own desires, but it seemed as if Mother's nipples seemed to harden under her robe, becoming noticeable. In an uncertain voice, she replied, "I'm...I'm feeling better, I think. My sleep has been...strange, but I am feeling more rested this morning." A faint smile played across her lips and she added, "I feel a little more relaxed."
I grinned back and said, "I am so glad, Mother. I have missed you so much. Perhaps you would care to take a stroll this evening. The fresh air might do you good."
Mother's face turned redder and her hands fluttered around her throat, fingering the collar of her modest robe. "I...I'm not sure, son. We...um, I, well, let's see how I feel this afternoon."
She made to move on up the stairs, but I closed in, moving to the step below her and placing my hand on hers on the polished wood rail. "I hope you do feel up to it, Mother. I've...I've missed our times together." I tightened my hand around hers...wanting to say so much, but unable to put it into words that seemed adequate. "I've missed you, Mother."
Mother looked down at her feet, unable to bring her eyes to face my earnest expression. "I missed spending time with you too, John," she said softly, finally bringing her brilliant blue eyes to my face. She reached out and stroked a finger down my cheek and whispered, "Maybe, son. Maybe." Then, pulling from my hand's grip, Mother hurried up the stairs as I watched, aching to take her lithe form in my arms.
The day passed slowly as Hector and I labored hard and silently to clear away the brush according to Father's instructions. It proved more difficult than usual as the plant growth was denser and thornier as we tried to find the supposed structure it hid. Early on, I had sensed in Hector a desire to discuss the previous night's events, but there was a storm on my brow that perhaps influenced his decision to not bring it up. After a mute lunch, we were both angry and frustrated with our slow amount of progress, our ire enhanced in late afternoon as the sun began to set and Father showed up to inspect our progress or as he perceived it, a lack thereof.
With a walking stick, Father poked and prodded at the brush, muttering over and over, "You must be close, lads. Just a little more effort!"
"Sir, tomorrow...I think tomorrow, we will have it," panted Hector, his olive complexion shiny with the sweat of hard labor.
"Damn it all!" growled Father. "I've waited so long. It must be here. It's all so plain to me. I must have it!" He paced about in frustration, still peering into the dense foliation and I expected him to insist we continue working, but Antonia appeared on the porch and cried out. "Enough, come clean up and eat!" My father frowned her way, but I sensed that he was not willing to challenge her on this.
Hector and I happily abandoned our labors, going to the beach for a quick and refreshing dip before returning to the house, anxious to dine with our respective mothers. I was delighted to see Mother sitting at the dinner table, dressed in a long, sky blue dress with an entrancing and plunging V- neckline that tied behind her neck, drawing attention to her breasts which appeared to be unfettered by a bra, and her bare shoulders. Her golden hair was again, pinned up in several complicated tresses, a jeweled comb holding the contrivance together.
My delight at Mother's lovely appearance was diluted as Father had joined us again, complete with Maps and two well used journals. At his insistence, Antonia and Hector joined us as he wanted to emphasize and re-emphasize the importance of uncovering his precious altar. With some reluctance, the housekeeper and her son brought in their food and joined us at the table where Father dominated the conversation.
"I imagine just a few more days will change everything" he gushed. "Once we have the very altar that Isprey used for his "Summoning," all the pieces will be in place. I can prove he was actually here and that he did indeed attempt to call the "Old Ones."
Mother tried to join his conversation by saying, "I'm sure you've told me before, Thomas, but what exactly are these "Old Ones?"
Antonia muttered under her breath as Father sighed and replied, "No one knows for sure. Gods, maybe, perhaps they are beings from outside our universe. Isprey and others write of their immense power...magic perhaps, but possessing power that if conveyed to mortals would allow them rule empires and know wealth beyond imagination. Isprey speculated that such power could convey immortality."
Mother smiled slightly and said, "And he attempted his "summoning? Was he successful?"
Father frowned. "No...there are conflicting accounts of what happened. He...um, apparently died. The manuscript indicates that he was..." Father's voice took on a dream-like quality, "The Anglander was taken by the daemon and in inhumane fury were torn to pieces and consumed by an unholy fire. The daemon's shrieks ripped his soul apart and likewise consumed it in great fury."
"My God," murmured Mother. "And you wish to recreate this "Summoning?" She looked appalled.
Father laughed and said, "My research indicates that he lacked vital information on the ceremony...information that I have obtained at great expense." He glanced at Antonia who was tracing something in the air as if warding off a hex. He blushed and frowned before shrugging his shoulders and saying, "I simply want to prove that Isprey indeed was here and attempted the "Summoning," that's all."
"You dabble in things dark and terrible, Mister Halloran," murmured Antonia in a low and serious voice. "Knowledge unwisely gained and unwisely used is dangerous."
"Mind your place, Antonia and remember. This was Vincizio's desire as well."
Mother gasped at the harsh tone in Father's voice, but Antonia did not seem fazed as she replied, "And now Vincizio is dead...destroyed by his own quests for things best left hidden in the darkness of ignorance."
Father stood up and gathered his books and materials in his arms. "This is not a debate, Antonia. Leave it be or be prepared to leave the next time Captain Waltern visits."
Hector began to stand, but halted at a simple hand gesture from his mother. Still, his eyes burned with anger at the superior and arrogant tone in Father's voice. Antonia smiled coldly and replied, "No...that will not be necessary, Mister Halloran. I will stay and serve as best I can."
Father muttered, "Fine...excuse me, I have much to do." He stalked to the door, pausing to look back and glare at Hector and myself. "Get cracking early tomorrow. I want that altar found!" he snapped before disappearing, his footsteps on the stairs echoing strangely as he went upstairs.
There was a long silence in the room as Mother and I exchanged concerned glances and then she looked to Antonia and said, "I apologize for Thomas' words. I fear he sometimes loses himself in his work. He so badly wishes to vindicate himself in the eyes of his critics who have laughed at his theories for so long."
Antonia came around the table and placed a hand on Mother's bare shoulder, giving it a gentle squeeze and saying, "There is no need to apologize. I understand his...desires and the pain his work has brought you. You and I have traveled the same path with our husband's shared quests for...knowledge." She caressed Mother's shoulder again, arousing in me an unexpected emotion of lewd desire that made my penis throb.
Mother smiled up at Antonia and whispered, "Thank you." She dropped her linen napkin on the table and pushed back from the chair to stand up -- Hector and I rising quickly as was only good form. "Please, continue to eat, boys. I fear...I've lost my appetite. Excuse me."
"Mother, I..." My voice went silent as Antonia fixed me with her dark eyes and slightly shook her head. My mother glanced back at me once, trying to smile and I could see the tears pooling in her eyes and I ached to go to her and hold her in my arms.
When she left, Antonia came over to me and gently stroked my cheek. "Give her a little bit, John. She needs a brief moment to compose herself...your father has embarrassed her...maybe frightened her a little. Go up after you finish eating. She will be more ready to have you with her then."
I nodded and returned to my food, picking at it as I found I'd lost my appetite as well." Hector finished up and nodded at me, offering me courage in his smile and told his mother he would begin the cleanup in the kitchen so they might turn in early. Antonia nodded and lingered close by after he left. Finally, she slipped into the chair next to me and placing her hand on my leg, said softly, "John, you have questions, I think. Ask them."
I shook my head for a moment as all my thoughts tried to be first. There was so much I wanted to know about her and Hector and their incestuous life together. But for all my curiosity about them and about what might happen to Mother and me, I found myself chiefly concerned with Father.
"Is Father going mad?" I was surprised with the concern that was more than evident in my voice.
Antonia shook her head and replied, "No...not mad, I think...although a man who abandons his family to travel a road as dark as his cannot be considered altogether sane."
"What is he pursuing, Antonia?"
She pursed her lips together, her eyebrows knotting as she studied on how to reply. Finally, she answered with, "Knowledge, John. Your father pursues dark knowledge from man's earliest times...knowledge that can bring power and which can open the door for terrible evil."
"What is Father trying to do?"
Antonia reached into a pocket and took out a small object on a beaded chain and kissed it, whispered something under her breath as she then put it away. "There is a power imprisoned here on this island. It is ancient and terrible and it is not from this world. It is from...outside. Your father wishes to master it for his own purposes as this Anglo Saxon, Isprey once attempted. If he attempts it and fails to control this power, it can go terrible for your father."
"And if he succeeds?"
Antonia shivered. "Then he would do what many have tried to do for ten millennia, but that too would be terrible and in the end, it will consume him and the Earth might endure devastation worse than any in memory."
That sounded alarming. "What do you mean by devastation?"
She sighed and looked away towards a window that looked out upon the terrible Atlantic. "Hector told you that he and I are of the Jahndi...a homeless people?"
I nodded and she sighed again. "Long ago, the Jahndi lived in a lush and fertile land, but a prince of our homeland lusted for power and attempted to harness Outsiders and their strength. Our high priests gave battle to these evil things and banished most of them from our universe, but the price...the devastation sent our homeland sinking into the sea...a proper burial for a land that reeked of death and evil.
"My father wants...that?"
There must have been a great deal of anguish in my voice because Antonia returned her gaze to my face and stroked my cheek again. "Do not be afraid, John. It will not happen. Love will protect you." She leaned in and kissed me gently on the lips. "Remember and hold your love for your mother in your heart. Keep faith in her and yourself and no harm can come to you."
"How?" I whispered.
"Just love your mother...keep her close in terrible times and never, ever let her go. Your love for each other will sustain you through the worst of times."
I confess that confusion, mixed with fear, filled my heart and my mind and I felt no clearer about things than when I had first begun asking her questions. Part of me wanted to believe that Antonia was as mad as I feared my father was, but part of me worried that maybe part of me was being seduced into a greater madness of impure lust as my desires for Mother increased and I found myself more and more aroused by the illicit love that Antonia and her son shared.
Antonia studied my face and nodded. "So much to learn about in so short a time, eh? Enough for now -- go to your mother, John. She needs you now. She needs to know how much you love her." She stood up and ran her hands through my hair. She leaned down and kissed the top of my head and then turned and walked away into the kitchen, not looking back.
I sat for a moment, struggling to comprehend what was the right thing to do, but abandon all pretense as I hurried upstairs, eager to find my mother. I found Mother in our sitting room, still wearing her blue dress with a book unopened resting in her lap. She turned at the sound of my footsteps. There was a pained expression of something nearly undefined in her face, although I was hoping it was longing for me. "John," she sighed and held out her hand.
I was across the room and kneeling at her feet before she could blink, taking her hand in mine and gently bringing it to my lips for a soft kiss. "Mother," I began. "I am so glad to see you feeling better." I could not help but let my gaze wander from her brilliant blue eyes to roam appreciatively over her lush body encased in the clingy, light blue dress. Her full breasts were great round orbs straining against the fabric of her dress -- her nipples fully visible against the thin material of the dress. Her bare shoulders looked so delectable, my mouth almost watered at the thought of kissing them...of running my tongue teasingly along her flawless, alabaster skin.
Mother started to reply and then hesitated, looking down towards the book in her lap as if she couldn't bear my hungry stare. "I'm sorry if I worried you, John," she said in almost a whisper. "I have been disconcerted...things...my feelings about things have been so confused lately."
I squeezed her hand gently and again kissed it as I voiced my worst fears. "Mother, if I have done anything to offend you...I'm truly sorry and I pro..."
I stopped speaking as Mother pressed two fingers against my lips and shook her head. "Do not speak of such things...not here. But son, you should know that you have no cause to reproach yourself."
Neither of us spoke for a moment and I was torn between elation and fear as I wondered what was on Mother's heart. She matched my longing gaze for a moment and then turned and looked out the great bay window of the room that provided a brilliant view of the ocean. "It is getting dark, but the moon is so lovely."
I followed her gaze and saw the moon, still full and bright hanging over the dark waters of the Atlantic. My mouth was dry in my nervousness as I rasped, "Mother, would you like to take a walk on the beach...if you feel up to it?"
Mother shivered and bit her lip, still looking away from me as she closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. I suddenly realized how attractive Mother's slight overbite was. "John...I...I..." She paused and then turned her head sharply and looked into my eyes with something ravenous shining in her eyes. "Yes...I would like to take a walk on the beach with you, son."
To be continued...
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Pleased that my mother had agreed to yet another walk along the moonlit beach, I slowly stood up, never releasing my mother's hand and helped her rise from her seat. Not saying a word, she slipped her arm through my mine and we slowly walked into the hallway and down the stairs, not sparing Father's office where we could hear him talking to himself, any attention at all. Neither of us spoke as we left the house and walked down the dimly lit path to the beach. In the sand, we both kicked off our shoes and made our way north, trudging along at the edge of the surf, letting the spray soak the cuffs of my pants and the hem of Mother's dress.
We walked quite a ways...maybe a mile or more, far from house. At some point, I slipped my arm around Mother's waist and she leaned into me as we walked, resting her head against my chest, her body feeling warm, almost feverish against me. The full moon seemed to follow us and a small thought flickered through my mind that surely since our first walk on the beach, the Moon should have begun to wane, but it still looked as full and as brilliant as that first night. That thought was soon lost as more pressing matters weighed on my mind, all regarding the woman I was holding so intimately.
We stopped at the surf's edge, the waves gently rolling in and Mother stared up at the gibbous moon and murmured, "It is so beautiful...so lovely."
I gently reached out and took Mother's arm and turned her so she was facing me. Slowly, I ran a hand up her arm, fingers trailing over her soft skin...her bare shoulder and finally stroking her cheek. "You're beautiful, Mother," I said in a gentle, but stern voice. "You are the loveliest woman I've ever seen."
I felt Mother shiver again as her arms rose up and slipped around my waist. She slowly leaned into me as if she needed me to support herself. I could feel her heart beating very fast within her breast and she almost seemed to vibrate with expectant energy as she whispered, "Oh, son."
We stood embracing for what seemed hours, not speaking as we looked into each other's eyes, until finally our mouths seemed to move closer together as if drawn together by some irresistible force. Mother's lips pressed against mine, soft and warm and open. Instinctively I slipped my tongue into her mouth only to have it greeted by hers...a muffled moan escaping from her as we kissed as we had both longed to kiss.
Mother tasted sweet, almost citrus-like as our tongues curled around each other, slowly sliding their wet, soft flesh against each other. I pulled her tighter against me even as she tightened her grip around my waist, her left leg rising up alongside mine until the sole of her foot was resting high on the back of my calf. Like starving beings, we feasted on each other's lips, kissing hungrily, passionately as our tongues kept us linked, neither of us closing our eyes, our gazes as tightly locked as were our lips.
I felt Mother shiver in my arms...from fear or passion or both, I did not know. She began to sag, her legs unable to support her and I slowly lowered us both to our knees so that we knelt in the gentle surf, our kiss never ending. Mom brought one arm up and stroked my face, then ran fingers through my hair before curling her arm around my neck, making little contented sighs as we continued to kiss. For my part, my hands worked circles in her back, feeling the tension there. Slowly, I slid them down to her lower back and then back up and then down again, this time not pausing until my hands were cupping her buttocks, now wet from the water that swirled around us.
The kiss continued on with a life of its own, our frantic tongues in sharp contrast with our gentle loving caresses of each other's body. I brought my hands back up Mother's back to caress her bare shoulders and then the exposed curve of her neck and then into her pinned up hair. I plucked the jeweled comb from her hair, momentarily recalling it as an anniversary present from Father several years ago. Impulsively, I tossed it over my shoulder into the sand and ran my fingers through Mother's silky, blonde hair, letting it fall out and down.
Mother's fingers plucked at my shirt, unbuttoning it and then pulling it out of my slacks and spreading it wide to expose my chest, her fingers caressing my chest, now showing muscular definition from weeks of work. Mother broke the kiss, nipping at my lips with her mouth and then ducked her head and began planting kisses on my chest, her tongue teasing me as she took little licks as she moved her lips over my skin.
"Oh, Mother," I breathed. "I love you so much!" As I felt my mother's lips brush over my small but hard nipples, my hands slipped upwards over her shoulders to the back of her neck to find the ties of her halter dress and begin to fumble at the knot there. I'm sure it wasn't a difficult thing to untie, but one must consider how distracted I was as I felt Mother's mouth sucking at my pebbled nipple.
Finally, I felt the strings of her halter slip free and taking hold of Mother's shoulders I leaned her back as she stared lustily at me, looking down with surprise as she watched me peel down her top, revealing her firm and large rounded breasts, so much like large melons and capped by dark, thick nipples that stood out against her milky pale flesh. Now half naked, Mother looked back up at my face, an expression of arousal mixed with apprehension on her face.
"Mother," I whispered again as my hands came up again, pausing just short of cupping her fleshy breasts, so anxious to touch her, yet not sure if I should. Mother resolved my dilemma by bringing her hands up and guiding mine onto her breasts, softly moaning as my fingers dug into her meaty flesh, her nipples hard and pulsating with her desire.
"I love you, John," Mother whispered as I fondled her breasts, again moving against me so we could kiss, her lips hungrily pressing against mine as she kissed me passionately. My sense of the world faded, leaving only my mother and me, with only the brilliant light of the full moon and the strangely warm waters of the surf seeming to intrude on us and truthfully, both serving to enhance the beauty of the moment.
After an eternity of kissing and caressing each other's upper body, I felt Mother's right hand slid downwards, over my flat stomach to press against my crotch. "Oh my, John," Mother moaned, breaking our kiss again, delight evident in her voice as my desire for her was confirmed as she pressed her hand against the erection in my pants. "You...son...you're hard for me?"
"For you, Mother," I gasped as she rubbed my erect penis through my pants. "All my desires...all my love is for you, Mother!"
Mother half laughed and half sobbed as she kissed me again, her hand still caressing my erection as I continued to fondle her breasts. A few minutes later or maybe it was a lifetime, I found the courage to drop my right hand downwards, gathering the folds of her dress together, pulling the material together in search of the hem. Finally, I found it, now sopping wet from the ocean surf and slipped my hand under, coming to rest on Mother's bare thigh.
At my touch, Mother shivered and then moaned softly against my lips. Slowly, I worked my hand up her thigh, feeling the silky softness as my fingertips slipped across her inner thigh and then encountered her silky and wet pelt of pubic hair. Mother stiffened against me as she felt her son's fingers slip between the hot, slick lips of her labia.
This time it was my turn to break the kiss as I leaned back, feeling saliva from Mother's mouth splatter against my chin. I gazed on my mother in all her aroused glory, looking like something from an erotic painting, her heavy breasts illuminated in the moonlight – heaving heavily as she gasped for breath as she watched me gazing at her...so lovely with her halter dress fallen to her waist and her blonde hair hanging down over her shoulders. I looked at her with love and amazement as it slowly dawned on me that Mother had left the house sans panties...something that seemed lewd and exciting at the same time.
I leaned in, moving my head downwards and latched my lips around a swollen nipple, feeling Mother moan, "Yesssss!" as I rolled my tongue over the swollen, turgid member, feeling her blood pulsing through her body...her heart, her life so intensely evident.
Mother stiffened again and she gasped, "Oh, John...I'm your mother!" as I slipped two of my fingers inside her...the first time I had actually touched a woman's aroused pussy...delighting in the sticky, wet warmth that tightened around my probing digits and delighting in the wicked knowledge that it was my mother's most secret place that I was touching. As I suckled at my mother's breast for the first time in nearly two decades, almost primal memories suffused with pleasure wafted close to the surface of my mind and I felt a contentment swelling within me that I had never known before, reconnecting with my mother at an intimate level that only a mother and child could achieve, now sweetened with the sexual pleasure that it produced. All my worries and concerns seemed to vanish as I sucked Mother's breast and fingered her wet pussy.
New sensation awoke inside me as I felt movement around my crotch and realized with delighted shock that Mother had unzipped my pants and had slipped her fingers inside and had found my erection while her other hand undid the button and tugged my pants and underwear off, freeing my penis which she slowly stroked as she whispered in frightened awe, "John...you, your penis, is lovely and so big!"
With awkward knowledge, Mother slowly ran her hand back and forth along the shaft of my erect penis and I could sense growing confidence with each stroke. I groaned with pleasure at how her hand felt on my swollen member. Mother cried out in surprise as I playfully bit her nipple before letting it slip from my mouth and then I took advantage of her open-mouthed cry and kissed her again as I began to finger her pussy more vigorously, savoring the sudden gush of her juices pouring around my fingers.
Frantically, we masturbated each other, suddenly filled with the desire to pleasure the other – my fingers exploring the inner walls of her vagina, eagerly seeking to discover Mother's most special and sensitive places as each time she moaned appreciatively into my mouth, I felt an never before experienced thrill of pleasure ripple through me, intensifying the pleasure her hand was bringing me as it moved up and down my throbbing penis.
Suddenly, Mother cried out, ending the kiss even as her free hand clawed at my chest. Mother began to shake and quiver and she fell against me, moaning against my skin as her pussy tightened around my plunging fingers, nearly holding them captive as her juices poured in a torrent over and around them while she stopped stroking me and just held me, occasionally giving my erection a gentle and loving squeeze. I was momentarily alarmed until I realized that Mother was in the throes of orgasmic delight.
Still clawing at my chest, Mother raised her head and with tears running down her face, sobbed, "God help me, but I love you so!" Her face was contorted by the ecstasy my fingers had brought her, giving her a wild and erotic look that quickly brought me to the brink of orgasm myself.
As Mother's orgasm began to recede and her pussy muscles seemed to begin relaxing around my fingers, she resumed stroking my cock, gripping it perfectly as she ran her fist up and down my erection until it was my turn to orgasm and try as I might to delay my ejaculation, Mother's touch would brook no refusal and I cried out, "Mother, I love you!" and then sobbed with absolute delight as there was an explosion of pure ecstasy between my legs and I began shooting semen with such forceful intensity that it bordered on pain.
Still quivering from my fingers' ministrations, Mother gazed down and with some agility managed to catch most of my hot seed in her free hand...a few streamers splashing against her stomach as they flew above her cupped palm. I came and came, not ever remembering an orgasm so intense or so prolonged...amazing in retrospect when I realized how many times I had ejaculated in the last few days. But of course, this was special. For the first time in my young life, I was achieving sexual gratification at the hands of someone else and more importantly, I had reached orgasm via the ministrations of my own mother.
The sweet experience of orgasm seemed to hang with us nearly for an eternity, but finally it began to wane and we both slumped back, stunned and amazed at the experience. Mother smiled at me...a smile that conveyed both motherly love and incestuous lust, offering me one last loving moan as my fingers slipped free of her. With childlike wonder, I held my hand up in the moonlight, seeing Mother's pussy juices glistening in the brilliant light of the full orb overhead.
Like a child exploring the world about it with all its senses, I brought my fingers close to my face, smelling Mother's strong and wonderful scent before licking her wetness off my fingers, feeling my still semi-erect cock twitch as I savored her strong, sweet and salty flavor.
Even in the moonlight, I could see Mother's face burn with something between arousal and embarrassment at the sight of her only child lapping up the cream of her pussy like a tasty dessert. Then she smiled at me as she held up her cupped hand, a trickle of my semen rolling over the edge. Mirroring my actions, Mother brought it to her face and inhaled the scent of my seed. Looking at me coyly, Mother brought my pooled semen closer to her mouth and her tongue slipped out and dipped tentatively into the white, warm sperm and then retreated, a blob of my semen on the tip of her tongue.
Mother tasted me and seemed to find it pleasing because she began to lap at my sperm lick a thirsty dog at its water bowl, making happy, approving noises as she slurped the heavy, white fluids up. Suddenly, Mother paused and drew back as if she had suddenly awoke from a fevered sexual dream and realized what she was doing, She stared at me in something akin to shock and then unthinking, clapped her cum covered hand against her face, smearing my semen across her mouth and chin as her eyes widened in dismay.
In a swift and graceful motion, Mother climbed to her feet and spun to look out on the ocean. I rose behind her and stepped to close the distance, my still somewhat erect cock brushing her hips from behind, feeling the water soaked fabric as I placed my hands on her bare shoulders. "Mother, are you alright?"
Long, agonizing seconds passed before she said in a faint voice, "My god, son. What have we done?"
I wrapped my arms possessively around her, my forearms brushing against her naked breasts and I said softly into her ear, "Nothing that we shouldn't have, Mother. We shared our love for each other...a love that needed to be acknowledged."
Mother shivered at my words even as she leaned back into me. "Are we going mad, John? Is this island making us crazy? She turned and looked up into my eyes, my semen smeared over her lips, a thick, whitish blob of sperm hovering near the corner of her mouth. "I've dreamed of you, son...of doing things to you that a mother should never even think of..."
Her words sent a shiver through me as I recalled the erotic dreams I had had of her of late. "I've dreamed of you too, Mother. If there is something about this island that has guided us into each other's arms, I can only be grateful that it has allowed me to see you as the lovely woman you are...the woman that I need and want. I love you, Mother, with all my heart and soul!"
"Madness," Mother murmured, burying her face against my chest. "This is wrong, son. A mother and son are not meant to be...this way."
I hugged my mother to me in a tight embrace. As I tried to reply to her effort to deny the rightness of what we had done, I felt Hector's words come back to me and I tried to apply them to our situation. "I once thought as you do, Mother, but now...knowing you as I have, touching you, I see that there is nothing immoral or evil in what we have shared. We have simply expressed our love for each other in a more...advanced way...more personal and intimate. Tell me you've ever been this close to another's heart...even with Father. Yes, it is incest, but we've committed no sin, but rather have come to know each other on a truer and more honest level than most people will ever experience!"
I kissed my mother then, long and hard, pouring everything I felt for her into the kiss, gratified and thrilled at her response...relishing the taste and touch of her tongue against mine even as I recognized the taste of my own seed on my mother's lips.
When the kiss ended, I said, "Tell me that that was wrong, Mother. Tell me that the love you feel for me this very instant is wrong."
Mother bit her lower lip again, the instinctive action so adorable and sexy that I felt my cock stir with arousal. Tears trickled down her face as she replied, "I cannot say that, but...so much is happening...so many emotions like I am caught up in a flood of desire and love that makes madness seem so faint." Mother stroked my cheek and kissed me gently. "I...I need time to sort all this out." Mother again leaned her face into my chest and I could feel her tears, warm and thick, running down my chest. "We should be getting back, son. Please, take me home."
I nodded and bent down and kissed Mother again, a soft, gentle and chaste kiss, but when I tried to withdraw, Mother's hands flew up to hold my head in place and she opened the kiss up, making it deeper and more passionate, her tongue making its way inside my mouth to dance and caress mine. It was a kiss of desperate passion that said much in its silence...that promised so much. I could have died happy amidst that kiss and still dream of it today as we stood with our lips joined and our half naked bodies pressed together.
Silently, we walked back up the beach, pausing only to retrieve our shoes. Not a word was spoken between us, but I could see that Mother was in deep thought, her eyes distant as she tried to work out all that we were moving towards becoming in her mind. I had no doubts about how I felt and what I wanted with my mother...my concerns were primarily wrapped around my fears that our steadily growing incestuous relationship would prove too unconventional – too frightening for Mother and that she would flee from it rather than embrace it.
We approached the house from the side and made our way in past the pool into the kitchen. It was dimly lit, a lamp flickering with enough light to guide our way towards the stairway beyond the narrow hallway. We were just entering the hallway when an almost unearthly moan echoed from the direction of the servants' quarters.
My penis twitched and began to grow as I immediately recognized the now familiar sound of Antonia in orgasm. Mother stopped and turned her head, her eyes growing wide as she whispered, "My God...what was that?"
In a heartbeat, I mulled over a multitude of responses but I knew immediately that this was a moment that could change our lives forever. Gently, I took Mother by the elbow and said quietly, "Come with me."
We reversed course and made our way down the hall to Antonia's quarters. Twice more, Antonia's wordless sighs of incestuous pleasure washed over us as we approached the door. Standing behind Mother, I reached out for the door knob, Mother trying to stop me with her hand, looking up and back at me and shaking her head violently, fear of what lay behind the door evident on her face. I smiled and mouthed the words, "Watch, Mother," and silently opened the door enough to give us a view of what I knew would be going on.



Antonia was naked, her body gleaming in the flickering light of a dozen candles, her body spread out wide on the bed, hands clamped around the rails of her headboard, back arching and breasts rolling as Hector's dark haired head bobbed between her legs, his erection bobbing between his thighs as he knelt there and orally pleased his mother.
Mother gave a whispery gasp and tried to back away, but bumped against me, her hips pressing against my legs as I brought my hands up to her upper arms and held her there to gaze in shock and wonder at the sight of another mother and son in the throes of passion.
In her ear, I said in a barely audible voice. "Watch, Mother...see what they have...what they share." Mother clamped a hand over her mouth, not wanting a cry to betray our voyeurism. Antonia moaned again, one hand releasing the headboard to drop onto a massive breast, fingers plucking at her swollen nipple as she keened, "Oh, Hector...my love...so sweet!"
She rolled her hips, bucking her pussy against Hector's busy mouth. He noisily slurped at his mother's heavy flowing juices, making a chuckling, pleased sound as he licked and tongued his mother. Suddenly, Antonia's feet pushed upwards, making her whole body come up off the bed and she sobbed, "Making Mama CUMMMMM!" as an orgasm swept her away, opening her eyes to look with furious love at her son between her thighs.
Hector intensified his efforts, anxious to spur his mother's orgasm to new heights with his mouth and tongue, relenting only when Antonia's body collapsed back onto the mattress, making them both bounce, her hands clawing at his shoulders. Like a lithe jungle cat, Hector seemed to move upwards and pounce on his mother in a single fluid motion. Mother shivered in my arms as she saw his long, hard cock clearly for a brief moment before he expertly slipped it between her glistening lips and buried himself completely in Antonia's motherly pussy.
A small cry of shock escaped Mother's mouth, but was lost in the almost deafening shriek of Hector's mother as he filled her with his erect penis. I felt my mother sag back against me, only to stiffen as she felt my hardness pressing into her backside – only my slacks and the thin material of her dress separating our bodies. She shivered as we watched Hector begin to fuck Antonia with a series of rapid, brutal strokes, his mother grunting like a rutting beast each time his cock sank into her womb to the hilt.
Antonia threw her arms around Hector's back, nails slowly dragging across his skin, leaving light, bloody scratches while her legs rose up, spreading wide until they stood high in a 'V' before finally curling around his hips, heels digging into his buttocks to urge her son to fuck her harder and deeper. Mother's hand never left her mouth, stifling any moans she might make, although I could hear her breathing – ragged whistling through her nose.
Almost without thinking, I slowly moved my right hand from her arm across her chest to cup her breast, thrilled to find her nipple swollen and throbbing with blood. She ground herself against me as I slowly and gently tugged and pinched her erect nub between my thumb and forefinger. As the scent of human sweat, infused with the aroma of pussy wafted through the partially open door, I felt Mother's backside begin to move in time with Antonia's and Hector's sensual dance of incestuous love, her covered buttocks rubbing against the bulge in my pants.
Hector drove his cock deep and moved forward, grinding his crotch against his mother's mound as he sought out Antonia's lips, smearing her face with her juices as he kissed her passionately, the wet noises of their joined mouths blending with the wet noises of their joined genitals to create erotic music as we watched.
Their bodies rolled and writhed together, a more subtle and carnal movement of making love interwoven with Antonia occasional gasps of "Fuck me, Hector...fuck your mother, Fuck me and love me as I love you!"
Then Antonia began to convulse underneath her son, almost throwing him off as orgasm suddenly and viciously swept over her. With sweat pouring off him, Hector rose up and began to rapidly thrust his cock in and out of his mother as she began to shriek those same strange words as she had on earlier occasions, "MATRE TIAMBO UN UMANO UN ESTASIUM VICTRE DIABLAS!" With the words came the sensation of powerful energy sweeping not only Antonia's body, but the entire room, washing over us and enhancing our own desires and emotions.
Antonia clawed at her son's back as her orgasm swelled inside her, her breasts bouncing violently about as her, sobbing as carnal ecstasy overwhelmed her, her screams becoming shriller as she cried out, "MATRE TIAMBO UN UMANO UN ESTASIUM VICTRE DIABLAS!" again and again. Hector's buttocks were a blur of motion as he frantically fucked his mother until he let out that now familiar bull's roar signaling climax and plunged deep into her wet, clasping pussy and began to ejaculate, his testicles rising with each burst of hot semen into her womb.
Mother was quivering violently against me, her hand falling away as she half whispered and half moaned, "Oh my god!" We watched as mother and son slowed down their convulsions and gasps of orgasmic delight, becoming a heavy breathing single entity of tangled limbs and joined bodies. Antonia rolled her hips one last time and Hector's still erect penis slipped partially out of her, displaying his seed mingled with her juices. His mother moaned happily as he adjusted his position and sank deep inside her once again.
The sight seemed to overwhelm Mother and with a nearly silent cry, she broke free of my embrace and stumbled back up the hallway. I quietly closed the door and followed, wanting to keep Mother in my arms and worried that it had all been too much for her. Mother moved quickly and quietly despite being unsteady on her feet, wobbling back and forth between the narrow walls of the hallway and the one leading to our staircase. It was only as she ascended the stairs that the sobs broke free and I rushed after her as I heard her crying, one hand at her mouth and one hand gripping the railing.
I caught up with Mother just shy of her door, reaching out to touch her shoulder as she fumbled at her bedroom door knob. She turned at my touch, a mad mixture of emotions on her face, tears running down her face. Words tumbled from her mouth in a chaotic jumble as if there was so much to say and she couldn't decide what to focus on. "That was...they were...my god, is that what we would..." Mother paused and looked at me with both horror and longing. "John, my god, is that what you want us to become?"
Her hands were pressed against my chest as if she were claiming me while preparing to push me away. "They are lovers, Mother," I said in a rush, "Just as we are meant to be lovers!"
Mother shook her head, looking away from me as if to deny that we had such desires within ourselves. "Mother and son...that is incest, madness." She reached out to caress my face. "I love you, John, but this...what they were doing, we...its wrong."
"It's not wrong, Mother!" I said almost in anger. My hands were on her upper arms and I was squeezing them so hard, I probably left marks. "Antonia and Hector share love...a great love...a love that can exist between us as well if we're brave enough to seize it. I love you, Mother!"
"Mother trembled in my grip and shook her head even as she placed fingers over my mouth to shush me. "What you...we want – it's a love that demands too much. It would consume us, son. We would be burnt to a crisp if we yielded to it. We already have crossed too many lines. John, we cannot." Mother shook her head and whimpered, "I am your mother, John."
Passion, infused with anger swelled within my heart till I thought I might simply explode. "Then let us burn, Mother! I'd rather die in a carnal embrace with you, consumed by our love than live a thousand years without you in my arms!" I kissed Mother then, hard and violently, forcing my tongue into her mouth to find hers. She relented a little, kissing me back for long, sweet seconds, her tongue seeking out mine and returning my passion. Then she was pushing me back, her hand finding the door knob and opening it, her other hand pushing me back as she pleaded, "No...not now, John. I love you so much, but I cannot...I need to think."
Her eyes held such pain and need that they stayed me from pushing into Mother's bedroom and taking her there and then. I looked at her, holding out my arms as I wordlessly implored her, but Mother shook her head, blew me a kiss and said, "I love you, son," before closing the door – the sound of the lock turning sending a stabbing pain through my heart.
I do not know how long I stood before her door, hoping and praying she would open it again. Finally, feeling defeat weighing me down, I retreated to my room, throwing myself on my bed, aching to find solace in sleep, wanting to exorcise the unfulfilled desire and love for my mother from my heart and soul and feeling that without her love, I could not survive.
Sleep was slow in coming and when it did, instead of the carnal dreams of the past nights, it was a tortured sleep – images of Mother reaching out to me yet always just beyond my grasp haunted me until I awoke to the sound of thunder and rain outside my window.
Until finally the grayness of the dawn rose, I sat and listened to the torrential rains fall, the island of the accursed Isprey illuminated often by terrible and jagged bolts of lightning. I brooded over my actions, cursing myself for taking Mother to see Antonia and Hector make love, castigating myself for likely having destroyed our relationship beyond repair.
My fears were not alleviated when I went down for breakfast and found only Antonia in her servant's uniform. She said that Hector was sleeping in – that with the rain and lightning, there would be no working to clear the brush. She also informed me that Mother was in seclusion, taking to her bed. "Missus Halloran informs me she is taken ill again and wishes to not be disturbed," Antonia told me solemnly as she sat breakfast down beside me.
I nodded and sighed before muttering in a defeated tone, "I understand."
Antonia hesitated and then slipped into a chair beside me, her massive, barely restrained breasts brushing my arm, sending a ripple of desire through me that reminding me of how much I wanted my mother.
"I am not sure you were wise in your actions last night, John...ah, such is the rashness of youth," she murmured, reaching out to run her fingers through my hair. "But, I am not sure that it wasn't the right thing to do...to allow your mother to confront the beauty and enormity of the life you both are moving towards."
My face burned with embarrassment as I stared down at my lap and replied, "You knew we were there?"
Antonia chuckled. "Absolutely. I could sense your presence...your desire and lust for each other." She leaned over, her breasts mashing against my arm and whispered into my ear, "I could smell your mother's lust for you, John."
I turned and looked at her, almost startled at the fire burning in her eyes as she smiled at me. If sex could be incarnate, I knew that Antonia was the form that it would take. "Have I ruined things for Mother and me?" I asked plaintively.
Antonia took a deep breath and slowly let it out. "I don't know, John. I doubt it. There is a powerful love between you. The poets would name it true love and I believe that true love will never be denied. Perhaps it will be yours and her choice to make...perhaps the choice will be made for you, but in the end, I think you and your mother will know love.
The mysterious woman leaned in and pressed her lips against mine, gently kissing me before rising up to her feet again. Stroking my hair, Antonia said, "For now, be patient, young master. Give your mother time to sort things out." She glanced towards a window as thunder rumbled over us. "Today, rest...there can be no work in this storm. Rest and keep faith. Your mother will find her way to you."
And so the day passed. As the rain poured down in buckets, I whiled away the hours, spending what seemed an eternity on my bed, agonizing over my actions, worried that I had thrown away my chance to know Mother completely as a lover. I sat in the living quarters, reading my Spillane books without comprehending a word, one ear allowed focused on the slightest of sounds coming from my mother's bedroom and hoping she would emerge from her self-imposed isolation.
The rain seemed to be never ceasing – still raining heavily into the night as I took supper with Antonia and Hector and then beyond as they retired to their room and I to mine, envying what I knew would be a night of passionate lovemaking on their part. I started to travel downstairs twice that night to watch them, but could not bring myself to be further reminded of what they shared, but I was bereft of. I masturbated, but could not find release. Even sleep denied me the pleasure of the dark, incestuous dreams of late and I awoke early the next morning to the now constant sounds of thunder and torrential rain.
Again, Hector and I spent the day in idle frustration. We played chess several times, too evenly matched to gain decisive results. Mother again failed to make an appearance and several times I climbed the stairs intending to pound on her door until she opened and yielded herself to me, but always, Antonia's words echoed in my mind, counseling me to be patient and allow things to unfold as they were meant to be.
The highlight of that second rainy day was watching Antonia cow Father into retreat when he emerged in an agitated state, demanding that Hector and I venture into the storm to continue clearing the land. Despite his anxiousness to see his supposed altar unveiled, he retreated quickly when Antonia stormily came to our defense and sent him scurrying back to his study amidst a flurry of curses in English and her native language.
In late afternoon as the gray skies began to darken, Hector summoned me to venture out to the pool where to our amusement and dismay, it had begun to fill with rainwater, giving us a vision of what it might look like when we finally would get it operational. Having scoured nearly all the algae and scum, the rainwater was nearly clear and we both laughed that we might take our first dip into the pool in a day or two...assuming the rain finally ended.
Evening brought no sign of Mother and again, I spent a restless night, filled with lurid thoughts of how Antonia and Hector were spending their night and how badly I wanted the same with my mother. Alas, even my dreams were again bereft of the temporary illusion of Mother and I locked in intimate expressions of love and lust.
The next morning, the rain finally abated just as the sun rose above the ocean horizon. It was with some relief that I was able to walk through the sodden earth alongside Hector to resume our work clearing the brush. After days of bottled up frustration, I attacked the heavy foliage with a vengeance, Hector working silently alongside me, sensing my tense state and letting me take out my frustration on the thick plant growth.
We worked hard and quickly and the sun had not yet reached its zenith when my machete glanced off rock and with a bit of surprise, I realized we had reached Father's longed for altar. We spent less than an hour clearing it of the clinging vines and undergrowth to reveal the rectangular stone work, clearly man made and differing from the surrounding slabs, being comprised of an odd obsidian like and flat surface, raised up perhaps four feet from the ground and being perhaps four feet wide and seven feet in length. Round holes were chiseled through the rock at each corner. On one end were two raised runners, each an inverted 'V', both the same height of maybe a foot and a half.
The surface of the altar was covered in runes, similar to ones drawn on chalkboards in Father's office or sketched out on so many pieces of paper – mostly of them obviously Nordic, but others very much different and somehow disturbing...almost writhing when viewed despite being set in never changing stone.
I finished plucking various tendrils of thorny vines off the altar while Hector went to the house to retrieve Father. I watched with dour amusement as Father practically ran all the way back and then observed him with some concern as he cooed over our discovery, his hands tracing over the runes as he mumbled to himself, sometimes laughing quietly like a man amused by some insane secret. He caressed the raised end of the altar, leaning between them and nodding to himself as he muttered, "So obvious...allowing for better penetration.
Finally, he turned and clapped us both on the back. "Absolutely marvelous, lads!" he said jovially, wrapping an arm around my shoulders and hugging me. His face alight with happiness and I thought him close to tears as he said, "A lifetime of work, John...coming to fruition." He gazed up at the sky as if he could see the stars beyond the sun's illumination. "Tonight, I think...yes, tonight will be perfect for the ceremony."
He clapped me on the back again and said, "Take the rest of the day off, son. Go swimming or something." He turned to Hector and putting his arm around my friend's shoulders, led him off, saying, "There is much to do, my boy...much to do."
I wandered down onto the beach, walking idly along the edge of the surf, thinking of Mother and how so much had passed between us and how much I missed her mere presence. As I walked, a glint of something sparkled off the sun half buried in the sand. I reached down and pulled it out, discovering it was the jeweled comb last night. I fell to my knees with a moan, tears now running down my face as I recalled Mother's face...her expressions of love and desire as we had held each other and yes, touched each other as lovers in the soft light of the full moon. I confess that I wept, both for what we had shared and for all that was yet left undone.
I sat there in the sand, mourning for what I suspected were dashed hopes and dreams until the sun was setting behind me, the light growing dim. I listlessly began my way back to the house only to see Antonia emerge from the kitchen and call my name as I entered the yard.
Antonia looked somewhat grim and foreboding as she looked at me, her eyes dark and unreadable and said, "Time for dinner, John." I nodded forlornly and climbed the steps, stopping as I passed her and she reached out and clamped a hand around my wrist.
"Your mother has come down for dinner, John," she said softly. As hope suddenly swelled in my breast, she crushed it by quickly adding. "She comes at your father's insistence – a celebration in anticipation of his ceremony tonight."
"I...I understand," I muttered and I prepared to move on, but still Antonia held me in place.
"Do not despair, John. Your mother loves you as much as you love her. She...desires you as much as you desire her...maybe even more." She tightened her grip on my arm and made sure I was looking into her eyes as she quietly and seriously intoned, "No matter what happens, never forget your love for her. It is the love that you share that will make you both strong. It is your love that will save you both in the end."
Only then, did she let me go, turning and going inside with me following behind her, a bit mystified at her words, sensing that they were meant to be more than encouragement.
Inside, I found the dining room set up for a celebration. My nostrils were filled with the heavenly scent of many foods perfectly prepared. Father stood at the far end of the table, Mother at the other end. She looked lovely, but reserved, dark circles around her eyes and looking at me as I entered with something akin to both fear and longing. Father beckoned me to a chair beside her and I gave her a chaste kiss on an offered cheek as I slipped by her to sit down. She was dressed most conservatively in a dress of purest white with a puritan like high collar. Somehow, attempting to conceal her delightful attributes made her all the more desirable. I had a keen urge to tug down the collar and kiss the back of her neck below her pinned up hair.



I suddenly realized that Hector and his mother had joined us, sitting opposite of Mother and myself. They smiled at us and I felt Mother stiffen beside me and knew that if I glanced at her, her face would be a bright red as she recalled witnessing their incestuous appetites just days before. I ached to comfort her...to hold her hand and know that through just my touch, I would be able to convey my love for her.
Father rose up from his seat, beaming at us all. "At last, loved ones and friends, we come to the end of the journey," he began, his voice full of smug good will. "I have spent most of my adult life tracking down the truth behind the story of William Isprey...separating myth from truth, discovering what truly happened on this island in 987 A.D." He then lifted his glass up, filled with a dark wine. "But first, a toast in celebration of my, no, our triumph!"
We all collected our glasses and copied Father as he drank deep from his glass. It was a rich, heady wine with a slightly bitter aftertaste. I had rarely drank wine in my eighteen years, but I cared not for this one. Father sat his down with a satisfied sigh and took a deep breath.
I shifted in my chair, sighing a little as I anticipated hearing yet another rendition of Isprey. In a way, I was correct, but at the same time, I listened as my father step into madness. "Before our world had cooled from its creation, came the Others," said Father solemnly. "Beings of unimaginable power...so highly evolved beyond anything that came to exist here. The Others ruled for untold eons and were humankind's earliest masters. In time, some of us came to understand some of their powers and we threw off their yokes, banishing most to Outside our universe where they dwell even unto today, always seeking a way to return."
Father paused and smiled at us all. "Not all the Others were banished. Some were imprisoned, their existence tied to certain places in the world, only capable of freedom if certain rites were performed. For their freedom, these Others promise unlimited power. This island is one such place. Isprey's Island is the prison for the Other called...Ithinq'val Hamg."
Antonia hissed and I could barely hear her whisper, "Speak not evil's name."
Father ignored her and continued. "William Isprey spent his life in search of a way to free the Other imprisoned here. When he thought he was ready, he came here accompanied by a dozen fierce Viking warriors and a member of Antonia's race...one of the Jahndi. He attempted the "Summoning" having prepared the ritual site that you fine lads have worked so hard to uncover. He believed he had found the proper way to release Ithinq'val Hamg." Father chuckled. "Of course, he did not and lost his life rather than becoming the most powerful man alive."
Father turned to face Mother and me as he continued. "I am sorry to have sacrificed so much of the time we were meant to be together in my research on how Isprey failed, but know that it was not time wasted. I know why he failed and I will not make the same mistake he did."
In a subdued voice, Mother replied, "You actually mean to attempt this "Summoning? You actually believe you can free this Other and gain great power, Thomas? My god, is this island making us all insane?'
"I am not insane!" Father nearly shouted back at her, making Mother flinch. I started to rise to her defense, but Father pressed on. "All my life I have been laughed at and mocked for my work. No more! I will make my so called colleagues crawl on their knees before me. I know that Isprey was not a myth. I know why he failed and how I will triumph over all!" He looked at us then, his son and wife and for the first time, I truly did see that he was mad...Father stared at us with eyes that had gazed into the abyss too long.
He confirmed it by saying, "I will triumph and you two are the key!" He turned and gazed about. "I have traveled the globe, seeking out the proper ritual of the Summoning." He turned and grinned at Hector. "Some of it I found with the aid of your father, lad. It took decades, but I know how Isprey failed."
Father reached into his vest pocket and pulled out a tattered piece of papyrus covered with hieroglyphics and other ancient writings. "I found this in Alexandria two years ago. It comes from the time of Ramses II. His chief demonologist understood how to unleash the Others. The Summoning demands an unholy sacrifice...Isprey didn't delve deep enough into the Other's perception of unholy...he didn't understand what it truly meant."
Father laughed again, almost giggling with glee as we all sat there in stunned silence. "Isprey sacrificed an innocent child he'd bought from the Moors of Northern Africa, thinking that was such a terrible act was of itself 'unholy.' He didn't perceive that what the Others viewed as unholy was love itself...the more intimate and perfect the love, the more unholy to them. And what is the ultimate, most intimate love?"
He paused and stared at all of us for a long, tantalizing minute. "The love that a mother and her child share...of course! Taken to its final end, it is known as incest...a concept that For'ishk, Wizard of Ramses and the ancient Egyptians were more than passing familiar with!" Father smiled affectionately at Mother and me. "And the most unholy moment of all is the first time that a mother and her child have intercourse!"
Mother stared at Father for a long moment, her face paling as the implications of his words sank in. She turned to look at me, both horror and guilt on her face and perhaps it was my imagination, but perhaps a little yearning was in her eyes as well...almost as if Father's mad ideas gave her a small window of opportunity to explore further the feelings she had come to have for me. She rose from the table and facing Father again, shouted, "This is madness, Thomas and I'll have nothing to do with it. To even suggest that John and I could..."
She stopped speaking and almost seemed to stagger as she stepped away from the table. "I...we will leave this damned place as soon as the next ship arrives."
Father laughed and shook his head. "No, you won't, darling. I regret that you and John are the price for what must be done, but...mayhap when I have the powers of a God, I will be able to bring you back...if the Other hasn't consumed your souls."
I stood up, the implication of his words very clear. "You'll do nothing to Mother!" I snarled, my heart beating in my chest even as a clammy sweat broke out on my face.
Father laughed at me mockingly. "Ah, son...always there to protect his mother." He shook a finger at me. "I am not an absent minded fool. I know how you feel about her and I know she harbors desires for you as well. It is destiny, don't you see? Destiny that you both shall serve my purpose." He glanced at Antonia and Hector, both sitting silently, a slight frown on their faces and both blushing with embarrassment. "I made sure that you both had an example to inspire you. Even if you hadn't harbored any incestuous feelings for your mother, son, I was sure that the presence of the Jahndi would steer you to it. Incest runs deep in their blood."
"I'm leaving," Mother gasped and turned to flee the room, but then she halted and looked at me as sweat ran down her face and she whispered, "John, I love..." and fainted, collapsing into a heap on the floor.
"Mother!" I cried out and rushed to her, only to be overwhelmed by dizziness as I began to stumble. I fell, not feeling any of the pain of impact, reaching out to her as I went down, my last memory being my hand just brushing hers before all became blackness.
#
"Never lose faith in the love you share with your mother, John. The love you two share will keep you from harm." Antonia's voice, soft and warm echoed through the darkness that was my existence, offering me a lifeline...a tether back to consciousness even though the journey was long and strange. In the absence of visual data, my mind created for me a raft of infinite warmth and softness to ride back to awareness as a variety of sensations rippled through me...soft, pillow-like comfort and silky heat, both hairy and wet. "Your love for your mother is your anchor to life. Never surrender it, never let your mother go!"
Again, Antonia's voice seemed to echo on my ear, so close I thought I could feel her lips brushing my ear. Beyond her strange, soothing voice, I began to hear other noise...the rumble of thunder alternating with a steady drumbeat. A voice speaking something ancient...even alien with a wrongness throughout each strangely phrased syllable. Then a murmuring moan began that I instantly recognized as being made by my mother.
I was suddenly awake, but found myself strangely immobile. A warm, wet wind blew over me and I suddenly perceived that I was naked and I was resting on a bed of incredible softness and then I opened my eyes and found myself staring into Mother's brilliant blue orbs, wide with panic and confusion. With sudden clarity, I realized that I lying on top of my mother, her as naked as I was.
"Mother!" I gasped as I tried to rise up, but found myself strapped into place, immobile and unable to move.
"S-son, what's happening?" Mother gasped, struggling under me.
I was unable to answer as I gazed wildly about. Looking above Mother's head, I saw that my arms were tied down across her shoulders, silken ropes running through holes at the corners of what I suddenly recognized as the altar Hector and I had uncovered earlier in the day. Mother's arms were around my back and I quickly surmised that they were bound into place there just as my legs were strapped down at the other end of the altar.
It was painful to turn my head, but I confirmed that I lay atop Mother, her legs lifted up by the odd structure on the altar. A picture of a gynecologist's examination room rose in my mind. Then Mother's struggles drew attention that my penis...quite erect and throbbing was nestled between her labia. I was erect and Mother...Mother was quite wet.
Suddenly, Father's face loomed up close, a maniacal and eager grin etched there as he said, "Apologies for any discomfort. I'm sure it won't last long and if you cooperate, the end will come amidst pleasure. I have been told that there is nothing quite like the pleasure a mother and son derive from sex."
"Son of a bitch," I hissed. "I'll kill you!" I struggled vainly to raise my head high enough to snap at him, wishing for little more than the opportunity to tear out his throat.
Father leaned back and laughed. "No, you will not, John. I am on the threshold of becoming a God on Earth and you...soon you will be just a memory and a faded one at that." He paced off and I suddenly realized he was wearing a robe covered with bizarre runes. I looked around wildly. Hector knelt beyond Father, steadily pounding out a beat on an odd, triangular drum. As near as I could tell, Hector was naked.
I felt fingers slowly trace their way down my back and I turned to see Antonia beside us. She too was naked except for her now familiar pendant hanging between her pendulous breasts. She looked down at me, her face tense, but smiling. She leaned in and kissed me, her tongue caressing my lips and then did the same to Mother, a sight that I found disturbing, yet arousing, making my cock throb between Mother's nether lips.
"Forgive me for deceptions I have done," she whispered, "But remember what I have said, John. Love your mother with all your might and whatever may come, do not let her out of your embrace."
"I trusted you!" I sobbed, tears suddenly running down my face. "You...you and Hector deceived me, made me think terrible things. You made me think unnatural thoughts about Mother!"
Antonia stroked my face, brushing tears off my cheeks. "I have done wrong to you, yes, John, but your thoughts...your love for your mother was born of your own soul." She looked at both of us with tender love and said, "This love you two were destined to share would have been realized one way or another. I have seen the truth of your lives and I have seen your destiny!"
"Oh, Antonia, please...don't let Thomas do this. Free us, please. Save us, Antonia!" Mother sobbed, her struggles beneath me availing no profit except to arouse my already turgid penis. Mother's pussy was hot and wet, her velvet flesh slick with her arousal.
Antonia shook her head and again kissed us, first Mother, her tongue pressing into my mother's mouth and Mother responding to it, her eyes wide with bewilderment. "Listen when I tell you that no harm can come to mother and son if they armor themselves in the protection of their love." She kissed me and said with heavy emphasis, "Whatever may come, John, do not let your mother out of your loving embrace!"
"It is time!" bellowed Father approaching again. "It is time for the Summoning." He gestured to Antonia. "Take your place, Jahndi witch!"
My eyes followed Antonia as she gracefully walked to her son, taking the drumstick from his hand and never missing a beat as he stepped back and she knelt behind the drum. She continued to beat out the weird rhythm as Hector knelt behind her and then I saw his hands spread her buttocks and when her eyes widened and then closed in utter pleasure, I knew that he was fucking her.
Father raised his hands to the sky and began uttering strange words, alien mutterings that hurt to hear, but which with each phrase became understood. Overhead, lightning played across a clear sky and the moon, full and blood red showered us with an obscene light as he chanted, "ITHING'VAL HAMG, COME FORTH! YOU ARE SUMMONED AND YOUR FREEDOM IS AT HAND!" He turned to face Antonia and Hector and continued, "WITNESS THE UNHOLY ACT OFFERED UP TO YOU BY YOUR SERVANTS...PERFORMED FOR YOUR BENEFIT!" He turned and faced us. "WITNESS MY OFFERING – A VIRGINAL PERFORMANCE OF UNHOLY INCEST – MOTHER AND SON ON THE VERGE OF SUCCUMBING TO DARK LUST. EVEN IN THE FACE OF THEIR SOULS' DESTRUCTION, THEY ARE BURNING WITH THE LUST OF UNHOLY DESIRE. MAY THEY NOURISH YOUR HUNGERS, LORD ITHING'VAL HAMG!"
The strange, cloudless storm intensified as lightning strikes buffeted the grounds around us, striking the stone slabs we had uncovered over the last few weeks. Mother moaned below me even as we both now squirmed in our bonds, not seeking freedom, but suddenly overwhelmed by the sudden need to be joined cock to pussy. Something incredibly carnal seemed to suffuse the very air, overwhelming nearly all thought.
Glancing about, I suddenly perceived shadowy, almost inconceivable specters manifesting on the stone slabs...things that my vision seemed to simply slide away from, not quite able or willing to accept in my conscious thought. Amidst my incestuous lusts for mother, a palpable wrongness filled the clearing.
Father also seemed to perceive them as he turned and bowed to each before intoning, "BEHOLD ITHING'VAL HAMG, YOUR KIN COME CLOSE TO THE VEIL THAT SEPARATES REALITIES, AWAITING YOUR UNLEASHING SO YOU MAY OPEN THE GATES FOR THEIR RETURN! COME FORTH, ANCIENT MASTER AND I SHALL BREAK THE SHACKLES THAT BIND YOU!"
Father slowly walked around us even as Antonia began chanting as her son pounded his erection into her pussy – her song weaving in and around the bizarre beats of the drum. Antonia's face was a rictus of pleasure as she screamed, "MATRE TIAMBO UN UMANO UN ESTASIUM VICTRE DIABLAS!" again and again.
I felt a hand on my genitals, Father's fingers around my cock and despite the repulsive feel of his touch, I throbbed as I perceived he was placing my swollen crown between Mother's aroused labia which clasped hungrily for my flesh. "AS HUSBAND AND FATHER, I BLESS THIS UNHOLY UNION OF MY SON AND HIS MOTHER. LET THEIR LUST BE THE FUEL THAT BURNS YOUR CHAINS AWAY, ITHING'VAL HAMG. LET THEIR INCESTOUS LUST MAKE YOU FREE TO DO YOUR WILL UPON THE EARTH!"
All the world seemed to fall into place then as suddenly I was free to thrust deep into Mother's wet pussy. With a loud howl of lust, I did just that, triggering a soulful cry in my mother as she flung her hips up to meet my cock. "I love you, Mother!" I sobbed as I felt my cock descend into her liquid heat, understanding completely for the first time why Antonia and Hector were so devoted to each other. I had dreamt of the moment, but had barely conceived of the sheer rightness of joining with my mother sexually!
Our mouths found each other in the storm that was our lust and love, our tongues writhing about each other, making love even as I hunched into her marvelous pussy again. "I LOVE YOU, SON!" Mother screamed, saliva splattering from her mouth as she broke the kiss. She bucked upwards into me again and again, grinding herself against my crotch, attempting to swallow more deeply my cock into her furnace like womb.
As we fucked passionately within our restraints, a part of me seemed to step apart, admiring the lewd and wanton sight of myself and Mother rutting like wild beasts, but also perceiving the equally passionate coupling of Antonia and her son and the growing power around us...a tangible, yet elusive force gathering in the clearing. Between the rampant burst of lightning, the blood-like glow of the Moon exposed tantalizing and disturbing glimpses of something forming above us and around us – taking form one moment and becoming invisible the next. There were tentacle-like extensions and unnerving apertures reminiscent of the labia like appearance of certain exotic lilies. My recent dreams echoed vaguely in my head and I suddenly knew I was already acquainted with Ithing'val Hamg.
Mother's gaze started to turn away from me and her eyes widened in horror as she looked upon the grotesque specter of the Other and I hissed, "Look at me, Mother. Look at the love in my eyes," and I kissed her passionately, fixing her gaze with my eyes so much like her own, feeling relieved when the aura of insanity faded from her blue orbs.
Father trembled as he again raised his arms, bringing out of the folds of his rune covered robes, a long, wicked knife, gleaming with a reddish tint in the light of the moon's rays. Even as I kissed Mother again, my hips working feverishly to please her with quick, hard thrusts, her pussy walls clinging tightly to my erection, massaging my shaft and kissing at the head of my cock, I kept a watchful eye on my father, resenting ever iota of attention I was unable to spend focused on my mother.
A part of me knew that the end of my life was at hand. Flecks of fear were floating amidst the lust and love in Mother's eyes as well and she moaned, "Sweet son, forgive me for not letting you in me earlier. My love for you was so intense, so strangely powerful, I was afraid it would consume us both."
As Father again approached, raising the sacrificial dagger high above his head, I replied to my mother, "No apologies...a moment or a lifetime joined body and soul with you, Mother fulfills all my hopes and dreams."
"ITHING'VAL HAMG, AS I RIP THE BLOOD AND LIFE FROM THE UNHOLY ONES' BODIES, COME FORTH AND CONSUME THEIR SOULS AND LET THEIR UNHOLINESS FEED YOUR STRENGTH SO YOU MAY BREAK YOUR EARTHLY CHAINS!"
"I love you, Mother," I whispered while I thrust deep inside her, feeling her wrapping around me even as she whispered her love to me and Father's dagger swept down to pierce both our bodies. I could feel the slight rush of pressure as the wicked knife approached and then there was light and heat as Father's knife thrust was blunted, the force of his halted stroke throwing him off balance to stumble into the dirt beside us.
"NO! WHAT STAYS MY HAND?" Father screeched as he climbed to his feet. Again, he raised his arm on high and brought it down on us and again, something flared bright and hot and my father shrieked as he fell away, his hand blackened and blistered while the dagger fell to the earth.
Mother cried out in disbelief, both from our momentary and unforeseen salvation and from what I perceived to be the first tremors of orgasm as her hips rolled and writhed beneath me, encouraging me to fuck her harder. Father again clambered to his feet. "What...I've followed the Summoning precisely..." he whimpered as he stared at his ravaged hand, the flesh already falling away to reveal gleaming bone.



"BETRAYED! YOU JANDHI BITCH!" Father snarled as he turned on Antonia and Hector, almost oblivious to us as they moved in perfect unison, slamming into each other wetly. Father snatched up the dagger in his remaining good hand and rushed the kneeling couple fucking on their hands and knees. Neither flinched as he brought down his knife, Antonia moaning lewdly as she began to orgasm on her son's cock, her hand still steadily beating the odd drum. There was again a flash of light, accompanied by intense heat and the knife fell to the ground again as Father sagged to his knees cradling his destroyed hands.
His wails of pain and despair were answered by angry, frustrated shrieks from the surrounding specters already fading from their insubstantial grasp on our world and I understood that the ceremony had failed. Laughing triumphantly, I renewed my thrusts with youthful vigor, triggering a massive orgasm in Mother – her screams of pleasure mixing with Father's shrieks of pain.
He suddenly jerked his head up, eyes now wide with fear as the air around us began to heat as if we were standing before an immense open fire. The growing heat spurred my arousal on as if the energy was born of, yet feeding on our incestuous lust. The near tangible Ithing'Val Hamg drifted and concentrated around Father and I felt the immense heat it was giving off in its anger and denial. It seemed to pick Father up and hold him suspended in the air. Father screamed in pain and fear even as his skin began to blister and blacken, writhing in the deadly grasp of the denied Other.
Mother and I both moaned with pleasure and with surprised discomfort as the hair on our head began to crisp in the unnatural heat. Our bonds suddenly seemed to fall away, cut or burned I was not sure. I glanced over at Antonia and Hector but they had vanished, but suddenly I heard Antonia's voice in my ear, "Now, flee for your lives. Do not let your mother go. Keep her in your loving embrace. GO NOW!"
I did not hesitate even a second, lunging backwards with Mother in my arms, sliding backwards off the altar to land on my feet, Mother still impaled on my cock, sobbing with undreamt of pleasure. The heat was now so intense that the surrounding brush and trees were smoldering. The foul stench of burning hair filled my nostrils as I moved, Father's death shrieks echoing in my ears.
I lumbered off, somehow finding the strength to carry Mother, supported by my hands on her taut buttocks and my throbbing cock spearing her cunt. I ran awkwardly towards the direction of the house as a raging inferno exploded behind me and gave chase. The race was so strange and surreal, the pleasure of our sexual joining contrasting with the terrible heat and fear of the moment.
I felt my feet slap onto concrete and cried, "Don't let go of me, Mother! I love you!" as I leaped and we fell into the chill, sweet rainwater that had partially filled the pool! The cold water of the pool was like a balm after the fire that had almost consumed us, but it seemed to have no detrimental effects on us in our incestuous coupling. Mother clung to me vigorously, her arms and legs wrapped around me both lovingly and possessively as our groins hunched together – never ceasing to generate the carnal pleasure that sustained us.
We sank to the bottom of the pool and I thanked the heavens that we'd been lucky enough to have jumped into the deep end. As my feet landed against the pebbled concrete flooring, we stared lovingly into each other's eyes, illuminated by great light overhead and then kissed as we almost hovered on the pool's bottom, sharing each other's last bits of oxygen.
Finally, the need to breath became too much and I kicked us off the bottom of the pool and we broke the surface as we broke our loving kiss, gasping for air amidst a great inferno. Everything about us seemed to be ablaze...the trees and nearby brush, the grass and the great house itself. Although it didn't seem possible, I thought I could hear Father's screams still echoing in the night as if somehow his torment continued long after his physical body should have been consumed.
Mother sobbed and hugged me tighter as she whimpered, "My God, John, has the whole world gone insane?"
I hugged her back, treading water and replied, "Hush, Mother...think not of that, focus on the now...focus on you and me and what we have become." I kissed her then again as she again became fully aware of the fact that we were joined in incestuous sex.
Mother's eyes grew wide as she said, "John...son, you are...you are fucking me! You're fucking your mother!" She began to laugh and for a brief moment I thought she might be succumbing to madness after all, but then she screamed with pleasure as she hunched against me and cried out, "You feel wonderful inside me, John! Fuck me, darling – fuck me and love me forever!"
Obedient son that I am, I persevered to obey my mother. We drifted into shallower water where I could find my footing as we stood neck high in the cool water, my hands cupping Mother's buttocks while her ankles crossed over my ass and her arms remained wrapped around my neck, fingers clawing into my skin as she came and came again. Overhead and all around us, a storm of fiery energy raged even as between our joined loins an even fiercer storm born of incestuous lust and love ran wild. Amidst the roar of the fire seemed to sound an ancient and triumphant cry, itself almost lost in the sound of great, beating wings.
All the madness of the evening...of the last weeks was forgotten as Mother and I made love, finally unleashing all our repressed desires, drowning ourselves in our love and hunger for each other, never becoming sated on the ecstasy that being joined cock and pussy produced.
We both should have collapsed from exhaustion and died that night, but somehow we became eternal...forever in the moment of perfect orgasm...Mother's cunt tightening around my erection again and again, bathing it in her steaming juices as she orgasmed while I came and came again, ejaculating impossible load after load of hot semen into her motherly womb, never seeming to lose the hardness that my mother inspired in me.
The night and the storm of fire seemed to both go on forever and neither of us wanted it to end as we fucked and made love, always conscious that we were mother and son and always aware that this was our destiny...that we were meant to be lovers. We made love amidst the fire until both seemed to merge, the flames of our desire and of the Other's ire becoming one until ecstatic fire consumed all.
#
I awoke to the singing of the gulls and opened my eyes to a brilliant blue morning sky, pure save a single column of black smoke. I was lying on my back and a pleasurable weight was atop me. Looking down, I saw the top of Mother's blonde tresses, smeared with soot and algae. Her bare shoulders shifted and as I reached out to stroke them, she shifted against me, her nose and lips nuzzling my chest as she slept.
It took a moment to sort out our surroundings, but I realized that we were lying at the edge of the shallow end of the pool, somehow having made our way here in the night to fall asleep in the sweet exhaustion that our lovemaking had wrought. Low to the ground around us was a smoky haze and the strong scent of burned wood. I craned my neck towards the direction of the house and found only smoking remnants of its bones...great wooden beams that charred and fumed amidst brick and mortar debris. A great column of smoke rose high into the sky
Looking out towards the work site, I could only see burned tree trunks through slowly swirling strands of smoke...the open grass gone leaving only blackish ground. As I moved, Mother came awake and lifted her head to look around, shifting slightly so that she was straddling me, one long leg on each side of me. Her magnificent breasts swung hypnotically as she sat up and stared at the destruction around us.
Finally, Mother's brilliant blue eyes found mine and she said, "We're alive. You saved us, son." She stated it as a fact, not a question.
I shook my head and replied, "We saved each other, Mother. Our love for each other is what preserved us, I think."
Mother nodded and a cloud passed over her face for a moment. "Thomas is dead, isn't he?"
"Yes, Mother. I think Father's obsessions killed him."
Mother was quiet for a moment although after a minute or so, she seemed to realize that she was sitting atop me naked, her loins pressed against my already hardening penis. An odd smile flitted across her face. "I cannot find it within me to say I will miss him." Mother straightened her posture, her hands slowly rising up from her stomach to cup and massage her breasts, her nipples stiffening from her fingers' attentions. She glanced around again and said in a perplexed tone, "Antonia and Hector?"
I shook my head in reply even as I joined my hands with hers, squeezing Mother's breasts, relishing their weight and volume. "I think it's just you and me, Mother."
Mother smiled and began to rock on top of me, sliding her already spread labia up and down the growing length of my shaft. "I love you, son. So long have I denied what I yearned for...what we both wanted and needed. No more. I want you, John. Mother needs you inside me, loving me."
I nodded and placing my hands on her waist, helped her to rise so that my cock could stand up on its own, the tip of my penis being kissed wetly by her pussy lips. Mother slowly descended on my erection, her back arching as her mouth dropped open in a display of pure carnal joy as she sobbed, "Yessssssss! I love you, son!"
I watched in awe as I saw my reserved, shy mother unleash her lustful side, riding me wantonly, her hair flying all about as her breasts bounced wildly while sliding up and down my erect cock, aching and throbbing with the need to be inside her...to return to my beginnings, desiring nothing more than to mate with my perfect woman and lover, my beloved mother.
Mother laughed and sobbed, her cries and screams of sexual delight doing much to dispel any lingering sense of death and foreboding that remained from Father's madness. Mother, who had always appeared to be younger than her years, seemed to grow younger still as with each successive orgasm seemed to shed years of stress and neglect and loneliness, now becoming an icon of ecstasy and love, the perfect embodiment of motherly beauty.
At the height of her greatest orgasm yet, as her pussy juices bathed my aching cock in liquid fire and she sank deep onto my shaft, my swollen cock head nudging her cervix while she convulsed and moaned in absolute carnal joy, I thrust upwards to get even deeper and unleashed an almost painful flood of hot semen into her womb, suddenly aware that if she was to discover she was begotten with child in the next few months, that this was the moment that I claimed her as lover, wife and mother and as mother of our future children.
Finally, Mother collapsed atop me, her lips wetly kissing mine, gasping, "I love you, son, I love you more than life itself," between our tongues caressing each other. We slept again, letting the sun warm our bodies, somehow knowing that we were safe...safer than we had even been before.
We awoke sometime after noon, judging from the sun's travels across the blue sky, still perfect except for the continuing tower of smoke from the house. We made our way to the beach where we bathed in the surf, ridding ourselves of the smoke and stains of Father's attempted sacrifice from the night before.
The old boathouse down by the dock was the only remaining intact structure on the island and while we resolved only to use it for shelter if the elements demanded it, I did manage to scavenge a few useful items: a buck knife that still had an edge, several dingy scraps of canvas that along with twine I used to fashion primitive footgear and ponchos. I also found some workable fishing gear and before dark had managed to land a large, but ugly fish that we cooked over a small fire we built on the edge of the beach. This combined with berries Mother found in the unblemished portion of the woods provided us a more than adequate repast to sate our appetites.
Neither of us cared to wear the ponchos to cover our nakedness, discovering that in each other's company we were now not shy or modest. I fixed us a bed under a lean-to on the grassy edge of the beach and from it we watched the sun go down and spent the evening tending to our fire between bouts of passionate lovemaking.
I was between Mother's legs, thrusting slowly into her as she squirmed beneath me when we both were suddenly aware that we were not alone. As one, we turned our gaze to the right where across the fire knelt Antonia and Hector – both smiling approvingly at us, their naked bodies evidencing the arousal that watching us produced. I started to rise, preparing to seize my small knife to defend us, but Mother wrapped her legs around my back and moaned, "No...let them watch as we watched them." She reached up and turned my face back towards hers, the campfire reflected in her smoldering gaze. "They do not threaten us, darling."
I nodded, sensing the rightness in her words and resumed thrusting, sinking my turgid flesh into her wet, furnace-like pussy that gripped me like a vise. I focused all my efforts on pleasuring Mother, suddenly intent on demonstrating to Antonia and Hector that we were their equals when it came to incestuous love.
Mother's every moan served me to work harder to please her, rolling and twisting my hips to increase her pleasure while my lips kissed and sucked at her succulent breasts and her luscious lips. Mother flexed and tightened her cunt muscles around my cock, her inner flesh, so wet and slick seeming to kiss and lick every inch of my swollen member. Our cries of pleasure filled the dark night air as we moved to orgasm as one being, our souls merged into one as we reached climax, the world fading for a moment, leaving us as the sum total of existence, wrapped in a universe of incestuous pleasure.
When we returned to the world, and looked to Antonia and Hector, we found the son grinning from ear to ear and Antonia smiling at us beatifically as tears ran down her face. "You understand love as it was meant to be – the power, the rightness of it. I am so happy for you both."
Antonia cast her eyes towards her lap and then murmured, "Please forgive us our deceptions...we would not have done what we have done if it wasn't necessary."
Hector reached out and hugged his mother while looking at us. "Yes, friend John...at least I hope we are still friends. Forgive us."
Mother and I shared a glance, our expressions agreeing that we sensed no evil in them. "There is nothing to forgive, but an explanation of what happened would be good," I said.
Antonia nodded. "Yes, truth is...should always be the way." She rose up onto her knees and said softly. "We are Jandhi...a people destroyed and made homeless by the Others and those who would free them from their prison...Outside. We are Jandhi, dedicated to opposing the return of the Others wherever the threat of their return rises." She smiled sadly and continued. "So it was that I came to know your father, John...Professor Thomas Halloran in his quest for the truth of William Isprey and the Island of Isprey or as it has long been known to us, The Isle of Ithing'Val Hamg." She spit on the ground, a bitter expression passing briefly over her face.
"Your father began as an academic searching for the truth behind a legend, but his curiosity was seduced and replaced by a desire for power, fed by the tendrils of the Others that pierce our world, begging for freedom and promising dark riches and power in return. Sad it is that humans are so frail and gullible...even a Jandhi can be swayed by promises of power and wealth and immortality. So it was that Thomas and my husband, Vincenzio were seduced, each pursuing their own darkest desires unto their deaths.
Antonia eyed me, her face growing red as she spoke. "Your father saw me as an ally after the death of my husband and I did assist and advise him, helping to steer him to artifacts that he thought would bring him his prize and free the Other. There is much lore in the world concerning the Others." She grinned evilly before adding, "But most of it is false, planted and supported by the Jandhi...lies woven within myths."
She gestured at herself and at us. "Incest is our best weapon. Reviled by so many cultures, yet as old as the beginning of our world, it is embraced by many of the Jandhi who recognize it for the pure form of love that it is. Your father believed that it was an unholy act that would allow for the breaking of the Other's chains. In truth, nothing could be farther from the truth."
"How so?" asked Mother leaning forward, her eyes wide with fascination.
The Others have no concept or understanding of love. In its purest forms, love fascinates them...they desire to understand, to participate...to know love. The love that a mother and child share, taken to its most intimate form is as close to 'holy' a concept as the Others have. It is what has protected us all these past weeks we have stayed on the island. Ithing'val Hamg yearns to have...to be what we are and would never harm us nor allow harm to come to any of us."
"But John and I were not yet...lovers until last night. How were we protected before?" Mother asked softly.
"Our desires were already there," I said immediately, the truth clear in my mind. "Hector and Antonia have long been lovers, but Mother, you and I were already traveling down that road long before we began to yield to our desires." Mother blushed a little, but nodded in agreement.
"Yes, and such a pure love in genesis is fascinating to the Others...a rare privilege to witness incestuous love being born," said Antonia. "You two were...precious to it."
"My dreams..." I began.
Antonia nodded as Mother stared at me in surprise, suddenly comprehending. "Our dreams," she said, putting her hands in mine. These were the Other's doing?
"Yes," replied Antonia. "It used your longing for each other to invade and link your dreaming minds and fulfill your lust and desires...coming as close to knowing what incestuous love is within your own sleeping lives."
"But, Thomas...how did he survive so long?" asked Mother.
Hector nodded and said, "The Other sensed your husband's desire to free it and let him be, hoping for deliverance. It was only when he incorrectly performed the spell of Summoning and threatened to end your incestuous existence that the fell being's wrath pierced its bonds and incinerated him...freedom or no, your love for each other demanded that it protect that holy thing."
Mother shook her head and hesitated before asking, "But why let it come to this bloody end? I sense within you, Antonia, great power. Why did you not stop Thomas before we even came here?"
Antonia looked into the fire, seeing something that only she could envision and gave a great sigh before she responded. "Life...even that as foolishly spent as was Thomas's is precious and while we will take life when we must, the Jandhi believe that everyone must have the chance to refuse to serve evil. I knew that the Other would protect you and strike down Thomas if he pursued his course to the end. Although, I have prayed for you and your son to know pure love, I had always hoped that in the end, Thomas would come to his senses. In the beginning and even towards the end, he was a friend to me and Hector and Vincenzio."
I remembered Hector once telling me it would be up to his mother to speak of his father's passing when the moment was right. "Antonia, how did your husband die?"
The olive-skinned woman was a long time answering – Hector reaching out his hand to her in a gesture of love and comfort. Finally, she said calmly, "I killed him, John. Vincenzio sought out and received the gift of immortality through an Other's gift of lycanthropy...a gift that required the slaying and feeding on innocent souls. I put a silver needle through his heart and sent his soul to the hell it deserved." I suddenly recalled the slender silver needle she'd often used to pin up her hair.



There was a long silence before Mother rose and went to Antonia and kissed her on the lips gently. "I am so sorry for your loss and your pain, Antonia." She laughed bitterly. "I am sorry for the pain that both our husbands brought upon the world."
I felt my cock begin to swell at the sight of Mother and Antonia, both lushly naked, kissing. A quick glance at Hector confirmed that he too found it quite erotic. Antonia kissed Mother back, gently, but very slowly as if relishing the taste of another woman's lips. "Pain we have suffered, true enough, Carmen, but we loved our husbands, yes, if for no other reason than they gave us our sons...our true soul mates."
Tears ran down Mother's face as she nodded and replied, "Yes, Thank God for that. I will forever pray for Thomas's soul because he gave me John." Both women laughed and cried at the same time, pausing only to kiss one last time, no longer being chaste, but sharing tongues, Mother's face glowing at this new experience.
When finally the two mothers ending their kiss, Antonia looked around at us and laughed, gesturing to our obvious erections as she said, "Ah yes, the blessings that are our sons are definitely evident and in demand of attention." She glanced at me and then returned her gaze to Mother as she said, "We would deem it a great honor to share this night with the two of you, celebrating our holy unions together."
Mother returned to my side and waved mother and son to join us on our bed of leafy fronds and soft grass. "For us both," I replied, "It would be our honor."
As if it had been long practice, Mother and Antonia lay down side by side, Mother's alabaster skin contrasting perfectly with Antonia's olive color, their bodies, while both lush and beautiful contrasting erotically as well – Mother's lanky, yet motherly form and Antonia's voluptuous figure...both evoking a powerful carnality.
Mothers held out their arms and their sons moved to embrace them, Hector climbing between his mother's open thighs and I between Mother's welcoming legs. I felt Antonia's foot brushing my leg and looking down, I saw that her leg had crossed over Mother's joining the two women as their sons prepared to mount them and do them the homage of incestuous love.
Before gazing into my face, Mother glanced over at Antonia who smiled at her and took Mother's offered hand. Then both mothers turned their attention to their sons, both crying out with uninhibited pleasure as Hector and I buried our cocks deep in our mothers' pussies. As I kissed Mother, my tongue busy tasting her lips, mouth and her wriggling tongue, I could hear the wet kisses of Antonia and Hector and images of mother and son fucking filled my mind alongside the reality of fucking my own mother.
Mother's hands stroked my face as we kissed, little grunts of pleasure muffled by my mouth as I rammed my aching and swollen penis into her again and again, feeling bigger and longer than ever before, my desires to please her fed by her sounds of ecstasy. Beside us, Antonia was louder in her moans of utter pleasure, mayhap due to having longer experience in reveling in incestuous lovemaking. However, her cries and screams of pleasure were soon matched in intensity as Mother let her inhibitions dissipate, fueled by the sensation of my thick penis worming its way in and out of her clinging and hungry cunt.
Hector and I rode our mothers with enthusiasm until the air reeked of sexual sweat, pussy juice and our own fluids. I could feel the presence of great power and perceived the presence of the Other close at hand. I minded him not, putting him out of my mind, safe and happy between my mother's legs. Mother came to orgasm first, sobbing out her love for me, quickly followed by Antonia, who was perhaps inspired by the sight of another mother fucking her son.
Perhaps it was a product of Jahndi magic or the presence of the Other or perhaps simply the desire of Hector and myself to pleasure our mothers as never before, but neither of us yielded to climax ourselves...separately squelching the need to orgasm as we fucked our mothers late into the night.
The images of that night will be forever burned into my brain and I will go to my grave happily remembering images of Mother and Antonia riding our cocks, their bodies rising and falling side by side as they impaled themselves again and again on their sons' long, erect penises. Holding hands, Antonia and my mother bounced up and down, sobbing and crying out their ecstasy, supporting each other through earth shattering orgasms, pausing between cries of "I love you, son!" and screams of incestuous passion to kiss each other, communing in a way that I found both alien and incredibly arousing.
I recall Mother and Antonia on their hands and knees, sobbing and screaming as we fucked them from behind like virile beasts from a lost age, clawing at the leafy surface when not caressing each other's bodies or kissing, tongues working feverishly until their sons' never ceasing cocks drove them over the abyss again and again, forcing them to scream their pleasure to the heavens.
Near dawn, Hector and I finally succumbed to our own needs. Hours of reckless sexual pleasure left us thickly coated in sweat, our cocks so hard and swollen, I wondered if I would simply burst. Mother's eyes were nearly glazed from more sexual pleasure than she had known in a lifetime as I was once more between her thighs, her ankles flung over my shoulders as I ceaselessly fucked her, each thrust into her fiery, slick pussy inspiring me to rededicate my efforts and never stop giving her as much pleasure as she gave me.
"I'm cumming, Mother," I gasped as I felt an unstoppable flood rising from my testicles, my pleasure growing so intensely and so quickly I thought I might pass out!
Beside me, Hector moaned, "Mama, here it comes!"
Both mothers sobbed in anticipation, flinging their exhausted bodies up to receive our offerings. "I LOVE YOU, MOTHER!" I screamed at the top of my voice as I began to cum, my knees nearly buckling from the intensity of it. I felt as if a fire hose had erupted as I gushed more hot semen than I thought possible in one seemingly endless burst. Feeling my thick seed filling her womb triggered Mother's orgasm anew and just when I thought my ejaculation had ebbed, the pressure built and then exploded in a torrent of pleasure as I shot even more semen inside her.
As intense as my orgasm was, Mother's appeared to be even more powerful as she bucked and convulsed against my thrusting cock. Antonia seemed to be reacting in a similar fashion as she lost her voice, her face muscles sticking out as she silently shrieked in ecstatic delight.
"FUCK YES...LOVE YOUR CUM!" Mother screamed as her entire body rocked about and suddenly my erection was out of her, still spraying semen everywhere...powerful, supernatural gouts of hot sperm splattering across her stomach and breasts, landing in her open mouth while she writhed in an orgasm that seemed as if it might go on forever.
Beside us, Antonia's body was in an orgasmic frenzy as she too had bucked her son out of her pussy from which a mammoth amount of semen appeared to be pouring, while Hector held his cock like a hose and splattered his thick seed over her voluptuous body. In a hoarse whisper, she was sobbing her now very familiar mantra, "Matre tiambo un umano un estastium victre diablas," interspersed with "I love you, my beloved son."
Hector and I were long minutes catching our breath, so spent that it was all we could do to kneel between our mothers' thighs as our chests heaved and the sweat cooled on our bodies. The time was well spent as we watched Mother and Antonia quiver and moan while caressing their own flesh, rubbing our semen into their skin, giving it, I thought, a more lustrous glow than before. What parts of our sperm wasn't rubbed into flesh was scooped up and lewdly slurped, our mothers' grins telling us how much they had enjoyed it.
When she could finally speak, Mother wheezed, "My god...what was that. I never dreamed a man and a woman could..." She shook her head, wordless in wonder.
Antonia nodded and said, "A blessing, I think...from the Other or our own Gods in heaven, I am not sure. A miracle, certainly and one should never question or look at miracles too closely, but rather savor and remember them."
Hector collapsed next to his mother who wrapped her arms around him, exhaustion setting in. I fell over next to Mother who weakly rolled into me, hugging me to her slick and sticky body. "I love you so much, son!" she murmured before her tongue slipped into my mouth. We kissed for a long time before weariness began to overwhelm me. Mother eased me over onto my back and sat there watching me. We both became aware that Antonia was sitting up as well, her gaze wandering back between her son's semi-erect and cum covered penis and my own.
"Among the Jandhi who embrace incestuous love, there is a custom of courtesy that is observed when a mother and son share lovemaking with another mother and son couple," Antonia said softly between deep breaths. "To taste the fresh seed of another's son is considered a great honor to be offered. Carmen Halloran, I offer this honor to you. Antonia gestured to her son's penis, thickly coated with her juices and Hector's semen.
Mother gasped, her eyes wide and round with surprise. She looked back at me with the question on her face and when I nodded, she moved quickly beside Hector and began to lower her head, pausing and looking up at the boy's mother to say, "Antonia, please, you would honor me if you would taste John's...er, seed too."
The air was quickly full of the sound of Hector's and my moans as our mother's licked and sucked each other's son clean of our momentous sexual encounter. Antonia's tongue was everything I had dreamt it would be and more...her expertise and enthusiasm at sucking my sensitive penis was almost more than I could bear. From Hector's expression, my mother while less experienced was still demonstrating great skill as she rolled her tongue over his semi-erect cock and sucked him clean of his semen and his mother's juices.
Antonia and Mother ended this wondrous night as they embraced one last time, their semen and pussy juice smeared lips pressing together as they shared a passionate kiss, passing back and forth the semen of their son's and each other's pussy creams. Despite the near Herculean sex of the night, I felt a stirring in my penis...a growing hunger for my mother.
Antonia crawled to me and kissed me gently on the lips, her tongue slipping into my mouth to share the taste of all of us. She then kissed me on the forehead, the gesture of a loving mother before rising to her feet. I stood up too, a little unsteady even as Mother and Hector joined us after kissing as well.
"Dawn is not far off and we must leave now," Antonia said with a sigh. "Fear not, your time on this island is at an end as well and you will not spend another night here."
"You're leaving?" Mother said. "Now? Will you not wait with us for rescue, Antonia?"
The dark haired woman shook her head ruefully and said, "No, we needs must travel a different path."
Mother looked unhappy as she took my hand and I embraced her. "But, we promised that we would show you America."
Antonia smiled and nodded, "And someday, you shall. We will come and spend much time with you and we will come to know you both so much more...intimately." The way she said the last word and the way she smiled at us when she said it, made my cock stir even more...her very tone promising so much. "But for now, there is a need for you two to be alone...to learn and grow together into the couple the Gods always meant for you to be."
Hector hugged me tight and kissed my cheek, whispering, "Be well, brother. I know you will be the man your mother deserves!" He hugged and kissed Mother as well.
Antonia took her son's hand after kissing me and then my mother and began walking away, moving down the beach. I suddenly called out, "Wait...Antonia, the words you chant while making love...what do they mean? I've always wanted to know."
The Exotic woman grinned back and said in a loving voice, "Matre tiambo un umano un estastium victre diablas." She glanced at her son and replied, "Roughly translated, John, it means 'A mother and son's love is in ecstasy, victorious over the devil!" Mother and son turned and continued down the beach a ways and then halted. With the ocean breeze blowing her dark, curly hair all about, she looked over her shoulder and called out. "This is not goodbye. It is not the end. All things are just beginning. Be well and be happy!"
We waved as they walked away, finally disappearing beyond the curve of the island. Mother turned and hugged herself to me and we retired to our bed, cuddling as the sun came up and falling into a peaceful sleep, neither of us speaking of how much we would miss Antonia and Hector, but intuitively knowing in our sadness of their parting that somehow, someday, we would meet them again. In time, our intuition proved correct and they have been and continue to be our dearest friends.
We awoke in late afternoon just in time to see a warship approach off the coast. It was the U.S.S. Howard...a destroyer of the U.S. Navy come to investigate the still quite visible tower of smoke, the remnants of the great house which was now little more than rubble and ashes.
We donned our makeshift canvas ponchos and greeted the small boat that came to the docks with all the enthusiasm that the survivors of great horror would muster. Captain King dutifully took down our story of how we survived Father's insanity although he had been consumed by the wildfire that had spread out of control during the ceremony that was the culmination of his madness. Our singed bodies along with the subsequent revelations during the investigation of Father's obsession with the occult and the story of Isprey himself cemented our story. The only mystery...the only omission of truth was what had happened to our housekeeper and her son. We confessed ignorance of their fate, suggesting that perhaps their bodies had been incinerated in the great conflagration. Father's charred, nearly cremated remains were buried at sea...neither of us willing to allow the possibility of his troubled spirit to linger on land.
The incident was quickly and quietly buried by Meskatonic University which has had so many strange and troubling incidents throughout its history. We gave Father's remaining papers and books to the Meskatonic Library, ridding ourselves of all evidence that he'd ever existed. Following the insurance settlement, Mother and I relocated to the West Coast where I attended Stanford and became a chemical engineer.
Mother and I have since lived our lives as husband and wife. It has been a long and happy life, blessed with three children now grown and gone – spread across the country. All know of our true relationship, but to date, none have pursued our path.
What happened on what we now call the Island of I, marked us, but mostly in positive ways. Our love for each other has only grown and deepened with each passing year, achieving a greater intimacy than most could ever know. But it was many years before we even began to suspect how magically we were affected.
Those incidents took place when I was eighteen and Mother was forty. Mother is now nearly ninety, but appears to be a very healthy and beautiful woman in her late fifties, while I even though I am approaching seventy years of age, appear to be a very youthful forty year old. In later years as we spent time with Antonia and Hector (who are similarly aging very slowly), Antonia explained that this was likely due to our bodies being exposed to incredible and unearthly energies that the Gods in their wisdom allowed us to retain and benefit from.
Another result of what happened on the Island of I is that we are more attuned to the supernatural world. In our many journeys across America and indeed the world, Mother and I have sensed the presence of other imprisoned Others and have had an innate sense of the Jahndi who spend their lives guarding against the return of the Others. We are known to the Jahndi and we have come to know many of them – it always being an illuminating experience to meet those who know incestuous joy as we do. We do not fear the presence of Others, knowing that in our life and love together, Mother and I are considered holy and untouchable by those beings.
That being said, we consider all these the least of the gifts of our time spent on the island. Our greatest gift is our love realized so long ago...a gift that renews itself daily in each other's arms as Mother and I make love...each time sweeter than the time before.
The End
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Okay...here is the re-edited version of this story and if you're reading this, it passes muster. Categorize this in my "fun" incest stories...inspired by some real-life folk I met once upon a time. I look forward to reading your thoughts both pro and con!
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within are fictional, existing solely within the story and my imagination. Enjoy!
*
The crowd parted easily before us, everyone's eyes on me, appraising me appreciatively, or hungrily. Even those others who were wearing costumes akin to mine were pausing amidst their own posing and posturing to stare wide eyed at me. As scanty and revealing as some of their outfits were, I knew that few could compare to mine or showed as much flesh.
A faint, but pleasurable flush spread over my flesh as I watched lips being licked at the sight of my breasts spilling out over all sides of the raggedy and slight halter of a barbarian slave, offering the slightest teasing glimpse of the edge of my aureoles. I could feel eyes crawling over my bare belly, not fat, but not absolutely fat either and then pausing to appreciate the tiniest of loin cloths, again offering the briefest glimpses at the upper edges of my heavy but trimmed bush before finally sliding down my full and shapely legs to find me barefoot.
We walked down the long corridor, he tugging at the leash around my black, studded dog collar, past the thick crowd of convention goers, many of them young men whose expressions betrayed their appreciation of seeing a mature woman paraded by them barely clothed. Some fit the stereotype of the prototypical gamer nerd or geek -- overweight or skinny as a rail, toting backpacks stuffed with gamer stuff and dice bags hanging off their belts, some were older than me, many were younger and whether they were handsome, plain or homely, all of their staring eyes made me wet.
A more forceful tug at my collar made me move a little more quickly now, making the greatly exposed flesh of my large and heavy tits bounce more, emphasizing my near nakedness with each shake and shimmy of my tits -- causing eyes to go wider in anticipation of all that mammary flesh spilling out. My nipples already swollen and stiff ached sweetly at the notion.
Past the dealers' hall I strutted, receiving more than my fair share of good natured catcalls and wolf whistles while more people emerged from game rooms and the dealer's hall to stare appreciatively at my exposed butt cheeks in my furry g-string thong. We boarded a crowded elevator and as the doors closed, I was pulled by my leash into my master's arms and we kissed wetly and lewdly amid murmurs of surprise and approval. My stomach fluttered with excitement as the elevator car began to move swiftly upwards while strangers' hands caressed my nearly naked ass. I moaned happily as my tongue dueled with his, his arms holding me tightly, making my breasts mash against his chest.
I staggered down the hallway to our hotel room, past amused and interested gamers, breasts bouncing, only a nipple hooked on the edge of my halter keeping one cup covering any of my right breast. He deftly unlocked the door to our room, kissing me as his hands ripped my top off so fingers could cup, caress and knead my big knockers...making me squeal with delight as he brutally pinched my swollen, nickel sized nipples.
He walked us into the room, spun me around against the back of an oversized, leather chair and tugged my thong down. Using his right leg, he spread my legs until I was leaning over with my legs far apart. I heard a rustle and then his cock, long, thick and hard was pressing against my wet labia, parting my flesh and then thrusting into me even as he jerked my head back with a quick yank of my leash.
My cunt was a sopping wet mess and he slid deep inside me, making me sob, "YESSSSSSS!" my shrill cry quickly becoming a scream. One scream became many as he fucked me fast and hard, burying himself inside me as I clawed the leather of the chair, fingers digging deep to gain purchase to keep upright as I was fucked so wonderfully and well. His breath came hot on my back and then he was kissing my shoulder and then playfully nipped at my flesh, teeth leaving what I knew would be a tremendous hickey where my neck and shoulder met. The brief pain only added gasoline to the fire that was my building orgasm.
I felt so wet and so full and so loved as he plowed into me again and again. Then I was gasping to breath as spasms of intense ecstasy exploded in my cunt and spread through my body, trying to find escape as my heart seemed to swell along with my nipples. My screams grew louder and then diminished into a husky whimper before becoming shriller as he thrust upwards into me and with a triumphant howl of his own began to cum inside me, filling my quivering cunt with hot semen.
I'm not sure how long we stood there reveling in our mutual pleasure before he slowly removed his monster from inside me, making me groan with lusty bliss as I felt him slowly escape my grasp. He kissed me again on the shoulder and then I leaned my head back and he kissed me lovingly on the lips, his tongue dancing with mine as he continued to hold me close, his hands cupped around my large breasts.
When our kiss finally ended, he whispered into my ear, "I think the barbarian costume was a hit, Mom. What say we try out the Vampira costume tomorrow?"
#
By now, I'm sure everyone is wondering what the hell a mature woman was doing prancing around practically naked at a gaming convention and fucking her son? Well, it's a long, but interesting story and although it could be said that it began three winters ago during a blizzard, the truth is, it really began a long time before that.
My son, John and I have been on our own for a long time. His father divorced me when our son was four and dropped out of sight. It was a struggle, but I raised John on my own, working as a secretary until I was able to turn some part time seamstress work into a full blown business as the owner of a local women's dress store. I didn't date much, preferring to dote on my son -- the absolute light of my life. Maybe I sheltered him too much -- maybe he inherited more than his fair share of my family's genes -- becoming a shy and gentle lover of books and games as had his grandfather.
My father had been an early gamer -- loving military and strategic games and then pursuing his love of fantasy and strategy when that whole D&D role playing craze began. I grew up in the early eighties watching with amusement and wonder as my mother and father played role playing games with their friends -- even dabbling in them myself when I reached my teenage years before I lost interest and moved on to more "adult" interests.
Before he passed away, my father had taught John the joys of role playing games and a love of literature. John became a younger version of my father, more interested in gaming and Tolkien and Star Trek and Star Wars than in baseball and football. I didn't mind that my son was as he himself described it, a gamer nerd. He was and is a loving soul and that he reminded me of my father -- one of the finest men I've ever known, was just an additional bonus.
By the time he reached his teens, John had formed a gaming group with a few classmates and many Friday and Saturday nights were spent in our kitchen role playing adventurers exploring Elvish woods, Dwarvish mines and dark, forbidding dungeons. I didn't mind. It made my son happy and I knew he was safe and not doing some damn fool thing like getting drunk and driving his car off a bridge.
Yes, my son was a nerd and his friends were nerds, but it didn't mean they weren't interested in girls -- in truth, they were madly obsessed with girls, but were -- John especially -- very shy around the opposite sex...his few dates being just short of disasters. Still, I knew he was interested in the female form because all through his teenage years, my son spied on me constantly.
I tried to never let on that I knew, but I would constantly catch him checking me out whether I was decently clothed or in some state of undress or in the shower. I think a mother develops a sixth sense for these things, although unlike most mothers who would grow angry and take steps to stop it cold, I instead found myself pleased by the attention and did nothing to prevent or end it. In fact, by the time my son was eighteen, I found myself growing excited and aroused by his attentions.
I didn't date much, but not because of my looks. I'm not a movie star, but since my own adolescence, I've been blessed with a very womanly figure. Standing five foot eight inches tall and with a weight that seems to hover between one hundred sixty and one hundred seventy pounds, I am blessed with large and prominent breasts, barely contained by a 42DD bra, an excellent ass kept toned and trim with miles on a treadmill and full and curvaceous legs. Add big brown eyes, a sweet smile and long black hair to the mix and you have an understandable attraction for a teenage boy.
I will confess that I probably primed the pump for what happened later by not only allowing him to peek at me, but in time, increasing my...visibility by rarely closing my bedroom and bathroom doors. In fact, just after John turned eighteen before the beginning of his senior year of high school, I replaced the opaque glass door of my shower with a clear glass door, not quite admitting to my self that it was for my son's benefit. My being in bras and panties were a common sight as was walking from my shower to my bedroom wrapped in a small towel. Many a sunbathing episode was done in skimpy bikinis knowing that somewhere inside our house, my John was peeking out at his mother. In short, I delighted in teasing my teenage son.
I also confess that many nights I masturbated myself to sleep, aroused by the knowledge that across the hall, my son was also likely masturbating. I would get incredibly wet between my legs just seeing his eyes gazing hungrily, lustily at me -- far more intense than from any man on the few occasions over the years that I took a man into my bed. Just to see the bulge in John's jeans or pajamas was such a thrill. Part of me knew it was immoral...at least by the standards of society, but it felt so sinfully delicious and aroused me so much I could not bring myself to stop.
Nearly as scandalous was knowing that his friends admired me in much the same way -- eyes always feasting on my voluptuous figure as I fixed them snacks during their games or came in to kiss my son goodnight while wearing a semi-opaque nightgown, often with a plunging neckline that advertised how blessed I was. All behaved around me, but I knew they too had their fantasies and that made me so fucking horny.
Other than my less than innocent teasing, we continued to be a very normal mother and son. I'd ground him if he did something bad, loved him always and knew that he loved me and that he'd do anything to make me happy.
Early in his senior year of high school, his friend Lewis got a part-time job that prevented him from making many gaming sessions. I volunteered to run a character to take Lewis's place when he was absent. John, who was the group's dungeon master was a bit dubious, but when I pointed out that I had been playing role playing games before he was born, he relented and allowed me to sit at his table. Thus, Catalina was born, a female Ranger/Barbarian from the Northern Wastes who would wreak havoc with her +2 Greatsword and her mighty +1 Longbow.
Over the next several months, I spent many enjoyable nights gaming with my son and his friends fighting orcs and dragons and the occasional undead thing. The boys became comfortable gaming with me and soon were just themselves with the usual fart jokes and testosterone fueled imaginary violence being dealt on the kitchen table. Of course, I usually wore loose fitting shirts and in warmer weather, shorts and knowing that several young men were constantly ogling my tits and legs, usually had my pussy dripping wet by the time the game ended. I brought myself to many a tremendous orgasm while imagining that in my son's room and in several other bedrooms across town, my sexy gamer geeks were one and all stroking their cocks to images of little ol' naughty me!
Maybe things would have worked out the way they did or maybe not, but there came a night in late February of my son's senior year, that with the coming of an arctic blizzard out of Canada, in twelve hours managed to drop seventeen inches of snow on all of Wisconsin. It began snowing on a Friday morning and by early afternoon, my son took phone call after phone call from his gaming buddies, all informing him that they couldn't make the usual Friday night game.
I was curled up on the couch, watching the weather report, dressed warmly in a pair of gray sweat pants and one of John's older flannel shirts. John sighed as he set the phone receiver back on the hook and shrugged. "Well, that was Mark...he's the last one. Guess there's no gaming tonight."
"Sorry sweetie...I know how much you were looking forward to gaming this weekend. You've been working on it so much!" I shrugged my shoulders in commiseration and wondering how such an inconsequential thing could make my heart ache when I saw his disappointed face.
"Hey, how about you run Catalina through some solo adventures tonight? I've got a pot of chili simmering and we could eat and game...just you and me!"
My son smiled weakly at me and said, "I don't know...I had this cool dungeon crawl through the drow caverns planned."
I stood up and crossed over to John, wrapping my arms around his shoulders and said, "Oh, c'mon, it'll be fun. I -- Catalina is still a couple of levels lower than everyone else anyway, it would be a chance for me to get caught up a little. I tightened my embrace on my son a little and leaned more forcefully into him and said playfully, "Please?" as my unfettered breasts under the soft flannel flattened against his chest.
I wasn't sure if it was my semi-lewd feminine charms that worked on him or his desire to game, but John slowly grinned and nodded and said, "Okay, you're on. Give me a hour or so to get things pulled together and we'll get rocking." He bashfully wriggled out of my embrace and headed to his room, spurred on by a playful swat on the butt by me, blushing as he glanced back at me. I'd swear on a stack of bibles that at that moment I wasn't planning what was to happen, but rather, I was just pleased to have made my son happy.
As the snow fell and the wind blew and the lights flickered once or twice, amidst bowls of chili and cans of soda, John ran my character Catalina through a solo adventure where she tracked down and slew a Yeti-like creature in the Northern Realms that had been terrorizing several mountain villages. Along the way, she fought a small band of Snow Claw orcs and a couple of human bandits. We had great fun, laughing and talking smack to each other amidst opposing dice rolls.
As I was gleefully adding the treasure I'd found in the Yeti's lair to my character sheet, John leaned back and said, "So, what are Catalina's plans now?"
I looked and grinned and said, "She's going back down into the valley country and find herself a good tavern."
I stood up and walked over to the refrigerator and was reaching for a beer when my son said, "Is Catalina planning to get drunk?"
I reached back in and got another beer, suddenly feeling naughty and strode slowly back to the table and set a beer in front of my son, leaning in as to let my shirt gape open to offer him a clear view of my unfettered breasts. I winked slyly at him and replied, "Hell no, I...um, Catalina wants to get laid."
I'm not sure what surprised John more, my comment or that I was letting him have a beer which despite having turned eighteen back in July, was still illegal for him to have. In retrospect, I'm sure it was my teasing comment. My son's face quickly reddened and he sputtered, "Haw, haw...very funny, Mom."
I returned to my seat and grinned over the table at John and said, "I'm totally serious. Catalina hasn't been with a man or a woman for that matter, in like forever. She's been fighting monsters and bad guys and she needs to get fucked in the worse possible way!" I couldn't believe what was coming out of my mouth. My skin was tingling from the top of my head to the tips of my toes with excitement, both suddenly scared to death and incredibly aroused.
"You want me to role play you getting um...screwed?" My son's voice was suddenly full of uncertainty.
I licked my lips slowly and still grinning, said a bit huskily, "What's wrong, sweetie -- is this too tough for the mighty dungeon master?"
John's face reddened. He picked up a handful of dice and his eyes went vacant for a moment as they often did when he was creating a response to something unexpected that his players threw at him. Then, still blushing, he said, "Five days after slaying the Mountain Yeti, Catalina will find herself walking into the small city of Hallz and will quickly make for the Drunken Eagle Tavern." He looked at me with an uncertain smile and added, "What do you do?"
I squelched a delicious shiver and said breathily, "I...Catalina strides purposely into the tavern and walk up to the bar and demand ale. Once I have it, I'll slurp it down greedily and check out the room. What do I see?"
John rolled some dice and said slowly, "You are in the main room. It's early evening and there are maybe twenty people in here. Mostly humans...locals, a few dwarves and Halflings, two elves sitting away from everyone else -- all minding their own business. The mood is subdued, but um...jovial. It's a quiet tavern with locals going about their business."
"Okay, among the humans, are there any good looking males...somebody that looks like they'd like to have a merry romp with a sexy barbarian lass?" I sat up and worked my shoulders, making my breasts roll about under my flannel shirt.
My son rolled more dice and said, "Several human men are scattered here and there -- most are elderly and seem to be having an intense discussion about...goats." John took a deep breath and continued. "But...at the other end of the bar from you is a younger man...younger than Catalina. He's wearing the tunic of the City Watch and he's nursing a mug of ale. He's handsome in a rugged way -- stocky and rather muscular with a shock of black hair."
Another thrill of pleasure coursed through me. My son had just described himself. Standing six foot, he had my father's stocky build and he had built up his physique using Dad's old weights that had been passed down to him after his grandfather had died. I could feel my heart racing as I said, "Does he notice me...um, I mean Catalina?"
John rolled a twenty-sider and nodded. "He glances at you now and again."
I giggled and said, "I try advertising my um...assets by subtly undoing the top laces of my bodice." As I fingered open a button on my shirt and spread the flannel cloth a bit to offer up a better glimpse of my cleavage, I said, "We've never discussed it, but how large are Catalina's breasts?"
John's face turned a deeper shade of red, but he recovered quickly and said, "Roll a four-sider and an eight-sider."
I followed his instructions and came up with a '3' on the four-sided dice and an '8' on the eight-sided one. Looking up at him, John grinned and said, "You...ah, Catalina have size 38 breasts." He tossed another die and laughed and said, "Double-D."
I laughed and playfully cupped my own breasts through my shirt and lifted them up, momentarily exposing more of my tits to my son as I replied, "Humph...Catalina doesn't have anything on me in the tit department." My son's mouth fell open in amazement as I pressed on. "I get two more mugs of Ale from the barkeep and walk down to that city guard and say, 'I'm Catalina and I'm looking for a man.'"



John rolled a reaction roll and said, "He nods at you and replies, 'Well, you found one.'"
"I'm not just looking for a man, I'm looking for a MAN!" I put a loud emphasis on the last word and then as I reached up and undid another button on my flannel shirt said, "I undo a bit more of my bodice to make my point."
My son goggled openly at my exposed breasts -- my shirt now spread almost to the point where my auroles were exposed and then after rolling some more dice said in a voice that was close to wheezing, "He takes in the offered view and smiling, replies, "I think you've found him. What exactly do you have in mind?"
I could feel my panties becoming soaked as my son was managing to keep up with my teasing, loving every moment of this and wondering how far I could or should take it. "I've been up in the mountains alone for weeks. I need a real man to remind me that I'm a woman. I want to be taken. I want a man with something that will make me howl at the moon!"
John stared at me for a moment, his eyes wide at the intensity of my voice. He looked away for a moment and then said in a voice that looked more confident than it sounded, "The city guard motions for the bartender and whispers something in his ear. The bartender whispers back and nods. The guard slides a silver coin across the bar to him and turns to you and holding out his hand says, 'I'm Sergeant Husterson...Johann Husterson. Come with me.'"
I was surprised to hear myself answer a bit shakily, "I take his hand and follow him." Johann and Calista...John and Cassie. Coincidence or was my son now flirting back?
John said, "He leads you upstairs and down a long corridor to a door." My son paused as if steeling his nerve and then plunged on hurriedly as if trying to get it out before I put a stop to our not so innocent game. "Johann turns to Catalina...to you and rips your bodice wide open, freeing your...um breasts while kissing you hard and firmly."
"Oh my!" I whispered, placing my hand above my nearly exposed breasts. "Is Johann a good kisser?"
John rolled a twenty-sider out in the open and it came up on a seventeen. He giggled and said, "Very good...you think he might have a talented tongue!"
If I wasn't blushing before, I was now, feeling my heart beating faster as my son threw out his own naughty innuendo. Determined to keep the advantage, I ran my hands along the edges of my shirt and unbuttoned the last two buttons and thrust my breasts out, my right tit emerging completely while the shirt hung on my left nipple which was hard to the point of bursting. "I...um, Catalina will break the kiss and press his face against my breasts, urging him to kiss them. At the same time, I run a hand between his breeches. What do I find?"
My son stared at my bare breast for a long moment, seeming to be stunned by my brazenness. His lips move wordlessly for several seconds as he seems to focus on my swollen nipple. Finally, "Something seems to be throbbing between his legs....hard and very big."
I wriggled in delight in my seat. "Oh boy, how big is Johann?" In writhing in my seat, my left breast broke free of my shirt and I was bare-chested in front of my son, my big tits bouncing in my excitement.
John took his time looking at my breasts before picking up two ten-siders and rolled, bringing up a '6' and a '5.' He chuckled and said, "Eleven inches, Mom." I groaned at the thought of eleven inches of hard cock swinging between my fantasy son's legs but before I can make a comment, John continues saying, "Johann rises up, pressing his mouth on yours somewhere between a kiss and a lick and takes you...um, Catalina by the shoulders and somehow gets the door open and moves you inside, kicking the door shut behind you."
"Oh, Johann, I like a man who takes charge," I groaned in response. "I kiss him back, almost biting him in my hunger."
John let out a small moan at that image and said, "As you two kiss, his hands roam over your breasts, pinching those hard nipples and um..." He broke off for a moment as I couldn't help but lift up my hands and cup my breasts, fingers flicking and pinching my throbbing nipples. John rolled his tongue over his lips like a starving man staring at something sweet just out of reach. He shook his head and continued. "Johann's right hand travels further down, working between the ties of your leggings, fingers wriggling until they find your pussy, Mom...er, Catalina. What does he find?"
With one hand I scrabbled to find a twenty-sider while my other hand is squirming under the waistband of my sweats. Even as my fingers swirl around in the sopping wet morass that is my cunt, I tossed the d-20 and let out a cry as it came up a natural '20' -- a critical success and I said, "I am so fucking wet!" as I pulled my hand free of my crotch to show my son my fingers dripping wet with my pussy juices. "Oh sweet, fucking Jesus, fuck me right the fuck now!"
For a moment, my words echoed between my son and me, both of us unsure if I was speaking as Catalina or as Cassie -- imploring Johann or my son to fuck me. There was a second of perfect silence amidst the sexual tension that hung thickly between us and then with a cry, my son and I moved as one, up from the table and into each other's arms.
Part of me was conscious that I'd passed some lewd point of no return as I pressed my lips against John's and for the first time, slipped my tongue into his mouth. My hands clawed at his flannel shirt, freeing his young and well defined chest before caressing his firm but soft skin. I felt my son's hands slip underneath the waistband of my sweats to cup my asscheeks and then his arms were moving, pushing my sweats down, slowly slipping to pool around my ankles.
I groaned as I slipped my hand inside his sweats to discover he was going commando as my fingers wrapped themselves around a huge erection. Maybe it wasn't Johann's mammoth eleven inches, but it felt like more than I had ever experienced. My other hand flashed down and yanked his sweats down to fall at his feet and then I felt a tremendous need to have him in my mouth and I broke the kiss and shoved him down into a vacant kitchen chair, squatting as I stroked my son's erect penis and then I was sloppily licking and kissing my child's huge cock before finally wrapping my lips around the dark, purplish head and sucking him furiously, tasting his pooling precum and quivering as that forbidden sensation triggered a mild orgasm between my legs.
I bobbed my head up and down several times on my son's cock before he growled, "No!" and pushed me off his cock and onto my ass. I looked up at him in surprise, a little disappointed as I had a sudden and intense need to know what his spunk tasted like, but before I could say anything, he reached out and yanked off my sweats and was suddenly kneeling between my legs. "I...I want this, Mom!" he stammered as he reached out and palmed my panty covered crotch.
An incredible bolt of sheer pleasure coursed through me as I thrust up my pelvis to press my mound against his hand, feeling him rub my sopping wet pussy through my juice stained panties. "I'm all your's darling." I whimpered. "I always have been! Mommy loves you, John!"
My son's lower lip trembled as he reached down and tugged off my panties, flinging them over his shoulder to land atop a figurine of the Yeti, no doubt drowning the beast in the wetness of my sodden cotton panties. John's hand returned to my crotch, first palming my hairy pussy before slowly rotating it about, rubbing my flesh as it flowered and spread, labia swollen and slick, to reveal my glistening wet cunt.
John lunged forward, placing himself atop me and I spread my legs wider as he hunched against me, his hard cock dragging along my left inner thigh before suddenly finding home and with a triumphant howl, thrusting his long, thick cock into his mother's wet pussy! A tremendous shock of pure carnal ecstasy galvanized my body, making my limbs spasm even as I screamed, "FUCK ME, JOHN! FUCK MOMMY HARD!"
With the awkward enthusiasm of the never been fucked, my son began hunching into me, driving his cock deeper inside me before withdrawing completely and then fumbling for a few frustrating moments before I reached down and guided him back in. "YESSSSSSS!" John cried triumphantly as he again began to fuck me furiously and anxiously. I raised my trembling legs and hooked them around his back and amidst my own expanding lust, worked to moderate his thrusts and keep him inside me.
With my assistance, my son began fucking me more steadily, his eyes boring into mine with a loving intensity and I began fucking him back, flinging my hips upwards to meet his downward thrusts, a low keening sound building in the back of my throat to become a shrill cry of perfect pleasure as we began to move like lovers, perfectly in synch with each other. Ecstasy coursed through every cell in my body, building with each sweet moment my child's immense cock filled my cunt, the swollen head pushing against my cervix to fill me as no man ever had.
Too soon, I heard John moan, "Mom! LOVE YOU! CUMMING, MOM!" and for a split second feeling terrible disappointment before my body exploded with incestuous pleasure as I first experienced the sinfully sweet sensation of my son's hot semen flooding my womb. My previous understanding of pleasure was obliterated in a heartbeat as the greatest orgasm I had ever had claimed me. As I writhed and bucked with pleasure, impaled by my son's ejaculating cock, I was also consumed with the sweet realization that my entire life had pointed me to this moment, this perfect moment of love and lust when I finally understood that my sole purpose of existence on this planet was to have my son's lovely, hard cock inside me.
John howled as he drove himself deep, pumping an immense flood of his scalding sperm into my motherly cunt, returning his seed to the womb he had emerged from. My cunt walls tightened around his long shaft, kissing and milking his hard pole for its life giving seed. Our orgasms melded together, wrapping us in heated lust as I reached out and pulled his mouth to mine and kissed him, my tongue curling possessively around his as he just kept on cumming inside me.
Like a lewd magic spell, we were caught up in something beyond human understanding and time seemed to stand still as we rode out our mutual orgasm, being consumed and reborn with every linked heartbeat. When at last my orgasm began to recede and I felt John instinctively began to withdraw, my mind turned to carnal flame as I moaned, "No! I want more, son. Fuck Mommy more!"
I tightened my legs around my son's hips and then somehow rolled us over, crashing into a leg of the kitchen table, precipitating a shower of dice and pencils falling down around us. From farther away, I heard a can clatter on the kitchen floor, beer fizzing on the tiles as I found myself sitting atop my son, staring down into his lust filled face. "Stay hard for me, John! Keep that cock hard inside your mother's pussy and I'll fuck you forever!"
"I'm yours, Mom!" my son gasped as I ground my cunt into his groin, his still erect cock poking me in places never before touched by a man. I leaned down, my meaty breasts pillowing out on his chest as my dark hair fell over both our faces.
With our lips touching, I moaned, "Stay inside me, son! I love you so much and I want to fuck you for the rest of our lives!" We kissed then, wetly and sloppily, tongues dueling for mastery, neither of us submitting an inch. I worked my cunt muscles around his cock, massaging and squeezing his thick flesh, feeling his slowly softening penis firm up again as I whispered filthy promises to my son between loving kisses. Finally, I sat up triumphantly, my large breasts rolling heavily as I proclaimed, "Son, Mommy's going to fuck you so good. I love your cock, John! I love fucking my son!"
I began to ride my son, reaching out with my left hand to the table to steady myself as I bounced up and down on his cock. I had never felt so free and so wild -- John's cock seemed to be perfect for me...filling me completely with just the feel of his shaft sliding along my sugar walls keeping me on the edge of orgasm and the places his swollen cock head were touching exploded with ecstatic delight and triggered cum after cum inside me.
I worked myself up and down my son's thick dick, wailing and then sobbing and then laughing hysterically as orgasms came and went, making me nearly crazy with desire and lust. My breasts bounced wildly about, restrained only when John would reach up and cup his mother's tits, fingers pinching my blood engorged nipples, creating pain that quickly exploded into additional lusty pleasure.
I lost count of the orgasms that swept over me, but after an eternity of incestuous bliss, finally sank slowly down atop my son, impaling myself on his long, thick penis. I stretched out atop his body, grinding my crotch against his, moaning as I kissed my way up his chest and neck before finally slipping my tongue into his mouth to dance with his.
As we kissed, our bodies rocked slowly together, hunching back and forth triggering little bursts of orgasm as his cock pulsed angrily inside my tight, slick cunt until finally I broke the kiss and whimpered, "You feel so good inside me, son -- no one has ever fucked Mommy better." His eyes glowed with prideful pleasure as I added, "I never dreamed my little boy's dick was so fucking big!"
John grinned up at me like the little boy I remembered from so many Christmases and replied, "I can't believe I'm fucking you, Mom. I keep thinking it's a dream and I'm going to wake up at any moment."
I kissed him again, playfully licked his lips, tasting him and sweat and my own saliva. "If it's a dream, then we will never wake up, sweetheart. We'll make love to each other forever! I love you, son!"
John moaned, "I love you too, Mom...now and forever!" His face grew dark with lust and he continued, "I need to fuck you, Mom. I can't get enough!" He wrapped his arms around me and rolled us over again, yelping as he must have rolled onto a four-sider. He swept the kitchen floor beneath me clear of debris before he put me on my back, his cock still throbbing inside me. "I'm going to fuck you, Mom! I'm going to fuck my mommy hard and make her scream!"
Just the demanding intensity of my son's voice nearly sent me back into orgasm. As it was, with his cock inside of me already, probing deep, I barely managed to stammer in reply, "Y-y-yessss! Fuck me, John, fuck Mommy and make me cum!" My orgasm exploded inside me almost immediately as my son, grunting with effort, suddenly raised my legs up and draped them over his shoulders and then he began thrusting into me hard and fast with the vigor that only a teenager could muster.
My fingernails clawed at the kitchen floor tiles and scattered spilled dice as I flailed under my son's carnal assault, my body aflame with incestuous ecstasy. I had a few good lovers in my lifetime, but nothing...absolutely nothing in my experience compared to the sheer deliciousness, the pure rightness of feeling my son's cock filling my pussy -- fucking me. Just the touch of his flesh against mine took me to a level of ecstasy unlike anything I had ever encountered. I never felt more completed -- as if with each thrust of my son's cock, our bodies become one, beautiful and glorious in our lusty love.
John continued a steady thrusting while leaning in to kiss me and then nuzzling my heaving breasts pillowed against his chest. Each kiss, each touch of his tongue...even the feel of his burning gaze aroused me, adding fuel to the fire that was my love and lust for my son. Our bodies moved slickly together, sweat covered and quivering flesh contributing to a sinful sensation that I wanted to drown in.
Orgasms washed over me, taking me to screaming heights and swoons of joyful delirium, each building on the previous one, each becoming more incredible than the one before. Sweat from my son splattered on my face as he increased the tempo of his wonderful thrusts and I could see his impending climax in his expression which aroused me even further with the realization that my own son was about to cum in his mother again!
A low growl built up in John's throat to become a fierce roar as he drove his cock deep into my clasping pussy and again began to cum -- shooting white hot semen in thick streamers inside me and then I was swept away -- an orgasm so intense I thought my heart might explode, filling me with so much incredible pleasure that my body seemed to burn away, leaving only my soul writhing in carnal ecstasy.
I felt the tears running down my face and could hear myself sobbing, "I love you, John! I love you so much son!" over and over again. The pleasure grew even as the world seemed to grow dark, the intense ecstasy overwhelming me until I had one last glimpse of my son's beautiful face and then I was drowning in delicious carnality emanating from the huge cock buried inside me until everything except an unconscious sensation that I had been magnificently fucked remained...surrounding me in a loving blanket of pure ecstatic warmth....
...I awoke in my own bed, recognizing the almost abstract patterns in the ceiling drywall. I felt wonderful...still on the verge of orgasm and quickly realizing that the origin of my pleasure were fingers, gently and loving exploring my incredibly sensitive pussy. I turned to see John lying beside me, his eyes devouring my hairy muff which was wide open as he slowly stirred three fingers inside me.
"Good morning, sweetheart," I purred.
My son stiffened up and looked at me a little guiltily as if I'd caught him with his hand in the cookie jar. "Um, morning, Mom." He glanced back down at his hand and said, "I'm sorry...I should have asked first."
John began to withdraw his hand, but I clamped my legs together and dropped my hand atop his. "Son, when it comes to making me feel like you did last night or how I feel right now..." I wriggled to show how good it felt and continued, "You can whatever you want whenever you want!"
My son's face glowed, very pleased and excited by my answer. "I can't believe I...um fucked you, Mom...that you let me fuck you.
I reached out and stroked his face, offering him a motherly, loving smile as I said, "I can't believe it either, but I think it's something that we've both wanted for a long, long time."
John licked his lips and said, "You really knew I've fantasized about you for all these years, Mom?
I giggled and replied, "Surely, you didn't think you just got lucky all those times you peeked in on Mommy, did you? Knowing I made my son hard has kept me wet and horny for years. I'm just glad we finally did something about it."
"I never want to stop, Mom!" my son blurted out, almost shouting it. "Tell me we will fuck...be lovers forever, Mom!"
I sat up, moaning as my movement allowed John's fingers to slip a little deeper inside my sopping wet cunt, and kissed my son, cupping his face in my hands as I kissed him passionately, my tongue seeking to dominate his, and then kissing him more tenderly, straddling that line between a mother's and a lover's kiss. "John, know that your mother's legs will forever be open for you. I don't care how many girlfriends you have or whether you get married...know that I will always want to fuck you."
I kissed my son again, our tongues curling around each other while I reached under the covers to discover his cock was hard and throbbing. I felt my cunt pulse around his fingers as I realized he was every bit as long and thick as I remembered from the night before. I ended the kiss with a playful lick and in a wicked tone, said, "Son, there isn't anything I wouldn't do for you." I paused and repeated in a hissing whisper, "Anything!"
I reached down and slowly pulled John's hand from my pussy, his fingers glistening with my juices. I brought his hand to my mouth and again whispered, "Anything, son!" and then proceeded to suck my own juices off his fingers -- not the first time I'd tasted my own creamy cum, but now there was remnants of my son's semen mixed in, creating a wonderful nectar. I finished with a loud and lewd sucking noise and then climbed out of bed and slowly strolled around to John's side of the bed, brushing his left leg to have him turn and sit up, his legs hanging over the side.



I knelt between my son's legs and took hold of his swollen penis, precum dripping from the tip. I brought my lips just shy of the dark, purplish head, breathing softly on his throbbing flesh. Never taking my eyes off my son's face, I whispered once more, "Anything my son wants!" and took him into my mouth, my tongue lashing his soft, yet turgid flesh as I began to suck my child.
John groaned as his hand cupped the back of my head, fingers just cleaned by me entangling in my dark hair as he urged me to take more of his cock. "I can't believe this is happening, Mom. It's like this is a dream and I never want to wake up!"
I took him deep, old reflexes coming into play as I slid my lips down his shaft, feeling his swollen knob journey deep into my throat as my tongue danced and tasted him, tasting sperm and pussy...my pussy on his manhood. Slowly, I let him slip from my mouth, precum hanging from the tip of his dick to my lower lip which I flicked up with a quick lap of my tongue and I smiled lovingly up at John and said, "It is a dream, son...a dream come true for both of us!"
I took John back into my mouth and summoning everything I had learned in my forty years about sucking cock, proceeded to give my son the blowjob of a lifetime. Using my tongue and lips, I brought John to the precipice over and over again. Each time I swirled my tongue over his throbbing knob, my son gave a pleased and delighted groan which sent nasty thrills of joy through me which competed for attention with the evil, carnal thoughts racing through my mind.
Even though I had enjoyed teasing John for years, reveling in the naughtiness of the reality of the situation, a part of me was stunned by how easily I had took that final taboo step and had now sworn to be my son's lover, surrendering myself to his every whim. I knew in my heart that I meant every word I had spoken. I was more than happy to submit to my son's will and desires and I would never go back on my word. In less than a day, I knew I was addicted to John's cock and I knew that I wanted my only child inside me, fucking me with that lovely meat, whenever possible. This knowledge was reinforced as John began to mutter, "Oh fuck, Mom...Mom...I'm gonna cum, Mom!"
I could feel his body tensing as I took him deep in my mouth one last time and then slipped my lips back to be wrapped around the swollen cock head, feeling his erect penis swelling and then as my tongue slithered over his sensitive flesh, my son began to cum -- ejaculating huge spurts of hot semen into my mouth. I'd had hints of his semen earlier, but now, for the first time, I was tasting John's spunk in a pure and unadulterated form and it was salty and sweet -- thick and creamy and I moaned around his cock as I had an unexpected orgasm, my own juices splattered against my thighs and the bedroom carpet. I almost swooned as I fell in love with the taste of my son's seed, redoubling my resolve to spend as much time as possible as my son's lover!
Scarcely had John finished cumming and I was still swallowing his magnificent load of semen when he pulled me to my feet and was kissing my sperm smeared lips and vowing his undying devotion to me. As our tongues danced and I shared the last remnants of his own seed with him, we both kissed with our eyes open and something in me fell totally and completely in love with my son as I saw my love for him reflected in his eyes. I was his woman now and he was my man.
#
Of course things changed after that...mostly for the good. It was with awe at his energy that I welcomed him into my bed on a permanent basis -- reaping the benefits of having a big dicked, young son fucking my brains out night after night. Everyone at work noticed that I was walking around with a happy, well fucked glow on my face and a renewed bounce in my step -- and sometimes a little bow-legged on those nights when John seemed to never be sated. Of course, no one knew who my lover was, but most of my employees and friends approved of me finally getting back into the game.
John's gaming changed as well. Oh, he still loved to play his role playing games with his friends, but instead of games going long into the wee hours of Saturday and Sunday mornings, he would wrap up his adventures by midnight and by twelve-thirty be cock deep in my wet pussy.
At my son's insistence, I kept up my teasing with his friends with occasional forays into more scandalous attire. It wasn't long before all three of his closest pals -- fellow gamers since junior high had seen more than a glimpse of my body. By John's decree, bras and panties were abandoned on gaming nights and I was required to flash tits or pussy or both at his friends at my son's whims.
I was amazed at the intensity of my orgasms as my son fucked me afterwards, playfully describing how hard I had made his friends and how amongst themselves they voiced a strong desire to fuck my brains out. In the end, as I sobbed and screamed in incestuous pleasure, John would have me gleefully confessing how much I would love to be fucked by each and every one of his friends, my orgasm fueled to new heights as he told me that someday he might just command me to do it!
Another change in our gaming was that Catalina's solo adventuring continued as well -- each session ending with my character finding herself in a sexual situation, be it a repeat fuckfest with Johann (who was now a semi-regular in my adventures), or something original that John had thought up reflecting his horny desires.
One of the most memorable was the conclusion of an adventure that had consisted of Catalina being chased through a mountain chain by a warband of orcs as a snowstorm approached. After several clashes, a blizzard struck and my Barbarian/Ranger had taken shelter in a cave only to be joined by one of the surviving orcs. A temporary truce was struck and then the tension turned sexual...
"Jogruk appears to be even more tense after you shared your food with him," said John. "He can't seem to keep his eyes off of you, especially as the cave heats up from your small fire and y'all's body heat, you begin to shed your outer garments."
I wiggled in my chair as I wondered where my son was going to lead the story. "I strip off my armor and undo my bodice, revealing much of my breasts." What does...um Jogruk do?"
John grinned and said, "The orc does the same, stripping off his cloak and chainmail, leaving him in a rough animal skin tunic that ends about halfway down to his knees. His skin is dark with patches of thick black hair here and there. He is heavily muscled. The more clothes you both remove, the more agitated he seems to get.
"Jogruk, is there something the matter?" I say in character.
"He just grunts and paces back and forth, his gaze never leaving your body." My son licked his lips and said, "Roll a spot check."
I rolled a twenty-sider and added my bonuses for a total of 28. "What am I seeing?"
"You notice that Jogruk's tunic is tenting and then he moves to um...adjust himself and you see something...a thick knob of flesh peeking out from under his tunic and getting longer and thicker!"
I giggled and replied, "Catalina tries not to show her interest, but she's trying to assess how big it is."
John rolled two ten-siders, but hid the result, just arching his brow before saying, "It's bigger than any human cock that Catalina has ever seen. Are you getting wet?"
I rolled a dice and came up with another natural twenty and answered, "I am soaking!" I stood up and slipped off my gym shorts, revealing my bare pussy and ran my hand through my thick bush, my fingers spreading my slick labia to reveal how wet I was. "I spread my legs and reveal my sex to Jogruk, fingering myself in way of invitation."
John was up and moving, shoving me roughly backwards until I ran into the kitchen counter. His hand was rubbing my pussy, fingers quickly slipping inside my cunt and fingering me aggressively while he said, "Jogruk pounces on you, working his fingers into your cunt." John went from one finger to three in a swift motion, twisting his wrist about and making me moan. "Before you know it, Jogruk is fisting you!"
I yelped with both surprise and a little pain as suddenly John pushed his entire hand inside me, fingers wriggling about before he made a fist and began fucking me with his hand. My hands skittered against the counter before moving to his shoulders for support as his sexy assault made my knees weak."
"YESSSSS!" I moaned, flexing my hips forward to meet my son's hand, loving how that thick mass felt as he pressed it against my sweet spots. I suddenly noticed that John was naked from the waist down, his cock long and hard.. "Take me, Jogruk! Fuck me....make me your human whore!"
John's free hand flashed out and roughly yanked my T-shirt up and over my head. "Jogruk strips your shift off your body and bites your swaying tits. I cried out as again pain and pleasure mixed as my son ducked his head and began nipping at my nipples, his teeth tugging sharply at my thick, rubbery nubs, almost drawing blood.
"I, Jogruk will show you how orcs fuck their human bitches!" John growled, raising his head. He began to step backwards, drawing me after him, led along by his fist still buried in my pussy. When we reached the kitchen table, he swept aside dice and miniatures and paper and then without warning, yanked his hand from my convulsing cunt, creating an intense burst of painful pleasure as he popped his pussy crème covered hand free.
I could barely stand, so turned on and shaken I was by my son's aggressive actions. I cried out in surprise when he stepped around me and pushed me against the table and bent me over, one hand again slipping into my pussy, fingering me in such a way as to make me lift up my ass, standing almost on tip-toe. I glanced over my shoulder and saw that my son was now stroking his cock with the hand he had fisted me with, lubricating the swollen head and long shaft with my juices. I shivered with the first foretaste of orgasm and I began to suspect his purpose.
"Fuck...John, no -- you're too big. It's been nearly twenty years since I've done..."
"Jogruk does what he pleases and what pleases me is to fuck the human bitch's ass!" John snarled in a hoarse, gravely voice. He leaned into me, using his weight to keep me pinned down as his hands spread my ass cheeks wide and then I felt his erect flesh slide up and over my puckered asshole and I was scared and excited, both fearing and suddenly needing my son's cock to be buried up my ass.
"J-John...oh, fucking God...I'm not sure about thi...OH, FUCK!" My son pressed the head of his cock against my butthole and began pushing and aided by the lubrication of my cunt crème. It felt immense, but somehow seemed to worm its way through my tight bunghole and then suddenly, there was a relaxation in my sphincter, accompanied by an incredible burst of carnal pleasure still flavored with a light sprinkling of pain.
"Oh, fuck yeah, Mom!" growled John in his Jogruk voice. "Your asshole is so fucking tight!"
I could only babble in reply as I was already cumming, my moans and sobs growing each time my son worked his cock in and out of my ass, somehow going deeper with each thrust, filling me, making me impossibly full with his cock. So caught up in orgasm was I that I almost didn't register it when he sank fully inside me, his wiry pubic hair tickling the inner halves of my ass cheeks.
I lost track of how long my son fucked me up the ass. I seemed to cum and cum for hours as he wrapped one arm around my chest, hand clamped over one meaty breast while the other reached around and rubbed my wet, gushing pussy, teasing my swollen clitoris to take my orgasms to another plane of existence.
When John grunted loudly and buried himself deep and began cumming, I flung my head back and screamed shrilly, overwhelmed by the anal orgasm -- my cries only becoming squelched when he placed his pussy creamed fingers against my lips and I began sucking on them like a babe at her mother's breast, sucking for comfort. My final memories of the moment before collapsing in my son's arms were of one last cry of ecstasy as John withdrew from me, bringing one last explosion of pleasure and pain from my cum filled asshole.
The next few years passed quickly -- our memories a wonderful blur of sex and love and gaming. John's game fell apart as his long time school buddies moved on to college or jobs in other cities or in Brian's case...joining the Marines. John attended a local college, working his way towards a degree in Literature along with teacher certification. He and I still gamed, my son running Catalina though one erotic adventure after another.
At college, John joined another gaming group, rotating in and out of the dungeon master's chair. To my surprise and sometimes envy, a couple of the players were females, one who John began dating off and on, eventually developing a relationship somewhere between bf/gf and fuck buddies. Her name was Stephanie and although there was a part of me that was terribly jealous of her, especially when John told me they were sleeping together, my fears were quickly abated as I discovered that whenever John had sex with his kinda-sorta girlfriend, he would come home and fuck me silly.
I loved knowing that as he sank his cock into my pussy that his need to be cum had been tempered by screwing Stephanie and that I would be in for an extreme fuck with all the orgasms that always accompanied it. Further, I began to anticipate sucking her juices and his cum off his cock before he would climb between my legs and fuck his mother -- often teasing me with bringing her home and taking us at the same time. Lusty feelings I never knew I had would burn through my envy and I was often wet at the prospect of fucking my son and his gal pal at the same time -- imagining her naked body, essentially a shorter and more buxom version of myself as he described it, against mine, both of us full of John's cum.
One other development grew out of our incestuous love and gaming. John and I began going to gaming conventions, traveling all over the Midwest. At my first con, I was amazed at all the creative costumes worn by men and women alike, especially becoming intrigued by some of the scanty costumes worn by the more "developed" women.
On our drive back home from a convention in Illinois, I broached the subject by asking, "Son, would you be embarrassed if I worked up a fantasy costume...maybe dressing like Catalina, the next time we go to a convention."
John just gaped at me, swerving a bit over the center line before regaining composure. "Omifuckinggod, Mom! That would be so hot. You have the sexiest body -- dudes would be jacking off in the hallways if they saw you!"
I giggled, suddenly feeling a heavy gush of hot juices between my legs as I imagined all those young and old men gamers from the convention paying homage to me by openly masturbating. Glancing down at my son's crotch, I saw his own reaction betrayed by the suddenly large lump in his jeans. We actually got home late as we had to find rest stops twice so I could suck his cock and then later, climb into the back of my motherly minivan so he could screw me senseless.
So it was that my convention reputation was born. We didn't make every gamer con, but I have been told that many gamers, both young and old and of both genders always keep an eye out for our appearance...the woman known variously as Catalina or Cassie and her young boy toy, dressing up with an emphasis on showing off my immense tits and my voluptuous ass and long legs. I made a silly but sexy chain mail bikini, my famous barbarian slave bikini and thong inspired by 'Nova' from the original "Planet of the Apes (only skimpier), and my very risqué Vampira outfit consisting mostly of two narrow strips of silk that tied behind my neck and ran downwards, barely concealing my nipples before converging at my crotch to mold around my mound while failing to hide the fullness of my bush before sliding up between my ass cheeks to rejoin the front..
A simple search on the computer would probably reveal many pictures of me, posing and showing off at various conventions and I've lost count of the number of times my tits and ass have been groped and the number of pants covered erections that have rubbed up against me. John became a bit of a celebrity himself by association and while we took care never to reveal our relationship as mother and son, he was looked upon with envy and speculation as only he would enter our hotel room and be the one to cause the screams of passion that would no doubt disturb the sleep of those in the surrounding rooms.
And that brings us full circle and my story is almost complete, but for the last night of this last big convention...
#
As it always was on the last day of the great con, the main halls were packed, many eager to peruse and go insane in the dealer rooms while others were there for the big costume parade with oh so many creative costumes, some silly and some sexy. Of course, some like mine were slutty as hell.
I had on my Vampira outfit, what little there was of it, along with four inch black stilettos. I had my dark hair teased and coiffed perfectly and with makeup and some expensive fangs expertly applied, I was one obscene looking vampire strutting myself up and down the halls of the con. John always hovered nearby, but often drifted a little ways away to watch his fellow gamers drool over me, barely able to keep their hands off me.
For my part, my barely there outfit had little, um...costume malfunctions as I made my way through the crowds, exposing a breast here and there, my thick nipples standing out hard and proud. I made the day of a young man working in one of the larger booths when he suddenly realized that between my legs, my costume had rolled inward, captured by my thick labia, leaving them exposed and glistening wet. I followed his stare and giggled, slowly and teasingly tugged them back into place while accidentally fingering myself in the process.
I raised my index finger to my mouth and winking at him as I showed off the shiny fluid coating my finger, said, "You know, sometimes these costumes are more bother than they're worth. Some days, I wish I could just go naked." Then, I slowly sucked my own pussy juices off my finger, I watched him grunt and sort of hunch over, his hands feathering over his crotch where I thought I saw a dark spot begin to appear. I leaned in to him, letting my breasts quiver and roll and nearly escape their slender hold and said, "Thank you -- that's quite a compliment!" I then strolled away feeling sinfully victorious, hoping he was making the most out of my jiggling and naked buttocks.
I know I violated the morality clauses for costumes, but for some reason, I was never challenged on what I was wearing. I prided myself that if one gives the people what they really want, no one is going to complain.
As I strolled back out of the dealer room and into the central hall, I heard John call my name and then felt his hand on my shoulder as he said, "Mom, I have a surprise for you!"
I turned around and gasped as I saw several familiar faces -- their eyes bulging with amazement and delight as in older times. Standing before me were three of John's old gaming group -- Lewis, the slender and industrious worker who's nearly terminal acne was gone, now replaced by a trim goatee of reddish gold hair; Mark who was still fighting his weight, portly with a perpetual five o'clock shadow and big black eyes behind thick frames that moved hungrily over my nearly naked body; and finally, Brian -- who three years into his enlistment as a Marine had the body of a Greek God, his T-shirt and jeans molded tightly against his form.
"Oh, my lord!" I gasped, suddenly pleased and shocked and a little unnerved. I glanced at my son who was standing there with an evil leer on his face. I wasn't sure what to say or do, feeling suddenly almost naked in front of these boys...no, men, who I used to tease so shamelessly.



It was Mark who broke the silence as he spoke in an almost croaking voice. "Mrs. H. You're looking fabulous...still the hottest, sexiest mother I know!"
Brian and Lewis mumbled agreement as John joined in with, "It's taken a lot of planning behind your back and they all could only make it for the last big day of the con, but we all thought it would be cool to surprise you, Mom!"
I nodded dumbly for a moment and then I tried to recover and conceal my embarrassment by throwing my arms wide and saying, "Well, come here, boys. I want a hug!"
I moved forward and Brian caught me in a sweeping embrace, hugging me to his rock hard body and lifting me off the ground. As he squeezed me against him, I had a moment's flash of fantasy as I envisioned him naked and on top of me, his muscular arms swelling as he did his pushups while fucking me hard. "You are a sight for these poor old eyes, Mrs. H." he breathed into my ear. "You look fantastic!"
I was passed off to Lewis who also hugged me tight, although I could feel him tensing up as my breasts spread against his chest. He kissed me quickly on the corner of my mouth, his beard and mustache tickling. I shifted as we hugged and my right thigh moved between his legs. Under his khakis, I could feel something snaking down his thigh. "Wow...seeing you brings back a lot of great memories, Mrs. H.!"
Then Mark stepped in and wrapped his arms around me and pulled me tight against him. I could feel his heart pounding wildly against my chest and he gave me a quick peck on the lips, his face blushing as he ended it and pulled his head back. I wanted to laugh as the Mark of old asserted himself and I saw his eyes continually being drawn down to my nearly naked tits squashed against his chest. Then I felt his hands slide down my back and he cupped my butt cheeks for a quick moment before he stepped back and sighed, "I've really missed you, Mrs. H.!"
I laughed and looked at them all in turn again as my son slipped up beside me, his arms going around my waist. Each young man was staring at me with unadulterated lust, the bulges in their pants betraying their arousal. "I can't believe you're all here...it almost seems like old times -- doesn't it, John?"
My son nodded and said, "Yeah, we've been emailing and texting each other for months and we weren't sure if we could pull it off. Lewis is in town for a sales conference on Monday and Mark hitched a ride with him from the University of Wisconsin. He's going to ride back with Brian." He reached out and playfully punched Brian in the shoulder, "And speaking of Sergeant Rock here...well, he just got back two weeks ago from a tour in Afghanistan."
I was almost bouncing up and down with excitement for my son and his friends -- knowing how important all those weekend games had been years ago. "This is wonderful -- all of you together and at the biggest, best con of them all!" I looked up at my son who had a shit-eating grin on his face. "Do you think you can get tickets for a game you all can play?"
John shook his head and said, "No, but I had a better idea. Everyone is coming up to our hotel room later this afternoon and I'll run a game for everyone!"
All three of his friends nodded happily and Lewis said, "Yeah, it will be just like the good old days!"
My son laughed and said, "No, it will be even better...the best game I've ever run!" He pulled me a little closer and said, "And everyone wants Catalina to be there too!"
John gave me a sly wink that made me tingle between my legs and in my nipples and I wondered what my naughty son might have in mind even as I managed to keep my wits about me and reply, "Of course, I wouldn't miss it for the world!"
We continued to chat in the Great Hall for a while, catching up the lives of John's old friends. Brian, who'd come from a bad home, had seemingly found his place in the Marines and talked of making it a career. Lewis had worked his way up from a salesclerk at a local branch of a major retail outlet to becoming a regional sales manager and married to boot with a baby coming in December. Mark had already obtained his Bachelor of Arts in Literature and was pursuing a Masters, preparing his thesis on the lesser known but very influential fantasists of the twentieth century.
My reputation for my sexy costumes came up with all three young men confessing to have seen my pictures on various convention sites, but as Mark summed it up for everyone, "We all knew you were a sexy woman, but I never really believed it was you, Mrs. H!"
I shivered, inadvertently making my tits nearly escape from their thin coverings and said, "I know, I'm...shameless, but John doesn't mind and I really get a big kick out of it!" I ran my hands down along my hips, knowing their gazes followed to linger between my barely covered cunt. "I hope I'm not shocking anyone!"
All three guys slowly shook their heads as they studied me from head to toe, no doubt storing the memory of my whorish outfit for masturbating later. Finally, Lewis said very softly, "Mrs. H., I think I speak for all of us when I say you'll never hear a complaint pass our lips!"
Again, I felt myself getting red even as I could feel the already wet silk between my legs grown even wetter. I was afraid to look down, positive I would see my pussy juices trickling down my thighs. I was searching for a reply that didn't start with an impassioned sob for the ogling young men to fuck me where I stood when Mark changed the topic, trying to get John to offer up any helpful hints for the game.
Finally, we parted with a promise to rendezvous in our hotel room in one hour. John and I retreated to our room where I slithered out of my outfit, grinning evilly at my son. "That's quite a surprise you dropped on me, sweetie. I wished I'd known about this. I'd have packed a proper outfit to tease them with like I used to." I licked my lips and said, "Remember how wet I'd be by the time the game was over and they left...how badly I needed to be fucked by you?"
My son laughed at me and said, "So, what are you looking forward to the most -- gaming with the guys or getting fucked afterwards?"
I strolled up to my son, naked save for my stilettos and rubbed up against him. "What do you think, John? Matter of fact, I wouldn't mind getting in a quickie right now!" I rubbed my hand over the already growing bulge in his crotch.
John reached down and caressed my pussy, sliding his hands back and forth through my thick, but very damp bush and then expertly sliding his middle finger inside me and doing a slow, torturous stir. Just as I was getting into it, my hips beginning to roll in rhythm with his finger, my son withdrew and held his finger up, dripping with my cunt cream. As I quivered with need and anticipation, he slowly rubbed my juices over my lips while teasingly replying, "Sometimes, Mom, anticipation makes a thing even more wonderful."
I made a pouting expression and said somewhat unhappily, "My son...the cunt-teaser. Maybe, I'll just have to rape one of your friends."
John leaned in and kissed me, still grinning that evil, naughty grin and said, "You can dream, Mom...you can certainly dream!"
#
The game started off as so many had before. Silly, gross jokes abounded amidst not so subtle glances at me as I made sure everyone had enough to eat and drink. I settled for wearing a cut-off T-shirt that only barely concealed my braless breasts -- the lower half of my meaty tits becoming visible whenever I stretched or sat up a little too straight. With the T-shirt, I had one a pair of silk shorts that molded themselves to my body, outlining my mound.
A flood of memories of so many gaming nights came back as each fellow re-introduced his character. Brian, ever the precise tactician played a hard drinking, hard battling dwarf fighter named Ezahk. Lewis ran an elf cleric called Lurwein and Mark played a human wizard/thief named Blue Nate. I, of course played Catalina, my naughty ranger/barbarian.
John indeed ran a memorable game in which our upper mid-level characters assaulted the cavernous stronghold of a lich in order to retrieve a long lost artifact that was needed for saving the world yet one more time. Our characters fought armies of undead, drow guardians, a beholder (which I freaking hate), and in the battle royal, the lich and his closest followers. It was a battered and bloody party that emerged victorious from the lair of the now destroyed lich, finding ourselves in the high mountains of the Northern Realms.
"Ezahk washes the beholder goo off his battleaxe, spits and declares, 'I need a drink!'" declared Brian in
His companions grunted their approval of his suggestions and John shot me a sly grin and said, "Well, you're in luck. You are maybe two days march from the small town of Hallz down in the valley."
A shiver ran down my spine as he named the town where my character had first experienced sex in the game and I raised an eyebrow in surprise, wondering what my son was up to. A few minutes of dice rolling later and John announced, "You find yourselves inside the Drunken Eagle tavern. You can smell the hops from their local brew as well as the aroma of deer and tater stew simmering from the kitchen."
"Innkeeper -- four tankards of your finest ale and keep them coming," bellowed Mark.
"You make your way to an empty table and a skinny waitress hurries over with four foamy mugs of ale," John said. "She winks at the elf and then after she serves you, smiles at Catalina and says, 'So good to see you again, M'lady.' She then gives Catalina a really weird smile and saunters off giggling."
"I slap the serving wench on the ass and tell her to bring us four bowls of that stew...heavy on the deer and then turn to Catalina and ask her, 'She seemed to know you -- you've been here before?'" Brian asked.
I felt my face reddening a little as I replied, "Oh, I pass through from time to time." All three guys looked at me oddly. I guess in all my years as the sexy gamer mother, they never saw me act embarrassed or off balance.
"The innkeeper hurries over with your bowls of stew and fresh mugs of ale, sitting it down with as much of a flourish as an ill bred oaf can manage," said John. "He turns to Catalina and says, 'M'lady, your room is being prepared as always and I took the liberty of sending a runner to Sergeant Husterson to let him know you are here!'"
I felt my face redden more and I gave my son another questioning glance, trying to figure out what he was doing even as I replied, "I thank him quietly and act as if his words are of no real consequence.
Not that it did any good. Brian laughed and said, "What's this...does Mrs. H...um, Catalina have a boyfriend in this little backwater?" He was joined by Lewis and Mark in good-natured catcalls of "Catalina's got a boyfriend...Catalina's got a boyfriend."
I tried to preserve my dignity and regain my balance while throwing them off their game by sitting up straighter and straightening my shoulders -- all of which made my tits bounce distractingly, and replied, "Not exactly a boyfriend...just kinda a buddy." I licked my lips and gave the young men around an evil grin. "You can guess the kind of buddy I mean!"
Lewis and Brian began to blush on their own and Mark nearly choked on a soda while John just chuckled and said, "You guys eat your stew, which is very good and keep the barmaid hopping with several rounds of Ale before your attention is drawn to a young member of the city watch who enters the tavern and marches straight up to your table. He studies you all and finally looks at Catalina and says, "You've really surrounded yourself with a sorry lot, darling."
"Do we know you...human?" intoned Lewis in his best cold and aloof elf voice.
"The human nods and says, 'Aye, you should, you bunch of sniveling bastards. I saved your lives in the Battle of Rocky Vale!'"
There was a moment of silence as everyone turned to look at Mark whose face had gone blank. It was a common and familiar sight indicating that he was accessing his encyclopedic gaming memory and then he began to grin and replied, "Why, it's young Johann Gusterson. It's been years!" He looked around and added, "That was the npc that John ran when that Orcish patrol we ran into wound up being an Orcish brigade when we were searching for the Lost Mine of Rocky Vale. Man...that had to have been when we were freshmen in high school!"
The next couple of minutes were filled with expletives and compliments as player characters from before my years of gaming began had a reunion. I was more than a little surprised...I had no idea that my Johann actually had a prior history with the gaming guys and now...here we all were -- gathered where both Johann and Catalina and in a very true sense, my son and I had first become lovers. I could feel my nipples throbbing in time with the electric tingles pulsating deep within my pussy as I wondered what John was up to.
I didn't have to wait long when as soon as one of the guys invited Johann to pull up a chair, my son said, "He pulls up a chair and sits down and looks over at Catalina and pats his knee and gives her a subtle come hither motion." John turned sideways in his chair so that his right leg was out in the open and patted his knee while winking knowingly at me.
My face was burning now and I opened my mouth, but didn't know what to say. My heart was pounding so loudly in my chest, and I was amazed to hear my son say as he continued to pat his knee, "Come, my love...no need to be shy amongst friends."
John's eyes gleamed with a powerful and dangerous light as he kept his gaze on my face. I felt as if I was having an out of body experience as I got to my feet, my legs feeling like rubber as I slowly walked around Brian and Mark and sat down on my son's knee. John causally put his arm around my waist, his hand coming to rest very close to the underside of my right breast. He looked around as his mildly shocked friends and said in character, "I tell you, lads, the Gods were shining their blessing down on me the day I first bedded this feisty lass."
Lewis, Mark and Brian looked at each other in confusion and wonder, almost as speechless as I was before John continued on in a chiding tone. "Now lads -- you've fought and adventured with Catalina for years...surely you sensed how passionate she was and the needs she had?" My son chuckled softly and said in a slightly deeper voice. "Don't deny that each of you has wondered what it would be like to bed her...to see her naked and glorious in carnal abandon?"
Even as my son brazenly slid his hand upwards under my cut-off T-shirt and cupped my breast in front of his hand, Brian coughed and said in a hoarse voice, "How...how long have you two been a...um, a couple?"
"Four years," I murmured, suddenly finding my voice. We've been lovers for the four most wonderful years of my life." I followed with a quiet moan as John's fingers gently pinched and rolled my blood engorged nipple.
"Fuck me!" breathed Mark, his eyes wide with shocked awe.
"Well, if you play your cards right, lads...maybe," responded John. "Lads, you see before you the most lusty and insatiable woman alive. Many has been the night that she has fucked me until I couldn't move and even then Catalina...Mom was still ready for more. I've had my every fantasy fulfilled and now it's her turn." He slowly looked at each of his friends and said, "I propose we retire to the bedroom and make this wonderful woman's wildest dreams come true."
I could scarcely breath...my son had given his friends his blessing to fuck his mother...his lover...his wife in all ways that mattered. Feeling light-headed and excited, I turned on John's knee and looked into his eyes and said loud enough for everyone to hear, "I love you so much, son!" before I leaned into him and kissed him passionately and wetly -- leaving no doubt in his friends' minds that I was French-kissing my only child.
It was a long kiss and one that made it clear in the others' minds that John and I were lovers as his hands roamed over my body, pulling my T-shirt up over my breasts, kneading and bouncing my meaty tits. By the time we ended the kiss, a stringer of saliva hanging between our lips, one of my son's hands were between my now open legs, openly rubbing my wet pussy through my shorts.
I looked through hooded eyes at each of my son's friends and said somewhat in character with a voice filled with lusty desire. "What say you lads? I've never fucked a dwarf, an elf and a human all at one time before! Let's go to bed!"
John and I came to our feet and slowly sauntered across the large hotel room to the king sized bed. Silently, almost reverentially, Mark, Brian and Lewis followed. I leaned into my son as he yanked my T-shirt over my head, completely freeing my breasts in all their glory. "Here's the real treasure for this adventure," John chortled as he slowly pulled my silky shorts down, revealing my lack of panties and the extent of my arousal -- my labia blossoming like a rare lily amidst the forest of my trimmed, but thick bush -- a pinkish-red flower glistening with my arousal. My son's friends all moaned in unison.
I primped in front of the young men for a moment, playing with my breasts and running my hands through my hair, making my dark tresses appear more wild and unkempt, knowing how it made my heavy tits rise and fall for their enjoyment. I slowly sat down on the bed and placing my hands on my knees, spread my legs wide to more fully reveal the wetness of my pussy. "Why am I the only one naked here?" I purred. "Start skinning those clothes off." A glance at my son spurred him into motion and he pulled his own shirt off.
"Jesus Christ...we're really going to get to fuck you, Mrs. H.?" gasped Brian as he yanked his tight T-shirt over his head, revealing an incredibly muscled chest and abdomen.
"Absolutely!" I replied as I scooted back on the bed and pulling my knees up and then spreading them wider. All three young men were starting to shed their clothes. "Now, is anyone here still a virgin?" I said with a giggle.
Lewis shook his head and Brian just grinned at me, but Mark hesitated in unbuckling his pants and looked at me in blushing embarrassment. "Uh...I'm not sure, Mrs. H."
I laughed and then stuck out my tongue at the slightly overweight friend of my son's. "Honey, if you're not sure...then you're a virgin." I ran a hand between my legs, sliding fingers through my wet flesh and holding my hand up so all could see my juices shining and dripping off my digits. "Well, Mark, my lovely man -- you get to go first! Drop those pants and show Momma what you've got."
Mark couldn't get his pants down fast enough and then it was my turn to gasp as I saw a hugely thick penis spring free below his belly. "Omigod, baby...you're huge!" I moaned.
Mark looked as if he was on the verge of a stroke and nodded. "Yeah...the one time I was with a girl, she got scared and just jacked me off!" I understood why. My son's friend was maybe five inches in length, but his fully erect penis was every bit the diameter of a beer can...much thicker than my own darling John's cock.
I scooted back to the edge of the bed, leaning forward to hold his erection in my hands and pull him forward. "I'm not scared, Mark...but I am sure as hell impressed!" I leaned in, inhaling sweat and piss and that almost undefineable male thing that only young men possess and it only spurred on my need to lick it and I felt the young man tremble with excitement as I ran my tongue up the long shaft before opening wide to almost wrap my lips around his cock.
My mouth ached, but somehow I managed to get his cock head in my mouth, my tongue dancing over the huge plum-like crown, tasting precum and piss...the mixture making my pussy wetter than ever. As I sucked on the tip of his thick dick, I glanced around to confirm that Lewis and Brian were nearly naked with hard cocks jutting out from their bodies. Lewis was longer than Mark and not nearly as thick -- a classic example of lovely male dick. Brian, much to my surprise was longer than my son, but with a much thinner cock...my pussy quivered with anticipation as I imagined how it would feel plumbing my depths.



I let Mark slip from my mouth and then again scooted back on the bed, coming to my knees and said, "On your back, Mark. Momma will need to be on top if she hopes to squeeze that big monster inside my pussy!" Mark obeyed me without question, flopping over onto his back, his thick, squat tower of a penis standing straight up, precum oozing from the tip.
I moved to straddle him, throwing one long leg over him and then lowering myself until I could feel the massive head brushing my labia. I glanced around and found my son -- standing naked beside the bed, his own cock long, thick and iron hard in his hand. He looked at me with love and desire and more than a hint of merry amusement. "Son...are you sure you're okay with this?"
John grinned at me and blew me a kiss. "I've been thinking about it a long time. I love you, Mom and these are the best guys I know. It's been their dream for years to get into your pants and I know you've fantasized about this a million times. You once told me you'd do anything I asked. Do this, Mom. Live out your fantasy tonight." He paused for a moment, seeming to think about his next words and then nodded and added, "I'll be honest, Mom. It's my fantasy too. So do it, Mom. Get your slut on and get the fucking of a lifetime!"
My heart seemed to swell with the love I felt for my son and for the second time in the last few minutes, I unashamedly professed my love for my son, sighing, "Oh God, I love you, son. The best day of my life was when I was first fucked by my son and his wonderful cock!"
We looked at each other for a moment and then I felt Mark's cock nuzzle my pussy as he flung his hips upward against my wetness. I looked down into his wide eyes and said, "You want it, don't you, darling? Patience, baby, patience." I reached down between my wide spread thighs and pulled my labia wide apart, slowly easing down and enveloping the young man's thick penis with my wet flesh.
I felt my sugar walls stretch and expand and I let out a loud wail as it felt as if a massive, blunt headed instrument was invading my cunt. I was wet and growing wetter as I was slowly impaled on Mark's penis, moaning as I raked his hairy chest, leaving claw marks as orgasmic pleasure began erupting inside me. I had nearly all of him inside me, feeling as if I was jammed full of cock, but for the longest moment, I couldn't take all of him. I squirmed atop him for a moment and then instinctively rolled my hips in a circular fashion and then let out a loud, but brief shriek as I somehow dropped the rest of the way, feeling his wiry pubic hair against my swollen labia and but cheeks.
Mark's hands came up to cup my breasts and as I sat there in orgasm with his cock buried inside me, he enhanced the pleasure by pinching and pulling on my nipples and by massaging my large breasts. His cock was a monster pulsing with life inside me and every time I thought I might have control of myself, he would throb angrily and send me back over the precipice. Long minutes passed and I was already wrung out with intense pleasure before I somehow mustered enough strength to began to work myself slowly up and down, getting just enough movement to keep my pleasure level at near orgasmic levels.
My body quickly became coated with a thick sheen of fuck sweat, trickles of perspiration trickling off my face or down between my breasts to splatter against Mark's thick pelt of chest hair. Grunting and sobbing with ecstasy, I pulled my legs up into a squatting position and begin to more quickly ride his thick cock, worming up and down on his massive cock, feeling his thickness scraping my juices off the sides of my cunt.
Suddenly, Mark, who'd been virtually silent except for rapid breathing, moaned, "I-I gonna cum inside you, Mrs. H. -- fuck me, I love your pussy!" Suddenly, I felt my womb filling up with hot, thick seed -- Mark's lovely semen gushing into me as if a dam had broken. The heat of his wonderful jism triggered a new orgasm that had me sobbing with delight and my legs went out from underneath me, dropping me on top of him and somehow, managing to open me up a little more, his ejaculating tip continuing to spray my insides with his baby-making cream.
I collapsed atop him, my breasts mashing against his own fleshy chest as my lips found his and I kissed him like a man who's fucked a woman well, deserves. For several minutes it was all I could do to get enough air into my lungs, but then it occurred to me that something unusual wasn't happening. I looked down into Mark's face and moaned, "Omigod, baby...you're still hard. You're not getting soft!"
Mark grinned and sighed, "You feel too fucking good, Mrs. H.! I love you...I love your tight pussy!"
I raised my head and saw both Brian and Lewis slowly stroking their cocks with expressions that were both awed and amused. I turned to look at my son who was now sitting naked in a chair, masturbating as he enjoyed the view of his mother impaled on his friend's cock. "I've got to fuck him again, son!" I sobbed.
I began to ride him, pausing whenever the ecstasy produced by Mark's thick penis pushed me over the edge, arching my back and pinching my own nipples hard to throw painful gasoline on the fire that was my pleasure. I guess I made a really erotic sight because Brian suddenly moaned, "Fuck! I can't wait...I'm going to cum!"
I whipped my head around and shrilly cried out, "Come to me, baby -- climb up here and cum on Mommy's face!" In one swift, assured motion, the young Marine was on the bed, his fist a blur streaking up and down his shaft as I leaned my face in -- an orgasm exploding within my cock filled cunt as I cried out, "C'mon, Brian...give me that spunk, feed Momma that hot sperm."
I extended my tongue and lashed it across his purplish head and he grunted loudly as if in pain and then I felt and tasted a thick spurt of young man's semen splatter across my tongue and into my open mouth. He was saltier than John, but equally delicious and as a bomb of pleasure detonated between my legs, Brian splattered thick streamer after thick streamer of fresh jism across my face, bathing my skin in his steaming seed before I screamed with need and as I convulsed from Mark's throbbing cock reached out and grabbed my young soldier's penis and took it in my mouth, sucking the last few ejaculations with a need and hunger I'd rarely felt before.
As Brian fell back spent, I felt my own desires and pleasure spinning out of control as I reached up with my hands and smeared his semen across my face, guiding thick clumps of it to my hungry lips and licking it from my fingers and palms. Mark crooned happily beneath me, steadily thrusting up in a nearly futile attempt to drive his massive wedge of a cock deeper inside me. Sucking a delicious dollop of semen from my fingers, I turned my head to gaze hungrily at Lewis and moaned, "Get up here, baby...let Momma suck that cock!"
Lewis obeyed instantly, clambering on his knees until he was next to me, groaning as I hungrily began to suck his cock, getting it slick and wet with saliva and remnants of his friend's spunk. When his penis had strands of saliva hanging off it, I sobbed in a demanding voice, "Get behind me and fuck Mommy's asshole. Do it Lewis, DO IT NOW!"
The young man's eyes grew wide in astonishment and for a moment, I thought the meek, but hard working young man would bolt in terror at the lustful demands of such a needy and wanton slut, but he simply nodded and in a serious tone, replied, "Yes, ma'am!"
In a crab like fashion, Lewis clambered awkwardly around Mark and me to kneel behind my bouncing ass -- taking hold of my butt cheeks with surprisingly strong and confident hands and spreading them wide. In my ear, I heard my son laughingly say, "Yeah, Mom...get nasty...get your slut on!"
I felt Lewis' hard cock press against my sphincter and then with a confident touch that made me think this wasn't the young man's first go around with anal fucking, he applied a steady pressure with his cock until with a pop and a loud cry from me, his erect penis slid into me.
My body went rigid as more pleasure than I ever dreamed possible enveloped me as for the first time, I had two throbbing real penises inside me -- Lewis's lovely dick sliding up inside me along the thin sheath that separated my rectum and cunt. I clawed at the sheets, falling atop Mark's thrusting form with Lewis caught inside me, driving himself deeper up my ass with each thrust of his hips.
I babbled and moan wordlessly, a more or less continuous orgasm wracking my body and mind as if I was a helpless rag doll impaled on two very young and hard cocks. I felt fingers slid into my hair, intertwining in my dark tresses and then roughly yanking my head up. "Open wide, Mom! Time to make my gamer Mom airtight!"
I felt my son's so very familiar and wonderful erection slap against my face and I instinctively opened my mouth so that John could slide his hard and thick cock between my lips. My orgasms reached new heights as I sat there helpless, three wonderful penises assaulting my body and sending me into glorious oblivion...the only sounds being the creaking of bed springs, the gasps of my young lovers and my own breath whistling shrilly from my nostrils.
I suddenly felt Mark swell inside my pussy and then I was swept into near unconsciousness as his hot semen bathed my womb a second time and overwhelmed my nervous system with another nuclear level orgasm. I rode out that explosion of carnal bliss for what seemed nearly an eternity before I suddenly felt a terrible loss between my legs as Mark finally lost his erection. The world seemed to tilt suddenly as John's voice filled my ear -- demanding, "Roll her over, Lewis," even as he slipped from between my lips.
I was suddenly on my back, lying atop Lewis whose cock was buried in my ass and hands were cupping my large titties firmly. I flailed my legs wildly, wanting something or someone to fill the sudden void in my cum filled pussy. I heard my son call out, "Brian, you hard again, dude?"
The young marine's answer came as he suddenly towered over me and his muscled body eased itself down on me even as his long, thin cock slipped inside me, snaking deeper than Mark had probed, snaking past the thick wad of semen his friend had left inside me, snaking past the deepest that even my son had ventured with his cock to delve into virgin territory inside my pussy!
As I sobbed with pleasure, John again kneeled at his mother's head and then he leaned over me, his cock spearing down into my moaning mouth and then he was fucking my mouth, sliding back and forth between my lips while Brian began to thrust into my cunt, setting up an incredible rhythm of moving pleasure as he and Lewis fucked me front and back. I reveled in my ecstasy, awash in sweet, erotic joy throughout my body that eventually was enhanced by another mouth biting and tugging at my nipples and although I couldn't see who it was, my sight generally obscured by my son's hairy crotch, I knew that Mark was nursing at my meaty breasts.
Suddenly both John and Lewis began to cum, filling my asshole and my throat with hot, wonderful semen and I was cumming my brains out, perhaps fueled by being almost unable to breathe as my son ground his hairy pelvis against my face, moaning as my throat tightened around his wonderful cock, milking him for every drop of his sweet jism. I honestly don't remember my son slipping from between my battered lips or Lewis easing his temporarily spent cock from my butt hole as my world seemed to evaporate into a dark haze of pure carnal delight.
When I was conscious of my surroundings, I was still enveloped in rapturous pleasure, but I was on my hands and knees, Brian was still fucking my pussy and I was tonguing semen and my own juices off of Mark's slowly recovering penis. My hair was hanging wild and wet around me until Brian finally reached climax and he roughly grabbed a handful of my tresses and yanked me back even as he added a new and heavy deposit of hot semen to my well fucked womb.
His strong arms pulled me against him, fingers digging into my meaty tits while he gently bit my shoulder as his hips plunged forward again and again to bury his ejaculating dick deep inside me. "Jeezus, that was a dream come true, Mrs. H.!" he gasped as he fell back onto the bed.
I collapsed onto my stomach, too winded to reply and before I could catch my breath to speak, I felt someone grab hold of my ankles and roll me over. As my legs were being spread, I looked up to see Lewis, again erect, with an intense expression of need on his face. "May I...may I please fuck you, Mrs. H.?"
I thought it was charming that after having fucked his childhood friend's mother up the ass, he was still bashful enough to ask permission to bang me and I held my arms out to him and said, "Come to Mommy, baby. Mommy needs a good fucking!" Why I was playing up the 'mommy' role in this crazy and insane scene, I wasn't sure, but I was quickly becoming convinced that the incestuous overtones related to having sex with these young men I had known since they were children played into how wonderfully sinful and delightful the sex was.
As Lewis began thrusting his cock into me, a shadow fell over my head and then Mark was straddling my face with his thick thighs, his cock, not erect, but still thick and I resumed licking and sucking on it, amazed at the heat his body was generating -- my entire body responding to the pheromones in his sweat. I rolled my tongue over his cock, cleaning it completely and then moving on to lick and tease his balls. I felt his penis begin to swell again, sliding across my lips and chin and I began rolling my tongue along his shaft, letting Lewis's thrusts determine the speed of my licking his friend.
My pussy seemed to be in constant orgasm and my voice soon became hoarse as when I wasn't moaning or sighing, I was screaming or shrieking in utter and complete ecstasy. Somewhere amidst the loving and fucking being lavished on me, my sore throat received a sweet balm as Mark gushed another tremendous load of semen into my throat, across my face and on my tits, the lewd sight of which quickly pushed Lewis over the edge of climax, pouring more of his hot seed into my hungry cunt.
John and Brian took me together, Brian deep in my ass and John, feeling so perfect inside my pussy. Even after having been magnificently fucked by multiple strange cocks, my pussy being so sweetly battered, my body still recognized the entry of my soul mate's cock, taking the level of pleasure I was experiencing to a special place that only my son's cock could produce.
Amidst the throes of orgasm, I had an out of body appearance. While never disconnected from the almost indescribable ecstasy of being brutally used by four young and very horny men -- in a sense, I suppose I was paying a sinfully wonderful penance for all my years of naughtily flashing and teasing my son and his friends, I nevertheless seemed to be able to take in the erotic sight of being gangbanged by such enthusiastic young lovers.
My mouth gaped open in a rictus of utter and complete carnal ecstasy, my eyes glazed in almost stunned awe from the orgasmic sensations that their cocks and mouths induced in me. My body swung and bounced as their big dicks impaled my semen soaked pussy and asshole, my skin shining with sweat and sperm and my legs and arms quivered and flailed as I was buffeted about by my young lovers.
I will carry to my grave the erotic sight of John and Mark standing beside the bed with me suspended between them -- Mark's thick dick throbbing inside my pussy while my son fucked my asshole. My meaty breasts rolled and swayed in rhythm to their concerted thrusts while I leaned to my left to suck the hard cock of Brian who was standing on the bed while Lewis leaned into me from the other side to bit and suck at my nearly bursting nipples. I was a mother lost in the lusty throes of erotic abandon, craving more and more cock and mouths and semen, knowing I could never get enough!
That one night was like a never ending celebration of incestuous tinged lovemaking. I quickly lost count of how many times I was fucked. I have no idea of how much hot sperm I drank or how many loads of sizzling semen was deposited in my cunt and ass. Time became a hazy thing in which I passed in and out of consciousness, often only aware that someone was always touching me...fucking me...making me cum until well after the sun had risen.
I awoke feeling incredibly sore and incredibly contented amidst four very weary and spent young men. As Mark, Brian and Lewis slept on, my loving son carried me into the bathroom and a waiting hot tub where the worst of my aches were soothed as John gently washed and cleaned my naked body. My only regret was that the Con had ended and it was time to go home.
Over a late breakfast in the hotel restaurant, my son and I shared how we became lovers with his friends, all of them expressing awe and envy at the now not so secret life that we enjoyed. Each young man and John could barely keep their hands off me, admiring my thigh high denim miniskirt and how my white tube top barely contained my meaty tits.
Our waitress, a lovely young blonde with a jeweled pierced eyebrow caught snippets of our conversation and was eyeing with a stunned and speculative expression, whispering to me as we left, "Lady, you're my fucking hero." Her comments and her gentle caress of my bare shoulder sent renewed shivers of pleasure racing through my body and my well abused nerve endings, nearly produced a new orgasm in the doorway of the restaurant.
Before we said our goodbyes, each of John's friends posed with me, holding my scantily clad body close to theirs so there was a lasting reminder of the greatest game any of them had ever played. All vowed to return to the Con the next year and John and I promised that there would be more than one evening of our special brand of role playing.
As John drove us home, I napped and dozed, occasionally awakening to caress or kiss my son, not coming completely awake until hours later as we were approaching home, when he casually told me that in addition to the guys returning for next year's big con, that his once in a while 'fuck buddy,' Stephanie had expressed an interest in attending.
That sent more delicious shivers of ecstasy through my well fucked body and as I leaned over and kissed my son while gently stroking his half-erect cock in his jeans, I whispered, "I like the sound of that, but before then maybe you should have her over to game with us so I can get to know her." I teasingly licked my son's ear and added, "I really like the way your cock tastes with her pussy juices coating it. I'd love to see how her pussy tastes when it's full of your semen!"
The End?
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Recently an old friend confessed her still smoldering feelings for a teacher we'd had back in high school and knowing about my writing, asked me to put her fantasy down into words. It's a bit modernized, but tried to hew as close to reality as possible and yes, Megan's physical description is dead on (one of the most challenging parts). It turned into a sexy, naughty little love story that I hope you'll enjoy. I look forward to hearing your comments!
As always, all characters are fictional and they and the events described exist solely within the confines of the story and my mind. Enjoy!
*
As I sit on the edge of the bed, stark naked, staring at the full length mirror before me, I know that many would see me as simply a child-like waif, a fey nymph of legend without the requisite womanly attributes necessary to accomplish my goal. I am eighteen, but look much younger, some, I am sure, would say that I look obscenely young -- far too innocent and wide-eyed to be considering the lewd thoughts that run constantly in my mind.
Long brown hair hangs down almost to my hips, parting in the middle to frame a face that looks virginal and innocent with a pert nose, perfectly sized lips and gloriously big, blue eyes. My naked body does nothing to betray my age -- flawless porcelain skin on a slender, five foot frame, breasts like budding apples and coltish legs between which lies a hairless mound...my slick, glistening, aroused pink flesh the only note betraying me as an adult rather than a child.
I run my hands slowly down the top of my thighs until I can grip my kneecaps and spread my legs wide, making my small, but thick labia spread to reveal that I am so wet. As I admire my nakedness in the mirror, I can feel my small nipples harden into rocky pebbles and I shiver a bit as the need to caress them, to pinch myself is almost overwhelming.
I stare at myself for what seems an eternity, measuring the sexuality of my body with its child-like dimensions, knowing, feeling the burning restless within me, pulsating in my tight, hairless cunt and throbbing in my blood gorged nipples and yearning for that perfect moment...that perfect union with the mate of my dreams. I imagine myself in his arms, enveloped in his strength and his passion, confident in his ability to master me and teach me everything I do not yet comprehend in the art of love.
Slowly, my fingers begin to trace a path backwards from my knees -- now tickling the velvety soft flesh of my inner thighs until the very tips of my fingertips brush across my nether lips, drawing the softest of moans from me as pleasure threatens to rise up and consume me like a fire gone wild. I gasp for air and stare at my image at my reflection, my great, pale blue eyes becoming hooded and my mouth gaping open as the need to orgasm makes my face go slack.
I draw my legs up until I am squatting on the edge of my bed like a lewd fairy on a mushroom, my knees on either side of my face as my torso leans into my legs, affording my hands better access to the simmering wet flesh between my thighs. I wonder if he would find this attractive, erotic -- this image of a fairy tale Lolita, his very own woman child, putting herself on display...offering herself freely and obscenely to him.
I think to myself that such a display would provoke an erection and I feel myself getting wetter imagining his cock growing harder...longer....thicker because of me. I watch myself bite my lower lip, conscious that among the many things that make me pretty is the slight overbite I possess. I gasp as I slowly slip two fingers...my long and delicate fingers, inside me, curling them upwards to where my sweetest spot resides and I keen with carnal delight as fingertips gently brush the spots that seem to turn my insides into liquid ecstasy even as I brush my thumb over my swollen clitoris which has emerged like a flower bud from it's bulb, throbbing with its own pulsating pleasure.
I glance at my scandalous reflection through strands of hair hanging in front of my eyes. With one hand, I finger myself, the two fingers inside my wet pussy picking up speed even as they appear more covered in my own creams with each in and out motion of my arm. My other hand is busy, one second rubbing my palm over a hard nipple, trying to soothe the intense itch of desire and then the next second pinching the engorged nub tightly between forefinger and thumb as if to both extinguish and inflame the exploding sensations in front of me.
I can feel and see my orgasm approaching and I call to him again and again, using his formal name -- not daring to speak so casual to him, knowing that it is our unique relationship that creates the maddening taboo that makes my desires for him all the more sinfully sweet. I can envision him standing before me -- naked and hard for me. I can envision him inside me, thick and long, making me..."OH GOD, I'M CUMMINGGGG!" I sob aloud, feeling the room spin around me as my world becomes centered around the eruption of pleasure radiating outward from my pussy to flood every cell of my body with sexual ecstasy.
I fall back on the bed, my hair fanning out all around me as I keep my knees spread wide and both my hands are rubbing furiously over my pussy, fingers vying with each other to spear between my labia and keep my lovely orgasm from fading. When finally, my hands fall away, trailing my juices across my belly and thighs with the smell of my aroused sex hanging thick in my nostrils, I gasp for air until finally I can breath normally again and the sweat on my aroused skin begins to cool.
I gaze up at the ceiling, wishing I had a mirror up there to allow me to witness the condition that imagining him making love to me produces. Finally, I struggle to sit up, again looking at my now disheveled appearance, feeling somewhat pleased and aroused at the wanton look of my body now cooling down from orgasm. I know he would find it pleasing...that even after being fucked by him -- that in the afterglow of my...our orgasm with his seed planted deep within me, my appearance would make him hard again and we could -- no, would begin our dance of love and lust once more.
I lick my lips, almost tasting him on them as I say to my reflection, "Mr. Hamilton...I really want to fuck you."
#
I could feel the last of the other students' eyes on me as they shuffled out the door while I stood before Mr. Hamilton's desk. I had my eyes on my feet, unable to face my teacher's piercing gaze. He said not a word as the door snickered shut and we were finally alone. I felt my face burning as the noise of students moved down the hall, down the stairs towards the lockers and then out to the awaiting buses and into the student parking lot. Still, I was comforted by the fact that Mr. Hamilton was gazing at me and that I offered him a pleasing sight.
I was skirting the limits of our school's dress code, wearing a white blouse and a green plaid skirt that ended at the extreme limit under school guidelines...the hem a full five inches above the knee. White bobby socks and saddle shoes completed my sexy little school girl look and I finally braved a glimpse at my teacher. Mr. Hamilton was indeed staring at me uncomfortably. I took a deep breath and said in a whispery soft voice, "Is there a problem, Mr. Hamilton? Why did you ask me to stay after class?"
My teacher opened his mouth and then closed it. Finally, he sighed and opening up a side drawer of his desk, pulled out a blue folder and placed it in front of him. He looked down at it and then at me and sighing again, said, "Megan...the work you turned in...it..." His face was reddening and he said almost too soft to hear, "Megan, this is completely inappropriate and worse, it's dangerous. If anyone else read this, it would...I could be fired."
I shrugged my shoulders and replied, "I don't see why. I wrote it, not you."
"You handed me a description of yourself sitting naked in your bedroom and ended it with an expression of your desire to have...to make love with me."
I grinned and rubbed my hands across my lower stomach. "On the contrary, I stated that I wanted to fuck you, Mr. Hamilton. Don't you just love that word? 'Fuck.' It sounds so nasty, so dirty, so...sexy."
Mr. Hamilton made an odd noise and his face grew redder. "Megan...you...I am three times your age. I'm a teacher and you're a student. Even thinking of it is wrong!" His voice sounded strangled and he shifted nervously in his seat while tugging at his tie.
I sauntered a little closer to his desk, feeling an incredible rush of desire and understanding that I was more or less in control of this situation. I leaned forward, the front of my blouse gaping open to let him see my smallish breasts enhanced by the special bra I'd picked up. "Again, I don't see why...I'm eighteen now...legally I'm an adult and I love the fact that you're older. You're a man, Mr. Hamilton...a mature man." I waved my hand dismissively. "There's no way I'd allow one of these immature boys to be my first lover. I want a man...a sexier, older man who will know how to please a woman and you know how to do that, Mr. Hamilton. I can see it in your eyes and in the way you look at us young ladies. I know that you fucking me will be the greatest experience in my young life!"
My teacher shook his head violently and said. "This is not going to happen. Doesn't matter if you're over the age of consent or not. Teachers are not supposed to fu...have sex with students, no matter their age. Megan, I want you to never to turn something like this in again or I'll have to take this to the Principal."
I giggled as I slowly strolled around the desk and hopped up on the corner of the old wooden desk, letting my legs dangle while the hem of my plaid skirt rose almost to my crotch -- my feet almost brushing his trousers. "Now, Mr. Hamilton, we both know you're not going to do that. Like you said, you would get fired. And, let's be totally honest, as much as I want to fuck you, Mr. Hamilton, you want to fuck me!"
Mr. Hamilton scooted away from me as if to avoid even a hint of physical contact. "That's not true, Megan, not true! I would never take advantage of a student."
I sighed and replied, "It's only taking advantage if it was something I didn't want to do, sir." I turned towards him, drawing my right leg up and setting it on top of his desk, causing my skirt to rise up and expose my light green cotton panties. "I want to fuck you, you wonderful man...I want to fuck you so much, just thinking about it makes me so incredibly wet!" I ran my hand over my partly exposed belly and then down over my panty covered mound, drawing his attention to the very dark stain there...a stain that glistened with wetness. I rubbed a finger over it and tried unsuccessfully to not shiver with carnal delight.
As I rubbed my crotch, I said, "Tell me that you're not hard right now, Mr. Hamilton. Tell me that your cock isn't stiff and long just thinking about sticking that big ol' thing in little ol' me!"
Mr. Hamilton's hands dropped into his lap, trying to hide the bulge that was already there. His eyes dropped guiltily down to the floor between us, but I could see him struggling to not look up at least as far as my exposed crotch. I felt a happy thrill shoot through me as his eyes rose to rest on my now clearly outlined labia and it made me even wetter to know he was staring at my "camel toe." Finally, he lifted his gaze to my face, seeing the arousal there. "This is not going to happen, Megan. Never, do you understand me?"
I shrugged my shoulders and hopped off the desk, my skirt falling into place and I was pleased by the look of disappointment on my teacher's face. "I'm a patient girl, Mr. Hamilton. I know it will take some convincing to get you to see things my way." I held up my fingers that gleamed faintly with my own juices and winked at him as I started to walk away, looking at him over my shoulder as I sucked my fingers clean.
When I reached the door, I glanced back at him and said, "You'll come around to my way of thinking, Mr. Hamilton. I know you will. I think its encouraging that for all your protests, you never actually said the word 'no.'' I giggled at his panicked expression and slipped out of his classroom, pleased with how things were unfolding.
#
The dream always begins with me on my knees before you. Sometimes I'm wearing clothes, sometimes not and sometimes I am partly clothed. The only real constants are that your cock is out and it is very, very hard. I try to imagine how your hard penis will feel and taste on my tongue. I imagine it as an iron bar wrapped with silk, tasting of salt and pee and sweat and sperm. I want so badly to taste your spunk...to feel the heat and texture of semen....is it liquid or jelly? I don't worry about the taste, it is your baby-making seed and I know I will love it.
I imagine you staring into my eyes, seeing the joy I feel as my soft lips slide over the head of your cock...wondering how I will get such a big and long thing all down my throat...not that I won't -- I will be happy to devote my life to being able to deep-throat my man...that's of course when you're not fucking me silly.
Mom always said that my eyes were my best feature and I guess in some ways, she is right. I know I have the most luminous blue eyes...huge like in those Japanese cartoons that I still watch. I love the thought of you staring into those eyes as I bob my face up and down on your cock, sucking you, licking you, never taking my eyes off of you while I use your facial expressions to learn what you like when being sucked off. I start to drool just imagining my tongue rolling over your swollen flesh, lapping at you like the world's sweetest ice cream cone.
I want to watch you reach climax while in my mouth, able to sense that moment when you lose control...the moment you gush semen into my mouth. I know I will live for feasting on your sperm. It takes me almost to orgasm just thinking about it. And I can't wait for the day that you shower my face with your semen, allowing me to rub it into my skin or scoop it off my face so I can suck it off my fingers. It makes me so wet just knowing that as soon as you cum on my face, I'll start sucking you again to keep you hard so you can fuck me or hose me down with your hot semen again!"
#
"Megan, I'm begging you to stop this craziness. If someone were to find out what you're writing...what if your mother discovers this on your computer?" Mr. Hamilton was sweating, although whether from the stress of the moment or the fact that I was rubbing my breasts through the thin blouse I was wearing today after shedding my school sweater, revealing that before I'd showed up for the last class of the day, I'd removed my bra...not that I really needed it with my little peach sized breasts. My nipples were hard and made little pencil eraser sized nubs against the white, almost transparent cotton cloth.
"My mother doesn't really care what I do, so long as I don't keep her from cruising the bar scene for her latest pick-up. All that matters is you and me, Mr. Hamilton. You always have taught us to write the truth and the truth is that I want to suck your cock so badly, it makes my mouth water with anticipation."
"You've got to stop writing this stuff and saying it. Megan, I'm too old for you. I'm old enough to be your father...even your grandfather!"
I crooned with pleasure as I pinched both my erect nipples hard, closing my eyes for a moment and then opening them, imagining that they were shiny with excitement. "Oh, god...that would be so nasty hot! If you were my father, we could fuck 24/7, Mr. Hamilton! I would love that...begging my teacher-daddy to fuck me with his big dick!"
Mr. Hamilton put his head in his hands and groaned. "Megan, you're just a damn kid. Why would you want some old fart like me as your lover?"
"Now, that's a good question, Mr. Hamilton. The answer is that you're the best man I've ever known and that you're the only person -- man or woman who's ever treated me like an adult." I strolled around the table, suddenly feeling a bit nervous. Teasing this lovely man was one thing as was steering him towards our inevitable union, but now I was opening myself up emotionally.
As I approached him, my teacher reflexively pushed himself away in his office chair until he bumped up against the wall. I continued forward until I was almost touching his knees. Looking steadily into his eyes, I said as I began to slowly run my hands up and down my petite body, "I long ago accepted that until I'm old and gray, I'm going to pretty much look like a girl just entering puberty."
My hands slipped up to cover my smallish breasts as I continued, "I know I'll never had big and bouncy tits to show off like Josie or miles and miles of leg like Tonya, but this is a woman's body...with all the needs of a woman...all the desires of a woman." I continued to caress myself, "accidentally" tugging my skirt up momentarily to reveal that I was sans panties as well this afternoon. "Mr. Hamilton, you were the first man to treat me like an adult...you are still in the minority of folks that consider me an adult. My mother doesn't, my father in Oregon doesn't, and the rest of my teachers don't."
"Megan, maybe there is some truth in that, but you are still a very young woman and if you have needs and um...desires, you should be experiencing them with someone close to your own age."
"No! Age doesn't matter when love is involved!" I stepped closer, leaning in and placing my hands on the armrests of his chair, my legs pressing against his, hoping that my blouse gaped open enough to see my small breasts with their pointed nipples. "And I love you, Mr. Hamilton -- I have since I was a freshman."
I moved a little closer, forcing my knees between his legs while my hands slid up the armrest to grip his wrists. "And I know you have feelings for me too! I'm young, but I know how you look at me...the way you look at me...I can hear how you feel about me when you're talking to me. You can't deny how you feel and you know it!"
I could my teacher trembling under my grip and my nervousness slipped away as I smiled triumphantly at him. A flickering glance downward told me that he was aroused and I ached to reach down and caress him. Mr. Hamilton licked his lips and said hoarsely, "Megan...I...can't deny that I have feelings for you -- that I care for you, but not this way. I...um, just...Megan, if I love...if I have feelings for you, it's the way a father feels about his daughter."
"HAH!" I cried even as I jumped into his lap, my mound landing against the large bulge in his pants. "If you have fatherly feelings for me, Mr. Hamilton, they're really naughty fatherly feelings. I know what I'm feeling right now..." I rolled my hips for emphasis -- my bare pussy rubbing wetly against his khaki covered erection. I leaned in close till our mouths were almost touching. "I know how you watch me everyday, watching my tight little ass as I walk away from you or appreciating my bare legs when you're lecturing and I sit in the front row. You look into my eyes and study my nose and my lips and wonder how it would feel to rub your cock over my skin and cum in my face."
"Megan..." he began to reply, his hands suddenly on my waist, sending a thrill through my body as he touched me for the first time.
I leaned in closer, my lips brushing his as I stared him in the eye while saying, "And it's more than sex. I can see how much you love me...I see how much you just flat out care for me every day!" I gave him a quick kiss on the lips, my mouth open and flicking my tongue on his mouth. "I know you love me, Mr. Hamilton!"
Suddenly I was in motion, almost flying through the air. Mr. Hamilton stood up, picking me up effortlessly like I was a child as he did so -- both surprising me and pissing me off. I was suddenly on my feet, Mr. Hamilton holding me at arms length. In a voice that was torn between anger and frustration, he said, "This just can't happen, Megan! It's not right! He spun me around and I squealed more in surprise than in pain as he slapped me on the ass! "Go home and get this nonsense out of your head!"



I took a few steps forward and then looked over my head at him while lifting my skirt up to expose my naked butt cheeks which I rubbed. It stung, but in a good way that made my pussy almost glow with heat. "Ohhh, Mr. Hamilton, I didn't realize I much I'd like to be spanked by you."
I spun around and walked backwards away from him as I brought my hand around to my front, lifting my skirt up to reveal my naked sex. I rubbed my fingers over my labia, spreading them slightly to show off my glistening pink flesh. "See how wet you make me, my naughty daddy-teacher." I grabbed my backpack off my student desk and slung it over my shoulder. "I can't wait for you to fuck me, Mr. Hamilton."
My teacher moaned and dropped his head as if suddenly unable to look at me. "Go home, Megan," he sighed.
I laughed and clapped my hands. "See -- that's progress, Mr. Hamilton. You didn't say 'no,' did you?" I shot him wink and blew him a kiss as I slipped out the door, feeling as if I was several steps closer to my goal. My last glimpse of him was staring down at the bulge in his pants, fingers hovering over it, but hesitant as he examined the wet spots I'd left there moments before.
#
Oh, I feel as if you are an eternal muse for me as I find myself constantly writing of the day we become lovers. My fingers fly across the keyboard as I imagining you taking me in so many wonderful ways. I can barely restrain myself from masturbating as I envision you taking me in the missionary position, my slender, but short legs spread wide, trying unsuccessfully to wrap around your waist as you plunge your long, thick dick into my wet and willing pussy. My cunt is like flame itself when I imagine myself kneeling submissively, my little butt in the air, cheeks spread by your strong hands as you take me roughly from behind. My leg muscles tremble with anticipation as I see myself squatting atop you, slowly impaling myself on your hard penis until I've taken as much of you as possible and then crying out in glorious orgasm as somehow you thrust upwards and bury yourself inside me.
I imagine you standing with me astride your cock, my arms and legs hanging limp and only your massive hard-on holding me up, making me cum with each step you take. I can see us in every possible position and you in every one of my openings and I dream of you being triplets -- each one feeding me cock...in my mouth, in my pussy and in my asshole, almost tearing me apart, but instead wreaking nothing but wonderful, carnal ecstasy on my behalf.
I long for the day that will come that will find us not bothering to rise from our bed of passion, your cock never leaving me...making me cum over and over again -- your lovely, hot semen filling my womb, my bowels and my belly...each climax declaring that I belong to you...each cry I make in orgasm being my confession to being yours body and soul.
Your resolve to resist me for my own good does nothing more than inflame my desire for you, making me kneel naked before God in supplication, praying that my destiny to be your lover...your mate...your wife, be fulfilled. I want you inside of me. I need you inside me. I must have you inside me. I will have you inside me.
My writings have moved you...each week, I can see your love and desire for me grow. I have painted portraits in words of how I feel...what I have to offer. Now, I will offer you more. I will etch who and what I am on your mind forever, where no paper shredder or delete button can erase my declaration of my love and lust for you.
It takes hours to accomplish, but with a modern digital camera, the sky is the limit in the options one has once one has figured out the mechanical details of operation and posing. First, a portfolio of pictures...dozens of pictures of me wearing everything from jeans and T-shirts to negligees to only my birthday suit. One of my favorites was a head shot of me, my hair hanging down below naked shoulders, my lips puckered and gently sucking on my forefinger while my eyes gaze upon you -- the love of my life.
My absolute favorite is, I think, very erotic. I am sitting on a wooden kitchen chair, completely naked save for a pair of three inch black high heels and sheer black thigh-high hose. My legs are spread wide with my hands on my knees. My long, brown hair has been brushed until it nearly glows and hangs down forward, framing my face and my small breasts ending as it brackets my pussy which is blossomed in arousal from imagining the erection my pose will no doubt inspire in you. My cunt glistens with wetness between my parted labia. I personally think it is very erotic...almost obscene in its intensity. It conveys my love and lust for you perfectly.
Second, I set the camera to record video and then as I sit in that same kitchen chair, with my legs spread wide and back, I masturbate with my fingers as I tell you how much I love you and how much I lust for you and how good it will feel to have your big cock wedged inside my hot, wet and very tight pussy. I tell you nothing I haven't said before, but now you see the complete me...the me who bravely confesses her love for you while fingering herself into orgasm, imagining that it is your big, bad, daddy-teacher cock that makes me cry and scream with pleasure...pleasure that I want to make forever...a lovely dance of just us two.
#
Weeks have truly passed and I could see Mr. Hamilton's resolve crumble with each new naughty assault. September had passed into October and the Fall Break was upon us. I stood behind my teacher as he gazed in awe at the images my zip drive was conveying through his lap top. He murmurs over and over, "This has to stop, Megan. It's never going to happen." Still his fingers keep flickering over the controls, moving to each image as he gasps at some new lurid or lewd photograph of me.
I'm not sure that he's even aware that I'm massaging his tense shoulders as he watches the nearly thirty minutes of video of me declaring my love and lust for him while plunging up to three fingers up and inside my cunt. Looking over his shoulder, I have an excellent view to observe his penis harden, rising up steadily in his pants.
As my last moans of ecstasy fade and my video image straightens up in the chair -- my long hair now a bit unkempt, I hear Mr. Hamilton moan as I begin to lick my wet fingers of my juices and then stare at him through the scene. My lips move as my digital image speaks, silently echoing my own words.
"Mr. Hamilton. The time for fantasy is coming to an end. You cannot deny me...us, forever. After this Friday, we're on two weeks of Fall Break. On Sunday, at one o'clock sharp, you must drive out to Shyler's Falls out at the end of Shyler Mill Road -- you grew up here -- I know you know where it is. Nobody ever goes out there anymore except me. I go a lot to think and write and dream. Thirty feet above the falls on the hill there is a stand of trees including an ancient and massive oak. I will be waiting for you there. I'll pack a picnic lunch and a large blanket and all this terrible waiting and longing can come to an end."
My video image licked her fingers one last time, obscenely sucking her middle finger slowly between her tightly puckered lips. She stared out at Mr. Hamilton. "I love you and you love me. It's time we quit denying ourselves all the love and pleasure we have to offer each other. I'll be waiting, Mr. Hamilton, my love!"
My teacher sat there silently staring into the now frozen image of myself naked on the screen, a sexy, yet beatific smile on my face. My fingers slipped from Mr. Hamilton's shoulders and around his upper body. He finally started as I kissed his earlobe and whispered, "I'll be waiting, Mr. Hamilton, my love!"
I sauntered away from him, swinging my plaid skirt covered ass saucily, halting only when I heard his strained voice rasp, "It will never happen. I will not be there, Megan!"
I turned and smiled gently at my soon to be lover. Feeling totally in control, I replied softly, "Yes you will, Mr. Hamilton." I pointed to the laptop and continued. "You can say no, but it's Wednesday and between now and Sunday, you'll look at my pictures and video a hundred times. You'll reread my essays and letters and masturbate to them and my...visual aides and my love, come Sunday, you will come to me and then we can begin loving and cumming together."
"You don't understand, Megan," Mr. Hamilton sighed. "You can't know that, Megan."
"Of course I can," I replied. I raised my schoolgirl skirt to reveal my naked pussy, plunging a finger into my wet flesh as I said, "I've always known it would happen. I knew it here..." I plunged two fingers inside my wet cunt for emphasis. I pulled them out, dripping with my juices and pressed them against my chest...against my heart, the creamy cum smearing on my white blouse. "And I know it here...in my heart where my love for you waits."
I began walking backwards towards the door, never taking my eyes off my future love. "And you know it too, Mr. Hamilton. You know it from the way your cock gets hard when you think of me...the way it is hard right now and you know it from how the thought of me makes you feel in your heart. You love me...once you say the words, it will get much easier.
I opened the door to his classroom and looked back one last time. "I love you, Mr. Hamilton." I winked at him and added, "I'll see you, Sunday, my love," and was gone leaving him alone to make the only decision he could make.
#
Time seems to stretch to almost infinite terms as those few days pass. I replay every conversation Mr. Hamilton and I have had since my pursuit of him began in earnest. I hear his denials of any feelings of attraction or love, but never discern a word of truth in them. I examine my feelings for him -- both lust and love, but cannot find an iota of self-delusion. I believe in true love. I believe in destiny. I believe we were...are destined to fall in love.
How could I not love him? He is the first human being to really open up the world to me -- speaking of literature and history and of the world as it actually is and has the potential to be. He has given me Shakespeare and Irving (both Washington and John), he gave me Mary Shelley and Walt Whitman and Alice Walker and Borges -- and the list goes on and on. Mr. Hamilton has shared his joy of the written word and the necessity to always stay true to oneself. He was the first to treat me as a thinking adult and I couldn't help but fall in love with him.
Yes, there are years between us. I am just turned eighteen...I can't even legally buy an alcoholic drink. He is fifty-four years old, but his soul is young and I feel it reaching out to me...needing me to complete him.
He is a good man. I did not have to stalk him to discover this. Being perceived as a child...and a shy and quiet one at that renders me invisible to most of the adult world. Since I was a freshman, I've heard others talk about him...both students and teachers. He is a private person with a sad life...married once to a terrible shrew who he suffered for nearly twenty years before she left him, leaving him in near financial ruin. He is a gentle and talented lover to hear Ms. Hemmings, our theater arts teacher talk about it. A vain and reckless woman, she found him not as she put it, "Enough of a bad boy to suit me." When I heard her confiding that to one of the newer teachers in their department, I wanted to run over and slap her for being so stupid.
Mr. Hamilton is a beautiful man...still in great shape for a man in his fifties. His black hair gradually turning a lovely shade of gray, I know he runs to keep his weight steady, although his build is more along the lines of a wrestler -- stocky and muscular without being overly so. The first time I say him jogging near the city park, I nearly had an orgasm and had to pull my car over...the way his leg muscles flexed as he ran, sent incendiary bursts of pleasure racing out from between my legs.
He has a reputation for being stern but fair, although I doubt that few students beyond myself know what a wonderful teacher he is...one that would be missed when he's gone. Yes, I know that thirty six years separate us, but that is not an insurmountable gap -- I envision decades of passion and lust and love being shared by us. I will be his lover. I will give him babies...sons to carry on his name and daughters for him to dote over -- it makes me shiver with excitement and more than a little arousal to think of our children growing to adulthood, instilled with his wonderful virtues.
Yes, I believe in love. I believe in destiny. I believe that Mr. Hamilton and I will truly live 'happily ever after!'
#
It was a beautiful day...the kind of Sunday that was meant for lazy lovemaking and cuddling under God's sky in the great outdoors. The sun hung brilliantly in the middle of a azure sky while the tall trees above the falls stirred in a gentle, cooling breeze as I arrived at Shyler's Falls, carefully negotiating my little car along the neglected dirt track that led from the gravel road towards the falls.
Shyler's Falls was one of those little wonders of nature that is so often forgotten in our computer age. A large stream ran over a cliff some thirty-five feet high into a pool below before gathering itself together to meander off southward. Above the falls towered a gathering of ancient trees that stood guardian to this almost magical place.
I imagine that just a few generations back, it had been an oft visited place by randy teenagers and young families, but now was neglected. I'd discovered it two years ago after running across mention of it in an old newspaper while research a paper for ironically, Mr. Hamilton. In two years of coming out here to meditate or write or simply be alone with my increasingly passionate thoughts of my darling teacher, I have never encountered anyone.
To be perfectly honest, it was here, sitting under this mighty oak, that I first shucked off my jeans and panties, spread my legs and masturbated while imagining Mr. Hamilton fucking me, my screams filling the air as my fingers plunged and twirled in my wet pussy -- shocking me when I came so intensely that I ejaculated pussy juice nearly three feet, fertilizing the grass with the product of my love and lust.
I hiked up above the falls with a picnic basket in one hand and a thick quilt in the other. The quilt was a prized possession -- something my Granny Mills had given me before she passed away. My maternal grandmother had been the only other person I had felt was a kindred spirit...with a love of books that rivaled mine and a passion for her late husband, my grandfather, that I hoped I would experience with my soon to be lover. Granny Mills had given me the quilt, an heirloom from her grandmother... "From my wedding bed, sweetie. I leave it to you -- may you someday lay on it with the man of your heart and be half as happy as your grandpa and I have been."
At the base of my beloved tree, I spread the lovers' quilt and knelt slowly on it. I was wearing a short and strapless summer dress -- the elastic material clinging to my upper arms, but leaving my shoulders bare as well as my upper chest. I glanced down to confirm that my nipples were as hard as they felt, almost painful as they poked against the thin, silk material. I curled my bare legs underneath me, throwing my shoes off to the side. I'd dropped my wristwatch into the picnic basket before I'd left, but I didn't want to look and see if one o'clock had come and gone yet. Minutes blew away in the soft breeze that wafted through the trees as I waited and prayed, my ears perked to hear his approach.
"Do you have any clue how beautiful you really are?"
I screamed as the words came seemingly out of the air, spinning around and falling back on my arms only to see Mr. Hamilton sitting in the crotch of an old, wizened apple tree's branches. He was wearing a sleeveless sweatshirt, jeans and old, battered sneakers, his peppered hair windblown.
"How...where did you come from?" I gasped. "You scared the shit out of me!"
Mr. Hamilton chuckled softly and said, "I've been here a while...watched you climb up the hill."
I scrambled to my feet, suddenly feeling foolish. "I never saw your car, Mr. Hamilton."
He shrugged his shoulders and replied, "There's more than one way to get to Shyler's Falls, Megan. I was coming here before you were born." He paused and shook his head and added, "Hell, I was coming here before your mother was born."
He looked around and said, "This is such a beautiful place. I'd pretty much forgotten that I and my friends used to come here to swim in the pool and to fish and just goof off." He looked down at me with his dark brown eyes, seeming to fix me in place with the intensity of his gaze. "When I was a teenager, I always thought this would be the perfect place to kiss my true love." He sighed and said in almost a whisper. "Never happened."
I felt my heart, already pounding powerfully, leap up into my throat. In a voice that sounded more confident than I suddenly felt, I said, "Well, not yet, but here's your chance, Mr. Hamilton." I held out my hand. "Could...would you come down to me please.
I watched as my teacher became stock still, staring down at me with an expression of such desperate desire that it nearly broke my heart. I silently willed him to be brave and daring and come down...to come into my arms. Mr. Hamilton took a deep breath and suddenly was there -- half sliding and half jumping from the tree to land with his knees bent and straightening up with a slight wince.
"Are you okay," I said breathlessly, reaching out my hands to clasp his forearms as if to steady him.
"Can't make that jump like I used to, Megan, when I was your age," he replied with a slight chuckle. He didn't pull away from my grasp, but rotated his arms so that he could hold my forearms as well. His grip, firm, yet gentle, sent quiet ripples of ecstasy through me. "I'm an old coot, Megan. Are you sure you want to waste your love on an old fool like me?"
I stepped up and into him, putting his face between my hands, subtly pulling his head down towards me. "You are not old, Mr. Hamilton. You are not a coot and you are not a fool!" I pressed my body against his, hoping that it wasn't simply imagination that made me think that he was hard beneath those jeans -- that it was his erect cock pressing against my belly.
There was anger and exasperation in my voice as I hissed, "You are the man I love, Mr. Hamilton. My heart belongs to you, today and forever. I want to fuck you. I want to marry you and have your babies and we will, by fucking God, live happily ever after!"
I could see the fear in his eyes bleeding away, only to be replaced by wonder and maybe amusement. "Mr. Hamilton, if you don't kiss me right now, I will simply die!" I moaned, my voice edged still with a touch of anger.
"Well, we can't have that, can we?" he whispered and then the world began to spin as his arms seemed to envelop me and lift me and his lips were on mine as my arms went around his neck. I felt his tongue brush between my lips and I opened my mouth wide, thrusting my own tongue forward and then we were kissing as lovers should, tongues twirling and dancing, curling about as we tasted each other.
I felt Mr. Hamilton's hands pulling me closer as they slid down my back and I trembled as I felt his fingers slip underneath my short dress and cup my naked butt cheeks, murmuring approvingly at my naughty lack of panties while I drew my legs up around his waist, unable to encircle his body with my slender, but short legs. I dug my heels into his flanks to help him in supporting my body, but I knew he would never drop me. For the first time since I was a little girl, I didn't mind being picked up like a child. In his solid grasp, I felt loved, safe and incredibly aroused.



Time seemed to stand still, the world an almost silent cathedral in which we kissed...the only noises being the leaves rustling in the breeze, the muted roar of the falls below us and the wet and sweet noises of our deep and passionate kiss. I became lost in the long yearned for sensation of his lips on mine, his tongue teasing and darting in my mouth and the taste of his saliva that was somehow utterly him.
Somewhere during that wonderful first kiss, Mr. Hamilton lowered us to the quilt, going to his knees and then gently easing me onto my back and stretching out alongside me. I was jarred out of the bliss I was feeling as I suddenly became conscious of his hand on my stomach, slowly caressing me in a circular motion, his fingers trailing paths through the silky material. I trembled underneath him as his hand slid below my stomach, but above my mound only to circle up and just brush the edges of my small breasts.
Suddenly unable to breathe, I broke the kiss and said as I gasped for air, "I love you so much, Mr. Hamilton!" I reached out and guided his hand to my left breast, his palm resting against the hard nub of my swollen nipple. "Feel my heart, darling. Feel how it beats so fast for you." I curled into him, one of my slim legs slipping between his denim clad thighs and then pressing upward until I could confirm the pulsating beast that lurked between his legs under that denim. I glanced down our bodies and saw a gap between his jeans and sweatshirt and slipped my hand through and up to caress his chest, feeling his hair pass through and entangle amidst my fingers.
I felt his shirt give way as I worked my arm up, almost gasping as my fingers brushed over his nipple, pebbled and hard as mine. I glanced upwards to his face, seeing his gentle smile beaming down at me and he said, "Megan, I love you. I'm sorry it's taken this long to admit it, but I do adore you and love you with all my heart."
Even as long as I had dreamed and fantasized about this moment, I was unprepared for the impact his words had on me. Suddenly, I burst into tears, both relief and joy almost overwhelming me as I finally heard him utter those wonderful words. When his eyes widened in concern, I shook my head and said, "I love you. I love you, I love you!" and kissed him again, throwing myself into him with such force that suddenly I was astride him, reworking my leg to straddle him...my wet and aroused pussy slipping around on his bare stomach.
As our tongues danced and dueled, I was feverishly grinding myself against him...the hem of my dress working its way even as his hands again cupped my ass cheeks, squeezing them and spreading them apart. Mr. Hamilton's fingers trailed down the crack of my ass, making me moan as fingertips brushed over my asshole and then further down until they teased over my spread labia, stroking my wet cunt flesh.
Knowing it was him...my beloved teacher, touching me in my most intimate place triggered a brief but violent orgasm and I sat up, sobbing with pleasure, quivering and wiggling my ass on his stomach, my mouth opening and closing without forming words until finally my pleasure addled mind allowed me to moan, "Make me naked, Mr. Hamilton! I want to be naked for my daddy-teacher!"
Mr. Hamilton's eyes grew wide and wild and he sat up, his hands moving in a blur, raising and pulling my dress over my head and flinging it away behind him. His eyes and hands were all over me, his palms coming up to cover and then squeezing my small breasts before he leaned in and said, "You are so beautiful, Megan," before he placed his mouth over my right nipple and began to suck and lick it while I moaned with pleasure and run my fingers through his salt and pepper hair.
His tongue eventually trailed across my small chest to tongue and suck my left nipple, teasing me with little nips of his teeth, making me gasp as each flicker of pain translated into great bursts of pleasure. Suddenly, his hands were on my waist and I was lifted off his lap and onto my feet. Mr. Hamilton scrambled to his knees, now kneeling before my naked body.
"So beautiful," Mr. Hamilton breathed, his hands on my waist. "So soft," he continued as his hands slipped around, "So warm...ohhhh, Megan!" he sighed as his fingers brushed against my labia, expertly and gently spreading my lips apart as one fingertip rolled up and down my wet pussy.
"All because of you, Mr. Hamilton. I think of you and I get soooo wet!"
"Sweet Megan," he whispered and then before I could respond, Mr. Hamilton pressed his face into my pussy, sending an incredible ecstatic shock through me, my knees going weak even as I felt his tongue race up the length of my pussy!
"Ohhhh yes, that's it, my teacher-daddy!" I moaned, my body simply overflowing with pleasure. I clutched at his shoulders, fingers plucking at the collar of his sweatshirt and then stroking his neck and up through his hair. His mouth felt incredible on my pussy, in scant seconds teaching me secrets about myself, his tongue somehow discovering sweet spots between my legs before scraping so sinfully sweet over my emerged bud of a clitoris.
"OMIGOD!" I screamed, startling birds in the trees around us, an orgasm stronger than any I had ever experienced making me convulse in Mr. Hamilton's grasp. Everything began to swirl around me and I seemed to go weightless as ecstasy beyond my wildest dreams rocked my world. When my head seemed to clear...at least as much as it could considering I had Mr. Hamilton's tongue rolling maddeningly around my cunt, I was shocked to find myself literally sitting on his shoulders, my cunt grinding against his face and legs draped over those broad shoulders -- my heels kicking wildly against his back while his hands cupped my ass cheeks..
As I writhed against Mr. Hamilton's loving mouth and tongue, I could feel his hands massaging my ass cheeks, opening and spreading them, a finger teasing my asshole, making me feel nasty and wicked in a way that fueled my arousal to a higher level. His tongue felt so wonderful, delving deep inside my flesh, scouring my pussy walls of my copious juices -- my teacher making hungry, slurping noises as he lapped my wet pussy while his recently shaved cheeks, already growing scratchy rubbed deliciously against my hairless pussy.
Another orgasm began to swell within me and I began to beg him, "Fuck me, Mr. Hamilton...don't make me wait anymore. Fuck me, claim me as your woman...your wife...your little nasty girl!" He ignored my pleas as I gushed pussy juice into his mouth, my orgasm building and building until as his tongue tortured my clitoris with carnal expertise, I began to gray out.
Coming to, I was again on my feet, Mr. Hamilton's hands holding me up as he kissed me, smearing my lips with my own juices as our tongues danced. With a snarl, I began tugging at his clothes, yanking his sweatshirt up so I could shower his chest with kisses, running my tongue over his hard nipples. "I want you naked, Mr. Hamilton," I panted as he finished the job of ripping his shirt over his head while I fumbled at his belt, almost screaming with frustration as my fingers worked the leather out of the buckle.
"Yes!" I crowed in triumph as I finally undid the button on his jeans and unzipped them. Mr. Hamilton laughed as I yanked and tugged his jeans down, reaching out to pull his boxers down as he stepped back and kicked his legs free of his pants along with his shoes. "C'mere, teacher-daddy! I want your cock!" I said as I staggered after him, falling to my knees as I hook the waistline of his shorts and pulled them down.
Even as I tried to take in the enormity of my teacher's erect penis, it slapped me in the face as I gasped, reaching out to take it in my hands. I had dreamed and suspected he was huge, but nothing prepared me for holding a cock in my hands for the first time! I was in awe of how long and thick Mr. Hamilton's cock was and I was again on the verge of tears as I knew that it was hard just for me!"
"You are so big and beautiful, Mr. Hamilton!" I gasped as I stroked up and down his long shaft, my fingers not quite long enough to wrap completely around his throbbing meat. The head was dark and swollen, his slit dripping with fluid -- I opened my mouth and tried to get the whole crown of his cock inside even as I flicked my tongue out to taste his slightly bitter pre-cum. The sound of my teacher moaning in pleasure because of my mouth, triggered a groundswell of ecstasy between my legs, a gush of my juices splattering my thighs and his ankles.
My facial muscles were complaining, but I got Mr. Hamilton's cock head in my mouth, my tongue fluttering madly, trying to memorize his taste even as I vowed that never again would a day pass without his cock in my mouth. He slipped free of my lips and I rubbed my face against the dripping crown and then over his shaft, my tongue extending to lick his long pole like a frozen pop.
Mr. Hamilton moaned and stepped back. "Careful now, sweetheart. I think I might be on a hair trigger."
I giggled and fell back onto the quilt, pulling my knees back and spreading them wide. "It's time, then, Mr. Hamilton. I want you to fuck me...be my first man. Please, put that big cock in me and make me your woman!"
My teacher stared down at me, breathing heavily, the dew of my pussy glistening on the shadow of his beard. "I love you, Megan," he said in a lusty, hungry voice. He fell between my legs, his hands gripping my hips as he leaned forward and kissed me, again sharing my own tastes with me as his tongue slipped between my lips.
My whole body began to shake with excitement and maybe a little fear as I felt his huge, blunt weapon of a cock, drag along my inner thigh and settle heavily on my abdomen as I kissed Mr. Hamilton. My fingers clawed at his back and shoulders while my hips shifted back and forth, undulating against his solid body. "I love you, Mr. Hamilton...please fuck me now...love me and fuck me!"
My teacher raised himself up on his arms and he lowered his body downwards, the head of his cock sliding against my belly and then over my shaved mound to pause between the lips of my pussy. I could feel my labia fluttering, wanting to kiss his erect penis and swallow it. Mr. Hamilton looked down between us as the thick head of his cock gently probed my flesh, almost instinctively finding the entrance of my cunt.
As his long and thick cock poised on the precipice of entering me, he looked up and into my eyes and said, "Last chance to turn back, Megan. I won't...can't stop after this."
I felt so much love for my teacher then, more than I had thought possible. Even now, amidst the riot of his own desires, his primary focus was still my happiness. "Yes, darling," I whispered. "I don't want you to ever stop. Make me a woman now...fuck me, Mr. Hamilton, fuck me now!"
I began to fling my hips upwards only to have my breath ripped away as he plunged downward, his thick cock slowly slipping inside me -- filling me, expanding me as I had not thought possible. Any remnants of my hymen left after years of self play and experimentation were gone and there was very little pain from that, but as Mr. Hamilton's thick meat spread my flesh wide, I understood finally the razor thin line that existed between pleasure and pain.
I flung my legs wider, feeling my inner thigh muscles protest as I tried to open myself as much as possible, my mind almost refusing to believe that my pussy could contain something so massive. My mouth opened in a silent scream as inch after inch of Mr. Hamilton's cock wormed its way into me and I began to see glittering lights before finally I was able to take in a deep, desperate breath and finally exhale with a scream of disbelief, pain and absolute pleasure.
Mr. Hamilton paused in his efforts at the intensity of my cries and as alarming as my first time felt, I said in a quavering sob, "Oh fuck me...don't stop, Mr. Hamilton, please don't FUCKING STOP!" I emphasized my need for him to keep filling me with his cock by somehow summoning the wherewithal to fling my pelvis upwards, impaling myself with almost another inch of his cock...the effort leaving me sobbing like a baby and continuing to whimper, "Don't stop, Mr. Hamilton, keep fucking me, please!"
"I...ummm, I don't think I can," gasped Mr. Hamilton as he leaned in to kiss the tears off my face. "You feel so fantastic...so hot and wet and fucking tight, Megan, I want to stay inside you forever." His lips found mine and we kissed passionately as he continued to steadily thrust downward until I wondered how I would hold all of his wonderful throbbing cock!
Suddenly in addition to the sensation of filling as if my pussy would come apart in orgasmic fury, my eyes widened as I felt a new sensation -- my bald mound being scratched by something thick and wiry. I moaned, breaking the kiss while Mr. Hamilton chuckled in a voice that was filled with both happiness and disbelief, "You have all of me, Megan. You took all of my cock."
He rose up to allow me to try and look down, my pelvic region lifted up, hoisted and joined to his crotch with just a hint of his shaft peeking out around my widespread labia. "OmiGOD!" I cried out as Mr. Hamilton gently rolled his hips, making his cock just minutely shift back and forth, the hint of friction suggesting even more unsuspected levels of pleasure!
Mr. Hamilton began to slowly withdraw and thrust, barely sliding more than an inch or two of his erection inside me, but within scant seconds, I went mad with carnal pleasure -- my arms and legs flailing wildly as I convulsed madly beneath my teacher's naked body.
There was pain intertwined with the ecstasy that I was experiencing, but it only served to enhance the pleasure rather than detract from it -- the sensations so intense, I thought my body would fly apart unable to contain it.
Mr. Hamilton moaned in counterpart with my sobs and cries for maybe a minute before he shuddered and gasped, "Fuck...no, no, no. So sweet, so tight and perfect...FUCK, I can't help...CUMMMING!" He let loose with a bellow and rocked into me, nearly taking my breath away and then I was screaming with utter pleasure as I felt his incredibly thick cock swell even more and then there was a fierce, liquid heat filling my insides.
My eyes fluttered and I moaned wordlessly as pleasure reduced me to near madness amidst the realization that for the first time in my life, my womb was being flooded with a man's hot semen...specifically, that Mr. Hamilton was flooding my virgin womb with his hot semen! I imagined his sperm, a thick fountain of boiling white seed filling my insides until it leaked from every opening...cumming so much inside me that I could almost taste it. I could see a tidal wave of hot semen flooding over me, turning everything completely white and for maybe a moment or for an eternity, my whole world became nothing but hot, baby-making semen...a blanket of carnal white.
I came back to myself, feeling Mr. Hamilton atop me, panting for breath, his body trembling with effort as I lay underneath him, legs splayed wide and quivering and aching from exertion. My own orgasm still echoed from between my legs, never far from rising up and erupting again as I became aware of the birds and squirrels chittering in the trees, making commentary on the furious, carnal activity below them. Then, I could hear Mr. Hamilton whispering over and over, "I love you, Megan."
"I love you too, Mr. Hamilton!" I murmured, bringing my shaking arms up around his neck, kissing his chest and neck before he lifted his head from my shoulder. His slightest movements made my body convulse with orgasmic energy and I felt my hips momentarily leave the quilt as he adjusted, making me suddenly aware that he was still completely erect and jammed tight inside my cunt!
"You...you're still hard, Mr. Hamilton," I whispered in a hoarse voice filled with disbelief and awe."
He raised his head enough to show me his gratified grin and kissed me on the tip of my pert nose. "I'm surprised too, Megan...must be your fault. I think you maybe be my fountain of youth." He shifted slightly, his cock lubricated by my own juices and his semen moving slightly within me, making me cry out with sexual pleasure. He frowned a little and said, "Should I...do you want me to pull out, baby?"
My mind reeled as I tried to sort out all my emotions...the knowledge that I finally had Mr. Hamilton inside me and that my body was quivering from an overdose of pure carnal ecstasy...my muscles sweetly aching with exertion, my pussy burning with a wildfire of sexual pleasure and my nipples aching from being so incredibly engorged with blood.
Having processed all that my body was experiencing and how my mind felt about all this incredible pleasure and having finally fulfilled my longtime dream of having my beloved teacher as my lover, I sighed happily and squirmed underneath my man and said, "Absolutely not...Mr. Hamilton. I want you to keep on fucking me and make me cum while you put your hot, baby-making seed in my pussy!"
Mr. Hamilton let out a deep breath and smiled. "You know, now that I've got my cock inside you, you can call me by my first name. You can call me John."
I giggled and gave him a wicked smile. "I know, but I like calling you Mr. Hamilton...I'm getting fucked by my sexy teacher and that's so wicked and sinful and hot!" I wiggled my hips, nearly fainting with pleasure in the process. "Please fuck me some more, Mr. Hamilton!"
"My pleasure, sweetheart," Mr. Hamilton grunted and then I began to cry out as he began to really work his cock in and out of me, his hands gripping my hips for leverage as he began to thrust in and out of my pussy. My fingers clawed at his shoulders and back as he rocked atop me as his long thick meatstick wormed back and forth in my cunt, forcing out a flood of mixed pussy cream and semen with each steady stroke -- my sobs and groans escalating each time I felt his massive cock head poke my cervix.
Out of the intense pleasure came orgasm that rendered me limp and lifeless, my arms falling away spreading wide along with my legs as I felt my torso jerk and convulse as fiery ecstasy overwhelmed me, never quite ceasing even as the intensity retreated. I felt myself becoming almost weightless in the wonder of Mr. Hamilton's steady loving thrusts.
I felt my pleasure beginning to grow again when without warning, my teacher suddenly swept his arms out to catch my legs and raised them up and to his shoulders, my pussy having no choice but to tighten even more around his moving shaft. My heels kicked against his shoulders as he leaned into me, almost curling me into a ball of cumming flesh, and slightly picking up speed.
I began to orgasm even more powerfully than ever. As gouts of ecstatic fury tore through me, I screamed and drooled and wept and writhed as my body seemed to catch fire with the intense pleasure of his never ceasing thrusts, finally and totally understanding the mean of truly being 'fucked' and 'fucked well!'
I became lost in a sea of orgasmic love which suddenly grew stormy and stronger as I felt Mr. Hamilton pick up his pace and his moans penetrated my universe of orgasm until he shoved himself deep inside me and began to cum again. As again, my womb was bathed and filled with his thick, hot semen, I felt myself being ripped asunder by orgasmic ecstasy...my body melting in wave after wave of intense fiery pleasure until all that remained was a bodiless consciousness wrapped in heavenly delight, knowing only the love that I shared with Mr. Hamilton...my teacher, my man, my lover...
#
I awoke from a deep sleep, feeling sore and happy and more contented than I could have imagined. I was face down atop Mr. Hamilton's strong body, my legs splayed out on each side of his torso while my face nuzzled his neck. His arms were wrapped around my body and I could feel his now flaccid, but still sizable penis lying wetly under my left thigh.



I drew a shuddery breathe, shifting slightly, my battered and sensitive cunt rubbing against Mr. Hamilton's stomach and making me shiver with orgasmic aftershocks. "You're awake, Megan," Mr. Hamilton said softly and I raised my head up to find his smiling face. "Hi."
"Hi," I replied in a quiet voice.
He reached out and tugged a long and sweaty strand of my hair off my face. "Are you okay, Megan? You had me worried for a few minutes. No regrets?"
The enormity of the moment swamped over me as I brought myself up to speed. I was lying naked on top of my equally naked teacher who was three times my age -- suddenly aware that from my pleasantly aching pussy, his semen was slowly dripping out. Months and years of fantasy, yearning and planning had finally culminating in all of it becoming reality. For a second, I wondered what my response should be, but in the next, I felt myself begin to sob as I cried out, "I'm wonderful! I love you so much and you...you love me too, don't you, Mr. Hamilton?"
I hugged myself to him, my tears flowing across his face as we kissed and he stroked my arms and shoulders and back soothingly and softly replied between kisses, "Yes...maybe its wrong, but I love you, Megan...I love you more than I ever thought I could love a woman."
His words comforted me and in the sweet warmth of that fall afternoon, we cuddled and talked about our future together...me sharing my fantasies of what was to come and Mr. Hamilton calmly adding his thoughts and suggestions. Our ideas meshed together almost as perfectly as our bodies seemed to fit together.
I wanted badly to fuck my teacher one more time that wonderful Sunday, but I found myself terribly sore and unable to take his cock again. Still, I found myself riding another tidal wave of powerful orgasms as Mr. Hamilton had me ride his face and he showed me how truly talented his tongue was. I bucked and writhed on his mouth and his soothing, yet sinfully talented tongue as he kissed and licked my tender flesh, teasing and taunting my slick labia and semen coated pussy flesh and throbbing clitoris to orgasm after orgasm.
Not to be outperformed, I eventually squirmed around on his body and as Mr. Hamilton made love to me with his mouth, I began to learn to orally please him as well, coaxing his mighty cock to a third erection and lovingly sucking and licking him until finally as I saw him struggle to control and restrain his orgasm, I looked up into his eyes and said, "Mr. Hamilton, please give me your cum. I want you to spray your semen all over your little girl's face!"
I could hear the birds taking flight again from the trees around us as he cried out in complete and utter joy while his cock jerked and sprayed hot semen all over my face and I learned the pleasure of tasting his seed and feeling the steaming, life giving fluid running down my face.
And so it began...our love affair, both passionate and secret...at least at first. I wept with sadness as I watched him pull away from my house after seeing me home, daring to come to my car and kiss me goodnight both tenderly and passionately as the first day of our lives together came to an end.
Our hours apart were unbearable...those moments in class when we could not be ourselves sheer torture. We tried to be cautious and careful and through the rest of Fall semester, we tried to spend as much time together as we could, both of us shocked to discover how insatiable our need for each other was and how reckless that desire could make us. Mr. Hamilton tried to keep his hands off me in school, but more than once, our school day ended with his cock inside me and his mouth on mine, squelching my sobs of pleasure as he fucked me atop his desk or I rode his lovely cock while we sat in his chiar behind his desk..
The end of December came with two surprises. First -- Mr. Hamilton shocked everyone by submitting his resignation, having accepted a position in a small college back east in upstate New York. Second -- I took early graduation, ignoring my mother's and my counselor's entreaties to graduate with my class and walk the stage with my classmates in the spring.
I'm sure there was some gossiping when in January, we left together for New York, pausing for a weekend in a quaint West Virginia town to get married by a justice of the peace who looked a little dubious at our age differences, but who's wife sealed the deal by saying we were the cutest little couple and reminding her husband that her own mother had been a child bride of seventeen and that her father was sixty-one when she'd been born. As we drove north, it was hand in hand, both of us feeling as if we'd slipped into a fairy tale in which we would live happily ever after.
#
The autumn leaves fall all around us as we stroll up the tree lined street, little Thomas crowing happily as his small chubby hands try to catch the golden leaves, stretching his arms skyward from the stroller. His brilliant blue eyes and shock of black hair offer testimony to his parentage.
I push the stroller with one hand while I run a hand over the swollen bump of my stomach. My French Lit book peeks out from the stroller's storage pack, swaying gently as I walk us along while my equally swollen breasts, nipples more sensitive than ever, press against my tightly clinging sweater as we move along.
Suddenly, Thomas screams out in gleeful joy, "Daddy!"
I look up and grin. We are in front of Cooper Hall and Mr. Hamilton...my husband is walking towards us, having just finished speaking to two of his colleagues, both who are looking beyond him at his young wife and child with some considerable envy. There has been no small amount of gossip about Professor Hamilton and his child bride since we arrived almost three years ago, but we are both accepted here. I am in my second year of college -- a little behind schedule thanks to the arrival of our first child, but I am happy -- studying, writing my poetry and short stories while loving my son and my husband and excited about the arrival of our daughter later this winter.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Hamilton," I say as my husband takes me in his arms and gives me a big kiss after bending down and hugging and kissing our son.
Good afternoon, Mrs. Hamilton," he replies, making me feel all warm and gooey between my legs. I am still amazed that even though I have always been a horny little slut, being pregnant makes me an absolute nymphomaniac. Now, halfway through my second pregnancy, I am nearly insatiable in my constant desire to have my husband's cock in me. "How's your day been?"
"Busy," I reply. "But the French Lit class was fun and Mrs. Teegarden at the day care center tells me Thomas has been bouncing off the walls all day." I squeeze Mr. Hamilton's hand and look at him coyly with my big blue eyes before adding, "I imagine he's about ready for a nap...a nice long nap."
My words and their true meaning are not wasted on my husband and he smiles and as we walk busses me on the cheek, murmuring, "Well, then, Megan...I suppose we should be taking a...nap too."
"Or something," I say, releasing his hand and without glancing down, reaching over and caressing his crotch, happy to already feel his thick monster awakening and not caring if anyone saw me acting so wantonly. We smile at each other, my beloved teacher and husband and lover and we walk happily down the leaf strewn avenue to where our house and our bed awaits and I can already envision the two of us in bed, Mr. Hamilton between my widespread thighs, making love, fucking...living the fairy tale...living happily ever after.
The End
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Merry Christmas, Literotica readers! Here is my Christmas present to you...maybe the single longest incest themed story I've ever posted (not however a Christmas themed story). Partially re-adapted from my old "Neighborhood Moms" series on another site years and years ago..expanded and reworked to create a good (maybe a tad blasphemous) story. I look forward to hearing your comments.
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within are simply figments of my over-fertile imagination. Enjoy!
*
This is a story of a mother and a son, but it is also a story within a story and that too is about a mother and a son. Over the years, I've tried to make sense and reconcile my faith with what happened. I know that society as a whole and Christians specifically find more than a little justification for vilifying us and our acts, but in the end, there was only love that was shared and I cannot see that any real harm was done. In the end there was truth and love and faith and those combine to create something magical and special...or dare I say it aloud, it -- we, created something holy.
There are many places where I could start my tale -- as I have already said, this is a story within a story. I think, perhaps, it is best to start in the Fall of 1980. It was an election year and anyone with half a brain could see that Uncle Ronnie was going to win the election. Times were tough...gas prices were high and so was unemployment. I felt myself fortunate to be a student at the local college -- still living at home while I worked towards a degree in psychology.
I was the only child of Jeffrey and Candace Hilton. Dad was an engineer with a local car parts manufacturer and spent most of his time in Detroit or at one of the Big Three's outlying factory sites. He was an absentee father and husband. I didn't much mind -- Dad was like one of the machines he designed...cold and aloof and very exacting. I think he got married and fathered a child because he was designed to. I guess he loved us in his own way, but it was a cold love...unfeeling and without depth.
Mom was the total opposite. She was devoted to Dad and me, working hard both as a breadwinner working as a paralegal and as a wife and mother. Mom was the one to make our home a generally happy place whether Dad was there or not. Dad's indifference to us both hurt her in many ways...some of her pain I recognized on a daily basis -- some of it I only began to comprehend as I matured. Mom sought solace in the Church -- a rather middle of the road Baptist Church. Mom wasn't an ardent Christian, but she enjoyed the companionship that the Women's Missionary Society offered and at least two or three times a week was helping out with the mission work and food pantry as well as the required Bible study.
Me...I was still a member of the church even though my faith wasn't nearly as strong as Mom's. Oh, I still usually attended Sunday morning services with Mom (and Dad if he was in town). I found Reverend Walker's sermons dry and humorless -- focusing more on sin than salvation, but going to services had other bonuses -- the top of the list being Mrs. Walker -- Gwen Marie Walker to be specific. The fact that her son, Kent was one of my closest friends did not detract from the thought that she ranked right up there as one of my biggest masturbatory fantasies!
I must confess right now that ever since I remember having sexual desires, I have had a thing for older ladies...what would be called a couple of decades later -- a MILF. And right at the top of my list was Gwen Walker. In her early forties at that point, she was a tall and very buxom woman with the bluest eyes and cornstalk colored hair that came down to her shoulders and did a little flip. Her native Texas twang sounded a little exotic in blah Western Ohio and only enhanced her attractiveness.
Many a Sunday for years, I had struggled with a hard-on during services while constantly glancing at that gorgeous preacher's wife. No conservative dress could hide or mute the size of her meaty breasts that swelled out from her chest -- nor could it conceal the curvy nature of her full and shapely butt. I rarely saw more of her legs than from the knees down, but I suspected that her trim ankles reflected a pair of long and shapely legs which I would again and again jerk off to imagining them spread wide for me, her hands raised up to beckon me to her.
There were others at church that I fantasized about...Mrs. Anna Torino...a sultry Italian American in her fifties, Mrs. Talbert who'd been my Sunday School teacher for most of my childhood, Ms. Grantham and Ms Dobbs who I didn't know at the time were two lesbians in a committed relationship -- not that that would have ended my fantasies about them, rather I imagine it would have increased my focus on them. Still in church, it was Gwen Walker that captured my imagination...the only real rival for her in my fantasy world being my mother.
Yes, you heard me correctly. It was Mom who'd given birth to my MILF tendencies when I was a teenager and why not? Mom was and is the most beautiful woman I know. Long, luxurious mahogany colored hair, a lean, yet voluptuous body with large breasts you just want to reach out and squeeze -- a narrow waist, toned hips and legs that seemed to go on forever. In my rather prejudiced opinion, there wasn't an inch of her five foot, ten inch frame that wasn't perfect. Mom was the first woman I masturbated over and would be the subject of my fantasies for the rest of my life.
But, Gwen Walker would be a close second. Mature women...YUM!
Anyway, back to the story... It was a Thursday in October in the Fall of 1980, late afternoon and I was studying in the living room, Springsteen's "The River" on the stereo and my psych notes spread out all around me, prepping for a mid-term when Mom came into the house, apparently in a hurry as the front door banged against the doorstop when she flung it open, throwing her purse and jacket into an empty chair as she crossed the room to the small bar she and Dad maintained (despite being church goers, my parents were not teetotalers). Mom was dressed in a pantsuit which stretched nicely across her backside and I added a mental snapshot of her lovely ass to the thousands already residing in my mind as she bent over and retrieved a bottle of bourbon and poured herself a stiff drink.
She turned abruptly in mid-drink to catch me ogling her. As she narrowed her eyes at me, I tried to cover my staring by voicing in a concerned tone, "Mom, is everything alright?"
Mom started to speak and then paused, looking at me oddly...almost as if she was just meeting me for the first time. She opened her mouth and said in a soft and strained voice, "No...I...I don't know. I was wondering...what you...I." She stopped and shook her head, several emotions playing across her lovely face. "I cannot discuss this right now, John. I need a while to...sort things out."
She poured herself another drink and picked it up and continued. "I'm going upstairs and taking a bath. We need to talk...later. Don't go out." That last was said in what I knew from long experience was her "Do not fuck with me" voice.
I nodded and said, "Okay...I need to study anyway." I watched her cross the room, still ogling her fine body, admiring the way her silk blouse pulled tight against her breast in profile when she turned back when I said, "Am I in some sort of trouble?"
Mom started to say something, but shook her head instead and marched out of the room. I listened to her high heels on the stairs and then a moment later, her door opening and slamming shut. I found it difficult to study after that, wondering what I might have done to have upset her so. I ran through the usual list. I was pretty sure she hadn't found my small stash of marijuana hidden the hollow of my old Nova's steering wheel. I hadn't been in trouble with the law since I'd got caught doing '85' in a '45' miles an hour zone my senior year in high school and my grades at the university while not spectacular, were at least respectable. I thought about it for a long while before it occurred to me that it was Thursday and that she would have come home from her Women's Bible Study class. A knot of dreadful cold announced its presence in the pit of my stomach and I wondered if my greatest secret had come out.
Two hours passed and the sun was low on the horizon as I put aside my notes and textbook and turned on the television, sitting in the gloom without any lights on and hearing all the fallout from the failed rescue mission in Iran and how with it, any last chance for Carter to be re-elected was out the window.
"John, turn off the TV please. We need to talk." I looked up to see Mom standing in the doorway, the glow from the television giving her a ghostly and supernatural beauty. Mom was wearing a long, cream colored silk gown with a delightfully deep V-cut neckline, drawing attention to the upper and inward portions of her large and prominent breasts. She walked barefoot across the room and turned on a small lamp beside the sofa before moving to the bar and pouring another scotch. She returned to the sofa and sat down, crossing her legs and in the process, offering up a brief glimpse of her curvaceous leg from her ankle to her thigh through a slit in the gown.
Mom looked at me sitting across from her and sighed. I shifted nervously in Dad's recliner and repeated what I had asked earlier, "Mom, am I in some sort of trouble?"
Mom hesitated in answering me, her eyes never leaving mine...those deep brown orbs appearing a little fiery to me. Mom appeared to be pissed and upset and confused. A new possibility suddenly occurred to me and I said in a rush, "Is it Dad? Is there a problem with you and Dad?" All through junior high and high school, I had suspected that Mom and Dad's marriage was on the rocks...that Dad's cold, distant nature had extinguished whatever passion they might have once had.
Mom sipped her scotch and then looked back up at me and in a voice that was just the tiniest bit slurred, replied, "This afternoon, as Gwen Walker was leading us in our studies, Reverend Walker walked into the classroom at our church and denounced his wife as a, and I quote, 'A vile promiscuous whore engaged in terrible and incestuous intercourse whose sins would see her burning in hell with her lovers for all eternity,' unquote."
I felt my stomach roll over sickeningly and tried to take a deep breath, but was unable as my chest suddenly felt too tight. I tried to match Mom's intense gaze, but was unable to maintain it under the glare of her burning eyes. "Gwen Walker stood up in front of all the women in Bible Study and said to her husband, 'I admit it, completely and without shame. If I had to do it all over again, I would. Our son is a hundred times the lover that you are, Rodney, and I don't believe that something as wonderful as what we share is sinful or wrong. All the love I've shared with Kent and his friends has changed my life and taught me that there is much more to God's love and his plan for us all than we ever imagined. All of you should examine the lives you lead and consider taking the leap into a new and passionate world with your own sons. Some of them are magnificent lovers!'" Mom paused and her eyes seemed to engulf me as she added, "John, she was looking right at me when she said that. Why?"
I felt my face burning as if it was on fire and when I didn't answer, Mom sat up and leaned forward, her glass in her hands and despite my predicament, I couldn't help but notice how her breasts swelled and bunched together, threatening to overflow the neckline of her robe. "John, Gwen Walker admits to fucking her own son. Have you been fucking her too?"
I opened my mouth and closed it and then opened it again to finally reply, "Mom...I'm over eighteen. My sex...love life is personal."
Mom flung the now empty glass over my head to shatter against the wall, shards and sprinkles of glass falling down in a tinkling rain on the bookshelf behind me. "You live under my roof and you'll answer me, John! Are you fucking Gwen Walker?"
"Yes," I replied in a low voice, both resenting Mom demanding the answer and embarrassed at the same time.
Mom said nothing, but nodded to herself. Slowly, stiffly, she rose and fixed herself another drink, surprising me when she poured a second drink and came over and handed it to me. She towered over me for a moment and then returned to her seat, sweeping her feet underneath her before she said, "Tell me."
I tilted my head and replied, "Mom?"
"Tell me everything. I want to know how this happened." Her voice grew tight and dangerous. "I want every detail -- leave nothing out!"
There was a long minute of tension filled silence between us -- Mom never taking her eyes off me as her breasts seemed to rise and fall heavily and her face was nearly as red as mine. She could have been an avatar for beauty incarnate at that moment or an avenging angel.
I liked my lips and took a sip of the scotch, grimacing at the taste. Finally, I looked up and said, "It's a long story, Mom. It began two years ago...
#
"I would do your Mom in a fucking second, man. She is smoking hot! She's like Pam on Dallas, only..." Kent grinned at me as he took the offered joint from my hand to take a hit before he finished. "Only, she's finely aged...mature."
It felt odd to hear someone else speaking of my mother in the same manner in which I felt. "Yeah, she is incredibly foxy...and better tits than Victoria Principal," I replied.
We were sitting in my car in the city park on a Monday afternoon, under the shade of the great trees, smoking a joint after work, listening to Aerosmith and getting a nice buzz. We both worked at Friedman's Department store as summer time stockers and had gotten off work at 4:00 P.M. and decided to chill out for a bit. We had both just turned eighteen at the time, our senior year was about to start and life was good. At work, we'd both noticed the other's appreciative looks at the often sexy middle aged women that frequented the store and now a discussion of the finer points of mature women and a good buzz had led Kent to volunteer his thoughts on my Mom.
"You've seen your Mom's tits, John?" Kent said, slowly releasing a cloud of marijuana smoke.
I giggled a little and said, "A few times...peeking as she hopped out of the shower. They're awesome...with real dark circles around the nipples and Mom's nipples are so big! I checked out her bras in the hamper and Mom's a 38DD and those bad boys don't hardly sag or anything." I leaned over a little and added, "And you wouldn't believe her bush, Kent...it's massive and huge. I'd love to just rub my face in it!"
Kent snorted and leaned back against the passenger seat and laughed. "Dude...you'd fuck your Mom if you could, wouldn't you?"
"Shit, yeah! If you had a chance to fuck your Mom, wouldn't you go for it?" I replied.
Kent paused and looked forward out the windshield at some kids playing around a jungle gym. "It's what I dream every fucking night, man!"
"Have you ever seen your Mom naked, man?" I asked, imagining Kent's mother in all her naked glory.
"All the fucking time, man," he replied. Kent winked at me and added, "And I seen her fingering herself too...damn near every day!"
I felt my jaw drop in surprise. "Bullshit, man."
Kent smirked and said, "It's fucking true...man, I've even jacked off and cum while she was making herself cum...pussy juice squirting from her sweet pussy while she moaned. It was almost like we were doing it together."
I took another hit from the joint, extinguishing it with the tips of my fingers as it was now down to a small nub. As I exhaled, I again stated, "Bullshit, man! I don't believe that for a fucking second!" Kent had a reputation that was in part born out of being a preacher's kid -- a reputation that he had worked hard to uphold over his teenage years. He'd had brushes with the law over drugs and booze and wild driving and was rumored to have gotten two different girls knocked up during high school. He was a renowned and respected bullshit artist and according to Mom, had been a trial and tribulation to his father and mother...especially his father, Reverend Walker.
Despite all this, we'd been friends since the seventh grade and I never held it against him when some of his misadventure's spilled over on me and got me in trouble with my parents. Kent merely smiled at my challenge and after glancing at his watch, replied, "Well, my good man, if you'll chauffer me home, I'll show you." He licked his lips and said, "I bet you'll fucking cum in your pants if you get to see my mom naked and fingering her wet pussy."
"Dude, you are so fucking on!" I fired my beater of a Nova up and we carefully drove across town, keeping an eye out for Johnny Law until finally we drove past the Baptist church and pulled into the driveway behind the parsonage.
As we pulled up close to the house, Kent leaned over and pointed out my window. "Check that sweet ass out. Damn, even with all her clothes on, Mom makes my pecker hard!"
I turned to find Gwen Walker kneeling in front of a flower bed situated in the middle of the yard. She was wearing a sleeveless top and loose khaki shorts that came almost to her knees, her fair skinned slightly reddened by the summer sun. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a short ponytail. Her back was to us and she had no idea the impact of her slowly swaying ass had on both her son and me.
When we climbed out, Kent hollered, "Hey, Mom! Can John stay for dinner?"
Gwen Walker looked over her shoulder and smiled at us, her lovely face marred slightly by a smudge of dirt on one cheek. "Sure, we've got plenty. Your father is over at General Hospital all evening. Hiya, John. How's your mother doing?"
I nodded and then said, "Doing fine...I guess you'll see her Sunday at services."
She smiled and replied, "And you too, young man. Just because y'all are seniors doesn't mean you can skip church!"
"Yes, ma'am," I answered before Kent told her we were going upstairs to play Pong on his Atari.
We disappeared inside and when I turned to head up their back stairs, Kent grabbed me and said, "No, man...basement...now!" We quietly slipped down to the parsonage basement where our church's youth group often met for nice quiet parties. The basement had long served multiple functions -- rumpus room, guest room and storage room. There was an old but serviceable couch and loveseat in one corner along with an ancient black and white television and a fridge. Partitioned by a vinyl and fabric wall was a toilet and sink and a large shower stall. Across the basement stood a washer and dry and a canvas clothes hamper.
Kent pointed to a second set of stairs that led up to the outside exit and we started up them, getting about two thirds of the way where Kent climbed over the rail and began to carefully negotiate rafters running the length of the basement. I followed him until we were standing on a thick sheet of plywood that might have served as an additional storage space, but which was currently empty except for a few empty soda cans and a box of tissue. Kent knelt on one edge and motioned for me to join him. I looked over the edge and gasped. Below us at a slight angle was the shower stall...anyone inside it would be completely visible.
"Mom usually showers down here after she's been working in her garden and flowers," Kent said in an almost reverential tone. He pointed to an old coat rack that held several different sized bathrobes hanging on it.
"Goddamn, Kent!" I murmured. "How many times have you peeked on your mom and jacked off up here?" Maybe it was my imagination, but I thought I could smell a faint whiff of jizzum and sweat.
My friend laughed and shrugged. "I've lost count, but each time was better than the last!"



I started to reply, but above us, the outside door opened up and someone began descending the stairs. I knew it was Gwen Walker when I heard her humming an old gospel song...The Old Rugged Cross." Kent put a finger to his lips and we sat motionless as his mother came down the stairs.
Our perch gave us a bird's eye view of almost the entire room. We watched Gwen Walker cross the room and put away her gardening tools and then stroll over to the washing machine. I felt myself gasp as she abruptly tugged off her blouse, pulling it over her head to reveal a pale beige bra encasing two huge breasts that appeared ready to spill out of the garment. She reached up and undid something on the front and the cups gave way as her breasts fell out. "Damn!" I whispered as Kent smacked me on the head and again put his finger to his lips. Still, his eyes, like mine, were fixed on his mother's magnificent tits. Larger than Mom's, they sagged more, but in a most pleasing fashion, sloping down on her chest, nipples becoming stiff in the cooler air of the basement.
Kent's mom massaged her breasts after tossing the bra into the hamper as if the support garment had been uncomfortable, her fingers sliding around the nipples and making her shiver just slightly. Gwen then undid her khakis, letting them fall around her ankles and revealing a pair of white cotton panties and a sensuous little round belly. Her thighs were a little more meaty than I had suspected but they were attractive, both motherly and sexy at the same time.
She quickly stepped out of her panties to reveal her pussy and bush. Unlike Mom's pussy hair which was wild and unruly, Gwen's bush was neatly trimmed in a narrow line that pointed the way to her pussy lips which were nakedly exposed. I felt my cock throb with desire while next to me, Kent gave a mostly silent, but heavy and heartfelt sigh.
Gwen walked back over to the living area, pausing in front of an ornate, but battered full length mirror. She had a slight frown as she inspected herself. Her right hand came up to her neck and then moved slowly downward, sliding over a meaty, gourd-like breast and then over her sexy belly and finishing with a light stroke of her fingers across her cunt. As she touched her pussy, she closed her eyes and again shivered...her nipples swelling mightily in response, extending out to nearly half an inch.
She slowly walked over to the shower and turned the water on. While waiting for the hot water to reach her, she again caressed her body, lingering longer this time on her breasts and her pussy, tugging on the rubbery and swollen nipples and then rubbing her palm against her labia...which rapidly swelled in response to her attentions.
Gwen pulled the rubber band out of her hair and shook it out, the slightly askew mane making her seem more beautiful and sexy than ever. I spared Kent a glance and mouthed the word, "WOW!" silently. Then, Gwen slid back the plastic curtain and stepped into the water. She began to soak herself before taking up some soap in a bottle and began washing herself, looking incredibly erotic as she ran her soapy hands over her luscious body.
I turned at the unmistakable sound of a zipper being undone to see Kent fishing his erect cock out of his jeans. He was gazing intently down at his mother as he began stroking his erection. I gave him a quick glance and appraisal, feeling relieved that while he looked to be maybe a little longer than me, my cock was definitely thicker. I returned my gaze to that of the lovely and mature woman showering below us and then as my own cock throbbed angrily, decided it would be rude as his houseguest to not follow his example. I carefully and slowly unzipped my jeans and reached in and after a moment or two of awkward shifting, pulled out my own erect penis.
Gwen was almost hypnotic as she lathered up her body. She had graduated from humming 'The Old Rugged Cross' to singing the verses, her nipples growing even harder and more blood engorged as her fingers stroked, pulled and pinched at them. While one hand focused on her magnificent breasts, the other slid down to work on her soapy pussy as well -- her fingers slithering between her thick and long labia, offering brief glimpses at shiny, pink flesh. The lovely, mature woman began to shampoo her hair and as her breasts rose and pulled taut as her raised hands lathered her hair, I had to make an effort not to cum amid the sudden revelation that a woman washing her hair was an erotic turn-on.
After rinsing her hair, Gwen's hands again began to caress her breasts and pussy again and I could see a flush spread across her chest and face as attentions become more assertive -- pinching and pulling on her nipples and fingers now not only slicing through her glistening labia, but plunging inside...slowly at first, but with increasing speed. Beside me, Kent was stroking his cock more intently now, his eyes glued to his mother's masturbating body.
Gwen let out a long, soulful moan and leaned back against the wall, raising her leg so she could rest one foot on a sitting shelf -- opening herself up more as she added a second and then a third finger plunging into her cunt. I caught a whiff of something on the air, a sweet, pungent odor that reminding me of Mom's panties when occasionally I would masturbate into them. Then she lifted her left breast upwards towards her mouth, her tongue lashing out to tease her nipple before she took it into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked her own tit.
As her moans increased in number, the lewd scene became too much for Kent. To my surprise and dismay, he began to grunt and then call out, "Mom! Mom!" while he stroked himself towards an orgasm.
Despite the growing intensity of her own pre-orgasmic noises, Gwen picked up on her son's voice and at first looking around wildly, she suddenly looked up, her eyes widening in shock and terror when she spied us looking down at her naked and aroused body.
"KENT! OH MY LORD! KENT, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" she screamed, pulling her fingers from her pussy and trying to cover her nakedness with her arms.
Her son jerked upright, his body stiffening in part from his mother's cries and in part because he began to cum, hot semen spurting from his body to arch out into the air only to fall downward, some of the thick, whitish seed falling into the shower stall, a few jets of his jism splattering on his mother, only to be mostly washed away by the running water. His eyes seemed almost glazed over as he stroked his cock while cumming and trying to regan control, mumbling, "Mom...MOM! I...ummm, Mom."
Still trying in vain to cover her nakedness, Gwen scrunched down in an attempt to shield her wet, naked body from our sight...a vain attempt as her meaty titties kept slipping past her slick arms and hands. The expression on her face evolved from one of shock to one of red-faced anger as she yelled, "KENT! YOU BOYS GET DOWN HERE NOW!"
There was real power in her tone -- the "Mom Voice," as I thought of it when Mom exercised that particular maternal power, that had us both moving immediately, both of us scrabbling back across the rafters -- Kent leaving a splattering trail of spunk as he ejaculated the last remnants of his load. When we paused on the stairs to stuff our cocks back into our pants, we immediately abandoned the effort as Gwen Walker roared, "I SAID TO GET DOWN HERE THIS SECOND!"
We were met at the bottom of the stairs by his mother, who was standing there, still soaking wet and barely clothed by a thin bathrobe that seemed much to short and small for her, her frantically trying to close it, but not quite able to cover all of her front -- allowing much her heavenly globes to peak out with the hem ending just below her crotch, offering a splendid view of her luscious thighs and an occasional wink from her pussy. Despite my own embarrassment at being busted by Kent's mom, I was still aroused.
Gwen glared at us, anger and dismay struggling for domination in her face. "Shame on you both for spying on me! How could you boys do such a sinful thing!" Her voice was full of rage and tears. "Kent Howard Walker, shame on you! We raised you better than this!" She shook a finger in Kent's face. "I raised you better. I am your mother! You should be ashamed of doing such a sinful...um, thing as...as." Gwen's voice trailed off as her gaze traveled down to spy Kent's still erect cock, his jizzum still dripping from it. Globs of semen were smeared on the head and shaft of his penis from where he had stroked it as he had cum.
Kent had an odd, almost dazed look on his face as his eyes followed his mother's gaze downward and then as if unable to restrain himself from an unbearable need, he reached down and gave his cock a final squeeze, somehow relieving himself of some kind of demanding pressure to assist his sperm in spurting out. Both Gwen and her son gave a little moan, their voices intermixing as they both tried to speak at once.
"Ohhhh, Mom...Kent...so beautiful...so sinful...I love you, Mom...surely not thinking of me while, while..."
Gwen's angry expression faded as her face reddened and slipped into confusion. She glanced over at me and down to where my erect penis was jutting up at angle from my fly. "This is such a terrible sin," she moaned as she licked her lips. "Both of you should be ashamed." She scowled at me, her eyes never leaving my erection and said, "John Hilton, your mother would be so ashamed to know you were peeking at me and mastur...doing what you were doing!"
She turned her gaze back to her son, her eyes sliding downwards to where Kent was still sliding his hand up and down on his hard-on. "Kent, I'm your mother...to have such thoughts about your mother...it's, it's..."
Kent's mother couldn't finish it, but Kent's eyes seemed to clear and gave her a little smile and finished it for her. "It's incest, Mom...and that's what makes it so hot! You are so sexy, how could I not jerk off and think of you and I..."
Gwen struck him across the face with an open hand, so abruptly and with such force that the sound of her palm striking his cheek sent a resounding 'crack' echoing around the basement.
"IT'S A SIN!" she screamed. "IT'S A SIN AGAINST GOD...A TERRIBLE, TERRIBLE SIN!" In her effort to slap her son, Gwen's robe pulled open, again revealing her magnificent breasts and her little blonde muff above her still flowered pussy. Her nipples were hard to the point of bursting. Her sudden and lovely nakedness diverted Kent's attention away from the shock and pain of her slap and he licked his lips at the naked beauty of his mother.
Gwen reached out and took her son by his free wrist, her eyes trying to pull away from his cock which he was stroking with his other hand. "We must pray. We must pray to God for strength and forgiveness," she said, falling to her knees, pulling her son down with her. She glanced up at me and reached out with her free hand, nearly brushing my hard cock as she took hold of my wrist and pulled me down on the other side of her. "Pray with me, boys, pray for forgiveness!"
Kent's mother, closed her eyes, her mouth moving in what I'm sure was a supplication to God, not even realizing that she was exposing her nakedness to us both. "Lord, please give us your all powerful strength to overcome the evil thoughts that dwell with us...um, these boys today! Give unto them the power and the will to resist such awful, lustful thoughts, dear Lord, and forgive my son the terrible sin of looking with lust upon his own mother! Fill his strong body with...with the strength and power to resist such lustful thoughts."
As she prayed, Kent and I continued to stare at her exposed body, I was amazed to see Gwen's pussy lips swelling even more, flowering even as fluids...her juices began to ooze from her cunt, making her cunt flesh look even more wet and inviting. I struggled with the desire...no, need, to resume stroking my erection.
Kent tore his attention away from his Mom for a second to glance over at me and offer up a wink and a smile. My eyes widened as I recognized that smile. It was Kent's patented, 'I am a bad preacher's kid!' smile that I'd seen every time he'd got us into trouble for one of his fun but reckless or foolish stunts. He shifted around on his knees until he was nearly facing his mother, reaching out with the hand that had been stroking his cock, his semen still smeared across his fingers.
As Gwen passionately prayed, Kent reached out with his cum smeared fingers and hesitating at first, gently brushed his fingertips against his mother's quivering labia, leaving tiny streamers of his semen on her swollen and slick flesh. "Please purge us...er, these boys of this evil lust, Lord. Make their strong, hard bodies resistant to thoughts o such adulterous and incestuous thou...KENT! KENT, OH LORD, WHAT ARE YOU...OHHHH...DOING!"
Gwen's eyes popped open and she looked down, mouth open in flabbergasted shock at her son's fingertips lingering on the rubbery, slick folds of her pussy. "Kent, oh my god. Son, I'm your mother! This is a terrible, terrible sin. It's incest, son!" A great shiver went through her body and she bit down on her lower lip as if trying to create a distraction from the sensation of her son's hand on her most private parts.
She seemed frozen to the cement floor, unable or unwilling to move as Kent continued to gently brush his fingers against his mother's pussy lips, his fingers now becoming wet and syrupy with Gwen's juices. In a shaky, unsure voice, Kevin said barely above a whisper, "Does this feel like a sin, Mom? Can something so good really be wrong, Mom? You're a beautiful woman...a beauty that God created. I'm hard and aroused because of God. Can it really be wrong that I find you so beautiful...I think that God makes us who we are and he's made me love you. It's God's will that your sexy body makes me hard, Mom, and makes me want to do all these wonderful things with you."
With her hand still in his other hand, he guided her to his erection and then wrapped her fingers around his shaft while she stared in disbelief. "Does this feel like its wrong, Mom? Don't you think it's beautiful and Mom, it's hard because of you. It's hard for you!"
Gwen moaned as she stared down at her hand on her son's erect penis. Her eyes seemed to fill with tears. "Oh, Kent! This is a sin and we can't...I can't. It's wron -- AHHHGHH!" She cried out as Kent suddenly plunged two fingers into her wet and apparently welcoming pussy!
Kent scooted closer to her, her pendulous breasts almost brushing his chest. "It's not wrong, Mom! It feels too good to be wrong! I love you, Mom and you love me and you taught me that God is love! How could this be wrong if we both love each other?" He slowly stirred his fingers inside her now sodden cunt and now I could smell the unmistakable aroma of aroused pussy.
Gwen was almost panting now, I think unaware that her hips were slowly moving in rhythm with her son's probing fingers. She glanced at me, her eyes now wild with alarm and fright and something else...something I would ever after associate with passionate hunger. Kent leaned in closer and I could barely hear him whisper into her ear, "It's not wrong, Mom. It's what you want...what you've wanted and needed for a long time. What were you thinking of when you were masturbating?" He added a third finger into his mother's pussy as he added, "I bet you were thinking of me...me and John and how much you wanted to have one or both of us, fucking you with our big, hard cocks!"
Kent's mother shook and quivered under her son's fingering assault and there was a sudden surprised look in her eyes that had me wondering if Kent's words hadn't hit close to the mark. An image of the Reverend Walker flashed briefly through my mind and I wondered if like his sermons, his lovemaking was cold and lacking passion. I spoke up for the first time, moving closer to her and amazed to hear myself say, "Is that true, Mrs. Walker? Were you fingering yourself while fantasizing about fucking your son, about fucking Kent?"
Gwen let out a long, soulful moan, her head thrown back, her eyes closed and her face contorted with pleasure while her pelvis undulated under the ministrations of her son's fingers. Suddenly she opened her eyes and there was something wild and full of abandon in those blue orbs and she cried out, "YES!" even as she dived for her son's cock, babbling, "God forgive us! God forgive me. I do want this so! I want you, Kent, my precious son!" She began rubbing his cock against her face, showering it with kisses, her tongue lashing out to capture the smears of his semen that remained on his hard cock.
Tears ran down her face as she licked a small bubble of semen off Kent's cock head before panting, "I love you, Kent...I love you so much. Surely, God can forgive such a love!" She gazed up at him, her eyes pleading as if she needed confirmation that indeed God would bless their suddenly revealed incestuous desires.
Kent shot me a triumphant look and ran his fingers through his mother's wet, blonde hair as she began to suck his cock fervently, running her lips up and down his long cock shaft. As she leaned forward, I realized that the robe had risen up over her now upturned ass, her meaty globes looking voluptuous and enticing. Gwen made loud and lewd noises as she hungrily gobbled Kent's penis. I couldn't turn my sight away from her lovely ass and licking my lips, I shoved my jeans down to my knees and waddled around and behind her, now able to see her wet mound below her ass cheeks.
I gently spread her cheeks, exposing her pretty and puckered brown hole before I slid one hand upwards, pressuring her to bend a little more. I took my erect cock in hand and moved closer so that I could run the head of my penis up and down her sopping wet slit. "Oh my God, Mrs. Walker, your pussy feels like its on fire!" I moaned, loving how her hot and juicy flesh felt on my cock!
Kent's cock slipped from his mother's mouth, dripping with saliva, as Gwen looked back over her shoulder at me with a wild, lust crazed expression. "Oh Lord, John...what would your mother think if she saw us!" She thrust back against me, causing me to impale her with the first few inches of my cock. Gwen let out a canine like whine and then gasped, "Ohhhh, yesssss! Lord, this must be a sin because it feels soooo good!"
Kent stared at me, shock and envy mixed with disbelief that I had moved right up and stuck my hard dick in his mother. Then he smiled as Gwen again wrapped her lips around his erection and began to enthusiastically suck his cock. Kent winked at me and then reached down to began groping his mother's dangling breasts, pulling on the long, thick nipples as if they were milk udders, eliciting a muffled moan of approval from Gwen.
The beautiful mature woman began to rock back and forth, sliding her surprisingly tight pussy along my shaft until her baby soft butt cheeks were being scratched by my wiry pubic hair. I felt flushed and dizzy as I tried to reconcile the amazing reality that I was fucking my friend's mother...that I was fucking the preacher's wife! I was ramming my cock in and out of the motherly woman who'd led our hymn singing at Sunday services and who'd taught me Bible verses in Sunday school.
Moreover, this was the first time my cock was really touching pussy! Oh, there had been anxious and furtive doings with a few girls in the back seat of my old Nova, but those girls, while horny, had been skittish and afraid, insisting on rubbers and the whole business while pleasurable had been missing something. Now I was fucking a real woman...a mature woman with no piece of goddamn latex between cock and pussy and I loved every moment of experiencing her steaming hot pussy while she wantonly sucked her son's cock!
Kent ran his hands through his mother's now drying and tangled blonde hair, his right hand cupping the back of her head to help moderate how fast her lips were sliding back and forth on his cock. He grinned at me and then groaned as his mother sucked him, making me wonder how this seemingly modest and prudish woman knew how to use her tongue and mouth with such talent.



The air was quickly filled with the scent of wet pussy and human sweat as well as the sounds of obscene slurping and that definitive sound of flash slapping against flesh as my hard thrusts were met by her frantic and determined thrusts backwards of her own. "Jesus, Mom. You can really suck cock!"
Gwen replied with a muffled and appreciative groan and continued to suck her son's erect penis while reaching up to undo and wrestle her son's jeans down to his knees. Forced to release her hold on Kent's cock for a moment to get it clear of his pants and briefs, she let it slip from her lips to bob in the cool air of the basement, dripping with her saliva while gasping, "Mommy loves your cock, baby!" Then she was taking him deep into her mouth again while her hands cupped her teenaged son's ass cheeks, driving him into her mouth with more force -- a hint Kent quickly divined as he began to fuck Gwen's mouth with unbridled enthusiasm. Once he had his rhythm going, her hands slipped back around and began to caress her child's large and heavy balls.
The sheer lewd beauty of this situation began to overwhelm me and I felt the pressure to cum building within me, compounded by already being on edge from masturbating over Gwen's naked body just a few minutes before. My hot seed began to boil out of my testicles as I cried out, "Oh, jeezus, Mrs. Walker! I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum inside you!"
My words seemed to galvanize Kent's mom as she seemed to coil and explode, hunching forward frantically and turning, forcing my cock to slip out of her tight, grasping pussy while letting Kent's erection slide from her mouth with a noisy pop! Gwen continued to turn around and she looked up at me with panic or maybe frustrated denial. She reached out to take my cock in hand, her fingers becoming slippery on the thick coating of her cunt cream that covered my erect penis. "Cum on my face, John! Spray your hot seed on my face." There was a brief shadow of embarrassment on her face, maybe from asking me to perform such an obscene and exciting act or maybe a foreshadowing of her next words. "I want...need my son to be the first to cum in my pussy!"
Gwen looked back over her shoulder at her son, his spit covered member waving angrily in the air. In a voice frantic with need, she sobbed, "Put your penis in me, son! F-fuck me, Kent! Fuck your mother now!"
Kent's mother hiked her ass up into the air, wiggling it lewdly as an offering for her son. Kent eyed her open and wet pussy with an expression of wonder and slowly edged towards her. He glanced up at me as his mother stroked my cock and said in an unsure voice. "Man...Mom, I've never..."
As I felt my cum began to erupt from my cock, I couldn't help but laugh as it suddenly hit me that Kent...the bad boy preacher's kid who'd honestly earned his reputation as a hellion had never fucked a woman before. "Between groans and gasps as my climax exploded, I managed to wheeze, "Mrs. Walker...your son is a virgin! You're going to get Kent's cherry!"
Gwen had a sudden look of astonishment on her face that was quickly gone as my hot semen began to spray on her face, splattering across her cheeks and the bridge of her nose, before scoring a bulls-eye on her open mouth. Her eyes almost rolled back in her head and she stiffened up and I think had an orgasm just thinking of being her son's first lover. With my hot spunk dripping off her face, she looked back at Kent and beckoned him to her, wailing, "OHHHH YES! FUCK ME, KENT! FUCK MOMMY! PUT THAT BIG THING IN MOMMY RIGHT NOW!"
Suddenly on the verge of tears, Kent sobbed, "Yes, Mom...I love you so much!" and he moved up to her and thrust his cock into his mother for the first time. He moaned as his mother screamed, her body stiffening up as if she was being electrocuted. Her back arched and she threw her head back as she became the perfect vision of a woman having the greatest orgasm of her life. Her eyes glazed over as her face began to almost glow with pure ecstasy that went beyond simple orgasm.
Instinctively, I intuited that this was because of who they were. Mrs. Walker...Gwen was now far beyond a lonely and horny woman yielding to her most carnal desires. She was now in the grasp of incestuous ecstasy, surrendering to the unsuspected intensity that maybe only a mother and son fucking could ever experience. It was the most glorious thing I had ever witnessed.
Before she was lost in her incestuous abandon, I stroked the last few spurts of semen from my cock, smearing them across her sperm smeared lips. I fell back onto my butt, ignoring the cold concrete floor, content with watching the lewd spectacle of watching a mother and son fucking. Kent pummeled his mother's pussy with his hard on, his facial expression locked into one of fierce pleasure and determination. Gwen struggled to raise her head and turn to look back at her son, but pleasure seemed to overwhelm her again and again and she would hang her head or look at me sprawled before her, her eyes filled with love and gratitude and lust.
As one orgasm ebbed and before another could take her, Gwen groaned and dropped her face into my lap, her mouth finding my still mostly erect cock and licking sperm and pussy juice off my penis. With each hard thrust of her son's cock, she grunted with pleasure around my member, her tongue doing wonderful things to my dick
Finally having licked my cock clean, Gwen gave it one last playful lick and sobbed, "Oh Lord...Kent, I love your cock! Never stop fucking your mother, you sinful boy!"
Kent let out a laugh and replied in a voice tinged with strain, "Never, Mom! I want to spend the rest of my life with my dick in your tight pussy, Mom!" As he continued to thrust into her, it became obvious that Kent was going to give his mother the fuck of her life. Having already cummed once, he appeared ready and able to fuck his mother indefinitely. Every few minutes her nipples would seem to swell to the point of bursting and she would wail from the intense pleasure of ever stronger orgasms, once biting her lower lip so hard as she came that it bled.
Finally, her knees aching from the concrete floor, she pushed Kent back, but immediately rolled over onto her back and spread her legs wide even as she held out her arms to her son. "Fuck me, Kent...give Mommy what she needs...give me that hard DICK!" Her voice rose and quavered, the naughty words rolling off her tongue with a tone that betrayed her unfamiliarity with them.
Kent obliged her and with his dick glistening with the slick and thick lubrication of his mother's cunt, wordlessly fell between Gwen's thighs and allowed his mother to guide his angry cock back into her pussy. Once her son's cock was completely buried in her pussy, she wrapped her trembling arms and legs around him, tightly holding on to her child in a carnal embrace. Sweat poured off their body as their crotches slammed together again and again before slowly separating and then slamming roughly into each other once more. Kent and Gwen's eyes were locked onto each other and I realized that their world had shrunk to only themselves. As mother and son fucked, even though I was scant inches away from their coupling bodies, I might as well have been on another planet.
I lost track of time, mesmerized by their ardent, passionate motherfucking. Gwen's moans became more shrill and I sensed that she was about to have the mother of all orgasms. Kent's face darkened, then twisted with almost agonizing pleasure as he roared, "Cumming, Mom! I'm cumming in my mom! Love...oh, Jesus, I love you, Mom!"
Instinctively, I think he was preparing to pull out, but just as his balls began to jerk in the act of ejaculation, Gwen tightened her grip on her son and her lovely contralto voice that I had heard beautifully singing so many gospel songs, escalated into a pure, clear note of pleasure as her orgasm exploded, fueled by the sensation of her son filling her mature womb with fiery semen!
They rocked together in the throes of incestuous climax for long minutes and even after they collapsed into a gasping, quivering mass of embracing flesh, it was many minutes before either of them were capable of any kind of speech. Gwen did nothing but cry for nearly half an hour after that and I imagine that Kent and I would have been very distressed by our actions save that his mother's few garbled words between sobs allayed our fears.
I did my best to follow the comments that came from her sperm smeared lips, Love...sweet Kent...so terrible and wonderful sin...incest-love...son...forever." The gist of her babbling seemed to be that while her mind was blown from having been fucked by her son, in those sweet and terribly erotic minutes of incestuous passion, Gwen had fallen head over heals in love with her son and was addicted to being fucked by such young and eager men.
After moving to the couch, Gwen sat naked between us, her hands constantly caressing each of us while she talked of her passionless marriage to Kent's father. It seemed that even before their son's birth, Reverend Walker had found sex a rather distasteful duty that was to be carried out as rarely as possible. She talked achingly of years of suppressing her own needs and desire and feeling for so long and how having finally experienced what loving with abandon offered, she was barely able to comprehend how she felt, understanding only that she could never return to such a soulless life.
Even as she spoke, Gwen was barely able to focus on anything but her son. Her hands eventually found their way to Kent's crotch, caressing it until it began to harden again and then after giving me a soulful kiss that had my cock throbbing again, Gwen began to kiss her son and they became lost in each other until finally, he was laying her back on the couch and climbing between her legs and as she moaned happily, thrust himself deep into his mother's womb. It was exciting to watch, but I also began to feel as if I was intruding on a deeply intimate moment. I dressed and quietly slipped out through the outside exit.
I went home and had dinner with Mom and Dad, positive that my experience was etched on my face, but both went about their usual business, my father focusing on his next business trip and Mom trying not to look annoyed as he outlined his extended itinerary. Mom did ask me if I was okay -- that I had been awfully quiet, but I simply replied, "It was a really busy day," and then retired to my room for the rest of the evening.
What I couldn't say was even as my mind was filled with erotic and pornographic images of Kent and his mother and myself, engaged in incredible sex, as I remembered the look of utter and complete bliss on Gwen's face as she was fucked by her son, she kept being replaced in my mind by my own mother, her long, mahogany hair hanging down and framing her lovely face as she glowed with that same orgasmic delight, brought to the height of ecstasy by me...her own son. I went to sleep having gratified myself again, my mind filled with carnal thoughts of fucking my mother and of Kent and his mother and how much I already envied them.
Kent failed to show up at the store for any of his shifts for the rest of the week. Saturday afternoon after I got off work, my curiosity was becoming too much and I found myself driving over to the church parsonage. His old Dodge Dart was parked out front, but there was no sign of life...it having been a beautiful day, I'd half expected to see Mrs. Walker out in the yard, working on her flowers.
Finally, I worked up the nerve to climb the front steps and ring the doorbell. After a long wait, the door swung open and Reverend Walker stood there in front of me -- wearing suit pants and a dress shirt, although he'd bowed to the fact that it was Saturday by undoing his tie. He glared at me owlishly through thick lenses, his balding appearance reminding me of that famous painting, 'American Gothic' with the farmer who looks like he's had a pitchfork shoved up his ass. Gwen's words about his cold and aloof manner that had grown over the years echoed in my ears. He frowned at me, looking harried and displeased at being disturbed.
"Ah...you're Jeffrey Hilton's son...John, yes? What can I do for you?
"Uh, I was looking for Kent, Reverend. Is he at home?" I had to suppress a giggle as I had a sudden image of myself asking him, "Is Kent here or is he busy banging your wife."
Reverend Walker sighed unhappily and replied, "You interrupted me. I'm working on tomorrow's sermon." Almost as if it was an afterthought, he waved at me dismissively and answered my question. "Kent is helping his mother clean the church -- you can look for him there. I'm busy...very busy." He turned away, almost slamming the door in his annoyance as he did so.
I shook my head and muttered, "Prick," under my breath and then went back down the steps and across the yard to the old church next door. It was an old brick building with several additions that were a mix of wood and aluminum siding. As I walked, I reflected on the possibility that while the reverend worked on his sermon, his son might be working on something more personal of the reverend's. I found the side entrance unlocked and moved through the lower level of the church, passing by darkened Sunday School rooms until from above me in the sanctuary, I heard the faint sounds of someone moaning...not in pain, but from passion.
Quietly, I made my way up the carpeted steps to the main floor and walked through the anteroom to the wide, double doors that swung open onto the church sanctuary. I pushed through the doors which swung on their hinges silently to behold a sight I never imagined I would witness in a church.
Most of the lights were off with only a single overhead lamp lit up over the altar and podium. The lamp was quite bright and provided a heavenly view of Gwen lying on the altar, her legs draped over Kent's shoulders as he fucked his mother hard and fast. I slowly walked forward as if I was answering an altar call to repent, admiring the erotic view of the incestuous couple engaged in their own special form of holy worship.
"YESSS! OH, GOD, YESSSS! MAKE LOVE TO ME, SON! FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARD, KENT! Gwen's face was screwed up with ecstatic passion as Kent plunged his cock in and out of her sloppy, wet pussy, her huge, meaty breasts rolling wildly across her chest as she met her son's thrusts with her own, flinging her cunt up to swallow his erection as he drove down into her silky, creamy heat. The naked and incestuous lovers appeared to be consumed by a religious fervor as they writhed and squirmed on the church altar.
I quietly took a seat on the front row of pews and watched Kent and his mother fuck, feeling my own cock grow hard, throbbing angrily for release. I slowly unzipped my jeans and fished my swelling penis out, feeling a little light-headed as I tried to wrap my mind around what I was witnessing and doing inside the church I had attended all my life. As mother and son screwed with a passion, I began to slowly stroke my cock.
Under her son's body, Gwen grabbed great handfuls of her heavy tits and pulled them skyward, offering her swollen nipples to her son to chew and bite as she approached orgasm. She began to babble with the fervent power of a woman speaking in tongues, sobbing, "YESSSS! FUCK ME! FUCK YOUR MOTHER! SHOW THE LORD ALMIGHTY HOW MUCH YOU LOVE YOUR MOMMY, KENT!" I shivered from the raw carnality that was in her voice which conveyed both blasphemy and reverence at the same time. As fuck sweat poured off her lovely body, she cried out, "YESSS, MAKE ME CUM AGAIN! LOVE ME, SON, LOVE ME!"
Encouraged by his mother's words, Kent's butt began to move more quickly and he gasped, "Yes...oh, Mom -- I gotta cum!"
Gwen's legs shot upwards from his shoulders, spreading wide as she moaned, "Yes! Baptize me with your sweet semen, son! Make me holy with your seed!"
Kent laughed a bit crazily and pulled his cock from his mother's clasping pussy with an erotic sucking sound and scooted around to slap his mother's face with his pussy covered erection. "Here it comes, Mom," Kent cried and then he continued, his voice taking on the cadence of a crusading country preacher. "Be blessed with my loving seed, Mom. I baptize thee as my forever motherlove, God be praised!"
He bellowed wordlessly as his cock began to spray hot semen all over his mom's face. Gwen sobbed and cried and laughed as his spunk splattered her face from forehead to chin as her hands rose up and began smearing Kent's jizzum all over her face like it was some sort of holy oil she had been anointed with.
Kent's eyes were glazed for several minutes as he ejaculated on his mother's face, finally refocusing and realizing that I was sitting on the front pew, a big smile on my face from witnessing their incestuous communion. He nodded and moved to kneel above his mother's head, straddling her face so he could feed her his now slowly deflating cock.
Gwen purred as she took his cunt cream covered penis between her lips, her tongue slathering over his still mostly turgid flesh. Her eyes flickered my way and then she returned her attentions to her son, but at the same time, spread her legs wide as she pulled her knees back.
Kent reached down and ran a palm over her open and quivering pussy, her shiny wet labia slithering through her fingers. "C'mon, John. Come make a love offering to my mother!"
I was between Gwen's legs within seconds, sparing only enough time to shuck off my jeans and shoes. Kent's mother let out a soulful moan as I sank my hard cock into her furnace like pussy. Glancing down to our joined loins, I could judge by the mixed and smeared fuck juices on Gwen's thighs that mother and son had been at this a while. Her motherly pussy felt sticky yet slick and so incredibly wet and hot as I buried myself within her sugar walls. I ducked my head to get my lips around one of her swollen and nearly bruised nipples, feeling her pulse throbbing in the rubbery nub as I sucked and chewed it, making her moan around her son's cock.
Finally, Gwen let her son's cock slip from her lips and she threw her arms around my neck, a mad, passionate grin on her face as she gasped, "Yessss...fuck me, John! Give me your large p-p-prick and fuck me hard. Make me cum...make me scream so that God in heaven will hear it!"
I fucked Kent's mother frantically, reveling in the sweet heat of her cunt as I moved in and out of her, not the least bit alarmed as sometimes I saw her face, mouth sneering with lusty pleasure and other times saw Mom's face at other times, her face wrought with that perfect orgasmic glee that I will forever associate with incestuous perfection.
Never far from my mind was the realization of how lewd and decadent this was -- me screwing the preacher's wife on the top step of the altar of our church. I understood that in committing such erotic blasphemy, it wouldn't have surprised me if I'd had been struck down by lightning, but the creamy deliciousness that was Gwen Walker's motherly cunt would have made any amount of pain worthwhile.
On and on, I fucked my friend's mother while he remained astraddle her face so that when she was between being lost in the throes of orgasm, she could lick and tongue his cock, resurrecting it once again.. Finally, I felt my need to cum rise up and I announced that I was cumming. I expected Gwen to again instruct me to come on her face, but I felt her legs tighten around my back as she looked into my eyes and said in a passionate, almost pleading voice, "Cum in me, John. I want your semen in my womb...bless my pussy with your seed just as my son has done so many times these last wonderful days!"
Her words shoved me over the edge and I cried out in wordless ecstasy as I buried my cock deep in her snug, fiery pussy and exploded, filling her womb with thick spurt after thick spurt of hot semen. She screamed as her own orgasm swelled and swept her away, becoming a writhing and wild thing beneath me as if possessed by some carnal holy spirit.



When finally I fell back, completely spent, Kent climbed between her sticky thighs and began to fuck her again. Gwen sobbed and quivered as my orgasmic touch was replaced by the more powerful sensation of being fucked by her son. When she was coherent enough, she frantically beckoned me to her side and took hold of my cock so she could rub her juices and mine over her face, licking and kissing my penis between breathless exclamations of, "This is God's plan! This is what's meant to be. Glory in it, John. Glory in love whenever it is offered."
Finally, her son's steady thrusts transported her to some place where words were meaningless and like the early time, this particular bout of lovemaking seemed to be more intimate. I quietly dressed and left them to their incestuous union, glancing back once to see them locked together, cock and pussy in orgasmic bliss, the very embodiment of love. It struck me as I left that in all the years I'd attended church, I'd never felt the presence of God so greatly as then.
The next morning, as I set next to my mother while Reverend Walker droned on about the wages of sin, my gaze continuously wandered to Kent and his mother sitting together, alone on the second row of pews on the right hand side as had been tradition for decades in our church. I wondered if anyone else could see the power...the sexual energy that flowed between them. I wondered how they managed to control themselves here in front of everyone. Were mother and son momentarily sated...Gwen's cunt still leaking her son's semen while Kent's aching and no doubt weary cock reveled in the joyous memory of his mother's pussy? I had no doubt that as the Reverend led us all in prayer, his wife and son were silently giving thanks to God for allowing their love and desire to surface and be realized in its true and intended form.
As the service neared its end, I kept glancing at my mother, my own teenage fantasies suddenly evolving into something more as I wistfully admired her lovely body and imagined her and I having the same loving relationship that Kent and his mother now shared. Mom caught me glancing at her and she smiled back...a mother's loving smile that filled my heart with warmth and love and swelled my cock with desire. A thousand fantasies unfolded as I imagined having the courage to steal her away from Dad, fantasies that grew stronger with each passing day ever after that.
#
"Gwen and Kent have been lovers since that day two years ago," I said, having told my mother everything about that first passionate week. "I doubt a day has gone by that she hasn't had her son's cock inside her." Mom stared at me from the couch, breathing hard and making it impossible not to notice her breasts raising and falling beneath her silk robe, her nipples thick and obviously erect beneath the thin cloth.
"And you've been fucking her too?" Mom's voice was etched with anger, making it sound as if she was grinding out each word between clinched teeth.
I shrugged and replied, "Off and on...a few times a month when she gets the urge." I sat up in Dad's recliner, dropping the footrest down as I tried to get comfortable which wasn't easy. I was hard from telling the story despite my mother's clear anger. "I think Gwen...Mrs. Walker is happy with just Kent's cock most of the time, but now and again, she wants to be...fucked like a whore by more than one man."
Mom's eyes widened and she said, "You mean more than just you and her son?"
I nodded and said, "Oh yeah. I've known Gwen to take on four guys at once when she's got a mind to." I paused, considering how much I should say, but decided to plunge on. "Remember that Youth Retreat I went to last Spring? Kent went. I went. So did Jimmy and Sean and Mike...and Gwen went as our chaperone."
My mother's mouth dropped open and she had to make an effort to reply. "You mean she and all of you...?"
I smiled. "Oh yeah. We made a brief appearance at the retreat and then spent the remaining three days in a cabin on Lake Grant. We um...literally fucked her until she couldn't walk and she still wanted more."
"Jesus Christ!" Mom whispered and downed the last of her glass of scotch. She paused for a moment and then looked at me suspiciously. "Wait a minute. I thought Heather McGee went with you guys on that trip!"
I laughed nervously as I recalled Heather, just turned eighteen, her hair a bright fire engine red on top of her head and between her stocky thighs and nodded. "Yeah...that's when Gwen discovered she had an appetite for pussy too."
Mom closed her eyes and whispered, "Oh my Lord!" I wondered what she was envisioning in her mind...if she was even coming close to glimpsing the carnality of that weekend. The image of Gwen and Heather locked in a sixty-nine, slurping young men's semen out of each other's cunts even as we took turns fucking them both over and over, was forever burned into my memory...an image I would always cherish.
My reverie of that erotic memory was interrupted as Mom abruptly rose and paced around the room, finally pausing before the great window looking out onto our street. Not looking at me she said quietly, "So for a little over two years, you've been fucking our preacher's wife who's also her own son's lover?"
"Yes, Mom," I replied.
And Gwen Walker is not only fucking her son and you, but has other lovers?"
"Yes...I know of at least six guys and two women."
"Boys...young men from our church?"
"Yes, Mom...at least most of them go to the Baptist church."
Mom shook her head and glanced over her shoulder at me with an angry, contemptuous expression. "So, is anyone else fucking their mother?"
I hesitated and then shrugged. "I'm not sure. I think Jimmy Boggs and his mother...um, Dana, are. I don't know for sure, but I saw them on campus, walking hand in hand like they were..."
"Like they were lovers?" Mom finished for me. She nodded as if she knew something I didn't. She sat her glass down on the edge of a small table and then drew the blinds together, making the room feel smaller and despite the light from the table lamps, darker. Mom walked over to stand before me, her face flushed with anger, her hands resting on her hips. "And you...John Hilton, you sit there and tell me that for years you've been fantasizing about fucking me...fucking your mother?"
My mouth felt dry and my face burned with a great flush of embarrassment. "Yes, Mom, I've fantasized about you for longer than I can remember."
Mom spoke again, the words coming out bitterly. "And, John Hilton, you dare to sit there and tell me that for the last two years, you've been trying to work up the nerve to actually approach me...to try and seduce me so you can fuck your mother and make her like Gwen...an incestuous whore?"
It took a moment for me to answer. Even neck deep in shit as I was, I couldn't help but find Mom so incredibly sexy. I could barely take my eyes off her heaving chest to look into her lovely face and murmur, "I cannot lie to you, Mom. It's been my greatest dream."
Mom's hand lashed out, catching me by surprise as she slapped me hard across the face as she screamed, "GODDAMN YOU, SON!" As tears formed in my eyes in reaction to my burning cheek, before I could move or speak, Mom suddenly swarmed into my lap, her knees straddling me as her robe parted and I felt her naked crotch against my lap.
Mom held my face tight between her palms, bringing her head so close to mine that her lips almost brushed mine. She stared into my eyes, so much like her lovely brown orbs, with flames of anger flashing in them and in a tight, almost anguished voice, said, "You're telling me that you've been fucking that whore of a preacher's wife for two goddamn years -- the whole time wishing you were fucking me and only now...only now when I'm confronting you about this whole sordid affair you actually confess how you feel about me...about your mother?"
I wasn't sure what to say. Mom was acting totally unlike herself while I struggled to maintain my composure while fully aware that except for her thin, silk gown, Mom was naked in my lap. "I'm sorry, Mom. I know it's wrong to think this way..."
"You don't anything, John," Mom said in nearly a whisper, her lips so achingly close...so close I could almost feel them brushing mine. "Do you know what my life has been like? Your father might as well be a fucking eunuch for as much as he touches me." Her hands tightened against my face and as she continued, I was suddenly aware of the pain in her voice. "You've let me suffer for two long years while Gwen fucking Walker has lived a life of glorious fucking pleasure when your own mother lies in bed night after night, lonely, unfulfilled, unloved and so very goddamn horny!"
"Mom?" I whispered, trying to make myself believe what my mother was implying.
"How could you not see what I needed, son? Did you think Gwen Walker could be the only neglected wife in the world. Your father is never here. I needed a man here...here in my life and in my bed. Don't you think I've never looked at you as a man...a handsome, virile man and wondered what you'd be like in bed?" Tears were falling down Mom's cheeks now as her voice rose to almost a scream. "I'VE BEEN SITTING HERE UNLOVED FOR TWO YEARS...YOU SHOULD HAVE TRIED TO FUCK ME, JOHN!"
I was stupefied to the point of being unable to speak. Finally, I stutterered, "Mom...I-I didn't know...I'm sorry."
Mom rolled her eyes and replied, "I don't want you to be sorry, son! I want you to fuck me...FUCK ME NOW!" Mom kissed me then, her lips pressed hard, almost painfully against mine as her tongue slipped into my open mouth. It took me a moment to recover and then I was kissing her back as I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her tight against my body. I felt my heart pounding, falling into a matching rhythm with her heart that I could feel beating wildly as her breasts pillowed against my chest.
Then we began to tilt back as the recliner's action worked until we were almost horizontal, Mom atop me, her luscious body squirming atop mine, her pelvis hunching against my jeans while her hands searched for and began undoing my belt. A series of violent contortions and maneuvers followed as she began to tug and pull at my clothes, breaking our kiss momentarily so that I could yank her silk gown up and over her head, revealing her incredible body. We twisted and turned, Mom using hands and feet to free me from my jeans and T-shirt until we were both naked, her skin feeling so incredibly warm against my body...as if she had a terrible fever.
Our hands roamed wildly -- Mom squeezing my ass cheeks and then sliding around to grope my hard cock while I cupped and mauled her large, still very youthful and upright breasts and slid a hand over her trimmed thicket of a bush, finding her already sopping wet pussy -- her long lipped labia already spreading like a morning lily.
We kissed and caressed each other for what seemed an eternity, but a notion settled over me as somehow we turned and tumbled on that stretched out recliner until Mom rested beneath me, her legs draped over the arms of the chair and my cock nestled lengthways against her fiery slit. The notion became a hunger and then a compulsion and I broke our soulful kiss as I shifted my weight back, bringing down the foot rest as I landed on the carpet on my knees while Mom came to an abrupt upright position, her heavy breasts bouncing as she sat up.
I ran my hands along Mom's thighs until my fingers were framing her lovely cunt -- her muff a trimmed and thick triangle that pointed towards her creamy pussy. I looked up at Mom who was wide-eyed with excitement, her mouth hanging open, holding her breath. "I love you, Mom!" I cried. "I promise to spend the rest of my life making things up to you." I stuck my tongue out at her and added, "Beginning right now!"
I shoved my face into my mother's cunt with such force, I could feel her exhale in a great whoosh. I rubbed my face against her wet, slick flesh and her surprisingly soft bush, inhaling her scent that just in itself, sent bolts of arousal through my body and then I was madly lashing my tongue up and down her pussy, licking her thick, creamy juices of her thick, long labia and then delving deep with my tongue stiffened to probe her sweet inner flesh.
Mom's hands clapped down on my head, fingers intertwining in my shaggy brown locks to better hold me in place even as she screamed in shock and delight. There was both pleasure and disbelief in her voice as she moaned, "Ohhhh, John! Yessss...that feels so good!" hunching her crotch against my face.
As I furiously licked and slurped my mother's pussy, I had to devote a little concentration to not cumming on the spot...the simple knowledge that I was going down on my mother, licking the delicious juices from the hole I had sprung from...the pussy I had for so long dreamed of returning to, enough to make me cum without either of us laying so much as a hand on my throbbing cock. It was touch and go for a minute or two, but finally my need to climax receded and I redoubled my efforts to pleasure my mother orally.
I could feel Mom twist and writhe in the chair, her thighs shifting to assist her hands in keeping me clamped in place, slightly muffling her cries of long awaited pleasure. I wondered if in the grip of such carnal delight, Mom would have begrudged the fact that I was pleasuring her so well because I had so many times practiced on Gwen Walker's pussy, eating her sweet pussy while she sucked Kent's cock or at other times, allowed him to take her anally while I licked her pussy.
I put those thoughts aside as my fingers gently caressed Mom's clitoris, assisting it to emerge from its little protective hood -- a lovely little pink nub. With my face dripping with Mom's pussy juice, I brought my lips close to the swollen little organ and gently blew on it, eliciting a loud gasp from Mom! "Ohhhhhh, baby...oh, John...what are you doing, son! Feels sooooo good!"
"Keeping that promise, Mom. I love you and I love your sweet pussy!"
I extended my tongue and with the very tip, flicked it across my mother's clitoris once -- twice -- three times before Mom's body violently convulsed as she screamed, "OH, GOD, YES, JOHN!" and then I was being splashed by Mom's hot juices spraying out of her pussy, surprising me. I laughed, thinking Mom had just lost control and pissed on me, but I as her juices flowed over my tongue, I knew I was tasting her juicy cunt. Mom was surprised too, moaning as she quivered above me, her legs kicking reflexively, "Oh, Lord...that felt incredible...I've heard of...but I've never done that before." There was a look of wonder on Mom's face -- her lips eventually spreading into a lewd smile as she gasped, "Do it again!"
I laughed and immediately licked her clit again and again Mom sprayed my face with her liquid love, screaming wordlessly as this time I didn't back off, but instead enveloped her entire nub between my lips, being gentle but aggressive as my tongue flitted over the swollen nub again and again.
"I LOVE YOU!" Mom screamed and sobbed as she bucked her pelvis against me, gushing pussy juices as her entire body seemed to levitate and spasm as she was galvanized with a massive orgasm. I felt her hands scrabbling and pushing at my head, sobbing, "FUCK....OH GODDDD! TOO GOOD...GOTTA STOP...LOVE IT BUT GOTTA STOP!" I resisted releasing Mom's clitoris from my mouth until from the tone of her cries I knew she was reaching that perilous border that exists between pleasure and pain.
I let her slip from my mouth and watched my mother convulse and shake for several seconds as her orgasm rioted through her body, reveling in her carnal appearance as I felt her copious juices drip from my chin to my chest and thighs. Then as Mom's climax seemed to start ebbing, I said, "Time for more, Mom!" and plunged my face back between her thighs and began licking her pussy from one end to the other, reigniting my mother's orgasm.
I took mercy on her and paid direct attention to her clitoris only occasionally, focusing my efforts and licking and nibbling on her labia in between delving deep between her pussy lips, tasting her sweet and pungent flesh overflowing with her creamy juices. Mom bounced around, wriggling in the recliner, rolling out of one orgasm into another, sometimes sobbing wordlessly as the ecstasy that she was experiencing stole her ability to speak while other times, she screamed and moaned her love for me. I lost track of how long I ate her pussy, just enjoying the knowledge that I was giving my mother pleasure unlike any she'd ever had experienced.
Finally, with my jaw muscles aching, I sat back on my haunches and grinned up at Mom. She never looked more beautiful, sitting back in the recliner with her tall and shapely body sprawled out -- her breasts heaving up and down as she gasped for air and her legs again flung wide over the arms of the chair, her long, dark brown hair in wild tangles from running her fingers through it...her pale, flawless skin mottled with a sexual flush.
"Incredible...fucking incredible!" Mom muttered between labored gasps for air. "You've made me cum more in a few minutes than your father has in fifteen years."
"I love you, Mom," I said, breathing a little heavy myself. "I'm sorry I've been a fool for so long. You'll never be ignored again."
Mom struggled to sit up and once she did, she flung her arms around me and pulled me to her, kissing me passionately -- apparently not minding the taste of her own aroused cunt on my lips and tongue. After a few minutes of intense tongue dueling, Mom broke the kiss and said breathlessly, "John Hilton, if you don't fuck your mother right here and now, I will just up and die!"
"We can't let that happen, Mom," I murmured.. I kissed her again and then rose to my feet, climbing between her legs which she again threw over the arms of the chair. I pushed her back and we both began to tilt as her seat reclined and in a single motion, we seemed to go horizontal even as I fell between her thighs -- my aching cock sliding between Mom's labia, both of us gasping as I buried my cock in the most perfect, fiery and wet flesh.
As I sank inch after inch of my long and hard cock into Mom's pussy, I watched her face and was thrilled and gratified to see a heavenly expression of utter bliss and contentment spread across her face -- confirmation that Mom felt the same way that I did -- that this was meant to be...that our bond of family and blood elevated our coupling to a new plane of intimacy.
Tears began tracking down Mom's face again as she gasped, "I love you, son. I love you more than I ever dreamed I could...ohhhhhhh...loved anyone." Mom flexed her hips upward, grinding her pussy against my crotch as I buried myself deeply -- marveling at the way her silky, slick flesh felt as it tightened around my shaft, holding me in place deep within her womb.
"Love you too, Mom," I whispered back. "Now and forever, Mom," I added before I kissed her and began to thrust into her. Mom's tongue dueled frantically with mine as we kissed, slowing only as my cock thrusts drew deep, pleasured moans from her with each slow, sweet stroke -- her pussy flesh wrapped tightly around my throbbing penis.
I thought my head was beginning to spin dizzily, but then as Mom cried out as a jolt drove my cock deeper than before into her womb, I realized with some amusement that the recliner and rolled backwards into its final setting, leaving us almost horizontal again. I continued to thrust into my mother, each movement a little quicker and more forceful than the last. As Mom crooned and sighed, she drew her legs up and wrapped them around my back, her ankles crossing as she pulled me tighter into her.
The sheer rightness of the moment was almost overwhelming. Over the last two years, I had heard Gwen and Kent talk about how perfect it was when they were joined together...Gwen being very specific in her thoughts -- "John, you're a wonderful lover with an incredible cock, but I swear to heaven above, when my son is inside me...I feel completed and whole as if because Kent sprang from my womb, his cock was meant to be in me. When I make love to him, it's like I'm touching the face of God...it's like I've become..."



"Holy," I moaned out loud as I sank my turgid rod into Mom again, my swollen and throbbing cock head pressing into her cervix.
Mom's eyes widened and she came out of an orgasm-induced haze and gasped, "What's that, darling?"
I rocked into her again as I replied, "Fucking my mother...fucking you, Mom, I feel...holy!"
Mom nodded, perceiving the truth of my words instantly. "Oh yes....MMMMMMM...yes, this is so pure and sweet. It has to be the Lord blessing our union. Nothing that feels like this could be a sin!" Mom tightened her arms and legs around me and kissed me again until my thrusts compelled her to begin moaning with intense pleasure again, her entire body seeming to burn with the incestuous passion that consumed both of us. "This...this has to be the purest form of worship...making love to each other -- creating love and what is God but love."
Mom began flinging her hips upwards to meet my increasingly violent thrusts, screaming out with pleasure as we heard something snap and then the chair seemed to tilt and drop several inches, the jolt again making me slam deeper inside her. "Fuck me, son! Make me holy...make me pure with your cock...with your love. Fuck me, John. Worship me with that big cock!"
We began to buck and thrust into each other, our sweaty bodies slapping wetly together as we really threw ourselves into our incestuous fucking, losing ourselves in the carnal abandon of the moment, Mom screaming into my mouth and then biting my shoulder as her orgasm raged. We fucked on, part of me wondering how I was able to maintain control, fucking my mother madly into the onset of another orgasm.
As Mom's cunt tightened yet again around my hard cock, I slowly wormed my swollen penis all the way inside her pussy, feeling the onset of my own orgasm approaching. Mom's back arched and her mouth hung open, the very avatar of incestuous orgasmic perfection and I hung on the precipice, trying to hang on to that wonderful moment of pleasure before orgasm when suddenly Mom tilted her head and looking into my eyes, whispered, "Son, you should know that your cock is so much bigger than your father's!"
I felt a wave of satisfaction and pleasure wash over me at her words and I growled, "And it's all yours, Mom!" and I exploded inside her pussy, great gouts of hot semen flooding her womb which tipped her over the edge of her orgasm and as our bodies stiffened together, our loins locked in place and ignited a sun of radiant, incestuous pleasure that consumed us and took us to heaven. In the throes of mutual orgasm, we both felt so blessed and happy, basking in the pureness of God's love as we created love...knowing that in our incestuous joining, we had found the keys to paradise.
I do not know how long we remained joined on the now broken recliner, Mom's arms and legs wrapped around me, holding by body to hers like the best security blanket that ever existed. We kissed and dozed and even fucked a little more as my cock, aching from such a tremendous climax took seemingly forever to soften.
Finally, when I felt my cock slip from between her sperm smeared labia, I began to move off of her, hopping off to the side of the chair after the recliner refused to return to an upright position. Laughing, I held a hand out to Mom as I walked around to the front of the chair while I said, "I reckon we broke Dad's chair."
I lifted a foot to the footrest of the chair and put my weight into it. Mom was suddenly flung into an upright position as I forced it down -- her breasts bouncing hypnotically as again we heard something snap and the seat canted another couple of inches to the side. "Yeah, we definitely broke Dad's chair."
Mom was now sitting up, her face even with my crotch and she gave me a sly grin as she eyed my semi-erect penis covered with semen and her pussy juices. "Who cares...I have more important things on my mind!" She leaned into me, mouthing my cock without using her hands, making me groan and go weak in the knees as she sucked my still incredibly sensitive penis into her mouth, seemingly eager and pleased to taste herself and my sperm as her tongue slathered over my shaft.
I ran my hands slowly through her long and tangled tresses, barely able to breathe as the reality of the situation sank in...that in the living room where I had spent so much time as a child and a teenager, watching cartoons and television shows and baseball games and did my homework, I was standing naked before my mother while she eagerly licked and sucked my cock clean of her pussy juices and my sperm. "My god, Mom...that's so...fucking sweet!"
I felt myself begin to harden again and heard Mom murmur her approval, her looking up at me with her big brown eyes to show how much she was enjoying this and then winking at me as she tried to take my entire cock down her throat, almost succeeding before with maybe an inch or so to go, she began to choke. She eased off me, coughing for a second before beginning to laugh.
Wiping her lips of spittle and maybe a smear or two of our mixed juices, Mom sighed and said, "I guess I'm a little out of practice." She grinned up at me and said, "You wouldn't know it, but by the time I graduated high school, I was considered the best cock sucker in my senior class."
I just gaped at her for a long minute before replying in a husky voice, "Well...um, Mom, if you want, I'd be happy to help you get back to form."
Mom reached out and stroked my resurrected erection and said, "Oh, you're going to help me with a lot of things. Right now, you're going to help me cum my brains out by going upstairs to bed with me and fucking me until I'm unconscious!"
My cock jerked at her bawdy words and if she hadn't been holding it firmly, I'm sure it would have slapped against my stomach...I was that hard -- the kind of hard that almost hurts and needs something hot and wet to soothe it. I pulled Mom to her feet and we kissed for a time, my arms pulling her tight against me as she continued to stroke my hard dick until finally, she broke the kiss with a playful lick across my lips and then led me by my erect penis towards the stairs.
As we climbed, I said, "So, my bedroom or yours, Mom?"
Mom looked at me, her eyes now filled with need and a little wildness and she said, "Our bed, son! From now on, you're taking your father's place in it." She gave my cock a little squeeze and added, "At least you know what to do with this big thing unlike your father." She squeezed and stroked it again and playfully said, "Did I already say you were bigger than your father? You are...thicker and longer too!"
I felt both excitement and a twinge of guilt at her words. Yes, Dad was a cold fish who rarely interacted with me...it being more years than I could remember when he and I had done anything together, but still...he'd been a good worker and along with Mom had been a good provider. I found it hard to dislike him even though I knew in my heart that given a choice between Mom or I and his briefcase full of engineering diagrams and specifications, his goddamn briefcase would win every time.
I pushed any guilt away and as we strolled slowly down the hallway towards Mom's bedroom...our bedroom, I put my arm around Mom's waist, savoring the touch of her still slightly sweaty flesh against mine and vowed that no matter what life through at us and what paths we might tread, that I would never put anything ahead of Mom's happiness.
Later, looking back at that night, I would remember the lovemaking...the raw, unbridled fucking that occurred as something almost mythical...legendary. It seems as if the entire night, my erection never faltered -- that I was hard and throbbing in my mother's incredible and perfect pussy...her wet and silky flesh massaging my cock to create pleasure that had heretofore been unimaginable.
I can still recall how awestruck I was to see Mom atop me, riding my cock with the skill that only a lifetime of fucking can create -- her large tits bouncing and her lewd sneers of ecstasy as she arched her back, hands running through her long, mahogany hair one moment and cupping and mauling her breasts the next.
I can still see how carnally alive Mom was as I took her from behind, her head turned to look back at me, her wordless cries of passion intermixed with screams of "More, fuck me more, John...give Momma MORE!"
I remember so much...the taste of her cum filled cunt and her quiet sobs of pleasure as I tongued her well fucked flesh and teased her throbbing clitoris. I remember the faint aroma of her favorite perfume, mixed with the scent of her pussy and her sweat as we rocked together, me sitting on the edge of the bed with her in my lap. I remember the look of contentment and satisfaction on Mom's face as she sucked a fresh load of hot semen from my cock.
I remember that first night of incestuous lovemaking...the night when my dreams of so many years came true...fantasies becoming realities and all through it, Mom and I both vowing to make the dream live on, day after day, night after night, forever. When sleep came on, it was if nothing ended because my dreams were now reality...my mother and I now and for eternity, lovers.
I awoke to find that it was mid-morning and I'd slept through my early class. I'd open my eyes and stretched, feeling weary muscles popping in that delicious way one experiences after a night of glorious sex. I reached out for Mom, but her side of the bed was empty. I started to rise up, but there Mom was, curled up in an overstuffed chair by the bedroom's big bay window. She was a picture of erotic beauty...her hair bed tousled and her skin aglow from a night of passionate lovemaking. Mom had an afghan wrapped around her, but from her bare legs and thighs and a bare breast where the blanket had fallen off her shoulder, I knew that she was naked beneath it. A cup of what I assumed was tea steamed in the window sill.
Mom smiled at me and said, "Good morning, sleepy head. I was getting worried that I'd worn you out."
I sat up and leaned against the headboard, feeling my weary cock already stiffening at the sight of my beautiful mother. "Not hardly, Mom. I'd have to be a week past dead not to get hard just looking at you. Have you been awake long? You should have woken me up."
Mom gave me a sleepy smile. "I was just enjoying watching you sleep, son." She gave a little sigh. "I used to do it all the time when you were a baby...and as you grew up..." She chuckled and added, "At least until my little boy hit puberty and insisted on his privacy. I never dreamed I would have the opportunity to do it again...and so much more." She stuck her tongue out at me.
I felt a flush spread across my face...both of mild embarrassment and arousal. Part of me seemed to believe that I should have had a harder time reconciling that my lover...my soul mate was my mother, but it just seemed natural. Maybe it was all the long years of fantasizing about fucking Mom...maybe it was because of the role I had played in helping Gwen and her son become lovers. I guess it didn't matter. Mom and I were together now and I prayed that she had no regrets.
I couldn't help but voice those concerns. "Mom...are you okay with this...us, I mean? This is happening so fast -- I hope you have no regrets."
Mom smiled back at me and shook her head. "No, John...no regrets except maybe not realizing that becoming lovers with my son was actually possible." She took a deep breath and said. "It is happening so fast...and already I know that there are decisions that I've made that I will not go back on...that I don't want to go back on."
My mother stretched her arms above her head causing the afghan to fall away and expose her naked body to her waist.. "Now that I've had your lovely cock in me son, it's like I'm in a wonderful dream..." She paused and pursed her lips. "Or maybe, I've finally awoke from a long and dreary sleep. I've never felt so...alive!" Mom stood up, the afghan falling away completely as she slowly strolled towards me...her breasts slowly swaying as her long and shapely legs brought her closer and closer to me. "I've never felt like this before. It's like your cock, your kisses, your seed has awakened every cell in my body."
Mom climbed into bed to curl up against me, her moist bush nestling against my thigh as she kissed me. "I love you, John. I don't care if it's a sin. I never want another day to pass that I'm not well fucked by my son."
We continued to kiss for a while softly caressing each other, our hands eventually intertwining and tracing around each other's fingers. I trailed a finger of Mom's ring finger, pausing to brush against her wedding ring. "What about Dad?" I said softly.
Mom answered without hesitation. "I'll not suffer him in my bed ever again. I'm divorcing him, son." She reached out and stroked my face with her free hand and said. "Please don't feel any guilt over this, John. Our marriage has been dead for years -- we just didn't want to admit it. We should've parted ways long ago." She glanced down to her hand where I was toying with her gold band, turning it on her finger. "While you were sleeping, I called a lawyer. I have an appointment on Monday -- I'll file for divorce."
I nodded and looked into her eyes. "Are you sure, Mom?"
Mom kissed me again, her tongue slipping between my lips to dance with my tongue for a long time. Finally, she said, "I'm positive. Your father isn't my man...my husband anymore." She looked at me with such love and desire, it nearly made me swoon as she finished. "You're my husband now, son. You're my man."
"Then...I guess you don't need this anymore," I said quietly, watching her watch me ease her wedding band off her ring finger." Mom's breathing seemed to quicken, her breasts rising and falling as her nipples swelled with arousal. "I love you, Mom!"
Mom took the wedding ring from me and tossed it casually onto the bedside table. She looked at where it rolled to a stop against the table lamp and then turned back to me, swarming into my lap as she breathed, "God, I love you, John!"
As naturally as if we'd been doing it for years, Mom rose up and sat down on my cock, gasping a little and wincing as she gasped, "You feel so wonderful, son, but we might want to take it slow and easy...I haven't been fucked like this in so long. I'm a little tender!"
Thinking of my own aching and slightly chafed cock, I nodded and replied, "I completely understand, Mom." We resumed our lovemaking, but instead of the mad passion of the night before, we simply took our time, barely moving, my cock remaining deep in my mother's wet pussy. I let Mom control the pace, allowing her to gently rock and hunch into me as we kissed and nuzzled each other, my hands sliding to cup her taut ass cheeks and lift and lower her when her pleasure overwhelmed her and she couldn't move on her own.
Time seemed to stand still as we slowly fucked, our bodies becoming slick with a thick sheen of sweat...both of us discovering to our mutual delight, the joyous ecstasy that comes from being so closely joined. We spoke little...Mom's little coos and cries of pleasure breaking the silence as we became one being. I don't know if I've ever seen a more beautiful sight than my mother, leaning back slightly, her glistening breasts swaying just a little as she slowly rolled her hips, mouth open in orgasmic awe and her eyes filled with absolute love for her son.
It seemed as if our languorous, incestuous fuck went on for hours and maybe it did. My need to cum was tempered by having had so many climaxes earlier and as I reveled in the intense pleasure of feeling Mom's body on mine and her wet, slick cunt flesh wrapped so deliciously around mine, I felt an overwhelming desire to stretch out my mother's pleasure for as long as she could endure it!
An eternity later, as Mom sobbed and leaned her head against me, her dark hair dripping with perspiration, she began to cum for...well, I'd lost count, her lips brushed my chest and she moaned, "Cum in me, son. Shoot your mother full of your hot, sweet seed."
In the end, it was the way Mom asked me that pushed me over the edge. How could any son not cum when their mother pleaded for them to fill their womb with their steaming semen? "Love you, Mom!" I rocked upwards, piercing her womb a little deeper and began to flood her pussy with my sperm.
Mom sobbed loudly and hugged herself to me, her body shaking violently, fingernails clawing my back as she rode out her orgasm, grinding herself down on my cock as her cunt muscles went into spasm, milking my shaft of my semen. Like the incestuous fuck that preceded it, our mutual orgasm seemed to last nearly forever. It was again, that perfect moment that I knew would be impossible to experience with anyone else...that only a mother and her son could share.
We rocked together for a long time, Mom's breasts sliding up and down as she worked to regain her breath. Finally, I felt Mom regaining mastery of herself, planting little kisses on my chest before she raised her head and looked at me -- her face streaked with tears. "Oh my...that was incredible, John. That was a baby making fuck, my son!"
I raised my eyebrows in surprise and interest. I'd never really considered the possibility of making Mom pregnant, but I was immediately interested and aroused by the possibility. "Mom...did we...did I make you pregnant. Can you really tell?"
Mom grinned and shook her head, "No...but I think I'd like that. And I think I'd like to try...a lot. Getting fucked like this is well..." She kissed me and said, "I know I have been fucked and loved well."
Soon after, we fell asleep and didn't wake up until well into the afternoon. We shared a long, hot bath, both of us very sore and quite weary and simply soaked for a long time -- Mom resting back against my chest, both of us luxuriating in the touch and presence of each other. Afterwards, we descended on the kitchen where we collaborated on a huge evening breakfast, almost letting the bacon burn as we got lost in kissing each other.
As we were finishing washing the dishes, the kitchen phone rang and after a brief hesitation, Mom crossed the room and answered it with, "Hilton Residence...Oh, hi, Dana. What? Um, no, I've been kinda busy since yesterday."
Mom shot me a wink and then her eyes went wide. "What!" she exclaimed, leaning against the wall, looking enticing in one of my AC-DC t-shirts. "Good lord! Does Gwen know?" She glanced at me, surprise in her eyes. "Is she okay? Well, maybe I'll call her later...no, I'm not going to judge her. I think any of us could be in her shoes if we were married to that cold fish."
Mom looked mischievously at me as she listened for a moment and then said, "I'm not implying anything, Dana. I'm just saying that in her situation, who knows what we might have done." She nodded and said, "Sure, if I hear anything, I'll let you know. Talk to you later...oh, give Jimmy our best!" Mom grinned again and I knew what she'd have looked like as a little girl being naughty. "No, I'm not implying anything, Dana...just being...um, polite! Yes...bye, bye."
Mom hung up the phone and looked at me speculatively. I finished drying the frying pan and set it on the counter and walked towards Mom. "What's up, Mom?"
Mom opened her arms and drew me in against her. "Well, I know that Dana Boggs is suddenly highly defensive about...um, her and her son, so maybe she and Jimmy are being as naughty as we are."
I nuzzled Mom's neck and said, "Old news, right. What else is happening?"
Taking a deep breath, Mom replied, "Well, it seems that after confronting Gwen at the Missionary meeting yesterday, Reverend Walker packed a suitcase, turned in his resignation to Church elder Tom Brewer and left town...his destination unknown."
That did surprise me. I wouldn't have thought anything short of dynamite or an act of God would ever pry Reverend Walker loose of the pulpit. "Did...has he said anything about Gwen and Kent?"



Mom shook her head and said, "Dana didn't say. I don't think any of us ladies have been gossiping." She kissed me and said, "Maybe I'll call her later." She rubbed up against me and said, "First, I think we should get some real sleep...maybe rest up for more interesting things this evening."
When we climbed back into bed, both of us naked, I thought sleep would be an impossibility, especially as I snuggled up behind Mom, my cock quickly rising against Mom's warm and soft buttocks, but apparently I was more tired than I thought and feel asleep feeling Mom wiggling her ass against my erection while I cupped one of her meaty breasts, feeling her hard nipple scraping against my palm.
I awoke to find myself alone and in darkness. I padded naked downstairs to hear Mom on the phone, looking freshly showered, her hair still wet as she curled up in a bathrobe on the couch. "Oh, I think an hour will be fine...uh, huh -- the side entrance." Mom glanced up at me and smiled. "Yes, I know John knows the way. See you then."
Mom hung up the phone and rose, her bathrobe falling open to reveal she was naked underneath, her pale and flawless skin still aglow from a hot shower. She stepped into my arms, my already swelling cock nestling in her trimmed bush while her breasts pillowed against my chest. "Everything alright, Mom?"
She kissed me and stroked my face. "I think so, baby. You need to hop in the shower while I fix us something to eat. We have places to go and things to do!"
I groaned a little as Mom rubbed herself against me teasingly. "Like what? I was hoping we could jump back into bed." I slid my hands down Mom's back to cup her cheeks and lift her up just enough so that my nearly erect cock could nuzzle and confirm the wetness of her pussy."
Mom giggled and broke free of me, her fingers softly running over my hard shaft as she danced away from me. "None of that now, son. I just spoke to Gwen and told her that I thought we needed to have a long heart to heart talk and she agrees." My mother pointed up the stairs. "Now hurry, get a shower and get dressed and come back down to eat. Be quick about it. You know how I hate to be late to church!"
#
We parked in front of the parsonage and quietly walked next door and around the side of the Church we'd been attending for as long as I could remember. I had a sense of deja-vu as we moved to the side entrance and entered through the unlocked door. Even though that had been on a warm August day two years ago and there was now a chill in the air of the late October evening, I still remembered how that earlier evening had ended up.
"Gwen asked us to please lock the door behind us," Mom murmured in the near darkness, taking my hand after hear me turn the door's deadbolt. Although, I imagined that she knew the church basement as well or better than I did, having taught Sunday school and working numerous Vacation Bible Schools during my childhood, she allowed me to lead the way through the dimly lit corridors.
There was more light on the stairs, particularly on the last set of steps that ended at the foyer to the church sanctuary. I glanced at Mom, admiring how lovely she was. I was in a sweatshirt and jeans while Mom had elected to wear a long denim skirt and a white blouse with a sweater over it. I imagined though, that in all the years she'd been coming here, she'd never entered the building braless or showed as much cleavage, having left undone enough buttons to make sure that anyone who saw her could appreciate her lovely bosom.
I pushed open the sanctuary's large double doors and let us both into the room. Much like the first time I had fucked the minister's wife in the center of the church, only the lights over the front of the church were on -- illuminating the alter and pulpit and the choir benches beyond. Gwen was standing facing away from us, her head tilted up towards the large ornate cross that hung on the wall behind the choir seats. Kent was sitting in front of her on the steps of the altar, his eyes fixed on his mother.
Neither of them seemed to notice our approach until we came around Gwen and stood off to one side. Her brilliant blue eyes were focused on the cross and her lips were moving in what I assumed was silent prayer. She was wearing a light blue dress that buttoned up the front -- one that I recalled from many Sunday morning services...although now instead of being buttoned up to the neck, several upper buttons were undone, spreading to reveal much of her breasts. Her nipples were hard, outlined by the cotton material and I realized that like Mom, Gwen wasn't wearing a bra. Her blonde hair hung down to her shoulders, framing her Nordic face.
Finally, she gave us a sidelong glance, smiling a bit wickedly before resuming to gaze up at the cross. Suddenly she spoke. "I guess I set off quite the hornet's nest, didn't I, Candace?"
Mom hesitated for a moment, her hand squeezing mine before she replied, "Well, you certainly have triggered some radical changes." She looked over at Kent for a moment and then at me before she added, "You didn't do this alone. There are others just as responsible too."
Gwen nodded. "I know and I give thanks to God every day for what these two boys helped me to discover. I told everyone yesterday, Candace, that I'm not ashamed one bit and I meant it. The love that your John and my darling son helped me to discover helped me understand the true meaning that I've heard parroted all my life." Still looking up at the cross, Kent's mother spoke in a hushed, reverential voice. "'He that loveth not, knoweth not God, for God is love,' 1st John 4:8." She turned and smiled at us. "Plainly put, 'Anyone who loves, knows God, for God is love.'"
She turned and ran a hand through her blonde hair. "I love my son and in that love, I have discovered how wonderful...how incredible love can be. I'm not ashamed of being my son's lover and I don't believe I should be." She smiled proudly at us. "'There is no fear in love,' love covers a multitude of sins.' 1st John 4:10." She glanced back at Kent who had now stood up and was approaching his mother. As he slipped his arms around Gwen, she looked at us and said, "If fucking my son is a sin, I think the love that is created by our union is more than great enough to allow God to forgive and even to approve."
Gwen threw her arms around her son's shoulders and rising up on tip-toe, kissed him deeply, unashamedly making a show of slipping her tongue into his mouth. There was little sound except the erotic wetness of their kiss. Finally, the kiss ended and Gwen rested her head on Kent's chest as she looked at us. Mom's chest was heaving up and down, her lips parted slightly as she breathed heavily...her eyes wide and shiny with excitement.
Kent's mother studied us for a moment and then she said, "I don't see judgment in your eyes, Candace...nor anger." She looked down to where our hands were still joined, Mom clenching me so hard that her knuckles were whitening. "My god...you understand. You listened. You listened to what I said yesterday and went home and fucked your son!"
Mom gasped, perhaps not prepared to have what we had done spoken of by another and I didn't have to look at her to know that she was turning a bright red. "I...I..." Mom's mouth worked but nothing came out for several moments until finally, Mom laughed and shook her head and said, "Yes...I fucked John and..." Mom paused as an expression of wonder crossed her face. "I fucked my son and I have absolutely no regret." Mom's voice then began to crack as she went on, "It was...is the most wonderful thing I've ever experienced. I love him and I love what we are now."
Tears were now running down Mom's face and to my surprise, Gwen began crying too and then suddenly both women stepped away from their sons and into each others arms. Kent and I glanced at each other...silly grins on our faces as our mothers embraced. On some instinctual level, I perceived that there was a sense of shared relief...a shared knowledge that someone else understood how they felt...and approved.
Gwen wiped her eyes with one hand and with her arm still around Mom's waist, said, "You don't hate me, Candace? I mean, you're not angry with me for all the lovely, stolen moments I've had fucking John?"
Mom started to laugh but suddenly seemed to sober up. "I was royally pissed off when I first comprehended what you were saying yesterday...that you had not only fucked your son, but my son too, but..." Mom held out her hand to me and I stepped up to her and kissed her on the cheek. "I think that it must have been God's plan -- things had to happen this way so I could accept the truth about my marriage and who was really the love of my life."
Kent stepped up behind his mother and kissed her on the neck. He glanced at me and then directed my gaze down to where our mothers' bodies were pressed together -- their immense breasts pressed together, both appearing as if they might spill out of their dresses. I felt my cock throb against Mom's thigh and I imagined Gwen was feeling her son's erection against her ass.
Mom and Gwen quickly picked up on what we were staring at and both laughed. Mom said, "Maybe we should get out of here...go find a couple of beds and deal with our sons' hard dicks."
Gwen nodded, but then raised her hands upward. "I think we should fuck these boys' till they can't move, but why leave?"
Mom gasped and looked around the sanctuary. "Here! Oh my god, I couldn't! Not here...that's like fucking in front of God."
Kent laughed and said, "Especially here, Mrs. Hilton!" Like his mother, he held his arms out, spreading them wide. "Fucking is just another word for making love and that's what fucking is...making LOVE and what's a more appropriate purpose for the house of God, but to make more love here?" He stepped us to us and hugged us both, saying in a raised voice that seemed to be a more humane version of his father's preaching tones, "FUCK YOUR SON AND REJOICE! FUCK YOUR SON AND GLORY IN THE LOVE THAT GOD HAS BLESSED YOU WITH!"
"I think my son has found his calling," giggled Gwen. "My son, a minister serving the Church of Incest!"
"Halleluejah!" I said. "That sounds like a faith I can believe in!"
Mom laughed and looked around at us, a look of disbelief still on her face. She gasped again as Gwen sank to her knees in front of Kent and began to undo his pants, her fingers flying over his belt with obvious experience. "Oh my God, you're serious!" She gasped again as Kent's mother yanked his pants down, freeing his long, erect penis.
Gwen grinned at Mom as she began to stroke her son's cock and replied, "Candace, for the last two years my son has fucked me right here on the altar of God more times than I can remember and never, in all the places I've spread my legs for my son's cock, did I cum harder and more powerful than right here in this most holiest of places." Gwen ran her tongue up Kent's shaft and added. "What we're doing is sacrament! You know that now...you've had John's thick cock buried in your womb...you know that it must be holy in the eyes of God!"
Mom stared, her mouth hanging open as Gwen began to suck on her son's dick, not moving until I shifted to stand behind her and reached around and began unbuttoning her blouse. Mom moaned and looked down as I undid the last button and then pulled her blouse out of the waistline of her skirt and spread her shirt and the overlaying sweater away from her chest and then off her arms, baring her large and beautiful breasts.
"Oh my lord, John...your mother's tits are awesome!" breathed Kent, staring at my now topless mother while his mother's head bobbed up and down on his erection.
Gwen let her son slip from her mouth and leaned back on her haunches to eye Mom appreciatively. "Kent is right, Candace...you're simply beautiful." She licked her lips and then her eyes went wide as I undid the clasp of Mom's skirt and it fell down to pool around her ankles revealing that Mom was not wearing panties either." "Oh, John -- your mother's pussy looks so delicious! You are such a lucky son to be able to fuck your mother!"
Mom moaned and leaned back against me as if her knees were about to give out. "I'm going to get fucked right in the middle of church!" she moaned...not asking, but stating it as a fact, her voice filled with desire and fear.
Gwen rose to her feet again and slowly stalked towards us, her eyes roaming hungrily over my mother's form. "Yes, Candace...you're going to get fucked in the sight of God...making holy communion with the Lord!" She kissed Mom gently and chastely on the lips. "And you'll cum like never before!" Gwen looked back to her son and nodded and Kent, kicking away his pants walked behind the pulpit to where the communion table resided. He removed the sacristy, placing them on the cushioned chair where special guests would sit during a service.
Gwen took Mom's hand and walked her towards the communion table, Mom high stepping to get clear of her skirt. Mom watched as Kent opened up the cabinet beneath the table top and pulled out a dark burgundy velvet cloth. He unfurled it over the top of the table and my mother looked back at me with questioning eyes. Her eyes widened as she realized that I was quickly shedding my clothes.
When Mom reached Kent, she gave a cry of surprise when he placed his hands on her waist and with little seeming effort, picked her up and placed her atop the communion table. "Candace Hilton, mother of John, prepare to offer witness to God and others of the glory of the love of a mother and son!" he said in a reverent tone that seemed to echo throughout the church sanctuary while he guided Mom to lay back on the table, her knees bent and her feet resting at the edge of the table.
Gwen, now as naked as the rest of us, walked me up to the table, her hand stroking my cock as we approached my mother's prone body. "Candace, I have waited for so long to share this wonderful joy with another mother," she said as she walked around the table to Mom's side. She placed her hand on Mom's bare stomach, slowly caressing it in small circles and added, "Thank you for being brave enough to take this leap of faith!"
She motioned me to take my place between Mom's spread thighs, Mom's eyes shiny with lust as I ran my cock up and down her already flowered labia. Gwen nodded to me and began to pray, "Our heavenly father...we give you thanks for your love and blessing and for giving us the strength and bravery to step beyond the bounds of accepted society to know true and absolute love that only family can achieve! We ask you to shower our sister in incest with love and ecstasy as her son honors you and her by returning his cock to the place of his birth."
Gwen motioned to me to move and then Mom cried out, "OH, GOD, YESSSSSS, JOHNNN!" as I shoved my cock into her wet and steaming pussy, sending thrills of pleasure through us both as I sank inch after inch in motherly cunt flesh.
Even though I had fucked Gwen alongside her son many times, it seemed so strange to now be fucking my own mother in front of others....even though it was Gwen Walker...a woman who now proudly considered herself a cock slut for God...a woman who wantonly craved cock and now as she caressed Mom's naked breasts, reminded me that she had discovered an appetite for women too. New possibilities erupted in my mind and I offered up a little prayer of thanks to God while Gwen continued to pray -- Kent now joining her to offer up praises to the Lord.
Soon, the very air of the Church was filled with the almost musical praises of mother and son intermixed with Mom's moans of pleasure. I grunted with effort as I thrust into Mom's hot cunt again and again, her never looking more beautiful and sexy than she did on that communion table. As they prayed, Gwen and her son were adding to Mom's ecstasy as they caressed her -- hands massaging and squeezing her breasts with first Kent and then Gwen leaning in to flicker their tongues over Mom's swollen nipples before Kent moved to kiss Mom while Gwen's fingers slipped down to my mother's pussy to tease her swollen clit and caress my constantly thrusting penis.
To most folks' way of thinking, we were engaged in a wild and profane bacchanal -- performing a pagan rite, but never did it feel so right, me fucking my mother atop the broad communion altar of our church, demonstrating for our friends and God, our love...the perfect love that can be shared between mother and son. I felt Mom's cunt tighten around my cock as she approached orgasm, her breasts now rolling violently as she writhed atop the communion table, gasping and trying to control her cries of pleasure as it washed over her.
"Scream, Candace...scream your pleasure, raise your voice to God in thanks for being loved by such a wonderful son and let your orgasm ring out in Heaven!" Gwen cooed, her fingers trailing through Mom's furry bush to caress my mother's cock filled flesh.
Mom began to buck and twist, making me groan as her pussy clamped down around my cock, making it almost impossible for me to drive deep one last time and begin to cum inside my mother's womb. As my hot semen flooded her pussy, Mom arched her back and screamed, "FUCK SON, OH GODDDD YESSSSS CUMMINGGG, CUMMINING...THANK YOU, GOD FOR MY SON AND HIS BIG COCK! LOVE YOU, GOD, LOVE MY SON!"
Gwen laughed and raised her voice as well, praying loudly to the Lord as she watched Mom and I cum together, her eyes shiny with tears that fell onto Mom's face as she leaned down and kissed my mother, making me moan as I seemed to cum more intensely as I watched Gwen's tongue slip between my mother's lips.
When I finally stepped back, gasping for air as Mom's pussy let me slip wetly from her clasp, Mom moaned and said, "Soooo perfect and wonderful. I love you, John." She glanced at Gwen who was massaging her heaving breasts, shivering at the other woman's touch and said, "You were right, Gwen...it's like...fucking my son in heaven. I felt God's presence here."
Gwen nodded and said, "And you still have so much to experience...so much pleasure that the Lord's plan for us has to offer...if it be your will...your desire." Gwen turned to look at me and at Kent who had moved up alongside me, his cock slapping against his stomach, precum drooling out the tip of his swollen head. "Candace...I offer you the pleasure of my son. I want you to know the same ecstasy that Kent and John have given me so many times."
Mom moaned and her body quivered as she was hit by an aftershock of her incestuous orgasm or perhaps a anticipatory precursor if she allowed my friend to fuck her. "Oh, Lord...I don't know..." Mom glanced at me and I smiled at her -- letting her know that I was fine with sharing her with Kent.
"Mrs. Hilton...Candace, I would be honored to fuck you...here in the presence of my mother and your son and in the sight of almighty God," Kent said in a serious tone. "Making love...bringing more love into the world cannot be a sin, but rather the holiest of offerings in the eyes of the Lord."
Mom glanced at Gwen who smiled and as she teasingly pinched one of Mom's swollen nipples, said, "Look inside yourself, darling. Your heart will never steer you wrong."
Mom looked at me again and I said, "I love you, Mom."
My mother nodded and pulled her knees back and spread her thighs, opening herself up to Kent even as a trickle of semen emerged from her pussy. "Fuck me, Kent! Make me cum as an offering to the Lord!"
Kent murmured a fervent "Amen," as he stepped up to my mother, his hand guiding his cock towards Mom's sperm filled cunt. A moment later, Mom was throwing her head back in an ecstatic scream as Kent rammed his cock into her pussy! "My God, Mrs. Hilton...your pussy is like a furnace!" he growled as he sank himself into her wet flesh to the hilt.



With the skill developed from two years of near constant fucking of his mother, Kent began to thrust into Mom as Gwen stepped to me, both our gazes locked on their carnally joined bodies. I have to be honest...I wasn't sure how I would feel seeing another man fucking my mother and I confess that there was tinges of jealousy as I watched Mom's legs, shaking with effort, rise up and wrap around Kent's hips, her heels digging into his buttocks, but...damn, I felt my own half-erect cock jerk and swell as I watched the lewd and wondrous sight of my mother in the throes of sexual bliss as my best friend plowed his cock into her again and again. As much as I wanted that to be me in between my mother's thighs, fucking her hard, I found myself incredibly aroused to watch her fucking someone else.
"Beautiful, isn't it?" Gwen breathed into my ear, her naked body rubbing up against mine. "Kent had told me many times how incredibly exciting it was to watch you or Jimmy or one of the others fucking my brains out."
"Mom's lovely...like a goddess," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.
"Exactly right, John," said Kent's mother. "Candace is filled with the spirit of the Lord and as such is divine...her orgasm is God's presence made manifest." As Gwen said Mom's name, Mom turned to look at us, her mouth gaping open in ecstasy and her eyes both seeing us and something beyond.
As Mom moaned, her back arching up off the communion table, Gwen slowly sank to her knees, her eyes never leaving Mom and her son as she reached out and with one hand guided my cum covered cock into her mouth. "There are many forms of communion, Candace," she said with a reverential tone before her tongue lashed over my growing penis, lapping up streamers of my semen and thick glops of Mom's pussy cream that coated my erection.
"SO-s-so b-beautiful," Mom sobbed as Kent fucked her, leaning over to suck on Mom's swollen nipples that jutted out from her heavy, rolling breasts. Her legs jerked back and up as the combination of Kent's cock fucking her and the sight of his mother sucking my cock triggered a tremendous orgasm. Mom's toes curled as her muscles clenched in carnal ecstasy.
Again, we began to raise a joyful noise, between the wet sounds of fucking and sucking and the screams and moans of pleasure creating a sexual gospel tune that seemed to echo off the church rafters. Amidst cries of "Fuck me!" and "Such good cock!" and "Sweet, sweet pussy!" were mixed praises to God for making us this way...for providing us with so many ways to achieve pleasure. Later, when I had time to reflect, I doubted that in the long history of our church had there ever been such a joyous celebration of God.
Gwen sucked me until I was so erect that it was nearly painful, my cock spanking clean of semen and pussy juice and now dripping with the minister's wife's saliva. As Mom and Kent both reached orgasm nearly at the same time, Gwen continued to kneel at my feet, my cock in her hand which she rubbed over her face, kissing the swollen, throbbing head from time to time.
Mom's scream were increasingly hoarse as she writhed on the table while Kent moaned, "Cumming...God love you, I'm cumming!" As he filled her with his hot seed, Mom's orgasm became stronger, her quaking body making the communion table rock and bang as she convulsed in the throes of divine ecstasy. A long stream of babble emerged from Mom's lips as she continued to cum...maybe she was nearly mindless from overwhelming pleasure or perhaps she was speaking in tongues, her orgasm allowing her to be filled with holy spirit.
When Kent finally withdrew from Mom's pussy, Gwen was there to meet him, on her knees, taking Kent's cock into her mouth even as streamers of semen and her creams hung between Mom's pussy and his penis, the hot fluids splattering against Gwen's lips and cheek. I crossed to Mom's side and as her cum glazed eyes turned to me, I leaned down and kissed her, murmuring, "Mom, you are the most beautiful woman in the world. I love you."
Mom sobbed back, "I love you too, son. I n-never imagined it could be so-so wonderful."
She threw her trembling arms around my neck and pulled me in for another kiss, her tongue hungrily seeking mine as her orgasm waned. Suddenly she jerked as if hit by an electric shock, our kiss dissolving in a lewd groan as she raised her head up and we both looked down between her thighs.
At the end of the table, kneeling between Mom's spread legs was Gwen, her hands on Mom's inner thighs, thumbs just scant inches from Mom's gaping open and sperm filled cunt. "Candace...I suspect this might be new to you, but I would love to join our sons in bringing you pleasure and exposing to you more of God's blessing."
Mom trembled and sighed as she said, "I've never...oh yes, Gwen, please, lick my pussy!"
Gwen laughed and plunged her face into my mother's cunt, making Mom cry out as her tongue slipped into Mom's overly sensitive and well fucked pussy. Gwen drew back, her cheeks and chin and lips frosted with semen and pussy juices. She stuck out her tongue which held thick globs of my and Kent's semen and then swallowed. She winked slyly at us and said in a lust tinged voice, "I'm getting something special out of this as well...something delicious!"
Kent's mother again pressed her face into Mom's pussy, enthusiastically licking and lapping at my mother's quivering cunt flesh. She sucked Mom's labia into her mouth, sucking semen and Mom's creamy juices off them before delving deep into my mother's sperm sodden flesh. The lovely blonde woman was the very vision of carnal delight as every time she drew back from Mom, her face was a mess smear of semen and pussy juice, stringers of all those fluids hanging from Gwen's face to Mom's pussy.
Kent moved to Mom's head, offering her his cock which his mother had sucked clean moments before. Mom tried her best to lick and suck the tip of his hard penis, but was going in and out of ecstatic convulsions as Gwen continued to lick her pussy. Mom's legs spread and shot out wide as Kent's mother discovered her clitoris and began teasing and nipping at it with her lips. "OH GOD...FUCK YESSSSSS!" Mom screamed as her entire body went rigid and suddenly she was gushing pussy juice on Gwen's surprised face, the room filling with the smell of aroused cunt as she practically pissed pussy juices into the blonde woman's open mouth.
Gwen sat back, licking her lips and laughing as Mom's juices dripped from her chin to splatter across her breasts and then she was on her feet, agilely climbing atop the communion table, her body slithering over Mom's naked and sweaty form until finally Gwen was able to kiss my mother with her cum covered lips. As I watched Mom frantically kiss Kent's mother, her tongue rolling across Gwen's face in an effort to taste Kent and myself as well as herself on Gwen's lips, I felt my cock throb with incestuous need and couldn't help but glance over at Kent and with a big grin on my face, say, "Praise the Lord!"
Watching Mom and Gwen in a Sapphic embrace had both Kent and I watching ardently as the women kissed and then flailed around until finally Gwen was on bottom with my mother atop her and for the first time in her life licking another woman's cunt while Gwen continued to plunge her long tongue into Mom's sopping wet pussy.
Finally, Kent and I could stand it no longer. I dragged the large, padded chair on the platform around so I could kneel on it behind Mom and as Gwen slithered her tongue along my shaft, plunged my aching erection into Mom's pussy. Gwen let out a soulful wail as Kent stepped to the other end of the communion table and rammed his long, hard penis into his mother.
A joyful noise ensued as sons fucked mothers while mothers licked at each others cunts, lapping off pussy juice from the thrusting cocks, filling the sanctuary with the wet and lewd sounds of incestuous fucking mixed with the cries, moans and groans of four men and women engaged in motherfucking of the most holiest kind.
Again, I was struck by the feeling of having retreated into an earlier era of pagan worship, perceiving the primordial power of sex and its ability to tap into the divine world and even as I reveled in the unsurpassable sensation of my mother's pussy tightening around my thrusting cock, a part of me wondered if the relationship between God and humanity hadn't been obscured over time by clinging so resolutely to scripture that obsessed with outmoded societal constraints and restrictions and that somehow, by divine intervention or by accident, we had stumbled upon this more powerful and intimate way to connect with God and with those we should love the most.
Of course, focusing on radical religious theory was impossible -- what with the sight of two beautiful mature women writhing in incestuous ecstasy, knowing that the slick labia molding around my cock like a greedy mouth belonged to my mother and that the grunts and groans coming from her were of my own doing. I got a glimpse into heaven as Mom raised her head and flinging her now sweaty and tangled tresses out of the way, looked over her shoulder at me, a feral, lusty sneer on her face which was dripping copious amounts of Gwen's cunt creams.
"I love your fucking cock, son...fuck Momma hard...make Momma scream so God in heaven will hear how good my son is fucking me!" Mom snarled, her voice becoming more of a sob as she finished. She began to turn her head back, her dark hair falling across her face, but her brown eyes were still on me as she ended with, "I love you, John!"
I took her words to heart and redoubled my efforts, impaling Mom again and again with my cock, the sound of my thighs slapping into her toned ass cheeks echoing like gunshots through the church. Gwen sobbed something that was unintelligible between being in the throes of orgasm from her son's determined fucking and her tongue being very busy slithering around my cum soaked shaft and Mom's dripping flesh.
Finally, I saw Kent's face begin to twist in a way I recognized from many bouts of he and I fucking his mother and he struggled not to cum even as he began thrusting his dick harder and faster into Gwen's pussy, I began fucking Mom harder as well, until we were both on the verge and then as our mothers began to orgasm again, we both shoved deep into our moms' wombs and flooded their hot, wet pussies with our youthful and vigorous semen, sending their cries of pleasure to new heights as they conveyed their pleasure to both us and God.
Eventually, we were all sitting on the top step of the altar, Kent and I bracketing our naked mothers who went back and forth from kissing us to kissing each other. Finally, Mom leaned back against me and looked at Gwen and Kent and said, "This has been so incredible...I can barely get my mind around it." She reached out and stroked Gwen's semen and pussy juice smeared face with one hand while one hand gently stroked my weary, but still semi-erect cock. "I feel so...so blessed. Like the world has suddenly opened up and is offering so many new paths."
Gwen looked at Mom sleepily and smiled as she replied, "You have been blessed. You now know what God's purpose for you is...who you were always meant to be with...to love for the rest of your life." She tilted her head back to kiss her son and then looked back at us. "The Lord has opened the door for you and you have stepped over the threshold and His blessings are just beginning."
Gwen took Kent's hand and placed it on her stomach, leaving her hand atop his. "The wonders that the Lord has in store for you two if you remain faithful to each other are limitless. Maybe, you will be blessed with the ultimate gift of God in your future, just as he has seen fit to bless my son and I." Mother and son looked at us, smiling a bit mysteriously as their joined hands slowly caressed Gwen's belly.
I totally missed her point, but Mom suddenly gasped and said, "Gwen...you...you're going to have your son's baby!"
Gwen's eyes misted up and she nodded as an expression of happiness spread across her face. Mom gave a cry of delighted amazement and reached out and hugged Gwen and then kissed her and then Kent who was beaming with pride and love for his mother.
After we left them, Mom was silent for a while, but finally reached over and placed her hand on mine. "I can barely breathe, John."
Are you okay, Mom?" I asked, slowing the car down as I glanced at Mom...her face looking both ghostly and angelic in the light of the dashboard.
Mom nodded and sighed. "So much has happened in the last day or so, son. I can barely contain all that I'm feeling...the possibilities of what lies ahead are just...overwhelming."
"Is that good or bad, Mom?" I said, pulling all the way over to the curb. I put the car in park and then kissed Mom's hand.
"The last time I think I felt this way was when you were born, John." Mom said softly. "Your father was out making phone calls or something and the nurse put you into my arms and when I looked into your face, it was like the world just exploded with possibilities." Mom smiled at me. "I never knew I could love anyone as much as I loved you...not that I knew that when you were grown, I'd love you all the much more."
"Is that good or bad, Mom?" I repeated.
"It was good...and exciting, just imagining what you would grow up to become and how our lives were forever changed." Mom leaned over and kissed me. "And now it's the same way, darling. So many possible lives are ahead of us and with each passing moment more possibilities offer themselves up." In the dim light of the dashboard, I could tell she was blushing as she looked at me almost shyly and said, "When I first fucked you, I was just lost in the sheer pleasure of fucking my son, but now...after hearing Gwen tell us she was having her son's baby..."
Mom licked her lips and said, "Son, I'm sitting here in a puddle of my own pussy juices just thinking that you and I could have a son or a daughter of our own and I can't believe how I have no feelings of uncertainty about this...that I want your big, beautiful cock in me every moment of every day and I want to have your...our child." She shook her head and said, "It sounds crazy, doesn't it?"
I slowly shook my head in the negative and replied, "No, I think it would be wonderful and I think we were both thinking it even before Gwen told us about their baby." I glanced down the dimly lit tree-lined street before us, homes scattered here and there with windows lit and shadows occasionally passing by one. "It's simply God's will...God's plan and always has been. A man and woman in love want to make that love grow and they do that by being brave enough to make a baby...bringing more life and love into a world that can never have enough love in it."
I squeezed Mom's hand and said, "I love you, Mom...now and forever."
Mom leaned over and kissed me again and then whispered in a near tearful voice, "I love you, son. Now take me home and love me...give me a baby!"
I have always been a good son and tried to obey my mother and so I did as she asked. We went home and went to bed and made love long into the night...something we have done every night since then.
Certainly there were rocky moments ahead, for Mom and I, and Kent and his mother. That following Sunday morning, emotions were tense and strong as the Church Elders confronted Gwen who held her own ground when confronted.
The lovely blonde mother rose from her seat, Kent holding her hand and rising alongside her as the head deacon of the church demanded an explanation. "I deny nothing my husband alleges and I apologize for nothing either. I believe that the dissolution of my marriage is the will of God and while I acknowledge that I broke my marriage vows to that cold hearted man, I believe it was the Lord who held my hand and showed me a better, more loving path to trod."
With her brilliant blue eyes shining, Gwen looked around the room and continued, "God's plan for me is mine and my son's affair alone and I will not suffer to explain it to you, although..." She paused as her eyes came to rest on Dana Boggs and her son, Jimmy and then on Mom and me. "Although there are many of you who, I think understand and realize that God's purpose will reveal itself to those eyes that will see."
Gwen sat back down as Deacon Brewer looked on, somewhat perplexed. Three weeks later, a new minister was hired and Gwen and Kent moved out of the parsonage...after a last gathering of mothers and sons occurred in the sanctuary of the church that even all these years later, remains gloriously burned into my mind...a gathering that saw more than just we four.
Many people within the church would remember that Autumn of 1980 as the Autumn of Divorce as several marriages died quick and merciful deaths. When Dad returned from his latest trip, he was greeted by a notice of divorce by the lawyers of Mom's legal firm. I was with Mom as she told my father that she wanted a divorce and to put an end to a marriage that had truthfully been dead for years.
Dad studied us both with a serious and chilling eye and whether he actually deduced the true motivation behind Mom's actions, he never said, but agreed that whatever love had existed between them had died long ago. He made no recriminations and other than a few contentious issues over money, their divorce proceeded painlessly and Dad became more or less a memory in our lives.
Reverend Walker divorced Gwen from a long distant venue...the entire proceedings worked out by the lawyers. The last I heard, the Reverend was ministering a church in Idaho, remarried to a former missionary. They had no children.
Dana Boggs divorced her husband in an ugly affair that had gossips wagging their tongues all over town. Dana and Jimmy left town and are living in Southern Ohio, still happy and in love and perhaps another time, I will share their story. I understand that they are now enjoying being grandparents.
One of Gwen's other young lovers, Sean and his mother also left town under a cloud of rumors, along with Heather who married Sean. They both live with Sean's mother in Tampa, Florida and I have often wondered about the magic that their lives must have created.
Gwen and Kent left town at Christmas, moving out of state so that Kent could attend seminary in Kentucky in a small college nestled into the foothills of the Appalachian Mountains. In time, Gwen and her son settled in Eastern Kentucky, taking on the ministry of a small rural church as husband and wife. Their daughter, Anna was born without complications, a bright and beautiful child with her mother's blonde hair. We visit once in a while, renewing our commitment to our new understanding of love by joining them in impassioned lovemaking.
Alas, those visits were never as often as we wanted, but we kept up through letters and cards and the occasional phone call. I've kept a photo album of their Christmas cards which were always photos of their family. In leafing through that, Mom and I have marked the passage of the years of our beloved friends. I marvel as I see the earliest of these photos being of Kent and Gwen with their baby in their arms. I can see both my old friend and his mother, mature and grow into the autumn of their lives even as their baby grew into a lovely child, then teenager and eventually a lovely young woman. Along the way, we admired how lovely Gwen was as her belly swelled up a second time and then the following year, their Christmas card displayed a second daughter they named Candace.
In the latest card, received just a few weeks ago, Mom and I admired how youthful Gwen still looks, now in her early seventies...her hair a shimmering silver now. Kent has more gray in his hair and I take a little bit of delight in that. Candace is the spitting image of her mother, voluptuous and beautiful as she begins her first year of college and Anna glows with the love and joy that is begat by motherhood as she serves as the center of their most recent Christmas missive, surrounded by her loving family and holding her and Kent's son who they named after me.



As for Mom and I...well, our story and our love affair continue to unfold. Mom has worn my ring for twenty-five years. Since I graduated from college, I have been a successful architect in Wisconsin and our life has been blessed. We have been prosperous and healthy and most of all, blessed with children...the twins Kent and Gwen, born in the third year of our new and incestuous life, and our youngest, Martha who is about to join my firm, transforming it from Hilton Architecture to Hilton and Daughter.
We never hid our relationship of being mother and son from our children and taught them our beliefs of God's true plan for us all and to seek out their own truths. Our daughter Gwen has gone her own way, soon to marry a fellow officer in the Air Force while Kent and Martha embraced our way of life when the choice was offered on their eighteenth birthdays.
Our stories, both of our beloved friends Kent and Gwen and ourselves continue to unfold, intertwined with the so many other stories of those who have seen the truth in what Kent continues to preach from his pulpit -- "Anyone who loves, knows God, for God is love" and that there is no greater love in the eyes of God than that love that exists within a family.
The End
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A lovely woman who goes by Catherine reached out to me to talk about her life (both real and fantasy) after reading "The Cameron Solution." The result of our correspondence is this story. I think it's pretty good and hope to hear your comments on it (of course, if interracial fiction isn't your cup of tea, you should pass on it to begin with), be they pro or con.
As always, this is a work of fiction and all characters within exist only in my (and Catherine's) imagination. Enjoy!
I keep glancing over at the doorman as I fumble with the elevator buttons, acting as if they weren't working even as a shiver of desire snaked its way through my body. I offer him a coy smile as he slowly walks over towards me, his gray uniform contrasting starkly with his dark, almost utterly black skin. He smiles at me as he approached and says in a soft and gravely voice, "Problems with the lift, Mrs. Henderson?"
"I'm not sure," I reply in almost a whisper. "I believe I could use some help."
He pushes the button for the penthouse and the door swiftly opens up. "Maybe I should ride up with you, make sure everything works right."
I open my mouth to reply, but nothing comes out so I just nod. He ushers me into the elevator car and then pushes the button for my suite. As the door closes and the lift jerks into motion, the doorman turns to me, moving to me, towering over me as I back against the elevator wall. He reaches out and strokes a long, thick finger along my cheek and then runs it back and forth against my lips. "You still need some help, Mrs. Henderson?"
"Oh yes," I moan as I open my lips and then begin sucking on his finger, looking up into his large dark eyes as I do so. Suddenly, my coat is gone and I am standing there in a short, black cocktail dress, the hem much too short for a sixty-year old woman. The doorman's free hand reaches out and fingers the low cut front of my dress and with one violent tug, rips the dress from my body, revealing my nakedness underneath. "Yes, please, oh god, I need your help."
He turns away and presses the emergency button and the elevator car jerks violently to a halt. He turns back, suddenly as naked as me, his body big and solid, black skin gleaming in the overhead light. I run my hands over his warm skin as he slips his finger from my mouth and replaces it with his tongue, his lips pressing firmly against mine.
My hands travel down his chest and around his waist, stroking and caressing his taut butt cheeks before moving to his groin and then wrapping itself around something that cannot possibly be his cock. "Soooo big," I moan as I break our kiss and look down at the huge black cock in my grasp. I feel my wetness splattering against my thighs even as he lifts me up into the air and with my back pressing against the elevator wall, presses the huge head of his black penis against my flowered pussy. "It's just what I need!" I croon as he thrusts into me, spreading me wide as he worms his cock into me with a relentless pressure.
My words disintegrate into a primal scream as inch after inch of African-American cock buries itself inside me, joining the sudden shrill cry of the emergency stop alarm. My short legs try and wrap themselves around the doorman's waist as he chuckles and hunches into me more, each movement of his hips bringing me closer to possessing all his long, thick member.
His tongue rolls over my lips and he laughingly snarls, "That's my little white bitch...just a black cock slut, ain't you? Feel you cumming all over my hard, black dick. I'll help you alright, I'll fuck your white ass till you scream for mercy." He flexes his hips, making me sob with pleasure as he buries the last of his huge black snake in my wet, pulsating cunt while he leans in closer and whispers into my ear, "Then I'll keep fucking you and make you cum forever!.
And he does. The doorman, his skin glistening with sweat fucks me hard and furious, my petite white body a toy in his hands, and making me cum and cum with just the way his massive cock throbs inside me. The elevator seems to shake with every thrust, the dull steel walls sometimes going transparent, letting in bursts of sunshine that mirrors the pleasure roaring inside me. "Fuck me...FUCK ME WITH THAT BLACK COCK, GODDAMMIT!" I scream as he thrusts into me again and again, his torso battering my body even as his wonderful cock batters my pussy. The beauty of the moment is only marred by the jarring noise of the elevator alarm, a vague distraction dwarfed my his massive pole impaling itself in my sopping wet pussy!
I feel his body begins to tense, his cock swelling inside me and I know I am approaching nirvana and will be having the orgasm of my life when I feel his hot seed pouring into my womb. I feel a flood of incredible heat and I scream with the delight as the alarm screeches in my ear and my orgasm begins to overwhelm me as...
...I woke up, my body tangled amidst my sweaty silk sheets, my orgasm so damn close and yet fading as each second passed and I returned to the real world. On the bedside table next to me, the alarm from my cell phone cried irritatingly into my ears. With shaky hands I reached out and silenced the thing, almost in tears over my lost dream and climax. I scissor my legs, feeling my swollen labia rub against each other. I feel a shiver pass through me, partly sexual and partly a chill as the sweat on my body begins to evaporate.
I hear a noise coming from the master bathroom and turn to see my husband coming out, fastening his cuff links. His sixty-six years were showing as I realized his hairline has receded more, the gray trim that was all that was left of his hair was now almost white. His pale skin was mottled with age spots and I wondered where the handsome Paul Newman look-a-like I fell in love with in college so long ago had gone. When he noticed I was awake, he smiled down at me and said, "Good morning darling...rise and shine."
I moaned as I stretched, the sheets pulling away from my body and it made me feel good to see his eyes roaming approvingly over my sixty-year old frame. Years of fastidious and dedicated work had paid off. We both knew that I didn't look like I was nearly old enough to collect Social Security.
My petite five foot two frame could still fit perfectly into my wedding dress and my hairdresser had skillfully hidden any sign of gray in my short, blonde hair. My legs still could turn a man's head and I was no shyer about wearing a short skirt now at sixty, than I had been at twenty. My breasts sagged a little, but still hung attractively on my chest. My nipples, usually small and barely noticeable were hard and erect from my erotic dream and my general condition wasn't lost on my husband.
Cliff sat down on the edge of bed and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Another dirty dream, Catherine?" he said in an amused voice. "Anyone I know?"
I purred as I slipped a hand down between my legs, fingers slipping through the little patch of now snow white pubic hair above my pussy before spreading my moist lips apart. "Stephen...the daytime doorman."
Cliff's eyes rose up in surprise. "He would be quite...formidable, I would think. I'm surprised you haven't actually had him."
I laughed and sat up and kissed my husband softly. "Well, not every married man is susceptible to my charms."
Cliff stood up and shaking his head, moved towards the door. "Well, don't give up, darling," he said as he picked up his suit jacket from a chair and shrugged it on. "Do you have a busy day?"
I climbed out of the bed and stretched again as I gave his question some consideration. "Not too much special planned." I paused as I recalled, "Oh, I believe I am interviewing a possible new employee today."
My husband laughed and nodded. "Well, don't overdo it. Your last new employee interview put you in bed for three days."
I giggled as I replied, "True, but he was in bed with me the whole time too."
"You're a terrible slut, Catherine Henderson," Cliff shot back and then grinned. "Any plans for tonight...and this weekend?"
I shook my head in the negative and said, "Nothing firm so far, dear."
Cliff smiled and said, "Well, give me a call when you do so I can plan accordingly. Love you, Catherine."
"I love you, too," I replied, watching my husband walk through our penthouse suite towards the front door. I watched him leave, wondering the whole time how I wound up with such a wonderful man. I glanced at the time and got moving. I had a schedule to keep. I took a quick shower, orgasmic aftershocks teasing me as I soaped and caressed my body, leaving me with a lovely afterglow as I admired myself in the bathroom mirror.
I had to admit for maybe the thousandth time that people's comments about my resemblance to the actress Florence Henderson were pretty much dead on...what with my petite and shapely frame, big eyes, damn fine legs and that short, boyish bob that we both still wore...some looks never go out of style. Combine that with the coincidence of us both having the same last name and the comparisons were even more easily understood. Of course, I've done things that likely made Carol Brady look like a prudish saint...things she never dreamed of doing.
I quickly dressed, choosing a white summer dress with a diving neckline and which ended a few inches above my knees and three inch heels. I was picking up my purse when the doorman buzzed and announced that my driver was here. I made my way down quickly, a silly smile on my face as remnants of my dream echoed in the very familiar elevator car. Stephen, the doorman held the door for me as I climbed into the towncar, tipping his hat at me as he murmured, "Morning, Mrs. Henderson."
I felt myself blush a little as I scooted over in the seat, my dress riding up to offer him a revealing glimpse of my thighs. I felt renewed moisture between my thighs as I tracked his eyes taking in the accidental exposure...well, mostly accidental.
Stephen closed the door and I looked forward at my chauffer, Thomas, another handsome black man, much younger than Stephen. "Ma'am," he said, "To the office?"
"Yes, dear and Thomas, you don't have to call me ma'am. You've fucked me until I couldn't see straight. A man and a woman who've known each other that intimately should always be on a first name basis."
In his rear view mirror, I saw my driver grin and he replied as he eased into the Manhattan traffic, "Yes, ma...Catherine." A few moments of silence passed as we drove past the Dakota and then he added. "Of course, it's been a while, hasn't it?" His eyes caught mine as he looked at me in the mirror again.
I licked my lips and replied, "Why, it has been a couple of months, Thomas. If that girlfriend of yours can spare you, maybe you and I could have dinner one night next week. Of course, maybe Alicia is more than enough for you."
Thomas chuckled and said, "She is one fine fuck, Ma...Catherine, but she's a young white woman. Sometimes a man needs more than a young pussy...he needs a real woman...an experienced woman who appreciates a fine nigger cock."
I felt myself getting wetter between my legs and I was tempted to have him turn the town car around and take me back home, but...as much of a slut that I am, I am also a responsible businesswoman and I have always subscribed to the notion that one must always take care of business. Still, it never hurt to nail down details. "Next Wednesday evening, Thomas? I'll cook for you too. Do me a favor though."
"What would that be, Catherine?" He looked in the mirror at me expectantly.
"Fuck little Alicia before you come over and don't clean up. I've not tasted her on you in quite a while and it will take the edge off your...needs and allow you to give me a proper dicking with that fine black cock of yours."
I could see Thomas's eyes go wide at my lewd comment and then he chuckled, "For you, Catherine...anything." He glanced down towards his lap. "Might have to hurry home on my lunch hour today and give her a good dicking, Catherine – black cock slut like you already has me hard as a rock."
We were pulling up to the brownstone where my business took up all five floors. As I stepped out, I leaned back and in smiled at my chauffer. "Thomas, I plan to stay in the office all day – take the rest of the morning off. A cock as fine as yours deserves to not be rushed. I want to hear Alicia screaming clear across town!"
I could hear Thomas laughing as he pulled away and I went up the steps to "Catherine's Joy," my relatively new, but growing business.
"Good morning, Catherine," called out Mandy from behind her command center. Mandy, a beautiful young woman not quite half my age was my receptionist, personal assistant, and assistant manager all rolled into one. Tall and leggy with a long, blonde mane, she offered me a smile that could make most men begin shucking their pants and more than a few women soak their panties.
She rose up with a clipboard and came around her desk, her long legs looking shapely in a miniskirt and four inch heels. "We're looking good this morning, booked up all day long, the guys are here and waiting for you and you have a new prospect coming at 10:00." Mandy looked at me coyly and grinned, "Of course, I'd be happy to um...interview the new guy for you." She licked her lips and winked.
"I'm sure you would, but then who would run my business for me and make me richer?" I kissed her on the lips, chastely, but with love and then began moving towards the stairs to my office. "Who's up to bat today?"
Mandy looked down at her clipboard and said, "Tony, Big Al, Marcus, Allan and Alfonso." She smiled up at me and said, "They're all cleaned up and waiting for you...Alfonso was waiting for you when I got here. I think he likes the beginning of the day preparations."
I winked back at her and said, "So do I...and so do you. That's why you love it when I take a day off. Go ahead, send them on up!"
Inside my office, I glanced at my desk and noted that there was nothing consequential waiting for me...that was good, I hate having other things on my mind when I'm focusing on my work. I rolled my executive chair out from behind my desk and sat down facing the door as a shiver of anticipation went through me. There was a knock at the door and when I said a bit hoarsely, "Please come in," five young African-American men marched into the room, making my heart beat a little faster.
All were very dark skinned, wearing nothing but white terry cloth robes that emphasized their darkness. "Gather around, Gentlemen...let's get the day started. All five stepped up, gathering around me in a semi-circle. As if cued, they all shucked their robes simultaneously and I couldn't help but moan a little as I beheld their delicious bodies. None were over twenty-five years old and all possessed heavily muscled, sculpted bodies that put me in mind of Michelangelo's David, but with massive penises that would have put the old Hebrew king to shame.
I leaned forward and took Tony's black cock in my hand, slowly stroking the already erect member in my hand, marveling at its girth and length. The huge plum shaped head was already dripping with precum. "Someone's primed," I murmured as I reached out with my tongue and gave his dripping pisshole a lick.
"Yes ma'am," he replied, his hand coming up and cupping the back of my head. "Yesterday was my day off...didn't fuck nobody and didn't jerk off. I've been hard since I woke up knowing you were gonna be sucking my black cock!"
I gurgled approvingly, my lips spread wide to accommodate his thickness as I began to suck his erection, my tongue rolling hungrily over his throbbing flesh. I looked up into his clean cut face, savoring the smile I had put there almost as much as I savored the taste of his cock in my mouth. As I sucked my young black man off, I caressed his testicles, feeling their fullness and heat.
Tony was definitely on edge, it only took a couple of minutes before his breathing quickened and he murmured, "Here it comes, you black loving cocksucker!" Then he was exploding in my mouth, hot torrents of sweet tasting semen that splattered against the back of my throat and then flowed like steaming cream over my tongue, filling my mouth with a load of sperm that only a young man could produce.
I sucked him dry before turning to the next swollen black cock – Marcus's very long penis and even as I swallowed the last of Tony's load, I was taking Marcus's long dong deep into my mouth, trying as I had so many times before to deep-throat him and as always, never quite accomplishing it. "Mmmmm – yeah, white boss lady likes her black cock in the morning," he growled as he pumped his hips into my face, thrusting his penis deep down my throat as I struggled to master the urge to choke as his swollen head pressed into my gullet.
"Suck me, white bitch," Marcus hissed, his street voice making me wetter with each word he spoke. He was a long and lean young man, arms and legs roped with wiry muscle and his stomach was rock hard with six-pack abs. Even though he was usually a soft-spoken young man with a trace of an upstate New York accent, he could turn on the street tough persona that so many of my clients loved. "You want a black man's jism, you gotta work at it, you little whore...black man's whore!"
By the time I got Marcus off, my panties were soaked through and I could smell my own arousal, the strong aroma of pussy mixing with his slightly salty semen as it gushed into my mouth. I sucked him clean and then sucked him a little more until he began to laugh and tried to pull away as I asserted dominance in the situation. I was a black man's whore when it came to cock, but in the end, it never hurt to remind him who really owned his magnificent black cock. Only when he began to moan as I overloaded his pleasure center with my furious tongue action on his sensitive cock flesh, did I let him slip from my mouth.
I felt a dollop of his hot semen on the corner of my mouth and I expertly tongued it off and swallowed it and said perkily, "Next!" Allan stepped up and I crooned with pleasure. Allan had been with me for six months and had become a quick favorite...his length was just a little above average, but his girth...he was incredibly thick and while he wouldn't ever pierce one's deepest places, no-one could make you feel more filled up with cock than he had. I opened my mouth wide, my lips spread so much it almost hurt, but I knew he was on the verge of cumming the moment I rolled my tongue over his monstrous cock head. That was my dear Allan...his first time of the day was always on a hair trigger, but after I drank his thick semen, he could go for hours between ejaculations, capable of fucking a woman into a coma.
"Thank you, Mrs. Henderson," he said in a whisper as he pulled back past my aching lips, his semen hot and thick as I swallowed it.
Suddenly, I was in shadow as Big Al loomed up. "You ready for your daily meat, bitch?" he hissed menacingly – his six foot- eight inches a solid mass of rock hard muscle, not the least of which was roughly a foot of thick cock. His hand came up behind my head and held me in place as he pressed his angry cock head against my lips, forcing them open effortlessly and unthinkingly, acting as it didn't matter what I wanted. I moaned happily as his hands clamped down on my cheeks and he began to fuck my mouth. "Yeah...you a black cock slut, Catherine...you live for what only a black man can offer. Eat that big stick...suck it, choke on it, you little white bitch."
Big Al was one of the most popular of my employees, frightening and sexy to the many white female clients who paid to be mastered by the huge African American male who was fucking my face furiously, seemingly oblivious to my futile struggling as he tried to bury all of his immense cock down my throat, making me cough and choke as he blocked up my airway, his black member throbbing so strongly I could feel the blood pulsing in his huge vein against the soft lining of my throat.



Only when he began to cum, his thick, hot semen gushing into my mouth did he relent and become mine, crooning, "YESYESYES, my white bitch's got a sweet mouth on her," his perpetually angry face softening and mellowing as he reveled in ejaculating his sweet seed on my tongue. With a happy shudder, he let me go and staggered back, his smile nearly angelic.
"Oh, Senora Henderson," sighed my last young black man – the only one not truly African American, but Cuban, a refugee that Mandy had met while vacationing in Miami and who had won me over the first hour we had met. Alfonso was the darkest skinned of all my employees and I confess that the blacker my lover, the more aroused I get. I don't trouble myself much with wondering why I prefer black lovers over white or why the darker they are, the sexier I find them, preferring instead to just revel in the awareness of how they feel on me, their dark skin contrasting with my white flesh and of course how they feel inside of me and how they fulfill my needs.
His cock was beautiful, long and thick...one of God's masterpieces – the kind of cock that a white woman could sell her soul for. "I love your mouth, Senora Henderson...your sweet mamacita mouth...a mother's loving mouth."
I stroked his long erection and giggled at his naughty talk – he had a mother-son fetish that knew no boundaries and it turned me on to respond in kind. "Come give Momma what she needs, son!" I breathed, voice thick with a mouth full of semen. "Let Momma suck her baby's cock.
"Oh, I love you, Momma Henderson," Alfonso moaned, lost in the moment, his hips moving in rhythm with my bobbing head as I slid my lips up and down his thick meat, loving how his helmet shaped head rubbed against the back of my throat, leaking precum that trickled teasingly down my throat. I gazed up into his eyes which were fixed on me, his dark brown eyes full of love and need. Not for the first time I wondered where his kink came from and I felt my own juices running down my thighs as I imagined a dark skinned version of myself kneeling before her son and pleasuring him in just this fashion before he began his work day, envying her all the many days of having the taste of his semen in her mouth all day long, knowing that his fine and loving cock would return at the end of the day.
I think Alfonso could read my thoughts as his eyes glazed over and he whispered, "Oh, Momma – I love you so much!" Then he was cumming in my mouth – an explosion of hot sperm that I could barely contain, sweet and tangy and so uniquely Alfonso as I sucked and swallowed, not spilling a drop of his precious seed.
When he finally pulled away, cock still nearly erect, I took several deep breathes, licked my lips and gazed at all my handsome black men. All were smiling lustily, all but Alfonso already fully erect. "You are all so beautiful and delicious," I purred. "Now, go make me proud – pleasure all those horny white bitches that love your big black cocks so much!"
I stood up on shaky legs and kissed each one in send-off, enjoying their familiar gropes and caresses as I pressed my cum-smeared lips against each one's mouth. My men filed out, Big Al closing the door behind him as I returned to my desk and activated my monitors. I donned my headset and said, "Are we ready, Mandy?"
"I have three very horny ladies sitting in the lobby, Boss. Two of them look as if they'll go down on each other soon if they don't get access to some cock," she replied in my ear.
"Well, tell them 'Catherine's Joy' is open for business and send them upstairs," I said happily. "Manhattan's top black cock brothel awaits them." I leaned back and grinned, something I had done everyday for nearly five years, ever since I had been inspired to provide a badly needed service for the horny, married white women of New York City – all the black cock they could fuck or suck.
I watched with carnal interest as my monitors quickly began displaying various acts of erotic pleasure between my black men and several white women. Alan was lying between the plump thighs of one of our most loyal regulars, Heidi Goldberg – a rich heiress from the East Side who had been visiting us every Monday, Wednesday and Friday without fail for the last four and a half years and who had a standing reservation to spend those visits with Allan since he'd joined us. Her face was a rictus of sheer ecstasy as Allan rolled his hips, his massively thick penis buried deep in her cunt. I envied her a little – she was my age and had possibly an equal appreciation for black cock that younger women didn't really have, despite their love and hunger for it.
On another monitor, Big Al was about to deflower a newcomer...a Michelle Barnes...a slender, red-headed woman of maybe forty years of age who'd been referred to us by a friend, Paula Cunningham. I glanced at another monitor where Paula was on all fours, her mouth gaping wide as Marcus buried his long cock inside her, her meaty breasts flying wildly about as he fucked her hard.
I returned my attention to Big Al and Michelle. I glanced at her membership form on my desk and smiled. Like so many white customers, Michelle was a white woman who'd harbored fantasies about having a black man all her life, but had never had the nerve or opportunity or both to act on it. Happily married with three children still in school, now having been told of my business, Michelle had decided to act on her fantasies – specifically one that so many white women harbored including myself.
I keyed the audio key and watched as Big Al moved towards Michelle. She was wearing a green halter dress which displayed her smallish breasts to best affect. "I-I'm not sure about this," she stammered, unable to tear her gaze away from Big Al's naked body, his massive cock waving back and forth like a sword in front of him.
Big Al laughed and said, "Bitch, who said you get to make a choice." His voice was cold and hard and somehow lascivious – combining to make me wet. Michelle seemed aroused by him as well. I could see a sexual flush spreading across her face, down over her neck and exposed upper chest. "Black man says you gonna please him, you little white bitch, you gonna do what he says...be his black loving whore!" He reached out and squeezed her breast through the green fabric, a flash of pain contouring her face as he handled her roughly.
Michelle backed up into the wall of their room which was tastefully decorated as a bedroom – a large four poster king size bed being its centerpiece. "I-I changed my mind. I'm a married woman...happily married with children. I can't do this. I don't want to!"
Big Al reached under the hem of her dress and I knew he was palming her crotch, forcing his big, strong fingers between her legs. He snorted and said, "Bitch, your pussy ain't changed her mind - my big black cock making her wet and juicy. Your pussy wants me and so do you."
The red-headed woman, her hair as short as mine, moaned, "No...I don't – I changed...OH GOD...I changed my mind." She closed her eyes as Big Al wormed his fingers around inside her and I could imagine her wetness – her arousal as the large African American fingered her. "Please, I'm going to just...go now!"
Michelle made as if to push past Big Al, but he snarled, "White bitch, you go only after I say you can go." With a blur of his hand, he ripped her dress off her, leaving her in a half bra and panties, screaming in alarm, her blue eyes wide with shock as he easily picked her up, mashing her nearly naked body against his, her shivering as his thick penis rubbed against her stomach.
She clawed and hammered at Big Al's shoulders and arms as he carried her across the room and threw her into the middle of the bed, screaming, "NO, NO, NO!" as he pounced on her lithely, his athletic ability betraying his grace despite his large size.
"Go ahead and scream, you little white bitch!" Big Al growled. "You gonna be screaming anyway when you feel me inside you!" He reached down and spread her legs wide and after another quick gesture, I saw her white panties going flying past the monitor. I saw his hips rise up and he placed the head of his swollen cock between her labia which were long and thick and even on the black and white monitor, I could see her wetness.
"OH MY FUCKING GOD!" Michelle screamed as Big Al expertly pushed into her, forceful but controlled – making sure he didn't hurt her even as he nipped at her long thin nipples before running his lips up along the side of her neck and then squelching her screams as he kissed her. I discovered that my own fingers were already underneath my panties, feverishly fingering myself as I watched the red headed woman become "blacked" as they often called it today.
Michelle's body bucked and writhed under the assault of Big Al's immense organ and I wondered what was going through her head as she felt him fill her up with thick black cockmeat and envying her experience at having her first black man. She broke his wet, sloppy kiss as her first orgasm ripped through her, her voice already ragged as she cried out, "OH FUCK ME...FUCK ME WITH THAT MONSTER NIGGA DICK!" her Boston accent leaking through even in the throes of carnal delight. All pretense of being raped by a black man were now cast aside as she tried in vain to wrap her slender legs around his hips, throwing her hips upward whenever she had enough control of herself to do so.
I smiled. Big Al was the master of the rape role play and despite his almost animalistic performance, had she uttered her safeword...in her case, her husband's first name, he would have immediately become the most apologetic and tender man in the world. I smiled again as I watched Big Al fuck her, his and Michelle's bodies quickly becoming slick with fuck sweat and I could almost smell their mixed scents, his pungent musk and her wet pussy.
Leaning back, I spread my legs and continued to finger my own pussy, feeling my labia thickening with blood and my wetness reaching new heights as I enjoyed the view of Michelle being taken by her first black man. The erotic sight made me think of my first time...with Adam, his name making me smile as I recalled how many times his name invoked a very biblical image of the first man and how I would always think of Adam as my own first real man. It seemed so long ago, but hadn't been, but so much had changed in the last ten years...
#
Turning fifty had been a time of crisis for me. There were the usual fears of growing older...of losing my looks and the love of my husband. Cliff's ardor had seemed to have paled in the last few years with business concerns seeming to have more priority than his often neglected wife. I had also been dealing with empty nest syndrome for a couple of years. My youngest daughter had graduated from college and had taken a job in San Francisco while her older sister now lived in Connecticut following her marriage and I expected a phone call at anytime that would announce that I would be a grandmother...something I hadn't quite gotten a handle on how it would make me feel.
My actual fiftieth birthday found me alone in our New York condominium with no word from Cliff who with his usual indifference was off on a business trip to Belgium, nailing down a deal that would be his latest pinnacle of triumph. I had hoped for a call or flowers from my husband, but nothing had happened. My youngest daughter had called to wish me happy birthday, but it had been a rushed conversation and I knew her mind was elsewhere...on her new job or friends and the call was quickly over.
My misery competed with my anger, both fueled by my loneliness until finally I stood up in my living room and with tears in my eyes, screamed, "FUCK THIS!" I was not going to give into despair. I decided that maybe no one cared and that everyone had forgotten my birthday, but be damned if I was going to spend it alone, drowning in my own misery. A half hour later, I was in a cab, making my way towards a club where I could at least buy myself a drink and give myself a birthday toast.
I won't say that the thought of picking up some handsome man and having a tawdry night of sex wasn't lurking in the back of my mind. I had never been unfaithful to Cliff and although I'd dressed sexily, I had no real intention to breaking my marriage vows. Still, it was a bit of a balm to my wounded ego that as I sat alone at the bar of that nightclub, that more than one man paid me some attention. I was wearing a simple black cocktail dress that showed off my petite but womanly figure and my shapely legs.
Still, while I chatted briefly with several fellows spanning the ages of twenty-something to sixty-something, I deflected offers and flirtation with a virtuous and slightly sad demeanor. I had already decided to make my way back home when I felt a hand, light but strong, touch my shoulder and a deep, velvet voice say, "I don't think I've ever seen such a beautiful woman looking so lonely. I'd be honored if you'd come have a drink with me at my table."
I felt a thrill go through me at the sound of his voice, knowing he was black even before I turned and looked up. I turned my head and forgot how to talk as I took in the loveliest looking man I had ever seen. Like many white women, I had had my share of fantasies about black men, some of them going back to my teenage years, but I had never acted on them.
As I looked up at the huge athletic man standing before me, his dark-skinned and very handsome face smiling down at me, I felt an absolute flood of wetness between my legs...the first time I had truly been aroused by a specific black man, but even as I finally found my voice and replied, "I'm Catherine and I'd love to join you," I knew it wouldn't be my last time.
He held out his hand and I took it, his dark skinned fingers enveloping my white hand firmly, but gently. I stood up as he nodded slightly, a pleased look on his face as he said, "I'm Andrew, Catherine, very pleased to meet you."
He led me across the room to a small table in the corner where the noise of the bar seemed to soften and held my chair for me as I sat back down. Sitting across from me, he studied me above his now clasped hands, making me feel as if I was sitting there naked. My small nipples hardened and a thrill of pleasure rippled through me from my chest to between my legs...my labia swelling quickly and already becoming so slick.
"Now, what is such a fine looking woman doing out all alone." His eyes flickered down to my left hand and the plain gold band on my ring finger. "What kind of husband would leave a beauty like you all by yourself?"
I felt my face burn as I instinctively moved to cover the evidence of being married with my other hand and then, feeling foolish, uncovered my wedding ring again. My tongue felt thick in my mouth as I replied softly, "A husband that loves work almost as much as he loves me." I ducked my head down, unable to meet his gaze, suddenly feeling a little ashamed to talk about Cliff like that. Yes, he had begun ignoring me, but I knew that he still loved me.
I brought my head back up as Andrew reached out and took my left hand in his, his fingers gently rolling over my wedding ring, caressing it as if to claim it and me as his property. "Well, I'm glad he's ignoring you, Catherine," he said softly. "His loss is my gain."
I didn't know what to say to that as equal parts guilt and desire battled within me. My heart was pounding, making me wonder if he could feel the powerful beat of my pulse as he held my hand. "Catherine, may I ask you a very personal question?"
"Yes," I whispered meekly.
"Have you ever been unfaithful to your husband?"
A shiver went through me at the implications of his question, but despite my sudden attraction for this handsome black man, I steeled myself and said with as much resolve as I could muster, "No – never. I love Cliff. I love my husband."
"Even though he clearly isn't meeting your needs, Catherine? And you have needs don't you? You need a man who would love you and make you feel as beautiful as you truly are...who would take you in his arms and make you his, making you feel so loved and romanced...who would remind you of how good a woman can feel." His hand tightened around mine, his thumb gently turning my wedding ring on my finger, making it feel slightly loose and unsafe.
"I never met a man like that, Andrew," I replied. He raised an eyebrow and gave me a smile that nearly made me climax in my seat. My voice suddenly felt weak and whispery as I added, "Until now."
We didn't quite make it to his hotel room. After dropping a twenty on the table, Andrew took my hand and led me out of the club and into the backseat of a taxi, where we put on a display of making out for our driver. Watching us kiss and caress each other as we drove may have caused him to sideswipe a dozen cars – I don't know because I didn't pay attention. I think before we pulled away from the club, I was in Andrew's lap, kissing him passionately as I hadn't kissed another man in thirty years.
His tongue tasted different...slightly saltier than my husband's. If it is possible for a black man to taste different, Andrew did and his taste was instantly addictive. I could feel my panties becoming absolutely sodden as his tongue swirled inside my mouth, mastering my tongue as easily as he had mastered me.
As we kissed, I could feel his large hands on my thighs and then under my short dress, cupping and kneading my buttocks before guiding me down to press against the monster straining in his pants. I moaned lewdly into this black stranger's mouth as my brain tried to comprehend the length and girth of the penis beneath his tailored slacks. Instinctively, I was hunching myself against him, trying to get as close to having contact between his huge cock and my wet pussy as possible.
A baby orgasm had me gasping as he brought his hands around and roughly massaged my breasts through my dress, pinching at my erect nipples as we kept kissing. We arrived at his hotel, one of New York City's grandest and if I hadn't been so aroused, I might have been embarrassed to be led through the lobby at such a leisurely pace, my lipstick smeared and my dress out of sorts. Andrew wasn't embarrassed in the least. He seemed to enjoy parading his impending conquest through the forest of inquisitive faces, pausing at the front desk to inquire about messages and then in a loud and confident voice, saying, "We'd like not to be disturbed until further notice."
The elevator doors had not quite closed when he had me up against the wall of the lift, kissing me again as his hands again went under my dress, murmuring approval as his hands found absolute evidence of my arousal as his fingers explored my wet and slippery flesh. I felt his body tense and there was the sound of fabric tearing as he ripped my panties away, leaving them abandoned on the floor of the elevator car.
He carried me down the corridor to his room, one hand cupping my ass while he deftly opened the door to his suite. Clothes flew in every direction and I was on my knees, his cock in my hands as I kissed it and rubbed the swollen head against my lips and cheeks, smelling him...his pure manliness and allowing his scent to inflame my senses further.
Part of me was conscious of the fact that I was about to be unfaithful to my husband and part of me was aware that I was crossing a line that many of my generation felt was taboo. A white woman...married at that, about to make love...have sex...to fuck a black man! Yes, a part of me was conscious of that, but the rest of me didn't care. The rest of me had become a raging storm of hungry, feminine sexuality, demanding to be filled with cock and brought to violent satisfaction.
Andrew carried me into the suite's bedroom – a massive brass bed dominating the tastefully done room. My legs were wrapped around his waist, heels digging into the upper swell of his butt cheeks which felt like solid steel. The length of his erect penis was wedged between my labia which slid up and down against his pulsating flesh with each step he took. His well muscles arms held me effortlessly, pulled tight against his chest so that we could feel the beating of each other's hearts.



Then I was on the bed and he was between my thighs, his arms stiff and straight as if he was about to do pushups. The enormity of the realization that I was about to commit adultery with an African American had me nearly panting and my mind reeled with the intensity of my need. I looked down between us to see Andrew's swollen cockhead lightly intruding between my labia, my fleshy lips attempting to suck at his cock and draw it deeper inside me.
"I'm going to change your life, Catherine. Are you ready for me?" Andrew said in a serious tone.
"Oh god, yes, "Fuck me, Andrew...Fuck me now!" I moaned in reply, never needing to be fucked more badly than at that moment.
Andrew chuckled, his voice merry and deep and then with a simple flick of his hips, my black man plunged his long cock inside me and my world indeed changed. Andrew was big...even by the mythical standards attributed to black men, he was big – thick and long, dwarfing my husband's cock. I was a virgin again, my wet flesh spreading and parting as it never had before. It was painful and sweet. It was shocking and delicious. Andrew's cock speared me, never ceasing until he had completely filled me and then I could feel his thick, lengthy meat still driving into me – stretching me to accommodate his black cock.
I threw back my head and screamed as all sorts of sensations swept over me, carrying me nearly beyond the grasp of comprehension. It hurt and yet it felt so damn good. I felt the weight of this black man's cock settle lightly on me as Andrew's mouth found mine and our tongues joined together once again. I sobbed against his lips as I sorted the explosion of emotion and sensation out, overwhelmed by how I felt.
Then Andrew began to move...he began to fuck me and I tore my lips away from his and screamed again as the purest, most refined sexual pleasure I had ever known erupted from within me and sought exit. Every infinite fraction of movement brought me ecstasy that I could have scarcely believed existed. His cock...Andrew's magnificent black cock was the center of my universe and I had a crazed moment of believing that my entire purpose for being born and having lived these past fifty years was so my wet cunt could service his lovely, erect penis.
Carnal ecstasy grew into something greater...something akin to holy as my new black lover made love to me. His lips were everywhere...on my lips and cheeks, on my shoulders and in the hollow of my neck, on my breasts and nipples, his even, white teeth playfully nipping at the rock hard nubs and his cock never ceased it's patient, steady thrusts, burying himself deep inside me, filling me completely as black flesh scraped along my slick inner walls and probing my womb. I was beyond having children, but I felt a need to have Andrew's baby that was far beyond anything I had desired when Cliff and I were in our twenties and working on making our children.
My orgasm tore away all conscious thought, putting me adrift on an ocean of primal ecstasy, winnowing down my capacity to comprehend the universe to simple terms...Catherine loves Big Black Cock! As carnal pleasure relentlessly crashed through my body, I could only think of regretting that I had wasted my first fifty years without knowing the pleasure that a black man's cock could provide coupled with a growing resolve to dedicate the rest of my life to knowing the pleasure of black cock.
I seemed to pass in and out of conscious thought, sometimes determinedly fucking Andrew back, throwing my pelvis up to meet his continuous thrusts and other times, helpless and writhing with incredible pleasure at being impaled on his long and enormous girth.
I couldn't imagine that it could get much better and then Andrew thrust himself deep and roughly inside of me and began to cum. As his hot semen flooded my womb, a nuclear bomb of pure ecstasy detonated inside me and turned me into a wildly flailing mad woman, driven insane by pleasure on a scale never conceived. Andrew's sperm seemed to be boiling inside of me, awakening long dormant nerve endings of pleasure that could only be expressed by screams of carnal delight...screams of pleasure I thought would never end...screams of "NEVER STOP FUCKING ME WITH THAT BIG, BLACK COCK!"
#
I gasped with pleasure as I came back to myself, legs spread wide and three fingers buried in my wet pussy as my eyes focused and on the screen before me, I could see Big Al's ass cheeks flexing as he ground himself into Michelle's cunt, his testicles jerking as he emptied his seed into her womb as she screamed, "Don't stop fucking me. I love you!" while her leg muscles swelled as she tightened them around his body.
I envied her briefly as my mind still echoed with memories of my first experience with a lovely black cock. But Andrew was certainly not my last black lover. I found myself suddenly addicted to black cock, beginning with my lovely Andrew, but quickly expanding to include as many other African American men as I could find the opportunity for. Andrew and I began a love affair that continues to this day, but he too was married and loved his spouse and while we had many delicious and lusty moments together, there were still long gaps between our opportunities and I found myself craving the feel of a long, thick black cock buried in my pussy.
My first opportunity came about four months later when I found myself getting a traffic ticket in Albany while visiting my sister. He was maybe thirty years old and handsome with skin like ebony. When he handed me my ticket through the window and handed me my driver's license back, I smiled up at him, feeling a little crazed as I said, "Officer, what would you say if I told you that I'd love to take you to a hotel and see if you could fuck me unconscious?"
He paused and slowly removed his mirrored sunglasses as if to get a clearer look at me. I was wearing a light blue blouse that left one shoulder bared and offered up a generous view of my pert breasts. "Ma'am, are you trying to get out of your ticket or are you just a black cock slut?" His expression was serious without a trace of humor, his brown eyes staring down intently at me.
I licked my lips and impulsively rubbed the crotch of my white capris with the palm of my hand. "If it means you'll fuck me till I beg for mercy, I'll pay my ticket right now, Officer." I dropped my gaze to his gray uniform slacks, believing that I could see a prominent bulge growing there.
He chuckled then and glanced at his watch. "I get off duty in half an hour. You meet me at the Iroquois Inn in one hour and we'll see what we can do to get you off too." He tipped his cap to me and put his sunglasses back on. He started to turn away and then stopped to look back and give me another once over. He chuckled again and said, "You know, I always had a yen to feed Mrs. Brady all twelve inches of my black dick."
A shiver rolled through me at his words, "twelve inches," and I gasped, "I can't wait!" An hour later, Officer Timothy Ellis confirmed that I was indeed a black cock whore as he spent the better part of the next twelve hours fucking me in every conceivable position with his monster penis.
Unlike Andrew, Tim wasn't the least bit gentle, unafraid to treat me roughly, dominating me and taking me like a hard won prize. With his finger's curled in my short blonde hair, he fucked my mouth and came all over my face and then made me suck him to erection again after which he fucked me relentlessly, making me cum with him in the missionary position, then riding him and finally, on my hands and knees before he came in me, filling my cunt with hot, black man's seed.
He remained buried in me until he knew he would remain hard, his body heavy on top of mine, making my quivering body shake as he whispered his plans for me. Then Tim withdrew from my well fucked cunt, making me quiver with orgasmic aftershocks and took hold of my ass cheeks, raising and spreading them with strong, long fingers and then placing his pussy cream and sperm coated cock against my puckered asshole. Before I could protest, Timothy took my ass with a firm and steady resolve, my screams evolving from shrill expressions of pain to shrieks of unbelievable pleasure as he fucked my tight ass.
When he left me in the morning, he paused to give me a gentle kiss on my cum-smeared lips and leave his card on the table as he whispered, "Anytime, Catherine." I slept for another twelve hours, content and happy, stinking of a black man's sweat and cum which dripped from both my asshole and pussy and which I savored the taste of in my mouth long after he was gone, occasionally waking up to finger myself and sucking my fingers to remind myself of his sweet semen.
Andrew had showed me the loving, joyful side of loving black cock. Timothy taught me the glory of being a willing slut for a horny black man. I soon discovered the entire wonderful spectrum in between the two, seeking out black lovers, usually being careful and discrete and sometimes being reckless and following the demands of my own carnal hungers when opportunity knocked.
I fucked black men I met at fund raisers and symphony concerts. I fucked black men I let pick me up at some of the nicer nightclubs. I fucked black sales clerks in Bloomingdale's and Macy's and on three different occasions, black men at the health club. I became expert at the art of flirtation, glancing at a handsome black man in a restaurant and with a single look conveying my need to suck him off in a restroom stall or cloak room before returning to dinner with Cliff or friends. I spent most of a wonderful New Year's morning being fucked by two gorgeous young black men Cliff had hired to bartend our New Year's Eve party, my screams going unheard in the heavily inebriated ears of my husband.
And then, there was always Andrew. What we began on my fiftieth birthday, continued as a passionate affair for nearly three years and in some ways have never stopped. Andrew was and still is a successful businessman, importing fashions from Europe. For the first nine months, we kept our affair secret, but we both disliked the almost shameful overtones that the secrecy brought with it, but which we suffered in the light of the wonderful sex...no, lusty fucking that occurred when we were together.
Finally and by mutual consent, we sat down with Cliff and came clean. Much to my surprise, my husband was already familiar with my lover through business dealings and to my greater surprise, Andrew had already braced Cliff about our affair and then to my utter and complete amazement, Cliff proceeded to give us his blessing to continue. "Meeting you, becoming Catherine's lover has taken almost all the tension out of our marriage," Cliff had said calmly. "I know my wife loves me and now I know all her needs are being met...needs I frankly cannot provide anymore."
Cliff had stood up and kissed me then and said, "Catherine, you have my blessing to be happy.
Tears of joy and love were streaming down my face as I rose into my husband's embrace and I kissed him long and hard before saying in a halting whisper, "I cannot believe how lucky I am to be married to a man like you. I love you more than ever, Clifford, my darling."
#
"Catherine? Catherine, are you there?" Mandy's voice was in my ear, a mixture of concern and amusement coming through.
"Yes, dear girl. What is it?"
My young assistant giggled and replied, "If you're not too busy playing with yourself while watching our employees and clients, your ten o'clock is here."
"Really?" I answered in a slightly strained and amused voice. I stirred my still quivering pussy with my fingers and sighed as I slowly withdrew them from my wet hole. "First impressions?"
I could almost hear Mandy lick her lips. Very handsome...reminds me of that actor you like so much...Poitier...Sydney Poitier? Appears anxious and excited if the lump in his slacks are any indication. God knows it appears big enough to make me feel anxious and excited!"
"Down girl. Remember who signs your checks and gets first crack at every new male we employ." She giggled again and my interest level went up. When my Mandy gets excited, I knew there was real potential there. "Send him up, please." I started to remove my headset, but paused and added, "Keep your hands to yourself, Mandy."
I shivered and realized that I had four fingers deep within my cunt and that my nipples ached from being so hard while my body was lingering on the edge of orgasm. My face had a light sheen of sweat and I realized I was breathing hard. I moaned as I slowly withdrew my fingers, wondering how many times I'd made myself cum while remembered how Andrew and I had become lovers. Quite a few orgasms, I imagined as I eyed the thick coating of pussy juice on my fingers and hand – blobs of my cream pooling here and there.
"Give me five minutes, Mandy and send him up." I said huskily.
"Yes, Catherine...five minutes and if you need some assistance?"
I laughed and said, "You'll be the first to know, dear," I replied dryly and pulled off my headset and stood up on shaky legs...another sign of multiple orgasms. I walked to my private restroom and splashed some water on my face and brushed my hair out and touched up my minimal makeup. My labia were slick and swollen, sending quivers of carnal delight through my body as I moved, my thick lips slipping and sliding against each other in anticipation of my impending interview.
I was standing beside my desk when there was a knock at the door and a youthful, but deep voice said, "Mrs. Henderson?" The door opened and a lovely looking young man stepped in. He was dressed in a short sleeved white shirt with a blue tie and navy slacks that were immaculately pressed. He was wearing worn, but well kept Florsheims that were shined within an inch of their life. I gazed approvingly at how his dark skin, nearly the shade of a ripe eggplant, contrasted against his white shirt.
He came on in and stood up straight, his hands nervously fluttering around his sides, slipping into his pants pockets and then back out, as I studied him closely. He was very handsome. He was by my guess, six foot, two inches tall and maybe one hundred and ninety pounds. The sleeves of his shirt seemed to be distressed, pushed to the limit by his very powerful muscular physique. He radiated youth and strength and power and I could feel my already wet cunt respond. I had to struggle not to shiver and lost the struggle as his voice seemed to resonate in the most delightful way between my legs as he said, "I'm Vance Robertson, ma'am. Pleased to meet you."
I leaned on the desk for support as tingles of orgasmic pleasure rippled through me and said in a slightly strained voice, "I'm very happy to meet you, Vance. I've heard so much about you!"
He nodded his hand and said, "Thank you, Mrs. Henderson...um, Ma'am." He was trying to smile but was clearly nervous.
I gestured to the sofa and said, "Please, have a seat, dear." I picked a file off my desk and followed him over, sitting within hand reach of him and crossing my legs, affording him a good look at my slender and shapely legs and making sure that I drew the hem of my dress up far enough for him to see much of my thighs. I dangled a high heel shoe off my right foot as I opened his file up and said, "So, I see that you're a friend of Marcus's."
"Yes, ma'am, we both attend NYU."
"What's your major, Vance?"
"Political Science, ma'am." He grinned and said with bravado. "I expect to be the first black U.S. senator from New York."
I laughed and I replied, "Excellent. I love a man with ambition." I glanced down at his file. "You're nineteen, yes?"
"Yes, ma'am," he answered again. "I don't turn twenty until Christmas."
"Lovely," I said and then looked up into his eyes. "But, let's get things straight, Vance. Please call me Catherine. We're going to become very close and while your manners are lovely, I think we need to approach things on a more intimate level, understand?"
Vance smiled at me, a lovely, broad grin and replied, "Absolutely, Catherine."
"Good, now...you're absolutely clear about what the job entails?"
His face darkened and he nodded slowly and said, "I'm...uh, you're going to pay me to fuck women."
I smiled and said, "Yes! Specifically, we specialize in meeting the sexual needs and fantasies of white women...usually mature white women. Does that sound okay to you, Vance?"
He stared at me and slowly nodded before he found his voice and said in a low rumble. "I think I'd like that." He swallowed and his eyes seemed to roam over my body before he added, "I have to confess, part of me thought Marcus was bullshitting me about fuc...um, being with a bunch of white ladies."
I reached over and patted him on the knee, leaving my hand resting there as I replied, "No need to be circumspect, Vance. Your job will be to fuck many white women...to fuck their brains out." I slid my hand up his thigh an inch or two and I eased myself a little closer to him, the hem of my dress sliding up a bit as I did so. "For doing that, you will be well paid, young man."
He grinned, briefly eyeing my hand on his leg. "I'd like that, um...Catherine. I'd like that a lot."
"Have you ever fucked a white woman before, Vance?" I asked as my fingers slipped a little further up his leg.
He laughed a little bit nervously. "I had a girl friend in high school. She...Janet was white."
"Mmmm...I bet she was a little hottie, wasn't she?" When he nodded, I smiled and continued. "Now, the real question is, will you be excited by an older, more mature white woman, Vance?" I scooted even closer, pressing my mostly bare thigh against his leg as my hand traveled up his thigh to nearly his crotch. "Our clients range in age from the early thirties up to ladies in their late sixties. Mature women are different from sweet, young things, my dear. We're not so firm and sexy."
Vance's eyes roamed over me again and he murmured, "You look plenty sexy to me, Mrs. Hen – um, Catherine."
I slid my hands into his crotch and as I found definite evidence that he was speaking the truth, I felt my heart begin to beat faster – my pussy pulsing in time with it as I managed to reply in a normal voice, "Oh my, Vance. Is that because of me?" I gave it a squeeze through his pants and was thrilled to feel it grow and throb in response.
"Yes, ma'am. My cock is hard for you."
I had to work to not tremble with excitement as I said, "Well...I guess we've come to the audition part of your interview." I eased myself up and into Vance's lap, my short legs dangling off his knees. "I am all yours, Vance."
Vance laughed and drew his face to mine, pausing before he kissed me to say, "You're in good health, Catherine? This might be a little strenuous." Then he kissed me even as his hands began to explore. I thrust my chest against one exploring hand that cupped itself around my small breast and then moaned around his probing tongue as his other hand slipped between my thighs, parting my hanging legs and palmed my very wet and open pussy.
His eyebrows rose up in slight surprise as his fingers slipped between my labia and stirred the wet, slick flesh that was my pussy. He broke the kiss, me sucking at his tongue hungrily before he said, "Damn...you must be anxious for some black dick if you didn't even bother with panties!"
I squirmed atop his lap, feeling his enormous cock throbbing beneath my bottom while I replied, "Not anxious...starved. I love black cock more than anything on Earth."
I broke off speaking as he continued to finger me, making me moan as he added a third finger to the two already inside me and plunged them deep. "I'm not sure, Catherine," he answered, a teasing quality growing in his voice. "You're a little thing and you got a sweet, tight pussy. I'm not sure my big old black cock will fit in that tiny cunt!"



He curled his fingers upward to brush against one of my more sensitive spots and I moaned, "I want your big dick, Vance. I want that big black thing in me now!"
Vance laughed and I found myself sliding off his lap and onto my feet. His hands were on my shoulders as he said in that soft, but deep voice with an edge that belied his years, "White woman craving black cock, huh? Mrs. Hender...Catherine, you want my big cock, you need to undress me."
I nearly purred with pleasure as this boy-man took control. I wondered if he'd been advised on how to act by Marcus or if it came natural...could some black men have a natural intuition that allowed them to perceive those white women that craved to be mastered by lovely, young black Adonis's. "It would be my pleasure," I whispered breathlessly as I began to loosen his tie and then unbutton his shirt. Uncovered, his ebony skin was smooth and almost shiny in it's blackness and I raised up on tip-toe and kissed his chest, swirling my tongue around his pebbled nipples while my hands got busy undoing the buckle of his belt.
"You're beautiful, Vance...a young god!" I breathed as I slowly sank to my knees and freed him of his shoes and socks. My heart was beating wildly as I slowly pulled down his slacks and he stepped out of them. He was wearing dark blue briefs with a massive bulge and I moaned again as I saw a massive cock head rising out from the waistband of his underwear. My fingers hooked into the elastic of his waistband and I quickly tugged the briefs down and moaned as Vance's erect penis was unveiled.
I had anticipated being slapped in the face by his huge dick...something some women might find humiliating, but which always brought home my love for black cock, but in this case, I was disappointed as his erection simply stood straight up to slap against his belly in that erotic way that only a young man could do.
"You're so big and long," I groaned as I took it in both hands, my fingers not quite able to encircle the massive shaft. I marveled that I had both hands wrapped around that lovely jet colored penis, yet there was plenty of uncovered cock meat exposed.
Slowly, I stroked it, drawing a murmur of approval from Vance who then cleared his throat and said, "Go ahead and suck it, white girl...you know you want too."
"Thank you," I whispered, rising up on my knees as I pulled it down, my pussy quivering at the resistance I was feeling in the swollen erection in my hands. I reached out with my tongue and slowly rolled it over his thick head – lapping up a thick streamer of precum. My blood was burning for desire over this young African American and his beautiful cock. He wasn't as long as Marcus or as thick as Allan, but his cock just projected virility and power and pleasure – thickly veined and appearing to be nearly bursting at the seams. My labia almost seemed to vibrate with anticipation of being spread wide by this huge stick.
I ran my tongue up his long shaft, swirled around the swollen crown and back down, tasting him, the mixture of semen, sweat and pure, unadulterated man making my head spin with carnal hunger. I nuzzled and kissed his heavy, cum filled balls and then I rubbed his cock against my cheeks before I opened wide and tried to take him into my mouth.
I succeeded by the smallest of margins, subconsciously thanking Allan for making me stretch my ability to open up my mouth to take and orally love thick cock. My tongue stayed busy as I took more of him in my mouth, gurgling as his hand rested on my head and braced it as he slowly thrust forward, feeding me his cock meat. "Damn, that's a sweet mouth, Catherine. You must suck a lot of black dick!"
I replied, "Hmmm, hmmm," my voice garbled since I had cock sank into my throat, my breath whistling through my nose as I sucked and licked at his throbbing flesh.
Vance closed his eyes and I felt his pulse rate pick up in the veins on his penis and I eagerly awaited a geyser of hot semen, but instead, I could almost feel my young man regain control, making an effort to control his breathing. His hands stroked my short, blonde hair and I was looking into his face when he opened those dark eyes and said, "My white bitch thought she was going to get some sweet jism, didn't she?" I felt my breath nearly go away as he suddenly slapped my face with his cock, using his hand to strike my cheeks with the saliva coated shaft of his lovely black penis.
Vance chucked evilly and said, "My little black cock slut is going to have to please me more if she wants to drink my spunk." He rubbed the thick head of his cock over my mouth, pausing to slap my lips with his huge stick of black meat. I moaned with need, my hunger to be fucked by this lovely young black male evident in my voice.
"I'm going to fuck you now. I'm going to make you my bitch, white girl." Almost disdainfully, he withdrew from me, pushing me off balance so that I fell back as his cock slipped from between my lips.
With incredibly swiftness, he was suddenly on his knees, his hands spreading my legs, forcing my skirt to rise up and expose my naked pussy. Vance pressed his fingers into my wet cunt, stirring them around roughly and making me moan with pleasure and desire. He moved between my widespread thighs as he withdrew his fingers and tasted my pussy creams.
"That tastes sweet, bitch," he said calmly as if we were at dinner and he was complimenting my cooking. "Now tell Vance what you want...what you need, Catherine."
"I want your cock, Vance," I replied quickly. "I want your big black cock inside me, fucking me, making me scream and cum and beg for more. Please, Vance, fuck me, fuck me right now!"
He reached out with his large, strong hands and I gasped as he took hold of my dress and tore it apart, exposing the rest of my body. I felt both fear and arousal as this young man who wasn't even old enough to drink totally took control of his audition. He eased down on top of me – his thick erection laying along the length of my labia, the shaft spreading my slick lips easily as he pressed his tongue into my mouth for a lengthy kiss...a tongue lashing of a very carnal nature.
When the kiss ended, Vance raised his head and his hips simultaneously, smiling as I moaned as the thick head of his cock pressed into my cunt until he was an inch or so deep. "Tell me what you want, white girl," he whispered, a sneering smile on his face.
"I need you to fuck me, Vance...please, oh, fucking God, please, fuck me with your black cock...I need it so bad! Fuck me, PLEASE!"
Vance laughed and then he flexed his hips and I was screaming as inch after sweet and awful inch of black cock spread me open and sank deep into my pussy!" My head banged softly against the thick carpet as I keened with pleasure, my limbs going spastic as my beautiful black man filled me with cock, his body lightly weighing me down as his hips rolled and he steadily eased himself into me until his coarse, black pubic hair was scraping my bare labia and entangling with my little trimmed bush of white hair.
"OH YES, YES, YES. FUCK ME, VANCE, GIVE ME THAT BIG BAD BLACK DICK! FUCK ME HARD, YOU LOVELY MAN! FUCK ME GOOD!"
I felt so incredibly full of hard cock, Vance emphasizing how he filled my womb as he rested atop me for a few minutes, maybe exercising control to keep from cumming in my pussy that gripped and squeezed his magnificent shaft while occasionally rocking his hips forward to press his cock head more insistently against my cervix.
I was helpless and adrift on an ocean of orgasmic bliss that suddenly become a hurricane of carnal ecstasy as without warning, Vance heeded my pleas to be fucked and began to piston in and out of me, opening me up as his huge cock moved in and out, picking up speed and strength with every thrust.
I sobbed and cried with pleasure, my hands clawing at his rock solid arms and shoulders, my legs kicking feebly between vain attempts to lift them up and dig my heels into his firm buttocks. Vance smiled down at me between kisses, his tongue dominating mine as they danced and dueled, never letting me forget who was in charge here. Once in a while he said in a soft, but steely voice, "Yeah, you keep making those fuck whore noises, baby. Let your Vance know how good he's fucking you!"
Without a hint of awkwardness or hesitation, Vance fucked me steadily, keeping me reeling in and out of orgasm, one moment wailing from the intensity of seemingly never ending climax and then sobbing as if I could not wrap my mind around how much ecstasy he was giving me with that long, thick black fuck stick. As Vance's thrusts sent me ever higher on an upward spiral of pleasure, I felt as if layers of myself were burning away in the fiery waves of ecstasy until only my most primal self was left, the pure, naked me that gloried in the wondrous love that I had for a black man's loving.
As his thick and long black cock plowed deep into my cunt, each stroke made me more and more his, both heart and soul in this heavenly moment of white woman and black man fucking. He sensed my submission to his masterful fucking and laughing, began to fuck me harder, sweetly obscene and wet noises emerging from our joined loins. "That's right...you're my black cock whore, ain't you, Catherine? You're hooked on my big cock and I haven't even cummed in you yet!"
"OH FUCK ME, PLEASE GOD, FUCK YES, CUM IN ME, FUCK ME CRAZY AND CUM IN MY PUSSY...FUCK...CUM...PLEASE!"
I was nearly insane from his lovely cock, writhing underneath his powerful body and maybe it was the sight of this petite, mature white woman going insane on the thick cock impaling her, but he suddenly said, "Goddamn, Catherine," and rammed himself deep inside me and then my world became an explosion of light and pleasure and a lack of oxygen as in the throes of one of the most intense orgasms of my life wracked my body as I felt his hot semen pour into my womb, triggering age old instincts. Even as my world seemed to come apart in a fury of out of control ecstasy, I felt that primal urge to have his baby rise up inside me...the very thought of somehow bearing Vance's black child making my orgasm more intense than I would have believed possible and my world went black, leaving me bodiless, conscious only that I was being consumed by pure pleasure.
I don't know how long I was out, surely not more than a minute or two, but I came back to myself to find that I was now in Vance's lap, sitting on the edge of the sofa, his cock still hard and still buried deep in me, my body facing away from his, but held tightly to him, his arms wrapped tightly around me, hands cupping and squeezing my small, pert breasts.
My pussy felt so full and so waterlogged, the sensation of his massive penis throbbing around my cum filled cunt was incredibly intoxicating and dancing closely to that border between pleasure and pain. "Oh my God," I moaned. "That was wonderful."
Vance chuckled as his arms loosened and his hands slid down to my waist. As I quivered and shook helplessly like a rag doll, he began to lift me up and down on his long, thick cock. "OMIGOD! FUCKING WONDERFUL...LOVE IT, B-BUT I DON'T THINK I CAN TAKE MUCH MORE!"
I felt myself being lifted up and free of Vance's wonderful cock as his hands slipped down and cupped my tight ass cheeks, my pussy making a wet, sucking sound as he slipped free of my clasping flesh. I gave a sob that was both relief and regret, but my mixed emotions became shock and alarm as I felt the young black man spread my butt cheeks and carefully lowered me back down.
As I felt his massive cock head nudge my puckered asshole, I sobbed, "Oh no, no, no! Vance, you can't...you're too big...STOP!"
I felt Vance's lips on my ear, his breath warm on my face as he said in a soft, but deep and menacing tone, "Bitch, who said you get a choice? Your body, your pussy and your ass belong to me!"
Any answer I might have offered was lost in a great scream that left my throat raw and hoarse as Vance slowly, but determinedly lowered me down on his cock, which covered thickly in semen and pussy cream which served as lubricant, forced it's way through my anal sphincter, making me feel as if I was being split wide open by the most heavenly weapon. Agony warred with ecstasy within my body as I was impaled once more by Vance's huge cock.
Completely overwhelmed by the young African American's aggressiveness, I surrendered to his powerful assault, enduring the pain of my asshole being filled and stretched by his black tool and letting myself be overwhelmed by the joy and pleasure that can come from totally submitting...surrendering...giving yourself to another, accepting that I was Vance's fuck toy to do with as he would.
Once he was firmly wedged in my asshole, Vance slid his hands back to my waist and began to work me up and down on his cock, my anal flesh sucking and grasping at his cum covered erection as like a meek mouse, I accepted what he had to offer. I whimpered and moaned as he fucked my ass, dimly aware that now that he'd ejaculated a massive load inside me that he might be able to fuck me indefinitely.
After several ecstatic minutes dwelling in the world of anal ecstasy, Vance again whispered into my ear. "Damn, white girl. Why am I doing all the work? Get your white ass a'fucking my bad dick!" As I keened with pleasure and pain, Vance reached behind my knees and drew them up until my feet were resting flat on his thighs, leaving me squatting atop his lap, impaled on his huge cock.
My naked body quickly became slick with sweat and was shaking badly as I struggled to begin to piston up and down on his long cock, trying again and again to tell him that it was too much and that I loved his cock, but only able to babble and squeal as I rolled in and out of orgasm, my mind blown by the sinfully delicious sensation of his thick meat sliding in and out of my asshole for what seemed an eternity.
Suddenly, Vance stood up, sinking even more cock into my butt as he wrapped his arms around my waist. My arms and legs went into spasm, sticking out stiffly as I was overwhelmed by the shock of pain and pleasure that tore through me. It was too much and I grayed out, aware only of feeling utterly stuffed amidst intense sexual pleasure.
Suddenly my eyes opened and I discovered that I was draped over the arm of the sofa, my legs spread wide in the air, Vance's hands around my ankles while he fucked my now wide open ass, each thrust faster than the one before. There was still pain, but it was dwarfed by the carnal ecstasy that I seemed to be drowning in. "D-don't STOP!" I sobbed looking over my shoulder at my young black Adonis, his ebony skin shiny with sweat. "D-d-don't stop fu-fucking me, V-Vance!" I sobbed and stammered, yielding to that most lewd and sex crazed part of me, truly desiring for a miracle to occur that would allow me to go on for all eternity having this gorgeous black teenager fucking my brains out.
"You don't stop fucking my black dick, bitch," he growled as his fingers found and pinched and twisted my nipples, sending arrows of pain and pleasure deep into my body. Then without warning, Vance shoved himself deep and began flooding my bowels with hot, creamy semen, making me bark madly like a bitch dog in heat, the pleasure escaping my lips in swift, intense yips that eventually melded into shrill screams of joy as he pulled me to him and held me tight as his cock bucked and throbbed and gushed a load of steaming sperm up my asshole.
I seemed to orgasm for hours, but finally my pleasure receded enough that while still impaled on the young, black man's cock, I was able to weakly raise my head and gasp, "Through that door...a bedroom...please."
Vance laughed and began walking towards the door and I whimpered as his cock seemed to jolt my insides so sweetly and grayed out again only to wake face down on te bed and experiencing the painful, yet wonderful sensation of the young man's slowly shrinking penis pop free of my anus. "Omifuckinggod!" I gasped as I feebly rolled on my side and looked up into Vance's face.
The brutal domineering expression that he'd had during our passionate lovemaking had softened again into something more innocent....a sense of wonder and appreciation in his eyes as he looked down at the wreck of a woman that he'd fucked nearly to death. "Are you okay, Catherine? I didn't hurt you, did I?"
It took me several moments to gather myself together enough to actually speak, but when I did, I said, "That was fucking wonderful, Vance. I don't care if you were well prepared by Marcus or if you are just a natural born fucker."
Vance shrugged and sat down beside me, swinging his legs up so he could lie down facing me, his strong hand reaching out to caress my arm and shoulder. "I...well, Marcus told me a little about how his wo-, um, clients love it when a black man takes charge, but I learned a lot from Janet...she liked being treated like what she called a 'black cock slutwhore." He reached out and caressed my breast. "I guess you like that too."
I sighed and stretched, almost purring as I replied, "I fucking love it! I feel like I've died and gone to black cock heaven!" I wiggled closer towards him and said, "So tell me, what are your weekend plans?"
The young man licked his lips and after a moment's consideration, said smugly, "I reckon I'm going to fuck my boss till she can't see straight."
I reached down and stroked his semi-erect cock, sticky with our mingled juices as I said, "My god...so good looking with a huge black cock and smart to boot!"
Vance beamed with pride and we kissed for several minutes before. We snuggled together and took a short nap. I awoke to his gentle caresses and a devilish gleam in his eyes. I nodded to the bedside table where a phone rested. "Be a dear and hit the red button," I whispered.
Vanced turned and reached back and pressed the button, keying the intercom and alerting my assistant. "Yes, Catherine?" came Mandy's voice.
"Dear, book me a suite somewhere downtown...make sure we can have room service...I don't plan to leave the room till Monday morning!"
I could hear both amusement and envy in Mandy's voice as she replied, "Got it, boss. Anything else?"
"Yes, call Cliff and tell him I'm going to be tied up..." I winked playfully at Vance. "Tied up all weekend. Oh, and check my storage closet for something for me to wear. I've had a...wardrobe malfunction. Bring it on up to my office."
I turned my attention back to my young black man and said, "What shall we do while we're waiting on Mandy, my dear?"
A wolfish smile crept over Vance's face and his hand closed around my breasts and squeezed it forcefully while he replied, "You know what you should be doing, bitch...you need to get your whore mouth between my legs and get me hard again!"
"Yes sir," I whispered somewhat demurely, feeling my desires beginning to rise anew in response to his forceful tone. I slithered out of his embrace, my eyes on his still impressive semi-erect penis and my mouth watering at the prospect of wrapping my lips around it.
So it was that my assistant, Mandy walked in on us, a simple sleeveless black dress draped over her shoulder to discover Vance sitting on the side of the bed with me squatting between his muscular thighs, licking and sucking on his beautiful cock – relishing the funky and sweet taste of our mingled juices as I rolled my tongue up and down his hardening cock.
Mandy stared at us for a long time, her free hand slowly finding its way down her skirt to press firmly against her fabric covered pussy as she sighed, "I'll say this for you, Catherine...I've never seen a woman so dedicated to her work."
I ran my tongue up Vance's lengthening shaft, lovingly slurping up a blob of semen saturated in my own creams and then with a flourish, snapped it into my mouth before I replied, "My dear, fucking and sucking a beautiful black man is never work...it's a joy...a wonderful, exciting, nasty and sinful joy!"



The End
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I'd been studying for the big Chemistry test for the better part of two hours. It was past midnight and I guess I had been dozing for a while when I was jerked awake from noise from my parents' bedroom which was across the hallway from mine. I could hear Mama's voice, shrill and angry as it always seemed to be lately, intermittingly -- "Keep...awake. Get up...walk it...so I can get some sleep."
I heard the old wood floor creaking and then my parents' bedroom door open and close and then the familiar footsteps of my father descending the stairs. I rubbed my eyes and sighed. Daddy was hurting again. My heart ached for him. The last several months had seen him inflicted with leg pains -- night cramps that kept him up and often walking the floor at all hours. Daddy was the floor supervisor at the local paper factory and he worked hard...always down on the lines with the men and not taking it easy behind a desk.
I pushed away from my desk and crept to my door and opened it slightly. In the quiet of the late night, I could hear Mama already snoring again and occasional grunts of pain from my father as he tried to walk off his misery. Mama wasn't too sympathetic, especially when the doctor had said it wasn't something too critical -- just night cramps common to men of Daddy's age. Mama tended to have a hard view on things, especially when they interfered with her sleep. It was becoming an old story that when Daddy got too restless in bed with his hurting legs, Mama would shoo him out of the room so she could sleep.
A louder groan came from downstairs and before I knew what I was doing, I was already hurrying down the stairs, my bare feet slapping along the smooth and worn wooden steps. I followed the groans through the narrow hallway of our old house and into the living room where Daddy was standing before the unlit fireplace, his head against the bricks as he flexed and worked his legs.
"Daddy? Are you okay?"
My father's head came up and he looked at me, the pain evident in his eyes. "Hey, Pooh," Daddy replied, using the nickname he'd been calling me for as long as I could remember. My real name was Lillian, named after my maternal grandmother by Mama. Most people called me Lilly, but I liked it when Daddy called me Pooh. "I'm alright...just hurting a bit. Sorry if I woke you up."
I shook my head and came over to stand beside him, resting my hand on his shoulder. "No, I was studying, Daddy. I heard Mama...well, I heard you come down stairs. Is there anything I can do for you?"
Daddy shook his head and said, "No, honey. I just got to walk it out...let the muscles loosen on their own." He said it with a casual tone as if it was nothing, but I knew better. The last few months had been wearing on Daddy. There were dark circles under his blue eyes which were clouded with weariness and pain. His tall, lean frame which had always seemed so strong and formidable to me had become a little stooped lately.
"Daddy, are the doctors sure there's nothing else wrong with you...I mean, nothing really bad?"
My father winced a little before chuckling, putting on what I now knew was just his tough guy act, "Nothing, Pooh...I'm just getting old. Doctor Manning says it's just night cramps brought on from being on my feet so much and maybe stress or tension." He shrugged and said, "What can you do...just tough it out."
I couldn't help myself -- I just wrapped my arms as far as they would go around my father's waist and hugged him. "I'm sorry, Daddy. I'd give anything to make you feel better."
I felt Daddy's body tense up as I pressed myself against him, pretty much as he'd done since I'd hit puberty and went from being his rough and tumble tomboy to suddenly becoming a young woman with all the accompanying curves. I squeezed a little tighter and then let him go, Daddy's face a little redder than before -- an almost guilty look on his face. Then another spasm of pain crossed his face and he grunted as he reached down to rub the top of his thigh.
Daddy was wearing an Atlanta Braves T-shirt and an oversized pair of white boxer shorts that had little Braves tomahawks all over them. They were a Christmas gift from me from the previous year. Daddy hated regular pajamas, but he liked these for sleeping in. I could see the muscles in Daddy's thighs knotting as they cramped.
I reached out with one hand and placed it lightly on my father's chest and said, "Maybe if we massaged your legs, that would help. We do that sometimes on the track team...working Charlie-horses out."
Daddy laughed and said, "I don't know...it's late and you need to get to bed. Tomorrow's a school day."
He seemed to be embarrassed by my offer, but I decided to insist. I grabbed his hand and dragged him over to the big overstuffed chair he always sat in while watching television. It was a well worn leather chair that we'd had for as long as I could remember and it had always been Daddy's chair. "No...I'm good, Daddy and I'm pretty good at this. We won't know unless we try!"
Daddy grunted with amusement at that. 'You won't know unless you try,' was one of his favorite sayings whenever me or my big sister Amelia had balked at doing something because we thought it was too difficult. With a resigned sigh, Daddy eased himself into the chair, wincing as his legs continued to cramp. I settled onto my knees between his legs which he had stretched out till they were almost straight -- the muscles of his calves and thighs bulging with knots.
"Just try and relax, Daddy...take deep breaths...breathe!" I urged him as I began kneading his left calf, working my fingers hard against the tight, oxygen starved tissue.
Daddy gave a little yelp as I put a lot of pressure on his legs, working on those knots. I'm not very big, but since I was twelve, I've worked part-time at Allen's Bakery downtown, kneading dough and working in their kitchen and anyone that knew me knew I had a strong grip. "Relax, Daddy," I repeated softly as I worked my way up from his calf to his thigh, my fingers squeezing and massaging his thigh muscles -- loosening them up. I stared up into his face and gave him a little smile, happy that I could maybe do anything for the man I admired most in the world.
To say I was a 'Daddy's girl,' was a bit of an understatement. I was the youngest child in the family. Mama and Daddy had had Amelia when they were both twenty-five, scarcely a year after they had been married. I'd been a bit of a shock when Mama became pregnant with me when they were thirty-seven. After eighteen years, I still think Mama hasn't forgiven me for showing up as late as I did We had never been close -- not like I knew she was with Amelia who she had always doted on. Even after Amelia got married when I was seven and left home for Atlanta, Mama's attentions were always turned towards my big sister.
Daddy, on the other hand, made it clear from my earliest memories on that I was the apple of his eye. I could do no wrong and he was never too tired or busy to pay me attention. He took me fishing, taught me to hunt, taught me to drive and almost every night throughout my childhood, would read me to sleep...usually something from my Winnie the Pooh books which I adored and from where he bestowed me with his pet name for me...Pooh. With the onset of young womanhood, Daddy had grown a little more distant, but he was still my champion...my hero...always ready to defend me when the usual battles between Mama and me, required it. He wasn't permissive, but he was fair and had long recognized that while Mama loved me...there was a little bit of a disconnect there.
I switched legs...now attending to Daddy's right leg, massaging the tight muscles as I carefully studied his face for signs of relief. "I love you, Daddy!" I said softly as I worked my fingers around his right thigh, rubbing and massaging the knots until my fingers ached.
Daddy, who'd had his eyes closed, opened them and looked back down at me between his legs, not saying anything for a long time as we gazed into each other's eyes. Finally, almost too soft to hear, Daddy replied, "I love you too, Pooh."
"Is it helping, Daddy? Are your cramps easing up any at all?"
Again, my father took his time in answering as if he was having trouble focusing. Finally, in a husky voice, Daddy said, "Yeah, Pooh...it...I'm feeling better!"
I broke eye contact with Daddy to look down and confirm that his muscles were relaxing, looking down just in time to see movement in his shorts and I stifled a gasp as I recognized the signs as a lump snaked its way down Daddy's right leg beneath his shorts.
I felt my own face burning as I processed the information that scant inches from my kneading fingers, my father was popping wood...that my beloved Daddy had a growing erection! I continued to work on his leg as my brain tried to process what was happening. I knew I wasn't imagining things. I'd wrestled and fooled around with my boyfriends enough times to recognize the signs of a growing cock when I saw it!
I tried to fumble for an answer that didn't sound stupid, but Daddy rescued me when he reached down and ran his fingers through my black, curly hair and said, "I think I can...sleep now, Pooh. I reckon its time we both got to bed." He finished his movement through my hair and dropped his hand over the bulge in his shorts in a mostly vain effort to hide his hard-on.
I continued to massage his thigh, watching as his covered penis continued to grow until it was just an inch or two from my kneading fingers. Finally, I nodded dumbly, brushing my black, curly locks out of my eyes and climbed to my feet. Daddy smiled wanly at me, his embarrassment etched clearly on his face.
In a slightly strained voice that was barely above a whisper, I managed to get out, "Well, good night, Daddy!" and turned and hurried out of the living room, suddenly aware that I was wearing pajama shorts that molded quite closely to my behind, leaving no doubt as to the shape and tightness of my cheeks as well as exposing my bare legs. It was only as I hit the steps, going up them two at a time that I looked down to see the top buttons of my pajama top unbuttoned, making me wonder how well Daddy had been able to see down my top as I knelt between his feet.
When I got inside my bedroom, I locked the door and flung myself face down on my bed, trying to cover-up my flaming face as I realized that I was responsible for giving my daddy a raging boner! "So stupid...stupid...stupid, Lillian." I moaned into the bedspread. What had I been thinking? What did I expect? An eighteen year old in a shorty-pajama oufit, kneels between her father's legs and rubs his calves and thighs while offering him a glimpse of her perky titties...of course he was bound to get an erection!
Groaning, I rolled over and sat up, staring at the full length mirror hanging on the closet door opposite of me. Silently, I mouthed the words, "You made your daddy's cock hard!" I studied myself. I'm no sex symbol, but I know that boys and even a few of my teachers consider me pretty. At eighteen, I'd reached my full height of five foot, five inches tall and at one hundred, thirty pounds, I possessed a curvy 34C-24-36 figure. I had Daddy's blue eyes, a smattering of freckles across my pert nose and a mop of short, unruly, black hair that always looked a little wild and framed my face -- often hanging down over one eye.
I looked down again at my partially unbuttoned top and then leaned forward to simulate how it might have hung open when I was rubbing Daddy's legs. "Oh, God!" I groaned as I realized that he had been able to see pretty much all of my tits including my now erect nipples, eraser-sized nubs that stuck out nearly half an inch. I shivered. Why were my nipples hard?
I looked at again into the mirror and as the shock of seeing my father sporting wood over me began to fade, I became more aware of my own physical reaction. My nipples ached, throbbing more as the image of that big lump in Daddy's shorts came to mind. I wriggled on the bed, suddenly spreading my legs and almost moaning as I felt my pussy lips open a little, feeling hot and sticky -- peeling apart in that most delicious way when one realizes one is aroused. "Fuck me...now I'm turned on!" I whispered as I again fell back into bed, scooting around until my head was on the pillow.
My mind was swirling as for the first time ever I was feeling horny over my father...my father! My thoughts were scattered as I kept seeing that lump growing in Daddy's shorts while my hands fluttered over my chest and somehow unbuttoned my top, letting it fall away as my hands cupped and kneaded my breasts, palms scraping wickedly over my hardened nipples.
I let my left hand tease and pinch my blood swollen nipples while my right hand snaked down over my bare stomach and slid under the elastic waistband of my pajama shorts and then under my panties. "Omigod!" I gasped as my fingers slipped through my trimmed black-haired bush to discover that my pussy was really, really wet. I bucked my hips upwards off the bed as two fingers slipped between my aroused labia.
Fireworks went off in my brain as I imagined my hands had slid further up Daddy's leg to touch his erection through his boxers. I quivered with naughty pleasure as I envisioned tugging those shorts off Daddy to reveal his big cock and I was sure he was big...bigger than Darrel Jones or Billy Taft. The bulge in Daddy's shorts had been bigger than either of the cocks I had actually touched since I turned eighteen.
I was already cumming before my brain could process a fantasy of what I would do after I had Daddy's cock in my hand and I clamped my thighs around my fingering hand while I rolled around on my bed, grabbing a stuffed Winnie the Pooh lying next to me and mashing it against my mouth as my orgasm exploded, muffling my cries of "Daddy!" as my body convulsed with lusty pleasure at the thought of touching my own father's erect penis.
I think the effort of thinking of my father in such a sinful way was too much for my mind and even as I gasped for breath in the sweet aftermath of my orgasm, my brain was shutting down and I fell asleep with my fingers still in my pussy, hugging my stuffed bear to my face. My dreams were a weird mishmash of Daddy and me in various places...both of us naked and Daddy chasing me -- a cartoon-like monster erection jutting out from his crotch...me always slowing down to let him catch me, but he never quite managing to do so.
"BREAKFAST...SCHOOL!" Daddy's voice bellowed through my door after he'd pounded on it a couple of times.
"S-fuh...okay, Daddy!" I mumbled back, slowly rolling into a sitting position on the side of the bed. I felt funny...out of sorts. I felt confused and horny and I sat sleepily staring at my right hand which seemed a little sticky and at my nipples which were stiff in the cool, morning air and which were more than a little sore. Last night came rushing back and I moaned again as I hit the floor and put on a robe before I headed for the bathroom and a quick shower.
Dressing took a bit longer as I debated on tops. I had planned to wear jeans and a black, lacy blouse that was a little low cut, but then reconsidered as it showed off the tops of my breasts. I changed into a more modest yellow blouse and was heading out the door when I stopped and changed back into the black blouse. Okay, last night had been a little weird, but I wasn't going to start dressing like a nun to avoid letting my father know I had tits.
Downstairs, Daddy was just plating up some scrambled eggs and as I slid into my usual spot at the kitchen table, he rumbled, "Good morning!"
"Morning, Daddy," I responded as he moved around the kitchen, putting the frying pan into the sink to soak and pausing to nibble at a piece of toast and sip at coffee, barely sparing me a glance. I tried to think if this was normal or if he was avoiding looking at me. "How did you sleep, Daddy?"
He paused and looked out the kitchen window for a moment before he turned and did look at me, a funny little smile on his face as he replied, "Y'know, Pooh -- I slept pretty good."
There was a sudden warmth in my gut that seemed to spread down between my legs and up into my breasts as his words both pleased me and revived the sudden strange arousal I had felt last night. As I felt my nipples harden against my bra, I said, "That's wonderful! I'll be glad to massage your legs again tonight!"
Daddy's smile got a little stranger and he downed his coffee nervously before he answered me, "Oh...I'm sure you don't have to do that, Pooh. I can't keep you up late...you're a growing...uh, girl and you need your sleep." He set his cup down and glanced up at that stupid kitty-kat clock on the wall. "It's time, I hit the road. Can't be late...you either."
He grabbed his lunchbox and came up behind me and I had to make an effort not to shiver as I felt his body leaning against the back of the chair and against me as he bent over and kissed me on the head. "Have a good day, Pooh!"
"You too, Daddy. Love you!" I replied as he hurried out the back door without a backwards glance as if he was embarrassed. I sat there for several minutes, letting my eggs grow cold as I tried to sort out the feelings I was having...knowing that I was definitely feeling turned on by my father.
"LILLIAN...HAVE YOU SEEN MY KEYS?" Mama's voice snapped the spell and things were suddenly normal again as Mama's usual daily routine began. Her tone of voice indicated that it was my job to keep up with her car keys and I sighed as I got up to find them so she didn't have a hissy fit before going to work as our town's second most successful insurance agent.
Her keys were where they usually were -- in the candy dish on the coffee table in the living room. I fished them out and went upstairs. "Here ya go, Mama," I said, holding them out.
Mama grabbed them out of my hand, murmuring, "Shit, I'm gonna be late."
I glanced at the clock on her bedside table and said, "Y'all got plenty of time, Mama." I hesitated for a moment and then decided to risk talking to my mother about Daddy. "Mama...are you sure Daddy's okay?"
My mother was shrugging on her suit jacket -- looking professional in a business skirt and blouse. Reaching up to pull her dark hair, liberally salted with gray, to tie it into a knot that was held together with a fancy clip, she glanced at me and said, "What are you talking about, Lillian?"
"Mama!" I replied in exasperation. "How much he's hurting at night...walking the floors till all hours."
Mama rolled her eyes and began putting her earrings on. "Your father is fine. He's just getting old...it happens. You wait and see, girl. Everyone gets old." She huffed as if she resented having to talk to me about it.
"I know, he told me it was just old age and stress. But...isn't there anything you can do?"
"Like what?" Mama asked, looking into her bureau mirror, using her fingers to adjust her hair.
"Well..." I took a deep breath as for the first time since Mama and I had the talk, I brought up a taboo subject. "Don't you ever...um, help him lose stress, you know...um, sex?"
Mama stood straight up and spun around, her face reddening with anger. "Lillian May Holland! You're presuming to ask me about your father's and my sex life? That's none of your damned business." Mama shouldered past me, grabbing her purse off the bed and slinging it over her shoulder. She stopped at the door and spun on her three inch high heels to glare at me. "I know you and that Billy Taft have fooled around. Just because you're eighteen and think you know everything about sex now - you wait until you're older and you've had a man grunting atop you for thirty years and see how you feel about sex."



Mama turned around and left the room, calling over her shoulder, "You'll put your foot down and stop all that foolishness when you're my age...wait and see." Then all I could hear was Mama stomping down the stairs, mumbling to herself before slamming the front door on her way out.
I sighed, feeling a little sad as I almost always did when I talked about anything with Mama...as I have said, Mama always seemed exasperated or angry with me, but this...maybe it wasn't any of my business, but maybe it did explain why Daddy was so stressed. I remember when I was little and hearing the mattress springs in my parents' room getting a workout and Amelia explained what was going on. Back then, the noises happened a lot, but as the years passed, I heard them more infrequently and it suddenly dawned on me that I couldn't remember the last time I had heard that particular sound.
The day passed slowly and I couldn't get my mind off my Daddy and that big lump in his shorts and the thought that my parents no longer had sex and how I hated to see Daddy hurting. I blew my Chem quiz because I couldn't keep three things from dominating my thoughts...Daddy was in pain, Daddy had a big cock and Daddy wasn't getting any!
By the time I showed up at the bakery and began working the dough in preparation for the midnight run on donuts, those three items were completely intertwined. When I arrived home from work, Mama and Daddy were watching television...one of those criminal investigation shows and I breezed by, pausing only long enough to assure them I had a good day while trying to not act weird in the presence of Daddy and trying to resist glancing at his crotch as he sat in his old overstuffed chair.
I took a shower which didn't help my state of near befuddlement, soaping my body up as images of that big thing hidden in Daddy's shorts flashed through my mind again and again...my pussy tingling and slippery wet by the time I finished. I tried to study...a Civics test was coming up on Friday, but my attention was drawn away by every noise and sound from downstairs...growing worse as I heard my parents prepare for bed and then the house going quiet.
I tried to focus on Constitutional Amendments, but the words slithered away from me. I was ready to scream from anticipation when I finally heard murmuring from across the hall, followed by the creaks and thumps that cued me that Daddy was up again. I began counting silently, getting to almost five hundred before I heard a faint snore coming from my parents' room.
With my heart pounding in my chest, I got up from my desk and began moving towards the door, pausing to glance at myself in the mirror. A pretty, eighteen year old girl looked back, curly hair, still slightly damp framing a tense and nervous face while her hands fluttered aimlessly up and down her canary yellow baby-doll negligee.
It wasn't exactly sexy in its own right -- the yellow material was solid, revealing nothing on its own. Still...the hem was just an inch or two below my crotch, showing off my bare legs and the neckline plunged enough to show off my breasts which were only partially nestled in the outfit's cups -- the spaghetti straps putting my bare shoulders and upper chest on display. Amelia had given the outfit to me as a Christmas present a year ago as a bit of a joke after learning I was going 'steady' with Darrell Jones. Needless to say, Mama was not amused, but fussed at me and not my more perfect older sister and the outfit was deemed unsuitable for all occasions.
I thought high heels would be a bit too much and so I silently padded barefoot down the stairs to find Daddy leaning against the sink in the kitchen, his face's reflection in the window revealing his discomfort.
"Daddy?" I called out softly. "Another bad night, huh?" He stiffened and slowly turned around -- tonight wearing another Braves T-shirt and boxers that were decorated with smiling Mickey Mouse faces. Another of Amelia's joke Christmas gifts.
"Pooh...what are you still doing up?"
I shrugged and said, "Studying, Daddy...it just never ends. I heard you get up again and well...I thought I could help you out again." I slowly came around the kitchen table to stand in front of him...my heart beating so hard, it was a wonder he couldn't see it trying to break out of my partly bare chest. I felt strange...exposed and for the first time so very aware that my father was looking at me not just as his little girl. There were glimmer of purely male appreciation as he eyed me in my negligee.
Daddy sighed and said, "Oh no...that's okay. It's not as bad tonight and you should be in bed, Pooh."
"Oh, Daddy...please." I stepped a little closer and said in a small voice, "Do you think I could sleep knowing you're down here hurting. I don't...I don't know how Mama does it, but I just can't." I reached out and took Daddy's hand in mine. "Let me help you, Daddy. I know I can." I brought my father's hand to my lips and gently kissed it, staring up into his eyes as I did. I felt him shiver and he let out a little breath even as I felt a spurt of wetness between my legs and I wondered if a dark spot was developing in the crotch of my yellow panties.
Daddy's mouth moved mutely in what I assumed was silent protest, but I just smiled at him and led him by the hand into the living room, guiding him around until he was in front of his favorite chair. I pressed my free hand against his chest, his T-shirt faintly damp as Daddy was sweating both from pain and tension. A thrill of something sexual shot through me as I realized that his chest was well muscled and strong. "Sit, Daddy," I purred. "Let me make you feel better."
In mute surrender, my father sat down heavily, his knees sprawling wide as I followed, lithely kneeling in a fluid motion, my hands now resting on his knees. "Pooh....I don't think..."
I shook my head and looked slyly up at Daddy and said in a whisper. "Shhhh -- just relax, Daddy. Let me help you relax and lose some of that stress." I was well aware of how I must have appeared...a little would-be sex kitten at Daddy's feet. I leaned forward a little, never letting my eyes leave Daddy's, pleased when I saw him glance down at my chest where my position allowed more of my breasts to be exposed. I began to knead and work the knotted muscles of his right calf, slowly working my way up his leg until I was massaging his thigh.
"Just take deep breaths, Daddy...think of something nice -- something you enjoy doing." I winked and said, "Think of things you'd like to do...just let the pain and stress just fade away." I worked his blood starved flesh until I felt it begin to unknot, massaging and caressing his bare flesh and then watching his eyes widen at my boldness, slid my fingers under the loose fabric of his shorts, rubbing his thigh as far up as I could manage. "I love you, Daddy," I whispered. "I love making you happy!"
Daddy nodded slowly, his eyes shifting to my breasts and then to my busy hands and then back up to my face. "I-I love you too, Pooh," he said in a feathery voice that had undertones of a little boy caught doing something naughty.
I switched to his left leg and finally risked a glanced downward and almost gasped. The bulge was back and it was bigger, no more than maybe two inches from the leg hole of his shorts. For a moment, I felt my pussy gushing so much juice I thought I was peeing myself. I knew I was just scant inches from the biggest cock I'd ever seen.
Slowly, I began to work Daddy's left calf muscles, smiling up at Daddy and then openly staring at his obvious erection and then smiling happily up at his blushing face again. "Are you feeling better, Daddy?" I asked as I worked my way up to his thigh.
"Yu-Yeah...I do feel better, P-Pooh," Daddy wheezed as my fingers began kneading and caressing his thigh muscles -- carefully and pointedly maneuvering around his erection.
"Good," I murmured and then I giggled, "I bet I can make you feel even better!" My left hand slipped into the open gap in the left leg of his shorts, making a bulge with my wrist that ran up and then parallel to his cock. As I began to withdraw, I slid my fingers over until the tips were touching the shaft of my father's cock and I slowly trailed them back down, marveling at the girth and at how it seemed to pulse with health and power, over the flared head and then out of his shorts all together.
I looked at my fingers and wanted to moan as I saw just a few wet smears of precum. "Oh my, Daddy...did I cause that?"
Daddy's face was so red, for the first time I wondered if I'd gone too far and was going to cause my father to stroke out, but he gasped and took in a deep breath before he groaned, "I'm sorry -- Pooh...I didn't mean...I'm -- oh, my God..." Daddy stopped talking abruptly because my hand was once again sliding up his shorts, this time, running my fingers and palm over the velvety hard shaft of his erect penis before wrapping themselves around his shaft or at least most of the way around.
"Don't be sorry, Daddy," I replied quickly. "Why, I'm flattered that you think I'm...well, that I can make you hard...real hard."
Daddy began to squirm as I slowly slid my hand up and down his shaft, gently stroking him. There were equal parts arousal and panic in his face and as I gently rolled my palm over the head of his swollen cock head, there was a momentary expression of pure joy before panic reasserted control and his hand came down on my shoulder and he said, "Oh, no, no, no, Pooh -- I'm your father...this is so goddamn wrong. I'm soooo sorry!"
He began to push me away, but I rolled my shoulder and he lost his hold there and I scooted up and while I masturbated him with one hand, my free hand reached up to hook his waistband and start tugging. "I want to do this for you! This is not wrong, Daddy!" I hissed as I tried to pull his shorts down. "What's wrong is that Mama ain't doing it already. You deserve to feel good, Daddy and I'm going to be the one who does it!"
Daddy's mouth hung open in surprise as I took charge of the situation, even obeying me when I snapped, "Raise your butt up, Daddy so I can get your shorts off!" He lifted himself up and his shorts slid down his legs quicker than I thought and I lost my balance and plopped back onto my ass, forced to let go of his cock, but now allowing it to stand up, free and unrestrained.
For several long seconds, we just stared at each other in surprise -- me staring at his beautiful, long and thick penis -- thick veins running the length, making his erection appear to be muscled on its own. Daddy stared down at me and it took me a bit to realize that my baby-doll had rode up, revealing my panty-clad crotch and that there was a huge wet spot where my cunt had become soaked and now the solid yellow cotton was molded to my labia and was semi-transparent.
Knowing that Daddy was looking at undeniable evidence of my own excitement fueled my desire to take action and I was on my knees again in an instant with my hand again wrapped around my father's dick, stroking it steadily and lovingly. "You're beautiful, Daddy!" I crooned in a subdued voice. "I never imagined a cock could be so...so big and long."
Daddy let out moan after moan -- each one seeming to drain him of tension that had been building for months or maybe years, staring down in disbelief as his little girl stroked his prick. "I love you, Pooh," he sighed. "Daddy loves you so much!"
"I love you too, Daddy and I love your...I love your big Daddy cock!" I exclaimed happily as I scooted a little closer till my face was hanging over his cock while my hand slid up and down with such ease that you would've thought we'd been doing this for years. I loved how his cock felt in my hand. I could feel power and desire throbbing in my grasp. My head was spinning with wicked thoughts -- not the least of which was that I was stroking the magnificent organ that had begun my life!
I could sense Daddy's body beginning to tense up and I slowed my strokes a little, trying to extend the length of his pleasure. I'd jacked Darrell and Billy off enough to know that it often didn't take much and I wondered how long it had been for Daddy and how much of his problems were being denied sexual release by Mama! Suddenly, I was filled with a terrible need to bring Daddy to that long denied release.
I squeezed Daddy's cock a little tighter and began to stroke him faster and he groaned and gasped, "Oh...oh...Pooh, oh Lord, Pooh, I'm gonna...gonna..." Daddy's body convulsed once and then his hips rose up as if I was lifting him up by his cock and as he gave a little cry, he exploded -- a sudden geyser of hot sperm shooting up and splattering my face -- steaming semen spraying my cheeks and lips and chin!
The smell of hot jism filled my nose, making my mind, already spinning from the knowledge that my daddy was cumming on me, spin even more! "God, Pooh!" Daddy groaned as he continued to shoot -- the second tremendous spurt splattering on my chin and my chest and the next few gushes of cum spraying warmly on my breasts and nightie.
"I love you, Daddy!" I said, still stroking him, urging him to empty his balls onto me, feeling sluttish and sexy and naughty. His ejaculations began to ease up, each spurt less than the last until the last few mostly oozed from his cock to dribble over my hands I kept masturbating Daddy even as his erection began to fade, savoring how he squirmed and moaned at the intense pleasure I was still giving his sensitive flesh.
Only when he reached out and touched my shoulder, violently shaking his head as I stroked him to gasp, "No more, Pooh...too much. You're going to give me a heart attack!" did I finally let Daddy's cock go.
"Wow, Daddy...I've never seen so much spunk!" I giggled as I ran a finger over my cheek, scooping up a big blob of semen.
Daddy's eyes widened and he started to say something, but then shook his head and said, "There are some things a father just doesn't want to know." As he caught his breath and watched me wiping semen off my face, smearing it on my baby-doll negligee, the full impact of what I'd done seemed to sink in and he began to frown.
I shook my head violently and dropped my hands onto his knees. "Daddy, don't you dare feel guilty. You needed that and I'm glad...I'm proud to have helped you. I slid a sticky hand up his thigh and briefly squeezed his now less than half-erect cock and said, "We both enjoyed that and I bet you're more relaxed than you've been in weeks and months...maybe years!"
Daddy sighed and scooted up in his chair, taking my hands in his own, not seeming to mind his seed smeared on my fingers while leaning down. "I haven't felt this good in forever, Pooh...but, let's be honest. What we did is wrong. We're father and daughter and this...this was incest." He smiled down at me, squeezing my hands as he added. "I'm your father, Pooh. I shouldn't have let it happen."
I sat up straight so that our faces were almost together and said in an insistent tone that I realized sounded way too much like my mother's, "Oh, horseshit, Daddy! I'm eighteen years old and nobody's made me do anything I didn't want to do since I was a little girl. I know my own mind, Daddy and I chose...I wanted to do this for you."
I leaned in and kissed my daddy on the lips, my tongue teasing his closed mouth before I said in a firm voice that somehow didn't betray my own nervousness. "If Mama won't be a woman for you, I would love to take her place." I kissed him again, my tongue still rolling over his lips, pulling away teasingly as he slightly opened his mouth.
"Daddy, I would be honored to jack your big cock off every night if it will help soothe your pain." My voice grew huskier as I said, "I'll be willing to do a lot more if you'll let me."
Daddy sighed and replied softly, "Oh, Pooh, I love you." I kissed him again, cutting off anything else he might have said. His lips were parted and I let my tongue dance into his mouth where it found his tongue and made a more intimate acquaintance. I felt so hot between my legs and part of me wanted to fall onto my back and spread my legs and ask Daddy to be my first, but the more logical part of me told me to not move so fast, so I settled for soul-kissing my father for a lovely couple of minutes before I eased back out of his grasp.
Climbing to my feet, I looked down at Daddy and said, "I love you too, Daddy...more than ever before." I glanced around and saw that it was after midnight and continued, "It's late, Daddy and we both need our sleep. You think about us, Daddy and don't you go getting guilty about abusing your little girl. It ain't abuse when she's offering all her love to you."
Before he could answer me, I turned and scooted out of the room, pausing just for a second at the living room doorway to look back at Daddy, looking so funny and shocked with his shorts down around his ankles and said, "Goodnight, Daddy. I love you!"
I was up the stairs in a flash, Daddy's "Love you too, Pooh," still echoing in my ears when I locked my bedroom door behind me and collapsed onto my bed -- the enormity of what I'd done now overwhelming me.
My body began to shake violently, tears rolling down my face as I relived the last few earth-shaking moments of my life. I had jacked off my own father! His semen was still clinging to my body! My pussy was on fire and my primary thoughts centered around wanting to jack Daddy off again and much, much more!
Again, it occurred to me that Daddy's sperm was cooling on my skin and suddenly I was in a frenzy, one hand scooping off blobs of semen from my chest and exposed tits and bringing them to my hungry mouth while my other hand was in my panties and like the night before, I began to masturbate furiously.
I was cumming before I'd finished licking the first samples of Daddy's cream off my fingers. His wasn't the first man's seed I'd ever tasted -- but there was more to it than the light, clean taste of Billy's and Darrell's cum. It was much stronger, but my body seemed to respond positively to the saltier, slightly more bitter flavor as if I recognized the semen as family and what more...I liked it! Even as I writhed in orgasm atop my bedspread, fingers in my pussy becoming coated with my juices, I scooped up the smeared globs of Daddy's semen and gobbled them up as if I was starving!
As sleep overtook me -- my pussy still throbbing as I thought of Daddy and his unique taste in my mouth, I knew then that there would be no stopping me. I fell asleep dreaming of Daddy and me becoming lovers in every way possible and even in my sleep, I recognized the irony that it was the stubborn streak I'd inherited from Mama that would see my dreams and desires to fruition.
"BREAKFAST! SCHOOL!" I opened my eyes and mewled with both pleasure and frustration, my dream of Daddy between my legs about to deflower me dissolved as his voice dragged me into the waking world. I groaned and stretched, feeling tender, but so nice between my legs, the sensation enhanced as I smelled Daddy's drying seed on my negligee and body.
A quick shower later, I was rushing downstairs, dressed in tight, low riding blue jeans and a cropped T-shirt that left my flat belly bare. I could hear Mama rustling around her room, talking softly to somebody. In the kitchen, I found Daddy plating up biscuits and sausage, whistling brightly to himself. I slipped up behind him and wrapped my arms around him. "Morning, Daddy!" I hugged myself against him as I hadn't really done since my tits had started to grow. It felt good to press my firm breasts into his strong form.
When I released him from my embrace, Daddy turned and gazed down at me -- a silly grin on his face as he replied, "Good morning, Pooh!" He started to lean down, hesitating for just a moment as he glanced towards the hallway and then finished his move to kiss me on the lips, pressing them firmly against mine for a heart stopping morning smooch! When he finished, his eyes seemed to be sparkling as he said, "Isn't it a lovely morning!"



I grinned, sliding my arms around him again and said, "I think someone had a good night's sleep!"
Daddy blushed and replied, "Best night's rest I've had in years!" We both laughed -- setting the tone for breakfast as we smiled at each other and giggled like naughty children between bites of food. We didn't talk about last night's adventure, but we were both clearly thinking and savoring the memory of what we'd shared.
As Daddy was getting ready to leave, I realized that Mama had not come down yet. "Where's Mama?" I asked.
Daddy shrugged his shoulders. "Amelia called to vent," he said. "She's almost seven months along now and being fussy." He grinned and said, "Pretty much like your Mom was when she was carrying you."
I laughed as I slipped myself into Daddy's arms. "Lord help my big sister if she has a daughter like me," I giggled.
Daddy waggled his eyebrows and replied, "Lord help her husband if she has a daughter like you. I'm not sure if I can tell up from down right at the moment."
I giggled again, wiggling a little as I lewdly rubbed myself against my daddy's body. "Well...you don't seem to mind much right now, Daddy!" I looked up at him flirtatiously and said, "I was thinking this morning while I was showering that maybe before you go to bed tonight, you might help me with some homework?" I slowly ran my tongue over my lips and winked lasciviously at him.
Daddy's eyes widened a bit and I could feel his heart beating faster as he finally nodded and said, "I reckon I can do that, Pooh. Might be a little relaxing at that."
I smirked and before I kissed him goodbye, replied, "Well...maybe not too relaxing."
Mama was still talking with Amelia when I left for school -- not that I minded. I wasn't ready to see Mama so soon after having masturbated her husband. I wasn't sure if I would feel totally guilty or be tempted to gloat in her face. What I'd done with Daddy was wrong...at least in the eyes of society, the law and as far as I could tell, the Bible, but I have to confess that all day long as I sat in school, I could find no shred of guilt within me for what had happened between Daddy and me. In fact, I was extremely distracted as I gave thought to what might happen later in the evening.
I was so distracted that I blew my Civics quiz and then I discovered that any feelings I might have had for Billy were reduced to virtually nothing as I realized how little a boy had to offer me in contrast to a real man like my father. I had no idea what would happen with Daddy...where or what it would lead to, but even as I told Billy that I wouldn't be available Friday night for a movie date, I realized that immature boys were now a thing of the past for me...that my future lay with someone more mature.
I didn't have to work that night...a Thursday evening and beat both Mama and Daddy home and so I went ahead and made dinner -- making one of Daddy's favorite's, Grandma's meatloaf along with a salad and mashed potatoes. I was a bit tense about how Daddy and I would act around Mama, but he betrayed no sign that his youngest daughter had jacked his cock off the night before -- rather just beaming from ear to ear and complimenting me on taking after Grandma in the kitchen. Mama on the other hand, other than a slight criticism about the dryness of the meatloaf was preoccupied with updating us on Amelia's pregnancy and the difficulties she was facing, what with two little one's underfoot and her husband working a lot of overtime.
Daddy and I nodded at all the right places, but most of dinner was spent with us smiling at each other, memories of the night before evident in the way our eyes seemed to shine. I shooed them both out of the kitchen and cleaned up the dishes myself while Daddy watched his evening shows and Mama split her time between updating some files on her laptop and calling Amelia again to see if things had gotten better in the last twelve hours.
I watched a couple of crude comedies with my parents and then decamped to the kitchen where I began working on my Calculus -- determined not to blow three quizzes in three days. I spent at least two hours on homework and study before Mama passed through to get a drink of water and say goodnight.
"Goodnight, Mama," I replied. "Is Daddy still up?"
Mama took a drink from a bottle of water and nodded, rolling her eyes. "Yes...wants to watch the news and something on the sports channel before he goes to bed. I'm going now so when he gets up later, I'll maybe have gotten a few winks of sleep." She shook her head and muttered under her breath, "That man will be the death of me yet!"
"Would you ask him if he'd come and check my homework before I go to bed, Mama? He's better at this Calculus stuff than I'm ever going to be."
Mama rolled her eyes again and said, "I swear, Lillian...eighteen and still expecting Daddy to check your homework. Time you grew up, young lady...time to act like an adult!"
I looked down and said softly, "Yes, Mama...I'll try," in response to her comment. She in turn walked away without further comment although I heard her tell Daddy fussily that I wanted him to help me do my homework. I couldn't hear Daddy's reply, but the tone of his voice sounded disinterested and non-committal. I expected Daddy to be right in, but he wisely waited a while to allow Mama time to turn in and fall asleep.
It was almost an hour before he strolled into the kitchen and said softly, "Your mother said you needed some help, Pooh?"
I looked up from my notes and smiled at my Daddy who looked both relaxed and excited in a plain white T-shirt and blue boxers with little smiley-faces on them. I suddenly had an inkling of what he looked like as a child on Christmas Eve. "Mama told me that I needed to act more like an adult. Could you come here and help me do that, Daddy?"
Daddy choked back a laugh and nodded, walking over next to me so he could look over my work. "Trouble with Calculus, Pooh?"
"Naw, I got that covered, Daddy!" I replied, my hand reaching out to palm the crotch of his shorts. He was already mostly hard. I wanted your opinion about something though." I looked up and smiled lovingly at my Daddy's face.
"What's that, Pooh?" Daddy said with a sigh.
I grinned at him and answered him with a swift movement that couldn't have been pulled off better if I'd have practiced it, I yanked Daddy's shorts down and as his hardening cock leapt free, captured it with my wide open mouth and slid a few inches of his penis past my lips before I tightened my mouth around his erection and began to suck him as my tongue rolled over the flared head of his penis.
Daddy gasped and I heard him moan...almost a whimper, "Pooh...Jesus, Pooh." I kept my eyes locked on his, trying to convey how much I loved him in my gaze alone. He stared back, his expression one of shock and awe as I slowly began bobbing up and down with my mouth -- attempting to take as much of his now completely hard dick in my mouth. It wasn't easy -- he was incredibly thick and I could feel my facial muscles complain as they stretched to accommodate his wonderful girth and while I had managed to completely take both Darrell's and Billy's mediocre dicks in my mouth, I realized that I was at least temporarily overmatched by the length of my father's hard cock.
Still, I gurgled appreciatively as I sucked my Daddy off, aroused by everything connected with my incestuous act...the taste of Daddy's flesh along my tongue...the silky, yet steely feel of his flesh and the heady and manly aroma of sweat and piss and something I was responding to instinctively -- a unique Daddy scent that made my pussy nearly gush with arousal...my bared labia underneath my mid thigh nightshirt swelling and getting slick and sensitive with overwhelming waves of lusty desire.
Daddy seemed to sag for a moment and then reached out and placed one hand on the kitchen table for support and then the other hand was riffling through my curly, black hair -- urging me to not slow down, his fingers tightening among my short locks each time my tongue slithered over a certain sensitive spot. I sucked on his cock fast and I sucked him slowly, finding the speed that allowed my lips to offer him the most pleasure.
I tried to recall everything I had learned in sucking off my boyfriends' cocks and from hours of watching nasty hot porn with them. My mouth was watering as I tasted precum mixed in with the taste of his cock flesh and I felt a twinge of orgasm myself as Daddy's face screwed up with pleasure as I sucked just the head of his penis, my tongue rolling over the ridged crown and over his piss slit, until finally he was hissing a warning of, "Pooh, Pooh -- gonna cum soon, Pooh!"
Daddy's fingers intertwined in my curly mop of hair were trying to pull me off his cock as I felt it swell between my lips. I yielded to that pressure just long enough to breathlessly gasp, "Cum in my mouth, Daddy! I wanna eat my Daddy's hot jism!" Then my lips were wrapped around his cock again, my tongue working feverishly, ignoring the slight pain of pulled hair before his mouth sagged open in surprise at my words.
I sucked Daddy with renewed purpose, allowing my eyes to convey to him the truth of my words and then Daddy's expression became one of disbelief and pure bliss as I felt his cock head swell and then he was flooding my mouth with hot semen...hot Daddy semen!"
My father's sperm tasted as it had the night before -- strong, bitter, but fresher -- incredibly hot and thick and I loved the taste...loved the way it felt as it filled my mouth and filled my mouth, cumming more than any boy I had ever sucked off! I swirled it around my mouth, loving the texture of Daddy's semen -- loving everything about it except that it couldn't last forever and the only thing I regretted was to sense his ejaculations waning until my fevered and determined cocksucking yielded no more of his delicious seed.
I felt Daddy softening in my mouth, but I kept sucking, not wanting to give his wonderful penis up and I could feel his body tremble with the intense sensations my mouth was inflicting. "Damn, Poo...s-so good!" stammered Daddy. "Can't take it!" he moaned, his hands now scrabbling at my head, trying to push me away. He began to shift away from me, but I slipped from my seat, staying with him -- my lips sealed around his shrinking cock. As Daddy collapsed into another kitchen chair, I followed, falling to my knees between his legs, still sucking his cock, working hard for any last drops of his sperm.
"Too MUCH!" he groaned, the last word almost a yell, surprising us both. I let him slip from my lips and while we waited to see if we'd woke Mama up, I leaned up and forward, hugging him around the waist while my slobbery face nuzzled his crotch. "That...Pooh...good God, girl, but I love you!" said Daddy in a quavering voice.
As I smacked my lips and swallowed the last of my father's sweet semen, I looked up and said huskily, "I love you, Daddy and I love your cock!" I tilted my head down and kissed the head of his weary penis and then added, "I bet you sleep good tonight, Daddy!"
And he did...I never heard him get up in the middle of the night. Of course, I slept well too -- dreaming of sucking cock...of sucking my daddy's cock again and again, making him cum buckets of semen, showering me in his thick, hot cream -- making my tummy swell with all the daddy-sperm that I drank from his big dick.
Daddy looked so happy the next morning -- fixing pancakes with a flourish, his eyes completely clear of the weariness and pain that had plagued him lately. He greeted me with a wet, juicy kiss when I came down for breakfast, and for the first time, was touching me in an intimate way -- his hands roaming over my tits underneath my sweater dress and his hands caressing my tight butt cheeks as we kissed like long time lovers.
So caught up in each other were we, that we nearly were busted by Mama who thankfully came down the stairs again squalling for her 'lost' car keys. I managed to tug my short dress back over my ass and be sitting at the table with Daddy, us looking perfectly innocent, although Daddy was walking a bit awkward when he rose up from the kitchen table to fix Mama some pancakes while concealing the boner in his pants.
Again, my day at school passed in a bit of a haze as I thought of Daddy and what I had done...being so forward and lewd with my father and not being the slightest bit ashamed of sucking my daddy's dick. Despite my preoccupation with my growing affair with Daddy, I actually kicked ass on the Calculus quiz...the answers and their process coming to me between thoughts of Daddy's cock spurting hot creamy semen in my mouth.
That night, I sucked Daddy's cock again -- this time on my knees in my bedroom after I'd asked for help on my Chemistry homework -- Daddy's shorts around his ankles as he sat on the edge of my bed and whispered, "I love you so much, Pooh," over and over again. Afterwards, with the taste of Daddy's semen fresh in my mouth, we sat and held each other on the bed, Daddy's hands softly stroking my shoulders, sending shivers through me as he slipped the spaghetti straps of my camisole and kissed me, his lips nuzzling my skin until he was nibbling my neck.
As Daddy kissed me, his hands were cupping my breasts, thumbs rubbing my nipples through the silky material of my slip, making me whimper with pleasure. As one hand continued to caress my tits, I felt his other hand traveling downward. Daddy paused in his kisses to murmur, "You're so beautiful, Pooh," as his fingers gathered up the hem of my slip and then slowly ran up my thigh even as I spread my legs wider, opening myself for my father. I thought my heart might explode in my chest as I felt myself growing wetter at the prospect of being touched so intimately by my father.
I ducked my head and my mouth found Daddy's -- my tongue thrusting fiercely between his lips to attack his tongue and join with it in a lewd display of passionate, slithering flesh. I moaned into Daddy's mouth as I felt his fingers slip through my trimmed black bush and then I moaned louder as I felt his fingers touched the already wet flesh above my labia and I rolled my hips to help him touch his little girl just as the toilet flushed next door.
We both jumped and slid apart as we heard Mama cough and come out of the bathroom. We looked at each other sheepishly -- expressions of guilt, but not shame on our faces. Daddy smiled at me...a little sadly maybe and held up his hand that had been on the verge of caressing my pussy. On the fingertips of his forefinger and middle finger were just hints of wetness...my wetness! "Soon, Pooh...very, very soon!" Daddy whispered before he licked his fingertips, nearly making me cum without even touching me!
Daddy stood up and came over and kissed me again -- just the faintest hint of my own pussy on his tongue and then said softly, "Good night, Pooh. I love you more than anything!"
"I love you too, Daddy!" I said, feeling both love and frustration as I watched my father leave my room. I flopped back on the bed with a groan. SO FUCKING CLOSE! Of their own accord, my hands began running over my body -- stripping off my camisole so I could be naked as I feverishly began to pleasure myself...fingers plunging furiously in my wet cunt while other fingers viciously pinched and twisted my swollen nipples, seeing release with both pleasure and pain.
I fell asleep imagining Daddy between my legs, his big cock about to make me a woman completely and my dreams were filled with vague images of absolute carnality forever on the edge of orgasm but never quite getting there until suddenly my dreams became more intense...the ecstasy becoming a real force making me writhe in my dreams until with a cry of sheer delight I awoke and discovered my pleasure was nearly indescribably real!
The morning sun flooded through my bedroom windows, filling my room with heavenly light even as a heavenly pleasure coursed from between my legs to spread throughout my naked body. As the last vestiges of sleep dissipated, I became aware of something wet and wonderful busily loving my pussy and that my legs were raised...draped over -- "OH MY GOD, DADDY!" I cried out as I realized that my father's head was between my thighs, my legs hanging over his shoulders.
Even overwhelmed by incestuous pleasure, I realized that I had nearly screamed and clapped a hand over my mouth -- horrified that I might have betrayed us to Mama. I glanced down between my legs where Daddy's face was partly obscured by my mound, nose tickled by my trimmed muff. His eyes were aflame with merry passion and he raised his head -- grinning at me with his mouth and chin glistening with my pussy creams. "She's gone...its Saturday...Business Women's Club, remember?"
My eyes went wide, both from the realization that Mama was off to her bi-monthly meetings of her Business Women's organization where she served as Secretary AND from Daddy resuming his incredible licking and tonguing of my pussy! I'd never had anyone use their mouth on me before and amidst the incredible pleasure that Daddy's tongue was giving me, I made a mental note to be pissed at Darrell and Billy later for never even trying after all the blowjobs I had given them.
Daddy rolled his tongue up and down my swollen labia, licking my heavy flood of juices off my pussy lips before thrusting his stiffened tongue deep between them to swirl around my quivering flesh. His lips sucked and teased my flesh as he lapped up my cunt cream as if it were some sort of nectar of the gods before turning his attentions to my erect clitoris -- the tip of his tongue fluttering maddeningly over my sensitive nub. "OH, YES, DADDY! LICK ME...MAKE ME CUM!" I crowed, flinging my hips upwards to better force my pussy into my father's face.
Daddy chuckled into my pussy, sending vibrations and sound waves through my sodden flesh that had me in near convulsions as he continued to eat me. His hands slid upwards over my belly to cover my heaving breasts, fingers squeezing and sliding over my pert tits until they could pinch and pull at my nipples...somehow finding that perfect level of pain that enhanced my pleasure instead of detracting from it.
Between Daddy's tongue and the simple realization that it was my daddy that was licking my pussy, I was soon riding the crest of the greatest orgasm of my life and I felt my cunt juices spurting wildly into Daddy's face which I could hear him gobbling up with great enthusiasm. I was bucking and writhing on my bed as Daddy ate me...pleasured me...loved me as his woman until my throat was feeling harsh from screaming. My body was afire with ecstatic, incestuous pleasure and for a moment, I thought the intensity of that Daddy born joy would be too much and I was drowning in the carnal pleasure he was inflicting and my head went light and dizzy and my vision was marred by a thousand points of dancing lights as I flung my pelvis against Daddy's mouth and screamed, "I LOVE YOU, DADDY!" before the world seemed to vanish in a cottony haze.
I opened my eyes to find Daddy crawling up towards me -- my juices dripping from his face. He pulled at the edge of the bedspread as if to wipe his face off and I managed to moan, "No!" and somehow sat up, capturing his face between my shaking hands and kissed my father hard and passionately, tasting myself on him...loving how I tasted on his tongue before licking at his face like a dog would do with a beloved master.
Finally, I broke the kiss and stared lovingly into Daddy's face as I sobbed, "That...that was wonderful, Daddy!"
Daddy smiled proudly and replied in a husky voice, "Well...my little girl has done so much for me...I thought it was only fair to give you a little pleasure, Pooh."
I nodded enthusiastically and lay back, pulling Daddy down with me -- my arms wrapped tightly around his neck. "No one has ever licked me before...where did you learn to do that?"



Daddy, God bless him, actually blushed. "Well, Pooh -- your mother wasn't always the way she is now and well..." Daddy winked and finished by saying, "I was twenty when I met your mother and, well, let's just say she wasn't the only woman I've ever known." He rolled his tongue over his lips and winked again. "It's kind of like riding a bicycle -- you never really forget. And once you start again, it all comes back to you."
I sighed happily, stretching my naked body out against Daddy's body that I was suddenly aware was as naked as mine. "I think I'm the one that cummed. That was awesome, Daddy! You can lick my pussy anytime!" I wriggled to confirm that my father was as hard as I had thought he was, glancing down to see his swollen penis pressed against the left side of my tummy."
Suddenly, I felt nervous and scared and very, very horny. We both went silent as we contemplated the two of us being naked and on my bed and very aroused. Finally, I whispered in a little girl's voice, "Daddy, are we gonna fuck now?"
The look of lust that swept across Daddy's face was almost frightening in it's intensity and I had a sudden vision of being taken forcefully...violently and loving every minute of it. Without even thinking about it, I pulled Daddy to me, rolling him atop me, spreading my legs out and hooking them across the backs of his calves. I could feel his cock against my tummy, angry and pulsing with aroused blood and his hairy balls resting against my flowered and well licked pussy, tickling my wet and sensitive flesh.
"I'm a virgin, Daddy," I whispered. "You'd be my first. I want you to be my first, Daddy." I said in that same young girl's voice...the one I'd used most of my life when I wanted my father's undivided attention. I knew I had his attention now.
I braced myself for Daddy's assault on my pussy -- knowing it would hurt and yet be wonderful at the same time, but Daddy sighed and shocked me with his reply. "Pooh...I love you and I want nothing more than to make love to you and fuck you like such a beautiful woman deserves, but..." He sighed again and shook his head. "Not like this, Pooh. When we make love, I want to take my time and do it right." He glanced at the table clock on my bedside table. We have maybe an hour before your Mama's meeting is over and Pooh, when I put my dick inside my little girl's pussy, I'm not ever going to want to stop."
Daddy kissed me and said, "I want to spend entire days fucking my daughter and being her lover and making her cum. I want us to not be rushed. I want to make love to you right, Pooh!"
My head was spinning at Daddy's words -- spinning with disbelief that he had such will power and spinning at both the loving intent and the sexual greediness in his words. I was wetter than ever and I wanted my father so much at that moment that the physical need actually hurt! Daddy could see the disappointment in my face and kissed me again before saying, "Our moment will come, Pooh. I promise you. I want to fuck my daughter as badly as she wants to fuck her daddy."
I nodded, barely able to say anything beyond, "I love you, Daddy!" We kissed again, another deep, loving kiss with our tongues roiling about each other, savoring the feel of each other's bodies. We kissed until the awareness of Daddy's erection led me to break the kiss and whisper, "We still have an hour, Daddy. Would you like your Pooh to suck your big Daddy dick?"
My father grinned down at me and said, "I would love that, Pooh, but I'll go you one better. You're eighteen years old. Surely you know what a sixty-nine is?"
I moaned, "Daddy!" even as my body trembled with a precursor to the orgasm I knew was coming. So it was that for nearly the next hour, Daddy and I were wrapped up in a lewd and incestuous sixty-nine position, Daddy beneath me, licking my pussy again, while I stretched out on his hard body, my lips moving up and down on his long, thick shaft -- giving my father the best blowjob I had ever given.
Daddy's control was masterful as I tongue bathed his cock, slathering it lovingly with my long, meaty tongue and sucked him slow and sucked him fast. Daddy would come near climax again and again, but somehow always managed to retreat away from the precipice in the nick of time even as he licked and sucked at my wet cunt, sending me writhing from one orgasm to the next.
Our bodies were slick with sweat, my breasts sliding back and forth across his hairy stomach as he kneaded my ass cheeks, teasing my asshole occasionally with his thumb while he tortured me so sweetly with his tongue. Daddy made me orgasm twice, his tongue and lips sending me into ecstatic raptures again and again until I was sobbing with incestuous joy as I felt his body tense and his cock swell as he finally bucked his crotch into my face as I sucked him furiously and began to cum -- offering me a wonderful fountain of his hot, delicious semen that I greedily drank, pausing only to lick and slurp up any dribbles of his spunk that escaped my lips.
Afterwards, we cuddled on my bed, savoring the afterglow of our sweet daddy-daughter love, chatting quietly. "Daddy," I asked at one point. "Before...before this week, did you ever think about me like this...ever dream of the two of us becoming lovers."
Daddy was a long time responding, a new flush appearing under his already reddened flesh. "Pooh...I think only a dead man wouldn't have looked at you as you've become a beautiful woman and not had thoughts about you." Daddy looked into my eyes and said, "I can't tell you how many times these last lonely years that I've seen you in your tight blue jeans or short shorts or in your teeny bikinis and imagined that we were lovers." Daddy's face turned a brighter shade of red as he added, "Many times, when the need has been upon me, Pooh, many times I have jacked off dreaming of fucking you or having you suck me off." Daddy kissed me again and said, "Pooh...these last few days have been my dreams and fantasies come true."
"I love you, Daddy," I purred before kissing him again. "I'm going to make all your dreams come to life and I promise you, you will never have to jack off again."
I could tell by Daddy's expression that my words meant more to him than anything and I silently vowed that somehow we would soon find a way to make sure that we could be together without any worries or time constraints. What I didn't know was that my sister, Amelia was going to help me make all of Daddy's dreams come true.
To be continued...
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It is amazing how quickly you can get used to the extraordinary! Three weeks ago, I had never dreamed of having a sexual relationship with my father, but trying to help him deal with severe leg cramps and pain brought on by work and stress led me into initiating a more intimate relationship with Daddy, I became used to having some sort of naughty fun with Daddy on a daily basis..
Not a night ended that I didn't go to sleep with the taste of Daddy's sweet semen in my mouth. Mama couldn't leave the house for more than a few minutes without Daddy's mouth and tongue feverishly licking my pussy. Once Daddy realized that while I was still a virgin – never having had a man's cock inside me before, but that my hymen had long been history (thank you, McFeaver's Riding Academy!), he also taught me how talented a man could actually be with his fingers. Even as he would make me moan and croon with pleasure using his knowledgeable digits, I was making another mental note to continue to be pissed at my old boyfriends who hadn't had a fucking clue!
Daddy's nights of walking the floors in pain, unable to sleep were long over and after several days of being obsessed with touching, kissing and licking each other's bodies, we were both getting more sleep as we became more confident in hiding our activities from Mama.
Mama wasn't a bad person, but the truth is she'd lost interest in sex years ago which had left Daddy high and dry and eliminated one avenue of relieving the stress of being a floor supervisor at the local paper plant and of being married to Mama who wasn't the easiest person to live with anyway. I know Mama loved me, but I was also the "later in life surprise baby" that she never quite got over having and she already had her favorite – my older by thirteen years sister, Amelia – now living in Atlanta and raising her own family.
Neither Daddy or I had any real guilt over our love affair – pleasuring my daddy had given me a sense of purpose and fulfillment unlike anything I had ever known and his touch was sweet ecstasy that grew each time his lips or hands touched me. I was in love with his long, thick cock and dreamed of the moment that he would take my virginity and completely claim me as his woman. The problem at hand was that Daddy didn't want to simply sneak a fuck with his baby girl...he was waiting for an opportunity to fuck me at our leisure...no hurrying, but rather taking our time and luxuriating in our incestuous desires.
Alas, between work and school and Mama's schedule running the local branch of a big insurance company, Daddy and I could never get more than an hour or two to ourselves and Daddy considered the possibility of the two of us slipping off to some 'No-Tell Motel' as too sleazy and out of the question. Still, we worked hard to squeeze in enough lewd behavior to keep the need to fuck at bay and I have to admit, any chance to have Daddy's cock stuffed down my throat, gushing torrents of his hot semen was a wonderful thing.
In three weeks, I'd managed to suck Daddy off as he sat at the kitchen table in a straight back chair, sitting between his legs as he relaxed in his favorite overstuffed chair, kneeling at his feet in my bedroom, while he was sitting on the toilet in the upstairs bathroom, with him sitting on the stairs, and in the garage. Daddy had twice made my Saturday mornings lovely by waking me up licking my pussy until I was on the verge of orgasm. We already were so attuned to each other that we could sixty-nine ourselves into a mutual orgasm. Several times as Mama cooked dinner, Daddy would find me and pin me to a wall and slip his fingers under my dress or down my waistband and finger-fuck me to an orgasm, his tongue in my mouth to squelch my screams of pleasure.
Every morning I would wake up with the erotic memories of pleasuring Daddy the night before...sometimes accompanied by the sweet echoes of Daddy pleasuring me as well. I would stand before my mirror, naked, inspecting my body and feeling both beautiful and fulfilled as I ran my hands over my curvy five foot, five inch body, my short, curly hair looking unruly and sexy. I would caress my full and pert 34C breasts and stroke my little pussy that always seemed to be wet these days and dream of lying back in bed, my legs parted as Daddy prepared to finally bury his huge cock in my virgin cunt!
Mama was oblivious to our incestuous affair, focused as she had been for years on making her agency the most successful insurance agency in town and on the rapidly approaching birth of Amelia's third child. I had no way of knowing then, but it was my big sister, Amelia who had disliked her baby sister almost as much as Mama had, that was to provide Daddy and I our opportunity to finally take our expression of love to a higher level.
I had just got home from working at the bakery and my mind was on what I was going to be wearing when I finally gave Daddy his nightly cocksucking. I was wondering if my low cut nightshirt was clean as I came in through the kitchen door to find Mama and Daddy sitting at the table – a fierce frown on my mother's face.
"About time, Lillian," Mama snapped. "Sit down, we need to talk."
My stomach began to do flip-flops as I wandered how Mama had found out about Daddy and me. I slid into a kitchen chair with my parents on the ends of the table between me. Mama just scowled disapprovingly as she had pretty much done my whole life, but my fears abated slightly as I gave Daddy a brief glance and realized he was doing everything he could to not grin from ear to ear. His eyes were alight with pure happiness.
Turning my gaze to Mama and trying to be nonchalant, I asked in as normal a tone as I could muster, "What's up?"
"Your sister is what's up," Mama snapped back at me. "As if you really care – I imagine Amelia can't remember the last time you called her to see how she was doing."
There was a sulky, petulant undertone to Mama's voice and I had to struggle to not snap back that it had been five months ago when Amelia had called me to chew me out for sending my seven year old niece a new 'Barbie' doll for her birthday and telling me that she was offended by my perpetuating such sexual stereotypes and that my specific response had been to, "Bite me." Instead, I took a deep breath and replied, "Is Amelia and the baby alright?" trying to inject a tone of concern into my words.
"She's fine," Daddy said before Mama interrupted him with an impatient wave of her hand.
Mama stared angrily at Daddy and then me before saying, "No, she's not! She's got a houseful of kids and a husband that works too much and doesn't do enough and she's in her eighth month and she needs our help."
"Our help?" I softly echoed. "Um, how?"
"Your mother thinks we should go down to Atlanta and help out...till after the baby is born and things can get back to normal," Daddy said, throwing me a wink. "I have pointed out that you're in the middle of your Senior year of school and that I have a job that I can't go gallivanting off from."
"That's not important!" snarled Mama. "What's important is that we take care of Amelia. She needs us!"
"Well, sorry, Mama, but I'm not taking off from school." My reply was short and angry and I was a little off balanced because I couldn't figure out why Daddy seemed so upbeat.
Before Mama could jump down my throat, Daddy spoke up, his voice a little louder than usual as if he was reminding Mama that she couldn't make the decisions for us all by herself. "Amelia's going to be fine and Pooh's not going anywhere and neither am I, Helen." Daddy paused and stared Mama in the face, backing down any snippy remarks she might have spit back at him. "Now, Honey...you can take off all the time you want – I know you keep the office running like a top and whatever can't be handled by Timothy or Bettina, you can deal with from your laptop. Helen, if you absolutely have to go hold Amelia's hand while she has another baby, you go right ahead. I'm sure that Pooh and I will somehow survive!"
My jaw dropped open in utter surprise. First off, Daddy hardly ever raised his voice to Mama like that...he was usually so soft spoken and agreeable. Second, it came to me in a sudden flash why Daddy seemed so pleased...Mama going off and spending God knows how much time down in Atlanta...maybe weeks and weeks of it just being Daddy and me!" I felt a shiver go through me that hardened my nipples and dampened my pussy!
Mama tried to stare Daddy down, but he wasn't having any of it. Finally, she resorted to getting teary-eyed and said in a slightly teary voice, replied, "I cannot understand how you can be so callous about your daughter...your first born child, John." She flicked me a hateful gaze. "Or your big sister, Lillian."
Daddy's voice got a little louder and a bit angrier. "She's a thirty-one year old woman with two kids and a husband – an adult who's been on her own for over a damn decade. And you best remember, Helen, you have two daughters and do what's best for both of them." Mama stiffened up at Daddy's words, but he softened up a little then and reached out and put his hand on Mama's arm in a familiar and affectionate manner and said in a gentler tone, "You go on down to Atlanta – it's only a five hour drive and if we need you here, we'll call. Pooh and I will be fine and I reckon we can manage not to burn the place down while you're gone."
Mama nodded, her face still angry and replied tersely, "I'll go pack. I'll leave in the morning." She stood up and stomped away – her anger with us apparent in her stiff-backed posture.
Once I heard her bedroom door slam, I turned and looked at Daddy who had the goofiest grin on his face I'd ever seen. "You reckon we can manage, Daddy?" I giggled and then I was climbing into his lap and kissing him all over his face. "I might manage to fuck you to death!"
Daddy kissed me back, his strong hands cupping my ass cheeks under my tight jeans. When he finally let my tongue slip from his mouth, he said softly, "I told you our time would come, Pooh. Just one more night and then I'll officially make you a woman."
I felt a foreshadowing tremor of orgasmic energy ripple through me and kissed Daddy some more before Mama came stomping back down, barking orders and issuing edicts on how I was to do things while she was gone. I decided to win gracefully and acted properly abashed by the weighty responsibilities I was now responsible for, acknowledging that I was to make sure Daddy's meals and laundry were taken care of. Daddy had to get up and leave the living room, his hand over his mouth to keep from laughing when I solemnly vowed to Mama to, "Take care of all of Daddy's needs while you're gone, Mama. I promise that you'll be proud of the job I do."
Mama narrowed her eyes at me, trying to figure out if I was making fun of her or not while Daddy had a coughing fit in the hallway. That night was like Christmas Eve. I thought I'd never get to sleep. Partly, that was because for the first time in over three weeks, I didn't go to sleep with the taste of Daddy's cock and semen in my mouth. When I had approached him, he just kissed me and said, "I think I'd like to save it for tomorrow night, Pooh."
I pouted a little, especially when he told me that we'd need to wait until tomorrow evening since he did have to work and I had school. I had really thought we would be in bed and fucking up a storm before Mama got to the city limits. As it was, Mama didn't leave until mid-morning – Daddy called me on my cell phone just as I was going into Chemistry. He's spent the morning helping Mama get ready – getting the car serviced and all and then saw her off before he went into his job late. "I'll be a little late tonight, Pooh – about seven o'clock myself," he said. "But it's Friday and we'll have the whole weekend to ourselves.
"I can't wait, Daddy!" I murmured back. "I love you!" Daddy told me he loved me too and hung up. I promptly cut class and slipped off, skipping the rest of the day – formulating plans for the evening that awaited us. I had an inkling of how a bride must feel on her wedding night. I wanted to make this evening special for Daddy and there were things to do.
I knew it would eat into my time, but I spent a few hours going to and from Knoxville, but after having visited a few certain stores, I considered the time to have been well spent. A quick stop at the grocery and then I was back home to peruse Mama's bookshelf full of cookbooks until I located an old dusty and battered green binder. Once I had the kitchen details knocked out, it was time for a long, hot bath and some finishing touches and then just having to wait for Daddy.
It was a little after seven when I heard him come in. I was waiting for him in the living room, feeling pleased as he bellowed out as he came through the kitchen, "Something smells delicious. What have you been up too, Pooh?"
He came striding into the living room and came to a complete stop as he found me waiting for him in front of the fireplace, his mouth hanging open in surprise even as my eyes went wide with surprise of my own. "Pooh...you're...you're beautiful." I was dressed in a lacy black garter belt, thigh high black hose and four inch black, high heels. Around my waist was a frilly red apron with the words, "Daddy's Little Girl" embroidered across it inside a heart. Other than that I was naked, my firm, pert breasts heaving a little with excitement while my nipples visibly throbbed. I had teased my hair into a perfect halo of black curls that framed my face and I imagined that my blue eyes burned with a powerful lusty energy.
Daddy himself looked good. He'd had a haircut and he must've showered and changed at work because he was wearing a clean polo shirt and slacks – his body, albeit stocky, projected power and strength. In his arms were two dozen roses – white and pink. I felt a little nervous flutter in my stomach as I opened my arms and said, "Welcome home, Daddy!"
He rushed to me then, setting the roses aside to kiss me, hugging me to him and nearly lifting me off my feet as we kissed, tongues dancing merrily with each other. "Pooh, I'm...well, I don't know what to say," he murmured, holding me against him – his cock clearly hard under his slacks.
I ran my tongue over his lips and whispered back, "You don't have to say anything, Daddy. Just enjoy!" I eased myself from his embrace and carefully squatted down, wavering a little on the spiky heels. I fixed my eyes on Daddy's face, never glancing away as I unzipped his pants and reached inside and drew out his erection – feeling so hard and alive in my hand. Keeping my eyes on Daddy's handsome visage, I took him into my mouth, his cock now so familiar to my lips and tongue and I felt myself growing wetter as I tasted my father's precum and the unique flavor that his flesh possessed.
"Oh, Pooh, but I thought we were waiting for..." Daddy's voice trailed off as I rolled my tongue teasingly over the head of his cock.
I let him slip wetly from his mouth, feeling my saliva dripping off his cock as I replied, "Oh, we will, Daddy, but I wanted to do this for you now because I know it will help you last longer...later." Daddy groaned as I gazed up at him with an evil smile in my eyes while I took him back into my mouth, sliding my lips back and forth – each time taking him a little deeper down my throat. It pleased me to know that even though three weeks ago, I came nowhere near being able to deep-throat my father's cock, I had mastered his long, thick monster quick enough.
I felt almost giddy, sucking Daddy's cock in the middle of the living room without any worries of getting caught and Daddy moaned and sighed as I sort of giggled and hummed gaily with my mouth stuffed full of his throbbing penis. His fingers intertwined in my short, curly hair and I crinkled my eyes at him to show how pleased I was when he slowly began to fuck my face.
I sucked and slobbered and licked at Daddy's cock until I could feel him tensing up, coming off the balls of his feet and I wrapped my lips tightly around the head of his cock and sucked ferociously until he growled, "POOH!" and then he exploded in my mouth – gushing thick streamers of his strong, hot semen. I moaned approvingly, my tongue rolling over his piss slit, urging him to give me more of his seed...his sweet daddy seed that I knew I was forever addicted to.
Daddy squirted and shot semen for what seemed forever, but finally the flood of his sperm eased to a trickle and then nothing and I finally let him slip from my mouth, offering one last loving kiss and lick to the slowly shrinking head. "Thank you, Daddy," I purred, slowly rising up – my muscles taut and protesting as I did.
"Thank you, Pooh...that was incredible." Daddy pulled me to him again and kissed me on the lips, not seeming to mind in the least that he could taste himself on my lips. That made my daddy all the more attractive to me – I'd never come across a high school boyfriend that had let me kiss him after I went down on him.
"You're welcome, Daddy," I said as I started to undress him. "Are you ready for dinner?"
My father nodded as he watched me strip him naked, replying, "Um...yeah, it smells wonderful, like something my mother used to make."
I giggled and leaned into Daddy, enjoying how his naked and hairy chest felt against my bare titties and kissed him. Then I slipped my hand through Daddy's arm and led him towards the dining room – a rarely used area of our house. There, dinner awaited us and Daddy sighed happily as I said, "It should, I found Granny Paula's recipe book that she gave Mama and fixed her 'Pot Roast and Taters!'
Daddy looked at me with an expression of wonderment as he murmured, "My favorite! I can't believe you've done all this...your mother never..."
He stopped speaking as I guided him to his seat and kissed him again. "Well, from now on, my daddy is going to be treated a lot better." I leaned over, well aware that Daddy was staring at my hanging breasts and bussed him on the cheek. "I'm going to give you whatever you want, Daddy." I moved to take my seat, pleased that I'd impressed Daddy as well as score points at Mama's expense. My mother had never cared for Granny Paula or her cooking and had flat out refused to use her recipes.
Daddy was in hog heaven as he made his way through his mother's pot roast and roasted potatoes which he claimed I'd fixed perfectly – eating two helpings while I watched him, a little surprised at how good it made me feel to please him in such a domesticated way.
When he finally finished and I cleared away the dishes, his eyes watching my mostly naked body the entire time, I said teasingly, "Is my daddy ready for dessert?"
Daddy groaned and leaned back, patting his belly as he replied, "Lord, Pooh – I'm not sure I could eat another bite!"
I laughed as I stepped to him and eased myself atop the dining room table in front of him, scooting back a bit and spreading my legs as I tugged my apron away to reveal my newly shaved and baby smooth mound to my father. "Are you sure, Daddy? It seems to me that lately this might be your favorite treat."
"Ohhhh, Pooh!" Daddy breathed, staring hungrily down at my bald pussy – as hairless as the day I was born. My labia were swollen with arousal and spread wide apart – their lewd blossom revealing glistening wet flesh. I had been sopping wet since before Daddy came home – the evidence gleaming on my juice covered thighs.
I barely had time to whisper in a little girl voice, "Eat me, Daddy!" before he plunged his face into my crotch, his tongue wide and flat as it licked my cunt from bottom to top before spearing between my pussy lips and into my sodden, fiery cunt. "Oooooohhh, Daddy!" I crooned as several hours of lusty need were finally addressed by my father's talented mouth.



I could barely remain sitting upright so powerful were the sinful sensations that Daddy triggered in me as he sucked at my labia and lapped me again and again, his tongue swirling and roiling over my aroused flesh – pussy juice suddenly splattering against his chin and chest as he roughly tongued my clitoris as carnal ecstasy so powerful it nearly made me black out, coursed through my body.
Daddy snarled and gobbled as he licked me...any words becoming utter gibberish as he filled his mouth with my cunt, tongue delving deep inside my slick, pink pussy, but I understood him. I was his favorite desert and he took nearly as much pleasure from eating his daughter's pussy as I did from having him eat me.
My pussy was on fire and Daddy's tongue was incestuous gasoline, igniting my pleasure and need for more as he licked and sucked at me. I let my head fall back and I screamed, "EAT ME, DADDY! LICK ME AND MAKE ME CUMMMM!" as my legs kicked wildly as I spread them wider and raised them up – my high heels dangling from my feet while I bucked my pelvis against Daddy's mouth – his tongue seeming to plunge impossibly deep within my quivering pussy!
Suddenly I was screaming with tears running down my face as Daddy's lips carefully, but securely fastened around my clit and he began to hum, suck and lick it all at the same time or so it seemed. I wasn't sure because I was having a super-orgasm – the pleasure welling up inside me being so intense, I wasn't sure if it was actually pleasure or some terribly wonderful type of torturous pain. I writhed in orgasm and it just didn't seem to end, but just kept rising and becoming new and unsuspected levels of erotic pleasure that seemed to consume me, evolving me into something new...a being not of flesh, but of pure carnal desire and joy and I screamed my love for Daddy until my throat was hoarse with pain and I was slipping into a world that consisted of nothing but never-ending orgasm.
I came back into myself aware that I was gasping for air and that my body was still quivering with ecstatic delight and that I felt as if I were floating or perhaps, rocking weightlessly in the air. I opened my eyes to see my father's loving face smiling back at me. Behind him, the scenery floated and changed. I felt safe and secure, wrapped in strong, loving arms...my daddy's strong, loving arms. It was only then that I realized Daddy was carrying me somewhere...carrying me like I was a child again...or his bride.
"Daddy, where are we going?" I said it in a halting, child-like voice.
"I'm taking you to bed, Pooh," Daddy replied, his voice sounding like pure love.
"Are you going to fuck me, Daddy?" I asked, impishly keeping my voice sounding young.
"Yes, I am. I'm going to fuck my little Pooh until you scream with more pleasure than you ever imagined possible."
I moaned wordlessly, anticipating the moment and not speaking until I saw Daddy was moving towards my bedroom. "No, Daddy," I whispered, pointing towards the door where he and Mama had slept for over thirty years. "That's our bedroom now. You're my man and I'm your daughter and you're going to fuck me on our bed!" Daddy's nostrils flared with anticipation and if he thought me presumptuous to claim Mama's place as my own, he didn't say so, but simply changed direction and took me into the bedroom where he was going to claim my virginity.
Daddy paused as he stepped across the threshold. "Oh my, been busy haven't you, Pooh?" he said staring around the room. Over a dozen candles lit the room with a single lamp turned on, its light muted into an erotic red shade by a scarf draped across the lampshade. Scented candles filled the air with hints of lime and coconut and gentle ocean breezes, bringing to life a secret fantasy of someday fucking my daddy on a beach somewhere in the Southern Pacific.
"Do you like it, Daddy?" I said softly, my hand slowly reaching up to caress his cheek. "Will you fuck me now, Daddy?"
He turned to the bed which was freshly made and turned down and he carefully climbed up onto the bed and moved on his knees towards the center of the bed where he tenderly laid me down. He loomed over me, staring at me as if I wasn't real or if he tried to touch me, I would simply dissipate like mist. I eyed the massive erection that rose from his lap, his thick cockhead oozing precum as it waved in the air. I spread my legs and pulled my knees back as I held out my arms to my father and moaned, "Fuck me, Daddy! Claim my cherry – claim me – make me your woman!" I waggled my fingers anxiously and sighed, "I love you, Daddy! Come fuck your little girl!"
Daddy moved between my spread legs – his cock so hard now that it nearly slapped against his belly and I was young and inexperienced enough that I had no idea how rare that was for a man of Daddy's age. I did instinctively comprehend his expression as he moaned, "God, yes, Pooh. I'm going to fuck you until you beg for mercy!" The coarseness of his voice – raw and hungry was matched by the almost bestial expression of lust and desire that was etched on his face. I understood completely. Daddy was a man and his daughter was a woman and like animals in heat, nothing could stop us from mating now.
Suddenly, Daddy's weight was on me and his lips crushed against mine, his tongue hunting down my tongue as he kissed me hungrily, my nipples dragging against his furry chest as he hunched against me. I rolled my hips even as Daddy's hands reached down and cupped my buttocks, tilting me slightly and then I felt his immense thickness against my labia and I shrieked into Daddy's mouth as his cock spread my pussy lips and invaded my flesh.
I understood that any desire to be gentle with me was gone – that my first time with a man was going to be a primal, lustful thing and the only thing that matched my Daddy's desires were my own incestuous hunger to have my daddy buried deep inside me. Even as Daddy rammed his cock into my wet and tight pussy, I flung my pelvis up to meet his thrust and then I was screaming with pain and pleasure as my father's swollen penis spread my cunt flesh as he sank into me to the hilt!
"So goddamn sweet and tight, Pooh!" Daddy growled at me as I sobbed with both pain and pleasure, my mind reeling that it was my father inside me, filling up my most intimate place with the cock that had made me. My body naturally responded to his erect penis and without thinking, I was already beginning to undulate my body against Daddy's – seeking to start that magical dance that only a man and woman could share...one that I had truly never known, but now hungered like never before to experience.
"Fuck me, Daddy!" I sobbed, already feeling an orgasmic wave building within me. "Show me how much you love me, Daddy and fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME!"
My first honest cock induced orgasm exploded within me – part of it the incredible sensation of my cunt being completely filled with hard dick and part of it fueled by the knowledge that the hard dick was hard, Daddy dick! I began to buck and rock under my father and Daddy responded by immediately beginning a series of thrusts and lunges, sawing his big, hard cock in and out of my pussy, grunting like a working bull seeding his herd.
I wept with the pleasure of my daddy's cock buried in me. I screamed with the ecstatic knowledge that it was my father who was fucking me. I laughed and shouted in exhortation in the desire to never release Daddy's cock from my fiery and sodden cunt. It was lovely...it was heaven...it is impossible to fully describe the beauty and perfection that was that first dance of incest with Daddy. I only knew it was wonderful beyond words and that it was perfection and that love and lust for my father would forevermore be intertwined in my feelings for him. I could feel Daddy's love for me in every throb of his cock and I recognized his pure lust for me with every kiss he planted on my lips.
I smelled our arousal as the air filled with the aroma of pussy and cock and sweat and lust amidst the sounds of wet flesh slapping on wet flesh as Daddy pounded me with his cock driving the air from me in harsh gasps each time he bottomed out in my pussy, drawing wails of intense pleasure as he ground his crotch into mine, the head of his dick probing deeper with each thrust – seeking my cervix – seeking that most optimum location to fill me with his baby-making seed!
My eyes went wide and I screamed with new pleasure as I was suddenly aware of an overwhelming need to make my daddy a new baby – the most ancient and primal drives within me now awakened as Daddy drove his cock into me again and again! My body screamed to be impregnated by my father, my ecstasy addled mind seconding the notion as it sent my pleasure to even greater heights.
I screamed, "YESSSSS! FUCK ME, DADDY, FUCK ME AND GIVE ME A BABY! GIVE ME THAT BIG COCK AND FILL ME UP, DADDY – I LOVE YOU SO MUCH! FUCK ME, DADDY!" between wet, sloppy kisses and harsh, quick gasps for air as Daddy just kept burying that wonderful penis inside me...so huge that it made me feel tight and swollen from the delicious way his shaft scraped my clinging pussy flesh. "DEEPER, DADDY!" I moaned. "FUCK ME DEEPER AND HARDER WITH THAT DADDY DICK!"
Daddy obliged me, thrusting deep into me and as he ground his groin against my cunt, his hands swept down away along my widespread legs, lifting them up and then they were draped on his shoulders and he was tilting me up and then as deep as he was, Daddy's erection seemed to slip even deeper inside me, finding new sweet spots for the tip of his spongy and yet firm cock head to probe and then he moved his knees up just a little and began to hammer into me again – a series of brutal and quick thrusts that detonated my most intense orgasm yet.
I began clawing at his shoulders and back like a wild cat in heat, screaming wordlessly and shrilly as my body writhed and convulsed and the white hot ecstasy spread through me, consuming me until I was nothing but incarnate sexual pleasure and then when I thought nothing could surpass it, I could Daddy snarl, "Cumming, Pooh...all for you, little girl!"
I felt Daddy thrust hard and deep into me – literally driving the air out of my body. In the tight confines of my pussy, I could feel Daddy's cock begin to swell and then he began to flood my womb with molten hot semen. "DADDDDDDYYYYYYY!" I screamed as my father began to empty his sperm inside me...pleasure spreading to every fiber of my body, making it feel as if my curly, black hair was standing on end while my toes tried to clench and make little fists. My nipples throbbed with a painful intensity, so swollen I thought they might burst.
My screams faded into sobs that were then muffled as Daddy kissed me again and again, licking and sucking at my lips as he just seemed to go on ejaculating forever. Time seemed to stand still – a long moment of forever perfection punctuated only by Daddy's soft moans of, "I love you, Pooh...Daddy loves you so much, Pooh."
The intensity of the erotic sensations left me helpless and limp. I felt my legs slide off Daddy's shoulders to rest all wide and akimbo. Daddy finally withdrew from me with an obscenely wet sucking noise which I could only respond to with a moan of both pleasure and loss. I felt Daddy's body rise off of mine and then he was cuddling me – holding me close, wrapped up in his arms and I think I murmured, "I love you, Daddy!" before I drifted off into a sweet slumber in which orgasmic aftershocks lent an erotic tone.
I awoke what must have been hours later. The room was dimmer as some of the candles had burned down and guttered out. I was aware of hands caressing my body – Daddy's hands, cupping and massaging my breasts while he showered gentle kisses all over me, starting in the sweet, sensitive spots in the hollow of my throat and the following a path downward, his tongue marking the trail, pausing only to kiss me here...and there. Lips pursed and closed around my nipples, first one and then the other, sucking them while his tongue flickered over the hard tips.
Daddy's sweet kisses continued down to my belly, stopping long enough for his tongue to tease my belly-button playfully before continuing down, kissing first my left inner thigh, then my right. A hand slipped over my bald pussy, smearing the wetness there that was both mine and Daddy's. His mouth blew warm air across my well fucked flesh and then his tongue zeroed in on my clitoris and I arched my back as again pleasure immeasurable coursed through my body.
Something wet and large slapped against my shoulder and I turned and saw Daddy's cock inches from my face. I moved and took it effortlessly in my mouth, my head dizzy as I tasted Daddy's now familiar semen and my own pussy juices. The combination was a new taste sensation and I was instantly hooked. Eagerly I sucked at Daddy's dick, my tongue busily swirling about to clean him up.
Then Daddy withdrew from my mouth and I would have whined in displeasure, but Daddy hands were guiding me – rolling me over and urging me onto my hands and knees. "Daddy?" I murmured questioningly.
"Shhhh, Pooh – Daddy wants to please his little girl again. I've...dreamed of this," Daddy said softly, pressing himself against me – his chest warm and scratchy against my back and his arms tight around my body. He kissed the nape of my neck, even as he pulled me upright – his cock between my thighs, his shaft sliding along my pussy lips – the sensation so good, I could almost feel my labia puckering with anticipation. Daddy's hand cupped my breasts again, palms rubbing circles over my hard nipples – the friction making the hairs on my arms stand up.
Daddy leaned me forward, his hands pressing down on my back until I went down, now resting on my knees and elbows, making my tight butt wave higher in the air. Daddy eased back and I felt his hands on my buttocks, spreading them slightly and then his erection was probing my pussy again – finding my slick and spread labia and then I let out a soulful moan as he again plunged into me – his firm thrust burying several inches of his cock inside me again and I bit my lower lip as new and lewd sensations rippled through me as his flanged cock head stroked into me from new angles, filling me up so sweetly.
I dropped my head to the sheets, my voice almost muffled as I moaned, "Yesssss! Oh, Daddy, yessssss! Your daddy cock feels so good!" Incestuous pleasure swept over me – my fingers clawing at the sheets as Daddy's arms went around my waist and he began to fuck me steadily from behind. I was stunned as I realized that from this position, Daddy was now again plundering virgin flesh – somehow sinking deeper into my pussy than the first time!
"Fu-fuck me, Daddy! FUCK ME HARD!" I screamed as pleasure expanded into ecstasy, growing greater each time Daddy impaled me with his long, thick dick. Again, I was swept away in the illicit joy of being fucked, being fucked by my father and that my daddy was fucking me doggie-style! I was quickly rendered nearly helpless – held up by Daddy's strong arms while my ears were filled with the loud and wet slaps of flesh against flesh as Daddy fucked me from behind.
"Sweet girl...my sweet Pooh – Damn, little girl, I love your tight pussy!" Daddy moaned, his voice hoarse with desire. His hands slid up my waist to cup my tits again, fingers digging painfully into my firm tits and using his grip for leverage as he slammed into me faster and harder. "Love you, Pooh...Daddy loves you so much!"
"L-love y-you, tooooo!" I wailed back, feeling myself being raised up by Daddy. One hand left my breasts and suddenly there were fingers intertwined in my curly hair, pulling my head back farther, arching my back as I felt Daddy's lips on my cheek. He fucked me without mercy then, holding me against him, rolling his hips and thrusting forward to bury himself deep in my young womb again and again. My lips found his and we kissed messily and erotically, tongues slathering against each other before, during and after each slobbery wet kiss.
Daddy's hand left my hair and slid back over my body – caressing my shoulder, my right tittie and then slipped over my flat belly to find my cock filled cunt, fingers sweeping over the wrinkled and sopping wet folds of flesh and then bracketing my clitoris which he teased as I broke off a wet kiss to scream as I orgasmed – my pussy tightening around Daddy's throbbing cock!
I could only hang limp in Daddy's grasp, my body convulsing in the throes of carnal ecstasy as he fucked me, him groaning in pleasure as he wormed his cock in and out of my greedily grasping pussy. Abruptly, Daddy stopped and I whined as I felt him withdraw completely. Daddy was gasping for air – his face red with effort as I realized he'd been fucking me for many minutes. He gave a halting laugh and said, "Just got to take a breather, Pooh – reckon I'm not gonna be cumming too quick!"
Daddy fell onto his back, looking both sexy and funny with his body slick with sweat and his erect cock waving in the air. As my own orgasmic sensations waned, I knew I had to have more of Daddy's dick and I giggled and said, "Let me do the work for a while, Daddy!" I scrambled on top of him – moving into a squat over his hard-on and taking it in hand. "My turn to fuck my daddy!" I purred as Daddy's eyes grew wide at the wantonness of his daughter.
I trembled with excitement as I rubbed the head of my father's cock against my wet flesh, sending new tremors of pleasure through my body. "You are so big, Daddy!" I sighed as I eased down and his cock head popped inside me. "I love you, Daddy...I love your big cock!" I whispered in my sexiest little girl voice as I slowly impaled myself on my daddy's erect penis. I gave a low and lewd mewl as I felt Daddy expanding me, drilling deeper inside me and making me feel more like a real woman than ever before.
Daddy's dick seemed to go on forever inside me until finally I felt his wiry pubic hair tickling my bald pussy. I gave a little wriggle, making my firm tits bounce a little and wrinkled my nose at Daddy and said, "I love how fucking huge you feel in me, Daddy!" And I did...Daddy's cock was again at the limits of virgin territory. I rolled my hips to see if I could him any deeper into my womb, but like a perfectly fitting glove, my pussy was absolutely packed with his cock, almost as if it had been meant this way...Daddy and Daughter joined together – cock and pussy as God had wanted it to be.
Orgasm washed over me and I almost fainted from the intensity, reaching out with my hands to steady myself on Daddy's chest – fingernails raking light, bloody lines on his flesh. Neither of us seemed able to speak – rendered mute by our incestuous joy and capable of only sighs and moans. My world went gray for a moment, leaving my consciousness awash in an ocean of ecstasy and then I was back, impaled perfectly on Daddy's cock, his eyes locked onto mine as we said, "I love you," silently to each other.
As my orgasm receded in intensity, I slowly began to rock atop Daddy and that was sinfully sweet. I got my feet positioned and slowly rose up a few inches and then slowly dropped back down and almost swooned. I never imagined a cock producing so much pleasure. I think Daddy felt it too as he managed to gasp, "So fucking sweet, Pooh! Daddy is so proud of you, baby girl!"
Daddy's words felt almost as good as his cock and I began to slowly ride him, rising up enough to savor the sensation of Daddy's cock scraping along my pussy flesh, but never, never letting him escape my clasping lips. I slowly eased into a steady motion, whispering, "I love you, Daddy," as I fucked him – holding his hands against my breasts after he reached out and began to squeeze and caress them.
It was my turn to sweat madly with carnal effort, dripping perspiration as I bounced atop Daddy's cock – drops of sweat splattering against Daddy's chest as I felt him filling me up again and again...orgasmic explosions temporarily halting my efforts as I sobbed and cummed again and again!



I don't know how long I rode Daddy, fucking that glorious cock. It seemed like hours...even days of being immersed in his love. I reckon it was just minutes, but for the first time, I understood the concept of perfection. Making love to Daddy was the very manifestation of perfect and I never wanted it to end...at least until Daddy gasped, "I'm gonna cum, Pooh – sweet lord, I'm gonna cum in you, little girl!"
Just Daddy announcing his need to climax sent me over the edge and I was already sliding into orgasm when I fully impaled myself on his swelling cock one last time, feeling his head nudging my cervix and then there was a fiery flood of semen inside me – steaming jets of Daddy sperm filling me up and I wailed soulfully and collapsed atop Daddy, helpless as my hips ground instinctively against Daddy's crotch, willing his seed to invade me deeply.
Suddenly, Daddy's hands were on my face, tilting my head back even as he leaned in and kissed me and we smooched loudly and wetly while his cock throbbed and ejaculated in my womb, Daddy flinging his hips upward just enough to make me cry out – a bit surprised that amidst the firestorm of my orgasm, he could induce even more pleasure with his wonderful penis.
As our mutual orgasm began to wind down, I found myself fighting to stay awake – my weariness from being fucked so magnificently overwhelming my desire to savor the sweet sensation of having Daddy's cock still nestled inside me. My last thoughts were of sighing, "I love you so much, Daddy," and maybe hearing him reply, "I love you, my sweet, sweet Pooh."
My God, how my life changed that night. I awoke happier than I had ever been and somewhat abashed that at the grand old age of eighteen, I had pretty much believed that I was knowledgeable of the world and that I'd pretty much figured out the sex thing even though before Daddy I had only been a virgin. Only in the lovely afterglow of that first night of making love and fucking Daddy did I realize what a child I had been...so arrogant and foolish.
My new life begun the next morning when I vowed to myself to be Daddy's disciple and learn as much as I could from him and to be his forevermore. That first weekend, Daddy and I went at it with the intensity of young honeymooners and in a way, that's what we were. I never had to say it but I was Daddy's wife now. We weren't sure how we'd work it all out once Mama returned from Amelia's, but there was no going back and there was no giving each other up. Daddy and I had a hunger for each other that was insatiable.
When Daddy returned to work on Monday, he moved a little slowly, his cock red and sore from fucking and sucking. Even then, his magnificent cock twitched eagerly when I gave him a little kiss on the tip goodbye. For my part, I walked funny for half a week, enduring teasing from some of my girlfriends and some unhappy grilling from my now ex-boyfriend, Billy.
At home, Daddy and I couldn't keep our hands and mouths off each other and every night ended with his cum in my cunt or in my mouth...often both. Daddy's leg cramps and pains completely vanished and he even lost a little weight and the look of utter weariness evaporated from his face. Daddy looked happier and ten years younger and that pleased me nearly as much as having his cock inside me.
Of course, we knew and dreaded that this couldn't go on forever – that sooner or later, Mama would be returning home. Our first inkling of that was the phone call from Mama telling us that Amelia had given birth, another son...healthy and squalling. Daddy and I drove the five hours to Atlanta...although in truth, it was more like six hours because Daddy fucked me behind a big trucking center when our lust just overwhelmed us.
It was a test of my control that I arrived at Amelia's and hugged Mama while feeling my panties soaked with Daddy sperm that leaked from my well fucked pussy. Of course, any guilt I might have had vanished when Mama began fussing at me because to her, "Your daddy looks thin – you should be taking better care of him."
Daddy rushed to my defense, replying, "Pooh's taking great care of me, Helen. I've lost a little weight because..." Daddy tossed me a casual wink that made my cum filled cunt flutter as he finished, "Because I've been getting more exercise...a lot more exercise."
Mama just snorted and muttered something under her breath about a 'lazy girl's sorry cooking.' I ignored her and spent most of my visit being a good Aunt Lilly to my older niece and nephew and 'oohing and ahhing' over the new baby. Mama and Daddy went off by themselves several times to "talk" and whatever the subject, neither looked pleased when they came back. I wondered if Mama suspected him and me, but all inquiring looks at Daddy got a gentle smile and a shake of the head in reply.
The first evidence of their talks came during dinner with Amelia's family when Mama brought up her business, mentioning that not only had her office been running smoothly in her absence, "I trained Bettina and Tim well," but that the corporate office had her looking at a local agency that was having trouble to see if she had any insight into how to fix things. "Can you imagine, they want me to take it over and run it."
Mama gave me a rare smile. "What do you think, Lillian – wouldn't it be nice to live in Atlanta instead of some old smelly paper mill factory town?"
I paused in mid-chew, my mouth opening in surprise, drawing a frown from Mama. It was several seconds before I could respond with, "Mama...I don't want to leave home...not now. I love our town. I love our house."
Mama rolled her eyes and sneered, "You sound just like your father. You wouldn't know a good thing if it bit you in the ass!"
Amelia made a small grunting noise, looking at Mama and rolling her eyes towards the little ones. Daddy spoke up then, "Nobody's moving anywhere. I'm no where near retiring and I'm not moving." He glanced up from his tuna casserole and added, "Period."
Mama rolled her eyes again and then scooted back her seat and excused herself, leaving in a bit of a huff. In the uncomfortable silence that followed, Amelia broke the silence by saying, "You would love it here, Daddy. Lord knows Mama does." My big sister spared me a withering glance and said, "I'd think you'd like it here too, Lilly – there's a lot of good schools and so much more to do."
I shook my head and the uncomfortable silence resumed. It was only when Amelia and I were alone, cleaning up the dishes, that she spoke up and said, "There's another reason Mama wants Daddy to move up here. Mama thinks Daddy might be cheating on her."
I felt my cheeks burning as I tried to bluff my way through responding, "That's just bullshit, Amelia. Daddy goes to work and comes home and that's it." I focused on washing the dishes and telling myself that if I hadn't exactly told the truth, I hadn't exactly told a lie.
"Well, Mama says he seems too happy and relaxed. She thinks he's screwing around on her."
"Maybe it's because he hasn't had to put up with all her happy bullshit." I snapped. I paused and turned to look at my sister. "Besides, why should she care? Mama told me she'd cut Daddy off years ago."
Amelia laughed...a cold, unsympathetic laugh that reminded me so much of Mama. "Yeah, I know." She reached out and took my hand, "If Daddy were cheating...you'd at least tell me wouldn't you, Lilly?"
I rolled my eyes and replied crisply, "I promise you, Amelia. If I ever catch Daddy out with another woman, you'll be the first to know." Amelia stared at me for a moment and I feared for a second that she saw right through me and knew my secret, but then she nodded and excused herself to go nurse the new baby.
The trip couldn't end quickly enough for me and I was thrilled to wave goodbye and head north with Daddy, scooting across the seat to cuddle up to him as soon as we'd gotten out of sight. "God, Daddy, I've missed you!" I murmured, feeling wet and gooey already between my legs – amazed at how only two days of abstinence could make me so horny.
Daddy dropped his hand onto my bare left leg and slid it up under the blue jean skirt I was wearing and smiling when he discovered I had no panties on. "I can tell, Pooh." His fingers fluttered along my labia, prodding them to flower open wider. "I missed you too."
Nothing more was said for a while as we negotiated Atlanta's maddening traffic and eventually got on I-75 northbound. Daddy played and teasingly fingered me the whole time so that by the time we were free of the city, I was already squirming and moaning – the car reeking of my wet pussy creams and me close to orgasm.
Daddy's fingers masterfully twirled and probed inside my cunt as I sobbed and cried, violently shaking my head as Daddy made me cum hard – both from his expertise and from sheer need. When I finally slumped down beside him, Daddy pulled his fingers from my tight pussy with a wet pop and held them up, putting my glistening juices and clumps of creamy cum on his fingers on display. Daddy took his eyes off the road just long enough to wink at me before he put one finger in his mouth and lewdly and loudly sucked it off. I reached out and took him by the wrist and then sat up on my knees and sucked my own juices off his middle finger, slowly running my lips up and down his digit.
"Damn, Pooh," Daddy muttered, his voice full of lust. "Now we're gonna have to make a stop." I kept sucking Daddy's finger until we got a few miles down the road and reached a rest stop – my father veering quickly off the road and taking us to the far end of the car parking area.
I let his finger slip from my lips and said in a sexy little girl voice, "Does Daddy need his big ol thang sucked?" Daddy's response was to unbuckle his belt and open his slacks to free his big erection – the head of his cock an angry and insistent purple. "Oh, yummy, Daddy!" I said in the same voice and dropped my head in his lap. I opened wide and hungrily wrapped my lips around Daddy's cock, letting it slide deep into my throat – the knowledge that I was sucking my father giving me as strong a thrill as it had the first time.
At the this angle, I couldn't keep my eyes on Daddy's face constantly, but with each upward movement as my lips and tongue kissed and teased the head of his cock, I would look upward and give Daddy a loving look. Once in a while, I would let him slip from my lips so I could tell him, "I love sucking your big cock, Daddy," before gobbling him up at again.
Daddy's strong hand came up to cup the back of my head – fingers stroking the back of my neck and then gently ruffling my black curly mop as he whispered, "I love you, Pooh," over and over again. I fluttered my tongue over his spongy head and rolled it up and down his long shaft, sucking and licking eagerly, knowing that after two days, it wouldn't take Daddy long.
Quick enough, I heard Daddy gasp courteously, "Pooh...gonna cum, baby!" Daddy always warned me in case I didn't want his load, but eating Daddy's semen was something I knew I would never tire of. In response, I let him slip from my mouth until I had only the head of his cock trapped between my lips and then I sucked him furiously while my tongue whirled madly around.
"LOVE YOU, POOH!" Daddy grunted and his hips rose as he began to cum – two days worth of pent up hot and creamy semen and I gurgled approvingly as I drank his sperm, sucking at his penis to spur on his ejaculations. I felt a little lightheaded – overwhelmed with love for my father and in my eagerness, I allowed a little streamer of spunk to escape my lips and dribble down my chin. I focused my attention on sucking Daddy dry and then continued to suck him until he had to push me away because the sensations were too intense.
"I LOVE YOUR CUM, DADDY!" I cried loudly as I sat up while scooping up the escaped remnants of his semen and sucked them off my finger. I kissed him on the cheek and hugged him even as I became aware that we were not exactly alone. A few feet in front of our car in the grass, stood a man – maybe Daddy's age or a little older – dark hair shot through with gray underneath a straw fedora, holding the leash of a preoccupied York Terrier.
The man looked at us with what appeared to be shock and awe and I felt both embarrassed and aroused knowing that some stranger knew exactly what I'd been doing. I giggled and waggled my fingers at the man in a sort of girly wave. A grin broke out on his face and he waved back, tipped his hat to us both and wandered off in a bit of a good-humored daze. Daddy looked at me and said, "I reckon it's time to go."
I giggled and as I tucked Daddy's cock back inside his pants, said, "Don't be embarrassed, Daddy. I'm not." I kissed him on the cheek again and said in a husky voice, "Daddy, I'd fuck you in the middle of Times Square under a neon sign that said, 'Pooh loves her daddy more than anything!'"
Daddy snorted and said, "Well...we probably aint going that far."
I snuggled up against Daddy, feeling loved and safe and after several miles had rolled by, said, "Mama thinks you're cheating on her."
Daddy nodded and replied, "Yep...and she's right. She says a man don't look as happy as I am unless he's getting laid."
I pursed my lips into a pout and said, "I don't think we're cheating. I just took Mama's place when she gave you up."
"Well, she's pretty suspicious. Guess she wants to get me out of town and to Atlanta where she can keep her thumb on me."
I felt my heart do a flip. "Daddy, we're...you're not moving to Atlanta?"
Daddy snorted again and said, "Sweetie...I actually like my job and I don't plan to retire for another ten-twelve years." He looked over at me and reached out and squeezed my leg. "I also happen to love my house and the young woman who lives there with me. We're not going anywhere, Pooh."
And we didn't. Once we got home, Daddy and I resumed our loving daddy-daughter lifestyle – him going to work and me to school and spending the rest of our time loving and fucking each other. Daddy had me in every position possible in every room of the house. Breakfast often concluded with me on my knees sucking Daddy off and sending him to work with a smile on his face and me to school with a bellyful of fresh semen. Supper usually ended with me bent over the kitchen table and Daddy taking me from behind. Bedtime found us cuddled together, limbs intertwined as our bodies cooled from making love and we slipped into a restful and hard earned slumber. Life was...in a word, heaven!
And then Mama came home. She'd stayed with Amelia for five months and we'd gone down periodically to visit in order to coo over the baby, play with the youngsters and to allow Mama and Daddy an opportunity to argue over Mama's desire to move us to Atlanta. Spring was in the air and Mama was now determined to force Daddy's hand.
I came home from school to find Mama and Daddy sitting once more at the kitchen table. My disappointment over my plans to have a nice afternoon fuck with Daddy was tempered by my concern for the obvious storm clouds over their heads. Mama didn't have to say a word, but stared angrily at an empty chair. I sat my backpack down and slid into the seat. "Hi, Mama – good to have you home."
Mama ignored my pleasantries and got right to the point. "I came back to end this nonsense and move us to Atlanta."
"What nonsense is that, Mama?" I asked, trying to sound ignorant and innocent at the same time.
"All this damned foolishness. Your daddy has worked thirty years in that damned paper mill and he can retire. Between my salary and his pension, we can live quite handsomely. Once we sell the house, you can live at whatever school you chose. Stay in Tennessee or come to Georgia." She didn't add it, but her tone all but said it for her that she didn't really care what I did.
"What if Daddy doesn't want to move. We both love it here and we love this house!"
"We're moving," Mom nearly screamed, almost rising out of her chair to snap at me. "Things are going to change. Your father and I are moving to Atlanta and whatever little whore he's hiding and you're covering up for can go to hell. This nonsense is over!"
Daddy started to speak, but I beat him to it. "Yes, this nonsense is going to stop, Mama. I'm not moving and neither is Daddy and I am not 'covering up' for some other woman." I did stand up and got right in Mama's face as I snarled, "Daddy never took up with any whore. He works like a dog to support you and me and he comes home every goddamned day and spends it with me...with ME, Mama – the only woman in this family that isn't afraid to love him like he deserves!"
And just like that, understanding blossomed in Mama's eyes. She sat back as if I slapped her, looking over at Daddy and then back at me. I moved to stand beside Daddy, draping an arm over his shoulder possessively as I looked scornfully at my mother. Her eyes grew frosty and I'm sure she was picturing just how close her husband and daughter were. Finally, she muttered, "John?" packing a boatload of questions into one word.
Daddy nodded and said, "This is the way it is, Helen. I'm not moving and neither is Pooh. We love this place and we love each other." Just to make sure Mama had no misperceptions, Daddy drove it home by adding, "Pooh and I love each other like a man and woman should love."
For a moment, I thought Mama's angry and bitter façade might crack...that she might see all that she had pissed away and I had just a second's chance to wonder what might happen if it did. In my heart, I thought I still loved them both enough to step out of the picture if my mother came to her senses, but then Mama shoved away from the table and almost spit at us, "You two deserve each other...rot in hell!" Mama went upstairs and came back a few minutes later with a bag, got back into her car and I haven't seen her since.
Daddy just shook his head and pulled me into his lap. "Well...I reckon that went about as good as it could've possibly gone. I guess it's just you and me now, Pooh." His arm reached around me to pull me against him, his hand resting comfortably on my left breast. I could feel my heart pounding and my nipples hardening as I realized that Daddy was now mine...exclusively mine!
Still, I wondered if this was going to bring trouble with it. "Daddy, do you think Mama will...um, tell on us?"
Daddy chuckled and shook his head. "Oh no, Helen's terrible pride will never let her reveal it. I loved your mother...hell, I reckon I still do, but Pooh, your mama was and is the most prideful woman I ever met." Daddy stood up, me sliding to my feet as he towered over me, his hands now on my shoulders.
Daddy kissed me...slow and gently...a lovers' kiss. "It's just us now, Pooh, the first day of the rest of our lives together. What would you like to do?"
I grinned and said, "Well...on the way home, before I realized Mama was here, I was thinking maybe you and me could go upstairs and take a nap."
Daddy grinned and arched an eyebrow. "A nap, baby...really?"
I giggled and said, "Well, not really. I was thinking that maybe we could have some fun...work on some mathematics...like maybe a sixty-nine and then afterwards, a nap before supper."
Daddy smiled and turned, taking my hand as he moved towards the hallway. "I like that...math was always my favorite subject." Daddy proved again to me how adept he was at things associated with numbers as I struggled to suck his cock appropriately while he expertly tongued and licked my quivering pussy through one orgasm after another, beginning a new chapter in our love affair.
At home, we were now more like a loving man and wife than ever before and whatever regret Daddy might have had over losing Mama, I very quickly made him forget, loving him as he deserved to be loved...making him the center of my world and his happiness my most fervent desire. He reciprocated, our hearts growing as intimate as our bodies...discovering that our likes and interests went beyond the bedroom.



By the time I graduated, the divorce was final. Citing irreconcilable differences, Mama filed for divorce and Daddy took a shellacking in the settlement – taking out a new mortgage on the house to pay Mama more than her fair share of its value. Daddy did it without complaint, telling me, "What's a house payment compared to coming home every night to a wonderful and loving woman like you, Pooh?"
In late June, Daddy and I took a trip to North Carolina to visit Asheville and the famous mansion there. Daddy called it our honeymoon trip and to my pleased surprise, he actually meant it to be just that. Maybe an hours' drive into the lovely mountains there in a little town that seemed like it was stuck in time a hundred years past, he paid a justice of the peace to "marry" us...no paperwork of course, but just the words and the vow to each other before God.
When Daddy slipped a lovely gold ring on my finger with a small, perfect diamond and said huskily, "With this ring, I thee wed," I was almost in tears – my love for my father nearly overwhelming me.
After the justice of the peace pronounced us 'man and wife' and urged Daddy to kiss the bride and he did, taking his time about it and kissing me long and slowly, his tongue dancing with mine and then whispering, "I love you, Pooh," in my ear, I did cry, tears of pure love and joy streaming down my face.
We spent that night...that honeymoon night in an isolated cabin nestled deep in the mountains outside Ashville and Daddy fucked me so wonderfully – him between my thighs, my legs wrapped tightly around him as he slowly worked his long, thick cock in and out of my pussy...my fingernails clawing bloody trails down his back as I had orgasm after orgasm, both of us crying out our passion as he filled my womb with his hot, creamy semen.
In the afterglow of our lovemaking, we cuddled and kissed. Finally, at some point when Daddy had caught his breath, he said softly, "My God, Pooh – that was incredible...like I was taking your virginity again."
I nuzzled Daddy's chest and purred in utter contentment, "I know...I love knowing you're the only man to have me...every time with you is like..." I paused and then sang in a little girl's voice, "Like a virgin...touched for the very first time." We both laughed and kissed again, our tongues sliding deliciously against each other even as a thought occurred to me...one I had had before but had never worked up the courage to bring up with my loving father.".
Breaking the kiss, still in my little girl's voice, I whispered, "Daddy...I am still a virgin in one sense of the word."
Daddy sat up and looked at me...the slightly damp sheets pulled up to just below my full, perky breasts. "Pooh?" he said in a slightly mystified tone. Then his eyes went wide and he gasped, "Oh, baby! Surely, you're joking, Pooh...I'd tear you wide open!"
I giggled and said, "No you wouldn't, Daddy. Who better to offer my anal cherry to than my loving daddy...and husband?" I snaked my hand underneath the covers and was delighted to feel my father's cock quickly growing erect. "Besides, I can tell that you really do like the idea." I crawled up into my father's lap, feeling his hard-on slid along the length of my still tingling labia. In an almost obscenely innocent little girl voice, I said plaintively, "Daddy, won't you please fuck your little girl up her ass?"
"I fucking love you, Pooh," Daddy growled in a sex fueled snarl and then suddenly I was atop Daddy, his strong arms spinning me around until we were in the now very familiar sixty-nine position. "Get Daddy nice and sloppy wet, Pooh!" Daddy commanded me as he spread my butt cheeks. "I'll do the same for you!" I moaned before slipping my lips around Daddy's cock as I felt his hot, wet tongue slithering along the crack of my ass before tonguing my little brown hole.
My head was swimming with erotic anticipation as I sucked my father, tasting my own cunt creams on his throbbing cock while he wetly slurped at my asshole, his tongue going rigid again and again to probe at my backdoor, seeking entry into my anus. Daddy's fingers found their way into my semen filled pussy and I crooned around a mouthful of cock as he stirred the sloppy mixture around in my cunt...my heart beginning to pound wildly as his fingers slipped free of my well fucked vagina and then began to probe at my asshole too.
"DADDY, YES!" I moaned, his cock slipping from my mouth as orgasmic tremors exploded inside me as his middle finger wormed its way past my yielding sphincter. It didn't hurt although it felt passing strange to have anyone, let alone my daddy fingering my butthole. I squirmed atop Daddy for what seemed an eternity, but was probably no more than a couple of minutes, savoring this new and wicked feeling. I tried to resume sucking Daddy's dick, slurping at it wetly, leaving it slick with my saliva, but probably spent as much time moaning with pleasure as I did sucking.
Suddenly, Daddy shot into hurried motion and I was again on my back, Daddy's strong hands holding my ankles as he draped them over his shoulders and leaned in, curling me up like a fleshy ball until my knees were nearly bracketing my ears. I took a sudden deep breath as suddenly I felt something a lot bigger than a finger nudging my asshole. "Daddy..." I moaned with both anticipation and fear.
"I love you, Pooh." Daddy murmured, staring down at me with so much love and lust. "I love you...daughter...wife!" Daddy flexed his hips and I cried out as the head of his cock pressed relentlessly against my partially relaxed sphincter – which tightened up in response to the cock assault upon it, but too late as the head of Daddy's cock wormed its way up my back door. It did hurt even as my body also recognized pleasure that seemed so familiar yet alien at the same time.
I was huffing and puffing, tears rolling down my face as Daddy paused for a minute and then surged forward, filling my anus with another inch or two of his huge cock! I flung my head back and screamed with pain and delight, unable to separate the two intense sensations. "DADDDDYYYYY!" I shrieked even as his hips made another thrust and drove more of his cock up my ass. I tried to claw his back and shoulders, but wasn't able to get my arms to cooperate – my fingernails tearing at the sheets instead. My legs went into spasm – sticking straight out above Daddy's head – my toes clenched as a pain laced orgasm ripped through me.
Daddy held himself in place, buried inside me, being patient although my own ecstatic writhing actually resulted in more of his cock slipping up my anus. Only when my orgasmic storm seemed to be waning did Daddy begin moving again...this time slowly withdrawing...my anal ring clinging tightly to his cock before he drove forward again, driving the breath from my body and making my head spin madly as my orgasm renewed like gasoline being thrown on the fire.
In truth, at first it felt exactly as Daddy had warned...like he was splitting me in two, but with each stroke Daddy took in and out of my ass, the pain lessened and the pleasure increased...pure carnal pleasure laced with incestuous ecstasy. As Daddy fucked me in the ass, the rightness of our joining was undeniable. I had an overwhelming feeling that that this had always been our destiny...that Mama had merely been a means – a way station on Daddy's path to becoming the lover of his daughter.
As Daddy's hard, solid weight fell on me again and again, focusing to an erotic point that was the tip his long, hard penis, I could not conceive of a world that would have allowed for anything else. Daddy and I were soul mates...privileged as few ever are to know perfect and pure love as we possessed.
Everything around us become part of this erotic moment. Daddy's hard breathing...the smell of our sweaty bodies and the sound of them wetly slapping together. That nearly indescribable noise of his cock worming in and out of my asshole blending with the creaking of the bed springs we were taxing to their limit. My cries and sobs amidst declaration of love for my father and husband mixed with the unmistakable aromas of man/woman sex...all of it coming together in a swelling symphony of love and lust until finally Daddy cried out, "POOH, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH!" as he made one last deep thrust and filled my asshole with blasts of fiery semen.
"I LOVE YOU, DADDYYYY!" I screamed, finding the strength to fling myself against Daddy's groin and bury the head of his ejaculating cock a little deeper up my anus. "CU-CU-CUMMMING DADDDDDYYYY! LOVE Y-YOUR CU-CUMMMM!"
Daddy seemed to cum buckets up my ass...his climax seeming to go on forever. Longer still was it before my sphincter relaxed enough to let him slip out of my butthole. I curled up against Daddy as he kissed the tears of pleasure from my face, both of us whispering "I love you," to each other as our hearts slowly resumed their normal beating and our bodies quit gasping for air.
In Daddy's arms, I felt safe and loved as never before and as I slipped into a dreamy sleep, I relished both the sensation of feeling Daddy's seed in both my holes and the knowledge that I faced a lifetime of being loved like this.
#
In the years since, neither Daddy nor I have had any cause for regret. We never heard from Mama again, although after a few years, Amelia and I began trading the occasional letter and Christmas cards. She tells me that Mama is happy, maniacally focused on becoming the number one insurance agent in Atlanta. Apparently she still has no need for a man as Amelia says she never dates.
Daddy is well and for a man in his early sixties, his doctor says he has the heart of a man half his age and that he'll be around for decades to come. Daddy says it's because I gave him a life worth living for...a loving daughter and wife and two loving children of our own. In my third year of college, I became pregnant and gave Daddy the son he had always wanted...John Junior or J.J. as we call him. I decided to put off finishing my degree and focused on providing a loving home for Daddy and our son. Two years later, I gave Daddy another child...our beautiful little girl, Danielle, who Daddy often refers to as Pooh Junior.
Eventually, with Daddy's help, I bought the bakery and despite the occasional slur against my character, I have built up quite the business – selling homemade breads and donuts and cakes.
Oh yes, there was quite the speculation about John's round heeled daughter who got knocked up by persons unknown while whoring around Knoxville, but both Daddy and I let such remarks roll off our shoulders like raindrops from a spring shower. We are a loving family and Daddy's ardor for me has never cooled. Nothing else matters.
Now, when I wake up hearing Daddy's footsteps on the floorboards, I don't worry. He's simply checking on our babies...tucking the blankets in so they won't be cold, bringing them a drink of water or reassuring them if they had a bad dream. I know that in only a few minutes, Daddy will return to our bed to slip beneath the covers and if he needs soothing himself, he knows that in his daughter's loving arms, his little Pooh will soothe her Daddy's needs.
The End.
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It didn't take the sidelong glances and surreptitious stares of the other diners in the restaurant to cue me in that I was sharing a table with the sexiest and loveliest woman in the establishment. The fact that I had known the woman all my life didn't inure me of the fact either nor did the fact that the woman was my mother deter me from possessing such lustful desires for her. The truth is, I have always loved my mother more than anyone else and especially since puberty clued me in that love has many facets. I didn't only love Mom, I was in love with Mom.
Mom radiated such intense sexuality, it was a wonder that anyone could gaze at her long without going blind. Thankfully, instead of striking me sightless, her sheer carnality just fueled my longing for her. My heart beat wildly as I watched her sitting across from me, toying with her pasta, her brilliant green eyes seeming to peer into my soul as she coyly smiled at me.
For our evening out, Mom had chosen a strapless black dress with a plunging neckline that exposed much of her heavy, but still firm breasts and put her lovely shoulders on display. After years of wearing her black hair long, Mom had recently cut it much shorter, reminding me of that actress in "Ghost" from years ago. Out of sight underneath the table, but nevertheless on my mind was the short hem of her dress -- when standing, it ended at mid thigh showing off her lovely legs -- her outfit made complete by the three inch stilettos on her dainty feet. Mom was a voluptuous package in a skimpy dress and it thrilled me that she had chosen it for tonight...an intimate dinner with her son.
Mom smiled at me and then said softly in her lilting Tennessee accent, "You're awfully quiet tonight, sugar. Penny for your thoughts?"
I shrugged my shoulders -- an expression I had often been informed was exactly like my dad's and replied, "Just amazed that I'm the one sitting here with such a beautiful woman, Mom." I paused and said, "I can't begin to imagine how I got so lucky."
Mom blushed a little and said, "Well, thank you, Tommy...you're a silver tongued devil just like your daddy." It was hard to tell in the dim light of the Italian restaurant, but it seemed liked the blush was spreading down to her neck and exposed upper chest. There was a little wobble in her breasts as she seemed to breathe a little faster. "You know, son...you could call me Molly now. You're eighteen...we're both grown-ups." Mom gave me a speculative look as she said the last few words."
I nodded and said, "Molly...I guess I could get used to that, but...even when I call you that, in my heart, I would always mean Mom. Whatever else may be...you'll always be Mom to me."
That seemed to please my mother and she nodded. "I know...you have my blessing to call me Molly whenever you want, but I like hearing you call me Mom. I'll be honest, sugar -- I like the way you say it...I always have." She reached out and took my hand and squeezed it gently. "Speaking of whatever else may be...I reckon there's a few things we really need to talk about, isn't there?"
"Yes," I replied in almost a whisper -- my mouth suddenly dry and my heart beating even faster.
Mom smiled at me and said, "Well, you're eighteen now...you're no fool. You know how things are with me and your Dad and Mom-Carrie. How they were with Mom-Deb and Mom-Carrie and your Dad and me. We've talked many times over the years about what might happen when you became a man. You've never asked about the possibilities, but I know you have feelings for me...feelings beyond what's traditional between a mother and son."
My mother's face was definitely on fire now...for such a sexual woman, I was almost amazed that Mom seemed to be embarrassed. She plunged on, her fingers wrapped so tightly around mine that it was almost painful. "When...when you asked me out to dinner...asked me to go on a date with you, I knew that finally the time had come. You're eighteen, Tommy. You're a man now. You and I can finally talk about it."
I had a funny grin on my face and in a raspy voice said, "Talk about what, Mom?"
Mom barked a short laugh and said, "Don't you dare play coy with me, Matthew Thomas Hamilton. We're going to talk about us becoming lovers!" Mom's eyes were almost alit with green fire...denoting the carnal passion that I had only seen her have for Dad and Mom-Carrie and in my distant memory, Mom-Deb.
I shook my head slowly and said, "No, Mom...I didn't ask you here to talk about becoming lovers."
Mom's eyes went wide and she gasped. I felt her fingers loosen around mine and she began to sit back in her chair, but I tightened my grip on her hand even as she replied in a very quiet and shocked voice, "You...Tommy, you don't want to be my lover?"
Never letting go of her hand, I slipped out of my chair and moved to her side, dropping to one knee as I did so. With my free hand, I reached into my jacket pocket and removed a small box, flicking it open as I raised it and replied, "I don't want to just be your lover, Mom, I want to marry you."
I kissed Mom's hand and extended the engagement ring in the box. "Mom...Molly Cash Hamilton, will you please marry me?"
Mom was speechless, one hand clapped against her mouth, eyes wide open in stunned amazement. I let her hand slip free so that I could pluck the ring out of its container...the square cut diamond sparkling magically off the flickering light of the candle on our table. I took Mom's left hand and placed the ring at the tip of her ring finger and looked back up at my mother. "Marry me, Mom. Be my wife and make me your husband...lovers and husband and wife forever."
Tears were running down Mom's face and for a moment I thought she would refuse, but then she nodded furiously and replied, "Oh yes, sugar! I love you so much, son! Yes, Tommy, I'll marry you!"
As I slid the ring onto Mom's finger, applause spread from throughout the room -- some of the closest diners applauding with somewhat confused expressions over the mix of the words 'Mom' and 'son' amidst my proposal and Mom's acceptance. I really didn't care and paid little attention to the world around me as I rose back up and Mom stood up and flung herself against me, her arms flying around my neck as she almost climbed up my taller form and pressed her body against mine even as she pressed her lips against mine.
I was in heaven as for the first time in our lives, my mother kissed me as a man and not a child, her lips open as her tongue slipped into my mouth and sought out my own tongue! Mom tasted delicious, her mouth wet and electric as we kissed as only two people in love could kiss. The loving French kiss seemed to last forever and I felt dizzy and breathless when it ended and Mom whispered, "I can't believe you proposed to me, sugar!" She giggled and added, "And on our first date!"
I hugged Mom's body tight against my own, relishing the feel of her large breasts against my chest...even through her dress and my shirt and jacket, I could feel the aroused beating of her heart. "I want you, Mom...I want to love you and be with you forever and I don't want to waste a moment!"
#
Okay, I am sure that many of you reading this are rolling your eyes and thinking that this is just another "Wham-Bam, Hey Mom wanna fuck? Sure do, Son, fuck me blind," story and I suppose in a sense it is, but the truth is that there was always a sense of inevitability that Mom and I would become lovers. If you know the story of my Dad and his mother and my mom and the whole Hamilton clan, well...you know I can honestly make the claim that incest is in my blood and that incest was always my destiny.
Call me Tommy...it is the name I prefer...my great grandfather's name...or my grandfather's name depending on your point of view. I am the son of Molly, Deb and John Hamilton. Molly was my birth mother and for about eight glorious years was married to my Mom-Deb before she passed away. John was Deb's niece and Mom's lover going back to college. Well, Dad was Mom-Deb's lover too and Dad is married to Carrie Hamilton, his wife and mother. Yeah, it gets complicated. To add to the confusion, Dad and Mom-Carrie also have a daughter...my half-sister, Polly.
Before we go any further, let's just drag out the controversial word...INCEST! You could say my family are experts in incest. Mom-Carrie says it just comes naturally to us -- that it's in our blood. See, Great-grandpa Tom and his mother, Polly were lovers. Mom-Deb and Mom-Carrie were lovers with Great-grandpa Tom and with each other when they were teenagers. Dad and Mom-Carrie resumed the family tradition when Dad was in college which was how Mom-Carrie and Mom-Molly met and became lovers and then through Dad and Mom-Carrie, Mom-Molly met Mom-Deb and they fell in love and got married. Mom-Carrie married her son, John (my Dad), a few months later. Within the year, I was born -- the son of Dad and Mom-Molly and Dad and his mom had a daughter, Polly, my half sister.
All my Moms and Dad set Polly and me down when we were twelve and explained our family...history and tendencies to us. It kinda amused me and I think it freaked Polly out a little until Dad and Mom-Carrie assured her that she wasn't obligated to carry on the family tradition. As for me, I wasn't freaked out one bit...it just sort of reaffirmed my feelings and desires. I knew even then as I dealt with the onslaught of puberty that I didn't just love my mother, I was in LOVE with her.
Maybe it was the fact that losing Mom-Deb when I was eight had driven us closer together...maybe it was my Hamilton blood rising to the surface, but even at twelve, I was already attracted to my mother and already wondered when I would be able to take my place alongside the adults in their lovemaking. Now, to be honest, neither Mom or Mom-Carrie or Dad ever even suggested such a thing...in fact they never brought it up. Nevertheless, I was thinking about it constantly and inadvertently or not, my parents (all three of them) helped fuel my fantasies and desires.
I do want to be clear. Mom and Dad and Mom-Carrie weren't intentionally screwing in front of me and my sister, but they were passionate, lustful people and throughout my childhood, there were accidents of walking in on two or more of them. I think I've lost count of the number of times I've strolled unexpectedly into the kitchen or pantry to find my mother going down on Mom-Carrie or vice-versa or Mom or Mom-Carrie sucking Dad's cock.
I don't know how many times I've walked into Mom's bedroom or Dad and Mom-Carrie's bedroom to discover two or more of them having sex. I remember once walking in and seeing Dad slipping it to Mom from behind while she licked Mom-Carrie's pussy. Once I walked in to see Mom-Carrie riding Dad's cock while Mom rode his face -- she and Mom-Carrie kissing each other and playing with each other's huge tits. Most nights growing up, I fell asleep to the sounds of orgasm coming from their rooms...it was a lullaby putting me to sleep. Their moans and cries were as comforting to me as the sound of rain gently falling on the roof.
It was amidst all that that I knew that I wanted to...no, that I was destined to become Mom's lover...no, I wanted to be her husband and lover. I would defy any red-blooded male who has a mother as sexy and beautiful as mine to feel differently. Mom as she entered her forties was drop dead gorgeous. Mom stands five-foot, two inches with a voluptuous figure: 38D-27-38 and legs to die for. She has green eyes and black hair with thin streaks of grey that arrived during the time Mom-Deb was sick, but which have never increased. She radiates sexuality and I've seen her turn the volume up on it and rendered both men and women speechless and near befuddled. When she smiles at you...I mean really smiles at you, your knees go weak and your cock gets instantly hard.
Mom and Mom-Carrie, besides looking like daughter and mother, both share a passion for sexy...sometimes sluttish looking clothes...neither being modest or ashamed to show off their good looks and luscious bodies! Trust me, growing up in our remote home in Eastern Kentucky was better than living in a penthouse with a dozen Victoria's Secret Angels!
Now, there is no doubt that I was sexually attracted to my mom, but it went deeper than that, even though I barely have the words to describe it. Mom and I were close emotionally...she was my best friend and closest confidant. It often seemed like I could read her moods...her mind almost and she mine, although if she noticed how much I lusted for her, she never let on until our dinner date a week after I turned eighteen. I loved Dad and Mom-Carrie, but Mom was my favorite person to spend time with and I think -- outside of the carnal world, I was her favorite person as well.
Now, I would have declared my love and lust for Mom when I was fifteen...hell, I was ready to propose at fifteen, but my sister Polly counseled me to wait. She had been going through her own struggles dealing with our family nature...both fearing and curious about engaging our parents sexually, but Dad and Mom-Carrie had already informed her that that was something they would only discuss with her when she was eighteen.
"You might as well wait, Tommy," Polly informed me late one night when we'd sneaked out onto the roof between our rooms with a couple of pilfered beers from Dad's supply. "I guess they think they're looking out for us...want us a little more mature before we decide."
I pouted and replied, "I don't see why. I know what I want and three more years won't make a difference."
Polly shrugged and looked down at her feet, her face in shadow beneath her long, blonde tresses. "I don't know either, but it's important to them." She lifted her head, her eyes glittering in the light of the full moon. "They do love us though and want what's best for us."
It's sort of funny to think about it, but even though we were two teenagers with hormones aplenty between us, we didn't fool around with each other. Polly walked her own way and I knew that she was interested in Dad, but unsure if she could or would ever act on it. Polly was a deep thinker...that was the biggest difference between us. My sister liked to examine every possible decision from every possible angle before she committed to anything. Me...I was always the plunger -- jumping in without a second thought. Patience wasn't my best virtue.
Waiting to turn eighteen was to say the least, frustrating, especially when you consider that in addition to Dad and myself, I lived with two very sexual women and a lovely teenaged girl. Mom and Mom-Carrie were as I said, like nearly identical mother and daughter -- both with lovely meaty breasts, voluptuous bodies and great legs. Both exuded raw sex and I think I spent most of my pubescent years with a constant erection. When you add in the sexual nature of my parents and the little accidents and the every night sounds of orgasmic passion echoing everywhere -- I was either erect, masturbating or recovering from my own climax constantly.
I would have probably gone insane if I hadn't found a diversion in work. I was about thirteen when I discovered that I enjoyed and had a talent for yard work...something that expanded from mowing yards to actual landscaping by the time I was sixteen. I worked as much as I could -- sparing time only for sleep, school, homework and baseball. I worked so much that Mom-Carrie worried that I had inherited traits from Dad's late father who had helped push Mom-Carrie into her son's arms with his neglect of her needs in his own single-minded pursuit of work and his hunting and fishing.
I think Dad was a bit worried too, at least until one day when we were coming back from a major league game in Cincinnati when I was sixteen and he decided we had to have a heart to heart talk. "Tommy, your Moms and I are worried that you're working too much," he said after our post game dissection of the Reds' shitty performance had faded away.
"Why, Dad?" I replied. "I keep my grades up and I do my chores at home."
"Yeah," Dad said, nodding his head. "I...we have no complaints there, but son...we worry about you not...well, not getting out and having fun. You don't hang out much with the guys and you hardly ever date." He paused and added, "You don't even spend any of the money you earn. You do know you can cut loose once in a while?"
I shrugged and said, "I'm saving my money for something special, Dad."
My father looked at me curiously and replied, "Like what?"
I wasn't ready to tell him and instead tried to change the subject. "Dad, do you think Mom will ever marry again?"
Dad looked pole-axed and was quiet for a few minutes before he said, "I don't know, Tommy. Molly...your mother still feels married to your Mom-Deb." He waited a few more minutes before he added, "I asked her to join me and uh, Mom-Carrie...to at least take a vow of marriage. In some ways, we are married already, I guess." He actually seemed a bit embarrassed to discuss it. "But, she said no...that things are fine the way they are."
I plunged deeper, asking questions for the first time since my parents had revealed to me and Polly the true nature of everyone's relationship. "Did...do you ever regret marrying your mother, Dad?"
My father grunted and then laughed before his face became very serious and he replied, "Becoming Mom's lover and marrying her and making her my wife have been the greatest things I've done with the exception of being yours and Polly's father." When I didn't say anything, he realized that he hadn't quite answered my question. "No, son...no regrets about marrying my mother at all...she is simply the great love of my life."
I nodded and said, "I know how you and Mom-Carrie and Mom are, but do you think there might ever be another woman or...." My voice cracked a little as I finished, "Another man in Mom's life?"
Dad looked at me a second and then he smiled as his eyes seemed to express a recognition of a kindred spirit before he said, "I don't know, son...I reckon it would have to be a special woman or a very special young man." He grinned at me and then reached out and squeezed my shoulder.
Nothing else was said for a while. We rode silently down the interstate and once past Lexington, had turned off onto the winding roads that an hour away would see us home. "Dad," I finally said. "Do you know what kind of diamonds Mom likes? You know, like for a ring."
Dad looked at me, surprised again by one of my questions. "Um...I believe she likes what's called a 'princess' cut. Why? You planning to buy your Mom a ring?"
I smiled slyly at Dad and said, "Someday...maybe." I suddenly realized that it was I that was blushing. "Don't tell Mom, please? I want it to be a surprise."
"I won't save a word, Tommy...I promise," replied my father. He then added, "You know, those can get quite expensive...if you need a little money...."
I shook my head and said, "No...I'm good, Dad. I've been saving my money for years."
Dad looked at me with a look of pride and astonishment before he began to laugh. I laughed along with him and never felt closer to him. If ever there was moment where we knew we were so alike, it was then.
#
Mom couldn't take her eyes off her ring all the long drive home, admiring the way it glittered in the greenish light of the dashboard. She was curled up beside me on the bench seat of her old station wagon, her right hand resting lightly on my upper leg, distractingly close to the bulge that seemed ever present in my pants.



"Tommy, darling...I can't get over this," Mom said softly. She looked up at me in the dim light of the car and as her fingers squeezed my leg, continued with, "I knew that there was something between us and I thought you might want to be your momma's lover, but...Lord, sugar, I never expected this! How long have you been planning this?"
I shrugged and replied, "Sometimes, it seems all my life, Mom, I've always loved you and it seems like forever that I've been in love with you."
Mom nodded and grew silent for the rest of the trip, resting her head on my shoulder as I drove, still looking at her ring on her left hand while her right hand gently caressed my leg.
Once home, I got out and opened the door for Mom. In the light of a full moon, I got a heart-stopping glance at Mom's upper thighs as she swung her legs out of the car, offering a teasing glimpse at her black panties. Aside from the porch light, the house was dark and quiet, although the quiet was pierced once by a loud moan through an open upper window. I smiled as I helped Mom out of the car, knowing that Dad was pleasuring his mother, my Mom-Carrie.
Mom came right into my arms and as I closed the car door, maneuvered me back against it, laughing lightly as she said, "Kiss me, Tommy! Kiss your mother here under this beautiful lovers' moon!" I bent down a little even as she seemed to again crawl up my body, her leg wrapped around mine as her breasts slid upward against my shirt. Her lips tasted sweet against mine even as her tongue tasted of wicked promises yet to come, wet and firm as it curled and slid around my tongue.
We held each other tight and I took the liberty for the first time in my life to let my hands roam over her body, sliding over the slinky material of her little black dress to cup her toned butt cheeks, rubbing and spreading them slightly, gathering up the hem of her dress until her ass was exposed and I could touch her bare skin left bare by her g-string panties. As I caressed her butt, Mom purred approvingly into my mouth.
Her hands left my neck to rub my shoulders and then my upper arms, again purring her appreciation at my biceps, well defined by years of hard work. Then Mom was groping my buttocks, giggling as her tongue explored my mouth and then it was my turn to gasp as for the first time, Mom touched my privates, her hand palming the bulge in my slacks, trying to assess its length and girth. Mom broke the kiss for a moment as she murmured, "Oh my, sugar, oh my!"
Then we were kissing again. Somehow, one of my hands found it's way to her barely covered breast and with little effort, I freed it without even thinking, cupping Mom's meaty and still firm breast in my hand as my thumb flicked over her dime sized and elongated nipple, feeling rubbery and hard in her arousal.
We continued to kiss and although I don't really remember the journey, somehow we managed to walk from the car, up the steps and onto the front porch, finally reaching an old porch sofa. Mom was curled up against me, half in my lap as we continued to kiss and touch each other. We seemed to be lost in each other as our tongues danced merrily and our fingers slowly, almost cautiously explored each others body.
I confess not a lot of experience...oh, I had dated several girls in high school and had my share of make-out sessions, but this was much more intense...much more personal and most of all, felt utterly proper and correct. I've liked a lot of girls, but this was the girl...the woman I LOVED! I already knew in my heart that I would never tire of kissing and touching my mother even if we both lived forever.
My hand slid up her upper thigh, sliding down and suddenly I realized that one of us had already removed her panties as my fingers brushed soft, curly hair and then wetness...a lot of wetness. I ran my middle finger along Mom's flowered slit, marveling at how hot and slippery she was. Mom broke the kiss and her hand left my cloth covered cock to intercept my exploring hand as she exclaimed, "Whoa now, sugar! My Lord, Tommy, but you can sweep a girl off her feet."
I laughed and nuzzled Mom's face with my own, stealing a quick kiss before I replied, "Am I moving too fast for you, Mom?"
Mom took a deep breath and shook her head before saying, "I'm not sure. When we left the house this evening, we were just a regular mother and son...now, we're engaged and kissing like soon to be lovers and my son just touched my wet puss for the first time!" She giggled and said, "I always thought I was the fast one, but...son, you have your mother's head just a spinning!"
I leaned in and kissed Mom again, her tongue playfully rolling over mine. I couldn't get over how sweet she seemed to taste. "I'm not sure we've ever been a regular mother and son...not in this family and I've had not so normal feelings for you, Mom, for longer than you might think."
"Yeah, I reckon we are the poster family for incest, aren't we?" Mom said. She pressed her body against mine, her fingers rolling up and down the now aching lump of cock in my slacks. "So, tell me, Tommy, just when did you fall in love with your mother?"
I gave out a long sigh and said, "Wow...I'm not sure, Mom." I considered for a moment and then said, "I was twelve-maybe thirteen and one day you and Mom-Carrie got caught out in the garden by a rainstorm. I watched you two come running up to the house from my bedroom window. I fetched some towels and came down here to the porch and you and Mom-Carrie were soaked to the skin and laughing and I remember you were wearing a red handkerchief top and jean shorts and your hair was plastered to your head and your top was like a second skin around your breasts and you were chilled and your nipples were hard..."
Mom's face seemed to flush under the dim porch light. "Yeah?"
"You and Mom-Carrie were giggling and kissing and in each other's arms and I think you'd just kissed each other when I stepped out on the porch and, Mom, you looked at me and smiled at me with such an expression of love that it almost knocked me down. I remember...I remember that it was one of the first times I ever had a erection."
"And that's when you fell in love with me, son?" Mom asked.
I nodded and replied, "I think so...at least in part." I paused and licked my lips and looked down into Mom's face, her eyes wide with interest and glowing with her love. "It was maybe a few months later and Coach Parker had dropped me off earlier than expected cause our practice got canceled and I walked into the house and you and Dad were on the sofa and you were...um, naked and on top of Dad, facing me." I paused for a moment, recalling with perfect clarity, Mom riding Dad's cock, her body shiny with sweat, breasts bouncing as she slid up and down his erection, her eyes glazed with lust and pleasure.
I pulled Mom a little closer and continued, "You never stopped fucking Dad, even when you realized that I was in the room, but you gave me that same loving smile and it was like you were happy to see me...happy to see me seeing you like that and you managed to gasp, "I love you, Tommy!" and again, you just about knocked me down, Mom with everything that was just you..."
Mom reached up and kissed me long and hard, her tongue almost supernatural in its ability to arouse me as it whirled about in my mouth. "And then, sugar?"
I felt myself blushing. "I said 'I love you, too' and beat a retreat to my room and I...for the first time I masturbated and shot my first load of spunk...dreaming that it was me, not Dad making love..."
"Fucking me...fucking your mother," Mom said softly and huskily!
I nodded and finally said in barely a whisper. "Yeah, I dreamed that I was fucking you, Mom."
Mom let out a shuddering sigh. "I kinda recall getting caught in the rain with Carrie, but I absolutely remember you catching your father and I fucking that summer day." Mom looked down at where her hand was stroking the outline of my erect penis and then looked up at me and said, "I will always remember the look on your face...the desire...the want that was there. Tommy, that was the day I first realized that maybe...just maybe someday you and I could become what your daddy and his mother are...to share what they have."
We both smiled at each other and then were kissing again, my hand returning to rest between her legs, tentatively stroking her blossoming pussy lips, her juices covering my exploring fingers. When we broke the kiss, I suddenly realized that my cock was now free in the cool night air, Mom's fingers stroking me gently and slowly. "Oh Mom!" I breathed softly.
Mom looked up at me and said, "Some would consider it in poor taste for a woman to leave her date in such a condition after such a wonderful date. I think my son needs some relief!" With practiced ease, Mom slid off my lap and onto the porch floor, squatting between my legs. "Tommy, is it okay if Momma sucks your big, lovely cock?"
I nodded slowly and then somehow managed to mutter, "Oh yes, please, Mom!" Mom gave me her patented sexy and sly grin and then opening her mouth wide, wrapped her lips around the head of my cock, eliciting a tremendous moan from me as her wet, warm mouth and tongue consumed my erection. Slowly and expertly, Mom slid her lips down my shaft, pausing mid-length and rising back up to suck sweetly on my cock head, her eyes never leaving mine.
I felt light-headed as one of my most dreamed about fantasies became true before my eyes. My mother was sucking my cock...the first woman to ever do so and it felt so perfect -- so natural -- so right! Mom again slid her lips down my shaft, this time not stopping until her lips brushed my pubic hairs...the tip of my cock buried deep in her throat. Mom made an approving "Mmmmmm," that sent ecstatic vibrations racing up my hard penis and into the rest of my body, making my muscles almost spasm as I stretched them reflexively.
"Omigod, Mom!" I moaned. "I love you, Mom! I love your mouth...your sweet, hot, cocksucking mouth!" Mom gave me that sly, sexy wink again and slowly retreated, sucking me fiercely as she did, her tongue busily rolling over my shaft before resuming it's wonderful teasing of my swollen knob. I suddenly had a clearer inkling of how precious Dad's love was with Mom-Carrie.
She let me escape from her mouth so that she could show off her dexterous tongue as it rolled over the turgid crown and whisper, "I love your cock, Tommy! I love how it tastes." Mom winked at me again before adding, "And I didn't realize how big you are, sugar! You might be longer and thicker than your daddy!"
Then Mom was gobbling me up again, taking me deep into her mouth, showing off her ease at deep-throating her son...sucking me furiously and making me squirm and moan on the porch sofa. Neither masturbation nor having a date stroke me prepared me for the intensity of the pleasure of my mother sucking my cock and I was stunned at how soon Mom brought me to the edge. One moment I was reveling in the sweet sensation of Mom's warm mouth and her liquid silk tongue and the next, I could feel my spunk rising from my balls and I gasped, "Mom...oh God, Mom, I'm gonna cum!"
I wasn't surprised when Mom refused to release me, but it still filled me with awe to see her look up into my eyes with excitement as she continued to suck me, her cheeks hollowing out and then I was cumming -- no, exploding in my mother's mouth, ejaculating semen so hard and fast that the sensation bordered both pleasure and pain with pleasure triumphing in the end, me whimpering as Mom made noises of appreciation as she gobbled up my hot seed for the first time.
Mom continued to suck my dick even as the flow of my semen tapered off to nothing, her tongue busy on the head of my cock and making me claw the sofa cushions as pleasure unlike anything I had ever experience pulsed through my penis. After an eternity of ecstasy, Mom let me slip from her lips and sat back on her heels, her face glowing with love and lust.
"Oh son!" Mom sighed, her voice thick with lust. "You tasted...oh, Tommy, I love the taste of your sperm. I love you, Tommy...I love you and I love your cock...Momma loves you so -- so..." Mom's eyes grew incredibly wide and she slapped her hand across her face as if the enormity of what she had done, sucking her son's cock for the first time had overwhelmed her.
I leaned forward and stroked her face with my hand. "Mom, are you okay."
Mom nodded, her hand still covering her mouth as tears ran down her cheeks. Finally in a hoarse whisper, she replied, "Oh god, yes! I love you, Tommy!" She stood up, looking wild and lovely with both of her formidable breasts escaped from the confines of her dress and I could smell her arousal...her wetness which filled me with powerful and primal desires.
I reached for her, but Mom shook her head. "I love you, son. We -- we'll talk in the morning!" She bent down and kissed me, her tongue thrusting into my mouth for a long, lovely moment, me mildly aware that I was tasting myself on my mother's mouth and tongue and then she broke the kiss and gave me one last loving look and whispered, "I love you, Tommy Hamilton!" and hurried inside, leaving me dazed and a bit confused.
I don't know how long I sat there on our front porch, reliving the evening and its strange and wonderful climax. Mom seemed to have loved what she'd done and hadn't acted like I'd done anything wrong, but still had seemed to flee at the last. I wasn't sure what I should do next...follow her up and confront her and make sure she was okay or wait to morning. Thankfully, my pondering of the dilemma was interrupted and resolved by someone else.
"Tommy...honey, are you okay?"
I looked up, half expecting to see Mom, but instead I found Mom-Carrie staring down at me, her face flushed from making love with her son...my Dad. Mom and Mom-Carrie looked a lot alike, the biggest difference these days being Mom-Carrie's silver white hair that framed her face...a glorious mane that hung down below her shoulders and was at the moment tangled and wild, betraying the fact that she had recently risen from bed.
"Yeah, Mom...um, I'm okay." I murmured, trying to look away, but still enough of a male that it was hard to look away from such a voluptuous and lovely woman.
Mom-Carrie eased out the door with two cans...beers from Dad's supply. She offered me one, saying, "Sounds like you could use a drink, honey," as she sat down beside me, her full, lush body wrapped tightly in a short silk bed robe. Mom-Carrie had just turned sixty-two, but except for her silver mane, could have passed for ten or fifteen years younger...maybe more. I felt my cock stir a little at the sight of her meaty breasts straining against her robe, nipples clearly outlined against the thin material. My penis jerked a little in response to her beauty and the scent of sex that rose off of her...her pussy smelling much like Mom's mixed with the aroma of Dad's semen.
Suddenly, I realized that my cock was just hanging out of my slacks and hardening up, rising up to as if studying Mom-Carrie itself. "Oh God, sorry, Mom!" I gasped as I reached down with my free hand to force my cock back into my pants.
My dad's mother reached out with a hand and stopped me. "Oh, Tommy, it's alright. It's not the first time I've seen it." She grinned evilly at me and added, "And to be perfectly honest, there's a nearly identical one upstairs and..." Mom-Carrie squinted down at it, studying it for a moment before continuing, "It looks a lot like your Grandpa Tom's cock too!"
I sort of gawped at Mom-Carrie as she tightened her grip on my arm and pulled it back to reveal my now prominent erection, her fingers lithely sliding down my arm until they were intertwining with my own. "And," she casually announced, "I never object to seeing such a thing of beauty." She raised her beer to me in a sort of salute and like a struck stupid idiot, I followed her example and we both took a drink...me gulping nearly half of mine down.
Silence followed as I looked at her and she looked at me...all of me before she finally said, "Tommy, you should know that you've made your mother happy...very happy."
I gave a shrug and replied, "I don't know. Mom seemed awfully upset after she...she, um, went down on me!"
Mom-Carrie nodded and said, "I think maybe the better word is 'overwhelmed,' honey. It's been a long time since Molly...your mother felt this much love for another person."
At my puzzled look, Mom-Carrie squeezed my hand and said, "Molly loves John and me greatly...like the lovers we all are. In a way, we are all three married, but, Tommy, your mother's great love was always your Mom-Deb." Her voice cracked a little at the mention of my other mother's name...her sister's name. She smiled at me and continued, "Your mother lost a piece of herself when Deb died. What you did tonight brought it back to her. Most people are lucky if they meet their soul-mate. It's incredibly rare to discover that you have another soul-mate...someone who loves you so intimately and so strongly."
I understood that and said hurriedly, "I do love Mom like that...like I love no-one else in the world." I hesitated and then plunged on, "I love Mom like Dad loves you, Mom-Carrie!"
She gave out a strong sigh and grinned at me, lovingly. "I know you do, honey. I could see it in your mother's eyes when she came upstairs a bit ago. Don't worry -- nothing will change, but right now, she just needs a little time to deal with it." Mom-Carrie leaned over, her heavy breasts pressing against my chest and brushing the tip of my now very erect cock, and kissed me chastely on the lips.
She leaned back and studied me. Again, she asked, "Are you okay, Tommy?"
I smiled at my lovely Mom-Carrie and said, "Yeah, I think so."
She smiled back at me and said, "Good, I guess I better get back to bed before this lovely thing of yours leads me into temptation." I groaned as she quickly let go of my hand and wrapped her fingers around my erection. She ducked her head and gave me a little kiss right along the slit of my cock-head, her tongue flicking out to lap up a little of my already pooling precum.
"Oh, God, Mom!" I moaned, my cock still sensitive from my mother's loving attention.
Mom-Carrie giggled and stood up. Grinning like a child caught with her hand in the cookie jar, she said, "Sorry....being a good girl has never been my strong suit. I better scoot along before I piss your mother off something terrible."
It took a moment for me to say anything as I was focusing on not cumming again on the spot. "Wow...does this mean...you and I...like you and Mom and Dad?"
I didn't think I'd made any sense at all, but Mom-Carrie seemed to understand the gist of my question. She shrugged her shoulders, making her heavy breasts roll underneath her robe and replied, "Well, that's really up to you and your mother, Tommy." She wrinkled her nose at me and then winked sexily. "But I sure hope so. I bet your cock would feel wonderful inside me and I'm already wondering what having you and John at the same time would be like!"
She headed for the door, but paused after opening it. Mom-Carrie looked back at me with a more serious expression and said, "I'm happy that you and your mother are ready to take this step now. My only regret in becoming my son's lover and wife is that I waited as long as I did." Dad's mom licked her lips and added, "If I had known exactly how wonderful it was going to be, I'd have fucked my son the second he turned eighteen instead of losing three years of the greatest love a woman could ever know."
She moved into the doorway, but stopped and came back. "One more thing, Tommy. I'm proud of you. You've grown up to be a fine, loving man and our family is all the richer for having you become a greater part of it. I love you, son." She stopped and giggled. "Maybe I should said, 'I love you, grandson!' Damn, this does get complicated, doesn't it?" She laughed and disappeared into the house while I sat there feeling more stunned than before.



I sat and finished my beer, suddenly feeling tired and a bit overwhelmed by the evening myself. I couldn't even recall how I had hoped the evening would go. Finally, I got up and headed on inside. My cock had reduced itself to about half-erect, not quite willing to surrender the hope of more fun and games. As a concession to it, I didn't even bother to tuck it away, assuming I was the only one still up. I walked quietly upstairs, pausing for a moment outside Mom's door and wondering if I should go in. In the end, I decided not to push things and made my way down to my own bedroom.
I closed the door behind me and turned on the light only to jump two feet straight up as I heard, "So, what the hell, Thomas? Did you fuck both our moms tonight?"
I took a deep breath and turned around to find my sister sitting on the window ledge, looking as lovely as Mom and Mom-Carrie in a light blue jersey cloth nightshirt that ended somewhere around mid-thigh. Her long, blonde hair hung down her back, gleaming as if it had been brushed a thousand times. Blonde hair aside, Polly was a taller and slimmer version of her mother -- incredible tanned legs and huge, firm breasts that were proudly molded around her nightshirt. Not for the first time did I notice that her nipples looked just like her Mom's. "Jeezus, Sis...you fucking scared me and no...I didn't fuck my Mom or yours."
Polly smirked at me and replied, "Well something happened, Tommy. I could hear you moaning from my room and Mom came up stairs humming happily like she'd just been fucked by Daddy." She paused and said, "Did you propose to Molly tonight?"
I gave her a broad smile and nodded. My sister gave me a funny look -- something akin to a mixture of fear and envy. "Well? What happened?" Polly growled, leaning forward and making her heavy breasts strain against her night shirt.
I let out a long sigh and said, "Mom said yes! We'll be lovers and husband and wife...I'm not sure when, but she said yes."
"And all the moaning a while ago?" My sister grinned and then did a passably imitation of my voice, "Oh God, Mom...I'm gonna cum, Mom!" Polly laughed and said, "What was up with that? I mean, someone's been busy tonight...or something." She looked down at my semi-erect cock with an amused look.
I felt both proud and embarrassed as I replied, "Um...Mom gave me my first blowjob." I thought about it for a moment. "It was freaking awesome!"
Polly stared at me for a time, her eyes filled again with both fear and envy, her large breasts heaving up and down under her night shirt. "So...wow. You and your Mom, huh? Another Hamilton family incest love story."
My sister ran her hand through her hair and with a funny look on her face, added, "I'm happy for you, Tommy. You've always known what you wanted and now your dreams are coming true." Polly stood up and came over and gave me a hug, making her the third lovely and sexy woman tonight to press her luscious body against me. My penis, already at about half mast, twitched and rose up in response, pressing into Polly's lower stomach and attracting her attention.
Polly broke free of our embrace and stepped back. "Settle down there, tiger. Maybe you should holster that weapon!" she said as she again eyed my cock, now both amused and interested.
I sighed and reached down and tucked it away. "I can't help it...all you damn hot Hamilton women." Polly laughed and I looked at her and said, "Y'know, they say most cases of incest are between brothers and sisters."
Polly rolled her eyes and returned to her seat on the window sill. "Yeah, well even if I gave into the temptation, you want your first to be your Mom and Molly deserves that." She paused for a moment, a distant look in her eyes and said, "And so do you, brother. You've been in love with your mom since before your thing started getting hard."
Whatever sexual tension had been stirred up between my sister and myself dissipated in the silence that followed. Only about three months separated us in age and we had never kept secrets from each other. I had shared my feelings about Mom with Polly for what seemed nearly forever. We had never tried to explore the possibilities between us over the years...sure we had our 'show me yours and I'll show you mine' moments and I'll be honest and say that it was Polly who taught me how to French kiss a girl, but we both had always known that I wanted my mother and that Polly, well...
"And you, Polly...have you made up your mind about...?"
"Daddy and me?" Polly's face went beet red. "No...God, I think about it all the time and the thought of Daddy and me being lovers makes me wet and scared and pissed off, all at the same time."
I sighed and shook my head. Maybe it was the difference between being male and female. I had never had any reservations about wanting my mother and once I fully realized that I did want to be completely intimate with Mom, the only thing that had held me back was Polly's counsel to wait until I was eighteen...an adult.
On the other hand, since Polly and I had been told the truth about our family, she had struggled with whether or not she wanted to become intimate with Dad. I knew she loved him and I knew that she was attracted to him...that she fantasized often about Dad and about Mom and Mom-Carrie, but there was a part of her that held back. I wasn't sure if it was some sort of hang-up over incest itself or if it was part of that stubborn streak that Polly had that argued that she didn't really have a choice about it. For the last few years, she'd confided in me often, detailing her feelings that had her ready to tear her clothes off and go fuck Dad blind or to never, ever contemplate the possibility of joining our family's sexual activities.
"I suppose that you and your Mom becoming lovers means you and my mom will become lovers too?" Polly said, snapping me out of my reverie.
I shrugged and replied, "I don't know...maybe. I think that Mom and I need to make that decision together. I know...I don't want to make Mom stop being intimate with Dad or your mom." I grinned, unable to resist the brotherly teasing opportunity and added, "Mom-Carrie told me she was very open to the possibility."
Polly rolled her eyes and gave an amused and yet bitter laugh. "God! Mom can be such a slut." She eyed my crotch where my still mostly erect cock bulged prominently. "Did she suck your cock tonight too!"
I shook my head and replied, "No, but she did tell me how much it resembled Dad's and Grandpa Tom's...and she gave it a little kiss."
Polly's jaw dropped and she had a look of exasperation even as she also seemed to become a little aroused, her prominent nipples swelling against the thin cotton of her night shirt. Finally, she just laughed and then swung her long shapely legs around to climb out the window. "Goodnight, big brother. Get some rest. With our nympho moms, I suppose you're going to need it."
She was out the window before I could tell her good night, but she returned, leaning her head in and accidentally allowing the neck of her night shirt to gape open and reveal most of her large tits as she said, "I am happy for you, Tommy and for what its worth, I think you and Molly will be as happy as Daddy and Mom! She blew me a kiss and said, "I love you, brother," and then was gone. I heard her bedroom window slide shut a few moments later.
I stood there for a moment, my mind in a whirl. Finally, I shucked off my clothes and dropped into bed, giving my erection a few sympathy strokes as I thought about Mom and Mom-Carrie and even my sister. In the end, I decided not to jack off. I had no idea of what tomorrow would bring, but I suspected that my masturbating days were at an end. It was with that thought that I drifted off to sleep, a slight smile on my face.
#
I came down to breakfast the next morning to find Dad examining Mom's new engagement ring, the two of them sitting at the old, scarred kitchen table that dated back to my great-great grandmother Polly...my sister's namesake. Mom was grinning from ear to ear, her face a bit red from embarrassment as Dad looked up at me and after whistling, said, "That's quite a pretty rock. How the hell did you afford it?"
I flexed my arm, swelling the muscle up and said, "Hard work and sweat. That's the last three years of mowing yards and planting trees and bushes and all that other stuff." Mom's eyes grew wide and I knew the objection that she was about to voice and I rushed to her side and kissed her hard on the mouth, smothering whatever she had been about to say. To my delight, she acquiesced to my kiss, parting her lips and sucking my tongue into her mouth. When the kiss ended a minute or two later, I added breathlessly, "And I didn't touch a single drop of my college fund!"
Mom's eyes grew wider and seemed to moisten as she gasped, "I love you so much, son!" She threw her arms around me and hugged me tight to her and I felt my cock quickly harden as I realized that under her yellow and flowery sundress, she wasn't wearing a bra and from what my hand on her butt cheek could tell, at most, another thong bikini.
It took a few moments, but I finally remembered that there were other people in the room. Mom told me to take a seat and I did after accepting a handshake and hug from Dad who was looking at me oddly...an expression that seemed proud and curious and even a little sad all at the same time.
"Everything okay, Dad?" I said, unsure of that strange expression.
Dad sighed and nodded. "Someday, you'll look at your own children, Tommy, and suddenly wonder, 'When the hell did they grow up and what the hell did we do that allowed them to turn out so right?'" He continued looking at me with the same odd expression and said softly, "I'm proud of you, son."
"We all are," Mom-Carrie said, suddenly at my side, still wearing that same tight fitting robe she'd had the night before and obviously as naked underneath it. She set down a plate loaded with eggs, sausage and grits. "Eat up, Tommy. I suspect you're going to need your strength today." She threw me a wink and then smiled wickedly at Mom.
Mom-Carrie joined us at the table and the four of us talked casually about Mom's and my possible wedding plans. Mom said, "I'd like to get married on the Gulf somewhere...I here there's some nice, quiet places along the Alabama shore." She reached out and took my hand and continued, "Sugar...if it's all right with you, I'd like Reverend Steinbeck to marry us. He's getting up there in years, but I know he'd be thrilled to perform the ceremony."
Dad and his mom both smiled and nodded their heads and although I was a bit slow to pick up on it, it suddenly hit me that Steinbeck was the one who performed Mom's and Mom-Deb's ceremony in Florida so long ago. I brought Mom's hand to my lips and after kissing her fingers, replied, "I think Mom-Deb would approve!"
"When do you think you'd like to have your wedding, Molly?" Mom-Carrie asked.
I looked at Mom and she gave me a shrug and a smile. I grinned and said, "Well, both Polly and I graduate in three weeks. How's about we shoot for the first Saturday in June."
Mom gave a little squeal and suddenly was in my lap, kissing my face and giggling, "Yes, yes, yes!"
Dad laughed and said, "Y'all don't believe in long engagements I guess!" Then he seemed to sober up for a moment and said, "Uh, y'all do plan to go on living here, don't you?"
Mom-Carrie gave him a playful swat on the back of the head and said, "Of course they do...this is their home as much as it ours." Then her smile faded and she looked at Mom and me and asked, "Right?"
My mother looked at me with a questioning look and I grinned back and looked at Dad and Mom-Carrie and replied, "Absolutely, there is no where else that Mom and I want to live." It felt weird and yet sorta cool to be speaking for both Mom and myself...to be the dominant male...kinda sorta.
Dad began clapping while Mom-Carrie got up and came around and first kissed me, her tongue snaking sexily into my mouth and then kissed Mom with equal if not more passion. "Good," she said huskily. "I can't imagine our lives without the people we love the most."
Mom caressed Mom-Carrie's face and said softly, "I don't even want to think about such things, sugar. I...we...love you and John so much."
There were tears in her eyes as she rose then and kissed Mom-Carrie and then my Dad passionately, finally returning to bend over and kiss me long and hard. "Tommy, it's such a beautiful day, I thought you and I might take a long walk after breakfast." Her eyes glowed with a lustful power through her tears.
"I'd love to, Mom!" I replied.
Mom-Carrie turned to Mom and said, "I left Mama-Polly's quilt out on the sofa in the living room, Molly...if you'd like it."
Mom reddened a little and then grinned mischievously and said, "I'd love it." She turned to me and said, "You finish up eating, sugar, while I go get a few things."
She started to leave the room when Mom-Carrie called out to her, "Molly, maybe later we can talk about fixing up Tommy's room after he moves in to your bedroom."
I looked up at Mom-Carrie with a look of confusion. "Fix it up...fix it up into what?"
I saw Mom turn around, looking a little puzzled even as Mom-Carrie gave us all an evil little grin and replied, "Oh, I don't know...a sewing room, or a guest room or maybe a nursery."
Mom's mouth gaped open for a moment while Dad chuckled next to me. Mom took several seconds to gather herself together, her hand going to her cheek, maybe to feel the heat of her blushing skin before she finally smiled back at us, her eyes focusing on me with such loving intensity that it took my breath away and said, "Oh my!"
#
It was a glorious day...one of those that God offered us up in late April before the heat of summer rolled in. Mom and I walked hand in hand along one of the paths that ran in a circular fashion up the hill above the house. Songbirds serenaded us as we strolled along, a mild breeze ruffling Mom's short hair. For a while, we just walked silently, but finally I had to ask, "Are you okay, Mom? Are we okay?"
Mom released my hand, her fingers sliding up my arm as she brushed up against me, resting her head against my chest. "Oh yes, Tommy, I'm just fine. I guess last night...the enormity of what I...we had done just overwhelmed me." She looked up at me, her green eyes filled with passion. "Son, I hadn't felt like I did last night in a long time. As much as I love John and Carrie, I'd forgotten just how intense -- how beautiful true love can be."
We stopped and kissed, Mom's hand on my cheek as our tongues met and danced joyfully in our mouths. When we ended the kiss, I felt a little dizzy and as happy as a person could be. "Wow, I could spend the rest of my life kissing you, Mom," I murmured, holding her close to me. I was wearing a T-shirt and jeans and could feel Mom's heavy breasts under her thin, summer dress. I felt her heart beating powerfully and knew she could feel my heart pounding as well.
"We will, sugar...kissing and so much more. She let me go and took my hand again and stepped forward, looking over her shoulder at me speculatively as she led me on. "C'mon, sugar," she said in a low, lusty tone.
We walked on and up. I knew these paths like the back of my hand and wasn't a bit surprised when we emerged into a bright sun-filled meadow that held our family cemetery. Mom's hand tightened on mine as we passed through the open wrought-iron gate and walked past Mama-Polly's grave and Grandpa Tom's stone, nestled side by side like the lovers they had been. I couldn't help but smile and nod to them as we passed, somehow feeling as if they were aware of us and that they approved.
"Oh, darling..." I heard Mom whisper as we came to Mom-Deb's grave. Tears trickled down her face as she reached out and stroked the smooth edge of the marble marker. I closed with Mom and put my arm around her shoulder. Mom's mouth moved silently as she sent a prayer up to her lover and partner and first great love. Finally, she wiped her face and looked up at me and said, "Your Mom-Deb would be so proud of you...to see what a wonderful, loving young man you grew up to be." She slipped from my embrace and sat down on top of Mom-Deb's marker facing me.
"Deb and I never talked about the possibilities that you becoming a man might entail, Tommy, but I think she always knew that this might happen...you Hamiltons and your love for family. I wish she could be here for this...to take part." Mom giggled and said, "Deb would have loved to have fucked your brains out!"
I looked around, feeling the mild breeze in my face, offering up fragrances that seemed both familiar and elusive...or perhaps they were just memories. "I think she's here now, Mom...I think maybe all the loving folk in our family that have passed are never far away from us. Maybe it's our love that draws them close to us.
Mom smiled and said, "Yes, love. I feel her around me almost always. I hope she's here right now, because I think there's something about to happen that worth witnessing." Never taking her eyes off me, I watched her slowly pull the hem of her dress up.
"Son, last night...I was the first woman to ever suck your cock, wasn't I?"
I nodded and gave Mom a big smile as I replied, "Yes, and it was wonderful, Mom!"
She smiled naughtily back at me and continued to raise her dress up until I gasped with delight when my mother revealed her pussy to me. Over the last several years, I had made a point whenever the opportunity had arisen to check out Mom's pussy and its appearance. When I had first made my observations, Mom had been completely shaven although later, I noticed that she had begun letting her bush grow, eventually becoming a wild and unruly thing that rivaled the bush of Dad's mother, but for the last year or so, Mom had begun trimming her pussy hair into a groomed 'V' shape pointing towards her beautiful cunt.
Mom spread her thighs, forcing her dress higher and exposing her pussy to the sun. "Mom, you are so beautiful!" I breathed as I instinctively came closer and dropped to my knees, a bit awkward as my cock, already semi-erect, now swelled at being so near the place of my birth. Her pussy lips...labia were swollen and almost a dark pink in their arousal, spread wide in sexual blossom and glistening with wetness.
"Your Mom-Deb always said to never have a man that can't or wont make you cum with his mouth," Mom said softly. "Have you ever licked a pussy before, Tommy?" When I dumbly shook my head no, Mom sighed and said, "Would you like to lick Mommy's pussy, son?"
"Oh yeah," I almost yelled. I moved forward on my knees a little and could smell Mom's juices...her wet and aroused cock -- her aroma making my cock throb in response, her pungent scent impacting me on all conscious and unconscious levels.
I eased forward, my hands coming to rest on Mom's thighs which I spread a little wider, marveling at how juicy and wet and lovely, her cunt was. The world seemed to grow silent except for Mom's increasingly heavy breaths and the sound of my pounding heart. "So beautiful, Mom," I said softly, my face scant inches from her pussy.
On impulse, I pursed my lips and blew air across her quivering flesh and Mom gasped and her thighs convulsed under my hands and her pussy seemed to spasm and a jet of hot liquid shot out and splattered across my face. Mom sobbed, "Oh God!" and before I could react, I was hit by another spray of hot juices.
I don't know how I knew, but I immediately comprehended that Mom had just doused me with her pussy juices. I let them run down my face and into my mouth while my cock nearly exploded as I tasted Mom's pussy. "S-sorry, son," Mom moaned. "I am so...so turned on right now."
I glanced upwards and was enchanted by my mother's face, her lower lip quivering and her eyes wild with excitement and arousal. "I love it, Mom," I said enthusiastically. "I love how you taste!" And to prove it, I abruptly mashed my face against her pussy, marveling at the sudden sensation of wet, silky heat and the intensity of her taste as I slathered my tongue wildly up and down Mom's cunt.



Mom's entire body seemed to galvanize, her legs becoming spastic and then rising up and dropping down over my shoulders as her thighs clamped down against my ears, soft and slick not quite muffling her cries of pleasure. I felt her hands drop onto my head, fingers twisting into my hair and pulling and holding on for support. For a moment, Mom's entire body seemed to waver back and forth atop Mom-Deb's stone and then contracted around my head and face, hanging on to me as if for dear life. As I licked and sucked at Mom's delicious pussy, I reached around her and cupped her ass cheeks, stabilizing her and giving me leverage to press my face more firmly between her thighs!
I was like a little kid given leave to just bury his face into his birthday cake and I ate Mom's cunt with the delight and enthusiasm of such an child, rolling my tongue up and down her pussy lips and then spearing it inside her, gobbling her copious juices until their gushing flow threatened to drown me with my mouth and nose buried in the folds of her flesh.
I eased back for a moment, only a few inches, but still drawing a wail from Mom as I gasped for air. I paused only long enough to orientate myself and plunged back in, again, licking and sucking Mom's cunt as she clung to me, but with more of a game plan than initially. I rolled my tongue up Mom's gaping open slit, slathering back and forth over her lips and then at the apex, slowed my licks until I felt my tongue roll over a small swollen protuberance and heard and felt Mom's reaction -- her body convulsing as she squealed in such a way that nearly had me cumming in my jeans. In my mind, I was smiling like the cat that had just eaten the canary. I had found Mom's clitoris.
"OH FUCK YES....TOMMYBABYSONSUGAR...YESSSS!" Mom crooned, as I rolled my tongue gently around and over her clit. I felt another spray of her juices against my lower lip and chin as I lightly and slowly ran my tongue over her swollen penis-like appendage. I repeated the action and felt her roll her pelvis against my face. I withdrew my tongue and as careful as I could, pursed my lips around her clitoris and just held it in place and Mom stiffened as if hit by a bolt of electricity, baying like a bitch hound maddened by lust. I was fairly sure Dad and Mom-Carrie could hear her back at the house.
I felt Mom's hands drop away from my head only to begin clawing at my shoulders while her heels drummed helplessly against my back as she plunged into an intense orgasm. Leaving one hand cupping her butt, I worked my other hand back in close and ran my middle finger along her slit, slightly tilting my head down to give it room to work. After a short reconnaissance, I plunged my finger into my mother and turned my wrist, a memory of advice for fingering a girl that Polly had offered a while back fixed in my mind.
"Gently stir your finger around, rotate your wrist and then carefully probe the front upper wall of the girl's pussy until you find her special spot," Polly had instructed me as matter of factly as if she'd been giving me instructions on baking a cake.
I recalled listening to her eagerly and asking, "How will I know when I've found her special spot?"
My sister had grinned at me and replied, "Trust me, Tommy...you'll know."
Polly, gold bless her, had been right. Inside Mom's oven hot pussy, I had turned my wrist over and my finger was gently stroking and probing when suddenly Mom began to scream and bark hysterically, trying to buck against my face and finger and then as I massaged her G-spot, I began to softly suck on her clit, she went insane with pleasure.
"FUCKFUCKFUCK! LOVE YES, LOVE FINGERS AND SUCK ME MAKE ME CUMMMMMM, TOMMMMMYYYY" Mom shrieked as I felt her juices gushing everywhere as she began to orgasm. I again glanced up and her face was a painting of pure lust and ecstasy, drooling as her eyes rolled madly and she screamed, "LOVE ME FUCK ME SUGARSON! MAKE ME CUMMM CUMMM LIKE FUCK LIKE DEB USED TOOOOO!"
Mom suddenly went limp as if she'd passed out and she pitched forward into my arms, her weight driving us down and I kicked out so we landed stretched out, me flat on my back and Mom on top of me. For a few seconds, I thought something might be wrong with my mother, but then her eyes focused and she let out a cry of, "I love you, son!" and she was clinging to me and kissing me, not minding her own juices and the kisses themselves became a mixture of kisses, licks and nuzzles until both our faces were smeared and sticky with Mom's pussy cream. I discovered that tasting Mom's own juices from her mouth was an incredibly arousing experience.
We lay there for a long time, not saying anything, but simply looking into each other's eyes, whether we were kissing or not. When I finally began to speak, Mom placed her fingers over my mouth and shook her head.
Another minute or two passed and Mom said in a very quiet and subdued voice. "I've known and experienced a lot of pleasure in my life, son...done so many things with so many people, especially Deb and Carrie and your daddy. I can't tell you how many times I've watched John and his mother make love or fuck like demons and I always wondered if the pleasure, the sheer ecstasy that they experienced was greater than my own because they were mother and son. I thought that I'd never know anything greater than your Mom's Deb's tongue and touch or maybe your daddy's cock, but..."
Mom began to cry softly and I wasn't sure what to do, but I hugged her tight until she finally said, "Tommy, I haven't even felt you and that big cock inside me yet, but just having you in my mouth and feeling your mouth and fingers on me...it was like something..." Mom's eyes grew wide with wonder. "Like something...holy...like touching God."
Her voice quavered and faded and I lifted my head and kissed her gently. "Oh, Mom...I love you!"
She nodded vigorously and kissed me back. "I love you, Tommy...more than anything." She stroked my cheek and then dropped her hand down to slide it under my T-shirt so she was touching my chest. "I get it now, son...how special and rare this is. Your flesh and my flesh, being the same flesh...sharing life and love and in becoming one again, becoming something...divine and precious." She paused and smiled at me. "Sorry, preacher's habit of sermonizing, but what I'm saying, son, is I love you and I thank you for opening up this world for me...for us and that I will pray everyday that it never ends."
She kissed me again, a slow, languorous kiss, our tongues merging to move as one, tasting and savoring each other. When it ended, Mom's face was flushed again and she grinned evilly at me and said, "And we haven't even fucked each other yet...I'm not sure my heart will take it!"
My cock throbbed beneath her at her teasing words and I whispered, "I'm willing to chance it if you are, Mom!"
Mom purred and sat up atop me and with a quick, violent motion, flung her dress up and over her head, leaving her naked. "I think I've been waiting all my life for this moment, son!" she said, standing up now, her legs straddling me and her pussy wet and dripping above me. "Get yourself naked, Tommy...do it now!"
Mom stepped away from me and retrieved the quilt Mom-Carrie had left for her. She unfurled it and laid it out on the grass in front of Mom-Deb's grave. Her eyes were on me and I stripped off my pussy soaked T-shirt and undid my jeans, making a small, plaintive noise that made my blood race as my cock sprang free, purplish and angry with need.
Tearing her eyes away from my now naked body, Mom turned around in a circle, saying loudly, "Listen up all you Hamilton ghosts and spirits. A Hamilton son is about to lose his virginity to his mother...gather round and enjoy and give us your blessing that we might be the happiest incestuous couple in our family's history!"
The breeze picked up and ruffled Mom's short locks and the surrounding trees rustled as if letting us know our ancestors' reply and affirmation of their presence. Mom seemed to sense this as I did and got a slightly funny look on her face as she went to her knees and looked at Mom-Deb's final resting place. She held out her hand and said in a voice brimming with lust, "Fuck me son. Lay down with me here and made love to your mother!"
As I took Mom's hand, she lay back and pulling me to her, spreading her legs wide until I was lying between her thighs, me pausing as the head of my cock seemed to find her pussy naturally and I felt her wet, hot flesh clasping it. "Mom..." I whispered as it was my turn to be overwhelmed by the enormity of the moment. My entire existence seemed to funnel down to this moment and I felt the sure rightness...the absolute correctness of the moment like destiny would have it no other way.
"Mom..." I began again. "Are you ready for me, Mom?"
My mother lay beneath me, her entire body seeming to vibrate in anticipation. A thin sheen of sweat seemed to break out all across her body even as it appeared on me. I felt hot and anxious and Mom scarcely murmured, "I'm your's, son...I've waited all my life for this moment, now fuck me, Tommy!" before I was dropping onto her and into her, feeling for the first time the sweet heat of a woman's cunt sheathing my cock in her steaming wet and silky embrace.
The moment was electric and I immediately understood what Mom had meant about the holiness of the moment. I felt embraced by God...all perceptions seared by the incredible rightness and carnality of the moment. I knew that Mom and I had no choice but to become lovers...to become man and wife. Our incestuous union was...perfect and utter sexual and spiritual bliss!
Mom met my thrust with an upward movement of her own and though her pussy felt tight around my cock, I slipped effortlessly into her until my cock bumped into something fleshy and solid even as my pubic hair ground against her outer folds. The moment was electric as we both seemed to convulse from bolts of intense sexual power, grinding us into each other even more. Mom's legs wrapped around my lower back and she was clawing my shoulders again, pulling me into her even as her mouth found mine to muffle her cries of ecstasy and my moans of carnal pleasure, which exploded into a volcano of exquisite joy as I found myself unable to stop from cumming!
As I flooded my mother's pussy with hot semen, it seemed to trigger her orgasm, easily more powerful than the one I had given her with my mouth and tongue and for a few short moments, we merged into one pure being composed of incestuous love, fused together with passion and lust. I had nothing comparable to understand the beauty of the moment. Masturbation and a few hurried hand-jobs from high school sweethearts were not even on the same plane of existence of fucking and cumming inside my mother.
In the aftermath of our mutual orgasm, we were both reduced to tears and breathy exclamations of "I love you," between gasps for precious air and kisses that helped rekindle those delicious, almost indescribable moments of incestuous ecstasy!
We lay there together for I don't know how long, our bodies slick with sweat, faces wet with tears, not sure whether we should laugh or cry, but both desiring to savor the moment for as long as possible. When finally, I had the strength and sensibility, I began to move, but Mom moaned plaintively and as she tightened both arms and legs around me, whimpered, "No...don't."
I smiled at Mom and kissed her again. "I'm not leaving you, Mom," I said in a husky voice. "I'm still hard and I'm going to fuck you, Mom!"
Mom gave a little half cry-half laugh and said, "Yessssss! Fuck me, son. Fuck your mother like she needs to be fucked!" She tightened her grip on me, creating tension that my body used to move just enough to slide my cock perhaps half way out of her molten pussy and then drive forward hard and fast, making my mother cry out with pleasure.
Mom's pussy seemed to tighten around my cock like a velvety vise, squeezing me even as I slowly withdrew halfway out of her and then plunged forward again, this time, making Mom gasp as if I had driven the air from her body. Her entire body seemed to flex and roll under me, burying my cock a bit more minutely inside her. Mom's arms were around my neck and she pulled me in for a kiss as I slid partly out of her again and then as our tongues curled around each other, she cried out in her passion into my mouth, her eyes widening with intense pleasure.
I continued to withdraw slowly and then thrust quickly into Mom's pussy, almost subconsciously monitoring her reactions as I would shift my hips slightly, changing the angle of my thrusts to seem what seemed to offer Mom the most pleasure. Gradually both withdrawals and thrusts became quicker and then I heard our bodies slapping together wetly as we both became sweaty with our efforts, punctuated by Mom's grunts and groans as I began to fuck her frantically.
I was in heaven, totally lost in the feel of my hard and aching cock in my mother's tight and so wet and slick cunt, loving how it felt as it pulsated around my erection, kissing and massaging it of its own volition even as Mom and I kissed. Mom broke the kiss to offer up brief barks of screaming pleasure as I sort of lost control and began fucking her wildly, feeling pleased at how expertly I was making love to my mother until suddenly I slipped out of her, my cock sliding up along her lower belly, leaving a trail of semen and pussy juice over her pale, flawless skin.
Mom laughed and said, "Careful there, son! Momma doesn't want a moment to go by when her son's hard cock ain't buried inside her!" She flexed her body and twisted her hips and then somehow, her pussy had me in its grasp again and I was again deep inside her fiery hot vagina. She felt even slicker and tighter than before and again, I was fucking my mother like a madman as she wailed and writhed underneath me.
We kissed and touched each other -- Mom's feet feeling so delicious as they slid back and forth over my butt cheeks or over my bulging calf muscles while her thighs seemed locked like soft vises against my hips. Mom's hard, rubbery nipples slid back and forth against my sweat-slick chest -- so swollen were the blood engorged nobs, I could feel her pulse racing through them.
Each kiss brought her tongue to mine -- both intertwining like small serpents making love, conveying her taste and her arousal through her saliva...between dances of our tongues, we would suck each other's tongue as her motherly pussy accepted her son's cock.
The warm sun beat down on us, adding its heat to our own carnal fires until I thought that our incestuous love and lust for each other would cause us to simply burst into flame...our mortal bodies unable to contain such intense desires. I fucked Mom through orgasm and then another, marveling at the heat and wetness that existed between her legs...a testimony to her own incestuous desires and then as Mom gasped and moaned under my never ceasing motherfucking, I felt at last my own climax approaching.
My earlier orgasm had been born of the sheer wonder and amazement of finally returning to my mother's womb, but now, my need to cum was fueled by many needs -- perhaps the most overwhelming of all was that of offering my baby-making seed to my soul-mate...my mother. I fucked Mom all the harder, relishing her cries of carnal delight as I thrust deep and hard again and again. "C-cummming, Mom!" I growled. "I want to fuck you and cum in you and make you cum and fill you up and make babies with you!" I howled as I fucked Mom more furiously than I would have ever thought possible.
Mom's eyes were fiery with a wild and supernatural lust and she gave me a sneering grin as she flung her hips upwards to meet my thrusts into her pussy, her legs sliding up to wrap more tightly around me. "FUCK MOM! FUCK MOM HARD! KNOCK ME UP, SON! FEEL ME WITH YOUR HOT JIZZ AND MAKE ME...OH GODDDDDDD! FUCK ME, TOMMY! FUCK MOMMMMMMMYYYY FOREVERRRRRR!"
And I drove deep into Mom's pussy, grinding myself against her crotch as I felt the dams break and a flood of hot semen barreled out of my cock to drown Mom's womb with hot, incestuous sperm and we were both howling and screaming our love and lust for each other as we both began to orgasm!
We were lost in each other's bodies and in each other's souls -- the material world seemed to fade away, leaving us and our incestuous love for each other as the only things that existed...we became the universe and it was lovely and carnal and a thing of ecstasy that would never burn out...never extinguish...love that was eternal and immortal.
It seemed forever before the world gradually materialized around us...the gradual recognition of the gentle breeze cooling our sweat soaked bodies...the songbirds serenading our great love for each other and for a fleeting moment, the murmurs of approval as if our long gone family members were offering their affirmation of our joining. Mom's eyes grew wide as I am sure mine did as I felt more than heard Mom-Deb's voice whisper in my ear, "Sooo beautiful!"
As our orgasm slowly waned, Mom began to sob, hugging me tight. I joined her, overwhelmed by such intense love that I had never thought could exist, but now wrapped in my mother's embrace I realized that we'd just begun to explore the depths of such a great and powerful love that could exist between a mother and son.
Finally, we regained control of ourselves, happily kissing each other's tears away between passionate kisses. "Well, sugar," Mom finally began in a breathy voice. "I think we've gotten the family seal of approval."
I nodded and replied, "I don't think there was ever any doubt that we would. I just can feel it in my heart...this is what's meant to be."
Mom smiled and kissed me, still holding me tight in her grip, my cock slowly softening inside her pulsating pussy. "I imagine we never had a choice. It's family tradition." She dropped a hand to the quilt, damp with our passion. "Just like this quilt is a family tradition."
I glanced down at the old quilt with it's patchwork flowery pattern. "Really?"
Mom grinned and replied, "Your grandfather and his momma, Polly were the first to fuck on this quilt. He took Carrie's virginity on this blanket and she fucked her son...your daddy on this love quilt and now...you lost your virginity to your mother on this lovely old thing."
Once again, I was nearly overwhelmed by my emotions -- thinking of the tradition and power of family love that had existed in this place for so long and of the love that my family had raised me in and now the great culmination of all that love in what I felt for my mother...the love that only a mother and son could share...an incestuous love that could only grow more powerful day by day and year by year as Mom and I devoted ourselves to each other.
I felt as if family were watching over us as Mom and I embraced, naked and joined cock and pussy. I could feel the presence of Mom-Deb, her spirit aroused and rejoicing at the sight of her great love and their son joined in holy incest at last. I sensed the presence of Grandpa Tom and Great, great grandma Polly and their approval of our continuation of their tradition of family love and although I knew that Dad and Mom-Carrie were not present physically, I could feel their loving spirits hovering over us.
I was proud to be my mother's lover...her man...her husband already by every definition except the legal one. Mom groaned as I began to harden inside of her again and even as she whispered, "Love me, son, make love to your mother," I was already thrusting into her as I said softly into her ear, "Forever, Mom...forever.
To be continued...
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I unlocked the door to my room and went inside, turning on lights as I went. Nothing impressed me. It was a hotel room just like the million others out there. It had a king-sized bed and a dresser with a television bolted down to it. The bathroom/shower compartment was as plain and sterile as they all were. I unpacked my bag, hanging up shirts and pants. From my backpack, I pulled out the latest King novel and set it on the bedside table. I pulled out the large manila envelope from my backpack and started to undo the clasp again, but then hesitated and dropped it on top of the bedspread.
I pulled back the heavy curtains, allowing what little natural light the overcast day had to offer into the room. Early October in Ohio...cool, breezy and cloudy with yellow and reddish leaves skittering across the parking lot. Three floors down, I could see the little Japanese rental car I'd picked up at the airport. With the sun hidden behind the clouds, it was hard to guess the time of day and adding to the mystery was that I was three time zones behind California time. It had been a long flight in from San Diego and I'd had little rest over the last few days...ever since that damned envelope had come in the mail. A glance at the room's alarm clock told me it was almost 4:00 in the afternoon. I imagined I still had a few hours.
I picked the envelope up again and brought it over to a lumpy, armless chair by the window. Undoing the clasp, I shook out its contents. They hadn't changed...still three photographs with lurid, pornographic shots of a woman and three men...the lewdness perhaps accentuated by being black and white shots rather than color.
The first photo showed a lush bodied mature woman getting fucked by three men – hard cocks buried in her pussy, up her ass, and balls deep in her mouth – her face obscured by her hanging locks of darkish hair. The second picture showed that the woman with her face screwed up in pain and pleasure, being double penetrated by two guys while a third was ejaculating thick streamers of semen in her face. The third picture showed the same woman naked and spread-eagled on what I recognized as my parents' old four poster bed with the contents of all three men's dicks covering her face and tits...my mother's face and tits.
Although I hadn't seen her in seventeen years, as soon as I looked at the second photograph, I had instantly recognized my mother – not looking quite as old as I had expected. Mom looked happy in those pictures. She looked happier than she had ever been those last three years I'd been at home.
Mom had definitely changed. Those were still Mom's huge, out there in your face tits although I had never before thought of them in a sexual way until I looked at those pictures, but she'd tightened up her body. Mom still looked a little thick through the middle, but there was a certain muscular definition to those legs and arms, and that ass looked rock solid! I tried to remember Mom's age, recalling that Mom had been seventeen when she'd had me and I was now thirty-three. It was a bit of shock to realize Mom was now fifty years old.
On the back of the last photograph was printed in block letters, "JOANNA IS WORKING AT THE STEP RIGHT INN." I remembered the place, a slightly rowdy tavern situated on the outskirts of my hometown. Joanna was my mother's first name. Obviously, someone wanted me to know that something was terribly wrong with Mom. Who that might be, I didn't have a clue. The envelope was postmarked as coming from my hometown, but it had no return address and addressed to me in the same plain block letters that were on that last graphic picture.
I studied the pictures again for maybe the hundredth time. The men, from what I could tell were younger than me and didn't look familiar. The photos held me though as I studied my mother's naked body and the sheer wantonness and joy of her expressions. It was my mother as I had come to remember her...the image of the woman of my memories made real even if I knew those memories were more or less false...or at least unproven. Even more troubling was the fact that looking at my mother engaged in such hedonistic sexual behavior had triggered a definite male response in me each and every time I had looked at them.
I slipped the photographs back into the envelope and tossed them back onto the bed, trying to ignore the erection in my pants even as I tried to sort out my feelings about Mom...feelings I thought I had buried deep never to be resurrected again...
#
My old man died when I was thirteen. It had been a sudden death...a heart attack at age thirty, and it had shattered me and my mother. He had been my best friend. Being a young teenager, it never really occurred to me how bad his death had to have been for my mother. They had been together since they'd met in high school and had married when they were seventeen and Mom was pregnant with me. Dad had worked in a local tool and die shop and Mom had been a housewife. We weren't rich, but we'd gotten by. Mom and Dad were happy together.
After his death, I quickly decided that my mother had turned into the worst shrew in the world. Mom was forever harping on me to improve...get better grades, get better friends, have better goals...on and on and on, she never seemed to cease nagging me. Even worse was that within six months of Dad dying, Mom began to go on dates again. These were awkward events for her as she had had little experience in dating at all since she and Dad had been each other's only sweethearts. Mom never brought her dates home and I had no proof as to whether she was sleeping with any of her "dates." Still, I decided as a "worldly and knowing" teenager that Mom was a "unfaithful to my father's memory" whore.
At least that was the perspective of an angry teenager who missed his dad and couldn't see the pain his mother was experiencing. I never considered how tough it was for Mom who suddenly found herself forced to be the breadwinner, paying the bills and making sure the mortgage was paid or how lonely she might have been. I was even scornful of her taking a job as a waitress at the local coffee shop, assuming she had done it to get out and meet more men rather than that she was trying to keep food on the table and a roof over our heads without the benefit of marketable skills.
When I was sixteen, after a raging argument with Mom, I told my mother that she was a whore and that she and my stupid hometown were out of my life forever. I swiped money from her rainy day cookie jar and took the next bus for the West Coast. I swore never to look back – to cut Mom and her shrewish and whorish ways out of my life altogether. Sad to say, now I couldn't have told you the specifics of our argument even if my life depended on it. What can I say...I was your typical teenage asshole.
Years passed. I had to grow up real fast, never having considered how difficult it was to be on one's own, especially for a stupid under-aged kid, but after a few lean years I got my shit together...getting my high school diploma in a night school and I even managed to put myself through college. Once I got out, I landed a good job as a computer analyst and in general, did everything my mother had been after me to do to begin with.
Still, I never grew tired of being angry at my mother. Mom tracked me down of course, but I learned if you ignore enough letters and phone calls, eventually everyone will leave you alone. I pretended not to hear the pain in Mom's voice as she pleaded with her only child to talk to her, but I would hang up the phone without saying a word. Mom's efforts slowly diminished and finally came to a halt. In my still immature anger, I felt pleased that I'd gotten my way. You'd think I would have been happy, but the anger never seemed to fade...even as I let my adult life take over and the memories of that time began to fade.
Then the envelope with those photographs arrived. The next few nights were sleepless ones. Images of my mother being gang fucked drifted through my mind again and again. That last picture of her smiling at the camera, ropes of thick semen dripping off her face, her tongue sticking out, showing a mouthful of cum, kept appearing in front of me. Questions of how Mom came to be in those pictures, doing and apparently enjoying those acts haunted my thoughts.
My memories informed me that my mother had been a shrill harridan and that she had acted like a whore, I'd never seen anything that had actually supported that supposition. I just couldn't reconcile my memories of Mom with those images of the wanton and I had to admit, beautiful slut in those pictures.
I was surprised with how much it bothered me. I thought I had all but erased Mom from my mind and heart, holding on only to remnants of my teenage anger, unreasonable and immature though it was. I had always assumed that I would never see her again and when the day came when I got the news that she'd passed away, I'd just shrug and go on with my life. But I couldn't quite get my mind around this new image of my mother. It troubled me and for the first time I really began to wonder what the last seventeen years had been like for my mother. Had her life improved? Had it been hard? How had my dowdy mother, the epitome of nagging shrews everywhere become the woman in those lewd photographs? After a couple of days, I knew I had to go home and find out what was going on.
I had plenty of vacation time available, so the next morning, I called my supervisor and told him I had a family emergency and by early afternoon I was sitting in this hotel room on the outskirts of the town I had grown up in.
#
As dusk approached, I left my room and climbed into my little rental. I drove around a while looking at old landmarks, even passing by Mom's home – dark and apparently no one at home – the old Craftsman house still looking much as I had remembered it from all those years ago.
Finally, I headed towards Mom's supposed workplace. After a couple of wrong turns, I found the Step Right Inn, still a seedy looking brick and cinderblock tavern that catered mostly to the working class people of the city. The gravel lot hosted maybe a dozen or so cars that were illuminated by a blinking street-side sign that announced that they had billiard tables and "Happy Hour from 4-5 P.M."
Trying not to show how nervous I was, I walked inside like I'd been doing it for years. It was your basic working class bar just like I remembered. Neon beer signs in the windows and a smattering of tables sandwiched between the long, oaken bar and the juke box with pool tables in a raised area in the back. I took a table at the end closest to the door, one that gave me a good view of the place.
And then there Mom was, walking straight at me from the pool tables. My stomach began to do flips as I watched her approached. What would I say? What would I do? I could feel the old resentments begin to bubble up, but at the same time, a feeling of homesickness swept over me and most surprising and maybe embarassing of all – I felt a stirring between my legs as I responded physically to her. I couldn't believe it. My cock was growing hard because of my mother!
Mom was wearing a tight denim miniskirt and a peasant blouse worn low off the shoulders to draw emphasis to her huge tits. Her legs were muscular and shapely, accentuated by high heels and her hips swayed in a way that had me looking forward to seeing her walk away. A great, unruly mane of streaked brown hair only added to her sensuality. She strode up to me with the sexy confidence of a woman who knows that every man who sees her has but one thought regarding her.
I took a deep breath as I braced for our first meeting in seventeen years, but was thrown almost speechless when she produced an order book and casually said in a smoky voice, "What'll it be, stud?" She gazed down at me with a look that said, "Yeah, I know you'd give your left testicle to fuck me, what else is new?"
Recovering, I muttered, "Whatever you have on draft."
Mom replied, "Run a tab?" I nodded. "Back in a minute, stud," she said, tossing me a sexy wink. I watched her shapely ass swinging as those long, muscular legs carried her away, completely stunned. Mom hadn't recognized me, her own son! As I waited for the beer, I pondered this, finally perceiving how much I'd changed. Seventeen years had added weight to a string bean adolescent frame, my face had filled out, and with my trimmed mustache and beard, there wasn't a whole lot left that resembled that angry sixteen year old from so long ago.
When Mom brought me my beer, she stuck around and made a little small talk, mildly flirting like any waitress would, hoping for a big tip. She slipped into the empty chair opposite me and leaned forward on her forearms, giving me a great view of her big tits, unfettered by a bra. "I'm Joanna," she said introducing herself. "What do I call you or do you prefer 'Stud?' She gave me another little wink that made my cock throb beneath my jeans.
I stammered a moment, a little distracted by her flirting and by the tremendous sight of her breasts she was offering up. "Finally I managed to say, "Um, I'm John.
Mom laughed and said, "Oh, I know a whole hell of a lot of Johns. I meet Johns every night! Hell, I've even got a son out west somewhere in California named John." She rolled her tongue over her lips provocatively and added, "I never met a John I didn't like."
Mom gave me another wink and then stood up as another customer called out her name. "If you need anything, anything at all, you just give a call for Joanna, sweetie," Mom said as she headed off towards other customers. "Joanna's got just what you need."
Apparently, Mom had what a lot of men needed. As the evening passed, I watched her work the tavern, flirting with every swinging dick in the room. She wasn't shy with providing looks down her blouse, and didn't seem to mind the occasional hand that would slide up her leg and cup an ass cheek. She took any opportunity to rub those knockers against any man, including myself. I felt my cock throb as it hadn't since I was a teenager as I felt Mom's tits flattening against my back and shoulder as she brought me fresh beers, leaning over from behind to set them down, a naughty little smile on her face that let me know she did it on purpose. I was mesmerized! Mom was fifty years old, looked thirty-five and acted like a twenty year old nymphomaniac!
At ten o'clock , Mom brought me my check, saying that she needed to clear it off as she was going off shift. I was shocked to hear myself say in a casual voice as I handed over my tab plus a generous tip, "You're done for the night, Joanna? Made any plans?" I had no idea why I had asked her that. I had debated about revealing my identity to her all evening, but at the same time had given equal consideration to just packing up and going home now that I knew she appeared all right.
Mom let her lips purse into a pout and shook her head. "Sorry, sweetie, but those two stud-muffins over there beat you to it." She nodded towards the door, where two men in their early twenties were waiting, casting anxious looks our way.
"Oh well, maybe another time," I said, my voice full of an emotion I hadn't expected. Could it be that I was feeling disappointed?
Mom stared down at me, scratching the exposed portion of her right breast absently as she considered me – a speculative gleam in her eye. "Tell you what, darling," she said. "I get off at nine tomorrow night. If you're really interested in Joanna, meet me here a bit before I get off." She gave me another of those cock stirring winks and added, "And then maybe we can both get off!"
"Sure, um – Joanna, I'd love that." I replied, sounding more excited than I wanted to show. I felt like I'd fallen into some weird, feverish dream. Had I just made a date with my mom?
"And brings lots of money, John, 'cause I'm not cheap. You okay with that?" Mom said, studying my face for my reaction.
I had to swallow before I could answer. Money? Mom was fucking for money? "Yeah, Joanna. I can't wait." I replied in a raspy voice, trying not to sound shocked. She smiled, stuck her tongue out at me, winked, and headed off to her...what should I call them – friends or customers?
Suddenly, I was mad with curiosity to find out more about who and what my mother was. I left and headed back to my car, ears burning at laughter from elsewhere in the bar, Mom's laughter. I waited in my rental until I saw her leave the bar and then pull out in a small red sports car, followed closely by a Jeep. I followed at a distance, until I realized she was heading back to her house – back to my childhood home.
I parked nearby and strolled down my old street, sticking to the shadows until I reached Mom's house. Standing under an old Oak, I watched her house for activity. From a window on the side of the house, a light went on – Mom's bedroom if I remembered correctly. Looking around to make sure no one was out and about on the sleepy, deserted street, I crept through the grass up to the house under cover of darkness. Carefully, I raised my head and peeked inside Mom's window, hoping I was hidden by the shadows.
Mom was kneeling on the bed, on a quilt my grandmother had made. She still had on her miniskirt, but her blouse was gone and one of the young guys was fondling her big, surprisingly firm tits and nuzzling her neck, while the other was handing her money. Mom counted it, then rose up and gave him a long, deep kiss on the mouth, his buddy never letting go of her breast. Tossing the money on her dresser top, Mom ended the kiss and proceeded to tug his polo shirt over his head and kiss her way down to his pebble hard nipples which she proceeded to lick with her tongue – a tongue I never realized was so long. Mom then unzipped his fly, took his semi-hard dick out and slipped it between her full and luscious lips.
Thunderstruck, I watched as my mother proceeded to suck one cock and then the other. Her head bobbed furiously as she sucked their dicks like she was starved. When both cocks were wet and hard, Mom dropped a hand to the waistband of her skirt and did something and it fell away, leaving her wearing only thong panties. The man who had paid her ran a hand over her breasts and then slipped it down across her rounded belly and then under the elastic band of her thong, his fingers working furiously as he probed her slit.
Mom closed her eyes, a faint smile on her face as she leaned against the other guy, kissing him while the first guy fingered her. I had to restrain a moan as I watched her nipples, round like nickels, swell and lengthen. Mom ended the kiss and said something to them and the one fingering her suddenly ripped her thong apart. I let out a quiet groan as I got a good look at my mother's cunt. In the photographs, she'd sported a neatly trimmed bush, but now, Mom's pussy was clean shaved, completely hairless – her labia blossomed like an erotic lily and shiny with her juices
Mom laughed and went down on all fours, wiggling her ass at her customers. One, vigorously stroking his erection climbed up behind her and took her from behind while she began sucking the cock of the other guy. They proceeded to fuck Mom with the energy and vigor that only young men seemed to possess. Every so often, she'd had her men switch, laughing as she would go down on the other, his dick dripping with her juices. She would lick the cock clean and then smack her lips and even through glass I heard her moan more than once, "Goddamn, I taste good!"



Both young men came at about the same time, both spraying her face with thick ropey strands of semen. Mom eagerly lapped up their sperm, scooping it up with her fingers and then letting it drip into her open mouth. When she was finished, she proceeded to give them both head again. As she sucked them off, they played with her open pussy and those magnificent tits, nipples swollen up and standing out a half inch. Watching Mom slide her full red lips up and down their shafts was becoming too much. I fished my own hard and throbbing cock out of my jeans and began sliding my hand up and down my aching shaft, trying to match her up and down rhythm.
When both were hard again, Mom straddled one and sank her pussy slowly down around his cock. Mom leaned forward and then reached back with both hands and spread her ass cheeks wide. The other customer maneuvered in and pressed his fat dick, dripping with Mom's saliva, against her backdoor. As he penetrated her brown hole, Mom let out a scream that set the neighborhood dogs to howling, her face screwed up in that intense expression of pained, but joyful orgasm I'd seen in the photographs.
As she screamed, I completely lost control and shot my wad up against the side of her house, splattering thick streamers of spunk on the siding. Exhausted, my head reeling from the wild scene inside the house where I grew up and my own unexpected arousal at it, I zipped up and staggered away, my ears full of the cries and moans of my mother crying out, "Mhuuhh, fuck me, fuck momma good. Give that good dick to Joanna."
I drove back to my hotel across town, the exhaustion of the long trip and from little sleep the last few nights catching up with me. I showered and tumbled into bed unable to get the disturbing images of my mother out of my mind. The images followed me into sleep as my dreams that night were filled with visions of Mom naked, legs spread wide so I could see her tender pink meat. Her smoky voice hissing, "C'mon, fuck me. Joanna's got just what you need!
I woke up, feeling cranky and tense. I found a little coffee shop, had breakfast, my face burning with embarrassment whenever anyone looked at me. My thoughts, filled with nasty images of my mother, were so intense, I felt like they were etched on my face for all to see. I went back to my hotel room, tried to sleep a little more and ignored the urge to masturbate. That afternoon, after showering, as I shaved, I looked at the face in the mirror and saw the struggle of emotions on my face.
"You want to fuck her, don't you, John?" I said to myself. I studied my appearance until finally I smiled at my image and nodded. "Yeah, I want to fuck my mother. I want to fuck Joanna something awful and give her what she needs." Butterflies born of nervousness were suddenly muted as my spoken admission of forbidden desires somehow muted my nerves...at least somewhat. Now I felt the nervous sensations of a man about to go on a date with a woman hitherto considered unattainable. There was also an underscoring of something naughtier...as if I was getting one over on my mother – the ultimate trick on the woman I had hated for so long.
Nine o'clock couldn't arrive fast enough for me. I made my way to the Step Right Inn a little before eight o'clock. Mom noticed my arrival and was on me before I could make my way to a table. "You came back, John!" she cooed, putting her arm through mine and walking me to an empty table. "I wasn't sure you would, but I'm so happy you did!"
I blushed, suddenly feeling like a school kid being fawned over by his first crush. I felt my cock, already semi hard, begin to grow. "I'm been counting the hours, um, Joanna," I murmured back.
Joanna looked carefully at me, nodding her head as if for reassurance. "So...we're good for later? You'll be waiting for me at nine?"
"Oh yeah, Joanna. I'll be waiting!" I replied.
She gave me a grin that sent my cock to full erection even before she leaned in and whispered. "I can't wait, John. Joanna's got exactly what you need!" before giving me a little kiss and lick on the lips. She presented me with another one of her sexy winks and hurried off to fetch me a beer. I sat down at my table quickly before the whole place noticed the raging hard-on I was now sporting!
For an hour, I sipped beer and watched Mom hustle drinks. She was wearing a low cut, wine colored sweater dress that barely reached her crotch. She was goosed a dozen times that hour as men let their hands disappear under that short skirt. I watched her with growing lust and each time she was groped, Mom seemed to give me a glance to see if I approved or disapproved. I always gave her a smile and got a pleased smile in return. Knowing I was going home with her and knowing she was the object of so much lust somehow made it all seem the more exciting.
Her work shift finished, she came straight over and leaned down and into me, giving me a kiss that had plenty of tongue. "All day long I was hoping you'd be here, tonight," she giggled. "Let's go somewhere more private." I stood up and we walked out, her arm through mine, rubbing a heavy tit against my upper arm. I couldn't help but take a little pride in noticing several envious looks from other men in the bar. I wondered how many had made the trip home with my mother. Even that thought excited me.
Outside, she pointed to her little sports car and said, "Follow me to my place, John." She ran a hand lightly over my crotch. "Start thinking about what you really need from Joanna," she said as she climbed into her ride. As she sat, her sweater dress pulled up and I could see her thong panties molded to her mound. The silky looking material was soaked and clung to her labia like a second skin. Mom noticed my hungry stare and took her time climbing in – giving me a long look at her panty-clad cunt.
As I followed her, the sane and rational part of me tried to get me to think about what I was doing. This was my mother...the person I had spent years hating and now I wanted to fuck her! Reason argued about what would happen when and if she found out who I really was. Would it be her turn to banish me from her life? Of course, a hard dick always overrides any reasonable argument. I wanted my mother. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted a woman in all my life. I recognized that there were a lot of issues wrapped up in this. I understood that I wanted her because she was a damn fine looking woman – that she was a complete and utter slut – and because and maybe this was the key reason, because she was my mother. All three reasons were mixed together. It didn't matter. One way or another, I was going to have Joanna. I was going to have my mother!
No sooner did I step into my old living room for the first time in eighteen years, when Mom pulled me over to the couch and pushed me down. Mom then proceeded to curl up in my lap and begin a French kiss that lasted ten minutes. She wiggled and moaned appreciatively as she felt my long stiff penis throbbing under her ass.
Finally, Mom broke the kiss and said, "God, you feel nice and hard. Stud, lets get down to business so we can get to the fun."
Barely able to speak after the tongue twisting kiss my mother had laid on me, my heart pounding a mile a minute, I replied, "Whatever you say, Joanna."
"Okay, John, it works like this." Mom said, wiggling her money maker against my cock. "You want Joanna to suck that big ol' thing in your pants, it'll be fifty bucks. For a hundred, I'll let you put that thing in my sweet pussy and you'll think you died and went to heaven. For two hundred, you can fuck my hot, tight asshole. I bet you'd like that!" She giggled and rubbed herself against me. In my ear, she whispered, "And for three hundred, you can spend the night and I'll rock your world!" Mom's tongue then flicked out and probed my ear.
I reached into my pants pocket and pulling out my money clip, didn't hesitate a second in peeling off three pictures of Ben Franklin. I folded them up and stuck them down between her heaving breasts. "I wonder what you'd do for four hundred dollars?" I stammered.
With a sultry look that almost made me cum in my pants, Mom replied with sexy confidence, "I'd fuck you to death." She slid out of my lap and knelt at my feet. "Okay, stud. Let's see what you're hiding from Joanna." Mom quickly pulled of my socks and shoes and then expertly undid my belt and tugged my underwear and jeans off. My hard-on sprung out to wave at her, so stiff it almost slapped against my belly like I was a teenager again.
"Oh my God," Mom cried. "This is a monster dick!" She stroked it with one hand, the other caressing my balls. "I should be paying you to fuck me with this lovely thing!" my mother cooed as she ran her hand up and down my shaft, her touch making me tremble with pleasure. Her brown eyes watching me, Mom dipped her head and took me in her mouth, barely able to take my swollen cock. Her tongue danced over the head of my penis, fluttering and then licking. The tip of her tongue gently wormed its way into my piss-hole and I thought I might pass out.
"Joanna, oh. That's fucking unreal," I moaned as she continued to lick my dick. Mom let my dick slip out of her talented mouth so she could run her tongue up and down my shaft. Up and down she polished my dick, tonguing my balls and that little sensitive place just behind them, and then back up to suck me once again. She opened wide as if to devour me and then proceeded to do just that. My cock is big and very thick and I'd never experienced true deep throat till that moment.
Somehow, my mother managed to take me all the way down her throat. I felt my dick bump into her gullet, her throat constricting around my throbbing member. Then Mom was bobbing her head up and down quickly, her tongue dragging itself over my dick. I could feel my orgasm nearing. In a dim part of my brain, the knowledge that my mother was an experienced and accomplished cocksucker was registered and acknowledged. Try as I might, I knew I couldn't hold back any longer.
"Mo...Joanna, I'm going to cum," I gasped as my body quivered from the intensity of the pleasure animating from my dick. Mom pulled back just in time for me to spray my load across her face, splashing hot sperm all over her mouth and nose. A second burst sprayed her from forehead to tits. She placed my cock on her tongue, collecting the rest of my gushing load as she massaged my dick with her hand. When I was done, she took my semi-erect member and used it to wipe the semen from all over her face towards her hungry mouth.
Mom leaned back and smiled up at me, licking the last of my thick cum off her lips with a tongue I didn't remember from my childhood as being so nasty and sexy. "Mmmm, that was tasty," Mom said, sounding like the cat that swallowed the canary or at least had eaten the canary's sperm.
Standing up, Mom turned around and said, "Unzip me, Stud." I stood up and pulled the zipper down while Mom ground her ass against my naked crotch. My half-erect dick gave a twitch. She let the dress drop and pool at her feet, revealing a tight ass, a g-string thong disappearing in the crack of her ass. I let my hands roam over her tight butt cheeks, trying to remind myself that I was feeling up my own mother.
I moved my hands up and around to cup her weighty breasts. At age fifty, they were still firm, sagging only a little. I wondered if she'd done something to tighten them up and decided it didn't matter. I was holding my mother's huge tits and that was all that was important. Nipples the diameter of nickels and sticking out half an inch, begged to be twisted and pulled, which I did as I nuzzled her neck and tongued her ear.
"Yesss, my baby's horny," Mom moaned as she ground herself against my rapidly recovering cock. "Let's move this party on to bed." Taking my dick in hand, Mom led me out of the living room, down the hall, and then to my surprise, passed up her own room and led me into my old bedroom. It looked just as it had when I left eighteen years ago – posters and pennants on the wall as I had left them. Pictures of Mom and me and of Dad and me sat on the night stand with more on the dresser bureau opposite the bed itself. Mom turned around. "Let Joanna have a good look at you, Stud." She looked my body over and frowned when she saw that my dick hadn't fully recovered yet.
"Joanna needs a stiff dick, John. But don't worry; I've got a cure for that." Mom motioned me to the bed. "Get on your hand and knees, baby." Obediently, I climbed up on the bed. Mom got behind me and ran her hands over my ass. "Nice butt, Stud!" Mom giggled as she slapped my butt before she spread my ass cheeks. I jerked a little as Mom pressed her face into my ass and stuck her tongue against my bunghole!
Mom wriggled her tongue against my hole and pushed it in. My mother was rimming my ass! My heart raced as I realized there wasn't anything this woman would not do! Her hands eased around and began stroking my dick. My hands dug into the bedspread as Mom wormed her tongue deeper into my asshole. This was a sensation I had never before encountered. This was possibly the kinkiest thing anyone had ever done to me and the person doing it was my mom! My dick grew until I thought I would burst.
Finally, Mom withdrew, slapped my ass playfully and climbed up on the bed, spreading her legs wide. Her hairless mound was now naked and glistening with her arousal. At some point while rimming my ass, Mom had shed her G-string. "C'mere, John. I wanna get fucked. I want that big, fat cock deep inside my hot pussy."
Trembling like a school boy getting laid for the first time, I climbed on top of my mother, resting my naked body on hers. Mom's stiff nipples rubbed across my hairy chest, my cock lay length-wise along her moist, slick slit. The heat coming from her pussy was unreal. Her pussy lips seemed to be massaging my shaft. She hunched herself against me. "Fuck, you're so big, baby. Where have you been all my life?" I cannot describe how wonderful it was to have Mom's feverish and wet flesh rubbing against my cock.
I couldn't answer as I was sucking and biting an engorged nipple, my right hand squeezing and pulling the other one. I felt her hand slide between our bodies and grasp my cock and rub it up and down her slit. I let her tit slip from my mouth and looked up at her – eyes locked in a hungry gaze as I realized the moment had come. I hunched against her and suddenly my cock was sucked into a clasping, tight furnace. Mom squealed as my shaft sank deep into her pussy. The fit was perfect! It was like slipping into a moist, hot glove, perfectly made for my cock.
As we began to bump nasties, Mom began to babble. "Yes, fuck Joanna, baby. You fuck Joanna sooo damn good. That big cock was meant to be in my wet pussy. Do you like Joanna's pussy, John? Do you know where we're fucking? This is my son's room, did you know that? Isn't that naughty? Joanna likes fucking studs on her boy's bed! Yesss, harder, baby! Get all of that big dick in me! Fuck Joanna harder!"
Mom was twisting and turning under me, thrusting her cunt up to meet my thrusts. Her muscular legs came up and wrapped around my ass, trying to keep me as deep in her as possible. I felt fingernails tear across my back, drawing blood. "Fuuuck me, John! Fuck me on my son's bed. Do...do you think that makes me badddd? Uuuggghhh, maybe I wanna fuck my son! Does that...yes, such good cock...make me bad?"
Mom flailed out with a hand and grabbed a small framed photograph off the bedside table. She thrust it in my face. It was a picture of her and me, taken on a camping trip when I was barely a teenager – taken just before Dad died. My arm is draped over her shoulder and her arm is around my waist and we both looked really happy. "Ain't he a handsome stud? What mother wouldn't want to fuck a good looking son like that?" Mom writhed underneath me, her pussy a molten volcano of grasping lust. "Tell me the truth, John. Would you fuck your mother if she was like me? Is it wrong to wanna fuck my son?"
I looked into my mother's face. She was biting her lip, face twisted with pain and lust and love, staring at me, waiting for my answer. I understood at that moment that she knew who I was – that she had known all along. "Joanna...Joanna...Mom," I gasped. "Did you send me those pictures?" As I finished speaking, I drove my cock deep into her sodden cunt as hard as I could.
"YESS!!" she screamed. "Fuck me, John. Fuck your mother with all your might! Give Mom all that nasty, motherfucking dick!" Mom exploded into the throes of an orgasm the likes of which I'd never seen. Every other thrust into her sopping wet cunt seemed to bring on another orgasm. Mom had her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me, grinding her cunt against my cock, trying to make us become one orgasmic beast.
Her pussy walls began to spasm - squeezing my dick so hard. I struggled not to cum, but I had no choice, overwhelmed by the intense reality of being in the moment of fucking my mother...of her knowing and allowing her son to bury his aching hard-on inside her. As the motherfucking orgasm of all time detonated in our joined loins,. I bit down on a nipple as Mom's hands grabbed my ass cheeks, pushing me even deeper into her cunt, welcoming my jets of scalding semen.
Mom and I clutched each other tight in the throes of our orgasm, sobbing and crying and barely remaining sensible in the almost overwhelming sensation of incestuous orgasm. It was a moment of true epiphany for me as our mingled pleasure seared away my hatred and anger, revealing my feelings for what they had always been – jealousy and desire for my mother in the aftermath of my old man's death. Tears flowed down my face to splash against Mom's cheeks as we kissed, communicating in the true language of lovers as tongues danced and caressed.
I was a man reborn, now secure in the almost holy love that I was now consummating with my mother as men and women have done for all time.
We collapsed in a tangle of limbs, chests heaving. "You...knew," I gasped. "Who...who I...was?" Still joined cock to pussy, we cuddled together, Mom's breath hot and sweet against my chest, my hands stroking her soft, warm skin.
Mom licked sweat off my nipple. "Yes, John." She giggled and wiggled her crotch against mine – her pussy muscles massaging the last remnants of my sperm. "Son, I recognized you the moment you came into the bar. A mother always knows. It was hard though...restraining myself, knowing my handsome son had come back home to me." She lifted her head and gave me a licking kiss on the lips. "I really like the beard, John. I bet it's going to feel so great when you eat my pussy!"
My head spun with the enormity of what we had just done – no regret, but feeling a little awed by the never suspected intensity of sex between mother and son. "But...I'm your son. Why me?"
"I wanted my son back." The confidence of Mom's voice was gone. She sounded nervous, hesitant. "Once I realized I live to fuck – that I love to fuck, I dreamed of fucking you, my flesh and blood. You're the only person other than your father that I ever completely loved." Her confession made my cock, still snuggled in her cunt, swell again. "Please, son, stay with me?"
My heart began to beat faster as I realized what she was truly asking. "You mean, you and me together...forever?" I rolled us over so that I was again on top of my mother, cock buried deep in her womb. Mom's hair was tangled and soaked with sweat. She reeked of sex and of sweat and she looked scared and beautiful.
"Yes, John. I lost you for so long. I never want to let you go again." Mom tightened her cunt muscles around my now totally recovered cock, letting me know she meant what she said literally.
"And all the other men, Mom – what about them? Will you give up whoring?"



Mom's eyes grew wide and I could see a bit of a struggle there over that prospect. "If you want me to, John...I can do that." Mom licked her lips and added, "Do you want me to or did you enjoy watching me last night?"
My turn to go all wide-eyed. Damn – it was just like when I was a kid. I never got anything over Mom. "Wow. I'm not sure, Mom. Let's just see what happens."
Mom sighed, relief evident in her face as she said, "So, you'll stay, son? You'll stay with me forever?"
"Oh, Mom, of course I will." I replied as I withdrew and then thrust back into her, making my mother moan as I began to fuck her again. "But right now, I believe I've paid for the pleasure of fucking your nasty ass."
Mom grinned and wiped away tears of joy as I lifted her legs and pushed them back over her head, almost rolling her into a ball and raising that lovely ass up to expose her puckered brown hole. Mom quickly reverted from loving mother to loving sluttish whore. "Give it to Joanna, son. Give your momma Joanna that sweet, motherfucking cock," she sobbed as I pressed my dick against her asshole.
I pushed forward with my cum-covered penis and Mom's sphincter, still recovering from her previous night's sordid activities, surrendered quickly and I slowly sank my hard cock into Mom's hot, moist asshole. Mom curled her lower lip into a lewd leer and looked at me with such carnal lust that I almost exploded right there. Mom was incest incarnate – every fiber of her being focused on pleasuring me and being pleasured by me. "Give Joanna what she wants, son!" she moaned as I sank deeper inside her.
Mom's legs came down to rest on my chest and shoulders and she shamelessly surrendered herself to me, throwing herself into our anal fuck with almost violent abandon. Despite obviously enjoying anal sex on a regular basis, Mom's asshole was tight, surrendered my cock as it withdrew with great reluctance and then welcoming me back with the same tight clasp.
We fucked and fucked until the room reeked with sex. Mom came over and over again while I struggled to prove my worthiness by holding off my own orgasm. We were soaked with sweat and in the throes of her own orgasms, Mom had literally ejaculated pussy juice over my lower belly and crotch, the hot liquid running down to help lubricate my throbbing dick as I thrust deep again and again into her bowels.
When finally, I yielded to my own pleasure, both our bodies were quivering with the exertion of intense fucking unlike anything I had ever encountered. I realized instinctively that no matter how many women I might fuck during my lifetime, the best of them would pale next to my mother as a lover, partly through her talent as a whorish slut and partly due to our intimate, familial relationship.
Mom cried out wordlessly as I poured hot semen into her bowels, triggering a final, long orgasm in her that had her bucking and writhing underneath me as I continued to bury my cock in her tender and tight asshole, groaning with my own pleasure as I shot spurt after spurt of spunk up my mother's ass.
In the wee hours of that morning, we cuddled and talked of how we'd spend the rest of our lives together. In my mind and in my heart, I felt no hesitation about completely turning my life upside down. In my years away, having excluded Mom from my life, I had adopted the habit of not allowing anyone too close. I could see that my being a loner was born out of the conflict I had felt over Mom. Now, Mom had found a way to breach the walls I had built for myself.
We fell asleep in each other's arms, bodies stuck together from sweat and cunt cream and semen, warm and content in our incestuous embrace. Mom nuzzled my chest as she shifted a bit in a light sleep, her long fingernails digging into my arm as she sleepily murmured, "Stay with me, baby. Joanna has what you need." I slipped into slumber then too, thinking that yes, my mother...my Joanna had exactly what I needed.
I managed to work out a transfer to our regional corporate office in a nearby city. Mom and I live together there as husband and wife. The sex gets better every time we fuck. Sometimes for fun and because I know she enjoys it so, I let Mom work her charms on some unsuspecting young man...or men. To be honest, it turns me on to see my mother servicing some young studs as a slutty MILF whore. Hell, sometimes, for old times' sake, Mom even makes me pay for it! I don't mind, after all, Mom...my Momma Joanna always has what I need.
The End
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It has been a while...sorry about that. Sometimes life interferes. Anyway, I had a lot of fun writing this story and I hope you enjoy it. Please let me know what you think.
As always, this is a work of fiction and the characters are imaginary, existing only within the confines of the story and my imagination. Enjoy!
*
It felt fairly strange to be back in college after nearly thirty years. Sitting amidst all those young graduate students made me feel a bit old, even though I was only fifty-one years old. Still, I was enjoying myself...feeling my love for history being recharged as I participated in the seminars...feeling renewed myself and why not -- in a sense I was starting over.
I'd been a history teacher in a small eastern Kentucky high school for twenty-nine years and had been married for all but the last two of those years. Lisa, my wife, I'd caught with her boss, the bank manager in our bed one morning when I'd come home early with the flu. It had been an ugly divorce as Lisa had contested everything even as her lover was being taken to the cleaners by his wife. In the end, I walked away with a rental property we'd bought as an investment years before and over one hundred thousand dollars for my share of the house and other property. I also walked away with a serious sense of futility and depression that seemed to carry over into my work.
I love teaching...or at least I had. That last school year had been a god-awful slog and at the end of it, I decided that I needed a change. I decided to pursue a long surrendered dream of getting my doctorate's degree in history and took a sabbatical to pursue it. With the settlement on the house -- I had the cash and decided that a year's change of scenery would do me good. So, I wound up attending the University of Kentucky in hot pursuit of my doctoral degree. I needed a few courses and of course my doctoral thesis which had been half finished when I'd stuck it in a drawer nearly twenty years before.
I began my "adventure" in pursuit of a long abandoned dream, but I had no idea that one of my own former students would redirect my adventure for a new life into an entirely new direction. Her name...Breanna -- one of my unforgettables.
"MISTER HELLER!" I was in a bookstore, perusing the mystery section when I heard my name shrieked into my ear. Before I could react, I found myself being hugged ferociously by a definitely womanly body. Although I hadn't been with a woman in a couple of years, I recognized breasts when they were mashed up against me. A sweet, spicy scent filled my nostrils as I heard, "MISTER HELLER, I CAN'T BELIEVE IT'S YOU!"
I felt someone's aggressive embrace loosen and managed to gracefully disengage myself to find a rather stunning woman standing in front of me. Young...early twenties, dark brown hair streaked with vivid red and cut short ending in points just below her chin. Tall...taller than me by maybe an inch and I stand an even six feet tall. A long, lush body -- not fat by any means, but curvy and full bodied...those aforementioned breasts prominently displayed in a low cut T-shirt. Her dark hair framed a pale-skinned face with brilliant blue eyes, a pert nose and full and luscious lips now parted in a tremendous smile.
I searched through the sizable index of students' faces accumulated in almost thirty years of teaching and quickly came up with a name. "Breanna...how are you?"
Her smile grew even larger as she replied, "Omigod! You remember me, Mister Heller? I can't believe it!" She seemed to almost vibrate with delight, bouncing on the heels of her feet which drew my eyes to her rather bountiful chest which bounced in such a way that betrayed that she wasn't wearing a bra.
I shrugged and said, "It's only been what...three years, Breanna and besides, I never forget my good students!"
She blushed slightly and said, "I wasn't that good a student...a bit of a trouble-maker maybe." I laughed and shook my head in disagreement. Yes, I remembered Breanna. A consistent 'A' student and yes, a bit of a troublemaker in that she loved to argue in class...something I actually encouraged. She had also run with the Goth crowd...or at least as Goth as kids from an eastern mountain community could get...in those days favoring a lot of black leather and lace, running into trouble with the principals for dress code violation. Breanna had in high school, delighted in seeing how much of her breasts she could get on display and how high she could wear the hems of her leather minis before getting violated on dress code.
The Goth look was gone, but it was obvious she was proud of her rather impressive breasts and I wondered if she still wore her dresses short when she wasn't wearing skin tight black jeans. Breanna could still remind an old man how it felt to be young. "Well, I hope you're still giving your teachers fits. Are you attending UK?"
Breanna nodded and said, "Oh yes...third year, studying for physician's assistant." She turned as someone approached and said, "Oh, you remember my boyfriend? Honey, look...its Mister Heller! Can you believe it?"
I turned to see a tall sallow faced young man wearing an army-surplus fatigue jacket, his hair shaggy to his shoulders and still sporting the same scraggly chin beard he'd had in high school. "Jesse, how are you?"
I held out my hand and after a moment's hesitation, he shook it with a weak effort. There was a bit of surprise in his voice and then in an unsure tone, "You remember me, Mister Heller?'
I nodded and replied, "Of course I do. So, you're attending UK too?"
He nodded and said in the same glum tone I recalled him using constantly in high school, "I suppose so." He didn't offer any details and I didn't press him. I imagined that he was doing just enough to plod through and pass, much as he had in the old days.
"What are you doing in Lexington, Mister Heller...on a school night?" asked Breanna, her body still bouncing as if seeing me was the next best thing to meeting Santa Claus.
I laughed and replied, "I'm back in college myself...doctoral program. Taking a year off to work on my PhD."
Jesse managed to smile weakly while Breanna seemed to think that it was the best news she'd heard all year and I got another hug, her arms pulling my neck down so that my face was nearly nuzzling the exposed upper portions of her breasts. "That's fucking awesome, Mister Heller!" she exclaimed. "I'm going to be looking for you on campus!" She laughed and glanced over at her boyfriend whose face appeared glummer than ever. "We can hang out sometime!"
That caught me by surprise and I was momentarily at a loss for words. Finally, I shrugged my shoulders and replied, "Well...you never know. School keeps me pretty busy and I'm sure it does you too!"
Breanna's eyes suddenly seemed to gleam with an odd fire and she said, "Oh...we'll make the time. You're my favorite teacher...ever! Right, Jesse?"
Jesse hesitated, his glum expression threatening to slip into a sourer look and he muttered, "I suppose so." He glanced at his arm and I'm not sure if he was wearing a wristwatch or not, but he said, "Bree...it's getting late. We got that thing..."
Breanna looked at him oddly and then slowly nodded. "Yeah, I guess." Her expression brightened as she stepped up to me for the third time and hugged me again, saying softly into my ear, "I'm so glad we saw you, Mister Heller! See you soon!" Then she surprised me again by giving me a kiss on the cheek and grinning mischievously over her shoulder as they left.
For my part, I couldn't take my eyes off them...or more precisely, Breanna as they walked away...not just because her jean clad butt looked so sexy, but because the whole episode left me in a state of wonder. I felt a little surprise that between my legs, my cock was actually on the rise...responding to having had a woman...a lovely, young woman pressing herself against my body several times. I imagined I was just clueless, but I felt as if she'd been flirting a little with me. I touched my cheek, still feeling her luscious lips pressed against them.
As I drove back to student housing -- graduate and post-graduate students were able to rent apartments on campus, I couldn't get the young woman off my mind. In the acrimonious storm of my divorce, I had given the female gender a general pass and hadn't quite worked up an urge to date again, but that didn't mean I didn't have desires like any normal male. In the last loveless years of my marriage, it would have been next to impossible to not notice the seemingly endless parade of nubile young women who passed through my classroom and yes...I had masturbated to fantasies of having many of them...Breanna included.
Still, that is all they were...fantasies of a late middle-aged man. Soon enough, meeting Breanna was lost against a tide of research on the history of the bourbon manufactures of Middle Kentucky...my thesis topic and on the heavy readings of my seminars. Still as I walked across the campus during the early days of October, I often found myself scanning passing students for Breanna.
In the end, she found me. It was nearly a month after I ran into her and Jesse at the bookstore and late in the evening, I found myself at a table in the university center cafeteria, drinking coffee and making some notes after a particular seminar. I was lost in thought and never sensed anyone approaching until I was both being hugged and heard, "Mister Heller, how are you?" again, finding my face nuzzling the breasts of my former student.
Then Breanna was sitting across from me -- her arms folded under her breasts as she leaned forward and allowed them to bunch up in an impressive display of cleavage. I took a deep breath and gathered my composure back together, dragging my eyes from my former student's bosom and back to her lovely face. "Breanna...how are you?"
She grinned and said, "I couldn't be finer now that I found you! How have you been?"
"Good, I reckon," I replied. "Classes are going well and my thesis is coming along." I glanced around and didn't see Jesse in the queue for coffee or food. "Where's Jesse?"
She rolled her eyes and said, "Home, probably killing things on the computer instead of studying...you know, the usual. Waiting for me to get off work."
"Work?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yeah, I work here in the UC in university services -- answer the phone, type shit up...that sort of thing. It helps pay for what the scholarship doesn't cover." She reached out and squeezed my hand. "I can't tell you how much I'm glad to see you, Mister Heller!"
I chuckled and said, "Really? Feeling homesick for Jonasville High School?"
"Oh, hell no!" she replied. "I never want to go back to Hicksville. I'm just...well; you're just one of my favorite people in the whole world! I just love that I can actually sit down here with you and...I don't know...talk! You'd have never done that in high school."
"Well...there's a reason for that. You were a teenager and I'm an old teacher. I'm shocked that any of my old students would even want to pass a word with me!"
Breanna had a wounded look for a second and shook her head violently. "Oh, you're wrong, Mister Heller. Yeah, you were a cranky old bastard, but you had our best interests at heart...you made us learn stuff...important shit." She reached out and took my hand again. "I bet you have no idea that you were a lot of kids' favorite teacher! We...I loved you!"
I felt myself blush a little. As any teacher will tell you...compliments like that don't come across too often. "I don't know, Breanna." I replied. "Jesse didn't seem too thrilled to run into me that night at the bookstore."
It was Breanna's turn to blush a little and she bit her lip and then laughed. "Oh...I don't think it had anything to do with high school, Mister Heller."
"Oh yeah? What was it then?"
She was silent for a moment, looking down at the table, but then looking up at me with her eyes blazing with a devilish glee. "Well, not too shock you, but..."
"Yeah?" I said encouragingly.
"Well, Jesse and me, we've been an item forever and we rent a place down on the southern side of Lexington. About a year ago after fu...making love, we were talking about fantasy lovers...you know, who we'd like to fuck?"
My blush returned, this time making my face burn. It was difficult to remember that Breanna was an adult now...not one of my teenage students. This whole conversation felt...taboo. "Right," I replied a little hoarsely.
"Well, Jesse lists off Angelina Jolie and Kate Kardasian and Megan Fox and I..." she paused as an almost belligerent grin spread across her face. "I said my number one fantasy fuck was you, Mister Heller!"
I didn't feel my jaw hit the table, but I'm sure it did as I stared at her in shock. In my silence, Breanna pressed on. "It's true...I had the biggest crush on you, Mister Heller...still do, I suppose and well, Jesse always has had some self confidence issues."
"I...I don't know what to say, Breanna. I never imagined..." I let my voice trail off.
For her part, she looked back at me with amused skepticism. "Oh, I bet you did, Mister Heller. God knows I teased you enough in those days and I know you used to stare at my tits and legs and you can't deny you were admiring my ass the other night at the bookstore. Her hands suddenly were cupping her breasts through her blouse and she playfully lifted them up. "And you've been sneaking some peeks at my boobs tonight."
"Well...I..." I really didn't know what to say, so I shrugged my shoulders and confessed. "Guilty as charged. My apologies, Breanna."
My answer seemed to please her and she replied, "No need to apologize, Mister Heller. I wouldn't put them out there on display if I didn't want people looking at them." Then she looked at me slyly with her eyes slightly hooded and said, "I'm curious though. I wonder, Mister Heller, where I might rank on your list of fantasy fucks?"
Again, I was caught off guard by her words, suddenly recalling how fearless Breanna had been back in High School -- never afraid to speak her mind. After a moment, I again shrugged my shoulders and said, "I plead the Fifth, Breanna." I hesitated for a moment, trying to seek a way out of this strange conversation before I said, "You can reassure Jesse...he doesn't have to worry about me. I would never try to..."
Breanna licked her lips and said in a wicked voice, "Oh, I don't think Jesse's worried about you trying to seduce me, but he might be concerned about what I might do." She let that hang in the air for a moment. "You know, Mister Heller...even in high school, I had a reputation for being...rash and impulsive. I'm even worse now!"
I suddenly understood what a rabbit felt like when it sees the wildcat stalking it and was trying to figure out what to say next when Breanna suddenly shifted gears. "Shit, is it that late? I got an 8:00 class in the morning!" She stood up and studied me for a moment. "Mister Heller, would you mind walking me to my car? This late at night...well."
It took a moment, but her request finally sank in and I seized the opportunity to regain any sense of normalcy. The guise of the protective older male felt good and I quickly stuffed my notes into my book bag and walked out of the UC with the young woman. Outside in the cool air, I was momentarily startled when Breanna slipped her arm through mine and murmured, "This way," steering us out into the mostly empty lot.
As we made our way to the far end, neither one of us said anything nor for a moment it was strangely...nice having a lovely young lady on my arm, evoking romantic memories from a lifetime ago. Finally, we arrived next to a slightly beat up Honda and she said, "This is me," while reaching into her bag for the keys. She unlocked the door and I opened it while she looked on pleased and murmured, "Thank you, Mister Heller."
She started to climb in, but stopped...her on one side of the door and me on the other. "You know...Jesse should be worried, Mister Heller. You're still number one on the list of men I would love to fuck." She leaned forward and kissed me on the corner of my mouth. "Goodnight." She fired her car up and pulled away, leaving me thunderstruck in the middle of that parking lot and feeling more than a little bit lost.
It was a long night and I surprised myself by masturbating not once but twice. The first time, I stroked off imagining what Breanna looked like completely naked...and yes, I confess that it wasn't the first time I had fantasized about that. Afterwards, I found myself unable to sleep and after tossing and turning for a long time, I got up and dug through some unpacked boxes until I came up with a yearbook from Breanna's senior year.
I flipped through it until I found the photo I had vaguely recollected...a group of seniors at a class pool party and front and foremost in the picture was Breanna -- glorious at eighteen in a skimpy bikini, breasts nearly overwhelming the small top and those lovely, long legs. Her hair was soaking wet...her body glittering wetly in the camera's flash and that devil may care smile of hers as she smiled at the photographer. I masturbated to the thought of her smiling that way at me...having me, taking me as she murmured, "You're still number one on the list of men I would love to fuck." I fell asleep with thoughts of the sexy, flirty young woman filling my mind and then my dreams.
For the next few days, I was a bit distracted as I was constantly expecting Breanna to turn up at any moment as I made my way around campus, but I never saw her. I wondered if in a moment of sober reflection, she had come to regret flirting with a man thirty years older and the thought of that made me oddly sad. I cursed myself for acting like a teenager afflicted with a terminal case of puppy love after I talked myself in visiting the bookstore that following weekend where I'd run into Breanna and Jesse initially.
As the following week passed, my lewd thoughts of my former student slowly receded...never completely forgotten, but mostly below the surface as I devoted myself to classes and doing research in the archives of the UK library. At quiet, idle moments, Breanna's face and body would resurface, but I forced myself not to dwell on my adolescent fantasies. Still, a part of me wondered when, not if, she would resurface again.
It happened that following Friday evening. I had had a quiet evening...a simple dinner followed by work on my thesis which was spread out on the apartment's kitchenette table and as the late news came on, I was dozing in front of the television with a murder mystery novel open face down on my chest. I was jarred awake by the irritating door bell -- a bit surprised because in two months, no one had ever rang it before.
I swung it open warily and although I should have been expecting it, was still surprised to see Breanna standing there -- looking like sexy trouble in a leather jacket and jeans, a plastic bag hanging from one hand. She held it up and through the opaque plastic I could see the distinct markings of a popular beer. "Trick or treat, Mister Heller!" she said in a giggling voice.
"Um...about a week early, Breanna and I think I'm supposed to give you the treat...not the other way around?"
She winked slyly at me and said, "Well, we can work that out later. Interested in a beer?"
I felt my stomach do a nervous flip. "Well...I -- um, I don't know if I should." I suddenly felt very nervous.
"Now, Mister Heller," Breanna began in a serious voice. "I'm not seventeen and you're not my teacher now. We're just two legal adults..." a giggle almost slipped out. She paused and then resumed, "We're just two legal adults and this legal adult wants to buy you a beer." She looked up at actually batted her eyes at me mockingly. "Well, aren't you going to invite me in?"



I took a deep breath and said, "Breanna, would you like to come in?" I felt my face burning as she brushed past me with a pleased and naughty smile. I closed the door and turned to see her as she slipped off her jacket, revealing a form fitting gray sweater that left her shoulders bare while molding itself to her breasts. I took her jacket and hung it up on the coat rack while she curled up on the small, nubby couch that came with the apartment, sitting the beer on the square coffee table in front of her.
I pulled two beers out and put the rest in the refrigerator. When I came back, Breanna had removed her boots and had her feet tucked up under her on the couch. There was something evocative about her appearance and memories tugged at my mind of her wearing similar outfits in high school and how lovely she looked with her shoulders bare. I twisted the cap off her beer and handed it to her and tried to ignore her bemused expression when I sat down in the overstuffed chair I'd been dozing in earlier, figuring in distance there was safety.
Breanna raised her bottle to me and I followed suit and said, "So...what are we toasting?"
She hesitated for a moment and replied, "How about we drink to 'tonight' and whatever it brings us." The tip of her tongue peeked out momentarily between her full, ripe lips before she brought her bottle to her mouth for a drink.
"To 'tonight,'" I replied, trying to sound more relaxed than I was.
Smiling smugly, Breanna said, "I suppose you're surprised to see me."
I nodded and said, "A little. I don't remember telling you where I live."
"I work in University Services, remember, Mister Heller? I have access to everything." She gave me a wicked wink. "Never underestimate a woman when there's something she wants!" Suddenly I felt again like the rabbit being stalked by the wildcat.
"So...how have you been, Breanna," asked before taking another swig of beer.
She wriggled in her seat, the motion making her breasts strain against the gray sweater's fabric. Although the room was poorly lit, it seemed as if I could see the indentations of her nipples standing hard against her outfit. "Missing you, Mister Heller," she said coyly. "You've been on my...mind a lot."
I took another sip. "Uh huh. And where's Jesse?"
Breanna sighed and said, "Jesse is driving home to Mom and Dad just like he does every other weekend. He misses Jonasville something awful and goes back whenever he can." She leaned forward, her sizable breasts straining against the thin fabric of her sweater. "Now, really, Mister Heller...do we really want to waste time talking about Jesse?" She licked her lips and said in a very low voice. "Can't you think of anything better to ask me?"
My mouth was suddenly very dry and I replied in a raspy voice. "Breanna...we both know we're flirting with doing something that maybe we shouldn't. I just don't want to...screw things up between you and your boyfriend."
Breanna studied me for a long moment and then said carefully and slowly, "Mister Heller...sometime before the end of this school year Jesse is going to drop out of school and go back to Jonasville and join his father in running his repair shop and that's where Jesse will stay for the rest of his life. He'll ask me to go and I'll tell him no and we'll officially end what I should have ended two years ago and then he'll find some hick girl and marry her and have a bunch of little Jesses and live happily ever fucking after."
She paused and took a long sip of beer. "You can't screw up what's already broken. He wants different things than me and I want...well, I want you, Mister Heller." In one single lithe motion, Breanna was out of her seat, sitting her beer onto the table and swarming into my lap while I gawped at suddenly having a very lovely young woman squirming atop me.
Breanna kissed me then, full on the lips as her arms slipped around my neck, her tongue probing my mouth until I opened up and then she kissed me with more vigor, her large soft lips warm on my mine while our tongues met and instinctively began to curl around each other. She tasted like cinnamon -- sweet and juicy and very much like I imagined Breanna would taste like. My heart was beating wildly as she pulled me against her...I could feel her breasts pillowing against my chest -- her heart beating as hard as mine. My arms came up and pulled her even tighter against mine and for a moment I was lost in the exhilaration of kissing a passionate and lovely woman.
Too soon alas, the teacher in me resurfaced and I broke the kiss and as we both gasped for breath...the room suddenly much warmer, I panted, "Breanna...we can't be doing this. I'm old enough to be...hell, I'm older than your father!"
Breanna touched a finger to my lips and said, "Hush now. I want this. I choose this, Mister Heller." When I started to protest, she pressed her finger a bit more firmly before she said in a husky voice just above a whisper, "Answer me one question and answer me honestly. Mister Heller, do you want to fuck me?"
"Breanna, this is so wro..."
Again she stopped me from speaking and said, "Just tell the truth, Mister Heller, do you want to fuck me?"
Breanna stared into my eyes for what seemed an eternity -- her blue eyes merry and lusty as she already knew my answer which I finally managed to say. "Breanna, I want to fuck you more than anything I've ever wanted to do in my life!"
She smiled and replied, "Why, isn't that a coincidence because it's been my life's ambition to fuck you, you lovely man!" She gave me a quick kiss and added, "Besides, I insist you fuck me, Mister Heller!" And then we were kissing again, nothing held back -- letting our passion reign unbridled. Our tongues danced and celebrated while we held each other and caressed each other -- my fingers sliding through her dark, red streaked hair while her hands cupped my face, holding my mouth against her luscious lips, both of us kissing with our eyes open staring at each other.
I'm not sure which of us began to move first, but suddenly the kiss was broken and I was kissing Breanna's lovely shoulders and then we were both tugging her sweater up and over her head and there they were...Breanna's breasts -- more lovely than I ever imagined!
Large, firm and meaty tits, lightly freckled and capped with two enormous aureoles and nickel sized nipples swollen up and standing up nearly half an inch -- I couldn't recall a more lovely sight! I kissed my way from Breanna's neck to her breasts, bringing her blood gorged nipples between my lips and teeth, making her gasp as I sucked and nipped at them. Somehow my own T-shirt was rendered into shreds and Breanna was licking my pebbled nipples, making me yelp and quiver as she playfully bit them as she stared up into my eyes.
Then we were standing, Breanna facing the wall and leaning on it as I worked her jeans down her ankles and helped her step out of them. She was wearing white bikini panties and I stood up and leaned into her, kissing the back of her neck as I slipped my hand around her waist and then under the waistband. I felt her bush, thick and damp and then her pussy lips, swollen and slick with arousal. Her head fell back on my shoulder and we kissed as she moaned into my mouth as my fingers parted her labia and I slipped my middle finger inside her. She was furnace hot and creamy and slippery as hot butter.
We were in the short hallway that led to my bedroom and we were both suddenly naked and Breanna was squatting in front of me, knees spread wide for balance and revealing her thick, hairy but trimmed bush while her hand wrapped around my achingly hard penis as she brought her mouth closer and closer. She smiled up at me and then opened her mouth and wrapped those lush, full lips around the head of my cock and slowly took me inside her, murmuring approval as her tongue swirled around my cock
Breanna was on her back in my bed, her knees pulled back and open as I knelt between them and made her croon with pleasure as my tongue traveled the length of her juicy cunt, tasting her sweet, pungent and oh, so young pussy! She flung her pelvis up to meet my tongue's thrusts between her labia, delving deep to lap up her sweet creaminess while my thumb gently feathered across her clitoris...like the rest of her body, large and lush.
"F-F-FUCK!" she screamed as I made her cum...her whole body stiffening as if galvanized by an electric shock. I felt her juices splatter against my mouth, my lips, my face and licked her again and again with renewed desire before she finally began clawing at my head and shoulders as she cried, "M-Mister Heller...please fuck me! Please fuck me before I absolutely die!"
I was sliding up her body, marveling at her beauty in the soft light of the bedside lamp -- her skin pale and flawless and muscles gently rippling in her flat stomach. Again, I realized that although big and tall, she was all woman -- soft in all the right places, but without an ounce of wasted fat. I felt her legs come up and wrap around my lower back as my cock moved over her wet pussy lips and then she twisted her hips just so and raised up and I cried out as my cock descended into the sweetest wet heat, both slippery and tight and she cried out, "MR. HELLER...YESSSSS!" as her whole body seemed to lunge upwards.
I kissed her neck, smelling her scent...flowery and sweet and maddening. Then I was looking into her eyes as her left hand cupped the back of my head, fingers splicing through my peppered hair. I felt her heart pounding against my chest -- through those magnificent tits, beating in rhythm with mine...in measure with the lovely pulsating throb of her pussy wrapped around my erection. We were joined and had become one and I felt younger than I had in decades as if Breanna had shared her youth with me.
"My god, Breanna...you're beautiful!" I breathed, our lips scant inches apart. We kissed...short, fierce kisses that were like lustful lunges and parries. I sucked at her lower lip and then she sucked on my tongue as we simply savored being joined cock to pussy.
Finally, Breanna said, "Fuck me, Mister Heller...fuck me! Say my name and fuck me hard."
I slowly withdrew my cock from her clasping pussy, making her mewl with pleasure and then just before the head could escape the grasp of her labia, I rammed my cock back home as I said, "Breanna!" Thrust and "Breanna." Thrust and "Breanna." Again and again, I drove my cock deep into my former student, making her cry out with pleasure --her legs tightening their hold on me, working with me to thrust hard into her fiery cunt.
My mantra of "Breanna" seemed to help me maintain control as I felt constantly on the edge of climax, but somehow amidst the incredible ecstasy of her pussy wrapped around my cock, I kept from cumming, reveling in hearing the cries of pleasure erupting from this young woman's luscious lips. Breanna's cunt suddenly clamped down as I went deep into her womb and her lips were on mine as I felt her juices increase, bathing my cock with their creamy heat. We kissed roughly...like beasts as she went into orgasm, biting and sucking as much as kissing...I tasted blood, unsure if it was mine or hers.
Breanna suddenly went limp, her legs sliding off my body to be splayed wide as she gasped and whimpered, breasts heaving as she sobbed, "D-don't st-stop! F-fuck me, Mi-Ster Heller!" Years of abstinence seemed to suddenly yield to a powerful, almost violent urge to fuck this young woman...to mate with her...to fuck her until she screamed and begged me to stop and with a feral growl I obeyed her tearful request and began fucking her with the zeal of a teenaged boy.
Breanna lay helpless beneath me, moaning with pleasure between little fish-like gasps for air -- her eyes a mixture of desire and love and maybe a little fear as if wondering what ravenous beast she might have awakened in me. Our bodies slapped wetly together with each thrust of my cock and I struggled to keep going and not to cum, thinking of UK's starting five this coming basketball season and of my thesis and when all else failed, my ex-wife, desiring only to fuck Breanna forever and make her cum and cum and cum!
Somewhere in all that, Breanna got her second wind and her legs came up again to cross behind my back, renewing her claim to my body and my cock and we were kissing again -- longer, more passionate kisses with tongues intertwined and our breath whistling raggedly from our nostrils and then Breanna broke the kiss, throwing her head back against the pillow and screaming shrilly as again her pussy juices soaked my aching cock as she fell headlong into orgasm and the indescribable sensation of how her cunt felt around my erect penis overwhelmed me and I went deep in her and with a loud cry of my own, I came -- shooting hot semen so hard that it hurt!
We clung to each other as if our lives depended on it, arms and legs entangled and holding on tight, laughing and crying and kissing and cumming and cumming -- my cock jerking inside her as I ejaculated...shooting more semen into her hot pussy than I ever imagined I possessed. And then we were simply clinging to each other, quivering as aftershocks of our orgasms reminded us of how close we'd come to heaven. I felt myself going soft inside Breanna and began to move off her, but she held me tight, not wanting to let me go -- cunt muscles working as hard to hold on to me as her arms and legs were.
Breanna kissed me...silly, sloppy kisses all over my face before she stammered, "Fuck me, but that was...ohhhh, better than I dreamed it would be! Mister Heller...you sure can fuck!"
I felt my cock throb at her words and wondered if she might inflate more than my ego. I took a deep breath and hoarsely replied, "A man is only as good as the woman he's with. Breanna...I've never known anyone like you before. Thank you!"
We kissed some more and then just rested...our bodies cooling slightly. Breanna finally released me from her carnal grasp and cuddled up to me as I pulled a blanket up over us and turned out the light. I wrapped my arms around her, gently stroking her shoulder and tracing a finger around her lovely face, dimly illuminated from a streetlamp out front of my apartment complex. "I can't believe I'm lying here with you, Breanna...an old man like me."
She giggled and kissed me on the nose and replied, "I can't believe I just fucked my biggest crush in high school! God...I thought you were so sexy and I just knew you'd know how to fuck a girl correctly and I was right!" She stretched out against me, her still sweat moistened body feeling delicious rubbed up against mine, nipples still like hard rubber dragging against my chest and her sex, wet with both semen and pussy cream rubbing against my thigh -- one of her long legs draped across me.
Breanna giggled again and said, "Lauren will be so jealous!"
I cocked an eyebrow in confusion and said, "Lauren?"
Breanna, a naughty smile on her face, nodded rapidly and said, "Yeah, you remember her...Lauren Cunningham."
That rolodex that's in every teacher's head took a spin and I replied, "Lauren Cunningham...blonde...was in your class -- cheerleader Lauren Cunningham? I didn't think you two were close." High School is highly regimented...Goth and Cheerleader didn't mix. I couldn't ever recall the two of them talking back in high school.
"We weren't back in Jonasville, but we ran into each other here at UK and well..." Breanna let her tongue peek out. "Lauren and I are really, really close here."
That took a moment to sink in and I felt my mouth gape open in surprise, recovering to say, "You mean you and she are...lovers?" as my cock began to recover at the image of my former students locked in a Sapphic embrace.
Breanna leaned in and kissed me, slowly sucking on my lower lip as she looked into my eyes before replying, "Oh yeah...I like girls too...always have. I never would have imagined when Lauren was screaming out all those stupid cheers that she had such a nasty, long tongue!" As she talked, her hand casually slid down between us and found my recovering penis, gently stroking the sticky member as she continued. "After making love one afternoon, we were talking about high school and stuff and she brought you up...about how she had a 'daddy' thing for you back then and how she used to fantasize about fucking your brains out. When I told her I had the same fantasies, it got us both hot and we fisted each other imagining it was you! So a week or so ago, I told her that Jesse and me had run into you and we got wet and nasty talking about finding you and fucking you."
I felt my cock throb and grow as I saw that in my mind, but part of my brain was still having problems processing what she was saying. "Breanna...I'm just a middle-aged history teacher...I'm not sexy -- hell, I'm boring! Ask my ex-wife!"
Breanna laughed and with a grace I envied, rolled up and over me, suddenly straddling me on her knees, her hand brushing the tip of my now erect cock against her pussy lips. "Your ex is an idiot, Mister Heller. You're a good looking man...and I mean, MAN! You know yourself...and you were -- are sexy. God, I bet half the girls in our class thought that you were hot...so confident and smart up there teaching us -- treating us like we were human beings and not little girls that all the teenage boys were dying to paw at...not really knowing what to do with us if we actually gave them a chance."
She put me inside her and slowly impaled herself on my cock as she gave a little grunt and leaned down into me -- her breasts pillowing out on my chest, until our lips were nearly touching. "I knew...Lauren knew, hell, I think all us girls knew, this was a man who knew how to treat a woman...to fuck a woman proper." Breanna moaned as she slowly moved up and down on me. "And I was right, Mister Heller! You have a lovely cock and you know how to please a woman with it!"
Agonizingly slow and sweet, Breanna began to ride me, her cunt flesh clinging tightly to my cock as she slid back and forth, rising up just enough to let me lift my head and nuzzle and suck at her heavy breasts...all talk of her and Lauren forgotten as she made love to me. Breanna never looked lovelier as she rocked back and forth on me, her lower lip pouting with pleasure as she stared down at me, eyes obscured by her hair - totally caught up in the moment and savoring how my cock felt in her pussy!
I'd been proud to have lasted as long as I had the first time and now with my own needs having been tempered with my first climax, I felt confident that my second erection (and it had been a while since I'd recovered so quickly), would endure for a long time. I let Breanna set the pace wanting to please her.
I'd not been with such a young lover since Lisa and I had been Breanna's age and I marveled at her energy and passion which seemed to turn back the clock on my own years...I felt alive as I hadn't for decades. How could I not, a lithe, voluptuous young thing like Breanna astride my cock, slowly rising up and then slowly impaling herself on it again and again. I watched with delight as her carnal pleasure escalated -- illustrated by her facial expressions of rapturous ecstasy until she cried out, "YESSSSSS!" and sank slowly until I was completely inside her, collapsing atop me as she quivered in orgasm.
Nowhere near close to climax myself, I waited until her orgasm was on the wane and then eased her off me, rolling her around and then with both of us on our sides spooning, raised her right leg and thrust my cock back inside her creamy cunt, making her gasp. I eased us both back until I was mostly on my back and her atop me, legs spread wide, fucking her with short thrusts while my hands cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers.
Breanna moaned her approval as we fucked in this position -- more me hunching into her than long, hard strokes of my cock...the air thick with both our bestial lusty grunts and the smell of hot fucking cock and pussy. I licked the sweat off her neck, savoring its both salty and sweet flavor and enjoying the feel of her wet hair against my cheek. Breanna came again -- more explosively this time as her arms and legs flailed wildly and her pussy gushed hot juices over my cock to trickle down our thighs.



Her orgasm seemed to galvanize her and she got on her elbows and knees, her shapely ass pointed skyward and offered me her pussy again -- labia spread wide and her cunt gaping open from being well fucked and she moaned, "Fuck me hard, Mister Heller...show your naughty student how a man fucks a woman!"
More out of instinct that measured thought, I nearly lunged into her, making her scream from the violence of my thrust into her hot, loving pussy. Clutching her hips where they flared from her waist, I began to fuck her hard and fast, driving my cock into her as if my life depended on it...our bodies slapping loudly and wetly together. I felt myself throbbing and seeming to grow harder with each carnal howl of delight that escaped her lips. Then she was coming for a third time, screaming wordlessly with pleasure as she clawed the sheets.
I suddenly needed to see her face and she cried out as I suddenly withdrew from her tight, convulsing grasp in mid-orgasm and rolled her over. Her eyes went wide as I climbed between her sprawled legs and shoved my cock into her again with a single brutal thrust. "OHHHH FUCKKK CUMCUMCUMMMING!" she sobbed as her orgasm escalated as I began to piston madly in and out of her...her pussy sopping wet -- both slippery and tight.
I felt my own climax rising and didn't fight it, driving my cock deep into her young womb and bellowing like a bull in triumph as I began to ejaculate hot semen into her cunt like I was a teenager reborn. Our mutual cries of orgasm were smothered as our lips came together and we kissed -- our tongues dancing and silently signing our mutual ecstasy!
Eventually we collapsed into a tangle of arms and legs -- both unclear as to who was on top and on bottom. Her luscious lips left mine long enough to allow her to gasp, "Oh yeah, Mister Heller -- I could definitely get used to this."
It took me a while to answer as my heart felt like it was about to explode and my lungs had apparently forgotten how to breathe in the midst of our mutual orgasm. Finally, I wheezed, "Me too, Breanna...if it doesn't kill me!"
She began to giggle and I laughed too between gasps for air and then we were nuzzling and kissing until she laid her head on my chest and gently began to snore. I lay awake for a long time, savoring the feel of her body on mine and wondering what I'd done to deserve this and wondering what tomorrow would bring. When I did sleep, it was the most restful slumber I had known for many, many years.
I awoke stretching, coming wide awake in a second as my muscles protested. It took me a second to realize that it was a reminder of good things not bad and then the memories of Breanna came back to me. I was alone in the bed, but her flowery sweet scent assured me that our night of lovemaking had not simply been a silly old man's dream. I climbed out of bed, groaning softly as I worked the kinks out...more a pleasant reminder of impassioned fucking than pain.
I shuffled into the bathroom and did my business and was shuffling back out when I heard noise in the small kitchen off the living room. I found myself growing a bit excited as I hurried down the short hall and through the living room, pulling up short when I spied Breanna standing before my stove, stirring something in a frying pan. She had on a T-shirt I think I had worn a day or so before. It ended just shy of her bush which was revealed in all its thick, trimmed glory.
She smiled at me in such a way that I knew I'd treasure in my heart for all time even as I felt my cock respond to it's carnal quality. "Good morning, Mister Heller!" She nodded to the pan. "Thought I'd fix you some breakfast before I go. You need to eat right and keep your strength up." She ran her gaze up and down my naked body. "Especially if you're going to strut that fine body around naked in front of me."
I felt myself blush to hear her describe me like that. At fifty-two, I wasn't in bad shape...playing racquetball two or three days a week and always taking the stairs. I'd kept my potbelly at bay, but 'fine naked body?' Breanna plated what appeared to be French Toast on two plates and sat them down at the small kitchenette table and then came to me and kissed me, her tongue slipping into my mouth with amazing familiarity.
Ending the kiss, she led me to the table and we ate -- in silence for a few minutes before I finally spoke, unsure of what to say. "So...what happens next? Was this a one time thing, Breanna or are we something more."
Breanna dropped her fork in her plate and rested her chin on a fist, smiling mysteriously at me for a minute. "I hope we're not a one time thing, Mister Heller," she finally said. She reached across the table and stroked my face. "I won't say it's love and happily ever after, but..." She sighed and said, "I'm probably not a one man woman, but I hope we can have each other in each other's lives."
I nodded and started to say, "I understand...there's Jesse. I don't want to ruin..."
For the second time at the mention of her boyfriend's name, she shushed me with her finger on my lips. "Jesse and I are done. One night with you had made that clear. He and I are...going different directions." Breanna shook her head. "No, I just mean -- I want us to be lovers, Mister Heller...for now."
I could see that she didn't quite have the words for what she felt and I understood that. I was smitten with her as well...more love than lust, but whatever it was -- we had a bond that could not easily be ended.
She glanced up at the digital clock on the stove and winced. "I better get a move on if I'm not going to be late."
"You have to go?"
Brianna smiled and nodded. "I work in the hospital every other weekend...part of my training." She stood up and then leaned down and kissed me. "And I'm pretty sure my favorite teacher wouldn't approve of me skipping my education. Finish eating, Mister Heller." She slipped by me as I sighed...both wistful and proud of this magnificent young woman.
I finished my food -- Breanna was a good cook. I returned to the bedroom to see Breanna dressed -- back in her blouse that left her shoulders bare and jeans back on and zipping up her boots. She grinned at me and said, "I couldn't find my panties, Mister Heller. Consider them a souvenir of a lovely, naughty night."
Her gaze hung about me, gradually working down to where my penis was already semi-hard and swelling -- responding just to the young woman's natural sexiness. "You are a sexy man, Mister Heller," she sighed. She looked around, her eyes coming to rest on the alarm clock on the bedside table. Breanna looked back around at me and grinned mischievously. "I reckon we have time if we're quick about it!" She crooked a finger at me and whispered throatily, "C'mere, lover!"
I walked towards her and she opened her mouth wide, still crooking a finger at me. I couldn't believe this was happening, but walked my cock to her waiting lips, groaning as Breanna closed her lips around the head of my erect penis. Her tongue, so sweet and succulent in my mouth was a touch of an erotic heaven as it rolled across my turgid flesh.
Her hands, strong and knowledgeable clamped down on my ass cheeks, providing leverage as she took me deep into her mouth, her full, sensual lips pure ecstasy on my flesh. Breanna's lovely blue eyes stared up into my face as she sucked my cock -- conveying delight and pleasure reflecting the delight and pleasure in my face. Breanna was a source of wonder...the like of which I had ever known. Yes, Lisa and I had had our passionate moments, but in almost thirty years of marriage, I never remembered her ever having reveled in the acts of sex like this young woman -- even when we had been Breanna's age.
I resisted the urge to cum as best I could -- her mouth, tongue and lips were that sweet, but Breanna was on a schedule and she used her mouth, her tongue and her lips like an artist, moaning with her mouth full of cock as if it were heaven itself...sounding sexy and obscene and then I knew I was surrendering and I moaned, "Breanna...I'm cumming!"
She beamed up at me, sucking me all the harder and then I was cumming, feeling her tongue rolling around my cock head as I filled her mouth with thick, hot streamers of semen. Breanna moaned approvingly, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked me all the more intently as she gobbled my fresh seed. I felt dizzy -- my climax was so powerfully and steadied myself with my hands planted firmly on her graceful shoulders.
Breanna sucked me until I was dry, her mouth making me shake with pleasure that quickly became so intense it bordered pain. Finally, she let me slip from between her lips. "You're delicious too, Mister Heller. This just gets better and better." She stood up and we hugged as she kissed me, sharing the taste of my sperm with me. I was surprised to find her nasty action rather exciting.
We kissed for several minutes until she broke the kiss with a frustrated moan and said, "I really have to go, Mister Heller!" She pecked me on the cheek and I walked her to the front door, hiding behind it discreetly when we opened it.
"When will I see you again?" I asked, wincing at the almost pleading tone in my voice.
Breanna turned and grinned at me. "You just never know when I'll turn up, Mister Heller...or where!" She kissed me and then was out the door, leaving me trying to sort out my feelings at the whirlwind events of the last several hours.
I spent the rest of the weekend expecting to hear her knock at the door at every moment. For a few hours, I was too distracted to do anything except think about my former student...wrestling briefly with the idea that I had violated some code by fucking a former student, but in the end understanding that we were both adults who'd made love...who'd fucked by mutual consent.
I was surprised that I was able to refocus on my work with more ability to concentrate than in several days and made some tremendous progress on my thesis, engaging in my studies with literally a song in my heart.. True, I was a little disappointed that I didn't hear from Breanna that weekend or the next few days. As I traveled the campus, I expected to see her at any moment.
I was in the UC café again late in the evening the following Thursday and absorbed in an account of an early bourbon maker I'd found in the library when I felt a soft hand on my neck and then Breanna's sweet breath on my cheek before she said, "Hello, lover!"
I looked up to get a brief glimpse of Breanna's lovely face before she kissed me on the mouth, her tongue between my lips and kissing me passionately for a long minute, drawing some amused and not so amused stares from the few folk present, no doubt wondering why a lovely young woman was French-kissing a man old enough to be her father. Breanna looked breathtaking -- wearing a skintight black sweater and a plaid skirt with black stockings and her leather jacket completing the ensemble.
"Hello, beautiful!" I murmured, savoring the taste of her on my lips.
She ruffled my short black hair that was slightly peppered with silver. "Walk a girl to her car?" she said in a flirtatious tone.
"Hell, yes," I said, standing up and kissing her again, not really caring what those around us thought.
Then we were walking across a long lot -- moving to the far side where I finally saw her car in shadows, far from any security lights. Breanna's arm was laced through mine and her head was on my shoulder as we made our way slowly towards her vehicle. "Miss me?" she finally said.
"Every hour...every day," I replied. "And every night...especially the nights."
"I missed you too, Mister Heller," she said. "A lot." She nuzzled my neck and I felt goosebumps rise up on my skin that were not caused by the chilly fall evening.
"You know, Breanna...you can call me John if you like," I said.
She chuckled and said, "I know...I've practiced saying it, but it just doesn't work. You're Mister Heller...my teacher that I just fell head over heels for in high school and you'll always be Mister Heller." She lifted her head and kissed me on the lobe of my ear and whispered, "Just saying 'Mister Heller' makes me wet!" We stopped behind her car and she shifted around to face me, her arms around my waist.
I looked at her mischievously grinning face and replied, "Really?"
Breanna nodded and said, "Really...let me prove it to you, Mister Heller!" She walked us backwards until she bumped into the trunk of her aged Honda and then took my hand and guided it down between her legs even as she used her free hand to lift her plaid skirt.
I groaned as my fingers brushed first her full and trimmed bush and then found heat and wetness...her labia already spreading with arousal. "No panties, Breanna?" I said hoarsely. "What's up with that?"
She giggled and said, "I took them off in the restroom after I spotted you in the cafeteria. They're in my purse."
"Why?" I said, trying not to laugh, feeling myself growing hard.
"Breanna shrugged and looked at me with a feeling that both melted my heart and made my cock throb with sudden urgent need. "I thought my teacher lover might want to fuck his former student out here in the parking lot." Her hands dropped to the fly of my khakis and tugged the zipper down. She bit her lip as my middle finger slowly circled inside her very wet pussy. "In fact, I insist you fuck me right now, Mister Heller!"
I opened my mouth to protest, but suddenly Breanna's lips were firmly pressed against mine -- her tongue pursuing mine while her fingers deftly captured my hardening cock and freed it, stroking it to keep it hard in the cool autumn air. I wanted to tell her we could go back to my apartment or go somewhere indoors, but instead, I found myself being guided by this reckless young woman -- led to move forward, slightly bend my knees as I stepped between her now wide spread legs and then I was moving into her as she dipped down a little and I was in her...my hard, throbbing cock sliding deep into her hot, molten wet cunt as she broke the kiss and moaned, "Yessssss! Just like that, Mister Heller!"
Slowly, I began to fuck Breanna -- rocking into her as she braced herself against the trunk of the Honda, her legs wide apart, feet planted firmly on the pavement, accepting my thrusts, meeting them with glorious little movements of her pelvis. We had our arms around each other in a passionate embrace, staring into each other's eyes as we fucked in the shadows, hopefully appearing to anyone passing by as merely kissing.
Breanna stared at me, her mouth a little slack and open, breathing heavily as we fucked, her expression sliding effortlessly between pleasure and need and carnality as orgasm teased her with its near presence, growing stronger each time cock and pussy joined and became one for sweet, agonizing seconds.
Each time Breanna's pleasure threatened to make her scream, she kissed me, her moans of ecstasy muffled as our tongues danced and played. She hugged me tight as her breath quickened and my thrusts became more urgent as she whimpered, "Yes, yes, yes...oh, fuck me, Mister Heller!" Then she was kissing me and her whole body was shaking and she lunged herself at me, one leg rising up behind mine for leverage as she began to orgasm...her pussy bathing my cock in her hot creams and then I growled and thrust upwards and began to cum inside her and we were kissing to squelch our cries of passion as I pumped hot semen into my young lover's cunt.
I'm not sure how long we clung together, arms wrapped around each other as Breanna's pussy squeezed and milked my cock for as much sperm as I could offer. We kissed and reveled in our moment of carnal ecstasy until finally, my cock shrank and slipped free of her clasping lips.
"Fuck, Mister Heller...I can't believe how good it feels when you cum inside me!" Breanna gasped as she leaned against the car trunk, taking deep breaths of air.
I shivered as my overheated body began to suddenly become aware of the chill air. "I can't believe you and I just....here in this parking lot!" I shook my head in wonder. "I've never met anyone like you, Breanna...you make me feel like a teenager again!"
Breanna giggled and replied, "I bet you were a fuck monster when you were my age, Mister Heller." She started to say something else, but her eyes were drawn to my crotch where I was fumbling to put my cum covered semi-erect penis back into my pants. With graceful swiftness, my young lover suddenly was squatting in front of me, saying, "Oh no, Mister Heller...let me take care of that."
I gasped as I felt her full, luscious lips suddenly wrapping themselves around my cock...her tongue busy as it licked my cum coated penis...cleaning me of our mutual creams before she gently and lovingly tucked my cock back into my khaki pants. With an ease I envied, Breanna stood straight up, her arms again encircling my waist. "Didn't need to put your lovely cock back without cleaning it up first!" she said teasingly before kissing me, sharing the taste of pussy and semen with me.
When she released me and stepped towards the driver's door, I said, "And what about you...I think I left you with a bit of a mess."
Breanna grinned at me as she unlocked the door and opened it. Her free hand slid up under her dress, drawing it up before lewdly caressing her just fucked pussy. A finger slid between her still swollen labia and she brought it up, glistening it the faint light of the parking lot. "Don't worry about me...just a nasty little snack for the ride home!" She sucked her finger clean and winked at me before slipping into her car.
The young woman fired up the motor and then rolled her window down. I stepped up and bent down. "Breanna...when will I see you again?"
Breanna leaned out the window and kissed me, her tongue again sharing with me the taste of our coupling. Ending the kiss, she giggled and said, "You just never know about me, Mister Heller. I'll just show up...you never know when...or where." She playfully stuck her tongue out at me and said, "I will tell you this, teacher-love of mine...next time will be extra special...it will be a surprise!" She winked again and said, "Conserve your strength, Mister Heller, you're going to need it!"
Breanna rolled up the window and then was gone -- her little Honda racing across the lot and out of sight. It was long walk to my car, but a pleasurable one as I relived the last several minutes...again amazed at how my former student was suddenly turning my life upside down!
Again, despite constantly being distracted by thoughts of Breanna, I found that in the aftermath of our lovemaking, my mind seemed wonderfully clear and Friday and all day Saturday were very productive days as I made progress on my thesis. As the sun went down, I pushed back from my little kitchenette table, feeling some sense of accomplishment and was considering whether to go out for some Chinese takeout or order a pizza when the doorbell rang.
Immediately, I felt my heart begin to beat faster as the image of Breanna popped into my head and I hurried to open the front door only to stare in open mouth surprise. Yes, it was Breanna, looking incredibly beautiful in tight blue jeans and a very low cut and tight sweater along with her leather jacket, but...she wasn't alone. Her arm was around another young woman...shoulder length blonde ringlets framed an elfin face with a pert nose and blue eyes and moist, perfect lips. She was wearing a snugly fitting light blue sweater dress that molded itself to her very shapely body and ended at mid-thigh, accentuated by black boots...what we would have called 'go-go' boots back in earlier times. She was several inches shorter than Breanna -- maybe five foot-five inches tall, evoking a sort of erotic "Mutt and Jeff" appearance.
"Hi, Mister Heller," cooed Breanna. "You do remember Lauren?"



I'm sure my mouth opened and closed, trying to form appropriate words, but before any sounds came out, the young blonde woman squealed with glee and rushed forward to hug me, her arms reaching up around my neck to pull me against her even as she ground her lush body against me! "MISTER HELLER! I'M SO EXCITED TO SEE YOU!" she screamed into my ear with what most would view as excessive glee, but which seemed normal as memories of another former student came to the fore.
"Lauren...my goodness...Lauren. You haven't changed a bit!" I stammered, recalling the exuberant cheerleader of several years ago...always excessively cheerful and positive, greeting everyone and everything with an enthusiastic smile as if they were her most favorite person or thing in the whole wide world.
Suddenly we were all three inside with Breanna shutting the door as Lauren Cunningham hugged me again, planting a sloppy kiss on the corner of my mouth as she squealed, "I've been absolutely dying to see you since Breanna told me you were here at UK!" while her body undulated against mine.
Breanna casually shrugged off her jacket and dropped a six pack of beer on the coffee table and then inserted herself between me and Lauren, giving the shorter woman an amused glance and saying, "Pace yourself, Lauren...it's going to be a long night." Breanna turned and planted a long and passionate kiss on my lips, wetly and openly offering me her tongue and making sure the former cheerleader could see our tongues slipping in and out of each other's mouths.
When we finished, Breanna's taste thick on my tongue, Lauren had backed up a few feet and was staring at us with hungry and amazed eyes. "OMIGOD!" she nearly shouted in a somehow awestruck tone. "You two are...Bree...you -- you -- you and Mister Heller..." She paused and shook her head and then began to grin at us. "Mister Heller, you really fucked Breanna Howell! OMIGOD!"
I felt myself blushing a little while Breanna untangled herself from me and went to Lauren and said, "Yes, he has, honey and if you don't pass out from all the excitement, he might fuck you too!" She kissed the blonde woman then, hard and possessively, her hands on Lauren's shoulders. Breanna ended the kiss with a playful lick of Lauren's lips and then glancing over her shoulder at me, said, "I think we all need to sit down and have a beer."
Breanna steered Lauren to the couch and then sat down, keeping a space between them open. My recent lover patted the cushion and said, "Come have a seat, Mister Heller!"
I eased between them, feeling a little shy suddenly as both women scooted towards me a little -- Breanna resting a hand possessively on my upper thigh while Lauren sat so close, I could feel her covered breast which felt substantial, brush against my arm. Breanna passed out bottles of beer and we all took a few sips, remaining silent as we looked at each other...me feeling shyer and more awkward than I had in many years while Breanna looked at me with smoky, hooded eyes and Lauren looked at both of us with something akin to child-like awe.
After a few odd minutes of tension filled silence, I managed to croak, "So...you two..." only to be interrupted as Lauren leaned forward, her hand coming to rest very close to where my semi-erection was beginning to throb.
"Omifucking God, Mister Heller, you would not believe how many of us wanted to fuck you back in High School!" She leaned forward till her face was scant inches from mine, her breasts flattening against my side and chest as she stammered, "You were...God, you were the hottest teacher we ever had. I think everyone on the basketball cheer squad masturbated to the fantasy of fucking you!" She paused to take a deep breath, her face full of earnest intent as she blurted out, "God, Mister Heller, you will fuck me, won't you?"
I turned to look at Breanna who was staring back amused. "You should kiss her now, Mister Heller...otherwise, she'll just keep talking!"
I turned back to Lauren, still trying to process the possibility of doing anything remotely sexual with another student, only to find Lauren's lips pressing against mine -- her tongue eagerly making its way into my mouth. She gave a little squeal as her tongue encountered mine and I perceived that Breanna hadn't exaggerated as Lauren truly had a serpentine tongue that seemed to curl around my own, wrapping my tongue with moist, plump flesh that seemed to taste faintly of mint.
Our arms went around each other and we hugged tightly as we kissed, tongues dancing intimately as I felt Lauren's breasts pillow against my chest...her nipples hardening to betray the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra under the thick material of the sweater. I could feel her heart, beating rapidly, providing a counterpoint of sorts to her heavy breathing. Lauren slipped a hand under my sweatshirt and caressed my chest, pausing to tease a pebbled nipple before trailing fingertips back down over my not quite flat stomach and then up and over my jeans to explore the bulge she found there, moaning her approval against my lips.
At some point, I felt weight shifting and without seeing her, realized that Breanna had left the couch and I could hear rustling on the coffee table, but Lauren's lusty mouth dominated my attention and I tried to match the almost scary energy of her snake-like tongue as we kept kissing. Finally, I felt Breanna's hand on my shoulder just before she said, "Come up for air, you two...important business first, fun later."
I broke the kiss, seeing Lauren's lower lip pooch out in a mock pout -- her eyes still bright and excited with lust. Turning, I found Breanna standing beside me...now wearing only her low cut T-shirt and a high cut pair of French bikini panties, reminding me of how splendid her long legs were. She held out to me a beer in one hand and in the other, a little orange pill. "What's this, Breanna?"
She smiled and putting one knee on the couch, leaned in to me until our faces were just inches apart. "Have to be serious for a moment, Mister Heller. Any health issues I should know about...any heart problems?" Her smile grew a little, becoming something sexy and naughty
"Um...my doctor says I need to lose ten pounds and get more exercise, but that my ticker is in tip-top condition," I said in reply. I glanced down at the pill resting on her extended fingers. "Isn't that supposed to be blue?"
Breanna looked at me with evil glee and said, "You're thinking of the standard variety...this is the new industrial strength party version. You combine this with Lauren and me and well...you are definitely going to get your exercise." She brought the pill to my lips and I let her place it on my tongue and I swallowed it with a couple of sips of my beer, followed by a cock swelling kiss from my former students -- first Breanna and then again, Lauren.
Ending the kiss, Lauren looked at me and said, "You are going to fuck me, aren't you, Mister Heller?"
I could only nod while Breanna stood up again and reaching down to Lauren, pulled the blonde woman to her feet. "Patience, sweetheart," Breanna said softly, stroking Lauren's face with her fingers. She glanced at me and said, "First we need to let the magic pill get into his system, so..." Breanna's hand slipped down and cupped Lauren's sweater covered tit. "Maybe you and I should give Mister Heller a little show and...get ourselves a little hot and bothered in the process!"
Lauren giggled and looked at me -- her face blushing as Breanna casually reached down and tugged the sweater dress upwards and over the blonde girl's head, leaving her wearing only her go-go boots and a blue g-string. Her breasts were...magnificent...not nearly as big as Breanna's, but on her smaller body seeming huge...round and perfect, long dime sized nipples engorged with blood in her arousal. She shifted nervously on her feet, hands fluttering as if wanting to hide her nakedness as her face grew bright red. I found her sudden modesty both charming and erotic.
Suddenly, I realized that the coffee table had been pushed away from the couch and that Breanna had retrieved a quilt from by bed and had spread it out on the floor. Kneeling on the edge of the quilted blanket, Breanna faced Lauren and helped her pull off her boots, revealing small, dainty feet with pink painted toenails. "Lauren, why don't you help Mister Heller get a little...comfortable." Breanna practically purred.
Lauren giggled and came over, her breasts hanging provocatively as she bent over me and expertly undid my belt and began tugging my jeans off me, pausing only to hook her fingertips under the waistband of my shorts and pull them down too as I lifted my hips so she could finish her effort, smiling nastily at me as she casually tossed my clothes away. Then her eyes focused on my erection, sprouting out of my pubic hair and she reached out to grab it with one hand.
"Mister Heller...OMIGOD...I'm holding my teacher's big dick in my hand!" Lauren looked at it and then up into my face with unadulterated lust and groaned. "I want this inside me...NOW!"
I thought she was going to climb into my lap there and then, but Breanna reached out with a finger extended and hooked it through the waistband of Lauren's g-string and pulled her back...making the blonde woman gasp as she experienced a bit of what I assumed was a pleasurable wedgie. "Lauren, I said we need to give Mister Heller a little time," she said in a mocking but stern voice. She turned Lauren around and brought her to her knees, still taller than her, but closer now to being face to face. "Besides, you know I have what you need."
Lauren purred and giving me a momentary glance to confirm I was watching, replied, "Fuck yes...you do, don't you?" The two women kissed...a long and unhurried kiss between two very familiar lovers. I watched with pure awe -- not quite believing that two of my former students were locked in a Sapphic kiss -- their tongues making love as their hands roamed over each others bodies. My cock throbbed at the erotic sight, almost slapping my belly, it was becoming so hard.
When the kiss ended, both woman were panting with excitement and Lauren roughly pulled Breanna's shirt off over her head, freeing her lovely breasts and then the young blonde ducked her head down and began tonguing Breanna's swollen nipples. My lover looked over at me and in a breathy voice, "Y'know...it was the beginning of our sophomore year here at UK that we ran into each other the first day of American Lit...and afterwards, we went off for coffee and..." Breanna laughed, a deep, throaty laugh of the kind that made you feel good. "Y'know...God knows I had the rep back in Jonasville as a weird, semi-dyke Goth slut, but who the hell knew that a cute little cheerleader was a bigger lesbo than I was?"
Lauren came up quick and kissed Breanna hard and quick, nipping at her lower lip. "What she means, Mister Heller, is that I made a pass at her first!" Her hand slipped under Breanna's panties, making the dark haired girl moan. Lauren wriggled her hand around in Breanna's crotch and said, "And who the hell knew that the naughty Goth slut had for years had a secret crush on the cheerleader?"
Breanna kissed the blonde girl again and muttered, "Bitch," as she thrust her hand into the crotch of Lauren's panties.
Lauren's head fell back as Breanna's fingers found their way into her pussy, purring, "Slut!" Then Breanna was pushing her onto her back, fingers emerging wet and shiny to roughly tug Lauren's panties off, leaving her naked on my living room floor. Lauren was, three years past High School, still in possession of a cheerleader's body -- legs and arms still athletically muscled...her skin sporting a slowly fading summer tan. As she parted her legs as Breanna playfully tossed the blonde's panties my way, I could see soft, whitish tufts of pubic hair vainly concealing her wet pussy and confirming that she was a true blonde.
Lauren let out a soulful cry as Breanna buried her head between the cheerleader's thighs, her tongue lashing and spreading the wet, slick lips to reveal glistening pink cunt flesh. The young blonde woman writhed under Breanna's talented mouth for several minutes while I resisted the ever growing urge to masturbate...precum dripping from the tip of my aching cock.
Suddenly, in the middle of what I assumed was a bout of orgasmic ecstasy, Lauren leapt up onto her knees, kissing Breanna's pussy drenched lips before the two women seemed to aggressively wrestle for several moments -- both struggling for some kind of dominance in the midst of making love. Youthful, firm breasts were sucked and nibbled on...pussies were fingered, passionate kisses exchanged and then Breanna was on her back with Lauren between her long, askew legs, holding Breanna's panties up in triumph.
Now it was Lauren's turn to lick the other woman's wet cunt and she dove in, sparing me a naughty glance and gasping, "God, Mister Heller...I do love a hairy pussy, don't you?" before slithering her tongue between Breanna's labia, making the dark haired girl hoot and grunt as she added fingers below her long, probing tongue with the knowledge of a long time lover. It was a carnal wonder to watch Breanna squirm and buck, completely at the mercies of Lauren who tortured her so sweetly with her long, snaky tongue.
It didn't take long for Breanna to start making moaning noises that I was coming to recognize as omen of impending orgasm, but even so, I was stunned when she suddenly bucked her pussy up against Lauren's face as her cunt seemed to spasm and then ejaculate pussy juice into the cheerleader's face. In all my life, I'd never actually see a woman orgasm so hard that she actually ejaculated her creams and it was everything I could do to not cum at that moment.
In the waning moments of Breanna's orgasm, Lauren sat up, laughing child-like with sheer pleasure, her face literally dripping with Breanna's juices. Breanna used the respite to renew the wrestling match, kissing the blonde haired woman hungrily, smearing her own creamy goodness on her face before the two fell into a sixty-nine with Lauren on top, her body stretching sinuously like a jungle cat's as the two women pleasured each other.
As my own need to orgasm receded (just barely), I became aware of the sweet and pungent scent of pussy filling the air, making my nostrils flare and my pulse quicken at the carnal scent. My erection was throbbing, my cock actually waving and slapping my stomach, demanding attention. I focused on the two lovely girls, tonguing each other and fingering each other, muffled cries rising with each passing moment until finally they exploded together, screaming as they hung on to each other in the storm of orgasm.
Lauren collapsed on top of Breanna, her face nuzzling the other woman's wet pussy, soaking her face in Breanna's hot and creamy juices. For a few seconds, there was little noise except for three people breathing hard and maybe my heart beating madly with excitement...my two former students' naked bodies entangled after making love was a rare erotic sight.
"I think..."Breanna wheezed. "I think we need to give Mister Heller a little relief, baby!"
Lauren raised her head up, blonde curls damp with sweat and pussy and grinned. "About fucking time, Bree!" she moaned as she slithered off the dark headed girl's body and crawled towards me on all fours. She licked her lips in a lascivious manner as she approached me. "I want to suck Mister Heller's cock!"
As Breanna laughed and rolled over to come up on her hands and knees, Lauren reached me, her hand shooting out to wrap fingers around my cock as she levered herself up and planted a wet, messy kiss on my lips, her tongue and mouth sharing with me the sweet taste of Breanna's wet cunt. Lauren broke the kiss after a few long moments and said, "Did you ever fantasize about me doing this to you, Mister Heller?" as she eased herself down and took me into her mouth.
"Yessssssss!" I groaned, both replying to her question and signifying my approval of how good my cock felt in the young blonde's mouth. Lauren looked up at me with her big blue eyes as her cheeks hollowed while she slowly slid her lips up and down my erection, her tongue doing almost supernatural things as it slithered over my shaft and seemingly encircled my swollen head.
Breanna knelt beside her, her eyes shifting back and forth between the cock sucking Lauren and my face watching us with lust and envy and not a small amount of amusement. She eventually leaned in and ran her tongue over my saliva coated shaft and then her and Lauren's lips met -- converging over the tip of my cock and I nearly exploded at the sensation of having not one, but two young women's tongues pleasuring me.
Then Breanna was climbing up on the couch, kneeling next to me and kissing me -- almost startling me with the taste of Lauren's wet pussy still on her lips and tongue...sweet and powerful, yet different from Breanna's own taste. When she released me from her lusty kiss, she whispered, "Now, Mister Heller, you have a big decision to make." Breanna had a broad, naughty smile on her face.
"Oh yeah?" I gasped as Lauren sucked me hungrily.
Breanna nodded and said, "Now, Lauren here is a champion cock sucker...I think that they learn that at Cheerleader camp along with everything else. You're maybe a minute or two from cumming...the question is, do you want to cum in Lauren's mouth or on her face?"
Even in the middle of having my ex student -- the blonde cheerleader -- masterfully licking and sucking my cock like a dream come true, Breanna's statement made me moan in surprise. Breanna leaned in closer, her lips almost touching mine and said softly, "It's okay to cum on her face...Lauren likes it and lets be honest..." Breanna gave me a conspiratorial wink. "There's not a red-blooded American male alive that doesn't want to cum on a cute, blonde cheerleader's face."
Breanna's words alone did the trick and I cried out as the floodgates shattered and I cried out, "CUMMMINGGGG!" Lauren deftly had me out of her mouth, thumb and forefinger around the base of my shaft and stroking me as the first hard spurts of hot semen exploded from my cock and splattered her face.
"YES, MISTER HELLER! SPERM MY FACE!" Lauren squealed as she stroked me, spurring on ejaculation after ejaculation of jets of thick, whitish sperm that showered her forehead, splashed across her nose and cheeks, and covered her lips and chin. She laughed like a little girl having a birthday party as for a few moments, I wondered if I would keep cumming like that all night.
Breanna giggled and kissed me and said, "And here is the best part!" before slipping off the couch to kneel at Lauren's side, her hands holding the blonde girl's face firmly as she began licking my semen off her face, smearing my thick heavy blobs of seed over Lauren's lips as she would pause to kiss her sloppily now and again.
Breanna licked Lauren's face clean and then as both cast sly glances my way, kissed, making sure I could see their tongues swapping my semen back and forth between them. My cock which had slowly begun to flag after climax rose again and I was amazed as it nearly slapped my stomach, stimulated by their lewd display of lovely lust and no doubt by the magic of chemistry and by my own suddenly tremendous lust. "Ladies, let's go to bed...now!" I said solemnly in my best stern teacher voice.
Breanna giggled and Lauren stared at me wide-eyed as she shivered, naked before me. "Oh God, Mister Heller...you doing that teacher thing with your voice just made me cum!"
Then we were tumbling about on the bed, both girls playfully wrestling with me as I stole kisses from each of them, my hands finding breasts -- delighting in the difference between Breanna's larger and firm breasts and Lauren's also substantial and perky tits. I allowed them to roll me on my back -- one kissing me and then the other. Then Breanna kissed her way down my body and slipped my erect cock into her wet, warm mouth while Lauren climbed onto my chest and squirmed forward until my tongue was buried in her slick, sparsely haired pussy -- her juices pouring into my open mouth, spurred on by my tongue busy exploring her silken and creamy depths...savoring the taste of the young cheerleader's cunt.



Breanna's hands caressed my stomach and thighs as she easily took my whole length down her throat, noisily sucking my cock, her tongue a whirling dervish swirling around the head of my dick. As she made exciting, lewd sounds, matching and then surpassing her were Lauren's cries of pleasure as I teased her swollen and slick labia with my tongue -- probing between them into her wet flesh and then swirling my tongue through her wrinkled folds to tease her swollen clitoris -- slender and long upon emerging from its hood.
"LOVE-LOVE YOUR TONGUE, MISTER HELLER!" Lauren squalled as she bathed my face with her juices, her pubic bone banging frantically into my face as she bucked her pussy against my mouth before sliding down a little - away from the sweet teasing of my tongue. "Goddamn, Mister Heller...you can sure eat pussy!" she said, her East Kentucky drawl coming out as she slid a little further.
She leaned forward and kissed me, sharing her sweet taste with me while Breanna let me slip from between her lips and after planting a gentle, loving kiss on the tip of my cock, said, "All yours, Lauren!" I felt the mattress shifting as she climbed up and stretched out alongside me.
Lauren purred with pleasure as she slowly slid down my body, leaving a trail of pussy juice as she snaked her way towards my cock. Her voice was thick with emotion as she said to me, "Mister Heller...I have had such a daddy thing for you like forever!" A dim memory of a student review echoed the fact that Lauren's parents had long ago divorced and the father had been out of her life since. "I used to dream that you were my daddy, Mister Heller, and..." A wicked smile spread over her face as she continued, "And then, I dreamed you were my daddy fucking me and that you were my daddy-teacher lover fucking his naughty, cheerleader daughter and I used to cum so hard imagining that." She was breathing hard and shivering with anticipation.
"Do you...do you think you can make my daddy-teacher fantasies come true, Mister Heller?" Lauren asked as her labia met my upright and throbbing erection. She slowly rolled her hips so her pussy lips massaged and kissed the length of my cock as she whispered, "Can you make my dreams come true, Mister Heller?"
In answer, I reached out and put my hands on her waist and then feeling more flexible and strong than I had in a long time, rolled us over so that I was on top, my cock nestled between her swollen labia. "Lauren," I said in my sternest teacher voice. "Daddy's going to fuck you and make you scream." Then I felt Breanna's hand on my cock, placing the head between Lauren's creamy lips and with a growl, I thrust forward, reveling in hearing Lauren shriek with pleasure as I buried my cock into her furnace-like cunt in a single stroke!
"MISTER HELLER!" Lauren cried out as her body convulsed beneath mine -- her back arching reflexively as I ground my crotch against her wispy blonde muff. Her fingers clawed at my back as I felt her athletic legs scissor around my back, attempting to cross her ankles, but unable to do so because the pleasure was so intense. Lauren's pussy tightened around my cock and my mind swirled as I realized I was living one of my most cherished and secret fantasies...fucking my former student and cheerleader.
I thought I might have to exert more control to not cum...that the moment was too carnally erotic to withstand climax, but I felt more in control than I'd ever felt before...I felt like a young bull capable of fucking all night. Maybe it was the magic of Breanna's drug...maybe it was the magic of Breanna and Lauren, themselves. In any case, I began to fuck my new young lover, slowly at first and then faster, reveling in the sweet ecstasy that was her tight, hot and wet pussy.
I carefully watched Lauren's face, seeing which movements brought the most pleasure to her face. Her cries of, "Daddy...fuck me, Daddy!" and "Yes, Mister Heller, fuck your naughty little girl!" spurred me on and her eyes alternated between lust and delight as our bodies slammed together. We kissed wetly, madly until she began to yelp with pleasure and then as orgasm hit her, Lauren became a wildcat under me -- almost bucking me off of her before her heels dug into my ass cheeks and her arms wrapped around me and pulled me in -- hands pressing my face against her left breast, my mouth sucking at a long, hard nipple as she wailed and sobbed in carnal joy. Lauren's hips undulated wildly, forcing her pussy to fuck me while I simply kept myself pressed against her.
I spared Breanna a glance only to find her watching us with open-mouthed glee, her lovely eyes alight with lusty delight as she slowly masturbated -- fingers swirling around inside her cunt while her thumb teased her large, swollen clitoris. She caught me looking at her and blew me a kiss and then winked.
Lauren suddenly seemed to relax, her legs falling away from me and she cooed, "Fuck, Mister Heller -- if I'd known how good you were in bed, I'd broke some laws back in high school!" Her pussy pulsed around my cock and I began to thrust into the young woman again, but she exploded with energy and I found myself being rolled over, Lauren keeping my cock snugly inside her sex and then she was squatting on me -- her well defined leg muscles swelling a little as she seemed to be perfectly balanced atop me. "My turn, Mister Heller," she snarled with an evil grin. "I'm going to fuck you crazy!"
The blond vixen made good on her words, becoming suddenly an avatar of sex maddened goddess as she began to ride me, bouncing up and down on my cock and sobbing wordlessly each time she impaled herself on my throbbing, stiff erection. Lauren was a thing of beauty as her cheerleader reflexes seemed to keep her perfectly position as she fucked me -- her large breasts bouncing just a little as only youthful, firm breasts can and her hands roamed through her blonde locks, her skin gleaming with that special sweat one only gets from intense sex!
Breanna leaned in and kissed me, her tongue dancing with mine for a moment before she moved to her knees and somehow managed to kiss Lauren without the cheerleader's body slowing down for a second. Then Lauren broke the kiss and moaned, "CUMMINGGG, MISTER HELLER!" She collapsed to her knees, her weight driving my cock deeper into her womb as her pussy bathed my cock in hot creams. "I LOVE FUCKING YOU, DADDY!" she sobbed as she fell forward, her large breasts pillowing out against my chest, only her hunching pelvis seeing to work as she quivered and shook her way through a second orgasm.
Eventually, Lauren calmed down and rose up, still impaled on my hard penis and looked down at me with an odd, glassy-eyed expression. "I like your cock, Mister Heller," she said with child-like reverence and then she rolled off me, her pussy making a wet, obscene sucking noise as she released my cock from her cunt. "Timeout," she said meekly as she lay beside me, her magnificent breasts rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath.
From the other side of my bed, Breanna was suddenly up again and throwing one long and shapely leg over me and then we were both groaning with pleasure as Breanna's hot pussy enveloped my cock. "My turn, Mister Heller!" she said in a purposeful voice. She began to ride me as she leaned forward until her face was just above mine. "Mister Heller, I could fuck you forever!" she whispered before kissing me hungrily.
As we kissed and clung to each other as she worked her hips up and down to meet my upward thrusts into her hot, wet cunt, I suddenly became aware of something. As sweet and erotic as fucking Lauren had been...there was something more with Breanna -- a connection or energy that had been missing with the blonde cheerleader. There was something so...perfect in being inside Breanna, feeling her skin slid wetly against mine as her pussy pulsed around my cock. Even our kisses seemed more...intimate, more passionate as our tongues dueled and danced around each other. The taste of Breanna's mouth, her sex filled scent touched me on a deeper and more personal level than Lauren.
Breanna moved atop me as if we'd been lovers for years or decades instead of this being the third time we'd gotten together -- her womanly body knowing me and my likes in ways that only enhanced our fucking. For me, knowing how to twist my hips or plunge my cock into her just so to give her more pleasure seemed to come to me on an instinctual level. We fucked not as two sex maddened creatures, but as one organism, perfectly melded together -- cock to pussy and lips to lips.
I was lost in the pleasure of Breanna's slick pussy squeezing my cock, making me crazy with lusty delight even as my cock driving deep into her womb seemed to make her quiver with ecstasy. I felt like we could fuck forever -- gazing into each other's eyes as our loins came together again and again while our tongues embraced and teased. I felt her tremble with pleasure as her swollen nipples dragged across my chest while her fingers clutched and clawed at my shoulders.
Suddenly Breanna broke the kiss and sat up straight, slowly impaling herself on my cock. "Love how you make me feel, Mister Heller!" she moaned and then she was lost in orgasm -- her eyes rolling up in her head as she rocked her hips on my cock and with a long, drawn out cry, announced, "CUMMINGGGG!" Time seemed to stand still as she shivered and shook atop me, her heavy breasts jiggling ever so slightly as she seemed to vibrate with orgasmic pleasure from head to toe. Her pussy juices were like erotic fire as they bathed my cock and for the first time, I realized that there was a climax in my near future.
Breanna suddenly slumped, her chin on her chest for a long moment as my cock throbbed inside her massaging cunt. She raised her head and said hoarsely, "I love fucking you, Mister Heller!" and then slowly slid off of me, a gush of pussy juices spraying my crotch as my cock was released. Suddenly sleepy-eyed, Breanna nodded to the other side of the bed and said, "Take her...give Lauren what she's always wanted, Mister Heller."
I was momentarily taken aback because in those last sweet minutes of fucking Breanna, I had literally forgotten the sexy little blonde. I turned to see Lauren looking at me expectantly, her face and chest flushed and she was breathing heavily. Her legs were wide spread and pulled back -- offering her sparsely haired mound up for inspection, labia swollen and wide spread -- her already well fucked pussy glistening and wet with anticipation.
I was up on my knees and between Lauren's legs in a heartbeat and she crooned, "Fuck me, Daddy Heller...fuck your nasty little girl," holding her arms out to me. She was a teacher's fantasy come to life!
I moved closer, my hands grabbing her trim ankles and pulling her closer to me as I draped her legs over my shoulders even as her pussy brushed the tip of my cock, making her moan. Thickly coated with the lovely Breanna's juices, I shifted my hips just so and then Lauren was screaming as I again rammed my cock home in a single stroke.
"YESSSS, MISTER HELLER -- FUCK ME HARD!" Lauren sobbed as I almost rolled her up in a ball, impaled by my cock and fucked her as hard and as fast as I could muster, initiating an orgasm within my blonde lover within a couple of minutes. She twisted and writhed beneath me as she came, but I didn't slow down for a moment, slamming my cock into her tight pussy again and again. I fucked Lauren through her orgasm and then we were both like wildcats, snarling and biting and clawing, her blue eyes wild with carnal lust as she worked her pelvis to meet my fast and brutal thrusts. I felt my own orgasm rapidly approaching and increased the vigor of my thrusts in my eagerness to make Lauren cum again as well.
Somehow, she managed to cup one of her large breasts and lifted it just enough so that I could duck my head and tongue her nipple, straining to get my lips around it and then I sucked at her rubbery nub and then as I purposefully bit it...the pain and pleasure sent Lauren over the edge and she began to orgasm, her pussy tightening like a vise around my cock. The delicious sensation of her pussy flesh squeezing my cock pushed me over the edge as well and I let her nipple slip from my lip as I bellowed in triumph and began to shoot massive spurts of hot semen deep in her womb.
Our combined orgasms seemed to grow into something greater and the pleasure was so intense, I was seeing black spots and gasping for breath as my seed jetted into her pussy again and again! Then I was suddenly spent, nearly collapsing atop the petite woman before summoning the strength to withdraw from her and fall over into the empty middle of the bed.
As I lay there, chest heaving as my lungs worked to replenish my oxygen, I felt both young women cuddling up close to me, hands stroking me and lips kissing my chest and face. "That was the best fuck of my young life, Daddy Heller," stammered Lauren. She kissed me long and hard with that serpentine tongue of hers.
Then Breanna's fingers were turning my face towards hers and she giggled with just a hint of sarcasm, "Yeah, Daddy...fucking you is the most awesome thing ever!" She again winked playfully at me and then kissed me, putting all her passion into the long kiss, producing a tremor in my semi-erect cock.
After we ended that kiss, I looked at Lauren and then Breanna and marveled at their energy...both looking at me expectantly and lustily. "You ladies are incredible...heaven sent, but..." I took a deep breath and said, "Your teacher needs to take a short nap or he might just die."
Both girls laughed and showered my face with kisses as I made good on my words and slowly began to fade...sleep demanding my attention. With their lush, womanly bodies bracketing me, I felt warm and safe and loved...so very much loved as I sank into the oblivion of sleep...my last waking perception that of both girls' tongues playing around my cum covered cock.
The rest of the night was like a carnal dream come to life. I awoke to discover a raging hard-on and myself alone in bed. I found Breanna and Lauren in the kitchen, eating sliced apples with caramel dip, both stopping to smile happily at me and my prominent erection. They took turns feeding me as they rode my cock slowly before our midnight snack culminated with me taking Breanna from behind, her leaning over the kitchen table and eating Lauren's cum filled pussy.
We returned to bed and I fucked Lauren's asshole while she licked Breanna to orgasm...me sleepily marveling at the fact that I was fucking a cheerleader's tight ass -- the first time I'd engaged in anal sex since I had first been in college. Lauren's cries were loud and frequent to the point of my next door neighbors beating on the wall at one point in complaint although soon enough the sounds of lovemaking echoed through the walls from their side. Lauren's cries of "Fuck my ass, Daddy!" became incoherent sobs as I finally shot a load of steaming semen into her vise-like asshole.
Sleep followed and at some point, I awoke to find someone astraddle me, slowly riding my cock, miraculously hard again. It only took a few seconds to know it was Breanna...again, the sense of something more intimate and loving pervading our lovemaking in away that was absent from Lauren.
I could barely make out her shapely silhouette, but even in near total darkness, I could feel her large eyes on me -- naughtiness and desire on them as she slowly slide up and down on my cock. Somehow I could see in my mind the moment her luscious full lips parted as orgasm approached, sighing with pleasure as she slowly impaled herself on my throbbing penis again and again.
I doubt if either Breanna or I were aware of Lauren beside us or whether she was asleep or awake -- the world had winnowed away to just the two of us, making love and reveling in the carnal reality that we were. It was a perfect fuck that both seemed to last forever and end too soon as Breanna's short and harsh gasps of orgasmic delight spurred me on to climax inside her, pleasing her and awing me that I seemed to still be able to produce such a quantity of hot semen after a lusty night's fucking.
"I love you, Mister Heller," Breanna murmured into my ear before curling up beside me, her head on my chest and falling asleep. I was tired...exhausted really in that sweet way that good sex could make you feel. Still, sleep took a while to claim me as I thought about how this former student of mine had turned my world upside down.
I came sleepily awake as I heard Lauren whisper to me. "It's been lovely, Mister Heller. I hope you'll be my daddy-teacher lover again soon!" She kissed my cheek as I opened my eyes, surprised to see her dressed in the early morning light.
Lauren started to ease off the bed, but paused when I said in a raspy voice, "Anytime, sweetheart."
Grinning, she returned to me and gave me one last display of her long and talented tongue as we kissed. "I can't wait," she replied as she climbed off the bed, gave me a wink and went to the door where a naked Breanna waited. I watched as the two women murmured to each other -- Breanna smiling sleepily and Lauren with that ever present cheerleader's exuberance. They kissed, taking their time about it, arms embracing as they shared tongues -- the appearance of one naked and one clothed seemed very erotic to me and for the fifth time in less than twelve hours, I felt my cock twitch with life, slowly becoming erect.
Their kiss ended, Lauren looked over her shoulder at me and pursed her lips in a kiss and then she was gone. My attention was now completely focused on the tall, luscious woman that was strolling back to my bed, a mysterious yet carnal smile on her face. "Good morning, Mister Heller," Breanna murmured as she scrambled under the covers and curled up against me, one arm draped across my chest and one leg thrown across my thighs...her sex wetly brushing my hip.
"Good morning, Breanna." I replied before we kissed a while, our hands moving lazily over each other's body.
When the kiss ended, Breanna propped her head up with one hand to look at me and after a moment's study, said, "So, did the naughty teacher enjoy banging the sexy blonde cheerleader?"
I laughed and said, "Hell yes...it was a dream come true, but..."
Breanna raised an eyebrow and said in a careful tone, "But?"
I took a deep breath, trying to collect my thoughts before speaking. "Lauren is a wonderful lover...everything I imagined...fantasized her to be, but Breanna...I discovered that making love to you...fucking you is more special...more intimate." I reached out and stroked her cheek as her face slightly reddened. "Maybe I'm just an old man lost in a fantasy, but damn, Breanna -- there's something between us...something more than just having sex!"
Breanna took my hand in hers and kissed my palm before saying in a slightly husky voice, "No, you're not imagining things, Mister Heller. I've felt it too." Her eyes were misty as she added, "I'm glad we both feel it."
There was a long silence afterwards as we stared at each other before I said, "I feel like there's something I need to do."
Breanna looked at me curiously and said, "What would that be?"
I found myself a little dry-mouthed as I replied, "I'm not sure...maybe asking you to move in with me or...asking you to marry me, Breanna."
Her jaw dropped at my words, but then she laughed and shaking her head, leaned into me and kissed me. "No...I'm flattered, Mister Heller and I imagine we'd be happy together, but no."
Her blunt truthfulness stung just a little but before I could say anything, she kissed me again and said, "It's got nothing to do with Jesse...I love him in a way, but we're done. It's me, Mister Heller. I think I told you after that first night that I wouldn't say its love and happily ever after...maybe it is love." She sighed and said, "I told you I wasn't a one man woman, but I hope we can have each other in each other's lives." She grinned impishly and added, "Probably a hell of a lot more than I originally thought."



I nodded and said, "I can live with that, Breanna. I will always be here for you.
She grinned and began to climb on top of me. "I know, Mister Heller...I insist," she said in a gasping voice as she impaled herself with my cock again.
I laughed and sighed with pleasure, my hands rising to cup her breasts. "Well, if you insist, Breanna."
#
I marked that lazy Sunday as the real beginning of what Breanna and I shared. Her magic pill allowed me to get erect twice more that day and we made love like long time lovers and watched football and chatted the day away. My life fell into a wonderful pattern over the next weeks and months. Breanna and I would get together two or three times a week, making love in my apartment and sometimes in more interesting places including an empty classroom in the History building and a stall in the lower level 'Men's' room in the University Center.
Lauren joined us once or twice a month as her own schedule allowed -- usually on the weekend which always left me exhausted, but spiritually renewed as if the two young women's loving was working like a fountain of youth on me...at least in the short run.
Breanna's Jesse made her prediction come true. At Thanksgiving, he dropped out of school and asked her to move back to Jonasville. When she refused, he left and as far as I know, they never saw each other again. Breanna spent the holiday with me -- mostly seeking comfort from the pain of the ending of their years-long relationship. I again asked Breanna to move in, but she declined...pleased that I asked, but still adamant about not being a one man woman.
Breanna spent the Christmas holidays with me as well -- giving me a glimpse of what we might be as a couple in a different time. Despite our nearly thirty year difference in age, we were as in sync with each other as any long time happily married couple. New Year's Eve was celebrated in my bed with both Breanna and Lauren in a mind boggling marathon of lusty fucking that makes me hard to this day just remembering it.
Breanna was with me in spirit when I took my oral exam for my doctorate -- having moments before it begun, sucked my cock to calm me down and it must have worked because the examination committee gave me high marks all around. From the strength of my exam and my thesis, I was quickly offered a position at a small college on the outskirts of Lexington. I was delighted at the prospect of not returning to Jonasville and Breanna was ecstatic that I would be close and that our relationship could continue.
I was both a proud lover and father-figure as I watched both Lauren and Breanna graduate with honors. Breanna continued at UK on her Master's degree while Lauren relocated to Cincinnati -- a hundred or so miles north of us to take a job in a sport medicine operation that catered to the local schools and professional teams. She kept busy and we missed her, but it wasn't so far that we didn't see her four or five weekends a year.
I bought a small house in a nice, tree-lined neighborhood in Lexington...enjoying my life as a History professor and oft-time lover of Breanna who joined a large medical practice in Lexington and frequent guest at my place where we made my quiet neighborhood a little less quiet, making me a man of speculation amongst my neighbors, gossiping about the shameful behavior of that old man and that lovely young woman.
Several years passed and suddenly I was two years shy of sixty and wondering how much happiness a man my age could stand. Life was good. Breanna had over the last few years been more and more in my life and while we never talked about it, I suspected that her life was almost completely about her work as a physician's assistant at which she excelled and me. We were making love three and four nights a week and almost every weekend found her here -- happy and contented.
A few months before I turned fifty-eight, there was a part of her that seemed distracted...not unhappy, but I knew there was something on her mind. I tried to get her to tell me, but my Breanna just smiled and said, "Not right now, Mister Heller...not right now." I had to smile...our affair was eight years old, but she still insisted on calling me Mister Heller, reminding me that just saying it, "Makes me wet...Mister Heller."
We celebrated my fifty-eighth birthday with a quiet, intimate cookout -- steaks and roasted vegetables, followed by a blowjob by Lauren via Breanna at the effervescent blonde's request when she couldn't get free to visit. Later, Breanna and I made love, me between her legs, slowly coming together as we stared into each other's eyes. As I sank my aching erection deep into her womb, Breanna tightened her legs around my back and held me in place.
"Mister Heller...I have a question I need to ask."
As I felt her hot cunt walls pulsating around my cock, I rasped, "Ask me anything, Breanna."
She was silent nearly a minute...a long and sweetly agonizing time as my cock was buried to the hilt in her pussy. "What would you say, Mister Heller, if I were to ask you to give me a baby?"
I gasped in astonishment, not expecting to be asked that and nearly came inside her. I gathered control of myself and replied, "Really, Breanna...you want me...ME to make you pregnant?" Despite my shock, I couldn't help but smile at her...the thought of having a son or a daughter making me smile. Lisa had never wanted children and I had long ago given up hope of someone carrying my name forward.
She nodded and said, "I guess my biological clock is running. I've been thinking on it for a long time. I want a child and I want to have it with the best man I've ever known...that's you, Mister Heller."
I hardly knew what to say...my heart was pounding and my mouth was dry. "Will I...will we both raise it?"
Breanna nodded and replied, "God, I hope so...you'll make an awesome father." She caressed my face and said, "Don't worry about your age...you're going to live forever if I have any say. Please, Mister Heller, be the father of my child."
I felt tears running down my face even as her eyes began to mist over. "Oh, Breanna -- I would be honored to give you a baby!"
She wiped away my tears and kissed me, undulating her hips as we began fucking again, still moving slow, making the pleasure last a torturously long time. "I love you, Breanna," I gasped as our bodies came together again and again.
Breanna arched her back as her orgasm neared and panted, "I love you too, Mister Heller." She grinned amidst the waves of pleasure wracking her body and said, "Of course, if you knock me up, Mister Heller, you'll have to make an honest woman out of me."
"Oh my God!" I moaned as her words caught me off guard and I exploded inside her, filling her womb with my hot semen...wishing I could make her pregnant right then and there. Breanna's orgasm swept over her as I shot jet after jet of fiery seed into her, both of us caught up in the rapture of the moment. With a few simple words, this young woman -- even now, not quite thirty years old turned my life upside down and just as before, I knew that she was changing things for the better.
As we drifted down from orgasm, I said in a husky voice, "Does that mean...you'd marry me, Breanna?"
Breanna slung her arms around my neck and grinned evilly up at me. "I reckon so, Mister Heller...in fact, I'd insist!"
The End
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You would think as in much trouble as I was in, that I might at least act a little remorseful and respectful, but I really didn't care. My father might be royally pissed off and Monsignor Carella might have been expressing doubts about the future of my immortal soul, but I really didn't give a shit. My demeanor as the three of us sat in the Monsignor's office pretty much reflected that.
I sat slumped on the sofa, watching the two of them discuss my behavior with my already too short green plaid school dress hiked way up my thighs so that as I shifted my legs restlessly, one could catch glimpses of my panties. My arms were crossed underneath my breasts, helping to lift them up even more than the push-up bra, exposing a great deal of cleavage as my blouse had several buttons undone.
Papa was sitting stiffly upright in a chair in front of the Schoolmaster's desk. You could tell how agitated he was by his body language. His whole body was clenched so tight you could have bounced a quarter off him. Monsignor Carella was agitated as well, but his was betrayed by his jittery movements and constant puffs of his cigarette in between irritated glances at me on the leather sofa to his left.
"It goes without saying that Amanda is expelled permanently, Mister Herrero," the monsignor said in his gravelly voice. "In addition to ruining the career of one of my best priests and teachers, there are indications that she may have compromised one of our nuns...Sister Victoria." He paused and looked at the papers in front of him. "Her Latin teacher."
There was a moment of silence violated only by my slight giggle and I smirked at my father as he glanced over at me, his dark skin suffused with blood in his anger and embarrassment. I dropped the smirk, but didn't look away from my Papa's burning gaze. I don't care that what I did is considered wrong. I am not ashamed of what I did or what I am.
"Is there anything else?" my father said in a low, hoarse voice between clenched teeth.
Monsignor Carella shook his head and said, "I don't think so. You can press charges against Father Vincent, but...Amanda is eighteen." He hesitated and then said carefully, "And I assume that...with your current situation, you would prefer to keep this quiet."
My father stood up suddenly and the schoolmaster flinched, tensing up until my father said, "Yes...I agree and this is of course not the first time Amanda has behaved...so disgracefully." He offered his hand to the monsignor who shook it with relief visible in his old and ugly face.
We exited Monsignor Carella's office, me looking over my shoulder to throw him a sexy wink. In the outer office, we passed his secretary who frowned at me disapprovingly and past a middle-aged priest, sitting in a hard backed chair with a disconsolate look on his face. As I reached the door, I called out, "Goodbye, Father Mike. I'll miss our little...study sessions." I waved at him, enjoying his anguished expression – one that still had lust etched on it amidst the shame.
"Amanda!" snapped Papa, not looking back as we descended the staircase and were out the door. Papa's SUV was parked at the curb – the logo of his 'Club Stallion' painted on the doors. Two large suitcases were sitting beside it. "Get in," Papa said brusquely. I climbed into the front passenger seat while he loaded my stuff into the back. He didn't say another word as he got behind the wheel and with an angry squeal of tires took off, leaving Saint Joan's Academy behind...forever.
Papa didn't say a single word to me for the next hundred miles as the flat farmland of Indiana passed by us. We were across the Ohio River and into Kentucky before he made a sound...soft mutterings under his breath. We were south of Louisville before I could make out a single word. "What's that you said, Papa," I said with a teasing tone. "You'll have to speak up."
"PUTA!" he screamed at the top of his voice. "You goddamned fucking puta! Tres times you've been kicked out of good schools...expensive schools." He pounded the steering wheel. "I didn't raise my daughter to be a fucking puta! You shame me, Amanda!"
I rolled my eyes and replied, "Please...Papa, you're not one to be throwing stones. I know what you do for a living and you want to pass judgment on me?"
Papa slammed his hand down on the steering wheel again. "I am a businessman. I run a nightclub...nothing more!"
I snickered and replied, "Sure, with a bunch of topless waitresses, strippers and what...ten or fifteen hookers turning tricks out in those little shacks behind the Stallion!"
My father stared at me and muttered, "It's not the same...you...you just fuck because you are a slut." He turned his attention back to the road and shook his head. "Just a fucking puta..."
I wanted to laugh, but chose not to, recognizing that my father was near his breaking point. And he hated it when I turned what he did back on him to defend my shameless activities. Now the truth is, I am a puta...a slut or whore if you will. I've devoted my young life to sex. I can't get enough of it and at nearly nineteen years of age, I've done more nasty stuff than most women five times my age. I adore cock and I have an appetite for pussy that's nearly insatiable.
Papa...well, I'll give him credit. He is a hard working man. His parents came over from Mexico illegally as migrant workers and he was born here, rising up from absolute poverty to carve out his own self-made fortune. In his early twenties, he worked up enough scratch to buy a seedy little bar outside Louisville and within five years, had made it one of the most popular nightclubs within a hundred miles...his 'Club Stallion.' I'm sure if you haven't heard of it, you've seen the logo – a colorful line drawing of a stallion with a naked woman on it's back...the stallion's mane and body discretely covering up most of her attributes.
'Club Stallion' features topless waitresses – all with large breasts and strippers, most of whom turn tricks in small shacks behind the club, along with several working class girls who do nothing else but fuck for money. Papa's into other things as well – he does some gambling and maybe a little smuggling and I guess he also launders money for some business associates. It's all very lucrative and Papa keeps the local law on the take and rarely has legal trouble.
"You fucked a priest, Amanda," Papa said suddenly, snapping me out of my reverie. "What the fuck is wrong with you?"
I shrugged and sat up in the passenger seat, my move dragging my schoolgirl skirt up nearly to my thighs. I saw Papa's eyes glance down at my brown thighs and that sent a naughty thrill through me and I didn't bother to tug my hem back down. "Father Mike is sexy in an older guy sort of way," I said with a giggle. "Kinda like that Nolte actor. He was so...innocent, I don't think anyone had ever given him my kinda confession before. I think he came in his pants that first time. And when I confessed that I wanted to suck his cock, he couldn't say a word...not even when I slipped into the confessional and sucked him off for the first time. I think he hadn't had a good cum in years. I never had a man give me so much semen."
"FUCKING PUTA...SHUT UP!" Papa screamed, nearly running into oncoming traffic. "What is wrong with you!"
"Hey, you asked, Papa!" I said with a laugh. "Father Mike was such a lovely man and he had such a lovely cock! I loved having him inside me in those evenings he tutored me in Calculus." I giggled and added, "Hey, you'll be happy to hear that I brought my Calc' grade up from a 'C' to a 'B+'!"
"SHUT THE FUCK UP, PUTA BITCH OR I'LL SHUT YOU UP!" Papa screamed as he suddenly waved a fist in my face. I let out a gasp. Papa had fussed and screamed at my escapades before but he'd never threatened me with violence. I felt scared for the first time with Papa, but strangely enough, it kinda turned me on.
I shrank away from my father in the seat, turning until my back was against the door. I felt the air conditioner on my legs...cool air flowing over my panty clad pussy and realized my dress had ridden up even higher. Papa's SUV swerved over to the right, the rumble strip making noise in warning for several seconds as Papa stared at me...or more specifically, stared at my exposed crotch...my little white bikini briefs tight against my mound.
"Fuck," Papa murmured as he steered us back into our lane, his jaw clenched as he stared ahead as he drove.
Several minutes passed and I watched as we passed up the exit that led home – our nice McMansion in the nice subdivision in the town where I'd grown up. "Hey, Papa...we're not going home? I sat up a little as I added. "Where we going, Papa?"
My father didn't answer me, keeping his eyes on the road, the muscles in his cheeks twitching as he ground his teeth with such force, I could hear them. Four miles on, we took another exit and then after a couple of turns, I realized he was heading for his nightclub. Dusk was just about to slip into darkness, but quickly we could see the bright and blinking neon signs of "Club Stallion ahead. "Hey, Papa, why are we going to the bar?"
Papa didn't answer me, but fished his cell phone out of his jacket pocket and punched a number. "Mallo? Si. Es el numero quince todavia vacio? Bueno, tu y Hernan verme alli en una hora." Papa spoke Spanish like a native, but I had to struggle to make out what he said. Mallo was one of his workers...a big, scarred guy who was both sexy and scary. I think Papa wanted him and another of his people Hernan to meet them at 15 something in an hour.
Papa slewed through the parking lot of Club Stallion, barely reducing speed, racing around the club itself and down a lane of small wooden cottages...three of which had porch lights lit. He proceeded down the lane and braked hard to stop in front of the last one. "Papa, what are you doing?"
My father ignored me as he climbed out of the SUV, but then he was opening my door and he reached roughly across me, his arm mashing into my chest as he undid my seat belt and then he grabbed me by the arm, his fingers painfully strong and dragged me out of my seat. "Papa!" I cried as he pulled me to the dark cottage, holding me with one hand while he unlocked the small building's door. "What the fuck are you doing, Papa!"
He flung the door open and dragged me inside, flipping on an overhead light. The room was barely more than maybe twelve feet by twelve feet and held two wooden, straight back chairs and a queen sized bed. Another door stood off to the side. "Papa?" I said...a sudden ball of cold fear manifesting in my stomach.
Papa flung me onto the bed and then turned to close and lock the door. Turning back to me, his face was suffused with rage as he tugged off his jacket. "You want to be a fucking puta, Amanda...fine...be a fucking puta!" he snarled as he began to unbutton his shirt. But...Madre Dios, I fucking made you and you'll be my fucking puta!" He draped his silk shirt over one of the chairs and kicked off his shoes. The harsh light of the overhead bulb seemed to overemphasize my father's well muscled arms.
"Papa...what do you think you're doing!" I cried out, my heart suddenly in my throat.
I clambered off the lumpy bed...my blouse suddenly pulled loose from my plaid skirt and tried to rush by Papa, but he was too close and he grabbed hold of me and before I could react, he ripped my shirt open, buttons flying everywhere and then shoved me back on the bed. "Omigod!" I moaned. "Papa...I'm your daughter...we can't...can't..."
I lost my voice as my father unzipped his slacks and shucked them off, revealing that he was wearing white briefs and that they contained something big...something swollen. "You're a puta...you like fucking anything, Amanda," Papa sneered as he tugged off his underwear and his long, thick cock sprung free. "Any dirty slut who would fuck a priest would fuck her papa!"
My father climbed up on the bed, his erection pointing the way, even as I backpedaled until I felt the wall behind me. I never felt more scared or excited in my life. Papa was a stocky man...not too tall, but his 5'8" body was all muscle...scars from his years in a teenage gang marked his body as did a fearsome wolfs-head tattooed on his lower torso...it's tongue hanging out as its eyes stared at me lewdly.
Then Papa was on me, pinning down my struggling arms as he pushed his knees between my legs and spread my thighs. One strong hand reached out and I felt the bra straps digging into my shoulders before there was an audible snap and he ripped it off me, freeing my firm and upright breasts. For a long moment, my papa stared down at my naked tits, a look of both wonder and apprehension in his eyes.
"My little puta," Papa hissed as he dropped his body onto mine and kissed me, this tongue wet and sloppy on my mouth and then in my mouth. I was in shock and barely responded to his kiss and then as my tongue finally began to respond to his as he ran it over my lips and then my cheeks in a way that made me feel like what I imagined a cheap whore would feel.
As Papa licked my face, his right hand stole down between our nearly joined crotches and again, I felt a burn-like sensation as my father ripped my panties apart. "No, Papa...we can't do this," I whimpered as I feebly beat my fists against his rock solid back. "I'm your daughter...your little Amanda."
I felt Papa's tongue teasing my ear and then in a menacing whisper, he replied, "You're my nasty little puta, Amanda and I'm going to fuck you silly!" Papa's fingers slithered across my sex and then inside me and the room seemed to spin as he said, "And you want it, you fucking whore...your pussy is hot and wet...muy hot and wet...PUTA!"
Papa rose up on his knees and his hands took me by the ankles and he spread my legs up and wide and even as I begged him not to do it, my father positioned his long, thick cock against my pussy lips which some little part of me perceived were thick and spread wide in a blossom of arousal. I tried to deal with the reality of the moment. My father was about to rape his daughter, but...is it rape if knowing your father is going to fuck you makes you as wet and hot as I was?
"Please," I whispered, not sure if I meant, 'please don't rape me, Papa' or 'please, stick that big cock inside me, Papa!'
There was a moment where Papa's eyes seemed to clear and his face softened and he whispered, "Mi Amanda...I love you!" But as his eyes focused on me, seeing me there with my plaid skirt up around my waist and my 36C breasts naked with nipples already swollen nearly to bursting and my long, dark, curly hair spread out on the bed around me, his expression became one of utter lust and he again hissed, "Puta!" and then my father rammed his cock into my wet pussy!
It is almost impossible to describe the sensation of having your father's erect penis plowing into your pussy for the first time. Sure, I'd had fantasies about it before, but I never imagined that my father would ever even consider it. I'm sure I've had bigger cocks and longer cocks, but feeling Papa's hard erection sliding into me, spreading me open felt like nothing else. The shock I felt was physical and chemical and surely emotional as my body responded to his assault with such intensity that I was nearly at orgasm before I felt his coarse, wiry pubic hairs scratching against my pussy lips.
"PAPA!" I screamed as my hands now clawed at his back, nails ripping into his wife-beater T-shirt as my mind registered pain and pleasure and then something greater than pleasure as the full realization that this was my father fucking me and that I fucking loved it! Papa ground himself against me for a long moment, the head of his cock hitting my cervix and then he abruptly withdrew halfway and rammed his cock home again and again.
Each stroke of Papa's cock nearly took my breath away and he quickly proved to be relentless, fucking me hard and fast with brutal efficient thrusts, squelching my cries with his mouth, kissing me roughly, mashing his lips against mine with lusty force. I writhed with pleasure beneath him, knowing I was being fucked by someone who was supremely confident in his abilities...showing no awkwardness and no hesitancy to pound my pussy hard.
It couldn't have been more than two or three minutes before my first incestuous fuck sent me hurtling over the edge of a tremendous orgasm, my pelvis flying upwards to meet Papa's cock as my body convulsed with ecstatic pleasure. Then in the midst of my climax, Papa suddenly pulled out of me, his cock withdrawing with a loud and moist 'pop' as I cried out in dismay.
My still quivering and pleasure wracked body was suddenly jerked up as Papa wrapped his fingers in my long tresses and yanked me to my knees. "C'mon, puta!" Papa snarled. "Let's see if you can suck cock as well as you brag!" In my sudden disorientation, the room seemed to spin and a surreal feeling came over me as I found my father's erect and throbbing cock was slapping my face, leaving wet streaks of my own pussy creams on my cheeks...the smell of his musk and my cunt saddening thick in my nostrils!
Papa's fingers intertwined in my hair tugged me closer and I opened my mouth, trying not to choke as my father rammed his cock forward, the thick head suddenly trying to worm its way down my gullet. As my mind tried to process that I was sucking my father, I let myself revert to a form of lewd autopilot, fixing my eyes on Papa's face as I began to roll my tongue over his shaft, licking and sucking at Papa as he fucked my face, slowing his thrusts by lovingly sucking on his cock head as he withdrew, massaging his fine cock with my full, thick lips...the blessing of my mother's Mayan ancestors.
"Sweet Jesus," Papa whispered as he let me gradually take over...his fingers letting loose of my locks as his arms fell to his sides and he let his head fall back with a groan as I slowly and sweetly sucked his cock to the best of my ability. Again, knowing this was my father...feeling it instinctively in the weird and delicious sparks that the feel of his cock on my lips and tongue generated , aroused me as no man had ever been able to do before. I could feel my pussy juices running from between my spread labia, splattering the sheets and making my thighs slick.
Suddenly, Papa snapped out of whatever reverie my oral loving was producing and withdrew upbruptly from my mouth and then grabbed me and spun me around and shoved me down onto my hands and knees. "Gonna fuck you, now, little Puta...going to make you scream!" Papa's hands spread my meaty ass cheeks and I moaned as I felt the saliva covered head of his cock nudge my asshole. It wasn't my first go-around with anal sex and I was prepared for pain, but Papa was rough and forceful and no sooner did I feel him press his cockhead against my anus that his fingers dug into my cheeks and spread them wider and with one quick and brutal thrust, he rammed his cock up my ass.
I screamed so loudly, I could feel my throat burn and knew I would likely be hoarse the next day as Papa's cock forced its way up my anal passage. I felt my body spasm in reaction to the pain that like the incestuous pleasure I'd already experienced, was enhanced by the fact that this was my own father fucking me up the ass!
My body seemed to go limp under Papa's sexual assault, my face flat against the mattress which felt damp from my own juices, my arms sprawled out wide as my fingers spastically clawed the sheets. Papa had one hand wrapped around my waist, holding my hips up as he hammered his cock home again and again and then I felt his fingers in my hair again and he was yanking my head back...back...back, until I could feel his hot breath on my back and shoulders.



"My little baby puta...how she liking it? How's my puta daughter liking her papa fucking her?" Papa hissed in my ear even as the tremendous pain began to evolve...it's hues shading to something closer to pleasure.
"I...Mother of God...I fucking love your c-cock, Papa!" I moaned as I tried to gather enough strength to begin thrusting back...wanting to show my father how much I enjoyed being fucked by him. As badly as I wanted it, I couldn't find the strength and then out of the blue, an anal orgasm flared and spread and I was screaming as pain and pleasure melded into something beautiful. Papa let me collapse forward again, his hands cupping my breasts, punishing my erect nipples, twisting and pinching them violently – letting that sweet pain fall like gasoline onto the pyre of my orgasm that seemed to be consuming me from the inside.
My pussy exploded without external help and I yelped like a dog in the midst of coupling as my cunt seemed to pucker and then ejaculate one...two...three streams of my juices as incestuous pleasure overwhelmed me. Then Papa bellowed like a raging bull and thrust hard and deep into my bowels, falling atop my collapsing body as I felt him baptize my ass with his hot seed – a flood of steaming semen filling up my anus. My asshole felt like it was aflame with liquid pleasure...an ecstasy that soon filled my body and then overwhelmed me as I screamed, "PAPA!" over and over again until the black spots swimming in front of my eyes expanded and everything went black.
I swum in sweet oblivion for what seemed an eternity and then found my way back to consciousness by following the sounds of voices...Papa's voice being one of them. I opened my eyes and discovered I was still lying face down, mostly naked atop a bed that smelled of sex and sweat. I shifted just enough for my muscles to complain and then a dull, warm ache from both my cunt and ass that reminded me of the incredible fucking my own father had just given me.
I turned my head to see Papa, mostly dressed talking to his associate, Mallo. Papa was wearing pants and his shirt again – the shirt hanging open to reveal the sleeveless undershirt. Mallo was dressed in black denim jeans, a ornately embroidered silk shirt and a leather jacket. His hair was combed back, ending in a short pony-tail, leaving his heavily scarred face exposed...his eyes barely visible in a squint. A cigarette hung from his lips as it always seemed to be and as if he sensed my slight movement, he turned and stared at me – his face betraying zero emotion.
Papa followed his gaze and then stepped closer to me. "You're awake, Amanda...good. You got work to do, you little fucking slut!"
"Papa?" I murmured, sitting up, crossing my arms across my chest to hide my naked breasts.
"You want to be a puta...fine, my daughter is a puta," said Papa. "But, you work for me, Amanda and believe me, little girl, you will work your fine little ass off." He turned back to Mallo and said, "Tres and then you and Hernan. She gives you any problems, beat the shit out of her." He held up his hand spreading his fingers out and then pointed to the tall, scary man. "Tres, Mallo and then you and Hernan." Papa turned to me and said, "You do whatever the fuck Mallo tells you to do. You're my puta now so be a fucking good one."
Mallo nodded as my father turned, grabbed his jacket off the chair and strode out of the room, slamming the door behind him. Mallo turned his terrible gaze back to me, reminding me of the sharks I'd once seen at the Cincinnati Aquarium. In a harsh, sandpapery voice, he said, "Go get a shower...Hernan will be here in twenty minutes with your first."
"My first what?" I replied, trying to summon as much defiance in my voice as possible.
Mallo grinned and it was all I could do to not piss on myself. "Your first trick, puta...go get cleaned up. The Stallion has a reputation for clean whores." When I stared blankly at him, he pointed at the door in the back of the room and murmured in his menacing voice, "Haul ass, puta...do it now."
I gathered all my defiance to me and climbed off the bed, letting my hands fall away and shrugging off the torn remnants of my clothing. Staring at the huge Mexican man in front of me with more fortitude than I truly felt, I stalked off to the bathroom which turned out to be a small cubicle with a toilet, a shower stall and a sink. I found a towel and body wash on a shelf next to some equipment that I recognized was for douching. Quickly, I took a shower, shivering under the water until it warmed up and cleaned myself, spreading my cheeks to flush out my father's semen deposited deep in my asshole.
As I washed and then tried to make something presentable out of my hair, my mind tried to sort out the events of the last few hours. I had been expelled from another private school – bringing the number to five schools I'd been tossed out of since Mama had passed away four years ago. I don't claim for an instance that that was why I loved sex and being so scandalous, although perhaps it was an underlying factor, but as I had already said, I love to fuck!
Papa had farmed out his oldest daughter to these private boarding schools, separating me from him and my two little brothers who were now ten. As my escapades had increased, so had the distance of my schools. I climbed out of the shower and discovered a cheap, full length mirror hanging on the back of the door. I paused for a long moment and took measure of myself.
Not quite nineteen, I had a very mature, almost lush body. My skin was the color of coffee and cream, nearly flawless from head to toe. I had full and upright breasts – 36C with dark brown nipples at the center of puffy and dark aureoles. My waist tapered nicely down from my full chest with just the hint of a rounded belly...the kind that I already knew tended to inflame men's lust, before flaring out into a pair of rounded hips that were a little bigger than I preferred – my solid thighs framing a thick and tightly curled mass of pubic hair that I used to keep trimmed, but also discovered that men loved when appearing wild and unruly...doing a earth goddess thing for them. My legs were long and lean, more muscular than shapely and I loved wrapping them around a man or woman's waist as we did the nasty.
I'm prejudice, but I think I fairly radiated sex and I smiled at my reflection in that I was sexy enough to lure my father into fucking me...something that my mind was still trying to wrap itself around. Oh, sure, I had had my fair share of daddy fantasies and I'm sure my attraction to older men...teachers and priests was born of that, but I never really thought my father would consider me in such a light. I ran a hand though my long and wild hair and whispered, "Papa's little puta." A tremor ran through me...partly pleasure and something I couldn't define.
A loud rap at the door brought me out of my reverie and I heard Mallo snap, "It's time, Amanda...get your slutty ass out here."
I took a deep breath and stepped out of the room naked as the day I was born to find Mallo standing there with a middle-aged couple. "Oh...hello," I said in a soft, almost shy voice.
"Oh goodness," the woman said, "She's lovely." She and the man resembled each other – both being nearly the same height and her hair only slightly shorter than his. Both were dressed like yuppies – he in khakis, dress shirt and a sleeveless sweater and the woman in a sweater and khaki skirt. Behind framed glasses, her blue eyes were wide with excitement.
"She'll do fine, Mallo," the man said in a soft voice, his eyes roaming avidly over my naked body.
Mallo grunted and said, "Stay as long as you like...we charge by the hour." He leered at me and turned and walked out the door.
For a moment, we all just stared at each other, but finally, the woman stepped forward, saying, "What's your name, dear?"
"I'm...I'm Amanda," I replied as she extended a hand towards me. I felt a little foolish when she bypassed my extended hand, expecting her to shake it, but instead she reached out and cupped my breast – caressing it gently before rubbing her palm over my still swollen nipple.
"So lovely," she murmured as her hand began to explore me, running up along my neck and stroking my cheek before running down my back. "I'm Marilyn," she said as she brought her other hand up to caress my other breast before slowly trailing fingers down over my stomach and then through my tight curly bush.
"I'm Tim," said the man behind her as he slowly began to undress, quickly and efficiently stripping himself naked, never taking his eyes off us. He dragged one of the wooden chairs over and sat down. He was breathing a bit funny and his cock seemed to twitch a bit, but didn't become erect..
Marilyn's hands were very knowledgeable as they caressed me and even though they were both complete strangers, I found myself quickly becoming aroused by them. "I'm naked and your...husband is naked. Can I undress you, Marilyn?"
The woman pursed her lips in a bit of a frown as if it was a stupid question, but she replied tersely, "Yes, Amanda...please." As her fingers continued to flutter over my naked body, I quickly pulled her sweater over her head, revealing smallish breasts in a white bra. It was a front loader and I undid it and pushed the bra off her shoulders. Her tits were cupcake size with no sagging even though close up, I'd have guessed her to be about fifty years old.
I palmed her breasts, feeling her small, but very erect nipples rub tautly against my palms. She reached down and did something to the waistband of her skirt and it fell away to pool at her feet. She was wearing a pair of white cotton bikini panties – a dark circle staining the crotch. Marilyn was slender with some definition to her arms and legs...obviously a woman who made an effort to take care of her body.
"Get on the bed, Amanda," she said in a tone that demanded obedience. She tugged off her panties to reveal a neatly trimmed little bush above her pussy and as she climbed onto the bed, I could see her labia spread slightly, revealing wet, pink flesh. Marilyn kissed me forcefully as her hands clamped down on my shoulders, her tongue slipping into my mouth – demanding my tongue. I kissed her back, sighing slightly into her mouth as our tongue met and began to dance.
As we kissed, her husband began to masturbate, watching our movements avidly. When Marilyn ended the kiss, she whispered, "How old are you, Amanda?"
I murmured, "Nineteen," as she leaned down and ran her tongue over my hard nipples – not sure why I told a slight fib. Nineteen was still a few months away.
Marilyn turned and looked back at her man. "Did you hear that, Tim? She's nineteen, just like our Rebecca!"
Tim groaned and as he began to stroke his cock faster, replied, "Then show her...show Amanda what you'd like to do with Rebecca!" His cock was slowly swelling in his busy hand.
Marilyn turned back to me, taking off her glasses and dropping them gently onto the floor. "I want to do a six...sixty-nine with you, Amanda. I want us to lick each other!"
I grinned and said, "Okay...I'm all over that!" Before I could say anything else, Marilyn's hands took hold of me and pushed me down onto my back on the mattress. She deftly swung her body around, throwing her leg over me until her trimmed mound was over my face. Long, thin labia were spread and I felt sprinkles of hot pussy juice splash on my face as she slowly lowered herself. I raised my head, my tongue extended and she cried out, "Yes, Rebecca...lick Mom just like that!" as I ran my tongue the entire length between her cunt lips. Then her crotch was grinding into my face, pushing my head back to the mattress and then I felt her shift as she squirmed on my mouth and then there was a long, wet snake licking at my pussy!"
I moaned appreciatively as the older woman began to eat my already well fucked pussy, my body quickly shivering with delight as she ran her tongue around my pussy that Papa had fucked not an hour before. I felt her fingers spreading my lips apart and her nose and lips caressing and kissing my wet flesh as her tongue delved deep into my cunt, making me croon happily with sexual delight. This Marilyn definitely knew what she was doing.
Marilyn wiggled her hips on my face, mashing her slippery cunt against my mouth as I tongued her and teased at her slender and long clitoris as it emerged from it's hood, all eager and pink. She cried out with pleasure as I teased her clit with my tongue, her moans muffled as she groaned into my cunt.
I felt the mattress sag and without actually being able to see, knew that her husband had joined us. "Fuck her, Tim...fuck our little Rebecca just like you've always wanted to do!" Marilyn moaned, her entire body quivering with excitement and pleasure as I kept lapping at her juices which steadily flooded my mouth and face.
"So lovely," I heard her husband moan over and over and then as Marilyn slathered her tongue over the folds of my pussy, I felt a knob of flesh probe my labia and then her tongue seemed to be meeting something long and hard as it slowly pressed into me. "She is soooo wet," Tim cried out. "So incredibly hot, Marilyn!"
I squealed with pleasure, my body stiffening with the ecstasy of Marilyn's tongue teasing my clitoris as Tim sank inch after inch after inch of cock inside me! He wasn't nearly as thick as Papa, but he was long and rock hard. "Marilyn sobbed, "Perfect, Tim...just perfect...fuck her, Daddy! Fuck your little girl!"
Doing a ménage a trios with this middle aged couple was freaky sweet enough, but being a part of their little incest fantasy sent me over the edge as I played proxy for what I assumed was their daughter, Rebecca. I felt my orgasm swell and then burst in a tidal wave of ecstasy that washed over my entire body, heightened by Marilyn's continued tonguing of my pussy while her husband fucked me, each stroke coming quicker and more forcefully than the last.
It sent Marilyn over the edge too, especially when I spread her tight ass cheeks and began probing her puckered hole with my thumb...not really penetrating but teasing her. She cried and then giggled and then with a terrible shudder, began grunting - a series of deep, "Uh-Uh-Uh" noises as her pussy showered my mouth and chin with an explosion of cunt cream.
Suddenly, Marilyn was falling away from me and Tim leaned in, his lean body descending onto my mine as his hips were a blur, pounding me with his cock while he began to kiss and lick my face...echoing Papa's earlier actions and again, making me feel lewd and tawdry like a sexual object to be consumed. He seemed to enjoy licking my face clean of his wife's pussy juices and then he kissed me, sharing her pungent taste as his tongue roiled and coiled around mine.
Tim began fucking me with what I can only describe as military precision...a quick, steady and furious pounding of my pussy that sent me over the precipice of orgasm a second time as I writhed in complete and utter happy lust beneath him with my legs spread wide – kicking like a newborn as each hard thrust just added to my sexual delight. On a whim, I used my best 'little girl' voice and said, "Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your little Becky and fill my belly with your baby seed!"
Tim's eyes widened and his entire body seemed to be galvanized as he stiffened and drove deep into my womb, gasping, "Love you, Rebecca!" and then he was cumming inside me and then we were both moaning and crying with pleasure as he spurted wad after wad of hot semen into my cunt.
Finally, with a grunt of effort, the middle-aged man pulled out of me and rolled off – his still hard cock waving in the air, shiny and dripping with our combined leavings. Marilyn moaned, "Want it!" and scrambled up, straddling his legs with her knees as she took him in her mouth and began to suck him noisily, pausing only to murmur encouragements to him while I caught my breath. "Keep hard, darling...stay hard for Momma!"
Tim groaned wordlessly, his body jerking as it was nearly overloaded from the sinful sensation of his wife furiously sucking his very sensitive flesh. I give her credit...Tim did not appear to be losing his erection. Satisfied that he would stay stiff, Marilyn rose up and said in that imperious tone, "Now fuck me, husband! Fuck me while I eat our little girl out!" Marilyn moved swiftly from straddling her husbands legs to climbing between my still widespread thighs, kneeling and thrusting her face into my cum-filled pussy!
I arched my back with wordless pleasure, thrusting my hips upwards to grind my crotch against Marilyn's hungry mouth, reveling in her appetite for pussy and semen. For a moment, I imagined one of my best friends doing this to me and nearly fell into orgasm again as I imagined that it was Papa's seed she was licking out of me! I felt the bed shift again and opening my eyes, I saw Tim kneeling behind Marilyn, his torso slapping into her ass cheeks and then as she sobbed into my pussy flesh, I realized he was fucking her now – his eager thrusts forward driving her mouth harder against my well fucked cunt.
The bed creaked loudly...the mattress making muted noises as it hit the wall again and again. Time seemed to stand still as the three of us were locked into a strange triangle of shared pleasure. Marilyn had an orgasm that was urged along by my sighing, "Eat me, Mom...eat my pussy, Mom!" as well as her husband's hard steady pounding of her pussy that went on and on.
"I'm going to cum, Marilyn," Tim said after what seemed a lifetime of sexual bliss. His face was a scrunched up concentration of control that was badly slipping.
Marilyn lurched forward and then off me as well as slipping free of her husband's cock...long and hard and purplish with need. "Cum on Rebecca's face...CUM ON HER FACE, TIM!"
With a groan of need, Tim scrambled forward until he was sitting on my chest and then after a single stroke, he began to shoot his hot semen into my face...a long, thick spurt splattering my long Mayan nose and lips...the next spraying hot cum from forehead to chin. I felt my pussy quiver on the edge of a orgasm as he hit me with streamer after streamer of his fresh sperm until finally his ejaculations became weaker and ended.
Marilyn was at his side and the two looked down at me like proud parents looking at their child. "Lovely, isn't she, Tim?" the woman said softly...her eyes sparkling as she imagined that my cum covered face was that of her daughter's.
Tim nodded and a single tear ran down his face as he murmured, "Thank you, Amanda...you were perfect – better than we could have dreamed."
Both climbed off the bed and I began to move, but Tim held up his hand and said, "Please...stay there...let us look at you as we get dressed." Neither one said another word as they slowly pulled their clothes back on, their eyes always on me, staring at me with something akin to both love and lust.
Only when they were at the door did Marilyn say anything. "I hope we can have you again, Amanda...that was the best time we've ever had."
I grinned and said, "I hope so too!" They left without saying another word and I just lay there for a few minutes...Tim's semen slowly cooling on my face...spreading slowly across my face.
The door opened and Mallo was there, talking into his cell phone. His Spanish was so rapid fire that I couldn't follow it. He studied me with a fearsome yet professional eye and said, "She'll be ready." He closed his phone up and said, "Don't bother with a shower, just get on your hands and knees and face the wall."
He smirked as I climbed up...blobs of semen hanging from my chin – stretching down and then breaking to splatter against my chest or onto the bed. When I opened my mouth, Mallo put a finger to his lips and said, "Shhhh, puta – not a word." He moved towards the door and said, "Your next customer likes it dark and anonymous...don't get too scared. He won't hurt you." He reached over and flicked off the light and then stepped out, closing the door behind him.



The room wasn't completely dark...there were shadows that flickered as the neon signs from the other side of Club Stallion flashed on and off, but still, I felt more than a little unnerved. I was kneeling in the dark, a man's cum dripping off my face and not sure what was coming next.
Several minutes passed and then I tensed up as I heard the door open. Shadows moved across the room. I heard someone breathing and I wanted to speak worse than anything, but Mallo had said 'not a word.' Soft, but heavy footsteps made the floorboards creak. The person's breathing became heavier amidst the rustle of clothing being removed. I shivered as I waited, the wait becoming almost maddening and to my surprise, arousing! I felt my pussy quiver with anticipation.
Finally, I felt the mattress shift as someone climbed into the bed...their breathing now very rapid...taking air through their nostrils which made a whistling noise. Then there was someone's hot breath on my back and I sensed someone behind me...then a hand, rough and hard resting on my back, slowly tracing up along my spine and then under my tangled and still sweaty hair. The hand ran along my shoulder and then touched my face, his fingers smearing into Tim's sperm still smeared on my face. I heard him grunt a little in surprise, but then his fingers were forcing their way between my parted lips and I decided he wanting me to suck them clean and I quickly and eagerly did so.
His hand moved down to my throat, his fingers wrapping firmly around my neck...not choking, but sending a thrill of fear through me anyway. Applying pressure with his hand, my mystery visitor pulled me upright on my knees and then was pressing me against him...his body like iron and I felt chapped lips kissing my shoulder, brushing my hair back with his free hand so he could nuzzle my neck. His free hand then came down and cupped a breast, kneading my firm tit and then pulling on my erect nipple, stretching it out in front of us.
I felt him shift and then felt something solid and enormous brush against my thigh. At first I thought it was his leg and then it jerked, brushing against my sex and I gasped. It was his cock! I moaned as I tried to process what I thought I'd felt as a cock. It couldn't be...no-one was that big! "Shhhhhh," a voice whispered in my ear, smelling of cigarettes and beer. He released my breast and with his other hand still around my throat, guided me back down onto my hands and knees.
His body clung to mine and I felt him hunch a little and again, something solid and fleshy brushed and then pressed into my labia. I began to cry out, but was silenced as his fingers squeezed ever so slightly around my throat, as I felt something huge and blunt push into me...my labia stretching to wrap around it.
I wanted to struggle...to push him away, but his hand quelled all my resistance and I tried to focus on his thick cock. No, thick was the wrong word...he was wide...immensely wide. Objects flashed through my mind as I tried to find a possible comparision. Beer bottle...no. Wine bottle...close, but no. Soda can...no. Then the image of a can of beef stew popped into my mind...that really popular brand and I gasped...closer, but maybe a bit too big. Then I cried out as it felt like my cunt was being stretched to the point of tearing as he slipped into me. I felt him wiggle his hips as he slowly wormed his massive penis into me and then with maybe two or three inches wedged inside me, I felt his pubic hairs brushing my labia and I gasped again.
My god...this fucker was thicker than any man I had ever known, but wasn't quite three inches long! The image of a family sized can of tuna flashed through my mind and I would've laughed but it hurt too damned much! Slowly, my mysterious man began to hunch against me, holding me firmly around the neck as he didn't thrust as much as he more rocked back and forth with me impaled on his short but thick cock.
My pussy felt like it had been spread wider than humanely possible and he could only move fractions of an inch, but after a few minutes, the pain began to evolve...becoming first heat and then gradually a burning sort of pleasure. My lover or customer...whatever he was, fucked me steadily, making little noise beyond breathing heavily against my back. As my own pleasure increased, he didn't seem to mind my own grunts and groans of pleasure, but when I started to voice my ecstasy in words, his fingers tightened slightly around my windpipe and brought me to the precipice of choking which frightened me badly at first, but then began to excite me...making me understand as never before that razor's edge between sex, violence and death.
By the time, my thick dicked lover began to puff and then explode with a massive torrent of hot semen inside me, he'd quasi-choked two orgasms out of me, squeezing to just shy the point of cutting my air off and enhancing my orgasms in a thrilling, yet creepy sort of way. His climax sent me off a third time and I coughed and moaned as I felt him cum and cum and cum. It was as if he'd been saving it up for years...swamping my insides with an unbelievable amount of fiery sperm...making me feel waterlogged...or should that be jism-logged?
His withdrawal from my cum filled pussy was nearly as painful as his entry – his hand slightly squeezing my throat as I mewled with both pleasure and discomfort as he wormed his way free, finally coming free with a loud, moist pop. He kissed me on my bare shoulder one last time and released his deadly grip and I collapsed onto my stomach as he eased himself off the bed. He never said a word as he dressed and then slipped out the door, leaving me with legs splayed – face down on the now sweat and sex soaked bed. I think I dozed off as I tried to process this latest adventure
Then the light was on and I turned my head and squinted upwards just in time to see the looming figure of Mallo hovering over me and then he slapped my ass hard, making me squeal in surprise and pain. "Time to get up, puta! No sleeping on the job." He grinned toothily and said, "Time to meet the Pig!"
With muscles groaning, I tried to swing my legs around him to stand up. "I know, I know...go take a shower."
When I tried to stand up, Mallo reached out and managing to touch both my breasts with his huge hand, shoved me back down. "Naw...not for the Pig...he likes his whores to be messy." He laughed and said, "Just one of the reasons we call him the Pig!"
There was a knock at the door and Mallo grunted, "Come in!"
He walked over to greet a large, heavy set man. They bumped knuckles and then the fat man moved gracefully around Mallo to eyeball me. In the harsh light, he could see the drying smears of semen on my face and tits and for some reason, I spread my legs a little so he could see my previous customer's semen slowly oozing from my cunt. "Oh my!" he squealed in a fairly shrill voice. "It's as if she was just fucked and she's lovely to boot!"
Mallo grunted and replied, "Fifteen minutes ago, Pig-Man. I think she's just what you've been waiting for." The fat man just nodded and grinned as Mallo slapped him on the back and left the room. The fat man...the Pig giggled and began to undress and I realized there might be another reason they called him the Pig. My eyes grew wider as he shed his clothes, revealing a body that was hairier than any man's that I've ever seen...much of it looking bristly like that of a wild hog. His back and legs were as hairy as his chest and only his cock seemed to lack hair, although it jutted out from a mass of pubic hair wilder than the hairiest of women's that I'd ever seen.
"Goddamn, but you're a nasty cunt, aren't you?" he said in a girlish voice. "I bet you love being fucked...being filled up on hot cum!"
Not sure if I should respond or not, I decided that a proper puta would tell the customer what he wanted. I spread my legs a little wider and rolled my hips at him. "I am the nastiest puta you'll ever meet. Bring that big ol' cock over here and show me what you can do!"
He giggled again and climbed up onto the bed. I barely had to time to take a deep breath before his body was crushing mine, dropping his full weight on me as he kissed me and then began licking at the semen drying on my face. His cock...maybe six inches long, hunched along my thigh, but he didn't seem to be in any hurry to put it inside me, focusing instead on kissing and licking my face until he showed me a mouthful of Tim's semen and then fed it to me with his tongue. I felt him grow harder along side my pussy as I scooped the cool sperm off his tongue with my own. When he'd licked my face clean, he raised his hips and we both moved just enough and then he was plunging his cock into me.
I groaned with pleasure – not because he was so big, but because my pussy was unbelievably sensitive after being hard fucked and battered. I foresaw a long soak in a tub in my near future. His body quickly became slick with sweat as he worked hard at fucking me, despite the enormous girth of his belly. His hairy body began to scratch at mine as he rocked back and forth. "Goddamn, girl...feels like you've got the spunk of ten men inside you!" he cried out. "Your pussy is hot and nasty creamy. I love it!"
I confess...before tonight, I might have found the Pig repulsive, but right at that moment, I was loving taking yet another cock in my battered cunt. His hairy body was a bit of a distraction though and so, tired as I was, I decided to do something about it. "Roll me over, lover," I gasped. "Let me get on top and do all the work for you." I rolled my hips up at him and said in a lusty voice. "I can get you deeper inside me that way...let your fine cock get up into my last lover's spunk."
He gave a little squeal which reminded me of the noise of an excited piglet and he grabbed me around the waist and rolled us over...the bed protesting at the activity. Then I was sprawled out atop him and he was looking at me expectantly. Again, with my leg muscles complaining, threatening to cramp, I shifted into a squatting position, his cock shifting a mite deeper inside me, giving us both an extra modicum of pleasure.
Resting my hands on his hairy abdomen, I took a deep breath and began to ride him...my leg muscles swelling with effort as I began to slide up and down his cock. He seemed to like that, especially when he raised his head up to peer at his cock as I slid nearly off it to see pussy cream and my silent lover's semen coating his dick.
"Nasty whore...you love your cock, don't you?" he damn near purred as I rode him. And he was right. I could see it in his eyes how hot and dirty I appeared to him – I could envision how I looked, my firm tits slightly bouncing as I slid up and down his erection, my mouth gaping open as I slowly built to another orgasm, almost luxuriating in the pure delight of fucking!
"Cum in me...give me your sperm, baby," I cooed. "I want it inside me...getting all mixed up with all the other hot jizz inside me!"
I wrinkled my nose at my customer and he grinned with such pleasure...like a baby being tickled and then his face went slack and his eyelids fluttered and he made an odd grunting noise and then I cried out as he flung his heavy body upwards, driving his cock as deep into me as he could before we both eased down as his cock jerked inside me and began to shoot hot semen into my womb. Already on the verge of orgasm, I came again, crying out softly as I played with my tits while I ground my cunt against his crotch.
The Pig gave a long, satisfied sigh and then he seemed to get his second wind because he reached out and urged me off his cock, moaning, "Sixty-nine...NOW!" I came off and with his hands guiding me, spun around until I was lowering my cunt to his mouth even as I took his cum covered cock in my mouth. I licked the fat man's penis clean of our juices while his tongue sent little tremors through me as it delved deep between my pussy lips, sucking at my cunt like a vacuum cleaner.
Suddenly, he pushed me off his plump body and as I fell onto my back, he rose up and brought his head to mine, his thick fingers holding me still as he opened his mouth and let his semen mixed with my juices slowly drip out of his mouth...falling mostly into my open mouth. I wasn't surprised. This wasn't my first snowball, but then he let the hot, slippery mixture ooze onto my cheeks and across my forehead...almost getting into my eyes, but I closed them just in time. Then he was bouncing off the bed as I wiped and smeared our leavings on my face. "You were absolutely wonderful!" he cooed. "I can't wait to do you again, you naughty slut!" He was busily getting back into his clothes.
I sat up, wiping my eyes and forehead clean of semen and pussy cream and smiled gamely at him and replied, "Anytime," before I gave him one last thrill by sucking the juicy mess off my fingers.
He'd scarcely left the room before Mallo came in – that evil smirk on his face. "Take a shower, Puta...get nice and clean for your next visitors." He must have seen how weary I looked after having serviced...what, three men...no, four if you count Papa, and one woman, because he said, "One more bit of fun and you can get some sleep, Amanda."
I nodded and crawled off the bed, feeling a little wobbly as I walked slightly bowlegged to the bathroom. The hot water of the shower felt good on my body and I cleaned myself thoroughly, thinking about all I had done in the last few hours and wondering if I would have any regrets. It had been strange and wonderful, although despite fucking several strangers, the thing that stood out in my mind the most was the fact that my father had fucked me first. As tired as I was...the thought of having my father buried inside me, made my battered pussy tingle with anticipation that it might happen again.
I heard noise in the main room and after trying vainly to comb the tangles out of my long, curly locks with my fingers, I took a deep breath and stepped back into the room and came to an abrupt stop. "Omigod!" I whispered, both in surprise and in prayer. Mallo and Herna stood naked looking at me.
Hernan stood about five foot, nine, but seemed a dwarf next to Mallo, who was like six foot, eight inches tall. Hernan was lean and wiry with a long, thin cock that was erect and raring to go. He grinned at me with gaped teeth and said, "Look at you, Miss Hot Pussy Puta!" His naked body seemed to gleam as if it were oil which seemed to match his personality which I thought of as a being kin to a weasel.
It was hard to pay attention to Hernan with Mallo naked in the room – his already frightening aspect seemed even more scary naked. His body was a mass of hard muscle apparently stitched together with many scars. Between tree-trunk thighs hung a cock that belonged on a horse and my cunt puckered a little with both hunger and fear at the prospect of having that inside me. I suddenly recalled he and his wife coming to our house for dinner when I was younger and I remembered that she was a tiny thing...barely five feet tall and always smiling. I wondered if I was looking at the reason for it.
"Come here," Mallo muttered and I found myself unable to resist and then I was between the two men and they had their hands on me, caressing me and probing me, groping and mauling my breasts and spreading my ass cheeks...fingers exploring holes both blossomed open and tightly puckered.
Mallo muttered something rapidly in Spanish and Hernan was pulling me onto the bed. "Let's do it doggy, puta!" he muttered and I meekly went onto my hands and knees as he got behind me, his hands spreading my ass cheeks. I felt his cock probing around my pussy but scarcely paid him attention as I was focused on Mallo approaching me at the edge of the bed.
I moaned a little as Hernan slid his cock into me with a happy sigh, but whatever he might have said to me was lost as Mallo said very loudly, "Suck me, Amanda. Your daddy says his little puta has a sweet mouth."
I surprised myself by replying, "Yes, sir!" and reaching out and taking his massive cock in my hand...feeling a little shocked as I realized he wasn't even hard yet. Omigod...omifuckinggod, how big would he be when his big dick was angry? I ran my tongue over the plum sized head, tasting piss and sweat and spunk and pussy on the massive digit. I looked up at him with an inquiring gaze.
He chuckled and said, "Her name is Erica...hot little redheaded pussy!"
I moaned approvingly as I took him into my mouth, a thrill shooting through me as I felt him begin to grow in my mouth. It was one of the most erotic moments in my life, seeing and feeling Mallo's cock becoming erect as I licked and sucked on it. I'd had big cocks before, but nothing like this...the word massive wasn't accurate enough. By the time I had him fully erect, I could wrap both hands around his cock with the head in my mouth and there would still be some exposed shaft beyond my hands.
I was conscious of Hernan fucking me, his long cock giving my well fucked and extremely sensitive pussy a very pleasurable screwing, but it was the huge Mexican cock in front of me that captured my attention. I rolled my tongue up and down his shaft and then tongued his balls, his coarse, wiry hair scraping my lips and feeling scratchy on my tongue. I licked my way back up to the huge swollen head and opening my lips wide, I took him in, feeling his cock meat sliding scraping slowly past my teeth and down my throat.
I couldn't deep throat him, but I was proud of the amount of Mallo's monster dick that I could worm down my throat before I began to choke. I began to wonder how he would feel in my pussy and I guess he began to think the same thing. "Come here, puta!" he hissed, reaching down and pulling me off Hernan's erect penis.
He dragged me off the bed, me stumbling, but managing to get my feet under me. I bumped into Mallo or rather, I bumped into that massive cock standing proudly erect against his stomach. "Gonna fuck you, little girl," Mallo hissed as his hands clamped down on my waist and he lifted me up, making me cry out in surprise. He raised me up till I was looking down at his suddenly lusty face and then slowly lowered me down towards his cock which was pointing up at the sky.
"Omigod!" I moaned, my legs spreading without my even thinking about it and then I felt his glans against my labia, spreading them...forcing them wide...wider and then, "FUCK-TOOOO BIGGGG!" I sobbed as slowly and steadily, I felt my cunt being spread and filled like never before – pain competing with pleasure on a scale I had never known before. I wouldn't have thought it possible to have something that big inside me and I could feel my pussy muscles stretching in agonizing protest.
My fingers clawed at Mallo's iron-muscled chest while my legs seemed to spasm as I instinctively spread them wider, trying to make room for the godlike penis impaling my pussy. I felt a hot sweat break out all over my body and I could smell myself suddenly a hundred fold – perspiration and cunt filling the air of the small room. His cock sank deeper and deeper inside me and I had no choice but to let my head fall back as I let out a scream that began in the depths of my soul and even I couldn't have told you whether it was a scream of pain and terror or a scream of utter carnal ecstasy.
"Sweet puta," murmured Mallo. "You have talent, Amanda...a born whore." I came back to myself from a storm of conflicting sensations and realized that my pussy lips were being scratched by his pubic hair and I looked down between our bodies – mine being supported by his massive arms, amazed to see just a hint of his cock between my wide stretched labia. I whimpered wordlessly and then things went a little gray as I began to cum – my orgasm intense and laced with streaks of pain
In the throes of my orgasm, I somehow missed Mallo climbing onto the bed and stretching out with me on top of him, my cunt stuffed with his massive fuckpole, although I have vague memories of sudden jolts of sudden and intense bursts of pleasure that may have been me being bounced around as he moved. I came back to the world to find myself sobbing with pleasure – my tears falling from my face to splatter on Mallo's face as he roughly kissed me – his tongue raspy and rough, tasting of beer and cigarettes as it sought to assault mine. I felt my hips trying to worm up and down on Mallo's erection as I lay on his chest, feeling his heart beating like a great and fierce machine.



Then I felt hands spreading my ass cheeks and managed to turn my head to see the wiry Hernan crouching awkwardly behind me, his cock jutting out in front of him, still glistening with my pussy juices. Somehow, my cum-addled mind suddenly realized what was about to happen and I moaned in a voice heavy with pleasure and pain, "No...no...you can't...I can't!"
Mallo's hands captured my face between his massive fingers and turned me to face him, an evil, feral grin on his face and he said, "Oh, yes you can, little puta and you will!" His eyes seemed to glow with a maniacal glee as he added, "Your papa's orders, puta!"
My reply was lost in a scream as I felt Hernan press his slender cock against my already violated asshole which yielded quickly to his pressing thrust. My whole body seemed to spasm as I felt his cock slide up into my bowels, only a thin membrane of flesh separating his cock from the mammoth penis of Mallo and I felt a tidal wave of ecstasy wash over me and even though it hurt damn near as much as it felt wonderful, I could only scream, "FUCKMEYESSSSSS! FUCK MEEE LIKE THISSSS FOREVERRRRRR!" before my consciousness seemed to shatter into a million pieces and I was tossed about on a storm of pure lewd ecstasy perceiving only the cocks buried in me fore and aft and the pleasure they were bringing with occasional moments of lusty lucidity as they held me between then, Hernan's lips on my neck and shoulder while his hands fondled my aching breasts when Mallo wasn't sucking or biting my swollen and aching nipples.
I'm not sure if they fucked me for two minutes or twenty...time didn't work as my orgasm seemed endless until suddenly I heard Hernan bellow, "MADRE DE DIOS!" and then begin ejaculating hot semen into my ass and then Mallo grunted and I felt his sizzling seed flood my womb, searing my insides with his fiery semen which sent me into orgasmic oblivion as I gasped for breath and thinking that if this was the moment of my death, it was a good way...no, perfect way to die!
Everything went black and I was drifting on a cloud of indescribable sexual delight, drifting in a carnal dream world and rising close to the surface only once as I felt part of me break free and slowly and wetly withdraw, leaving me weeping in the midst of orgasmic bliss from a sudden sense of loneliness. I was adrift and lost, knowing only that my body seemed unable to stop cumming and I spiraled down into something akin to sleep, quivering from sensations I never thought possible.
#
I woke to the sounds of birds singing and opened my eyes and fell into confusion for long seconds as I looked around. I was in small room with a single window with a ragged shade pulled down, not quite keeping the sun from peeking through. I was alone...sprawled facedown and naked on the bed, suddenly aware that the room reeked...no, I reeked of sex. I started to move and groaned as I felt every muscle in my body protest. Slowly I rolled over and sat up, feeling my hips move through something wet and sticky. I looked down beside me at a massive wet spot on the bed. I touched it with a finger and smelled it. Sperm and pussy.
I shifted a little, spreading my legs slightly and felt the sticky and wet between my thighs. I lightly touched my pussy with my finger, wincing at the sensitivity there and bringing up a streamer of semen that was oozing from between my labia. Suddenly, last night flashed before my eyes...Mallo's face and then Papa's face appearing before me. Oh yeah...it all came back to me. Papa's little puta. I'd fucked what...six men the night before, plus another woman. I felt my nipples harden, aching as they swelled with blood while I recalled all the lusty fucking I had done...my thoughts always returning to the most dominating thoughts of 'I never fucked anything like Mallo before' and 'I FUCKED MY PAPA!'
I suddenly noticed that on one of the wooden chairs, there was some clothes, neatly folded and on the other chair was my bag of toiletries next to a covered plate. Atop the clothes was a note. "Eat, shower and get dressed. Be up at the Stallion by five o'clock...Papa."
I found a slightly cold burrito and an apple under the plate cover and numbly ate them while I noticed my watch sitting atop my bag. It was nearly 4:00. I'd slept all day!
Muscles complaining as I shuffled to the bathroom, I got the water as hot as I could and stepped into the shower, closing my eyes and letting the heat work its magic as I tried to process the previous day. I fucked my father and was happy about it. I knew that in my heart. I had absolutely loved having my father inside me. My father had then turned me out...I had fucked other men (and a woman) for money...at least I assumed they had paid for it...except maybe Mallo and Hernan. I felt my labia tingle at the thought...the memory of Mallo's huge dong and how it felt to be impaled on that monster appendage of his.
After showering, I worked the tangles out of my dark hair, feeling almost human again...just a few muscle aches and twinges and the feeling in both my pussy and ass that a woman gets that tells her she has been more than well fucked. The clothes left for me weren't much. No underwear or bra...just a pair of red short shorts that could almost pass for bikini bottoms they fit so tight, my labia were clearly outline as the clingy material molded itself to my mound. The shirt was familiar – a cropped blue T-shirt with a scooped neckline that threatened to allow my full, youthful breasts to spill out and which also molded itself to my tits...my now very erect nipples almost jutting through the material. With them was a pair of backless three inch heels that some of my friends referred to as hooker pumps or 'fuck me' high heels.
With just a few minutes to spare, I trudged up the gravel lane to Club Stallion and went in through the broad doors that had the silhouette of a big breasted woman riding a bucking horse and into my father's business. In the dimly lit barroom – I first saw Mallo sitting at a table with a cup of coffee – a red-headed woman, topless with huge gourd-shaped tits sitting on his lap. He nodded and said, "Amanda." The woman just grinned knowingly at me, winking as Mallo whispered something in her ear.
"H-hello, Mallo," I replied, suddenly feeling nervous and aroused around the tall, muscular man. "Have you seen my father?"
He waved a cigarette towards the bar itself. As I walked by, suddenly very conscious of my appearance and liking how he watched my half naked body pass him, he said, "See you later, puta...maybe." I had to stifle a moan as I felt a sudden spurt of wetness between my legs and I wondered if I already had a wet spot on my shorts
My heart suddenly fluttered as I saw Papa at the far end of the bar, studying a long strip of paper while another topless woman looked on. Her breasts were high and firm and her bleach blonde hair was done up into a complex tangle atop her head. She had one hand on Papa's forearm and I hated her immediately.
"Papa?" I said softly as I approached.
My father looked up and his eyes widened slightly at my sluttish appearance and I felt another spurt of arousal between my thighs as I felt his eyes and those of the woman slowly crawling over my body. "Amanda," he finally said. He nodded at the blonde haired woman. "This is Janet...she's my head bartender. Janet...my daughter...the puta."
I felt my face redden at Papa's words as the woman approached me, holding out her hand. "So, you're the famous Amanda. I've heard a lot about you." Her eyes flickered over to Mallo and then back to me. "I'm sure we're going to be great friends, Amanda," she said, stepping up until her breasts brushed against mine...her hard nipples dragging across the jersey cotton of my cropped T. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, her tongue barely teasing my ear as she whispered, "I'm looking forward to getting together with you...comparing notes about some of the men around here."
She glanced back at my father who had a smirk on his face. Unsure of myself, I said in a small voice. "Nice to meet you too...um, Janet." I looked at my father, uncertain of what to do next. "You wanted to see me, Papa?"
He smiled mirthlessly and said, "Si...come with me back to my office." He nodded at Janet and said, "I reckon Liles will be around in a bit – send him on back when that pendejo gets here." He crooked a finger at me and I followed him back behind the bar and down a narrow hallway and into his office – a surprisingly large room with deep carpeting...a desk, several leather chairs and a leather sofa. He turned one of the chairs around to face me and sat down on it. Since he didn't tell me to sit, I remained standing, again, feeling nervous and aroused as he silently studied me.
I stood awkwardly in front of him, feeling my pussy getting wetter and my nipples aching as they became engorged with blood until finally Papa said, "So...did you enjoy your night as a whore, Amanda?"
I opened my mouth to speak and then stopped, momentarily wondering if the truth was the way to go or if I should act repentant. Then I realized that my father already knew the answer...that he'd known the answer before he sent the first customers to me. "Yes, Papa...I did. I've never been fucked as well as I was last night...beginning when you fucked me, Papa. I loved it. I love you."
The corner of my father's mouth twitched and he almost smiled. "I love you too, Amanda, but...that's neither here nor there. Right now, we need to talk about your future."
I cocked my head and replied, "My future, Papa."
"A puta is what you are...from all accounts and my...personal experience, a good one. The best money makers are those puta who are puta heart and soul." He reached into his shirt pocket and removed a small roll of bills and flipped them at me, catching me off guard and the roll fell apart and I saw several hundred dollar bills fall to the carpet.
"Your cut, Puta...six hundred dollars – my whores get one third of the cut. Not bad for three customers...three high end and hard to please customers. You want to be a puta...do it here. Mallo keeps the girls safe."
I licked my lips and thought carefully as I began to speak. "You're offering me a job as one of your whores, Papa?"
My father nodded and said, "Si."
"I really enjoyed last night, Papa, but..." I hesitated as my father leaned forward as if to better hear what I had to say. "I'd be happy being your personal puta, Papa and just fucking you as many times as I can a day for the rest of my life."
Papa chuckled and leaned back, stroking his thick mustache before replying, "Little puta...don't you know you already are? I made you, Amanda...you came from my seed and I own your slutty ass. I will fuck you whenever I want..." He licked his lips and grinned as he continued, "And I'll want to fuck your fine ass a lot, but you're a puta...you're lying to us both if you think you won't fuck around behind my back...so, this way, you can be the puta you were born to be and make a living in a place where I'll keep you safe."
Suddenly, I felt very weak in the knees and gave in to the urge to fall at my papa's feet. His words, 'you came from my seed and I own your slutty ass' filled me with more desire than I had ever known in my life. I was almost shocked at how much I liked, no – loved hearing those words from my father. "Oh, Papa...I will make you so happy!"
He laughed and leaned forward to stroke my face. "Si, Amanda...you will and your little whoring ass will make us both a lot of money."
I felt that unique charge that his touch brought me and I reached out to touch his crotch and almost moaned as I felt his cock, hard under his slacks. "Papa, I want your big cock!"
He started to reply, but there was a knock at the door. Softly, he replied, "Soon enough, puta, but right now you need to earn your keep." He stood up and said in a loud, tight voice. "Come in!"
The door to his office opened and a man in a sheriff's uniform came in, Mallo hovering behind him. "Sheriff Liles...come on in." He nodded at Mallo who faded away and then motioned for me to stay where I knelt while walking around behind his desk. "Barry...how are you?"
The man walked in, casually kicking the door shut behind him. He was of medium height and struggling with a belly that made his big gun belt buckled around his gut look stupid. He hitched his pants and took off a pair of sunglasses to reveal pale blue and very beady eyes that immediately were drawn down to me where I knelt in a state of complete arousal. "First of the month, Diego. Training a new employee?" He licked his lips while staring down at the exposed portion of my breasts.
Papa smiled and said, "Just defining the relationship. This is Amanda...my daughter."
For a long moment, Sheriff Liles stood there with his hanging open, looking down at me and then up at Papa and then back to me...gooseflesh popping up on the exposed portion of my tits as I felt his eyes crawling over me. Finally, he said in a slightly strained voice, "Gawddamn, Diego! I always knew you were a nasty bit of work, but damn...pimping out your own daughter!" He laughed...a nasty noise and then added, "Looks like one sweet piece of ass and those lips...bet she could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch!"
Papa smiled...not exactly friendly and replied, "Amanda made the choice...I just make sure she does it right and that she's safe while she's doing it." He turned around and picked a small, stuffed manila envelope off his desk. "Here you go, Liles...your money."
The sheriff reached out and took it, making it disappear in his pants pocket. "Gracias," he said in an exaggerated accent. "And of course...the usual perks?" He licked his lips after asking his question.
Papa nodded and replied, "Si...like always." He followed the law officer's hungry gaze. "You want to try out my daughter, Liles...be my guest. He pointed to the couch and said, "Get comfortable." Papa turned to me and said, "Puta...give the sheriff your best blowjob!"
I gasped in surprise even as the sheriff muttered, "Gawddamn!"
I felt renewed heat between my legs amidst both shock and amazement that my father casually ordered me to suck off Sheriff Liles. Still, my own words pledging myself to my father from just minutes before echoed in my ears and I felt a strange thrill as I said softly, "Yes, Papa."
The sheriff unbuckled his gun belt and draped it on the arm of the couch and then dropped his pants with obvious practiced ease...a small lump evident in his boxer shorts. Papa nonchalantly walked around and sat at his desk, picking up and pretending to study some papers although I felt his eyes on me. The sheriff noticed this and said, "Damn, Diego...you wanna watch?"
Papa shrugged as I crawled across the floor and began undoing the fly of the sheriff's shorts. "She wants to be a puta...gotta make sure my little bitch knows what she's doing." Again, a wave of arousal washed over me...I was stunned to realize that my father talking so...so derogatorily of me excited me.
I fished out the sheriff's cock, hardening in my hand, but my experienced eye told me that even when he was hard as a rock, he wasn't going to make five inches. Still, I looked up into the man's beady eyes and whispered, "Nice cock, sir," before I licked him from the base of his shaft to the swollen head before taking him into my mouth. He tasted of sweat and piss and was overdue for a shower, but I'd known worse. I let my lust for sex take over and began to suck him, my tongue a whirling dervish as it whipped around the head of his cock.
I moaned around his cock with approval, my eyes never leaving his as I sucked and licked him, one hand gently cradling and caressing his hairy balls. I saw him gasp for air...his face getting red in a hurry as he stammered, "Fuck me, Diego – I gotta say your daughter knows exactly what she's doing!" His hand stroked my hair, fingers trembling as they swept through my long locks. I heard Papa grunt in acknowledgment while I kept busy bobbing my head up and down, humming gently to add a new element to things as I sucked while my tongue stayed busy teasing and licking those spots he most strongly responded to.
I didn't think it would take long and as his breathing grew ragged, I let him slip from my lips and ran my tongue over and over his pee slit and he whimpered and then moaned, "Fuck-goddamn, gonna pop!" and I gobbled him up just in time to feel a few heavy jets of semen blast into my mouth, followed by several progressively weaker ones. He cried, "Yesssss, girl...suck me!" while grinning, apparently pleased that I was going to swallow his seed rather than spit it out. He tasted salty and strong...probably from being a meat eater and a drinker and a smoker. I'd mind all that much...either you love the taste of semen or you don't...and I already knew that I could never get enough.
I sucked him dry and continued to suck him until the sensation was too much for him and he pushed my head back, gasping, "Thank you!" his face red and sweating.
I smiled up at him demurely and whispered, "No, thank you, Sheriff Liles. I enjoyed it!" I gave his cock a gentle farewell kiss and tucked him back inside. I looked over at Papa and he made a simple gesture to stay put, so I continued to kneel in front of the sheriff as he pulled on his pants and buckled his gun belt back on. "Diego, y'all got to let me know when your daughter be working the shacks...I wanna try her fine ass!"
Papa replied, "I'll let you know, Liles." I felt both excited and a little humiliated as the two men talked about me like a piece of property...like I was just another business deal. "The first of next month I'll have her waiting for you with her legs spread or her ass in the air...whatever you prefer."
The sheriff brayed like a stupid fucking donkey and said, "It's a deal, Diego!" He glanced down at me and said, "Amanda, honey, I'll give you the fucking of a lifetime!"
With his smallish cock, I rather doubted that, but I beamed up at him and said with girlish enthusiasm, "I'm looking forward to it, Sheriff!"
Papa and the law officer shared a few more words and then Papa saw him to the door. The room was deadly silent and while I didn't hear Papa come up behind me, I knew he was there. After an agonizing wait, Papa said in a high, falsetto voice, "I'm looking forward to it, Sheriff!"
His fingers entangled themselves in my hair and I cried out in pain as Papa yanked me to my feet, pulling himself against me. "You really were meant to be a puta...making yourself sound like you can't wait to be fucked by that little peckered redneck!" He pulled me to the side and bent me over the armrest of the couch. "Fuck, Amanda...you probably will enjoy fucking that fat fuck!"
Papa's hand yanked my tiny shorts down to my ankles and I heard him unbuckle his pants and then shove them down with the metallic sound of coins spilling. His lips were at my ear as he leaned into me, his left hand coming around to grab my breast and said, "But never forget...doesn't matter what gringo pendejo be fucking you, your ass belongs to your father, little puta!"
I screamed then as Papa rammed his cock home, sending waves of carnal pleasure rocketing through my body. He buried himself easily inside me as I was already sopping wet and getting wetter as I realized that he'd gotten both hard and jealous watching me suck off the sheriff. Papa's hands were inside my shirt and I felt more than heard the tightly stretched fabric rip as he fingers dug into my tits and brutally pinched my nipples.
"YES...FUCK YESSSS, PAPA. I'M YOUR FUCKING PUTA, PAPA – MY ASS BELONGS TO YOU, PAPA...FUCKMEFUCKMEFUCKME!" I sobbed, not caring if anyone heard me...glorying in the moment of being possessed by my father – his cock...his lovely cock the center of my existence as he furiously plunged in and out of my sodden pussy! I knew that his was the best cock...the perfect cock for me...not the biggest or thickest I had had or likely would ever had, but because it was my papa's dick, it was the best.



I thrust my hips back at Papa, meeting his hammering cock in mid-stroke, reveling in the incestuous sensation...knowing our familial link made being fucked by Papa made it all the sweeter and lewder and erotic. Papa's cock was the key that unlocked any remaining restraints in my desires to be a slut. I would fuck anyone or anything so long as it meant that Papa would fuck me!
Papa began fucking me harder, sending waves of orgasmic pleasure through me as his cock rammed deep inside my womb, his violent thrusts sending me up onto tip-toe and nearly reducing me to a pool of ecstatic jelly as my cunt tried to tighten around his massive dick and hold it deep inside me.
Papa's pace suddenly slowed, but his cock thrusts were angry and brutal, making me gasp with pleasure as our bodies slapped together wetly and loudly. My orgasm broke through and as I wailed with the lewd joy of the moment, Papa snarled, "Love you, Puta!" in my ear and fucked deep into my cunt and began to cum and I was shrilly sobbing as I felt him fill my pussy with his thick, scalding semen.
Time stood still as I hung impaled on Papa's cock, his massive load of seed emptying into my womb as wave after wave of incestuous ecstasy coursed through my well fucked body as I sobbed, "I love you, Papa!" I was adrift on a cloud of carnal pleasure – instantly addicted to Papa's cock and in my incest-addled mind, I knew that I was his forever...pussy, heart and soul.
I moaned in both sweet pleasure and anguish as I felt Papa withdraw, his still hard penis slithered from my cunt wetly as he released me and let me slump over the arm of the couch, catching my breath. Papa walked around till he was close to my face, again grabbing my hair and yanking my head up until I was staring at his slightly wilting cock. He looked down at me and in a thick voice, full of both love and derision, said, "I love you too, Amanda...my little puta. He wiped his cum covered cock on my face as if marking me as his possession.
I heard him pull up his pants while I sighed happily. He settled in behind his desk again and said, "Get dressed, Amanda...back to your whore shack...take a nap, your first customer will be in around nine o'clock."
I slowly stood up, feeling Papa's seed slowly dripping down my thigh and replied, "Si, Papa." I pulled up the tiny shorts, feeling the material clinging snugly to my crotch and becoming damp with pussy juice and Papa's semen. There were rips in my shirt, exposing much of my breasts and I looked inquiringly at Papa.
He sneered and said, "You look fine – like the puta you are, Amanda...no one out there will be surprised. You want to be a puta, be fucking proud to be a puta."
His words felt like lewd praise to me and sent an after-tremor of orgasmic pleasure rippling through me. I looked at my father, raising my head up proudly and replied, "Yes, Papa...I am proud...proud to be my papa's little puta."
I turned and left his office, passing through the bar, feeling the amused or interested stares of Mallo, Janet, the red-headed woman now sucking Mallo's cock and a few others of Papa's employees who'd drifted in. I knew they could see the darkening stains in my skimpy shorts – a wet circle growing where the silky material clung to my pussy like a second skin, as well as most of my breasts – nipples still obviously hard in my arousal.
I wasn't ashamed. I was proud. I am a slut...a whore...fuck-slave to my father and as of this moment, his best and nastiest cunt for sale. I was Papa's little puta and I loved it!
The End



        