
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 1

      All characters engaged in sex acts are eighteen or older.

      The little pull down ladder creaked as I climbed it up into the attic. "Mom?" I called.

      "Up here, Nick," she called back. I turned to look and she was bent over with her back turned to the ladder. Her big butt shook and strained against her jeans as she rummaged through the box in front of her. Even then, before all the mad shit started, I knew my mom was an attractive woman. Plenty of guys have hot moms, and the thought crosses all their minds. Any guy who has a hot mom and tells you that he never noticed is lying, and they make a fuss when their friends say anything about it. I was lucky enough to have inherited some of her looks. My hair wasn't quite as light as hers was, and I tended toward athletic like Dad, so I got the best of both worlds.

      "What are you looking for?" I gingerly stepped onto the flimsy attic floor. The air conditioning didn't reach up here and the June heat was oppressive. It smelled like dust. It was an old house, and there was a lot of attic space. Mom didn't answer and I moved up next to her. It was a box I had never seen open before, full of dad's stuff. A couple of baseball gloves, a Rattlers hat, the team he played on, an old pocket knife.

      We lost Dad a long time ago. I remembered coming home from school and seeing mom crying in the kitchen while she got dinner ready. I was so young. Just like her to try to play through the pain and keep going for her son. Who could play through this kind of pain, though?

      I placed my hand on Mom's shoulder. Her back was wet with sweat and her blonde hair was disheveled. Her eyes had a far off look. "You ok Mom?"

      "Yeah I'm fine," she smiled at me. "It's been such a long time." Her blue eyes shined.

      "Seventeen years," I said. "I just didn't think this was a wound you wanted to open back up."

      "Your old mom is tougher than you think, Nick." She stood up and stretched. "Has it been that long? Jesus." Lots of other women her age had a similar body type. She hated the term "mom bad," but she carried herself with more grace than anyone I had seen, even women half her age. Everything curved, courtesy of my sister and I. Of course she had put on some weight, but I'll be damned if it didn't suit her. Her shirt had ridden up a bit on her and it showed her belly sticking out over her restricting shorts. My friends would always stare at her tits when they came over. I guess I couldn't blame them. They were huge, there was no mincing words about it. "My God, these things are killing my back. My bra is digging into my shoulders." She bent and stretched, her hands on her hips. "Be glad you're a man, Nick."

      "When you come downstairs you can get out of it and I'll rub your shoulders."

      There was quiet for a few seconds as Mom stretched some more. She grinned at me, the crow's feet at the corners of her eyes. "You're probably wondering why I'm up here. Why now?"

      "Well, yeah," I shrugged, "I miss Dad too, but I didn't think you were ready for... this." I was always careful what I said about Dad around Mom. She acted tougher than she was, and it would break my heart to make her upset.

      "I was at Tina's today and she showed me some old videos of her and her son. He's off at college now, you know. It just reminded me of how your dad and I used to make them. I think there's even one of your birthdays here. There are a lot of boxes of his old stuff to move around." Her smile was forced now. A bead of sweat fell down her red chest between her heaving tits.

      "Let me help you, then. It's too hot for you to be dragging boxes around. You have a young son, you have no reason to do it yourself."

      Mom shoved me in the shoulder, "You shut your mouth! I may be fifty, but I've still got it." She leaned to the side, sticking her hips out.

      She certainly did. Mom put a lot of girls my age to shame. I walked over to one of the unmarked boxes. "It's going to take a while."

      "I never could get rid of this stuff," she said, remembering.

      I almost missed Dad more for Mom's sake than for my own. Mom didn't make good decisions when it came to men. It had been a tired, old argument with us. I had run a few of the dirtbags that she dated off and a couple times it got physical. It's like when she lost him, she never believed again that she deserved someone as good.

      We idly chatted as I moved the boxes around. Mom kept working, even though I told her not to. Most of the boxes were Dad's stuff. Old clothes, more baseball stuff, books, old models of World War II ships. There was no point to keeping all this, but as far as I knew this was the first Mom had gone through it since dad passed away.

      
        
      

      I dragged the boxes to get at some other boxes behind them. Silverfish and spiders skittered across the floor. I found a large one that rattled when I slid it out. Opening it, I knew I had found what I needed. There were dozens of VHS tapes with titles written on the ends in Dad's neat, technical printing or Mom's sloppy cursive. "I got em, Mom!" It always gave me a thrill when I did something for Mom. That day I told her not to worry, that I was the man of the house now and I would protect her and do whatever she needed. I had been only seven.

      "The tapes?"

      "Yeah. Shit, there's a ton of them." I grinned.

      Mom's footsteps moved across the rickety floor. She was almost right behind me when I heard a crunch and a yelp. Mom's right foot had busted through the floor, and she was down on her side, her hand rubbing her ankle and her face red and anguished. She gritted her teeth.

      I kneeled down next to her, "Crap, Mom! What happened?"

      "What does it look like happened? The God damn floor broke! I twisted my ankle or something when I fell. Hurts like a son of a bitch." She sucked air through her clenched teeth.

      I grabbed her shoulders, as if it would steady her, or at least comfort her. "Can you get up?" I put my hands under her arms, feeling her sweaty, soft body.

      Mom squirmed, and gingerly pulled her foot out of the hole. It hung, limp and inert. Still, she put it to the floor and tried to get up. The second she put any pressure on the foot, she cried out and fell back to the floor. "Mom, stop! Let me pick you up."

      "Just get off me and let me walk it off, dumbass." She tried again, pushing more forcefully. This time she cried out and tears ran down her face.

      "You ankle is fucked, Mom. Stop it!" I held onto her shoulders.

      She looked up at me, sad defeat on her face. "Yeah, I guess it is. Fuck."

      
        I pulled her up, then helped her down the ladder. She had pulled her foot up, instinctively keeping it away from the ground. She got out of my grasp and leaned against the wall. "Come on, Mom," I said, "Let's get you sitting down. I'll get you some ice."

      Mom gave me a glare, but draped her arm over my shoulders and let me guide her downstairs and plop her down on the couch. She was muttering to herself and wouldn't meet my eyes. I took off her shoe and sock with care to reveal her black and blue swollen foot. She tried not to look scared. I got the ice pack from the freezer and wrapped her foot in it with a towel.

      "I'm gonna call the doctor." I picked the phone up.

      "Nick, I just need some time to rest. I'll be fine in a day or two. I'm not some damsel in distress, you know." I didn't answer and dialed the doctor.

      —

      After x-raying her foot, they told her she had sprained her ankle, and badly. They gave her a boot, crutches, and a prescription. She wouldn't let me help her to the car, clumsily using the crutches. She had cursed and complained on the way to the doctor, calling me a worry wart and insisting that nothing was wrong.

      She was quiet as I started up the engine. "We're gonna get some take-out tonight, you don't need to be cooking."

      Mom made a face like she was going to argue, but she silently nodded her head.

      The sun was setting when we arrived home. I could tell Mom was in a lot of pain and exhausted, though she tried to hide that too. I didn't see her often like this. I called it "playing the part," when she pretended she was Wonder Woman and nothing could slow her down, though she was hurt or depressed or exhausted. It was when things were really bad. She would get so angry, it was like the anger propelled her forward. In a few days I knew she would cool off. I made a mental note to think of some things it would be safe for her to do around the house.

      I gave Mom some of the pills, which she swallowed without complaint and I went to put them away in the bathroom, along with getting another ice pack. She was still there on the couch when I got back, leg still angry and elevated. "I'd pour you a vodka tonic, but you're not supposed to drink with your pills." I smiled and stroked her hair back.

      
        
      

      "I guess I can be kind of a bitch, sometimes," she grumbled as I sat down next to her. She had Judge Judy on, which I couldn't stand, but I felt like she didn't need any complaining from me.

      "You sprained your ankle. It's not like you're at your best now." I put my arm around her.

      "Well, I'm still sorry. All you did was help, and I took my bullshit out on you. I don't know what I would have done if you weren't here." She gave me a sheepish smile and laid her head on my chest.

      "Don't worry about all that, Mom. I'll deliver the doctor's note to work and take care of you. I can even take a few days off."

      Her eyes got that defiant look again, but she took a deep breath. "Thanks Nick. You're a good boy. Your old mom loves you."

      —

      "So how come she was up in the attic?" Ashley asked.

      We were lying on my bed in my room watching a movie, her head on my chest. "She was going through Dad's stuff." My room was much the same as it had been when I was a kid. I had upgraded my movie posters to framed pictures and I had a queen bed now. Though I could have afforded to be out on my own, I refused. I knew Mom needed me here. She needed help and company, and protection from the assholes she brought home. I had a couple of Dad's old World War II battleship models. My little TV had a VCR and game console.

      "How much do you still have?"

      "A lot of it. Mom never got rid of anything."

      "Jesus. Why now, then?" She asked.

      "Her friend showed her an old video and she was looking for our old tapes. Dad had a camcorder he loved. We did find them."

      
        
      

      "What did he record?"

      "Most of it was his baseball games." Dad didn't play pro, but he was quite good and had a local team, the Rattlers, he played shortstop for. He had damn near started the thing, and was president of the association for a few terms. "Cammy and my birthdays. I don't remember what else."

      Ashley turned and looked up at me, a mischievous look on her face. She was blonde haired, blue eyed, big tits, and thick around the middle. My friends made a big deal out of it that she looked so much like Mom. Even Mom teased me that Ashley looked like her. "What?" I asked.

      "They have anything spicy?" She smirked.

      "How the hell would I know?"

      "I guess you wouldn't, but I sure as hell would make something like that if I had a camcorder."

      "Who would you do it with?"

      "Fuck you!" She sat up and pushed my shoulder. "Don't you think it would be fun?"

      I shrugged, "It's fun anyway, no need to film it. I don't want my cock out on tape."

      "What's the matter? Afraid people would watch and you wouldn't," she cleared her throat, "measure up?"

      "Oh, now you done did it!" I tightened my grip around her as she squealed. With my other hand I slapped her ass hard.

      "Fuck, Nick! What are you trying to do?"

      "Teach you a lesson," I said, giving an evil smile. She yelped as I slapped her ass again, just as hard. I took hold of her arms and pinned her down, then rolled on top of her. She screamed when I bit her shoulder, and I pushed up her shirt and motorboated her soft belly.

      
        
      

      "You fucker!" she laughed, pounding my back with her fists.

      Stuff like this always got me going. I moved back up on top of her and pinned her arms over her head again. "Someone's getting excited," she said as my stiff cock pressed into her leg.

      I pushed my face into hers, and our lips met and parted. Our kiss was wet and sloppy and I tasted the chips we had been eating.

      Her blue eyes were heavy lidded as she looked up at me. "Big man. You got me, what are you gonna do to me now?"

      "Like I said, teach you a lesson." I kissed her soft belly and pushed her shirt up even more, exposing her bra, straining with her large tits.

      "Ow, hey!" she cried as I pulled her bra down, exposing her blushing pink nipple. "This thing has been killing my shoulders all day. For God's sake, let me take it off." She moved out from under me and threw her shirt off, reaching around her back. Her plump belly stuck out over the waist of her jeans. She fiddled for a moment, then the bra fell free and her amazing tits fell down her front.

      I surged forward, taking one boob in my hand and kissing the other. I squeezed and the juicy flesh squished under my fingers. Her areola stiffened under my kisses. She sighed and stroked my hair. Seeing that I had her just where I wanted her, I bit her nipple.

      "Ow! What the fuck?" She cried.

      "I told you, I'm teaching you a lesson. You don't talk about a man's cock like that."

      She rolled her eyes. "I guess there's only one way to teach me how to be afraid of your big bad cock."

      I leaned into her, pressing my boner into her leg. "You're a quick learner."

      "You better teach your naughty girl, then." She squirmed, and unbuttoned her shorts. She thrust her hips up and pulled them off, panties and all. When she was naked from the waist down like this was when her belly really showed. It was round and curved, and drove me wild. "You're overdressed, though," she said.

      I got up on my knees and pulled my shirt over my head. Then, like she had, I removed my pants and threw them on the floor. "Jesus, you're this hard already?" She asked, wide-eyed.

      "Shush," I said. I moved up on top of her, the wet tip of my cock snaking up the inside of her leg. Her chest was rising and falling with her deep breaths now, and her pale skin was blushing. I loved when the blush came out in her nipples like this.

      We kissed again, and this time it was even more ravenous, filling the room with our smacks. Her soft tits pressed against my chest and her erect nipples poked me. My hands traveled up her sides, to her bare, smooth shoulders. Sure enough, there were red marks on her shoulders where her bra strap had rested. Even her shoulders had that extra bit of softness that I loved so much.

      Our tongues entwined, and this time I got her familiar taste along with the salt and grease of the chips. She sighed softly out her nose. I rubbed my cock on the outside of her pussy, feeling her bush already wet with her own arousal. "I'm not the only one who's excited," I said. The bottom of my dick got wet from her juice.

      Her eyes were starstruck and I knew I had her right where I wanted her. I pushed ever so lightly against her lips with my dick. She inhaled and held her breath, her chest rising. I pushed once, twice, three times, just for good measure, never quite penetrating her. Though her mouth opened a little wider each time, she still held her breath.

      Then I pushed in earnest, feeling her hot wetness all around me. She moaned, and then gasped. My breath fluttered. God she felt good. As I moved further into her, her wetness dribbled out onto the sheets. "Fuck," she hissed.

      "Still think I don't 'measure up'?" I thrust quickly for the last inch or so, eliciting a groan from her.

      Ashley threw her head back, running her fingernails down my back. "Jesus, it's like I forget how good you feel going in." I twitched my cock inside her, and she gasped with each one.

      I pumped slow and steady, Ashley lowering her head and meeting my eye. "Shit," she moaned, "Yeah, fuck me like that."

      
        I kissed her neck and shoulders and her big tits bounced gently up and down with each of my thrusts. Reaching up, I took her nipple and rolled it between my fingers. "You better cum for me tonight, if you know what's good for you," I growled.

      "Keep doing what you're doing and that won't be a problem." I sped up, fucking her like she needed. Her tits started to bounce more, almost enough to hit her in the chin. She whined and whimpered with each time I pounded her, muttering "fuck" and "yes" under her breath.

      Ashley spread her legs as wide as they would go, then wrapped her fat thighs around me. Her heels pressed into my back. I plunged my cock into her over and over, and she flooded with her passion. We were both as wet as we could get, and our flesh slapped together audibly.

      "You've almost got me there, Nick. Fuck! Don't stop." Her bouncing tits moved in circles now, wet and glistening with her sweat. There was plenty of sweat of my own, and a droplet fell from my head onto her face.

      But then I stopped cold, it was like throwing the brakes on a train, and I struggled to stay still. Her pussy trembled around me. She stared at me slack-jawed, not quite sure what was happening. "Oh really? It's good enough to make you cum, but not for video?"

      "I was just kidding. Don't stop."

      "I don't believe you," I said.

      "Quit fooling around, you asshole. I was about to cum."

      "No. Not until you tell me how much you like my cock."

      "Aww, little man. Did I bruise your ego?" I stared in silence at her for several heartbeats. "Ugh, fine. You know I love your cock, Nick. Are you forgetting I came for the first time with you?"

      I moved imperceptibly slow. "Come on, fuck me. I need your cock, is that what you want to hear?"

      That was good enough, I guess. Ashley laughed as I sped up to pound her. The tendons in her neck started to strain, and I felt my orgasm close too. Now I was out of control, thrusting with every bot of strength and speed I had, Ashley's exquisite tits bobbing, jiggling, and slapping.

      
        
      

      She tried to say something, but all that came out was a low moan from her open mouth. She trembled, and pressed her hips into me as hard as she could. Her breaths were deep and gulping, and each one came with a wildcat groan.

      Just as she was coming down, I felt that familiar livewire sensation run down to the tip of my dick. I groaned and shook, just like she had, the muscles in my ass tensing as if I could fling my load deeper into her. Each pump of my cock was an explosion of pleasure, and soon I gave my last, trembling push. My elbows trembled, barely able to hold me up.

      Ashley's face was adoring and gratified. "I don't know how you do it, Nick." She squirmed, "Fuck, the sheets are soaked."

      I rolled and lay next to her. She pressed her sweaty skin into me, "I didn't mean anything by what I said, you know. I was just teasing," she said.

      "I know, I just wanted to tease a little bit too." That wasn't strictly true. The teasing got to me more than I cared to admit, whether it was about my dick or that Ashely looked so much like Mom. And her soft body definitely did. Mom's tits were a little bigger and she was a little rounder in general, but if you didn't know better, you might think I was living out some kind of twisted fantasy.

      I sat up on the side of the bed. "You showering?" she asked. I nodded. "Mind if I join you?" Her grin was naughty.

      —

      I had to admit, looking through Dad's old stuff really piqued my curiosity. It was a little hard. When you go so long not thinking about someone who meant so much to you, it can hurt a little when you're confronted with enough memories of that person.

      Most of Dad's videos were labeled. Rattlers vs. Dynamite 5/6/85. Cammie's B-day 1986. I hated to admit it, but the baseball tapes were pretty boring. It was only really exciting when Dad was at bat and Mom wasn't the greatest at filming. After a couple I decided to save the baseball tapes for later. There was one with just the date on it, and I popped it in. There was Dad, working on one of his models in the garage. This is when he still had that mustache that Mom hated. The camera was to Dad's side, his brown shaggy hair and athletic arms visible. I was on the stool next to him. I was little enough that he would have had to pick me up and place me up there. My piping voice asked a lot of questions. "What's that piece for?" "Why does the glue smell like that?" "How big is the boat?" Dad answered each question with the patience of a saint.

      At one point watching this, something clicked in my mind. I remembered this moment. This was the first time Dad let me "help" with his models. It was after my first week of kindergarten and he told me I was old enough. I wasn't really helping, of course. I was watching and handing Dad anything he needed within reach. There was a lump in my throat. I had felt so proud that day. I always liked Dad's models, but they were so fragile and intricate that he never let me touch them.

      Mom must have been filming. She came closer and the angle changed so that the model was visible on the screen. It was long and flat, and I recognized it instantly. The USS Enterprise, the aircraft carrier that had fought one battle after another in the Pacific. There were even little planes on the deck that Dad had meticulously painted. My vision blurred as I looked at my dresser. It was the exact same model there, the first he had let me keep in my room. When he first put it in my room, I treated it like a holy relic, too sacred to even touch it. It was still here after all these years.

      I put my head in my hands, and my body shook with my sobs. It all came back. Mom crying while she was cutting vegetables for dinner, Cammy screaming at Mom and locking herself in her room. I remember going to Dad's funeral and thinking I would see him there, so I could get one last look at him. I had seen open casket funerals in the movies and I thought that's what we would have. Unfortunately, his body was in no shape for display.

      I thought about all the times I had watched dad at bat, up out of my seat and screaming, my fingers wrapped around the chain link fence. I thought about what mom went through those first few years. Dad was a welder and mom promised she would be too, and took night classes, sacrificing her sleep. Always playing the part.

      The video wasn't that long. I watched it with blurry eyes and my body heaving with sobs. I worked with Dad for about twenty minutes then the rest of it was another game. The tape finished, I sat on my bed, my emotions completely spent. Though I was raw and tender, I had to see more of Dad. I had to. The past seventeen years seeing nothing but pictures created a hunger in me that I didn't know I had until the first bite. Hearing Dad's voice, remembering those exact moments, it felt so real, as if he were still there with me.

      I stacked the tape on my dresser next to the others I had watched. As I rummaged through the other black, clacking tapes, one caught my eye. There was no end label, but I as I examined it, I could make out a number one scratched into the plastic where the label would have been. Unlike the others, the little tab on the top had been punched out. That meant something, but I forgot what.

      When I put the tape in, the first thing I noticed was that it was recorded in SP, not EP. The other tapes were low quality recordings while this one was top quality. When I pressed play, someone was holding the camera, Mom I presumed, and came up behind Dad working on one of his models on his workbench. A submarine.

      "Chuck," Mom said.

      Dad didn't answer. "Hey, Chuck," mom repeated.

      Dad muttered a "What, Donna?"

      Mom cleared her throat. "Charles Dean!"

      Dad turned around, a look of irritation on his face. "Damn it, Don-" he stopped mid sentence, his eyes wide. His eyes looked down to her feet and back up to her eyes.

      "I know this is your model time, but you told me I could interrupt if it was something important." Her voice was teasing. "I got a little surprise for you."

      "Donna, where did you get...?" His voice trailed off, his hand reaching outside of the view to touch Mom.

      "That Victoria's Secret catalog we looked at together wasn't just for fun. And before you ask, it wasn't that expensive."

      "Believe me, Babe, money is the last thing on my mind," Dad said, his glasses slipping down his nose. "God damn."

      "I guess I don't need to ask if you like it," Mom laughed.

      The tape cut to mom sitting on the bed. They were in the bedroom, with the brown shag carpeting and the wood paneling on the walls. Mom was grinning from ear to ear, clearly reveling in Dad's attention. She was thinner back then, and she wore her hair longer. Her face didn't have the smile lines and crow's feet she did today. Otherwise she looked pretty much the same. She was looking to the side into the camera. Mom had on a pink teddy, with garters and everything. It wasn't quite big enough for her tits, and they poured out the top and sides of it. My heart pounded. When she stood, nothing was left to the imagination. The lacey fabric was translucent and her large nipples, just a bit darker than the rest of her were clearly visible. There was a sheer pair of panties too, which her blond bush shone right through. In the center of the panties was a little slit.

      My trembling hand rose with the remote to turn the video off. I pressed down and the video paused, Mom's tits and pussy on display along with her beautiful smiling face. I tried to ignore how hard my cock had gotten. I resumed the tape, though I don't remember pressing anything. "It's no special occasion, Chuck," Mom said. "I just want to. It's been a while."

      She stepped slowly towards Dad. "Could have fooled me," he said. His free hand reached up and pulled down one of the strained straps of her top. "You sure this is the right size?"

      "Chuck, my God!"

      "I mean cup size, Babe. It fits the rest of you fine but it wasn't made for a lady with... umm... your unique endowments. The rest of it looks fine."

      Mom's tit fell out, nearly as huge and heavy and round as it was now. Dad squeezed it, pinching and rolling the nipple just as I had with Ashley the day before. Mom gasped, wild eyed and took the other strap down. I had never seen Mom's boobs like this before. She was obviously big, and occasionally she would go without a bra, her nipples protrusive and prominent. But this was everything. I reassured myself that it was normal to notice that my mom was attractive, and I absolutely wasn't hard as a diamond for her now. Her tits were wide as well as low, and her nipples stood erect and blushing, darker than Ashley's. I pushed the thought from my mind that Mom looked hotter than Ashley ever had. Her face always looked mischievous, her eyes just had just a barely positive canthal tilt and she smiled easily. She always looked like she was up to something.

      But now she looked positively devilish. She leaned into Dad and all I could see was mom's hair covering the camera lens. But I could hear the passionate smacking and humming of their kiss. I realized I had been holding my breath since Mom had been on the screen and I let it out in a slow, trembling puff. I shouldn't be watching this. Isn't your parents fucking the grossest thing a child can see? Again I raised the remote, but I couldn't bring myself to stop it.

      Mom whispered something in Dad's ear, too quiet for the camera to pick up and they both laughed. "I'd like that a lot. But I'm still wondering what the occasion is."

      "I don't know," Mom said, "I was just thinking about us and I wanted to spice things up a bit." Only half of Mom's face was in the shot, close and blurry. Her naughty blue eye dominated the screen. They kissed again, Mom's hair covering the camera. "I want to remember this too, don't you think it's kind of sexy?"

      
        
      

      The camera shook when dad made some kind of gesture. "Like I said, it's a surprise. But I can roll with it. Especially if you're gonna... you know."

      Mom leaned back from him and put her hands on her hips. She turned from side to side, her bare, hanging breasts swaying with her movement. God damn. My cock felt like it would explode.

      Mom got on her knees, and Dad panned the camera down just a second too slow. Mom's face dominated the screen, looking up at Dad. I tried to tell myself I was horrified, to turn the TV off and scrub this image from my head somehow. My hand wandered down to my crotch, and as soon as I realized I was rubbing I jerked it back. She reached forward and I felt like time moved slow. She unbuttoned his jeans and his cock, just as hard as mine was, flopped out, hitting her in the cheek. The two of them laughed. Mom kissed the tip of it. "You know how much I love your cock, Big Angus." I was surprised at how hung Dad was.

      "Christ, Donna don't call-" Dad gasped as Mom licked up the shaft of his dick, twirling her tongue around the soft head. The camera wiggled.

      "I get to call you whatever I want if I'm putting your dick in my mouth." She reached up and steadied Dad's cock with her hand. Again she twirled her tongue around his bellend, licking the shining precum off the tip. She moaned, and hungrily licked down his shaft again, her tongue fluttering as she went. Her blue eyes stared up at Dad the whole time. Her tits jiggled underneath with the motion of her head.

      "That feels good, Babe," Dad hissed. I noticed that I was rubbing my cock through my pants again and pulled my hand away.

      Mom giggled and kept licking, along the bottom, around the tip, she even pulled Dad's cock up and licked his balls. Now she slowed, his cock just resting on her lips. She opened her mouth and tilted her head back. Dad sucked his breath in and held it. Mom pushed her head forward, and just as Dad's dick broke the plane of her mouth, she stuck her tongue out and pushed it away, licking down the shaft again to the base. Dad's cock shined with her spit now, as did her lips.

      "You ready to fuck my mouth, Big Angus?"

      "Yeah," came his trembling reply. Mom had him right where she wanted him.

      
        Mom moved painfully slow, and finally Dad's head disappeared into her mouth, her lips pucked and wrapped around it. I love you and I want all of it, her eyes said. Dad moaned and gasped, releasing his held breath.

      "God damn," Dad croaked, and his hand came to rest on the side of Mom's face. Mom nuzzled against it as his cock disappeared inch by inch into her hungry mouth. Mom's mouth worked on Dad's cock, her lips and tongue rubbing against it as she devoured it. Her eyes squinted for a moment, gagging just as it went all the way in. For a fraction of a second I imagined that it was my dick in her hot mouth. Dad's hand clenched around her hair. Now mom's lips completely touched Dad's crotch and there was no sign of his dick.

      Slowly, Mom bobbed her head, and the engorged member emerged from her mouth. The camera wobbled now, the audio filled with Dad's grunts and fevered breath. Mom slurped as her head pumped up and down on Dad's dick. Slobber glistened and fell from Mom's lips as her head bobbed. All the while she looked up at Dad, that look of desire in her eyes, that she was doing this not only for Dad, but because she wanted his cock in her mouth. Once more, I rubbed my cock through my boxers, I had resigned myself to it.

      Mom opened her mouth and licked up and down Dad's cock again. A white, frothey, string of spit went from her tongue to his dick. Then, quick as a flash, she dove on it and it disappeared into her mouth again, her eyes watering from gagging.

      She kept pumping and slobbering and slurping, and the camera started to slip from Dad's hands. He righted it just at the last moment. Mom pulled back from time to time to gasp in a breath, her lips and chin messy with her and Dad's mixed juices. "Fuck, Babe! I'm gonna cum!" Dad let out a barking grunt and his hips pressed forward. He groaned, and Mom's eyes smiled. Thrust after thrust, his moans erupted in time with his cock. The camera slipped and dangled from his hand for just a second as his moans filled the air. Just as Dad's orgasm reached its crescendo, I felt the fire shoot through my own cock, and I creamed into my boxers. My member throbbed again and again, synchronized with Dad's.

      Soon Dad came down from his climax, and he maneuvered the camera to Mom's face, slowly drawing back from his cock. I felt dazed, and my chest heaved. Through my squinted eyes I saw Mom's mouth open, a milky dollop of Dad's cum on her outstretched tongue. She closed her mouth and swallowed, and I tried not to imagine that she was swallowing my cum.

      Mom smiled at the camera, and she and Dad kissed one more time, her hair blocking the view.

      —

      
        
      

      I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, rubbing my face. The cum was cleaned off me and I had a new pair of boxers on. I tried not to think about what I had just done. Mom had just looked so hot in the video, so much more so than she had ever looked before. I'd be lying if I never wondered what she looked like naked, but I never thought I would see something like this. Seeing her giving a blowjob and swallowing the cum was mind blowing. I still had a feeling of unreality buzzing in my head.

      What was done was done. On that video Mom might as well have been any woman, and you can't blame a guy for getting aroused seeing a beautiful woman giving a blowjob. It was after midnight and the house was asleep when I went into the kitchen. The fridge light was blinding and I reached in to get a beer. But as my fingers closed around it, I decided that I needed something a little stronger.

      Mom kept her vodka in the freezer. It wasn't hers, strictly speaking. She let me have some whenever I wanted. But she was the one who made the trip to the liquor store, who had her preferred brand, and who had a drink when she got home from work every day. The bottle froze my fingers as I placed it on the counter and mixed a strong screwdriver.

      In my room, the video was paused, the only thing visible being Mom's hair. Static flickered at the top and bottom of the screen. I took a gulp of my drink, which burned on the way down. Though I had cum and it was late, I was completely amped up. My heart still pounded no matter how many deep breaths I took. The collision of arousal and panic and disgust kept every one of my nerves glowing hot. The tape taunted me. Mom and Dad's fucking had only taken a half an hour and there was a lot of time left on the tape. Was there more?

      Now at this point I really wanted to see if there was more. The normal thing would be to put this away and never look at it or think about it again, or even tell Mom that I found her and Dad's "special" tape. I struggled to parse my thoughts. I wanted to see if there was more, and in my head it was because I was curious and felt like I had the duty to go through these tapes so that none of our family memories were forgotten. There might be "normal" stuff on the rest of the tape, anyway. But what if there wasn't?

      The voice in my head seemed incredibly reasonable when it explained. I had already orgasmed, so if there was more of Mom and Dad having sex, it wouldn't affect me. Post-nut clarity and all that. I certainly wouldn't jack off to it. I had learned my lesson this time. No matter what it was, I would be fine. Worst case scenario is I would cringe a little. I had already seen them do the deed.

      I pressed play on the remote and the tape cut out a few seconds after the part I stopped it on. The screen immediately changed, with only a bit of static between recordings. It was Mom again in the same teddy. It was their bedroom again, and this time the camera showed the foot of the bed. She was on all fours on the bed, facing the camera. Her tits were falling out of her lingerie, and she struggled to keep the top on.

      "You can't do it, Babe," Dad said from behind the camera. "Those fantastic tits are too much for it. They belong in my hands anyway."

      Mom shook her dangling tits and squealed when one of them popped out completely. "Told you," Dad said. "I certainly like what I see though."

      She rolled over and one boob stayed inside her top, the other being out made a little room for it. "We haven't used this part yet." She pulled back the slit cut in the crotch of her sheer lace panties, showing her blonde bush and wet lips underneath. A tremble passed through me. "One more spot for that monster of a dick to go."

      Dad moved forward and struggled awkwardly with the camera. "Just put it on the dresser, Chuck," Mom said. "You're gonna drop it."

      "But then we can't record it going in, Babe. That's the best part. When we see this later you'll thank me." Dad climbed up on the bed and the camera fell to the side, showing Dad's Oakland A's pennant on the wall.

      "You're gonna drop it. That thing wasn't cheap. You can't crawl and film at the same time," Mom said. Dad's hand gripped the camera and turned it off. My heart sank, in spite of myself. I decided to ignore that I was getting hard again, just fifteen minutes after I had blown my load. I took another gulp of my screwdriver.

      The camera came back on, peering down at Mom on her back. Her top had been pulled down and her huge tits were splayed to either side of her chest. My heart pounded seeing them and my cock took notice too. Mom squirmed, and her tits jiggled, they were in the way of her arms. Dad panned the camera down, focusing on her furry pussy, the hair dark and stuck together with her wetness.

      "See," Dad said. "This position works." Mom had come to the edge of the bed and Dad stood up rather than crawling over her.

      "We'll try it this time. I don't want this camera to get in the way when we're fucking."

      "Babe, I saw the look on your face when you saw the other video."

      
        
      

      "Fine," Mom rolled her eyes. She sat up, reaching for Dad's pants. Dad moved the camera to show his hairy belly and the bulge straining in his pants. His cock launched out when Mom unbuttoned his pants and I was again impressed at how well endowed he was. She lay back down, her soft tits quivering and falling again at her sides. Dad reached down and fondled them. He pinched and pulled Mom's nipples.

      "I'll never get tired of groping these," he said.

      "You better not. Now are you gonna fuck me or not? I'm about ready to throw that camera out the window if you fuss with it anymore."

      Dad panned down, slipping his cock through the slit in Mom's panties and pressing against the lips of her glistening wet pussy. Mom's breath trembled as he rubbed it up and down her labia. Dad pressed just enough not to penetrate Mom. She was holding her breath. I was completely hard now, my cock heedless of being drained just a few minutes earlier.

      "Quit teasing me, Big Angus. Just fuck me, I can't get any wetter." Dad grabbed Mom's leg with his free hand and spread it. Mom pulled the other aside. "Come on, Chuck. Please."

      Dad's shot centered his cock perfectly and he started to slowly thrust into Mom. Mom gasped. My hand had snuck down to my cock again, and this time I pushed my boxers down and gripped it instead of just rubbing. Dad's dick disappeared into Mom's blushing, wet pussy. She was so wet that she dripped out around Dad's cock, soaking her panties.

      "Chuck, fuck! God damn!" she moaned. She tilted her hips up, giving Dad the perfect angle to fuck her. "I love your fucking cock."

      Dad said nothing and by now his member was halfway inside Mom's quivering pussy. He pumped, his wet, shining member coming out then back in. Mom let out a little whimper when he was all the way inside her. I imagined it was my cock inside Mom, and wondered what her pussy would feel like around it, but tried my best to deny it, pleading to myself that it was Ashley I was thinking of. "You always make me feel so full," Mom hissed.

      Dad sped up pumping in and out of Mom, his cock sticky and shining with her juices on the backstroke. I had never seen a girl as wet as Mom was getting. She had grabbed a handful of her hair and her face was red and heavy-lidded. He sped up some more, and Mom's boobs bounced up and down in the most alluring and obscene way. Her eyes were hooded and her mouth was slack with her pleasure. Dad squeezed one of her liquid tits and squished the soft flesh between his fingers.

      "Yes, Chuck. Yes Big Angus! Fuck that pussy like I know you can. God your cock feels so good inside me." Her hips swayed in time with Dad's thrusts. Dad panned up to her face, her brow furrowed and her mouth wide open with her ecstasy. Mom had moved her hands up to her legs, pulling them up and out to spread her open as wide as she could get. Her straining arms made a little nest for her tits that jiggled like the mattress of a waterbed.

      Dad's thrusts became fierce, and he growled just a little with each exertion, Mom's body rocking with each impact. Her breaths became deep and loud. "Fuck, you're gonna make me cum!" She cried. Dad didn't let up, and a drop of his sweat fell, magnified and bloated in front of the camera lens, and splashed just above Mom's nest of hair.

      Mom's gasps turned into strangled moaning. Dad knew just what to do and centered her incandescent face, stretched with her climax. She opened her mouth as wide as I had ever seen it and pinched her eyes shut. Her whole body tensed and trembled, her face and neck bright red. The brutal moan petered out and was replaced by a trilling whimper that accented each desperate breath. Her body was wracked with her ecstasy, and she tried to call out Dad's name, but all that came out was "Chhuuuuuuhhhhh!"

      The muscles in Mom's body started to slack, and her strained expression was replaced by one of sleepy eyed bliss. She started to catch her breath "God damn, Chuck. I don't know how you still do it after all those years."

      "I'm no old man," came Dad's grunting reply. "Now turn over. I want to see your hot ass when I cum." Mom giggled and rolled over, Dad's still engorged cock left dripping on the mattress.

      Of course I knew what Mom's ass looked like. Hell, she was putting on quite the display when she was looking for the very box this tape came from. But that didn't prepare me for what I saw, I don't think anything could have.

      Mom got on all fours again and turned her ass to dad. It was like watching the rising moon. Her fat ass dominated the screen, round and white and sublime. My hand sped up pumping the length of my cock. I had never seen anything like it. She reached back and spread her cheeks, exposing her dripping wet pussy and asshole. Her face looking back at the camera had a devilish smile. "Fill me up, Baby," she said. My heart was in my throat. There was no thought to it, no awareness of who I was or what I was doing. I had been completely drawn into what I was watching and might as well be rubbing my own cock up and down the slippery crack of Mom's ass.

      
        Dad gripped Mom's ass, just as overwhelmed by it. "You smell so fucking good, Babe," he hissed. He gave her ass a hard slap, making it jiggle and wobble with the impact. Mom yelped and giggled. He slapped again and again, and when he stopped there was a red mark in the shape of his hand. Mom whimpered and groaned with his blows.

      When Dad penetrated Mom it was frantic now. There was none of the teasing from before, just raw lust and heat. His breath fluttered in the audio of the camera and he moaned as he spilled inside of her. His hips flailed, their motion erratic and wild. Mom's gelatinous ass shook with each impact, like waves in the ocean. After a few seconds her frothing pussy started to squelch with Dad's plunging cock. My hand beat at my own dick, slick with my ample precum.

      The camera sound was overwhelmed by the mad gusts of Dad's breath. He sounded like he was running a marathon. Soon each slam of his cock into Mom's pussy was accompanied by a wet slap, and Mom's mountain of an ass shined with her own juice. Her breath intensified too, and she bobbed her ass back and forth to aid Dad's pounding. "Come on, Baby, cum inside me!" she hissed.

      Dad's breaths became louder and louder until they were barks of ecstasy. The tension built higher and higher between them, Dad escalating like mercury in a thermometer. Then he let out a single long, loud groan. His hips moved with that final desperate force of a man cumming and with each straining stab, he grunted and huffed with exertion. As he did, my cock lit up like an erupting volcano and ropes of my hot cum shot up and oozed down my gripping hand.

      When Dad came down from his climax, he was still gulping breath and the camera sagged in his hand. He pulled his cock out of Mom, whose pussy gripped it like a boot stuck in the mud. Dad's cock was white and foamy, and his white cum oozed out of Mom's pussy. My head swam in the aftermath of my own climax.

      Mom quickly turned around, a naughty smile on her face. She took Dad's member in her hand and licked up and down the length. She licked and licked, cleaning off Dad's cum along with her own, until it was completely clean. "Good girl, I love when you do that," Dad cooed.

      "It's the best thing you give me, Big Angus. I want every last drop." Dad didn't say anything about the embarrassing nickname. Mom kissed the tip of his cock.

      As the tape cut out to blank blue screen, I sat there stunned, cum covered, and dizzy. I drained my screwdriver and went to pour another.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 2

      That wasn't the last screwdriver I drank that night and I woke up with a serious hangover. I was hoping the night before would feel like a bad dream. At first it seemed like I could push it out of my mind, that I wouldn't have to be thinking about Dad's load on the end of Mom's tongue or her ass quivering as he fucked her engorged pussy. In my bedroom and bathroom alone with my throbbing head distracting me, I could forget for a moment.

      But when I came into the kitchen Mom was already up and on the couch in the living room, her foot propped up as she watched TV. "I was wondering when you were gonna wake up."

      I looked toward her and started to answer, but I stopped dead when I saw her. She had on a thin white tank top, just right for the warm weather. Her nipples weren't just sticking out, but they were also visible through the thin fabric of her top. For the first time I noticed that her tits had grown even bigger than they were in the video. My cock did that thing, the thing where I would be flaccid and then when I saw something like this, there would be a single thump, like a generator coming on. She had just her panties on, and her thick, fat thighs were bare.

      "What?" Mom said. "It's already noon."

      I shook my head and went to the freezer to get some hair of the dog. "I was up late," I grouched. I poured a bit of vodka in a glass.

      "Drinking?" Mom said, "There was a lot more vodka in there yesterday."

      "You said I could have some when I wanted. Besides, you can't have any while you're on painkillers. What were you doing looking for a drink this early anyway?"

      "Shut up," Mom chuckled. "But you don't look so good."

      "Yeah I have a bit of a hangover today." I took a sip of the vodka. It burned without a mixer. "I don't really want to talk about it." Mom stared at me for a second. Her face from the video appeared to me, Dad's dick halfway into her mouth. She was a little older now, but I'll be damned if she didn't still look gorgeous.

      Mom just shrugged. "I need you to pick up my meds today, so don't go getting drunk."

      
        
      

      Again I looked over at her and again I was at a loss. She didn't have a bra on and her huge tits hung down the sides of her reclining body. I was starting to get hard for real, and I knew these boxers wouldn't hide much. My heart thumped. I couldn't turn away from her. "Yeah, Mom, I remember."

      "A hangover is no reason to be cranky with your old mom, Nick. You can't blame me for being concerned you're drinking this early."

      "It's just for my hangover, Jesus Mom. I'll get your pills."

      Mom sighed, "I'm just out is all, and my ankle is killing me this morning. I'm not trying to ride you." Fuck what a choice of words. The image of her tits bouncing up and down on top of me while she took all of my cock flashed through my mind. In my head she leaned down over me and her massive tits smothered me.

      My cock growing harder and harder, I turned. I wanted to tell her I had to go lie back down, but I knew that she would need me now that she was up. "I'm gonna go put some pants on."

      "Pretty fancy you putting on pants already." Mom laughed.

      I took another gulp of vodka and went back to my room to get dressed. The tape sat there on the dresser. I couldn't let Mom know I had watched it, I didn't even want her to think about it. I decided to stow it in my backpack, the one I took to work every day. It would be near me and away from her at all times. She wouldn't be any the wiser that I had seen it and even if she remembered keeping it she would just think it was in another box. I had to get out. Today I could deliver her doctor's note to the welding plant and talk to Steve, my boss, about having some more time off. Steve owned the auto parts store where I worked and was a friend of my dad's from the Rattlers. Mom's pills were ready too.

      The bell at the door jingled as I came in. "Is Steve around?" I asked Jose, one of the clerks, when I walked in.

      "Yeah he's in the back. I hear you mom got hurt?" Jose grinned.

      "What about it?" I asked as I walked behind the counter.

      
        "Is she ok? Let me know if you need me to come over to take care of her."

      I scowled, "Fuck you!" And went into the office in the back.

      Steve's office had wood paneled walls, a heavy desk, and a couple of CCTVs. "Hey Nick," Steve stood up as I approached. He was the pitcher on Dad's team for years. He was a bit shorter than me and I don't think I could ever remember him in a bad mood. "How's Donna?"

      "About the same. That's actually what I'm here about."

      Steve's salt and pepper mustache frowned, "Sorry to hear." He bent down behind his desk, bringing up a basket. "Tina put this together for her." There were chocolates, tea, some cookies, and most importantly a large bottle of Grey Goose. "I picked the booze out," he said.

      "Most important part," I didn't tell him that Mom couldn't drink now, but she'd be able to enjoy it eventually. "Thanks. Tell Tina thanks too."

      After a short talk, Steve agreed to reduce my hours for the next couple of weeks. He seemed a little sorry that there wasn't more that he could do. I left for Mom's work and handed the note to the receptionist, who also asked after Mom.

      It took me about an hour all together, and I was left alone with my thoughts. Watching Mom and Dad last night was haunting me, and I struggled to think of a normal, non-deviant, explanation of what actually happened. I had always known that Mom was attractive, and was used to comments like the one I got from Jose. I always felt like I was above it and could just shrug it off. Sure she's pretty, but she's my mom. I would never dream of doing anything inappropriate. Now it was all I could think about.

      I couldn't get it out of my head. Mom with her tits swinging out of her top, her mouth full of Dad's cock, and her glorious ass pumping and shaking. Could I separate Mom's image on the screen from the actual person? She's just an attractive woman I saw and I got aroused. That's all. The woman at home was my mom and I needed to get the idea out of my head that she was the same person as the one in the video. Why did I have to find that goddamn video?

      It was no use, though. When my mind wandered I remembered that I was coming home to a voluptuous sex goddess, completely unaware of what I had seen. That made it even worse. I felt like I had spied on Mom and Dad like some kind of peeping Tom. When I got there she would be on the couch, her clothes barely covering her delicious figure, smiling and oblivious to my perverted thoughts. Also she would be grateful for me having her pills, and that sent my mind down another degenerate path of what she would do for me in her gratitude.

      The whole way home I wrestled with my feelings over this, and I didn't get a bit closer to any kind of solution for it. I had picked up another bottle of Mom's brand of vodka on the way home, and planned to stash it in my room. It didn't feel right for her to know I was getting drunk when she couldn't. The closer I got to home, the harder I got. My heart started to pound anticipating seeing Mom's massive tits swaying in the barely-there tank top she was wearing.

      But when I rounded the corner in front of the house I felt a sinking in the pit of my stomach. There was an old metallic blue Ford pickup in the driveway. Larry. As I mentioned, Mom had a talent for picking total scumbag guys. Larry was her newest one. He barely worked and was always bumming money off her for cigarettes and booze and titty bars. He was always standing her up whenever something else came up. I had never seen him hit her, but I was disgusted by the way he talked to her. I don't know what she saw in him and it pissed me off. She deserved so much better. I don't know why she didn't realize this. Dad was a good man who treated her right and provided. I know that I sure as hell did more for Mom than Larry did.

      I parked on the street in front of the house as I got out of the car. I tried to take deep breaths, but I felt the bile rising inside me more and more as I approached the door. Once I got close enough I could hear yelling inside. After that, there wasn't any hope of swallowing my irritation. What kind of boyfriend gets into it with his girlfriend when she's like this? I threw open the door.

      Larry was standing in front of Mom. He was a tall, skinny guy and always wore a baseball cap. His gray t-shirt was dirty. Mom was down on the couch, immobile and clearly intimidated in her reduced state. "It ain't my job, Donna! Why are you being such a bitch about this? Why don't you get that son of yours to-" He turned and looked as I walked in.

      "What the hell is this all about? The hell is your problem, Larry?" I admit, it wasn't the best way to open. There was something about seeing Mom like this. She had always been a tough lady, and she would tell me that she didn't need me to fight her fights for her. But I felt as fired up as I ever had, short of when I had to physically throw her past boyfriend out of the house.

      "It's ok, Nick. We're just having a disagreement," Mom said, though her face clearly showed another story.

      "It's none of your business, kid," Larry said. He had found out early on that nickname irritated me and never missed an opportunity to throw it at me.

      
        "It's my business how you talk to my Mom. You're a guest in our house. Show some respect." I put the things I was holding down on the chair next to the couch.

      Larry ignored me, "Like I said, the game is on. You can ask your boy to do it. You've got pills and a boot anyway, what do you need a doctor to tell you?"

      "He's working that day, I told you." I knew the day Mom was talking about and Steve had given me the day off, but I didn't say anything.

      "Well, it ain't my problem, and that's final." He put his hands on his hips. He turned to face me, "The fuck are you looking at?"

      "The man who's going to apologize to mom for calling her a bitch," I said through clenched teeth.

      He laughed, "She should apologize for being one!" He turned back toward Mom. "What's for dinner tonight anyway? Don't tell me you're not cooking."

      "Larry," I said to him, seething.

      "You should be good for it," he said. Mom's eyes flicked back and forth from me to Larry.

      "She's not cooking tonight," I said.

      "Didn't ask you, kid. Now leave the grownups alone. Go play Nintendo or something."

      My breathing was heavy enough to hear in my own ears. "Well, Donna. What are we having? Steak sounds good."

      "Larry," I muttered again. He didn't seem to hear.

      "I can't cook tonight, dear. My ankle..."

      "Bullshit you can't. You don't cook with your ankle."

      
        
      

      "Larry!" I shouted.

      He turned toward me, his face angry, but surprised. It took him a half second to steady himself. "What's your problem, kid?"

      "You are," I said. I was angry enough now that I didn't care if I was upsetting Mom or if Larry was going to kick my ass. I took two steps toward him until I was right in his face. My fists clenched.

      "I've had enough of you, go play out in the street or something before you piss me off."

      "I'm not scared of you. You're a deadbeat piece of shit and you're not good for Mom and you're not welcome in this house." I gritted my teeth.

      "The fuck you just say?"

      "I said you're not welcome here. Get out."

      Larry stared at me for a second, the muscles in his jaw clenching. He jerked his hand back, making to punch me, but I didn't budge. He held his fist back there for just a second, and the hard look on his face faltered as he unclenched his fist. "Eh, not worth my fucking time," he muttered.

      Larry walked past me, checking me with his shoulder. I watched him as he strode out the door toward his truck. "Don't come back if you know what's good for you," I shouted. He stuck both middle fingers up over his head.

      When I turned back Mom was clearly irritated. "God damn it, Nick. I told you there was nothing wrong. Why did you have to start shit with him?"

      "I heard what he called you, Mom. You know I can't let him disrespect you like that." Even though I knew she was mad, I couldn't help but feel proud that I had stood up for her.

      "I'm not some damsel in distress, I've been handling men like him all my life."

      
        "Yeah, that's the problem," I folded my arms.

      "What's that supposed to mean?" She frowned.

      "I mean you bring guys like him home all the time. You need a good man, one who respects you and who will take care of you," like me.

      "Nick, not this crap again. I'm gonna be with who I want to be with. It's not up to you."

      "When are you going to start choosing right, then? I know you can! You picked Dad, after all. Why can't you find someone like him?" The look on her face immediately told me I had fucked up.

      "Nick..." she gulped, her eyes glassy. It was the wrong time to bring up Dad.

      "Shit, Mom, I'm sorry. I-"

      "Just leave me alone. I can get by for the rest of the day."

      "Mom, I-"

      "I said buzz off! Go on!" Her face was red and a tear fell down her cheek.

      --

      I was kicking myself for the rest of that day. I saw Mom when I went into the kitchen to make a sandwich and there was an empty plate in front of her on the couch. She didn't even look at me. I felt like crap for what I said. Now was not the time to mention Dad. Knowing Mom, any of her grieving would be behind closed doors, just as mine had been.

      It had always pissed her off when I argued with her boyfriends. I never felt bad about it, since to me I was protecting her. This time was a little more intense than usual. I would have walked away under normal circumstances, especially if Mom asked me to, but this time I felt more protective of her. It bugged me that she was with a guy like Larry. It didn't take a genius to know why I felt this way now, though I was embarrassed to admit it to myself.

      
        
      

      I checked on her before I went to bed. She was on the couch still with a book. "I'm going to bed, Mom. Need anything?"

      "No, I'm fine. Goodnight," she said without even looking up from her book. She wasn't mad anymore, but I could tell she didn't want to relitigate our conversation from earlier. I would have to try apologizing tomorrow.

      It didn't take me long to get to sleep, even without a drink. I couldn't handle watching more videos. My mind was swimming, not just from seeing Mom fucked hard, but also missing Dad. All the emotions mixed into a stew that sat like a rock in my stomach. Honestly I just wanted to withdraw from the world for a while.

      There was a series of thumps outside my room. I opened my eyes, and I could hear Mom's fussing voice in the hallway. Shit.

      I threw on my boxers and ran out into the hallway. There she was sitting on the floor at the bottom of the stairs. "Mom, what happened?"

      "What does it look like happened? I was going upstairs and I slipped."

      I looked down at her boot. "Did you hurt your ankle?"

      "Don't think so," she sighed. "Just landed on my ass. Good thing there's plenty of padding." My face started to heat.

      "You scared me," I said.

      "I know you mean well, Nick, but I'm not some delicate flower."

      "You could have really hurt yourself, what if you had landed on your foot?"

      "The boot protects it. I'm fine. Now don't just stand there, help me up."

      
        "I'm not going to help you back upstairs. I don't want you hurting your ankle more."

      "I'm fine. God damnit, I'd spank your ass if you weren't bigger than me." Fuck me. "Just help me up."

      I was getting hard again. Why did she say shit like that? "I'll help you up, but I won't help you up the stairs."

      "Well, then I'll do it myself, some help you are!"

      "No, Mom. You're not going upstairs."

      "Like hell I'm not!" She grabbed the bannister and started pulling herself up. "I've been on that lumpy couch all day! If you think I'm sleeping there you've got another thing coming."

      "Just hold on a second." I moved over to her and helped her up. "Hold on. You can sleep in my bed tonight, I'll take the couch." I put my hands under her arms and pulled her up. I was both excited and supremely uncomfortable when my hands clutched the sides of her boobs.

      "Well, thank you Nick. You can be a little annoying sometimes, but you take good care of your old mom. But I can't run you out of your room." She gave me the faintest of smiles, and looked down. Her nipples were hard and visible in the thin top she was still wearing.

      "Mom, just think for a second. Don't think about how it's going to look to me or if it will bruise your ego. Anyone with an injury like you have is going to have to be careful. If you sleep upstairs in your bedroom you're going to be up and down those stairs over and over again. Think about how bad it will be if you fall on your ankle." Mom shook her head. "Just sleep in my bed for now, I'll be fine on the couch. When the doctor says you're getting better you can go back upstairs. You're playing the part."

      "Not that bullshit again," Mom groaned.

      "You know I'm right," I said.

      Mom sighed, "You're right. I must look pretty stupid."

      
        "A little," I grinned and Mom punched my shoulder.

      "I'm not gonna run you out of your bed, though." She paused and broke eye contact again. "Why don't you just stay in your bed and we'll both sleep there. It's big enough, we'll have enough room."

      Under any other circumstances this would clearly be the right way to do this. We're both adults, after all, and it's a rough time for both of us anyway. We needed each other. "Are you sure?"

      "Yeah. It will be like..." She gulped, "Just after we lost your dad. Remember how you slept with me for a while? You weren't the only one who was lonely and hurting." She gave me a sad little smile. "He's on my mind too a little lately."

      I opened my mouth to argue, but I couldn't think of anything to say. I was hard as a diamond now, and I hoped Mom was chalking it up to morning wood, rather than me thinking of her scorching body next to me in bed. I couldn't argue, though. She was right, or at least she would be if I wasn't hard as hell for her. "Ok, Mom. You win." I tried to smile.

      She hobbled into my bedroom on her crutches and sat down on the far side of the bed. She lay down under the covers. I kept my boxers on, my cock wetting them with precum. When I lay down, Mom rolled over next to me and put her arms around me. I was lucky my back was to her, or else this would have been a lot more embarrassing.

      "Thanks, Nick. I know I can be a little stubborn sometimes. I just... I don't know. Since we lost your dad, it's like I can't rest. I have to take care of you kids and I have to just deal with whatever comes along. I guess I'm old enough now that I'm realizing that that's not always the best way to do things." She squeezed me hard and kissed the back of my neck.

      "You don't have to be Wonder Woman, Mom. No one is expecting you to be perfect." My heart was pounding now, feeling her lips on the back of my neck and her big, soft tits pressing into my back. "Just let me take care of you sometimes, instead of the other way around. We all need other people."

      "Good boy," she kissed my neck again. I was painfully hard. "You remember what you said to me, don't you? It was that first night you got into bed with me."

      "I said I was the man of the house now and I would take care of you. Of course I remember."

      
        Mom didn't answer, and for a moment I thought she was falling asleep until I heard her sniffle. I turned to face her, taking extreme caution not to let my hardon touch her. "Well, you're seeing your old mom lose it now," she croaked. "This is another reason I like to sleep in my room." She gave a pained laugh. A shining tear fell down her cheek.

      "Mom..." I whispered and squeezed her tight. Though I could tell she was using all her willpower to keep them back, she started sobbing. "Hey, hey. Don't cry, I'm here." I felt a lump in my throat and I was afraid she would get me started too.

      "You don't know how much I've missed him, Nick. I've kept it inside all these years and after looking through his stuff, it's like it's all come out."

      "It's ok, Mom. I miss him too. I... I cried watching one of his videos the other day too. We're only human. There's no shame in it." It was easy for me to say, but I was glad she hadn't seen me break down.

      "Shit," Mom said, and moved back. "I guess we'll just cry and blow snot and be miserable together. What would Cammy think?"

      "If you haven't forgotten, Cammy cried like crazy. She got a lot more out back then than we did."

      Mom smiled, "I think she had the right idea. We're both fucked up from this, Nick. Good thing we have each other. Good thing I have you." She hugged me close, and before I could react she pressed her body into me. "Oh! Jesus, Nick. You're..."

      I was glad she couldn't see how red my face was. "It's morning wood, Mom. You woke me up."

      "Aww, I was feeling so flattered." Jesus.

      "Oh my God, Mom. Shut up!"

      She cackled and kissed my cheek. "When you said you were going to be the man of the house, this isn't what I thought you meant!"

      "I'm gonna throw you out on the couch if you don't stop!" She had no idea how much she was teasing me. "Go to sleep. I didn't bring you in here to annoy me."

      
        "Goodnight Nick," she gave me a little peck on the lips. "I love you."

      "Love you too, Mom."

      --

      When I woke up Mom was pressed into me. Her body fit into mine, ass pressed into my crotch, her back on my chest. My left hand was draped over her top, and had found its way inside her t-shirt. I held her massive boob in my hand, the nipple stiff and poking my palm. I tried to pull my hand away, I really did. But what happened instead was that I squeezed and rubbed, my whole body hot and throbbing. God she felt amazing. Her tit was incredibly soft and it ran between my fingers when I held it like warm dough.

      I brought my hand to her large erect nipple and rubbed circles around her areola. And as I brought my fingers together to roll her nipple between them, she twitched. I jerked my hand away, and rested it limply on the side of her thigh. "What? Nick?" Mom's sleepy voice asked.

      "Sorry Mom, didn't mean to wake you." My trembling hot breath tickled the back of her neck.

      "What are you doing?" She turned and squinted her eyes at me.

      "I woke up like this Mom, I don't know. I guess we just got together while we were asleep." That much was true anyway, and I hoped if she noticed me playing with her nipple, she chalked that up to dreams too.

      Mom rolled on her back, and onto my other arm, making her cradled there. "Thanks, Nick. I know this arrangement is a little weird."

      "You know I'm here for you, Mom."

      "Man of the house," she grinned. Our eyes met for a second, and I couldn't hold her gaze. I turned away. "What I'm saying is that I'm glad you're here with me."

      "Sorry about yesterday," I said.

      
        "Dad's on both our minds a lot lately. I didn't know it would be like this when I decided to go through his stuff, though I should have. I guess I just have a lot of things I haven't dealt with. Don't worry about Larry though. You're right, he was a dipshit. I'm not saying I like you meddling, but I guess it's because you're protecting your old mom."

      "What was I supposed to do, with him talking to you like that?"

      She sighed, "I don't know."

      "You need a guy that will treat you right. I don't know why you..." This was an argument we had had a million times, and I didn't want to get her worked up over it. It seemed like she would never see reason.

      "I don't know what changed..." she muttered.

      "Dad was a good man, Mom. You can find a guy like him."

      "This is a little heavy this early in the morning." She leaned in and gave me a little peck. My cock throbbed. "You're a lot more like your dad than you realize."

      Today was my first full shift back at Steve's since Mom had gotten hurt. I was a lot more nervous for her than me. I came into my bedroom after brushing my teeth and there she was, sitting up in bed, smiling when she saw me. Her white blonde hair covered her shoulders, and her luscious tits might as well not have been covered with the top she was wearing. I turned this way and that while I got ready, hoping she wouldn't notice my raging hardon. "You got your pills?" I asked.

      She held up and rattled the bottle on the bedside table. "There's a sandwich in the fridge for you and popcorn on the counter. If you need me you can call work and I'll be over as soon as I can."

      "Jesus, I thought I was the mother hen here. I'll be fine. Quit fussing."

      "Promise me you'll call if you need me," I said. I put on deodorant and pulled a button up shirt on.

      "For God's sake, Nick-"

      
        "Promise you'll call."

      She sighed, "I'll call if I need you, but I'm not going to need you. I promise."

      "Mom..."

      "Nick, I know you're trying to be good for me and I know you're worried. We're both kinda fragile from thinking about... you know. But I promise you I'll be ok."

      I looked into her eyes then as I buttoned up. I needed to know if she was playing the part or really was going to be ok. I had to play the part for her, though, and I didn't matter if it pissed her off or not. "Alright, but I'm going to be pretty pissed if something happens and you don't tell me." It sounded weak even to me, but I had to say it.

      "You sound like you're gonna tan my ass." Fuck, it was like she was doing it on purpose.

      "Goodbye, Mom," I leaned over and kissed her cheek.

      "Love you, Nick. You're a good boy." I gulped as I turned around.

      --

      Work itself was normal. I stocked shelves, helped customers find the parts they needed, and rang up orders. What was different was her. I couldn't get Mom out of my head. I thought of her tits in her and Dad's tape, and I tried to imagine what they would look like now, big and dangling. She had always been big up there, but in her middle age she put on some weight and they were massive now. What would it feel like running my tongue around her nipple before I put it in my mouth?

      "Hey, buddy, can you help me with something?" A customer got my attention and I walked zombie-like with him to help him choose the part he needed.

      Like before, on the drive back I got more and more excited the closer I got to home. My heart was thumping in my ears when I got back, and I found Mom in my bed, in almost the same spot as when I left. She still had on the same braless, thin t-shirt with her nipples poking out and her panties. "Hey Mom. You don't want to put on some clean clothes or anything?"

      
        
      

      "Oh crap, Nick! My interview!"

      I chuckled, "I just thought you might want to be in something clean. I'll go get them for you."

      "Mother hen," she said as I approached her.

      "Man of the house," I said as I kissed her hello. The jeans I had on hid my boner well enough and I had become resigned to just being hard around her. Her shirt was pushed up a little, and a little roll of her belly was visible along with her navel. My ears burned.

      --

      "Nick!" I thought I had heard something. It was Mom yelling for me. I sprung up, propelled by my anxiety. She was in the bathroom and I threw the door open to find her on the toilet. "Hey, Tiger." She hadn't called me that in years. Her face was red and she was having trouble holding eye contact with me.

      "You ok?"

      "Yeah... I mean I'm not hurt. I just need some help." I waited for her to continue. "I wasn't completely honest with you yesterday. I'm a little sore from falling."

      "Shit, Mom! Your ankle is never gonna heal if-"

      "It's not my ankle. I fell hard on my ass and my back is sore. I'm having trouble bending down." She sighed and continued when I didn't say anything. "So I need some help getting ready for the shower."

      She held out her socked foot to me and gave me a sheepish grin. "You want me to...?"

      "Help me get out of these clothes. It's just me, Nick. I hate it, but kids help their parents like this when they get old. It's not like I need you to give me a sponge bath."

      Fucking hell. "Alright, give me your foot."

      
        
      

      My face was hot and my hands trembled. I pulled the sock off her foot and then unvelcroed the boot on her other foot. She wiggled her delicate, bare toes at me. "Thanks, Tiger."

      "Sure, Mom. Let me know if you need anything else." I started to get up.

      "Actually, Nick... My underwear too." I stared at her, incredulous. "Look, you've been chomping at the bit hovering over me and now it's your chance to really help me. It's not like you haven't seen my hoo-hah before. You came out of there, for crying out loud." She had no idea.

      There was no way to say no. Mom started to stand up. I hooked my thumbs on her pink striped full back panties. My breath trembling in my ears, I pulled them down, and was treated to her blond bush in all its glory. I could even see the hint of her lips underneath. God damn I was glad she couldn't see how hard I was. I dropped her panties, my hands shaking and stiff. For a brief, heavenly second I thought I caught a whiff of her pussy, either direct from the source or from the underwear she had worn for too long.

      Mom stepped out of her underwear. "Thanks, Tiger." Her bush formed a perfect little triangle between her legs, bound on top by the gentle curve of her fat belly. I tried to control my breath. Before I could look away Mom put her hands down and threw her shirt off over her head.

      I poured every ounce of willpower I had into looking away. It wasn't just the embarrassment of being caught drooling over Mom's tits, it felt wrong, like she was in a compromising situation and I was taking advantage of her. But everything I had wasn't enough. I gawked, I stared, I leered.

      They were just as I had imagined them. They were heavy and reached down to her navel. Her skin was creamy and stretched taut by the weight of them. Her areolas were tan, just a shade darker than the rest of her body and her nipples themselves were as big around as my pinky, and glowing rosy. I gulped and tried to look away again. "Jesus, Nick my eyes are up here," Mom giggled.

      "I know Mom... sorry... I'm just not used..."

      "Don't worry, Baby, it's just me, ok? It's not like I'm gonna feed you with them."

      I squirmed, my cock straining against my pants. "Jesus, Mom."

      
        "Sorry. Sorry! It's awkward for me too." I noticed that her blush had reached down to her tits, lighting her nipples up like Christmas lights.

      I cleared my throat, "Anyway, glad I could help." I turned. I knew when I jerked off this time I would cum in about a second and it would be mind blowing. I had to get all this out of my head.

      "Umm, Nick." I froze. "My mobility's not that good tonight. I'm sorry! I'm gonna need your help cleaning."

      I turned around to face her. Her smile was apologetic. I wanted to, God did I want to. I imagined running my hands over her skin, shining wet. I felt like I would cum right then and there. "Ok, Mom." was all I could squeeze out.

      "Nick, thank you so much. I hate to make you do this."

      "No, Mom. It's my pleasure," I said. Something flashed across Mom's face at that moment. Maybe it was my choice of words.

      "You wanna help me in, then?" She took my hand and looked me up and down. She gave a nervous giggle, "You're a little overdressed."

      "Hold on a minute," I dashed into my room without waiting for her to respond. I didn't know what I was going to do. There wasn't enough time to jerk off, and I was afraid she would know. It wouldn't be the first time she caught me. I started taking my clothes off, and when my boxers came down my cock shot up like a diving board, the tip wet and shining. More than anything I wanted to bury it in Mom's pussy, to make her scream and feel her juice run down my legs as I pounded her. I wanted to suck her tits just like I did all those years ago, even bite her nipples. I wanted to slap her ass and see it shake and quake with my slaps.

      What could I do? I couldn't go into the bathroom with my dick like this. I would be mortified if Mom saw it. Plus, I don't know if I would be able to control it and would try to poke it into any of Mom's holes that I could get. Fuck. I shook my head, trying to clear it.

      The best I could do was my swimming trunks, and Mom gave me an odd look as I came into the bathroom. She opened her mouth to say something, but stayed silent. "I'm ready, Mom."

      
        I took her hand and guided her into the shower, pushing back the sliding glass door. "Can you pull the stool over?" I did, and she sat down on it. When I looked down, my hardon was clear as day, and I swore I could see Mom's eyes darting toward it and then away when she saw me looking. "I can't really bend down that much and I'm gonna need you to help with my legs, my butt, and..." she cleared her throat, "My hoo-hah." She gave me a weak grin.

      I handed mom the washcloth and soap, and she starting lathering up her tits. They flowed like liquid over her hands, and her curves stood out starkly with their wetness. Her tits quivered and bounced with the motion of her arms. She reached behind her to get her back, thrusting them forward, presenting her delicious, pink nipples to me. The image of my lips wrapped around them popped into my mind.

      "See?" Mom said. "Not so bad. We'll be done in just a few seconds." She held up her arms and scrubbed her armpits, lifting her tits up, which continued to jiggle and flow with her movements. She handed me the washcloth. "Ok I lied. I need you to get my back too."

      I stood there, stunned. There wasn't room for me to get around her. "I can't..." I said.

      "It's ok, Tiger, just reach around me." I bent over her, reaching around her back. Her naked boobs pressed into me, her soft flesh heavenly on my bare, wet skin. Her head rested on my shoulder. "Good boy." She whispered in my ear. I scrubbed her back, which was softer than I expected, her smooth skin slippery with the soap.

      I tried to make my smile look natural when I finished and stepped back. "Thanks, Nick." Mom held up her left leg, which I took in my hand and scrubbed the length of it. Her belly quivered with the movement of her leg then folded over as she brought it up, forming a single luscious roll.

      A feeling of unreality came over me. Somewhere in the rational corner of my mind, I knew this was a pretty normal thing for a child to do for an aging or injured parent. In a way it was sweet and tender, and it was a way I could show loyalty and care for her. But being horny as all get out was not the way I had imagined something like this. Washing my poor injured mom's legs when I wanted to fuck the shit out of her was a situation I never thought I would be in.

      Mom held up the other leg, it was still swollen. "It's really sore, so be careful."

      I gingerly took her foot and ran the washcloth over it. I tried not to notice Mom's shining blue eyes staring at me. "So gentle. Good boy. I raised you right. Just what I need right now," Mom muttered.

      
        I gulped, "I'm here Mom. It's you and me and I'm here to take care of you. I love you."

      "Love you too, Baby."

      She put her leg down. "Ok, now it's time for you to be real brave, Tiger. Help me up." I knew what was next and felt like my head would explode. Mom stood with my help and turned around. Her ass was almost too much for me. It was bigger than it had been in the video, just like I expected. It quivered and wiggled with her movement. She had little cottage cheese dimples on her legs, and I was shocked at how alluring they were to me. Just like on the video I felt like the moon was rising in front of me and my heart hammered.

      I took her ass cheek in my hand and spread her open, trying not to make it feel like I was fondling. "Good boy. Sorry you have to do this."

      "Mom, shh. I know what I need to do. It's not like it's a burden to take care of you, it's the least I could do." I didn't add that I was in ecstasy. I had never seen an ass like hers before, one I wanted to bury my face, my fingers, and my cock in. The things I wanted to do to that ass. As Mom spread open, there was her tight asshole and pussy, taunting and teasing me. I lifted the washcloth and started gently scrubbing.

      When the soapy washcloth ran over Mom's butthole, I swear I felt a subtle sigh come from her. She can't be getting off from this. If she was, I thought I would have a heart attack, it would just be too much for me to take. I scrubbed and let the water rinse her off, getting her hairy mound too. I felt like I was going to faint.

      "Help me back up, Baby." Mom said, and I helped her stand up. She bent her legs slightly, and spread her slit open, showing her pink petals. "Thanks, Nick. I really owe you for this."

      I said nothing, but focused on Mom's pussy. There were her labia and I could even make out her clit at the top of her opening. Seeing her button there, begging for pleasure, I had to do something. While I scrubbed I stopped on her nub, giving it short little rubs. Mom's breath fluttered and her hands gave the slightest tremble. "Jeez, Nick. You have to know where you're hitting me. Just get me clean tonight, I can get myself off on my own." She gave a blushing grin.

      The soapy washcloth ran the length of her slit, then I spread it open good so the water could rinse her out. Mom placed her hands on my shoulders, her face a mask of gratitude. "I know that wasn't easy for you, Tiger. You've done good for your old mom though. Love you."

      
        I tried to catch my breath.

      --

      Though I had just turned eighteen, Grandma would let me drink anyway. "It's his day, let him enjoy it," she told Mom. We went to visit her in Louisiana for a couple of weeks in the summer and we had planned it so I could have my birthday party there. It was always good to see her. Smiling, her glasses large, round, and thick, making her eyes look so big. She had that white Mallen streak in the center of her black hair, and I completely believed her when she told me it just showed up naturally in her hair at sixteen.

      She was Dad's mom, but Mom might as well have been her own daughter, and they were very much each other's rock when he passed. She wasn't much for baking, but she bought me a nice cake. It was at the party that I found out how much good booze she had, and much later I found out how much booze had tormented her over her life.

      But the party was over now and I lay down on the bed, not quite drunk but certainly not sober. Cammy sat at the desk in front of the window, working on law school homework. God, she never stopped. Just like when we were kids, we stayed in the portion of the attic that Grandma and Grandpa turned into an extra bedroom ages ago. You'd go upstairs just like you would in any attic, and there was a couch, a bed, a dresser, and a small TV, which I always hooked my game console up to. There was wood paneling on the walls and it was just like a regular room, except quite a bit bigger. When you went up the stairs there was that weird, taxidermied black squirrel on the wall my cousin had shot ages ago.

      Cammy and I took turns sleeping in the bed, again just like we had when we were kids. It was my turn tonight, and I had a movie I was watching. After Cammy's complaints, I turned it down. "We're here to have fun, you know. Bringing homework defeats the purpose."

      "They're not just going to cancel the essay because I'm here. Some of us take our education more seriously, you know. And you can hear the TV fine at this volume." She typed on her laptop with an open book next to her. As I mentioned, she never stopped. At school she had clubs, and track, and still made straight A's. I wasn't a terrible student, but I also couldn't bring myself to care about it this much. "I want to make something of myself."

      For a few moments there was only the sound of the TV and the clicking keys. I sighed. Dad dying did something to her, it transformed her. She was twelve and I remember her screaming and crying. When she came out on the other side of her grief, she buried herself in school, and I swear she was away from home more than Mom was. She used to be fun. The thought made sense to me in my head, but in hindsight it was weak. She had made something of herself.

      
        "Your family matters too." Normally I wouldn't have gone on. Even in high school Mom said she argued like a lawyer. The rum I had downed loosened me up.

      There was a pause in the typing, and she turned around in the chair. She had her straight brown hair back in a ponytail and her dark eyes were sharp. She took after Dad more in her looks than Mom. "The fuck is that supposed to mean?"

      "You're here with all of us. Mom and I don't get to see you that much, Grandma never gets to see you."

      "So you want me to go down there and get Grandma out of bed? It's Midnight."

      "God damnit, Cammy," I turned to face her. "That's not what I meant. I mean just loosen up sometimes. There's more to life than work."

      "That's easy for you to say, never being out on your own." Cammy had earned a full ride to law school with her grades, force of will, and bottomless energy. I only made the mistake of telling her she was "lucky" to have that full ride once. She worked to support herself too, and Mom had a hell of a time even convincing her to take the trip.

      "But now you have the chance, you don't have to keep going."

      "You're assuming I don't want to 'keep going.'" Her face was sour.

      We stared at each other for a few seconds, her slender chest rising and falling with her breaths. "Shit, Cammy. I'm not like you, neither is Mom."

      "Yeah, being back makes that really obvious," though her words were sharp, there was a mournful tone to them.

      "I'm sorry. I guess I just don't understand you sometimes," I said.

      Cammy stood and approached the bed. She was wearing one of the only dresses she owned because of my party. She was slim and athletic, shorter than both me and Mom. Her toned calves were visible out the bottom of her dress. Her face didn't smile easily, though she had a cute button nose and eyes that looked too big for her head. Calling her cute was another mistake I had made only once. Even back then I preferred round and soft to hard and tight, but there was no denying that she was a gorgeous woman, and I was sure she was surrounded by guys. I was also sure she was too smart for all of them.

      Her chest rose and fell with a sigh. "I'm sorry too. I know I fucked up." Though I wasn't thinking about it at the time, I knew what she meant. All she had got for me was a gift card for my birthday. "Sometimes it just feels good to immerse yourself in something that makes sense and that makes you feel like you're making progress. Something that can't just be snatched away, you know. You're important and I should have done better with your gift."

      Jesus. I wasn't expecting things to get this heavy. "It's ok, no big deal," I said.

      A slight smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. "You know you can't lie to me."

      Again the alcohol helped me, "Well, ok. Giving the brother you haven't seen in years a fifty dollar gift card for his eighteenth birthday is kinda shitty. What good is whining about it going to do?"

      Her smile made her face look girlish, which she hated, like it was a betrayal of her fierce mind. "That wasn't so hard, now was it? And I did think about it, and I want another chance."

      "What do you mean?"

      She sat down on the bed next to me and I sat up. She put her arm around me and her small firm breast pressed into my side. I wasn't expecting a gesture of affection and was uncomfortably aware of her body. "Anything. I've got a bit of money saved up and I can get you anything you want. I don't want to be a shitty sister."

      I got modeling kits, video games, and some nice clothes for my birthday. More than I was expecting, really. I shrugged, "I know you don't want to hear this, but I don't need you to buy me anything. I know you care, Cammy, and I know that gifts aren't really your thing."

      "So you're just letting me off the hook like that? Don't you think I can make this right? How about something I can do for you? No one in this family is content." She grinned again.

      There wasn't anything that she could do. She was right, I was pretty damn far from content. She had blossomed in high school while I was still awkward even after graduating. I didn't know what to do with myself. I tried out a few clubs and sports and none of them clicked with me. I had a few friends, but could never get popular, and had no success with girls. Some of my guy friends would talk about how much pussy they got, and I would tell myself that everyone exaggerates so that jealousy wouldn't eat me alive.

      "I'm not the only one working through my issues," I said.

      "Yeah. Duh, I just said that. Besides, it's not my birthday. Come on, tell me while I've got you here."

      It hurt. What I was thinking of was the most embarrassing thing. "It doesn't matter. There's nothing you can do to help me with it." I wanted her to ask, to pry. This was something I wanted to share with her, but it was just too humiliating, too raw, for me to just tell her point blank. But she kept staring at me. "Fine," I sighed. "I'm still a virgin and I hate it. It's like I'm the only guy I know who still is. I've never even seen a naked girl in person."

      Her shining brown eyes stared into mine. "Do you want to?"

      "Yeah, that's the whole point!" I huffed and scowled.

      Cammy stood up, and looked down at me, arms akimbo. She reached for the zipper in the back of her dress. As what she was doing dawned on me, I felt a quiver in my belly and a thump in my cock. "Cammy, what- no..." But I knew exactly what, I just couldn't believe it.

      She rolled her shoulders, and her dress fell away. She had on only a pair of blue painties with a little yellow bow at the top. I had noticed my older sister's body before. When you're just starting puberty and your sister is all blooming and hot, there's no way not to. It was the same with any guy with a pretty sister. And though she wasn't exactly my type, I knew she was hot. I had just never seen this much of her. Seeing her before me, my eyes took her in and goosebumps raised on my arms.

      Her stomach was flat and firm, the barest hint of abdominal muscles showing through. Her hips flared gently over her toned thighs, and I could see the muscles rippling underneath as she adjusted her position. Her tits were neat and small, her nipples dainty and a darker brown than I had expected. They brought her breasts to an enticing point. They were set high on her chest, and wiggled as she moved her arms. I gaped.

      Cammy reached up to let her hair down, and it cascaded onto her shoulders. "Well?" She asked. "Jesus, Nick, you're going to give me a complex. What do you think?"

      
        My mouth moved up and down, groping for any words that could express my surprise and absolute lust. "You... umm..." I blubbered, my words unable to find purchase. "Hot."

      She giggled, "Don't think that's quite a reaction I've ever had before, but I'll take it."

      "Fuck, Cammy, you're my sister."

      "Bet your dick doesn't know that. Weren't you just saying I need to loosen up?" My dick noticed her, but certainly didn't care that she was my sister. There was a big smile on her face. She was obviously enjoying making me squirm like this.

      I shook my head. "God damn, Nick, you're going to make me regret this," she said. "You would think you were the one naked in front of me with how you're acting." She reached down and slipped her panties off, just as unceremoniously as she had with her dress. Her bush was darker than the hair on her head, and she kept it short and trimmed in a little triangle at the junction of her legs. The fitness of her legs and belly was even more pronounced here.

      Cammy took a few steps closer. She wiggled her hips and looked down at me expectantly. "Well, come on! Are you gonna touch me or not? I swear if you're just going to sit there with your mouth hanging open I'm going to get dressed."

      I had to snap out of it. I took a few deep breaths and wondered how far she was going to take this. I stood up and my hand touched her hip. She was incredibly smooth and firm, I had never felt anything like her before. I moved up the taught muscles of her thigh. Cammy nodded as I moved up. "Better," she whispered.

      I moved my hand to her chest, and my thumb and forefinger reached to the bottom of her breast. The feel of it was all it took, and I felt a burst of passion, cupping her tit and running my thumb around her rapidly-stiffening nipple. "There we go, that's the Nick I know. Man of the house." Feeling emboldened, I stood and brought my other hand up. Her tits were firm and almost enough to fill my hand. I squeezed them and pinched her nipple. "I knew that dirty boy was in there somewhere." Before I knew what was happening, her hand shot down and grabbed hold of my cock.

      Cammy rubbed back and forth through my slacks. "That feels good," I said.

      She smiled and stooped down, fiddling with my buttons. "Now I know you want this. You won't say it, but your cock sure as hell did."

      
        
      

      "I won't say what?" My hands rubbed over the smooth muscle and bone of her shoulders and ran through her hair. They were beyond my control now.

      "That you want to fuck me, dummy." My pants came loose and she pulled them down along with my boxers. "Oh yeah, you're really ready. Damn." She stroked her hand along the shaft and her dark eyes met mine.

      I pulled my shirt off over my head. Our bare chests pressed together, her athletic tits squished against me and I felt the hard nubs of her nipples. Our faces were just an inch apart. "Come on, Tiger Boy," she whispered, using her version of the name Mom called me. She hadn't called me that since before Dad passed. "It's just you and me, you know. I'm your big sis making you feel better." Her breath blew against my lips.

      I was steeped in my desire now, and it pushed against my fear and prudish disgust. When you got horny enough, disgust changed from a stone wall to a paper one. Our lips touched and I opened mine and she sighed out her nose. Is this the right way to do it? I thought as I penetrated her mouth with my tongue, where it met hers and danced with it. The sounds of our hums of pleasure and smacking lips banished the silence of the attic room.

      Some of the tension started to leave my body. This was the big sister who had tormented me the way only a big sister could. It always intimidated me how much older and smarter and put together she was. There was still a little voice inside me that said she would pull away and laugh. "Stupid! You thought I was gonna fuck you!"

      "That's it, Nick," she whispered. "You know I do miss you and Mom. Especially you."

      "Is that what this is about?" I said between our kisses.

      "Not really. I mean, kind of." her naked flesh felt heavenly against mine. "It's like we're both adults now and you're a handsome guy. I knew you were always awkward with girls and so I took a chance. It's not like you would ever tell anyone about this. Girls at your age can eat you alive, you know. With someone safe like me it's like training wheels."

      "Training wheels for my cock?" I was incredulous.

      
        "Nick, I can't be the only one trying to make this less awkward. Just let go. I'm on the pill, you can even cum inside me," she said. I thought I couldn't get any harder. She leaned forward and kissed me again. This time there was no hesitation and we devoured each other.

      Something about what she said had a ridiculous logic to it. I couldn't refute it, and at this point I didn't want to. I wanted her, to hold her and squeeze her and skewer her with my diamond hard dick. I wanted to make her scream and fill her with my hot load. My hands moved up her body and closed around her upper arms. She had a hard body, but she was still smaller than me, and my hands locked around her arms.

      Her eyes opened in excitement as my fingers dug into her taut flesh. I swung my body and heaved her onto the creaking bed. She bounced on the bed, and landed on her side, giving me a perfect view of her body. Her tits, young and supple as they were, were unaffected by gravity and stood defiantly out. The position of her legs framed her hairy little triangle perfectly, and my body flooded with lust.

      Cammy opened her mouth to say something, but instead of words, a trembling sigh came out. I had heard somewhere that women liked a guy to take control. Even if I fucked this up, it was my sister. She loved me and hated me as much as she already could, and this one encounter, surreal as it was, wasn't going to change that.

      I blocked the single ceiling light in the room, and my shadow fell across her. Her face looked somehow small as I stood over her, and for a fraction of a second I saw that scared teenager that screamed behind her bedroom door that night. I slid onto the bed, placing my body on hers. The tip of my cock was leaking, and I drew it up the inside of her leg to her hard belly. "You're already getting me messy, Tiger Boy." I hoped my grin looked strong and predatory rather than childishly indulgent.

      We kissed again, even more ravenous for each other this time. I pressed down upon her, sinking her body into the mattress. This time I kissed down her neck and onto her sturdy collar bone. I continued down until I almost reached her nipple. When I looked up at her, she was starry eyed and red faced. Not breaking eye contact, I stuck out my tongue and licked a circle around her nipple, and flicked it with my tongue. My lips closed around the nipple and I sucked, still licking her inside my mouth. Cammy sighed and let out a little giggle.

      My virgin curiosity crept into my mind, and my hand wandered down her front. I heard girls would get wet down there just like guys got hard. I didn't know exactly what a pussy felt like normally, but I had to feel it all the same. Her soft fur brushed the tips of my fingers, and I felt her humidity before I even touched her. My finger traced her lips and I was shocked at how slippery they were. "Fuck, you're wet."

      
        "You think you're the only one who's horny? I don't know how you guys can stand it. People can just see it when you're horny," she said.

      I penetrated her, trying to be gentle. Her whole body trembled and her breath caught in her throat. There was a throwaway joke in a TV show I saw once where a guy said to make a woman fall in love with you, you just had to find the clitoris. It was a little round thing, I thought, like a little bean. I had seen guys touch it in porn, and I thought I had an idea of where it would be. The absurdity of me following TV and porn occurred, but being this inflamed made it easy to ignore.

      My finger slid up the length of her slit. She bit her blushing lip. It actually wasn't that difficult to find that hard little nub and her whole body jumped as I did. "Oh, shit," Cammy gasped, "I was wondering if you would find it." I stroked her engorged pearl. "Fuck, Nick, you don't know how good that feels. God damn."

      Her pussy quivered around my finger as I circled and flicked her clit. Her clenching abs were visible on her belly and she gasped and muttered with her ecstasy. Her body undulated like a wave on the ocean. It was then that her aroma hit me, earthy and sweet. It wasn't how I expected it to be, as guys had always said girls smelled fishy down there. It wasn't anything like that.

      "I want you to fuck me, Nick. It's been a long fucking time since I've had a cock inside me. How the hell are you this good?" The tendons in her neck tensed.

      I was riding high on my lust and energetic passion at this point, and I knew what I wanted. "I want to see your ass when I fuck you, Cammy. Get up."

      "Good boy taking control like this. You're gonna make some girl really lucky one day."

      "Just shut up and get on your hands and knees," I couldn't stop my smile.

      "Yes, sir!" she said. She got on all fours, turning her ass to face me. Her ass was slender and toned like the rest of her, and a drop of her nektar dripped down her svelte leg. I placed my hands on the firm cheeks of her ass, spreading them apart. My mind swam, seeing her glistening pussy and pulsing asshole. She was just soft enough to dig my fingers into, and I touched my cock to the gate of her soaked pussy. I squeezed the cheeks of her ass, this was one of the only places where she had any fat on her. This is it, you're going to be inside a girl's pussy for the first time and it's your sisters. You can't brag about this one to the guys.

      
        "The suspense is killing me, Tiger Boy. Hurry up and fuck me!" Cammy's face looked back at me, her lips bright red and her hair disheveled.

      I pushed once, just enough to part her lips, and she held her breath. I held my cock at her threshold for just a few seconds and resumed, plunging my dick into her fiery, wet insides. The velvet of her walls enveloped me, and I groaned at the feeling. I couldn't believe how warm and wet she felt.

      "Oh, fuck!" she moaned. "Damn that's a lot of cock." Her eyes bulged and her body twitched as I pushed into her.

      "Didn't think your little brother could fill you up like this?" My dick sank into her, like an anchor into the sea. My hands gripped her ass and my fingers sunk into her cheeks, holding her fragrant, blushing ass wide open. I pulled her closer. The lips of her pussy quivered around me, getting closer and closer to the base of my member.

      "I didn't-" her words got lost in her moans and gasps. "Didn't-" Her breath trembled. "Just keep fucking me!"

      My cock reached as deep as it could go, and I started pumping back and forth. Though it was my first time, it seemed the most natural thing to do, never mind who I was doing it to. Her wet hole felt incredible, my lubed up fist paled in comparison. As I pumped in and out of her, my hair and crotch became soaked with her brew, and I wondered what we were doing to the sheets.

      That familiar feeling rose inside of me, that feeling of my body being pushed toward climax. Cammy's pert ass jiggled with my thrusts and the sheets bunched in her hands. I could hear her groans even though her face was pressed into the mattress. "Shit, Nick, you're hitting my g-spot. Keep fucking me just like that!"

      I wasn't sure how exactly I was fucking her, but I kept poking into the same place over and over, not really able to tell her g-spot from the rest of her pussy with the engorged tip of my cock. Could I make her cum? I certainly wasn't far away myself and I hoped I could hold out long enough to bring her climax.

      But her back started to arch and she threw her head back, a tortured, strangled moan coming from her throat. "Fuck!" her exclamation was a wildcat groan, dirty and crude. She trembled with her orgasm and her back heaved with her fervent breaths. Every muscle rippled under her skin. Her pussy quivered and clenched around me, and that was just enough.

      
        My body was seized with the same inflamed pleasure and my cock burst inside of her. I matched her moan for moan and gave a vigorous thrust with each jet of hot cum my dick let fly. The feeling of my lubed up hand paled in comparison to her burning pussy. Her body jumped forward with the force of my slamming hips, pressing her face into the mattress. Each jump was accompanied with a deep moan.

      Finally I gave my last, quivering push and my body sagged over hers. Her back and my chest were both slick with sweat and I slid to her side, crashing into the mattress. Cammy went up on one elbow, her entire upper body red and her brown hair sticking this way and that. Her grin was deep and unselfconscious. "God damn, Nick. It's a crime that you're not fucking anyone." She breathed deep to catch her breath.

      "Believe me, I had no idea. That was amazing, Thanks Cammy."

      "Happy birthday, little bro. I didn't think it would be a present for me too."

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      "I saw Aunt Ida in the grocery store and she told me. She said Mom fell down the attic ladder and broke her leg." Cammy was the last person I was expecting to be on the other end of the phone. It had been years.

      "You know she exaggerates a little," I said.

      "I know, that's why I called. What really happened?"

      "That's the only reason you called?"

      "Why are you giving me shit on this, Nick? I just want to know if Mom is ok." Cammy hadn't cared for a long time if Mom was ok or not. I would have thought it took more than an alleged broken leg to get her to call. She was a bigshot lawyer in LA now, and had even less time for me and Mom than before.

      "She just sprained her ankle. We were up in the attic and she broke through the floor."

      
        "What do you mean? And why were you up in the attic?" I'd never seen her this nosy.

      "There must have been a weak spot in the floor. Her foot went through. We were looking through Dad's old stuff. Mom was looking for his tapes."

      "That stupid camcorder," I was relieved to hear a little mirth in her voice.

      "You want to talk to her?"

      "No, no, that's ok," the tension was right back. Cammy and Mom had an especially rough time with each other after Dad passed. Cammy blamed Mom, even though Dad had died at work. She thought that he was tired from Mom keeping him up or that he stayed in the blaze to help his coworkers because of something Mom had said or done. She was only twelve, and it didn't make much sense. By the time she was old enough to realize, the damage was already done. I think my eighteenth birthday was the last time she and Mom were together.

      "It's been a long time, Cammy. Mom will listen if you're not a psycho bitch about it."

      "Whatever," she sighed. "It's not that easy, where do you think I get it?"

      "So that's what this is about? That you want to patch things up with Mom?" I neglected to include "and me," but one step at a time. In those early days I always took Mom's side, and it led to some bad blood between us. Since then our relationship had been... strange. After my birthday, I only saw her a handful of times, and we didn't talk much. We had never talked about what happened that night.

      "I guess it kind of is," she said. "I called to test the waters a bit. I'm in Sacramento for business next week and I was thinking of stopping by." She let the implied question hang.

      "A business trip?"

      "Yes, Nick. Look if you don't want me around-"

      "Cammy, come on. I would love to see you. It's been a long time, Mom would like to see you too."

      
        "Well, I doubt that, but as long as she doesn't want to murder me when I come in the door, I'll stop by." There was a pause, and when she continued there was a different quality to her voice. "I gotta go, but thanks, Nick. Really."

      —

      "You're in big trouble now that I know you can cook," Ashley said. She had joined Mom and me for dinner that night. I had made lasagna from a recipe I found online. Mom was equally impressed. Side by side you would have thought they were mother and daughter.

      "Don't get used to it," Mom said. "Soon as I'm better he's going to get lazy again. Like he's channeling his dad." It had been a few days and Mom was a little easier mentioning Dad. When she compared me to him I felt proud, but also it made a little quiver pass through me.

      "Well maybe I need to sprain my ankle, too. You're making me a little jealous, Donna," Ashley said.

      "He'll only fawn over you like this if he knows you can't get away," Mom giggled.

      "Alright, both of you," I put my hands up. "If I knew you were going to make a stink like this over my cooking, I would have ordered pizza."

      "I'm just messing with you, Nick," Ashley poked me. "It's nice. You need to cook more often."

      Mom beamed at me, and my ears heated with her pride. My eyes darted between the two of them. It was like Mom was a more extreme version of Ashley, ripened by her age. Bigger, heavier tits, a belly that filled my hands. It was like Ashley's voluptuous beauty taken one level higher. I felt like a heel having these thoughts about her. Ashley was knock out beautiful to me, and her personality was that alluring mix of spicy and sweet. But I remembered being overwhelmed by Mom's swinging, shining tits in the shower, how they moved under her hands. Every time I thought back to the shower, I wished I had worked up the courage to touch them, though I was able to sneak a feel or two when she was asleep.

      My darkest desire was to have them both, kneeling in front of me, taking turns sucking my cock. I blinked to dispel the image from my mind. "He takes good care of me, Ashley. You better hold onto this one. He's a good boy." Embarrassment collided with pride inside me, and I found myself speechless again.

      
        "I don't intend to let him go." Ashley reached under the table and rubbed my leg.

      After the meal, Mom said, "You lovebirds run along. As long as you put the dishes in the sink, I can do them." She was getting good at hopping around on one leg.

      "Donna, no," Ashley said.

      "I've been pampered enough tonight. Least I could do for my boy." She kissed my cheek.

      Though it took mere seconds, the walk to my bedroom was supremely awkward. Ashley closed the door behind us. There was quiet for a few seconds and we could hear Mom running the sink in the kitchen. Ashley arched an eyebrow at me. "Aren't you just the golden boy tonight?"

      "Shut up. Mom's emotional, she's been going through a lot. She's missing Dad."

      "You sure she hasn't replaced him?" she teased.

      My face was burning hot. "Don't be shitty. You don't know what it's like for her."

      Ashley took a step forward and took my hand, "Hey, don't take it so seriously."

      "Don't take Dad dying seriously?"

      "Fuck, I'm sorry, Nick." She lowered her eyes. "I know both of you are going through a lot. I can't imagine what it's like either. Seems like this whole thing has brought you and your Mom closer. Wish I had a Mom who gave a shit about me."

      I shook my head, feeling a lump in my throat. "Hey, I'm here. My God, Nick," she said.

      "No, it's ok," I said. She looked dubious. "Really, don't worry about me and Mom." She had so much more to worry about between me and Mom than grief.

      
        Ashley pulled me over to the bed. "Let's see what's on TV. Or we can watch one of your videos." She indicated the half-emptied box on the floor.

      I cradled her in my arm on the bed, still lost in my thoughts and worries. Her head rested on my chest. I turned the TV on.

      "So it looks like you've watched a lot of those." I couldn't tell what tone I heard in her voice.

      "Yeah, there's a lot." I sighed.

      "What's on them?"

      "It's mostly baseball games," I said. "There's quite a bit of home movies stuff, like birthdays and me and Dad working on models."

      "What else?" she said.

      "There's one of a barbecue that Dad did for work," I knew where this was going, but I wanted her to say it.

      "Ok. And what else?" She turned her head up at me, a smirk on her face.

      "Just ask, Ashley."

      "Ask what?" Her smirk broadened.

      "Ok, fine. So they made some spicy videos." I remembered Mom's ass quivering with Dad's thrusts.

      "I knew it."

      "So what?"

      
        "How much did you watch?" I felt her hand on my leg.

      I couldn't meet her eyes. "I turned it off as soon as I realized what it was. Who wants to see their mom and dad fuck?"

      "I think you're lying."

      "What? You want to watch your mom and dad going at it?" I gulped.

      "Not really. But I don't want to see my mom doing anything. Plus mine doesn't look like yours. Come on, I know you're curious. She's a beautiful lady," Ashley said.

      "Sounds like you're the one who wants to watch it." Her icy eyes held mine.

      For a couple of seconds Ashley didn't say anything. She licked her lips. "Could we?"

      The truth was, it would be hot as hell if we watched Mom and Dad fucking together. Mom's figure was firmly wedged in my imagination now, Dad's hands squeezing her tits, her juice dripping out of her pussy, her fat, spread ass. "Fuck no," I said.

      "Come on. You've seen it already, it's not like it's gonna shock you or something. Maybe you liked it too much?"

      "It's private. I don't have the right to show them to you." This was true enough, and reason enough not to watch.

      "You're no fun," she griped.

      I sat up, and her head fell into my lap, landing on my hardon. Ashley gasped, "Ok maybe you are a little fun." She propped herself up on her elbow, and ran her hand up and down my leg.

      Running my hand through her hair, I said, "We can have a little fun of our own. We don't need a video."

      
        "Can't blame me for trying," she said, pulling her shirt over her head. "She's a gorgeous woman. If she were my mom I would be having some confusing feelings." She reached behind her and unfastened her bra, her big tits with their blushing nipples swinging free.

      I took a boob in my hand, rubbing my thumb around her nipple. I couldn't help but compare them to Mom's.

      Ashley fiddled with the button on my shorts. "I'm still hungry," she said.

      "You're in luck, because there's dessert," I grinned.

      "Mmm, hot cream for dessert," she said as she unbuttoned them. I raised my hips off the bed so she could pull them off. My dick popped up and the cold air of the room struck it. Ashley took her tits in her hands and ran them up and down my shaft. They were soft and silky.

      "That feels good, Babe," I said. Mom's tits, wet with soap running down them, popped into my head. I gulped again.

      Ashley kissed the tip of my cock, then licked the precum off. "Please sir," she said in a high, sweet voice, "Can I have some. Haven't I been good?"

      Normally, Ashley going straight to a blowjob like this would drive me wild, but my voice caught in my throat. She ran her tongue up my shaft, her tits squished into my leg. Her eyes stared into mine. I mustered a moan.

      She twirled her tongue around my head, and the unbidden image of Mom liking the length of Dad's member popped into my head. Ashley flicked her tongue, tickling my bellend. "Fine, then," she said, "I'll just take it. I know how to make it come out." Her lips closed around the tip.

      I tried, I really did. There had never been any hesitation with Ashley before. We had been going out for a few months now and if anything I was impetuous with my desire. But this time it felt wrong. Try as I might, I couldn't get Mom out of my head. As Ashley lowered her head and took my cock, there was something in her eyes.

      I caressed the side of her head, but couldn't bring myself to talk. Her eyes looked into mine, just how I liked her to. She bobbed her head, sliding her tongue along the underside of my cock. I thought of Mom doing dishes in the next room, coming up behind her and poking her ass with my boner.

      
        
      

      "Nick?" Ashley pulled her head back for a moment. My dick was drooping now, just enough to notice. It was wilting like a flower starved for water.

      "This has never happened before, Babe." It was the truth, and she certainly knew I had never lost my edge for her.

      "What's wrong?" She ran her hand up and down my dick, then started licking when it deflated even more. She made a valiant effort and did everything right, but in the end it wasn't enough.

      I shook my head as she sat up. "I don't know what's happening!" I was desperate for her to believe this lie.

      "It's ok, Nick." Her disappointed eyes said she was lying too. "We can just... you know... cuddle."

      I was almost as shocked as she was. As she lay her head down on my chest, I closed my eyes and thought of Mom again. And I hoped she would ask for help showering soon.

      —

      "I hate to do this to you, Nick, but it's been a couple of days." Mom was sitting on the couch next to me, our bellies full from dinner and her eyelids drooping. "I need to shower tonight and I need some help again."

      "Your back is still hurting you?"

      There was half a beat before her answer. "Yeah. I'm not as young as I used to be."

      The shower had gone through my head over and over. The way she felt in my hands, her shining wet skin, the little moans of contentment she made as I rubbed her down. In my fantasies I sucked on her wet tits, I fingered her pussy as I washed it and made her cum, I stuck my cock inside her and saw her massive ass quake as I thrust it in over and over.

      I was both elated and panicked to hear this. I hadn't worked up the courage to watch Mom's video again since a few days ago, so I had been deprived of seeing her naked body for that whole time. My desire for her felt like it would explode out of me. Besides, I much preferred the time-softened body she had now. My heart pounded in my ears, this would be another opportunity to see how far I could push this.

      In the end I didn't have much choice, or so I told myself. It was Mom, and she needed me. I'd have to swallow any discomfort I felt for her sake. "Yeah, sure," my calm words clashed with my steaming insides. I could put my trunks on again and soon after I could retreat to my room and jerk off.

      But standing in front of Mom, with her socked foot pointing at me, all that restraint and reason went up in flames. I pulled the sock off and she looked up at me, some kind of half-smile on her lips. Could she notice what she was doing to me? Was she enjoying it? She wiggled her toes, then I took her other foot and gingerly unfasted the boot. "The swelling's down a little," I tried to keep my voice conversational to disguise my erratic breathing.

      "That's because you're a good boy and you've taken such good care of me. I don't know now I could pay you back for this, Nick." This time she had a broad, true smile.

      "There's no paying back. This is just what I do, I'm the-"

      "Man of the house," she finished. "And I know you see it that way, but it doesn't change how much I appreciate you. I couldn't do this with anyone else. Too much pride to swallow, I guess. Don't really like strangers seeing me with my tits out either." She chuckled.

      "Don't sweat it. This is what family does. I'm happy to take care of you, Mom. I love you."

      "For God's sake, Nick. You're gonna get me going," her eyes were glassy. She placed her hands on my shoulders and stood. As I slipped her panties off, our eyes met for a fraction of a second and she turned away. Her bush and the bottom curve of her paunch were revealed. I gulped, trying to settle my thudding heart.

      Mom reached behind her, "Don't worry, Mom. I got you. Turn around." I took some pride in the fact that I was so good at unhooking bras. And with my taste in women, the bras did quite a bit of heavy lifting. She wordlessly turned around. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back, and I could see the few, subtle streaks of white in it. Hoping she wouldn't notice, I started my hands at her straps and rubbed her luscious skin from her shoulders down her back to the closure of the bra. I undid one hook, then the next, then the next and with a roll of her shoulders her bra fell to the floor. My hands jerked forward under her arms. It was a signature move of mine, to go for boobs the second they were out. They brushed the sides before I even knew what was happening and I pulled back my wayward hands just quick enough to evade notice. I hoped. Instead I placed my hands on her back, rubbing her up and down.

      Mom made no effort to hide her tits as she turned around. "It feels good to get out of that. You think I still need a bra if I'm lying around the house like this?"

      My eyes darted to her low, swinging breasts, then away. Then back, then away again. "My God, Nick, relax. There's no reason for you to be this jumpy," Mom said. "We've done this already. When you get my age you don't worry about family seeing you naked. You don't have to worry about embarrassing me. You've seen these things plenty of times. Hell, you used to suck on them." She laughed at my expression.

      "Fuckin shit, Mom," I moaned. It wasn't her I was worried about embarrassing. I hoped against hope that I would get to suck on them again.

      I helped Mom into the shower. "You're not wearing those ridiculous things again, are you, Tiger?" She indicated my swimming trunks.

      "Mom... Jesus." I couldn't think of anything else to say.

      "Baby, come on. They're not hiding anything. I can see you're hard."

      "Mom!" I don't remember ever feeling this embarrassed in my life.

      "There's nothing to be ashamed of. You have to let go of all that. How do you think I feel? I'm naked as a jaybird and I'm too gimped up to wash myself. I'd take those things off you myself if I wasn't afraid of falling. Now come on."

      I held my breath and lowered my trembling hands to my trunks. When they came down, my cock whipped up like the arm of a catapult. For a couple of seconds, there was this look on Mom's face. She stared at it, and I could tell she was trying not to. She looked back up at me. "My eyes are up here, Mom." I stepped out of the swimming trunks.

      Now Mom's pale skin glowed red. "Ok, you got me. Is it inappropriate to tell your son he has a nice dick?"

      
        I sighed, "Can't you try to make this a little less awkward?"

      "Babe, I don't know what to tell you," jokes were her go-to for uncomfortable situations.

      I turned on the water and it hit Mom's tits. They shined with the water, and every luscious curve was intensified. She started lathering the washcloth. I thought back to the last time we did this, when I was desperate to touch those magnificent tits. I had felt them pressed into my back at night and I had copped a few shameful feels while she was asleep. But now here they were right in front of me in the light and a feast for my eyes and hands. "Here, Mom," I took the washcloth from her.

      She opened her mouth to protest, but when our eyes met her face froze. She gave a single nod. My hands were shaking more now, and I hoped that the lather of the soap and the washcloth would camouflage it a little. My breath was labored as I touched the top of her chest. The soap suds oozed down her front, dripping off her protrusive nipples. As I moved my hands down, my body heated up even more and I felt as if I would explode. I had to check myself, and not press my cock into her zaftig body.

      The curves of her breasts filled my hands, and they felt like fresh, hot dough. I squeezed and they slipped out with the soap, evading my fingertips. My finger closed on her nipple for a second and she gasped. I spread the soap all over her front, her exquisite belly and boobs squishing and gelatinous under my hungry hands. My hands were trembling even more now, and there was no way she couldn't feel it. There had been chatter last time in the shower, but this time there was silence, Mom's mouth held slightly open, on the verge of speaking but never quite getting there.

      I pushed my hands up under her boobs, and I could completely hide each hand underneath. Something about that drove me wild. I couldn't stop, rubbing, and squishing and pushing. Her body felt exquisite, like nothing I had ever felt before. None of the girls I had ever been with compared.

      Mom cleared her throat, "Ok Nick. I think that's good." She tried to say more but was at a loss for words again. I let the shower water rinse the soap suds from her chest, lifting her tits to get the underside. "Thank you Nick, this is so nice. But please, you don't need to-"

      "Shh," I said. "Just let me take care of you, Mom. I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. I lingered just a little longer than was appropriate, then pulled away. Mom's face was stunned and exalted. She held up her arms and I scrubbed and rinsed under them.

      I moved the washcloth down again, and tapped the insides of her legs so she would spread and let me get her most intimate area. There was nothing she could say to this. I moved down and her belly was right in front of my face. It wiggled as she moved in the most enticing way. It looked as if it was just enough for me to fill both of my hands with her glorious flesh and squeeze. She had asked me to get her pussy last time and I knew she couldn't handle the angle she needed to do it herself. Her eyes were round and I could see the conflict inside. Something in her knew what I was doing, but another part of her was desperately denying it. She placed her right leg up on the stool and put both her hands on my shoulders.

      What we were doing seemed impossible. My senses were filled with Mom's body. This was a point of no return, that both of us would always remember. Even though I had fantasized about crossing this line for nearly a week now, my whole body felt ready to burst with nervous energy.

      Just like last time, I started on the outside. Mom's breath was audible as I rubbed soap onto her lips. I made sure to get her good and lathered before I rinsed her off, then I spread her open with one hand. There was her clit again, standing proud and engorged. I rubbed soap in her canyon and gave her clit a slight tickle. She tried to hide it, but a little gasp escaped her lips.

      I touched her clit again, this time giving it short rubs with my thumb. There were little twitches in her body and I looked up at her. Her blazing blue eyes stared down at me. With my eyes I boldly looked into hers, and silently said, Is this good, Mom? Tell me to stop if you want me to. But I prayed that she wouldn't tell me to stop.

      I pressed down and flopped her clit from side to side and her body shook again. Then she smiled and squeezed my shoulders. It was the answer I needed. I circled her clit with my finger and thumb, and gave it little pinching rubs. Mom was trying to hide the little moans she made. Maybe she thought she could with the noise of the shower. I pressed and stroked, and her hips began to pump ever so slightly, encouraging my strokes.

      But I wanted more. I needed more and I knew she did too. I dropped the washcloth and penetrated her with my other middle finger, only up to my first knuckle. Looking back up at her, there was something like fear mixed with excitement on her face. My face told her that the offer stood. I'll stop if you tell me to. She squeezed my shoulders again and I pressed my other finger into her. I reached the deepest part of her and rubbed the little velvety patch on the ceiling. Her eyes popped open, and this time there was no hiding the groan that came out of her mouth.

      Both hands worked now, circling, squeezing, and rubbing. A little whimper came out of Mom's open mouth, and now her hips were pumping in earnest. My attention became more intense, teasing and stimulating those two magic parts of her. Her jaw was dropped open and she whimpered and moaned with her pleasure.

      Mom's chest was starting to heave with deep breaths and her face became more and more enraptured. She gave a sudden jerk. "Nick!" came a tortured wail from her throat. Her nails dug into my shoulders and her entire body quaked. One deep, animal moan after another came out of her and her body writhed and shuddered with her climax.

      
        
      

      "Nick," again she said my name and looked me in my eyes this time. Her eyelids were heavy and her face was red and grotesque from her orgasm. As her orgasm calmed, she opened her mouth. "Yes," she whispered.

      I stood up and put my hands on her shoulders. "That..." Mom said, but she was again at a loss for words. This time she leaned forward and our lips touched, just a little longer than last time.

      —

      On summer nights like this I always slept with the window open. The fresh air felt great and you could hear night animals outside. The curtains billowed and waved with the breeze. The rest of the shower was uneventful, awkward even. I had helped Mom dry off and get dressed. She told me she was feeling a bit loopy and I put her to bed while I watched TV in the living room.

      I tried not to think too much about it. Every emotion I had collided together in my head. I found myself pouring a drink and downed it faster than I should have. What had I done? I still couldn't wrap my mind around it, either the morality of it or how I felt. My blood was on fire with excitement, but I didn't know what the future held for us.

      When I arrived in the bedroom, I could hear Mom's steady breath. I slipped into bed, doing my best not to wake her up. Still, when I lay down I heard a sharp intake of breath. Mom rolled over and placed her head on my chest. "I was wondering when you'd come to bed, Tiger." She placed her hand on my chest and rubbed up and down the front of my body, running her fingers through my chest hair. My cock took notice.

      Mom kissed my shoulder and my neck. "Mom, I-"

      "Shh, Nick. Just relax." Her hand ran over my stomach. She kissed my neck again, and I looked down to face her. Her face was just an inch from mine. Our lips touched, and we froze, holding them there. She kissed me again, and the third time she kissed me her mouth opened. Just a half a beat behind her, my mouth opened too. A jolt ran through me as her tongue touched mine. My dick was rapidly rising now, and within seconds I was fully hard. She leaned into me, and our tongues and lips mashed together. I was flooded with her taste and smell, and a contented puff of air came out her nose. "You're a good boy," she whispered and her hand teased the waist of my boxers. We kissed again, devouring each other in our passion. As our lips were locked, I felt Mom slip her hand under my waistband.

      
        "Mom, what...?"

      "I told you, you've been a good boy for me. I don't know where I would be without you, Baby. Now just stay quiet and let your old Mom take care of you." We kissed again, and my body jerked as her fingers slid onto my bellend. She pulled back, her smiling face looking down at me. It was in her eyes, just like it had been in mine. I'll stop if you tell me to, but please don't tell me to. Her fingertips became slick with my precum and she traced a finger down my shaft.

      The moment felt unreal. Making her cum in the shower was crazy enough, and I thought she would be upset about it, that the two of us let the heat of the moment make us do stupid things. But the look in her eyes was content, grateful even. I wondered how long it had been since a guy made her cum. "Good boy," she mouthed, and closed her fingers around the shaft of my cock. Her other arm around me tightened, and she started, excruciatingly slow, to move her fist up and down the length of my dick.

      Even as I reached to pull my boxers down, I opened my mouth to express my doubt, my misgivings. But I couldn't get the words out. Her huge tits pressed into my side, and I felt the hardness of her nipples. I reached over and closed my fingers around her boob, exquisite and doughy. Her hard nipple pressed into my palm. Mom gave a little giggle, and her hand stroked me just a little faster. I rolled her nipple between my fingers and gave it a little pinch. Mom giggled, "That feels nice, Baby." She paused a moment, considering what she was going to say next. "You think you'd still like to suck on your old Mom's tits, Baby?"

      All I could do was nod my head. She pulled off her thin t-shirt and brought her massive tit to my mouth. It covered my lower face like a heavy blanket, and I took her nipple into my mouth. "Good boy," she said, stroking my hair back. Her grip on my cock tightened, and she rubbed more of my precum into her palm, lubricating her strokes. I flicked her nipple back and forth in her mouth and gave it a little bite, making Mom give a little yelp. I lightly nibbled her nipple, and her mouth opened, "Yeah, Tiger, that feels good."

      My body glowed with excitement, every nerve I had set on fire. Though I was in the middle of it, I still couldn't believe this was happening. Mom's hand was clenched around my cock and her tit was in my mouth. I kept sucking, nibbling, and licking, much to Mom's delight.

      Mom got up and pulled her other boob out from beside me. "Can't play favorites, Nick. I promise this one is just as sweet." She was right, and I took her other nipple into my mouth as she laid her heavy breast across my face. I grabbed her other tit, and pinched and yanked her nipple, still slick from my saliva.

      
        That feeling was building up inside me and I knew it wouldn't be long. I could tell that this was going to be a big orgasm. After how long I had obsessed over Mom and how gorgeous she looked naked and wet in the shower, it had to be. Mom's tit blocked some of her face, but I could see she was smiling. "Baby, you take such good care of me." She said. With her words I felt the mad rush of my cum inside me, blasting out of my balls and through my cock.

      My member bucked, and the cum shot out, free to fly now that my boxers were off. I went mostly up on my stomach, but plenty of it landed on Mom's hand, too. The orgasm ripped through me, bringing a dose of pain and straining along with intense pleasure. "Fuck!" I moaned, and my body shook with the force of my climax. My cock was so sensitive now, but Mom kept rubbing, her hand slick and filthy with my cum now. The last jet of cum came, and every trembling muscle of my body clenched with it.

      Mom's hand was still around my cock as it started to deflate. She kissed my neck and shoulder again. "I wanted to give you something back," she whispered in my ear. And I turned to kiss her again.

      She eventually fell asleep on my chest, her heavy, sweating tits squished against my side. I don't know how long I lay there just listening to her breathing. Did this mean what we did in the shower wasn't a fluke? If not, then she would want more. But if she was just "giving back" as she said, then we were even. I found I couldn't decide if I wanted this to continue, as complicated, weird, and perverted as it was, or if I just wanted to forget about it.

      I ran my hand down Mom's arm, it was smooth as silk. Her whole body was like that, smooth and tender and so soft. My hand moved over the sweet rolls to her side, then closed around them, filling my hand with the fat of her belly. Mom stirred beside me, but this time I didn't take my hand off. I turned to face her, and kept running my hand over the thick flesh of her body. First her belly, then her sides, then her divine tits. Mom kissed my chest and shoulders, but didn't say anything.

      Any time I had sex or jacked off, it would be a while before I could get hard again. But to my amazement, I felt the blood rushing down to my naked cock as I filled my hands with Mom's hot flesh. "That was nice, Mom."

      "I'm glad you liked it. I can tell you're enjoying your old mom's body. No need for talking now."

      My hand roamed her body, becoming quicker and more fervent with each second. It was like there was no end to her curves. I touched her round ass, which I could get a handful of even with her panties on. Her thighs were similarly thick. This wasn't exactly like being with a girl and really feeling her body for the first time. I mean, this body had been there with me all along. I got little tastes here and there from hugs and casual touches. So it wasn't a completely new experience, finally finding out what Mom's heavenly body felt like.

      
        
      

      Just as quick as last time I was hard again. Mom was too busy looking into my eyes and kissing me to notice it. That is, until I poked its wet tip into her fat belly. "Oh!" she cried. "That was quick, Tiger. You excited again?"

      I nodded and moved my cock down her body, rubbing the precum on her thigh. The look on her face told me that she knew where I was headed, and like before it was equal parts fear and excitement. My hand moved down her body to match my cock, and I placed it right on her pussy. I felt the moisture and heat even through her panties, and she spread her legs in acquiescence. I locked eyes with her, telling her that this was the path I wanted to take, no matter the consequences. Just like her hands had, I hooked my thumb into the waist of her panties, searching for that look in her eyes. I pulled them down slightly, this was the last chance she had to tell me that this was wrong, that we were insane and perverted to do this, that she only covered her hand in my cum because she was "paying me back."

      But she said nothing, and I slid her wet panties off. She moved her legs and they fell off completely. I rolled over her, the shock on her face turning to a smile. Placed between her legs, I looked down at her. Just like in the video I had watched, she was dewey and round. My head spun with the memory of seeing her there, and the dream I never thought would be real underneath me. Her tits splayed to the side, but they were bigger and more luscious than before. Her belly wiggled and jiggled just a bit more than she had in the video. Her face was just as elated and bright as the video, but she bore the subtle lines added by the seventeen years in between. She looked just as beautiful and enticing, even more.

      My cock slid down her body, and rested against her pussy lengthwise. She was sweltering and flooding, heating and wetting my eager cock. My dick resting in her Venus cleft was wet and dirty from her arousal. Just like she had in the video, she held her breath in anticipation of my penetration, and those scant few seconds were magical to me, like a fantasy that had sprung whole from my mind.

      I maneuvered my member so the head pressed against her slit, and applied the slightest bit of pressure. She was absolutely lost in the moment, her eyes round and her jaw slack. I increased the pressure on her pussy just slightly now, and her burning lips parted, drawing a deep gasp from her. Her eyes were still wide and disbelieving. Perhaps this felt impossible to her too, or that it was the most natural thing imaginable. Either way, her arousal was identical to mine, dripping and on fire. My cock moved with the initial slowness that her hand had at first, every fraction of an inch an eternity. I felt Mom's inner walls clench and tremble around me, and the juice of her pussy flowed out and onto the bed and my lap. After the initial gasp, Mom's chest heaved with her breath, causing her tits to move like the waves in a pond from a pebble.

      
        Her deep breaths turned to moans as I penetrated deeper into her. Her eyes still bore the shock of the event unfolding. Her delicious insides slid past me as I got deeper inside. Finally, my cock hit the back of her pussy and she whimpered with the impact. "Nick..." she moaned.

      "I'm taking care of you Mom. After all-"

      "You're the man of the house, Baby. You're being such a good boy now, Nick. Your cock feels so good inside Mommy's pussy. God it's been so long..." She threw her head back and I could see the veins standing out in her neck.

      "You need this," I whispered. "You need a good man with a good cock to give you what you deserve."

      "Yes, Baby. Give me that cock! I want it so bad."

      I started fucking her in earnest now, pumping my dick in and out of her. Were this just any other girl, I would be slow and methodical, but I was overwhelmed with my passion for this woman, the most important woman in my life in so many ways. My thrusts accelerated, and soon the room was filled with the obscene squelching of her wet pussy being pounded. Just like in the video, Mom's tits bounced and circled. Even more so now, as much bigger as they were. As we got going they even hit her in the face, which put no dampener at all on her moans of ecstacy.

      I seized one bouncing, flowing boob and pinched her blushing nipple, rolling it between my fingers and pulling it. "Yes, Baby," Mom hissed.

      Soon her entire body was shaking with my thrusts. Just like her boobs, her belly jiggled and bounced. Her hair was spread out around her face, and her mouth was open and wailing with her pleasure. Mom pulled on her legs, spreading them apart to get my dick inside her as deep and hard as I could thrust.

      Her breaths quickened even more. "Baby, Mommy's gonna cum soon. Keep doing what you're doing!" I did, and plowed continuously into the same spot. Mom tileted her hips to make sure it was the exact right spot. Her head was thrown back now, and her mouth open wide as a snake unhinging its jaw.

      When her eyes popped open, I knew it was happening. Mom's groan was low and guttural, and her pussy clenched and shuddered and pushed against my cock. Her back bowed and she went from wide eyed to squeezing them shut. "Fuck!" The word was long and drawn out and slow. It came out as something between a growl and a keen, and her chest rose and fell with her deep breaths.

      
        
      

      Mom's whole body shook, seized by the power of her climax. By then, her reaction, her greedy, grabbing pussy, and her moans were enough to push me over the edge. Despite it being my second orgasm of the night, it was like a volcano inside me. It shot through me so hard again that it hurt.

      Mom opened her eyes and looked at me, coming down, but still in the throes of her passion. "Good boy, cum inside Mommy! Good boy!" I did cum inside Mommy, my cock shooting over and over and over. I thought my whole body would shoot out the end of my member. Where I had come out, now I was shooting in.

      When I finished, I had just enough strength to prop myself over her, looking down at her skin shining with sweat. I lowered myself down onto her, our bodies slick and sliding. This time I lay my head on her chest, her tits like pillows. She ran her fingers through my hair, but said nothing. Just like she had, I fell asleep on top of her.

      —

      When I woke up I gave Mom an appropriate kiss before I went to work. Her face was unreadable, but something about it told me there was sure to be some kind of difficult conversation when I got home. I'm certainly no casanova, but I had sense enough to know that you don't come in cold when you have to have a tough conversation with a woman. I picked up a couple of bottles of wine and some chocolates. Mom would probably love having tacos tonight too, so I picked up what I needed for that.

      She was on my mind all day. I didn't even know where I wanted to go from here. Well, I knew what I wanted, I just didn't know what would be the right decision. The night before had been a fantasy come to life, like nothing I had ever experienced with a woman. A corner of my mind wondered if it really even happened and wasn't just a degenerate dream. Just thinking about her at work got me hard and hot. But what would the fallout of all this be? I asked myself what I would think if I found out one of my friends had fucked his mom. Somehow, knowing how forbidden, how dirty it was made me want it more. It was like Mom and my special secret.

      And in the moral minefield of it all, I knew that I was doing what I was supposed to. I was caring for her. If I broke things off, would she go back to some guy who treated her like shit? There had been just one or two decent guys she had been with in the seventeen years since Dad had passed.

      So as I approached the front door I stopped and took a few deep breaths. There was no slacking to my rapid heartbeat, and I was sweating enough for a bead to drip down the side of my face. And I didn't have any hope of calming my hardon. My hand trembled as I turned the doorknob.

      
        
      

      Mom was on the couch, her face bright and grinning when I came in. "Well, look who comes bearing gifts." She had on an old t-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. It was as unsexy an outfit as I could imagine, but I'll be damned if she didn't look gorgeous to me.

      I set the groceries down and sat next to Mom. I leaned in to kiss her like I had this morning. Our lips touched, and to my shock hers opened, and our barely appropriate kiss turned sinful. I reciprocated and our tongues and lips slid together, her exquisite taste filling my mouth. When our kiss ended her face was blushing and overwhelmed. Her passion had surprised her almost as much as it surprised me.

      Her eyes flashed from my lips to my eyes and I leaned forward again, our lips locking and our teeth clicking together. I put my hand on her thigh, then moved under her shirt to her belly, where I pinched and squeezed a luscious roll from it. I felt Mom's hand on my chest. "Nick, wait..." she shook her head, her eyes desperate.

      "Mom, don't you-?"

      "I can't right now. There's just so much..." Her eyes pleaded for me to understand. "Why don't we have dinner and you can unwind a little?"

      I wanted to tear her top off. I wanted to see her ass quivering in front of me as I rammed my cock into her, over and over. Last night still seemed like a dream, but clearly, from Mom's reaction, it was not. "Sorry, Mom."

      "Baby, there's nothing to apologize for. I mean God," she glanced at the bottles of wine and chocolates, "You'd think you were coming home to your girlfriend. You're gonna get lucky with stuff like this."

      Fuck me. She must have been extremely uncomfortable to be saying shit like this. "Mom, Jesus."

      I went into the kitchen and started cooking. "Hey, no starting without me," I called as I saw Mom pick up a bottle of wine.

      "Aww, you're no fun," she grouched.

      
        "I think we both know that's not true," I gave her a sidelong glance, immediately regretting my words. Why did we have to talk about this? Can't we just get to it? But it was a foolish thought. Of course we had to talk about it.

      Mom and I ate in relative quiet. She asked me about work, and the lulls in our conversation were filled by the sound of the TV. We were starting on the second bottle of wine as we finished. "No, Mom. I'll get all the dishes. Don't get up." I picked up her plate before she had a chance to argue.

      "I can still move, you know."

      I smirked, " I don't want to be cleaning up broken plates," I said. She chuckled and shook her head.

      When I bent down to help Mom up, the look in her eyes froze me. Again we kissed, and I lapped up the residual flavor of wine in her mouth. My hand, on its own accord, shot forward and kneaded her doughy boob. She cooed with pleasure. "Hold on, Nick," she said, but I barely heard her. "Wait!" There was steel in her voice this time.

      "But Mom," I said, taking her hand. Her eyes were starry and her face red, both with the wine and her lust. I helped her to the couch and sat next to her, putting my arm around her shoulders. This close I could smell her, the meat, seasoning, and alcohol on her breath, her sweat, her mildly fragrant deodorant. Her shoulders were warm under my touch.

      She turned to face me, and once more I went in for a kiss. Our lips touched, and Mom pressed my chest again. "Damn it, just wait a minute. Just hold on." Mom was visibly aroused, and was taking deep breaths to calm herself. "Shit, Nick." She shook her head.

      "Mom, I..." I searched for what to say. I wasn't sorry, I wasn't sad or upset, and she wasn't either. "I love you, Mom."

      "I love you too, Baby. But there's a few things we have to work out."

      I sighed, "Yeah, I know."

      "What happened last night, happened," she spoke deliberately. "I still don't quite know what it was, but it happened."

      
        "Mom, it was amazing," I gulped. "You're so gorgeous and sexy, and I've never wanted-"

      "Nick, please."

      "You have to feel the same way. Wasn't it great for you too?"

      Mom met my eyes for a few seconds, her eyes blazing with desire. But she turned away, "Yeah, Tiger. It was a hell of a thing. It's been years since a guy has made me cum, and I hadn't cum that hard in God knows how long." She covered her mouth. "But that's not the point."

      "It's not? I want to make you happy, Mom!" This was going off the rails. I felt like if I insisted hard enough that this was the right thing that I could forget how wrong it was. "Am I not making you happy?"

      "Baby..." she sighed. "What you did for me in the shower and in bed made me so happy, it's just..." My hand on Mom's thigh moved up her body, sneaking under her shirt again. Her face was alarmed, but she didn't say anything. My hand moved up to her tit, which I was delighted to find was braless and free. Under her boob she was hot and slick with sweat. I squeezed her breast in my hand, rolling her nipple between my fingers. She gasped.

      Mom opened her mouth to say something, but I tamped it with my own mouth. At first she pulled away, but then she grasped my shoulder and pulled me into her. We devoured each other. "Baby, we can't," she murmured, but her voice was weak.

      "I've been thinking about it all day, Mom."

      Mom moved her hand up my thigh and over my hard cock. "Holy shit, he's ready to go isn't he?" She said when our lips parted.

      "You have no idea what you do to me."

      "And now that you've wined and dined me you want to fuck your old Mom again, don't you?"

      All I could do was nod dumbly. "You fucked Mommy damn good last night, Baby. I've been thinking about that cock inside me all day." She pulled up the bottom of her shirt, her huge tits swinging free. Her nipples were hard and blushing. I kissed down her neck, my kisses leaving cooling spots on her hot flesh. I kissed her chest, my hungry hands kneading and pinching her tits. Mom's breath fluttered in my ears. When I licked around her nipple, Mom trembled. "You wanna suck on Mommy's tits, Tiger? You've been such a good boy. You deserve a treat."

      "Yes, Mom," I muttered, my mouth pressed against the flesh of her boob. My tongue darted out and licked around the edge of her tan areola. I pinched and pulled the other nipple.

      "Mmm, Baby that feels so good." Mom's voice was a husky whisper.

      My other hand moved from her thigh and rubbed Mom's crotch. I could feel her heat and moisture even through her shorts. "Good boy, you're making Mommy's pussy so wet."

      "Can I fuck you, Mommy?" My own words sounded strange in my throat.

      "Touch my pussy first, Baby. Help Mommy get her pants off." She squirmed into position on the couch and I yanked her pants down. The breeze that came carried the sweet aroma of her wetness. I breathed in deep through my nose.

      "You smell so good, Mom." I gasped.

      "You've just got Mommy so wet. It's all for you, my good boy. But now you have to take some of your clothes off too. I want to see that handsome cock."

      "Yes, Mom," I said, and soon my cock was free and wagging. The tip had been wet since I had walked in the door.

      Her eyes were fixed on my dick now, and I could see the lustful hunger in them. She took my hand and placed it on her bush, dark and stuck together with her juices. Her lips were slick as I started to rub. "Good boy, be a gentleman and get Mommy's pussy nice and ready for that dick. Show me I raised you right."

      I traced her lips, and Mom sighed as she spread her legs. Slowly I penetrated her, and felt the full extent of her wetness. She burned around my finger, and I quickly found her swollen, tender clit. Mom gasped as I rubbed it. "Oh, God, Baby! Yeah that's it!"

      "How's that feel in your pussy, Mom?"

      
        
      

      "Mmm, so good. My pussy is almost ready for that handsome cock."

      Just like last night, a sense of unreality closed around me. My cock was so hard it felt like it would explode. I had loved looking down at Mom, her tits bouncing and her face in ecstasy. But there was something else I wanted today, something I had fantasized about for so long. I worked up my courage, "Mom?"

      "Yes, Baby."

      "I want to look at your ass while I fuck you." As embarrassed as it felt, I was glad the words were out.

      "Have you been looking at Mommy's fat butt, Tiger?" I nodded. "Well you can have Mommy any way you want today as long as I can have that dick in my pussy."

      "Thank you Mommy," was all I could say.

      "Ok, help your old mom up." I gingerly grabbed Mom around the middle, my boner flopping against her thigh. She finally rolled over the couch, her ass in the air. My hands trembled as I seized her cheeks and pulled them apart. The videos were nothing compared to what I saw before me. Her ass had gotten bigger over the years, and my fingers sank into its doughy flesh. My heart was in my throat, and it took a conscious effort not to slam my cock into her at that moment.

      As her ass parted in front of me, her dripping wet mound and her pulsing asshole became visible. Her passionate aroma wafted into my face. "Mommy, you smell so good," I said.

      "You like Mommy's big butt?" She shook it back and forth in front of me. I was overwhelmed.

      I thrusted forward, my cock hitting just to the side of her pussy. "Good boy, you're so hard Baby. Ready to fuck Mommy?"

      "Yes, Mom," I said. I pushed my member into her slit, instantly feeling her wetness.

      "Put that cock in your Mommy's pussy, Baby."

      
        
      

      I pushed, and my cock slid into Mom's pussy, slow and steady. Mom gasped, then groaned. "God, damn, Baby. You've got me so close to cumming already."

      My dick slid into her little by little. Her pussy's juice dribbled down the insides of her legs and onto the couch. "You feel so good, Mommy." I hissed.

      "That's the pussy you came out of, Baby. You like being back in, don't you?"

      I pushed more, and was met with more moans from Mom. I felt her insides tense and twitch around me, and I pushed harder to make my way in. With every fraction of an inch Mom gasped and groaned. With each twitch and moan her butthole puckered. Finally my dick hit against her back wall, the deepest part of her.

      Tightening my grip on her sweating ass, I started to pump my hips in and out. "Good boy, fuck Mommy like that. You're gonna make me cum soon, Baby." I obeyed, and pulled out until my cock almost popped out of her dripping slit, then I pushed back in. She tightened around me, so I had to push harder each time.

      My hands sank into the cheeks of her butt, and I sped up. Her plump ass started to ripple as I fucked her. It was enticing and I felt control slipping away, fucking her faster and faster.

      Mom tried to say something, but her words were wiped away by feral groans and growls. Her whole body trembled, and her belly and tits flapped under her as her body quaked with my pounding. By now her pussy had seized me, and it squelched and smacked with our deviant fucking. I was banging as hard and fast as I could now, and Mom's back started to bow, pushing her ass even further into her air. Her insides squeezed and pushed, and she let out a strangled, "Fuuuuucccckkkkkk!"

      Her own cum bubbled out of her, soaking the already damp couch. Each thrust was a splash now, and I felt as if I would drown in her climax. Her long, low groan was replaced by fevered, moaning gasps. I felt my own orgasm welling up inside me, and I felt a touch of fear at its looming power.

      Mom's body was starting to cool. "Fuck, Baby. Mommy can't believe how hard you made her cum. God damn, I don't remember the last time I've been fucked like this."

      "Mommy, I'm gonna cum, soon," I lamely spit out.

      
        "Good boy. Cum in Mommy's pussy. Give me that cum!"

      Mom's words were just what I needed, and the climax lanced through my cock, exploding out the end. I steeled myself for the rapture of it, but it was no use. My body thrashed with the first pump of cum, and it tore through me so hard, it burned my cock. I moaned deep in my throat, a sound unlike I had ever heard myself make. Shot after shot fired through my helpless dick, filling Mom with the cum she needed.

      It seemed like an eternity that my orgasm rampaged through me, but the final pumps came, and with the last one my groans were little more than wheezes and my body was wretched as every muscle tensed.

      I trembled for a moment, my fingernails digging into Mom's exquisite ass. My muscles turned to jelly, and I slumped over her slick, sweaty back. My body slipped off her, and tumbled onto the couch. When I righted myself, I lay back on the couch, immobilized by my fatigue. Mom was leaning over me, her face adoring and elated. Our hot mutual cum dripped down the inside of her thighs.

      We kissed one last time, and it was the most tender of all of them. Our tongues lazily rubbed together, to match out lethargic bodies. "Love you Baby," Mom whispered. "You gave Mommy just what she needed."

      —

      Mom went to bed after I hassled her a little about not taking pain pills tonight because of the wine. I wasn't happy to be left with my own thoughts. I knew that the first time we fucked that Mom was into it, or at least didn't mind. But after this time, it was like my desire was supercharged. The shit that had come out of her mouth, the madness in her eyes, her eager hands, those things told the story in much starker terms. Mom wanted this just as much as I did.

      I had thought before that Mom might be completely averse to this, that she would see the danger and depravity and stop me. But now there was no turning back. Her voluptuous body was asleep just a few steps away in my bedroom. She would be hot and willing if I spent just a cursory amount of time getting her ready. Meanwhile my own cock was nearly completely up and ready just thinking about her.

      There was no resisting now. The fantasy that I had denied even existed was real and tangible and eager in front of me. Even if I had misgivings, even if I knew it was wrong, though I couldn't articulate why, I couldn't say no. I mean it seems obvious on the surface. You shouldn't fuck your mom. But she was too old to have kids, it was just us at home and we were lonely and hurting remembering Dad. Each of us had what the other needed and could give it lovingly to each other. Wouldn't it be wrong to deny that?

      I could only sit so long with a raging hardon when she was this close. The curtains of my window billowed in the darkness of the bedroom. I tiptoed to my side of the bed, hoping not to wake Mom, at least not yet.

      The bed sagged under my weight, "Nick," Mom said.

      "Hey Mom," I whispered. "Were you not asleep?"

      She turned over, her shoulders bare with the tank top she wore to bed. The rest of her body was hidden under the covers. I reached down and felt the silky smoothness of her panties, resting my hand on her thigh. I squeezed, my fingers sinking into her pillowy flesh. God she felt amazing.

      "No, I guess not," she said. "I wasn't expecting you to come to bed so soon."

      I smiled and leaned in to kiss her. I could feel my heart beating in my lips. When our lips touched, she tilted her head and our mouths interlocked, our tongues rubbing together. Our wet smacks filled the room. Her blue eyes blazed, and she opened her mouth to say something. I didn't let her, my own mouth muffling hers, and we devoured each other again. My blood burned.

      My hand moved up her side, pinching her exquisite belly. Mom made a contented hum. As we continued kissing, I pushed her shirt up. I couldn't decide on which part of her body I wanted to touch. Truly I wanted to touch every part at once. My hand closed around her breast.

      "Nick, hold on," she said. I squeezed her massive tit and teased her nipple with my fingers, promoting a sigh from her. "No, Baby. Wait." She seized my hand and gently, but firmly moved it away.

      "Mom, what?" I tried to keep the disappointment from my voice.

      "Just... we have to talk about this."

      "What's there to talk about?" I leaned in and kissed her, just as passionately as I had before. I felt her body falling into it too. She wanted it despite her words of apprehension.

      
        
      

      She pressed her hand against my chest. "Nick, please." Mom's voice was desperate this time, and when I opened my eyes, her face was filled with fear. "Don't you think this is wrong?"

      "What's wrong about it?"

      "Jesus, Nick. I'm your mother. It's wrong and perverted."

      "Don't tell me this feels wrong," I squeezed her tit again.

      "Damn it, listen to me," her voice had steel in it now. "This isn't right. A boy can't be with his Mom, for Christ's sake. It's not good for us. Baby, it's incest."

      Even knowing what we were doing, that word hit me like a brick. But somehow the shame made me even more aroused. "It's not bad, Mom. Aren't you enjoying it?"

      "Even if I am, that doesn't mean it's good for us."

      "It's not like you're gonna have a baby. Your baby making days are done." Mom's face was shocked, "Come on Mom, it's not an insult. You know it's true." I grinned, "And you know you're still hot as fuck."

      She took a deep breath. "Well, that may be true, but it's still not right."

      "Why not?" I forced myself not to grope her, and settled for an affectionate rub on her side.

      "It's not good for us mentally. A mother and son relationship is different and they don't overlap."

      "Mom, we need each other right now. I know how much you're struggling, and I am too. I miss Dad, and I'm the man of the house like I said. I know I can help you and make you feel good. It's an act of love, Mom."

      Mom shook her head, her eyes darting around in desperate thought. "We need each other. Name one guy you've been with that has treated you as well as I do."

      
        
      

      "Nick, that's not-"

      "I love you and respect you, it's just what you need. I know this feels right to you. Come on Mom, you can't name one guy who treated you as well as I do."

      Mom's blue eyes shone in the dark. "Your dad."

      There was silence for a few seconds. When Mom spoke it was barely above a whisper. "You've become so much like your dad. A good man like him."

      "That's what I'm saying, Mom..." I reached up and cradled her face.

      "I... I can't," her voice was hoarse.

      "You can't give me a reason, though. You want it too. Let me take care of you, Mom."

      She gulped, then tried to speak and cleared her throat. "Ashley," she said.

      "What about her?"

      "Baby, she's a good girl. This isn't fair to her. You're cheating."

      I stared at her. This was the last argument I was expecting. I remembered the last time Ashley and I were together, when Mom was the only thing in my mind. I gulped. "Cheating?" Fuck, I knew she was right, even though this wasn't the actual reason she didn't want to do this. It really wasn't right to do this to Ashley, no matter how much I wanted Mom.

      "Baby, I raised you better than that. I know it already happened, but everyone makes mistakes. If we stop now." She couldn't meet my gaze. "If we stop now you can go back with Ashley and she'll never know. She wouldn't be crazy enough to think you were fucking your mom." She gave a forced smile.

      "Mom..."

      
        
      

      "You know this isn't right. We need to just leave this behind now."

      I took a deep breath. "But you still want it, even if it's wrong." Mom shook her head. "Come on, Mom. Don't lie to me. That was the best you've been fuckled in years. I've never felt like that."

      "I..." Mom gulped, a tear running down the side of her cheek. "You're right. I love you, NIck, and I love how you felt inside of me. But it's a disaster waiting to happen. Please."

      "Ok, Mom." I whispered. It seemed the path forward was clear.

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      I have to say a word in my defence here. Of course, I knew what Mom meant. And I'll be damned if it didn't make me feel sick doing this. But this is what you're supposed to do, isn't it? When you fall out of love, especially when there's someone else, you can't string someone along.

      I sure as hell didn't tell Ashley that I was fucking Mom. And when I cried talking to her it was for real. Who can really fake cry anyway? When I called, I did my best to keep it as vague as possible. It was true that I didn't have those feelings for her anymore, and I could tell she was afraid of the fallout from last time I couldn't get hard for her. She told me it was ok, she even apologized for not being able to keep me hard, which made me feel like even more of a heel.

      But most of the apologies ended up being mine, which was the way it should have been anyway. By the end of our conversation, she was more angry than contrite. I hung up the phone with a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach and I was aloof with Mom all that day. It was probably a relief to her. She didn't ask me to help her shower that night, and though I didn't say anything about it, I was disappointed. I was tempted to go into the bathroom and look at her anyway, but I realized there was no way I could play it off as an accident.

      Ashley: At least tell me. Is it someone else? Fuck, Nick. Don't do this to me!

      Ashley: Answer me, you fucking coward.

      Nick: I've fallen out of love, Ashley. It happens.

      
        
      

      Ashley: Bullshit, it happens. You're cheating.

      Nick: I'm not cheating.

      I turned my phone off. I couldn't deal with this right now. I was really struggling to frame this in a way that wasn't completely selfish, and Ashley wasn't helping. The truth was that this was all just from my perverted desires, and there was no denying it.

      Mom got to bed before me, like usual, and she was awake when I got there, though she tried to pretend she wasn't. I heaved the kind of sigh I did when I was a kid and my team lost. "Baby, hey," Mom said. "You ok?"

      My back was turned to her. I don't know what I wanted at that moment. Maybe I wanted her to hug and comfort me and tell me I made the right decision, maybe come up with some kind of wild justification that this was the right thing to do. Part of me wanted her to leave me alone so she couldn't see how distraught I was. It was embarrassing. And obviously, part of me wanted to roll on top of her and stick my cock so deep inside her as it would come out her mouth.

      So I rolled to face her. It's not like I could hide from her, I never could. "Mom," I muttered, and wanted to tell her, but nothing came out. I just shook my head.

      She stared at me for a few moments, her face little more than a dark outline in the night. She knew what was wrong, and in spite of myself, I felt the blood pumping into my dick and raising it, getting ready for action. She put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed it. "Tiger, you know this was never meant to be."

      I took her hand in mine and leaned forward to kiss her. "Baby, no-" but her voice was cut off by my mouth covering hers. For half a heartbeat she pulled her head away, but then her hand tightened around mine and she pressed into me, our mouths fitting together. My tongue stirred, and moved forward, but hers checked mine, thrusting into my mouth. I tasted her again, and it charged my body even more, my cock now fully inflated and moving toward her with renewed vigor.

      Mom's face was full of anguish. "Nick, you know we can't do this." I moved closer to her and my member rubbed against her thigh. There was nothing she could say to calm me now. We had done it before, and there was no going back, it was stuck in my head. Her hand slid down, and I could feel her trying to hold it back, but it was no use. She ran her palm along my shaft, and a tremor ran though my body.

      
        
      

      "You want this as bad as I do, Mom. There's no reason to fight it." I pressed the rest of my body into her, and we kissed again, her breath hissing out of her nose. It was as I said, I had never wanted anyone like I wanted her. My heart was pounding and I filled my hand with her tit, her nipple already erect and hard. We rolled, and I was partially on top of her. One of her hands held my cock while the other rubbed my back. I kissed her chin, then kissed down her chest.

      "Baby, stop." Her voice was a gasping whisper. I kissed her collarbone and shoulder, pulling down the strap of her undershirt. Her pillowy boob felt heavenly under my lips, and I teased her nipple, kissing around it. "God damn it, Nick. Knock it off!"

      The sharpness of her voice made me recoil, and she made a supreme act of will to pull her hand away from my engorged member. I looked up at her, my face sunk into her massive tit, her nipple sticking into my cheek. "Mom, we both want this, why can't you accept that? I know it makes you feel weird, but there's no reason to fight it."

      She pushed me away from her, and I made my own act of will to not lean back into her. The hope I had was slipping away and I felt a trickle of panic. "Nick... fuck. We've been over this. We can't. It's not good for us."

      "You need this, Mom. I've seen how you are." She couldn't hide anything from me either now. "I've never seen you this lonely since... you know."

      "This is something I have to go through, Nick." She struggled to keep her voice even. "You can take care of me without..." she gulped, "fucking me."

      "I'm lonely too, Mom. I loved Dad too, and I've been thinking about him as much as you have. Just let me do this for you!" Neither of us believed this was a selfless act on my part. I would have said anything, and all that was holding back was my love for her and respect for her words.

      "We can't do this and have separate lives, Nick. There's a reason family members and sex stay separate. Fuck me, I can't believe I have to explain this to you."

      "Your relationships outside of our family have been shit, Mom. When was the last time you felt like this? Mine haven't been much better."

      
        She shook her head, defeated by the combination of her desire and my persistence. "Ashley," she whispered, a tear falling down her cheek. "You can't do this when you're with her, Baby. I'm sorry."

      I gulped. "We broke up."

      "What?" Mom was incredulous. "She was a nice girl, Baby. That was fucking stupid! Why would you do something like that?"

      I locked eyes with her, hoping mine would convey the sincerity of my words. "For you."

      "For...?" Her eyes were wide, and that was the moment I could see the resistance crumbling behind them. Ashley was her last, desperate defense, her last resort to tell me (and herself) that no matter how right this felt, it was wrong. She took my hand again, and squeezed so hard it hurt.

      We crashed into each other, rubbing and kissing and stroking and licking every part of each other's bodies we could reach. I was floating, my hope having been rekindled. This was happening. "You son of bitch," she hissed, but she was smiling.

      "Guilty as charged," I said as I rolled over on top of her, letting the implications of my words sink in. I pulled her top so recklessly that it hung up on her arm and nearly tore. Her majestic tits were under me now, jiggling and wagging and shaking with her fervent movement. I reached down to pinch her nipple, and rolled it between my fingers. I could see the dark blush at their tips, even in the meager moonlight. I could feel my pounding heart in my extremities.

      "Fucking scoundrel," she said, yanking at my boxers. "Damn it, Nick. Turn over so I can see that dick." I obeyed, and my rock hard member leapt forth from confinement and slapped her on the belly. "How did you get such a handsome cock, Baby?" she hissed.

      "Good genes, I guess." I leaned down on top of her, swallowing her whole with my kiss. Our mixed spit leaked out the sides of our mouths. Just like before, I kissed down her body, longing to enjoy her tits. It would be just like when I sucked her tits so many years ago, except this time I would have the carnal lust I was feeling to enhance the experience. I ran my tongue around her nipple.

      "You want to suck on mommy's tits again, Baby? I know you can't get enough of them." She had no idea.

      
        My mouth closed around her nipple, and I flicked it back and forth with my tongue. I pinched and pulled her other fat udder, making her hiss with combined pain and pleasure. "Good boy," she grunted. My fingers sank into her boobs, like fresh, warm dough. I slid my fingers together until I got to the nipple and gave a tight pinch with a tug.

      Every cell of my body buzzed, I felt like a bursting thermometer in those old cartoons. Soon my cock would be bursting inside her just like that. I slid my naked, wet dick up and down her leg, the clouds of my climax already looming in the distance, ready with lightning and rain.

      My sucks and licks made a mess of her breasts, and I bit down as gently as I could, trembling my jaw. "God damn," she threw her head back. "Feel down there, Tiger. Feel how wet you've got your old mom." I sucked her nipple into my mouth until it was completely inside and then bit down. Mom gasped and her hand closed around my hair.

      I did as she said, sliding my hand down her smooth belly and inserting it inside her panites. She was like a jungle down there, sweltering and humid. Her foliage tickled my hand. Her lips were slick with her juice, and I traced my finger around them. That combined with my teeth clenching on her nipple sent shivers down her spine and she lit out a few little whimpers. "Your pussy feels ready for my cock, Mom. You want me to fuck you?" My finger was wet with her brew.

      "Yes, Baby. Be a good boy and fuck Mommy. But wait." She stripped her panties off and rolled to the side out from under me. "I'm gonna ride you, I know you want to see my titties shaking on top of you."

      "I would love that, Mommy." Calling her that made my stomach quiver, the nervous sensation radiating out to my extremities. "I want," I gulped, "I love your belly too, I want to see it."

      Mom guffawed, turning my shoulders and positioning herself over me. Every ripe, luscious part of her was pressing into me now, and my cock was flat against her stomach, already slippery from my precum. "Sweet talker. You don't like Mommy's fat belly like that." She pulled her panties down and tossed them on the floor, her luscious belly quivering with her rapid movement.

      She sat up on my legs, my dick just in front of her pussy. Her hand clenched my cock, smearing precum up and down the shaft. I moaned, struggling to make coherent words. "No, Mommy. I swear, you have a beautiful belly." I filled my hands with her warm flesh to hit home the sincerity of my words.

      She laughed again and undulated her hips against my member. The hair of her bush tickled it. "I guess I would be a fool to argue." She pumped her hand up and down my cock a couple of times, smearing the additional precum that had oozed out. My hands moved up and down her middle, as if I could get all her fat into my hands. "That feels good, Baby. I guess you really do like it."

      She sat there on top of me, the features of her face and body traced by the moonlight. Her eyes burned with her desire, even if she tried to keep the rest of her face cool and seductive. Her huge tits hung down over her belly again, nearly to her navel and they pumped and flowed with the rest of her. I gave her paunch a playful slap and it wiggled with the impact. "Mom, please. You're torturing me."

      "You want Mommy to ride your cock, Baby Boy? You've been so good taking care of her, she doesn't know what she'd do without such a good boy." She inched her hips forward, and my cock sank lengthwise into the cleft between her legs. Her heat and wetness engulfed me. "I think you've earned it. I'm ready for my good boy's cock and cum inside me."

      With that she slid forward just a bit, maneuvering my cock so she could shove it up inside her. Then she moved back down, and her warm, velvety pussy slipped around my cock. She felt like heaven, and I thought for a moment I would cum right then. Mom shuddered and groaned as she eased me in, her weight pushing me deeper into her than I had ever been before. My cock skewered her, and her pussy dripped all over me, making my cock and stomach slick. I gripped her thighs, my fingers pressing into the meat of them..

      "Fuck, Baby, that feels so good," she moaned. Her hips shifted, and again her velvet insides rubbed the length of my shaft. Her tits heaved on top of her chest with her desperate breaths and she squished them in both hands, pinching her nipples just like I had.

      "Mom..." I moaned, but couldn't manage to get any more words out. It felt strange giving control over to her like this. I had always liked to be in control when I fucked a girl. I had let Ashley ride me a couple of times, but I didn't like it as much. But Mom being on top of me like this, being in control, being my mom felt as natural as anything. I couldn't do anything but gasp and groan and squeeze.

      Mom's hands ran up and down her body. "You have no idea how turned on you've got me, Nick. God damn you feel so good inside me." She shifted her hips, making my cock enter her at a slightly different angle. She quickened her pace, and was rocking back and forth on top of me, her tits wagging from side to side. I had that feeling of unreality in me again. This doubly impossible fantasy was happening again, like a dream materializing before my eyes. I could feel my climax looming again, it was amazing I had lasted this long with her already.

      "I think I'm gonna cum soon, Mommy," I gasped.

      
        She grabbed my hand. "Rub on Mommy's clit. She's close too, your cock is just that damn good. You know I've been thinking about this too. Having this sexy young boy next to me all night has been unbearable. I've needed you to fuck me so bad." Mom spread her pussy and I saw my cock, wet and shining, pumping in and out of her. I touched the button of her clit with my thumb and stroked her. "That's it, Baby. Shit. It won't be much longer. We gotta teach you to last for Mommy. I love getting my Baby's cum, but I want a good long ride."

      My cock was heating up, and though I had a few seconds, I knew there was no stopping my orgasm. I rubbed furiously at Mom's nub, I had to make her cum. I had to. She was bouncing on top of me now, her face red and slack, and I had trouble holding my hand in the right spot. Her tits were wild and sweaty now, slapping against each other, and shooting out her sides.

      There was a quick tremble through her body and she thrust her tits forward, her mouth dropping open. There was a trembling breath from her and then a long, low groan. Her drip became a flood and she writhed and shook on top of me. Her eyes were closed and her head rolled back, and she twitched. "Fuck, Baby. Ffffuuuuccckkk! You're making Mommy cum, good boy!"

      This was enough to push me there, and my dick tingled and throbbed with my own climax. "God damn!" I gritted my teeth and the hot electric pulses exploded through my cock. Like Mom, the muscles in my body clenched, and one pump after another, I shot hot cum into her eager pussy. I struggled to breathe. Fuck, I'm cumming inside Mom. The thought shot through my mind and though I knew I should have felt revulsion, it only sharpened my orgasm and it electrocuted me with its power. Mom and I matched each other moan for moan, and I felt again like this was happening inside my head, that I was imagining and jerking off, and soon I would return to reality.

      Mom's groans faded into grunts, and the quakes in her body faded into trembles. Soon, I felt the cold breeze from the window on my sweating skin. "Baby, my God," Mom said. "I can't believe how hard you make me cum."

      "You too Mom. I can't believe we're doing this." My cock was deflating, but still firmly wedged inside her.

      Her shoulders rose and fell with her breaths, her blonde hair wet with her sweat. "You said you wanted to take care of me right? If making me cum that hard isn't taking care of me, I don't know what is."

      My own chest heaved. "I came pretty hard myself. Thanks Mom."

      
        She bent down. My cock slid, but didn't quite fall out her slit. She gave me a single slow, tender kiss. "Anything for my good boy," she whispered.

      --

      "It's been years since I've worn this damn thing." Mom pulled her shining pink dress up and down her body. It had straps over the shoulders and hugged her figure more than she wanted. I ogled her as she squirmed. "Hmm, I guess you like that this thing makes me look like an overstuffed sausage."

      "You know you're gorgeous in anything, Mom." She was right, though. This dress was a bit too small, and it hugged every curve she had. I was heating up watching her squirm and wiggle like this.

      Mom had tried on a few other dresses, and this was one of the better fitting ones. She was dressing like she was going on a date, and I guess in a way she was. We were meeting Cammy at a steakhouse in town, and Mom fretted about making a good impression. I think she wanted to show me that she still had it, though she convinced me of that a long time ago. I had put on a button-up shirt and Mom had pressured me into wearing a tie, which I hated. Still, she wasn't the only one that wanted to impress and I went along.

      For the few days before that, Mom and I had enjoyed each other extensively. After that last barrier was removed, we went at each other like teenagers. All it would take was a look when I got home from work, or a soft caress when we got ready for bed. I had showered with her too, although the pretense of her back hurting was completely gone now and we did it only to enjoy having our hands all over each other. We had to be a little careful with her ankle, even though she was healing nicely. She even refused crutches for our date.

      We fucked again and again. It was like my cum was always inside her and my cock smelled like her pussy whenever I took it out to pee. But it was different with her than it had been with other girls. She usually initiated, and usually determined how we would fuck. I begged her to let me eat her pussy too, which she let me do because I was "so good." She would tell me we were fuciking face to face so she could see me cum, or she would put her ass up in the air and say it was a treat for me. I thought about asking to fuck her ass, but I could never work up the courage. Then she would ride me, and she got better and better about making me wait to cum. I could feel myself being sucked into playing the part of her little boy again.

      She didn't bring up Ashley again. We were a done deal now, and whatever happened, happened.

      We met Cammy at the restaurant waiting area. "Wow, look at the two of you. I didn't know I needed to be fancy tonight." She had worn a white draped blouse that was low cut enough to show that she didn't have a bra on. She had a nice pair of slacks too. Her hair was a bit shorter than it had been last time I saw her, but other than that she was the same.

      I went to hug her and she held out her hand to shake, but she laughed and we ended up embracing. "Thanks for coming with us tonight, Cammy," mom said. I could tell she was trying to sound casual, but she was out of her element hiding her emotions. "It's been too long." She wanted to say more.

      "You don't look so bad yourself," I said. Her laugh was full of tension.

      The restaurant was noisy. It was the kind of place that seemed nice, but you weren't afraid of making some kind of faux pas. There were brick walls and fireplaces, and the air was thick with the smells of food and the sounds of voices. The inside looked dated, like something from the fifties, but in a classy way. The waitress brought menus, giving us a break from the awkwardness.

      "There's a lot of meat here, Mom," I said just above a whisper, "You'll find something you like to put inside you."

      "You shut your mouth, boy." She laughed. Cammy could see us whispering but it was too loud in the restaurant for her to hear us. "I know you like eating just as much." Cammy shot us a look.

      "You know, we're both glad you decided to reach out," I said. It sounded a little stiff, but it was a start.

      "I wanted to see if Mom was ok. How's your ankle?" She forced a smile.

      "It's getting better, especially since I have the best son in the world taking care of me." She kissed my cheek, prompting a look from Cammy.

      "Glad to hear." There was a pause and Cammy cleared her throat. "I just... well I'm glad. Look, Mom I know it's been a long time and there's a lot to hash out and apologize over."

      Mom was quiet, her eyes awkwardly flicking back and forth between me and Cammy. "Cammy, I don't know. Just say what's on your mind."

      "I said a lot of mean shit when Dad died." Her voice just barely cracked. "And we were all hit hard by it, but I know it was the worst for you. And you too, Nick. I was mad at you because you took her side."

      
        
      

      "You don't need to apo-" I stammered.

      "Like hell I don't," she said. "When I was old enough to realize how I was treating the two of you, it was too late."

      "It's never too late, Cammy," I said. Mom gulped and I prompted her to say something with an elbow in the side.

      "Cammy, I'm just glad to see you," she said.

      "But Mom, I know you can't just drop it like that. Come on. What I said and did to you wasn't right. I worked my ass off just to get away too. I wanted to leave this family behind and I know now what a mistake that was. Sure, I wanted to see how you were doing, but this is also my chance. I'm sorry Mom. I was a total bitch to you."

      Mom shook her head. "Cammy, hold on. Just wait a minute." I said.

      I felt Mom's hand squeezing mine. She leaned toward me. She could support a family on one income, she could grit her teeth and play through the pain of her ankle, she could fuck like a demon. But she couldn't talk about stuff like this. "Excuse me," she said. When she got up she let go of my hand and our hands were visible together. She kissed the top of my head and walked away. I couldn't help myself, and I stared at her ass as she walked away.

      "Nick?" Cammy said.

      "This is too much at once, Cammy. It's been a long time and she's not mad anymore."

      "But I'm sorry. I have to tell her. What use is it beating around the bush?" Cammy frowned.

      "She forgives you, I swear she does. She will. But you have to give her some time. Just try to keep the conversation a little lighter."

      "Bullshit, I didn't come here with you to talk about the weather. This is important."

      
        
      

      I sighed, "Yeah, it's important. That's why you have to do it the right way. You're pushing too hard and making Mom uncomfortable."

      "It has to be said, Nick. I don't have that much time and she needs to hear that I regret what I did. She owes it to me to listen."

      "It's not that simple."

      "There's no reason not to be direct, Nick."

      I sighed. "How long are you in town?"

      "Just four days." Cammy folded her arms.

      "Well, you have time. Plus you can call and talk to her when you need to. I promise this is the way to do things and I'm in your corner for this. I want you back in our lives too." Cammy opened her mouth to interrupt, but I held my finger up. "And I forgive you, too. It was a long time ago. I've talked to Mom about this and she wants to forgive you. You know she's no good at this kind of thing, and frankly, neither are you."

      Cammy's mouth hardened into a straight line. "So what? I just drop it now?"

      "Just be nice, be her daughter. Pushing her too hard is going to get the opposite effect. What do you do when people pressure you too hard to do something?"

      She sighed, "Shit, I guess you're right. I thought it would be easier than this."

      "It will take a while, but I promise I'm here to support you. And that Mom will come around."

      A bit of the tension left her body, and an odd look crossed her face. "So... what's going on with you two?"

      
        "What do you mean?" I was hoping it wouldn't be too obvious, but at the same time I knew we weren't really trying too hard to hide our affection.

      "You've gotten pretty close haven't you? You were always a mama's boy, but it wasn't like this when I left."

      "Oh, fuck off. I have to take care of her. She's pretty sore about Dad since we started going through his stuff."

      "She looks great. Wasn't expecting her to dress sexy tonight." A little grin tugged at the corners of her mouth. "Didn't think you'd dress up nice either. You look damn sexy too."

      The top she had on was just subtle enough to show the curves of her small breasts without shoving them in your face. "Well, like I said, you look as good as I remember."

      "But come on, what's going on with you and Mom? It's like you're taking her on a date."

      "Fucking shit, Cammy. It's Mom. What the hell do you think is going on?"

      "I don't know, that's why I'm asking. And I can tell something's up." She looked over my shoulders. "Look, come over with me tonight, to my hotel. I want to have some drinks and talk. I can't unwind with Mom, I want some time just for us." I nodded my head, but didn't say anything.

      Mom arrived at the table. I stood and pulled her chair and she sat down. "What a gentleman, I knew I raised you right," she said. Cammy gave me a look.

      For a moment the three of us awkwardly read our menus. I felt like the referee in a boxing match. "How's work, Cammy?" I said.

      "I'm out here seeing a client these few days. They want to open a resort down here and there's just so much God damn red tape. We're making sure everything is up to code, you know how it is."

      "I don't, really," I said.

      
        Cammy took her time explaining about building codes and environmental impact statements. It wasn't especially interesting, but I figured talking about work would help her relax a bit. I had to stop and ask for explanations quite a bit, it was like she was so used to talking to other lawyers that she didn't know how to break it down for the layman. It was a pretty big case, worth a lot of money. I didn't know she had moved up the way she had, then again the last time I saw her was when she was still in law school.

      "How's work for you?" She asked.

      "Not as exciting. We sold a guy the wrong part the other day and it fucked up his truck. He was pretty pissed. That's about it. Steve has been really nice and helpful, letting me take some time off work, though."

      "You're still working with Steve, huh?" I realized that she had truly left her old life behind. In my mind she talked to her lawyer friends about getting out of this two star hick town. I started to realize what a big deal it was coming back here.

      We made small talk, Mom telling Cammy how long it would take for her ankle to heal, me telling about gossip around town. Cammy was one of those people who was so busy with everything that small talk wasn't really even a thing. Plenty of those types held small talk in contempt, but she was simply clueless.

      I held up most of the conversation as we ate, playing referee between Mom and Cammy, steering the conversation into a safe place when it started to get pointed. Someone told me once that you can't have two people like Mom and Cammy in a single family because they would kill each other. It was a testament to me as a peacemaker, I guess, that we kept things light.

      After dinner Mom and I waited outside for Cammy. I held Mom around the waist and she had her arms around my neck. We were staring into each other's eyes. "Hell of a first date, never had one like this," I said.

      "You know how to treat a girl right. Good boy," Mom said. "I almost feel bad depriving some other girl. I'm a greedy mom, I want a son and a boytoy."

      I leaned forward and kissed her, and her mouth opened, our faces locking together. But she pulled back. "Cammy will be out here any minute, Baby. I think she's a little suspicious."

      "Oh, she is," I said.

      
        
      

      "Is that what you two were whispering about when I got back?"

      "Guilty as charged. She knows something is up."

      "Can you imagine?" Mom giggled. "What would she say if she knew?"

      "'Close familial incest is illegal in the state of California. I advise you to keep this confidential,'" I mimicked her formal tone.

      Mom laughed, laying her head on my shoulder. "Shh, Baby. God damn." Her eyes looked over my shoulders. "Here she comes."

      When I turned the look on Cammy's face was not what I expected. I thought she would be shocked or even surprised, but her mouth curved up in a smug smile. "Hey you two. Am I interrupting something?"

      I rapidly disengaged my hands from around Mom's waist. "Oh hey, umm, Cammy. We're just about ready to go." I forced a plastic smile. Mom was slack-jawed. "Mom, I'm going to drop you off and have some drinks with Cammy."

      She struggled to regain her composure. "What? The kids are too cool for their old mom now?"

      "Mom, you know it's not like that," I said. I was glad to see Cammy's smug smile falter.

      "We're just catching up. Brother and sister time," Cammy said. There was something in her voice there. Again the tone that she knew something we didn't. My stomach fluttered as we parted ways.

      "Mom, you saw how awkward that was. I could tell you felt it." I explained as I drove home. It was late and the highway was lit up with the headlights of passing cars.

      "I just don't like the two of you sneaking around behind my back, that's all. I didn't think you were like that with her." Mom was sleepy, like she always got after a big meal.

      
        "What does that mean?"

      "Well, I always felt like you were on my side when she would be a pain in the ass," Mom said. "Now I feel like the odd man out."

      "This is for the two of you," I sighed. "Just let me talk to her, and I can help both of you move past this. We need to get through a bit of your frustration."

      "Who's frustrated?" Mom grumbled.

      "I saw you sputter and stammer the whole time at dinner. Come on, Mom. Look, I promise that I can talk some sense into Cammy. Her being this aggressive isn't going to work."

      "Well, aren't you just the diplomat?" Mom's voice was harsh, but she was smiling.

      "You know I'm right. Just trust me. You know I'm going into this with your interests in mind." Mom shrugged and looked out the window, but she didn't bring it up again.

      I checked my phone before I headed out again.

    
  
    
      Chapter 6

      Cammy: Should I be concerned about the other woman in my handsome brother's life?

      Cammy: Or should I worry about my sexy mom being taken advantage of?

      Cammy: What's taking so long? It's been forever since I've had some brother time.

      Nick: Chill, I just dropped Mom off. You've waited a few years now, what's a few more minutes?

      Cammy: Oh Really? Well as I recall I left you wanting more of me last time.

      
        Nick: You think you're my type?

      Cammy: What's wrong? Is it because I'm too skinny or too related? I know you like juice and jiggle, so it's the first.

      Nick: Shut up. I'm heading out now. I can't talk to you.

      Cammy: Good, get your ass over here.

      The little restaurant connected to the hotel had a generic, but adequate bar. Neon signs, classic rock, dart boards, and pool tables. It was almost midnight when I arrived. Cammy was wearing the same top, and I think she caught me staring at her tits. She was right about my type, if I really did have one. I prefer round and big, but I liked everything. And I liked Cammy a bit too much.

      Cammy gave me a soft kiss on the lips when I got there. "Thank God. Mom was making me crazy."

      "You were making her crazy, too. You're not going to get anywhere with the way you're talking to her."

      "I convince people for a living, Nick." She got that smug look again.

      We walked into the bar. "She's not some perp you're putting away. Jesus, don't tell me you're so clueless that you can't see that."

      We sat down at the bar and I ordered a beer while she got a cosmo. We nursed our drinks for a few seconds, hoping to let some of our anxiety out. It took four drinks to convince her that Mom needed some time. To Cammy it was a matter of impatience, since she was only here for a few days. I convinced her that she wasn't going to smooth over years of bad blood with just the right words in a couple of days.

      "I told you, I don't do trials. I'm not a prosecutor. Besides, you know I just want this to be over," she said, her expression of confidence replaced by melancholic fatigue.

      "Yeah I know," I took her hand, which seemed to startle her. "But it's not something you can force. I'm sorry, Cammy."

      
        
      

      Her chest heaved with her sigh. We weren't quite in our cups yet, being in that state of twilight drunk where you feel open but not out of control. "So what about you?"

      "What about me?"

      "I was a bitch to you too. I always thought you were a suck up to Mom. You even slept in her bed for a while after we lost Dad. And you took her side."

      "I was just a kid, Cammy. All I understood was that Mom was hurting and the two of you were arguing."

      "Can't blame a boy for sticking up for your Mom, especially a momma's boy like you." She grinned. "So, do you forgive me?"

      "You were a kid too," I said.

      "Mom was doing her best, though. I hated when she left us at home at night when she went to night classes, but I knew it paid off. I never believed she would actually be a welder like Dad. It seemed like some kind of dream, like it could bring part of Dad back. But I'll be damned if she didn't pull it off."

      "She loves both of us, Cammy. I know you don't think that. She's a strong, special woman."

      Something about that made Cammy grin. "I agree, but somehow I think we mean different things by special," she said. I didn't know how to respond. "Hey, why don't you come up to my room? There's more to drink there, and it's not like you can drive home tonight." She was trying hard to hide it, but I could sense the nerves in her voice.

      "You want me to come up and see your etchings?"

      She pushed my shoulder, "Shut up!"

      The hotel was like the bar, adequate quality with no distinction. The hallway was lined with fluorescent lights and carpet with a stain-concealing pattern. There was a king size bed and a TV with a VCR in Cammy's room. She took her heels off as soon as we got in. "Fuck, that feels good," she groaned. "You'll never know what a bitch high heels are." She got up and took a bottle of red wine off the dresser, pouring two glasses and placing them on the small table by the window.

      I took a sip of my wine and sat down. Before I could even react, she unbuttoned and pulled her pants off. She had on black lace panties, and her legs were just as toned and fit as I remembered. "That feels pretty damn good too."

      I stared at her, incredulous. "Oh, come on. You can handle seeing your sister's legs." Again, not waiting for a response, she pulled her blouse over her head and threw it on the bed. Her figure that night at Grandma's house was etched into my memory. She had nothing on underneath, and her tits were just as I had remembered them. Small and pert, with her enticing brown nipples. The memories flooded back of how she felt in my hands, firm and lithe.

      She put her hands on her hips, giving me an unobstructed view of her beautiful breasts. "Still horny for your sister, I see," she laughed.

      "I just wasn't expecting you to get naked when we came in here," I said.

      She walked over to the dresser and took out an oversized t-shirt. Even after she threw it on I could see the barest outline of her nipples through it. I was a little disappointed that she had covered up. "I'm just getting comfortable. It's not like you've never seen me naked before."

      She stared out the window, taking a sip of her wine. We savored the few seconds of calm and quiet, though I couldn't keep my eyes away from her tight ass. I could just see the bottom of it under her shirt and the panties that did nothing to hide her curves. She turned to face me. "So... you're fucking Mom, right?"

      I coughed and struggled not to drop my glass. "Wha- Wha-?"

      "It's a yes or no question. You're a fucking horndog, dude. And I know you're not afraid to keep it in the family. So are you fucking Mom?"

      My mouth worked up and down, trying to form the words. "I..." I held my hands up in front of me.

      "Holy shit, you are," she barked a single laugh. "I knew the two of you were a little too cozy at dinner."

      
        
      

      "Cammy, I can explain..." but I really couldn't.

      "I'm not judging, Nick. We both already crossed that line. And Mom is just as hot as ever. I wish I had those tits, especially at her age." Cammy said.

      I drained my glass and Cammy refilled it. "You got me," was all I could manage.

      "Boy, you really are taking care of her, aren't you?" she laughed again.

      "Fuck, Cammy," I sputtered.

      "Ok, ok. I didn't bring you up here to torture you. And like I said, I'm not judging. In a way it's kind of sweet, it seems like Mom really needs a good man in her life."

      I took a few breaths. If it weren't for the wine, I think I would have run screaming. "She's going through a lot now. She hasn't been the same since she went through Dad's stuff in the attic. And yeah, her boyfriends are all shit. She needs a guy who cares about her."

      Cammy finally sat down, crossing her legs. "Well, I guess that's just like you. You took care of us back then. I remember you would insist you were the man of the house. I'm not like you Nick. You saw how I got when we lost Dad. I just wanted to lash out at everyone, but you're better than that."

      I shook my head, not really sure what to say. "But I do need some details," she said.

      "A gentleman doesn't kiss and tell, Cammy."

      She let out another bark of laughter. "Bullshit. It would be a bigger faux pas to not tell. How did it start?"

      I couldn't believe I was really talking about this, but again the booze had made me a fool. "She fell down the stairs after she hurt her ankle and needed some help in the shower."

      "So you just fucked her in the shower? That's it?" Her voice was fluid with her drink.

      
        
      

      "No, I guess that wasn't really the beginning. You know how Dad had that camcorder?" Cammy nodded. "Well there was a box of tapes in the attic. Most of them ended up being baseball games and there were a couple of birthdays and celebration ones. You know, home movies stuff. Well, one of the tapes was unmarked and when I put it in... Well Mom and Dad made a porno."

      "Oh my God," Cammy's face was shocked with the scandal. "And you put it in?"

      "Yeah, I started watching it," I said, my heart pounding.

      "How much did you watch?"

      "There were a couple of different videos of them fucking. I watched all of it, several times."

      "God damn. And so you got horny for Mom watching the videos?"

      "Yeah, and I was washing her in the shower and one thing led to another and now we sleep in the same bed and fuck every night." I gave a nervous smile. "I'm a little surprised you're this ok with it."

      "The incest ship has sailed in our family, dude. Besides, Mom's hot. I sure as hell wouldn't mind watching that video."

      I drained my third glass of wine. "Do you want to?"

      The tape was right where I left it in my backpack in the trunk of the car. The most nondescript tape in the box. I don't know what I would expect something like this to look like, maybe a purple tape with XXX on the front? I guess it made sense that it was as blank as possible, though I guess that blankness would make it stand out among the labeled tapes.

      "Ooh, hush hush," Cammy said as I handed her the plain black tape. "Mom and Dad making a sex tape, can you believe it?"

      "Yeah, who knew Mom and Dad were a thing?"

      
        "Shut up, you know what I mean. They just didn't seem like the type," she said.

      "What's the 'type?'"

      "I don't know, sex freaks, people who do weird things." I stared at her for a moment, letting her think about what she had just said. "Fair enough. Aren't kids supposed to be grossed out by their parents fucking?"

      "Do you want to watch it or not?" My heart was pounding and my ears hot. I was already partially hard, thinking about the video and seeing Cammy like this.

      We sat on the edge of the bed side by side. I put my arm around Cammy's shoulder and she leaned into me. I could feel some kind of energy in her, not nerves, but the air crackled around us. The scene played out just as I had seen several times before, Mom interrupting Dad's model and him following her upstairs. "Wow," Cammy said when she saw Mom in her lingerie. "I get it, how could you say no to that?"

      Her hand was on my leg now, I don't know how long it had been there. She laughed at Dad's observations about how Mom's tits were too big for the outfit. Her body made a subtle shift and her tit was pressing into me. Mom's blond hair covered the camera, and then Cammy let out a little gasp when Mom pulled Dad's cock out. The temperature inside me was rising, and I was fully hard now. My mind swam with what I was seeing along with the memory of how Cammy had looked when my cock was inside her. I wanted to see that in her eyes again, that rapture, that heaven. I wanted to be the one who brought it. I moved my hand from her shoulder and ran it down her slender side.

      When it happened it was like a shock spread through both of us. I could even feel the shivers in Cammy's body. Her hand moved up my thigh until it touched the hard tip of my cock. I looked at her then, and saw it in her face only inches from mine. It was in her eyes. This was what was supposed to happen all along. She had never stopped thinking about me. When she met us at the restaurant she had hoped it would turn out like this, that she could feel me inside her again, that I could bring the quaking climax through her body again. That I would have all of her and she would have all of me.

      I opened my mouth to tell her, but her finger shot up to my lips. The desperate look in her eyes told me not to say anything as she lowered her hand again. Her hand moved up and down, each time getting just a little higher up the shaft of my member. Her body swayed with her arm, and her dark eyes bobbed hypnotically. Each time her hand hit my dick I shivered, or tensed, or gasped a little. Finally, her hand went all the way up my cock and tightened around it.

      
        In the rhythm of our sways our lips finally met. We were hungry for each other, starving after all those years we had been denied each other's taste. I threw myself into the kiss, our lips locking and our arms wrapped around each other, trying to merge into one. Her body pressed against mine as our tongues slid together, our teeth clicking. Her taste and smell flooded me, just like it had years ago, and I was back there again, my sister showing me her overpowering love.

      My hand moved up her side, and cupped her petite breast through her t-shirt, stroking the already hard nipple. Her hand moved back down to where it had been, running up and down the shaft of my painfully hard cock. When our lips parted, I could see every ounce of desire in her eyes, and she was back with me too, the first time I had ever been inside a woman. She opened her mouth and this time my finger shot up, stopping her. Her eyes were defiant and she moved her head so that my finger rubbed against her bottom lip. She tilted her head back, and in the background I could hear Mom slurping around Dad's dick. Cammy's mouth opened, and she slowly lowered her mouth around my finger. My hands were all over her body, first her leg, then her flat stomach, then her tight little tit, her nipple brushing my palm. Her head bobbed up and down the length of my finger, her eyes open and innocent. Though she hadn't said anything, the message was clear.

      Cammy slipped off the bed and onto the floor, and as I turned to face her, I saw Mom again behind her, Dad's engorged member sliding in and out of her drooling mouth. My heart leapt seeing the same look in her eyes as in Cammy's, the collision of lust and adoration and excitement. She settled in front of me, her brown eyes looking up into mine. Her mouth was open and ready.

      I shifted on the bed, and we pulled my pants off together. Just as Dad's had, my cock sprung out, bobbing like a spring doorstop. Cammy was so close to it now that I felt her hot breath on the tip of it. I gently caressed her arm, then cradled her face in my hand. She pressed into me, and closed her eyes. My heart leapt into my throat, understanding that what we were about to do wasn't just some crude fluid exchange, it was the greatest expression of love a sister could give a brother, great because it was so wrong, so forbidden. And yet she still wanted to give it to me. Her cheek was so soft in my hand, and her wet lips brushed my dick just slightly.

      When she opened her eyes she moved her lips back toward the dripping tip of my dick. Her eyes spoke. I'm doing this because I love you, brother, but also because I want this. I want you so bad that I don't care if it's right or wrong. I want every bit, every ounce, every drop of you. Again I felt her heavy breath on the tip of my cock and she gave the wet opening a gentle, tender kiss. After the kiss I could see my shiny juice on her lip, and she licked it off with greedy gusto.

      I took a handful of her shirt and she held her arms up, letting me slide it off and throw it to the side. Now I could get a look at her majestic body. I had been a fool earlier when I had said that she wasn't my type. She was a toned goddess. I would have called her an amazon if she weren't short, but all the same, I worshiped her body the same way I had Mom's. Her body had been right next to me for so many years, and now she had flowered into the lithe, lightly muscled figure in front of me.

      
        My hand touched her bare shoulder and a spark ran through me. Her skin was just as smooth as I remembered, and I could feel the curve of her bones beneath. Her body rolled like a wave, and she thrust her tits forward, offering them to my eager hands. Both of my hands followed the gentle curve of her body. I moved down to her shoulders to that delicious part women like her had, the part where the breast became the shoulder. It was like a soft, luscious bridge between the two. She looked down at my hands as they circled her small, brown nipples, already erect and engorged. I rubbed her areolas, feeling the stiffness of her nipples on the sides of my fingers. My finger slipped over her pointy nipples, making them flip back up to their natural state.

      Between my finger and thumb, I gave her nipples gentle squeezes, seeing how much she wanted. My fingers tightened into a pinch and her mouth dropped open, looking offended and gratified at the same time. I pinched tighter and gave them a little twist, and this time she tilted her head back and her lip quivered. I twisted harder and her mouth dropped open again. As I gave them a tug, stretching her tits, she lolled her tongue out of her mouth, and slowly licked in front of her.

      My hands went back up to her shoulders and neck, leaving her sensitive engorged nipples. Her body was so different from Mom's but I was still turned into hot putty by it. Where Mom was soft all over, Cammy was firm, even hard. I could feel her muscles rippling under her skin as she moved and everything was as firm and tight all over as it could possibly be. My mind went back to the feeling of her quivering pussy around my cock. I wondered if her mouth would feel just as good.

      Cammy brought her tongue to my tip again, licking up the fresh precum I had made just for her. Mom was behind her, aggressively gagging on Dad's hard cock. She twirled her tongue around my head and I twitched with the pleasure of it. Her tongue swerved and waved, and my member felt like a hot glowing poker. She moved her hands up and down my thighs, steadying herself as she lapped up the wetness that was oozing out of my tip. Her hand snaked up to my cock and it closed around it. Now that she had steadied it, she could really press into it, and the feeling of her tongue was so intense it hurt.

      She pulled up my cock, and licked my balls underneath, leaving them cold and wet with her spit. She twirled around each of them like she had done with my bellend. Her lips fastened to one and she gently sucked it inside her mouth, caressing it with her tongue. I had never had a girl do this to me, and my body was filled with wet fire. She went from one nut to the other, using her tongue to coat it in saliva and then sucking it into her mouth. My hands squeezed her shoulders in my rapture.

      Then her tongue moved up my shaft, slow and leaving a trail like a wandering snail. My wet balls were cold in the air of the hotel room. She licked me like a mother cat with her kitten, and the rough surface of her tongue brought trembles through my body. I rubbed my hand up her neck and palmed the side of her head, taking her hair between my fingers. She looked up at me, and I saw the mutual pleasure we shared from this act. I ran my fingers through her hair, and then closed my fist around her hair, but not enough to hurt.

      
        Her tongue moved up and down the length of my cock, lighting shooting through me every time she got to the tip. If I had been sober I probably would have cum by now. But I was glad, because this meant I could give her more by letting her give me this most precious of gifts. She tilted her head back just like she had with my finger and ran my bellend along her lower lip, wet with her saliva and my precum. Behind her Dad groaned and shot his load into mom's mouth.

      As slowly as she could she closed her lips around the tip of my cock. I was flooded with her warmth and I could feel my orgasm lurking inside me, not quite ready to come out, but waiting for the right moment. Her lips and her tongue slopped all over my cock, taking it deeper into her mouth little by little. Her tongue slid across the bottom of it inside of her. When my cock wasn't quite halfway in she stopped. Her eyes looked up at me, impish and defiant. I needed to make her take more, and my hand tightened around her hair, seizing it tightly in my hand. She was daring me.

      I pulled her head closer to me and my cock once again disappeared inch by inch into her mouth. When I was almost all the way in she squinted her eyes and pulled back, but I was ready. My hand in her hair held her steady, and I pulled her down, completely over my member. I felt the back of her throat clenching and gagging around me. Her head trembled and the tears started to form in her eyes. I moved her head back and forth just slightly, feeling my cock slide in and out of the deepest part of her.

      When I let her go, she pulled away, coughing and gasping. Tears rolled down the side of her face. For a moment she sat there and I couldn't read her face. But then she leaned forward again, her face stalwart. She tilted forward, her mouth open, and this time I moved my other hand up and took a handful of hair on the other side of her head. She almost completely suppressed the smile on her lips.

      I pushed her open mouth over my hard cock, and it was completely inside much quicker. She gulped in the back of her throat, and her eyes were red and wet. She tried to pull back, but I kept her held firmly, moving my cock in and out of the deepest part of her throat. I pulled her head back just enough to let her gulp and cough, then I pushed her back down. By then her nose was running too. I was getting close, and guiding her like this I would be able to cum right when I wanted to.

      Spit mixed with precum dripped from her mouth, and her eyes still stared at me. They said she could take whatever I could give her. But I felt that rush inside me, the hot stab that started deep inside me and traveled up. I pulled her head back just enough with my unsteady hands. Don't you swallow that cum. Not yet. I hoped it was more of a command than a plea. My whole body strained as I shot my first jet of cum, hitting the middle of Cammy's mouth. I groaned and roared, in pain as well as pleasure. I jerked my hips, spending every last ounce of my effort to cum in her mouth and not in her throat. Pump after pump my burning dick shot into her mouth, it felt like it would never end.

      Finally the last tremor crashed through me, and I loosened my hold on her head. She pulled back and my cock fell out of her mouth. Her face was a mess, her eyes red and eyelashes stuck together with her tears. All around her mouth was wet, and drool dripped from her chin. She heaved her breaths out her nose, her mouth closed. Then she opened, just as I had hoped she would do. It was there on her tongue, my filthy, thick gift to her. She closed her mouth and swallowed, getting every last drop, like she wanted.

      I wanted to tell her she had been a good girl, or that I wasn't a kid anymore, or even just that she was good at giving head. Somehow, though I couldn't. There wasn't a silence to break, since Dad was already pounding Mom's pussy on the screen behind Cammy. It was like we both made a promise to only speak with our bodies, and to take each other as we were without any explanation.

      Though I was spent and the rational part of my brain started to peek through the clouds of my lust, I wasn't done. Cammy wanted all of me and she would get it. The sister that had made the mad act of fucking her own brother when he he was vulnerable and desperate. It was even more of a feat that she made it feel more like love and generosity than pity. There were so many things to show her after all these years, and I wanted her to know that I wasn't a boy anymore, that I knew how to make my mouth and fingers magic.

      I took her hands and stood her up with me. She looked up at me, her face still shining, her heart still racing. In that moment of crystal clarity I saw the pupils of her dark eyes, eager and dilated, trying her damndest to take in as much of her brother as possible. When I moved forward I saw a million things there: joy, hope, relief, passion. Our lips met again, and I thought of how hers had just been around my cum-soaked cock, but I didn't care. Our bodies flattened against each other from top to bottom and I got to experience even more of her, her soft, damp skin sliding against mine. I tried to eat her alive with my kiss, and with our lips, our tongues, our teeth we gave each other everything we had, both the contents of our mouths and our hearts.

      Feeling her body was just as much a pleasure as smelling and tasting her, and I slid my hands up and down her length. She had worked hard for this body. I didn't know how she had the time, but she did. I wanted to explore every inch of it. I hooked my thumbs in her black lace panties.

      When I bent and slid them down her legs, the aroma of her arousal reached my nostrils and I was elated that one more part of he was mixing with me, that I was drawing in her most intimate scent. Realizing I wasn't done, there was anticipation in her eyes.

      I took Cammy by the waist and shoved her onto the bed. She bounced and grinned, and stayed on her back once she settled, her legs open to me. The patch of brown hair between her legs was wet with her desire. I had been afraid that she would have gotten rid of it like so many other girls our age did. But no, it was there for me to see and feel and smell.

      Like a crouching cat over its prey, I crawled over the mattress to her. Her face was split by a grin this time, one that she was unwilling or unable to hide. Her legs oscillated back and forth, and I clutched her toned, strong calves, making sure she would keep herself open and receptive. Again I was struck at how unlike she and Mom were. There was Mom's pale blonde with Cammy's rich brown hair, Mom's quivering curves with Cammy's hard but sensual limbs. Mom's monstrous tits with Cammy's cute, small, and firm. But they were the same on the inside somehow, with their ambition and fervency and strength.

      My kisses took me up Cammy's slim thighs, her head tilted up and watching as I moved closer and closer to the place she needed me to go. As I got closer to her, the bouquet of her body was strong inside me, not just the wetness of her pussy, but her sweat as well.

      Up her thighs I went, and her bush loomed over me, the hair clung together with wetness. I could see the glistening lips of her pussy inside, not quite fully hidden. This time she rested a hand on my head, but it was to steady herself rather than guide me. As I moved up the mattress she put her legs on my back, mounting me. I could feel her faint pulse in her legs.

      I had cum and the fire inside me had died, but with her steaming hot pussy in front of me and her face all but begging me to push her over the edge of her climax, I felt a spark. I pushed myself, hoping that the spark would catch and I could give my beloved sister one more gift after what I was about to do. My kisses moved up the inside of her thigh, getting closer and closer, but taking longer and longer. I moved my hands up her thighs right beside my kisses, and ran my fingers through her bush as gently as I could. She was like a wet sidewalk when the sun came out, the wetness evaporating with sudden heat. Her body trembled at my touch, and I pulled my hand back when she tilted her hips up, begging for my touch to go deeper.

      My hands wrapped around her legs, holding her in place and positioning my head exactly where it needed to be. When I looked up at her, she was holding her breath and I felt her hand firm on my head. I kissed just above her pussy, leaving a cool patch of moisture that began to evaporate and cool instantly.

      With my left hand I pushed her hair aside, and stroked her slippery lips. She squirmed and spread her limber legs as wide as they would go. She was still holding her breath, and I was ready. My tongue snaked out onto her lips, savory with the sharp flavor of her juice.

      I placed my fingers on the slides of her slit and spread her open. She let out a gasp when I licked the inside of her petals. Her hair tickled around my mouth, and I did my best to keep it out. My tongue ran the length of her slit, from bottom to top, and once I got to the top I spread her open even more so that her clit was exposed to the open air. She was looking right at me when I looked up at her. There was that pleading look, the one that was there when you wanted it so bad you stopped worrying about being cool or coy. Her eyes were wide open doors and I could see everything. Her small breasts heaved up and down with her breaths as I stuck my tongue out and hovered it over her pearl. Again she held her breath, but I put my head down and licked the length of her labia again, causing her to moan in frustration.

      Even through her hair I could see the engorged redness of her pussy. Her hips undulated and rocked with my licks. Her hand tightened on my head as she whimpered in ecstasy. She was soaking wet, and it was only my eager tongue licking her clean that kept her from leaking on the sheets. I looked up at her again, and she was wide-eyed and no less desperate.

      I poised my tongue over her clit again and froze. Our eyes met. Her lips trembled, bursting with her unspoken pleas. She could only give an unsteady nod, as if permission was what I was waiting for. But I relented and licked her just lightly enough to tickle. She was propped up on her elbows, and her head tilted back, the pleasure colliding with anticipation inside her. My fingers spread her open, and my tongue darted back and forth over her nub. The muscles in her legs tightened over my shoulders. I could feel the fire building inside her, ready to be let loose on my eager face.

      I made my licks more vigorous, pressing her clit flat and flipping it back and forth. Her whimpers had turned into breathy groans. My tongue matched the waves of her hips and licked around every angle of her tender clit. She was soaking wet now, and my mouth wasn't enough to stop her from dripping everywhere. She had spread her legs as wide as they could go, and her heels dug into my back. I went from vigorous to quick, flicking her like her pearl was a speed bag. Her abs, fully visible on her fit belly, were tensing up. The sounds coming out of her were fevered and chaotic now. It was those moans that did it. In just that short time after cumming, it was being resurrected and ready to be put to work. As I was starting up again, she was getting close to finishing.

      This time I dropped my head, going back to her labia. The entire upper part of her body was red, and she glared at me, incredulous and dazed. I had brought her close, just as I had wanted to. Her dark nipples heaved with her deep, ragged breaths and her forehead was shiny with sweat. The muscles in her legs were relaxing, and I gave her a few moments to settle so I could wind her up again. This was what she deserved, my sister. She had been there for me when I needed her years ago, and now she was back braving Mom's wrath and her own guilt. It was just us now, reunited.

      I tried to say this with a look. How happy I was that she was here, how much I had thought about her, how much I wished she and Mom would just move on. But it was too much. I would have to show her. I pushed my body up as I pounced on her clit, licking harder and faster than I had. She let out a squeal and a giggle, which was soon swallowed by a strangled groan. I was pushing her toward the edge again. And this time I was resolved to push her over.

      Cammy thrust her hips up into my face, forcing me to steady her twitching legs. But I kept at it, even as every muscle in her body twitched, then tensed. Instead of deep and heaving her breaths were short now, and I knew she was almost there. "God damn!" came a voice strained with her best effort to keep silent. Her shallow breaths were moans now, then she let a trilling keen, and her entire body was on fire. She gulped in air, and let out another cry, just as high and fervent as the last. She grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled. The waves of pleasure traveled up and down her body, and she doused my face with a flood of her special brew that she had made just for me. I pressed my tongue into her, hoping to push her higher. I couldn't look up to see her face, although in my mind her brow was furrowed and her mouth dropped open.

      She cried out again, with the same wild trill that she had before. As she came down from her climax her muscles relaxed and her breaths came fast and deep. Her whole body was throbbing now. This was one of those orgasms where you were dazed after and then sore the next day. Her smile was broad and unselfconscious. I gave her clit gentle licks, with her gasping and jolting at each one.

      But I let go of her legs and traced her lips with my finger. It was dawning on her that I wasn't done yet. Her explosive climax had got me fully hard, and my heavy cock bounced up and down with the motions of my body. The look on her face was conflicted. There was excitement as what was coming, but fear too. Her orgasm had been so intense, the kind that made you feel like you were going to die from pure pleasure. La petit mort indeed.

      She needed something more than my tongue now, and as I leisurely draped my tongue over her throbbing clit I penetrated her with my finger, just barely enough to make it to the first knuckle. I saw it there in her eyes. She knew where this was going, and I don't know if the surprise was that I wanted to keep going or that I even knew where else to touch her.

      My finger moved slowly and steadily into her. She twitched around me again, and she leaked out around my finger as I displaced the juice inside her. Behind me the moans had stopped, as Mom and Dad's tape was over. But we were still going strong. I found that place, the velvet patch in the deepest part of her. She gasped as I started rubbing her, her jaw trembling with fatigue, lust, and apprehension. I pressed, then circled. Now she had both hands on my head, pulling my hair. It was like she wanted to tear my head away but couldn't.

      I pushed and pushed, licking her just the same as I had before. But this time I got her in two spots. Her hair was plastered against her wet face now, and in her fatigue she had become completely resigned to what I was doing to her, groaning and flopping and tensing with my strokes.

      Then I felt it deep inside her. She quaked and quivered, and then she pushed out into my finger. Her moans were out of control and sounded more like wails of pain. As I pushed her higher, her pussy pushed back at me and I felt the rough, wrinkled surface of whatever part it was inside her thrusting against my rubbing finger.

      Her cries were desperate and exhausted now, and when her body was done tensing, she slumped back, struggling to catch her breath. I pulled my head and finger back, getting up on my knees over her. Her eyes were closed now, and an expression of fatigued bliss on her face. My heart soared at seeing her like this. Knowing not only that my sister had had an earth shattering orgasm, but that I had given it to her, filled me with pride and love.

      I got on my hands and knees over her. Her whole body was glistening and her face and chest were red. When I lay down on her, our bodies slid and slipped. God, she felt good. I looked in her sated, loving eyes and we kissed again. It was so much more tender than the others. I felt love rather than lust in this one.

      But sliding over her, my cock poked into her thigh. It was as hard as it could get now, and was pushing me forward. "You're still...?" Cammy's shocked face said.

      "Not still. Again. Now shush and take this cock."

      "Nick-" she protested.

      "I know you want it, and you're not too tired for it. Now shut up and let me fuck you." Cammy's mouth hung open. I guess she was surprised that I was already ready to go. It was her fault anyway, I had never felt this way about anyone else. It was even a little different with Mom. With Mom it was like I was pleasing and taking care of her, being a good boy. But this felt like a secret we shared, two lost kids finding comfort in each other.

      I slid my body up and down hers, then pressed my member against her pussy. For a few seconds we just stared at each other, but then she slowly spread her trembling legs out as far as she could. She nodded her head and gulped.

      We were both red and engorged, and our parts both protested when we pushed them. I thrust into her. The look on her face as I slid into her was equal pain and pleasure. My cock was also so sensitive that I had to wince in pain as I drove it inside her. It wasn't often I would enter a woman and she would already be flooded, but Cammy insides still floated from the orgasm I had licked and stroked out of her.

      Her warmth inside was all the more heavenly on my throbbing cock than I had felt with her that day years ago, even better than the mouth that I had cum inside only minutes before. By now there was no playing, no teasing. Both of us were so tired, yet desperate to squeeze the last drop of passion out of each other. I needed to give my sister all of me and I needed all of her. My member plowed into her, incandescent and sore, and her body trembled with its girth. I realized that she had a bit of an advantage over me. Cumming multiple times wasn't the same for her as it would have been for me. As young as I was, an orgasm still drained the life out of me. If this had been anyone else, I would have lie next to her with the sweat cooling on our bodies. But she had done the impossible, and roused my exhausted cock from its slumber. I remembered a poem that said something about "miles to go before we sleep," but that was all I could remember.

      Cammy tilted her hips like an expert, allowing me to push my cock in as far as it would go. Her pussy felt like home. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to be here on top of her. She put her arms around my neck and I fell into her, our kiss was wet with our animal passion. I started to fuck her as we kissed, moving my cock back out and feeling everything about her amplified against it. She moaned out her nose as we kissed and her body shuddered.

      Her heels dug into my back again, but lower this time, and I thrust in and out of her. I was slow at first, since I was a little afraid of the intensity I would feel if I really pounded her like I wanted to. But I was too deep and too tired to hold back, and soon the only sounds in the room were our mutual moans and the wet squelching of my cock inside her. She never took her eyes off me, her mouth open and lips puckered. "Nick, you're gonna make-"

      "Shh," I said, "I can tell." And I really could. My cock was stuck in her greedy pussy like a boot in the mud. Her breath had changed just like before, more shallow and quick. I was getting close too, and I made a silent wish that her climax would be enough to push me over the edge and we would synchronize our orgasms.

      Her small tits jiggled with my thrusts in the most enticing way. They didn't flop and wave like Moms had, but each thrust caused a little tremor to pass through them. The muscles in my stomach and legs were aching, but I kept on pushing and soon Cammy's breath caught in her throat. I knew she was there. Her groans were sharp barks this time, and her climax made my own waves of pleasure ripple through my body. My cock bucked inside her for the second time that night. She tilted her head back, her eyes still locked on me and her body clenched and undulated like an ocean wave.

      Her body rattled and tensed even in her exhausted state as the muscles of my ass flexed just as hard, driving the last jet of cum deep into her. When I came down I knew that this was it for real and I would barely be able to get up out of bed. I rolled next to her and placed my hand on her firm, wet belly. She shone with her sweat.

      "Wow," she said, "That was a hell of a thing. You wouldn't get too big a head if I told you a guy has never gone back to back with me like that, would you?"

      "I've had plenty of head tonight," I said. She punched my shoulder.

      --

      
        We slept soundly next to each other. I was out like a light within a few minutes of us finishing and I woke to her stirring beside me. She stretched her arms over her head. "Jesus, the maid is going to have a hell of a time with these sheets." She rolled over. "It's still wet underneath me."

      "That was a bit of a surprise," I said, my voice heavy with sleep.

      "You surprised me too."

      She rolled over and sat up on the side of the bed. I rolled sideways to face her, her toned back still marked from the folds in the sheets. She regarded me over her shoulder. The light pouring in from the window framed her body. "You're really beautiful, Cammy."

      "Oh my God, shut up!" She turned away, "I'm sweaty and my hair is messed up and my breath tastes terrible." But what I said was true, even if her words were also true. She got up off the bed, giving me a view of her tight ass and athletic thighs.

      "I'm not kidding," I said, emboldened by her reaction. "You could probably fuck any of your lawyer friends, even the married ones."

      She looked over her shoulder again, "Who says I haven't?" I stared at her slack-jawed. "Oh my God, your face! I'm kidding. It's been pretty fucking long since I've gotten laid. You'd be surprised how many guys at work are the type who can't stand women and think fucking us is 'conquering,' something to brag about around the water cooler. I've learned the hard way."

      "I don't think I'd be that surprised," I said.

      She turned her body this time, and I could just see her bush around the curve of her hip. "What are you looking at?"

      "I already said. You act like you're not hot, don't you get catcalled?"

      "Seriously?" She turned and put her hands on her hips, treating me to her magnificent tits and firm belly. "Guys will catcall anything, it's fucking gross. It's why I carry mace."

      "I'm serious, though."

      
        
      

      "I know what I look like. Besides, you're my brother, you have to say that."

      "Brothers are supposed to be grossed out seeing their sisters naked."

      She grinned, "Normal brothers, not the kind of fuck their Mom and sister."

      We found ourselves in the shower together. There wasn't even a conversation about it. She got in and I got in after her. It was easily big enough for both of us and a hell of a lot cleaner than the shower at home. There was nothing like showering with a beautiful woman. The water ran down her body, making every curve, even the most subtle ones, stand out. I placed my two hands on her chest above her tits and slid them down. I cupped both breasts and thumbed her nipples.

      "Perv," she said, even as her hands slid down my sides. I leaned in and kissed her. It was a tender kiss, and when I opened my eyes, there were stars in hers.

      "Guilty as charged."

      She handed me the soap and washcloth, "So I didn't think quite this far ahead." She saw the look on my face. "Yeah, I know. I can't be responsible all the time, you know. You're not the only one who's horny. My head was lost in the past when I was driving up here, and I was thinking about when we were together the last time. I didn't have any regrets, far from it. But I didn't know if..."

      "You didn't know if this was right?" I said.

      "Yeah, I mean things are more fucked up here than I imagined. No offense. Like I said, Mom needs you, and I can't exactly throw stones. And so I guess seeing you I knew I needed to just go for it."

      "I don't know if it's right either, but it sure feels right."

      I was relieved when she nodded. "I never felt like I did with you that night. I've been with plenty of guys. It's not like I'm a slut or anything, but I'm not a nun either. None of them ever measured up. I just..." she swallowed and I noticed her eyes were shining with tears. "I just love you so much, Nick. And it's not just sister-brother love, I love you like I want to be with you."

      
        Her eyes pleaded with me while I stared at her. "I love you too, Cammy."

      "But it's impossible, right? The whole thing is doomed. What the fuck does this make us?"

      "In love," I said. I lathered the soap and rubbed it on her tits, just like I had with Mom. She sighed at my touch.

      "You know it's more complicated than that." She lowered her arms and thrust her chest forward, enjoying the attention in spite of herself.

      I soaped up her arms and shoulders, feeling her muscles and bones. "I guess," I said. "Shit, what do we tell Mom?"

      "You think you're gonna be in trouble?" she smirked.

      That was what it came down to, really, ridiculous as it sounded. I was cheating on Mom. With my sister. My head swam as I rinsed Cammy off. "Hey, come on," she said. "I don't know how any of this works. Did Mom tell you that you couldn't be with anyone else?"

      "She didn't like that I was fucking her while I had a girlfriend."

      Cammy's mouth opened in shock, then she smiled. "Shit, I was going to yell at you for not telling me you were with someone when we fucked, but that seems like burying the lede. I'm assuming your girlfriend doesn't know."

      "We broke up, I mean I dumped her." I still felt like a jerk, it had only been a few days.

      "So you could fuck Mom?" Her eyes were wide.

      I felt defensive. "Her name is Ashley and I really cared about her, but I had to choose."

      "Shit, Nick," she rubbed soap on my hairy chest. "She already knows you're loyal. And I'm going to be gone most of the time. I'm not sure when I'll be able to come back up here again. I'm not competition for her. Hell, I'd fuck her too if she let me."

      
        
      

      We were both quiet for a minute as she washed me off. I took her shoulders and turned her around. She looked gorgeous from any angle. Her hair was up so I could see her neck and shoulders, smooth and slender. She didn't have a big butt, but it was round and well-shaped. I could see the muscles under the skin of her back as she moved. I lathered her back and butt. "So do I tell her or what?"

      "Fuck, I don't know, Nick. I'll be gone in a few days. I guess it kind of sucks to drop this in your lap and run. I had it in my head that I was going to make things better when I came up."

      "You did make things better though," I said. She was silent. "The way I feel with you, it's not like this with anyone else, not even Mom." She turned her head, one eye on me. "I mean I love Mom too, it's just different. I guess... I guess I want to be with both of you."

      "Then you have to decide," she said. I scrubbed down her back, then rubbed her back with her soap covered skin sliding under my hands. "That feels nice," she said. "Look, if we could all be happy and Kumbaya together that would be great, that's why I came here. But I guess I fucked it up again." She gave a mirthless laugh.

      I shook my head, but couldn't think of what to say. "Bonobos," she said.

      "What the fuck is a bonobo?"

      "It's an ape, they're like chimpanzees. Whenever there's some kind of problem they just get together and fuck and that's how thy solve it."

      "Bullshit," I chuckled.

      "I swear it's true. They're sluts. My point is that I wish it were that way for us. As shitty as our family is, we're good at fucking each other, I guess." She turned to face me, a sad smile on her face. I kissed her and pressed her into the wall, feeling her body against mine.

      "We'll think of something," I said with a confidence that I didn't feel.

      --

      
        I was hard before I came in the door, and found Mom at her usual spot on the couch. "There he is," she said. "I've been so bored this morning." I forced a smile and leaned down to give her an appropriate kiss. "Hold on," she said as I pulled away. I came in again and this time our kiss was anything but appropriate. Her lips were hot and I tasted and smelled her all over again. There was a tinge of her vodka there in her taste.

      She took my hand and lowered me onto the couch. I could see the anxiety behind her eyes. She was wondering what had gone on with me and Cammy. She couldn't possibly suspect what we had actually done, could she? Last time we had spoken, it was like she thought the two of us were conspirators against her. "How did it go with your sister?" To her credit she did an ok job of hiding the unease she felt. "Talking about your old mom behind her back?" She forced a chuckle.

      "I was trying to get Cammy to feel normal around here. She's really sorry, you know. She just wants to put all this behind her as soon as she can. The problem is that she just wants to push and push and get it done fast. It's not something that can be rushed. We've just been apart too long." I felt my heart beating in my ears.

      "She doesn't have to act weird around us. Just act normal."

      "You know that's not true, Mom. Nothing is normal."

      "Jesus, Nick, I'm not still mad. She can just come over and talk to me, it's not that hard. As long as she doesn't act like a bitch we'll be ok."

      "What do you mean 'act like a bitch?'"

      "Be a pain in the ass, like the way she was. Yelling, arguing, name calling. If she knows what's good for her and wants to forgive and forget, she'll behave."

      "She wants to be forgiven." I said.

      "So?"

      "Well, do you forgive her?"

      
        For the first time, Mom broke her gaze with me. She sighed and shrugged. "This isn't simple or easy, Mom. There's a lot of hurt feelings. We're not going to resolve all this in a few days. I think we should just do something low stress. We could invite her over to have dinner or something."

      "Well, do you forgive her?" Mom asked. "She was a bitch to you too."

      "We were just kids, Mom. Of course I did."

      Mom shot me a look. "So everything's good between the two of you and I'm the bad guy now?"

      This wasn't going how I thought it would. I thought Mom would be happy. "We talked a lot over there. You're not the only one who had things to work out with her."

      Mom shook her head. "Sounds like you just got drunk and fell asleep there."

      "Mom..." I sighed.

      "Something went on over there." Mom glared at me. I felt like when she had caught me stealing money out of her purse when I was ten. I had burned through my allowance and really wanted the new X-Men comic. It had only been three dollars, and she had a lot more in there, so at first I didn't know what she was so mad about. But it was the breach of trust that was the problem, not three measly dollars.

      "Come on, what did the two of you talk about? It's not me against the two of you, damn it! I never thought you would take her side." Mom scowled.

      I took a deep breath. She wasn't the Mom who I happened to live with and help out with expenses. She was the Mom who towered over me and gave me everything I needed. She was the one I would come crying to and the one who would make me cry at times. I read somewhere that confession was good for the soul. And in this case, at least she would know that we weren't plotting against her.

      "So yeah, some things happened over there." It was like I had popped a cork and all the crap of the past few weeks spilled out of me. I told her about me and Cammy drinking, about her bringing me back to her hotel room. I did that thing I did when I was little and I put my folded hands between my legs. My words tumbled over each other. I told her about how sorry Cammy was and how she wanted to apologize and how she was mad at Mom for not letting her.

      
        
      

      "Nick, Jesus. I'm actually glad I missed all..."

      But I wasn't done. "Mom, that's not all." I told her about how when I came up Cammy took off her clothes to get more comfortable and how awkward I felt. I even told her that Cammy figured out the two of us were fucking. That seemed to pierce her anger and it was replaced with shock. "I couldn't help it, Mom! She asked me point blank. She was like 'are you fucking Mom?' and I was so shocked I couldn't say anything. She knew, though. This wasn't the first time..."

      "The first time, what?" Mom asked.

      I sighed. "On my eighteenth birthday, remember when we went to see grandma? Cammy and I shared the same bedroom up in the attic. Cammy and me..."

      "My God, Nick. You didn't." Mom's eyes were round.

      "I told her that I was a virgin and I hated it and she just took off her clothes and asked if I wanted to fuck her. I can't explain it, it felt like it was ok, like she was doing something nice for me." Mom was speechless.

      "Anyway, after I told Cammy about us we sat down on the bed and watched... shit." I took a deep breath. "I found the tape that you and Dad made. I watched it at home a few days after we took the boxes out of the attic. The sex one. She said she wanted to see it and so we sat on the bed and watched it. One thing led to another..."

      "So you...?"

      "Yeah she gave me a blowjob, then I went down on her and then we fucked. I'm sorry Mom! We were both kind of drunk and we had done it before and you know how hot Cammy is! I know it's cheating, but I thought I could have both of you. I thought it might be ok if I kept it in the family."

      Mom stared at me, her mouth hanging open. She was having trouble processing all this at once. "I can't believe you fucked your sister! And that video."

      "That's what started it, Mom. I found it in with the tapes and I watched it. I didn't know what it was, but once it was on I couldn't turn it off. I just saw you in there and you looked so sexy and beautiful. I couldn't get you out of my mind after that. I know it's a violation of your privacy and I swear I wouldn't have done it if I had known what was on that tape." My whole body was trembling. As good as confession might be for the soul, it was shit for my nerves.

      Mom shook her head again. There was a twitch to her mouth. Was she smiling? "How was it?"

      "What?"

      "How was it with Cammy?"

      "I..." I couldn't meet Mom's gaze. I was the guilty little boy bracing for her wrath. "Well, Mom, it was amazing. She's just so beautiful and passionate. I thought it would mend the fence between us a little. She deserves it Mom, the guilt is eating her up." Now Mom really was smiling. "You're not mad?"

      "It's a lot, but I can see that what you and your sister did was good for you. Good for us." I couldn't believe it. I had cheated on Mom, there was no denying what happened. Maybe it was ok that I kept it in the family. Like Cammy said, we were so off the wall that there weren't any rules for what we were doing. But this was the last reaction I expected from Mom.

      I gave a single gasping laugh, more of relief than anything, then crashed into Mom, throwing my arms around her. "Good boy, good boy," Mom muttered into my neck. She held my shoulders, and when I saw her face there was a tear running down her cheek. "I'm proud of you, Nick. You're doing more to rebuild the family than I could ever do."

      I had only watched a tape that wasn't meant for me and drunkenly fucked my sister. Mom was pretty happy with me, though I couldn't really connect the dots as to why. I wanted to say something, to tell Mom I thought she was being weird or at least to ask her to explain, but I felt like I was staring up at the super Mom from my childhood, not the unsure and injured Mom of the last few weeks.

      All I could do was shake my head. "Buck up, this is good news. I need you to call her and invite her over tonight." Mom said.

      "Don't you think it will be a little weird?"

      "Just do it, Nick. She'll listen better if it's from you. Your mother is asking you to do something." The set of Mom's mouth made it impossible to refuse.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 6

      Nick: Mom wants you to come over for dinner tonight.

      Cammy: And you don't?

      Nick: What do you mean? Of course I do.

      Cammy: Just weird the way you said it. Speaking of weird, how is Mom's mood on this?

      Nick: She's really excited to see you.

      Cammy: How much did you tell her?

      Nick: Just come over.

      Cammy: What the fuck, dude? I can't come into this blind.

      Nick: Mom just wants us to be together as a family. You should listen to her.

      Cammy: Why are you talking like this? I feel like the two of you want to trap me or something.

      Nick: Are you that paranoid?

      Cammy: It hasn't exactly been smooth sailing between us. I don't want Mom yelling at me.

      Nick: Look at it this way, Ms. lawyer. She's giving you amnesty. You're going to come over and we're going to be a family together.

      
        Cammy: Oh I am, am I?

      Nick: That's what Mom said. Do you want to work this out or not? I know you don't have much time here. It will be fine, I promise. Mom's not going to chew you out.

      Cammy: Fine, but I'm coming over because I want to, not because you and Mom are telling me to.

      I was jumpy at every noise I heard outside. Mom had insisted that we put on something nice for Cammy. I just put on slacks and a button up shirt. Mom put on some clothes too, she had a conservative skirt and a blue pullover blouse.

      "You look like a fourth grade teacher or something," I told her.

      "Hush up," she grinned at me. "I just don't want to be lounging around in my underwear when Cammy gets here." The skirt was convenient for her boot, which she complained about, but didn't take off. "When she gets here we're going to make her feel nice. She's nervous and needs her family. We need to show her how much we love her."

      She had that tone in her voice again, that one that I hadn't heard since I was a kid. Her eyes skewered mine, and I swallowed all the questions and objections I had.

      When Cammy arrived, she was wearing a skirt too, it looked just like the one she had worn that night. She wore a tasteful top with it, and had decided to wear a bra this time. I knew the look on her face, it was the one she put on when she was nervous or scared and didn't want anyone to notice. She gave a plastic smile and her eyes darted between me, at the door, and Mom behind me. "Hey Mom, hey Nick."

      "Cammy!" Mom stood up with a little effort and hobbled over to her. I gave Cammy a stiff hug, then she turned to Mom. Mom hugged her too, but then she kept her hands on Cammy's hips, tightening just enough to tell her that she wasn't to back away. She leaned forward and planted a kiss on Cammy's lips. Though it was just a little peck, not inappropriate for a Mom and daughter, Cammy's eyes were alarmed. Mom leaned in again, and then this time her kiss lingered. Neither of them opened their mouths, but Mom kissed over and over, leaving Cammy red faced. "It's so good to see you, Bell." That was Mom's nickname for her. Before I was born, Cammy was obsessed with Tinkerbell and Mom called her that. I had never heard her actually do it, just stories about it.

      Mom cradled Cammy's cheek, and though her face was shocked, she leaned into it and nuzzled Mom's hand. "Mom..." she whispered. It was as if Mom had cast a spell on her.

      
        
      

      "Give your sister a kiss, Nick. We're loving her as a family, remember?"

      I took Cammy's hand and pulled her in, kissing her on the lips. I opened my mouth just enough to be an invitation, but she refused, and our kiss remained barely appropriate. But the second time she leaned in. I was shocked when she opened her mouth just as I had, but my mind had changed in that instant and I felt frozen, like this was too much to do in front of Mom, even though she knew everything. Despite how awkward it was, or maybe because of it, I started to get hard.

      "You're a good girl, Cammy," Mom said, stroking her ponytail.

      There was conflict on Cammy's face. She was nervous at what might happen here, but Mom's loving words and actions had caught her off guard. Cammy was such a planner and used to being in control that something throwing her for a loop like this was hard for her to handle. Maybe Mom had a better understanding of the situation than I thought.

      Mom backed away from both of us. I was a little stunned too. "Well, come on in, don't be a stranger." Cammy came in, her eyes wary, and Mom put a hand on the small of her back. "My beautiful daughter. Isn't she gorgeous, Nick?"

      She especially looked it now. The top was flattering, showing her toned arms and shoulders. "She's so gorgeous, Mom." I gulped, hoping my voice didn't sound too much like a nervous boy.

      "I just want to look at her now that she's here, Tiger." Mom hobbled back. "Stand in front of me, Bell. Come on, don't be shy." I don't remember "shy" ever being a word that could ever describe Cammy, but I'll be damned if she wasn't that now. "Get next to her, Nick. Let me see my two kiddos together."

      I stood next to Cammy and put my arm around her, like we were posing for a family picture. It seemed to steady her a bit. "Mom, what's going on?" She said, giving that plastic smile again.

      "We're together as a family. Tonight we're going to show how much we love each other." The room was silent for a moment, as Cammy and I ruminated on exactly what that might mean. "Bell you've gotten so big," Mom said. She stared at her for a good few seconds, looking her body up and down. I could feel Cammy's discomfort in her shoulders. Mom stepped forward, and put her hand on Cammy's upper arm. She moved it down to her hand, and took it up to her mouth for a kiss. Meanwhile her other hand moved up Cammy's hip to her side, and Cammy gasped as Mom ran her hand over her breast.

      
        My cock was completely hard now and getting wet drops of precum on my boxers. I was wondering where this was going and what Cammy would be willing to tolerate. Both of these women, both who were amazing fucks but also close family, were setting my blood on fire.

      Mom's hand rested on Cammy's tit, but she didn't rub or squeeze. "Such a big girl," Mom said. "We're here to show our love and so there's nothing to hide. Nick, help her get out of that top." Both of us were stunned at Mom's words, and it was becoming clear exactly where this was going. Wouldn't this scare Cammy off? Mom couldn't think that something like this would help, could she?

      I recovered before Cammy did, and reached over to unbutton her blouse. Cammy's eyes were alarmed, but she held perfectly still, letting me unfasten one button after another. Her bra was light blue with a little bow at the bottom. Even in the bra, her tits looked stunning and I wanted to tear the bra off and tease her nipples with my tongue. I was painfully hard.

      "My God, Bell. Look how fit you are." Mom placed her hand on Cammy's flat belly and felt her barely visible abs. "How do you keep this fit? I wish I looked like this."

      "I go to the gym and run. It relaxes me." Her breadth fluttered. "Mom, you're so much prettier though, curvy is beautiful." Cammy looked down and gulped, "I wish I had tits like you."

      "You're too nice to your old mom. I bet you have to beat the boys off with a stick."

      "No, Mom. It's true..." Cammy said.

      I took Mom's hand. "Both of you are beautiful..." I took a deep breath. "And sexy and hot."

      "I knew I raised my handsome boy right. But I want to see my little girl's tits for real. Help her with her bra, Nick." This time I was a little more ready for Mom's command. I reached behind Cammy and unhooked her bra with the speed I was so proud of. Her hands gripped each elbow, covering her small, firm tits. Her skin was goosebumped.

      "Bell, don't be shy. I want to see them." Mom said. "She touched Cammy's arms, giving them a slight push.

      I could see the discomfort in Cammy's eyes. This needed a little more finesse. "Mom, hold on. I think Cammy is a little uncomfortable being the only one here showing her boobs. You heard how much she likes your tits. You should be an example and show her."

      
        
      

      Cammy's eyes were as round as I had ever seen them. But she said, "Yeah, Mom. I'd really like to see yours too. Please." Her breathing quickened just slightly and her blush had spread down her chest.

      Mom grinned. "You know flattery will get you everywhere. I can't believe how much you like Mommy's body, Bell. You and your brother." She started unbuttoning her blouse. She was impetuous in contrast to Cammy's paralyzed anxiety. Her hands flashed behind to unfasten her bra and soon her huge tits were swinging in front of her, her nipples already hard and blushing. "You like what you see, Bell?' Cammy gave a trembling nod. On its own my hand reached up and cupped Mom's tit. Just like always, it felt so soft and warm and exquisite. I squeezed and massaged the soft meat. Cammy couldn't take her eyes off Mom's boobs, and her hand absently unfastened from her elbow and took the other tit.

      Cammy squeezed and rubbed, Mom's hot flesh squishing between her fingers. "My God, Mom..." she whispered. She twirled her thumb around Mom's nipple while Mom beamed.

      "The two of you are like babies, aren't you? Can't get enough of Mommy's tits." I leaned forward and kissed Mom on the lips, this time fully opening up. Electric jolts ran though my body as our tongues squirmed together and I tasted her luscious taste. I rolled her nipple while we kissed and she whimpered out her nose. "Well come on, then. I know you want to suck on them."

      Cammy opened her mouth, and her lower lip trembled. I was hypnotized by Mom's tits, and though I had had her nipple in my mouth so many times I wanted it again. I kissed Mom's neck, then her shoulder, and she giggled. Her breast squished between my fingers and she sighed with pleasure. Next to me Cammy was level with Mom, and I saw their boobs side by side, Cammy's small, firm, and fit, with Mom's low, soft, and massive. Mom's hand on her shoulder prompted Cammy to get on her knees, and her face lowered next to mine. Cammy's eyes darted back and forth from my face and Mom's. A bead of sweat rolled down her cheek.

      "It's here for you Cammy. You're going to let me suck on yours later, so now's your chance to do the same." My kisses reached the side of Mom's boob, and her large, hard areola rubbed the side of my face. I ran my tongue around it, and Mom looked down approvingly. Cammy stared, slack-jawed as I flicked Mom's nipple back and forth. She looked back up at Mom. "Baby, it's ok," Mom said. Her hand snuck up Cammy's neck, and guided her chin to her nipple, just as erect and incandescent as the other. Tentatively, Cammy's tongue stuck out and licked the very end of Mom's protrusive nipple.

      "That's a good girl," Mom cooed.

      "Mom, I..." Cammy hissed.

      
        
      

      "Shh, Bell. Just think about the three of us together now. That's all there is here. I love you, and I know what you want right now. So do it."

      Cammy's eyes crossed looking at Mom's tit. By now I had the whole nipple in my mouth and I was holding it between my teeth, batting at it with my tongue to Mom's approval. Like a rocket docking with the ISS, her open mouth slowly creeped over Mom's tit until her nipple was inside. As Her lips closed on Mom's warm nipple some of the tension disappeared from her face and I saw her throat pumping with suction. Mom undid Cammy's ponytail and ran her fingers through her hair. "Sorry there ain't any milk in there, but that feels good anyway, Bell."

      Mom was melting Cammy's ice, merging what Cammy and I had with what I had with Mom. I couldn't believe it. The three of us came together. Cammy looked up at Mom, their eyes locked. Mom had put her hand on the side of my head too. I increased the pressure of my teeth on her nipple the slightest bit and made my jaw tremble. Mom sighed and her grip tightened on my head. "My babies," Mom said. "That feels good. I've wanted this moment for a long time, the three of us together as a family, but I had no idea it would be like this. Not in a million years." She chuckled.

      I bit down just a bit more on Mom's nipple, her gasps of pleasure seasoned with pain. Cammy opened her mouth just enough to run her tongue around Mom's stiff areola. Mom's belly squished in her hand. I ran my hand up Cammy's side, overwhelmed by these two women who had been here and waiting my entire life. Cammy shivered at my touch as my hand ran over her goosebumps. She shifted her gaze to me, Mom's nipple bouncing on the end of her tongue.

      "Nick," she whispered, her lips wet and shining. I knew what she wanted, as my lips were as red and warmed up as hers. We both disengaged from Mom's tits, turning to face each other. Mom's hands on our heads prodded us, gaving us the gentle approval we needed. We lunged at each other, our lips crashing and our teeth clicking. Cammy wrapped her arms around me and pulled me into her, moaning with her heavy breath. My tongue ran over her lips, her teeth, and her own hungry tongue. Our fervent breath puffed out our noses as we kissed. Her erect nipples pressed into me.

      When I looked Cammy's eyes, any amused detachment that had been there was obliterated now, replaced by the twins lust and love. She was upon me again, and our mouths watered with each other's taste. Our kiss was wet, and drops of our mixed saliva dripped down our chins. Cammy's shoulders heaved.

      "I'm so proud of both of you," Mom said. "Come get another taste."

      
        I didn't have to be asked twice. Mom's nipple was engorged red and shining wet from my spit. I closed my lips and teeth around Mom's nipple and gave it a gentle yank. Mom gasped, "Easy, Tiger," she said. Cammy's jaw worked too, and Mom jumped with her attention. "Fuck, that feels good."

      Mom brought me up with a light pull on the shoulder, just enough to show what she wanted. Cammy and I stood next to each other with Mom in the middle. Cammy's face was slack and her upper body was as red as I had seen it. "Mom... Nick..." she gulped, her eyes darting back and forth between us. "I love you, and-"

      "I love you too, Bell," Mom said. "You don't need to say anymore."

      "I love you too Cammy, you know I do." I said. I was keeping a lid on my nerves better than she was, but I felt just as fluttery inside.

      There was a feast for my eyes. Both of them had their boobs out now. It felt like steam was coming off my skin. Cammy was looking right at Mom, but when Mom looked her way she averted her eyes. She flashed her eyes back up to Mom's and then darted away again. Her hand closed around Mom's tit and squeezed it tighter, the wet nipple slipping between her fingers. I rubbed Cammy's back and kissed her shoulder, reaching down to cup her tight ass through her skirt.

      Cammy and Mom's faces moved excruciatingly slowly toward each other. Their eyes kept playing their little game, Cammy would look at Mom, Mom would look Cammy in the eyes and she would look away. But finally their lips met and they attacked each other. It was as if Cammy's whole body was kissing Mom, she leaned forward and her whole body buzzed with her nervous and horny energy. Mom moved her hand up Cammy's side and gripped her nipple, making her body wave and twitch even harder.

      When their lips parted Cammy was in a daze. Mom surged forward again and their lips collided. Cammy's hands were all over Mom now, one fastened to her gelatinous tit and the other pinching a roll of fat from her rippling belly. Mom was rubbing her petite tits too, playing with her hard nipples, flicking them.

      Mom placed her two hands on Cammy's chest. "Baby Girl, I need to see all of you now," she said. "Nick, get-" She didn't have time to finish, as Cammy pulled her skirt and panties down at the same time, forming a heap on the floor. The aroma of her sweat and wet pussy reached my nose. Mom noticed too. "Good girl," she whispered. "You smell so nice." Mom looked down, placing her hands on Cammy's hips. "Beautiful bush," she said. "So many girls your age shave theirs, I don't know why."

      "I'm glad you like it, Mom." She was shy again, unable to meet Mom's eyes. "Can I see yours?"

      
        
      

      "Bell's getting bolder, Nick," Mom said. "She just loves her family so much." And Mom did just as Cammy did, dropping her skirt at once. She wasn't wearing panties. Her aroma mixed with Cammy's and I thought I would die from desire.

      Mom ran her hand through Cammy's bush, the other hand squeezing her little boob. "So wet already, Bell. I heard Nick had a lot of fun with this pussy. Isn't that right, Tiger?" Cammy's body was all I could think about, my hand on her bare ass now. Cammy looked at me, trying to be angry.

      "Yes, Mom," I said.

      "You got all your clothes on, though. It's not fair for your sister and me." She didn't look away from Cammy, her hands roaming up and down her body, one wet with Cammy's dirty juices. I stared at her a moment. She looked back at me, "Nick, your mom is talking to you, get those clothes off now."

      Cammy giggled, I couldn't believe it. But I obeyed Mom anyway. I took my shirt off, the air cold on my sweating armpits. When I dropped my pants my hard cock jerked up like an angry cobra.

      Mom took Cammy's hand and placed it on my dick. Her fingers curved around the shaft and I shuddered with pleasure. "How did you like this cock, Cammy?"

      "It felt so good inside me, Mom. God it felt good, he made me cum." Cammy's voice was low and breathy.

      "Good boy!" Mom said, running her hand through my chest hair. "That hard dick has made me cum plenty of times too. I never thought me and my daughter's pussy would get off on the same cock. But then I never thought my son would fuck me this good, either." The two of us were speechless. Though we were shocked by her words, we had to agree.

      "You've done a hell of a job bringing this family together, Tiger," Mom said. "Lucky for you your mom and sister are so hungry for cock." She chuckled and backed up. "My beautiful kids. I can't tell you how happy I am having you back Cammy. And Nick has done such a nice job of taking care of me while I've been hurt. I don't know of a son who loves his mom enough to fuck me as good as you have."

      Cammy's hand was still on my dick. Her other hand was empty now, and it jerked up just an inch to cover her tits before she jerked it back down to her side. Her chest was heaving up and down now, and her grip on my dick tightened, then released, then tightened again. Seeing her and Mom side by side, both goddesses though they were so different, gave me that feeling of unreality again. I had just gotten used to having my cock inside Mom and hearing her scream. I had never had two girls naked and ready in front of me like this, and I sure as hell hadn't expected them to be my mom and sister.

      Mom stood there naked and unashamed. She seemed like the only one of us that had a handle on what was going on. I reveled in her body. Her huge, heavy tits, her fleshy belly, her round, fat ass. Cammy couldn't keep her eyes off her either. I guess she wasn't kidding about how she liked Mom. "Ok kiddoes," Mom said, "Now that I've got you here I need to know a few things. I know the two of you have been talking about me and it looks like it's turned out for the better, but I need to know what went on."

      Cammy and I looked at each other. We turned to Mom, both of us expecting the other to speak first. We were back in time again, it felt like the time we cracked the TV screen when Cammy was babysitting me. The two of us were wrestling on the couch like Mom and Dad had told us so many times not to. Cammy had pinned me, and stood over me triumphant and arrogant. I was mad and gave her the biggest push I could. She fell backwards, knocking off the snake plant off the table and scattering dirt all over the floor. But she also hit our small TV and it hit the floor just as hard, shooting the screen through with cracks. We panicked, and vacuumed as much of the dirt up as we could, but there was nothing for the TV.

      When Mom and Dad got back from the restaurant, they stood us in front of them just like this and made us tell them what happened. We both blamed each other, of course. Mom had spanked Cammy that night and Dad spanked me. We both went to bed crying with sore asses.

      I worked up the courage to speak first. "Mom, I told Cammy that I thought she should approach this more carefully-"

      "I'm trying, Nick! I've gone along with everything-"

      "Hold on both of you," Mom raised her hand. "It doesn't matter. We're all here getting along, you telling me all the details would be like showing how the sausage is made. I mean what did you do? I want to know how you fucked each other."

      Cammy and I looked at each other again. Cammy cleared her throat, "Well, Mom, we were on the bed together... umm... cuddling. Watching TV. I could tell Nick was feeling kind of hot, and-"

      "You were horny too! You took your clothes off in front of me!" I yelled.

      
        "Hold it!" Mom shouted. "Jesus, you kids. I don't want you to tell me, I want you to show me."

      We looked at each other again. This time there was nothing to argue over, no disagreements. All we had to do was let nature take over. The change in Cammy was subtle. Her eyes were hard, the kind of hard she affected when she felt it the most unsure. But seeing me now, loving and open and hot for her, she put on a happy confidence, knowing now that what she needed to do and what she desperately wanted to do were the same. Her lips opened, trembling. I raised my finger to her lips just as I had done before and just like before, she wrapped her lips around my finger and sucked. "Good girl," Mom whispered.

      Gabby got down on her knees in front of me, never letting go of my diamond hard dick. Mom's eyes followed her, eager, greedy to see what she had missed. Cammy kissed the wet, sticky tip of my cock, and it left a shining spot on her lips. Her breath buffeted my hot cock. Cammy's dark eyes looked up at me as she licked the length of my shaft, pressing her tongue hard against my skin. I looked back at her, and I willed her to show Mom what the two of us had done, how good we had been for the family. Our bodies merging into one was part of our family mending, and I was proud of what we did, now that Mom was so hungry to see it.

      And Mom certainly wanted to see it. She grabbed a cushion from the couch and gingerly lowered herself to the floor in front of me. Her hand rubbed up Cammy's back and stroked her hair with her fingers linked in a ring. Cammy's warm tongue dragged up and down my cock. Seeing the two of them there in front of me took me to heights that I didn't even know existed, Mom's icy blue eyes looking from my cock, to Cammy's face, to my face. I felt as if my passion would burn me alive.

      Cammy turned her head sideways and licked the side of my member, playing it like a flute. Her tongue flicked back and forth, and I knew I would have to try hard to keep from cumming too fast. "Such a good girl," Mom whispered as she petted Cammy's hair. "Can you see how much your brother is enjoying this, how good it feels? This is what family does for family." Cammy didn't look at Mom, her burning eyes were for me now. I love you so much and this is what I'm ready to do for you, brother. Anything to make you feel good. I was ready to do the same for her.

      "God damn, Cammy. She's right, that does feel good." I put my hand on Cammy's shoulder, and Mom put her hand on top of mine.

      "Give your old Mom a kiss, Cammy." Mom placed her hand on the side of Cammy's face. Cammy turned, dreamy-eyed, and her lips met with Mom. Their kiss was even messier than Cammy's licks, and this time there was no hesitation, just desire. Mom and Cammy's lips smacked together, while my swollen dick rubbed the side of Cammy's face. The two women groaned and rubbed their hands up and down each other's bodies.

      
        Cammy's hand reached down to Mom's pussy, spread open from her crouching. "You're so wet, Mom."

      "That's from watching you and Tiger, Bell. Your old mom has two beautiful kids, and she wants to have fun with them too. Mommy's gonna show you how she sucks cock. Maybe you can learn a thing or two." Mom looked up at me just as Cammy had. "And you'd be a very bad girl not to let Mommy get a taste of her son's hot cock." My whole body felt on fire.

      Mom kissed Cammy again, Cammy's thick saliva running down the side of her face. Their tongues intertwined and they devoured each other, then Mom placed her hand around my cock, pushing Cammy's reluctant hand away. Mom's tongue fluttered against my skin, starting with a ring around my bellend. I groaned and shuddered with her licks. I didn't think I could get any more turned on than when Cammy was sucking my dick. I was wrong.

      Cammy kissed Mom's neck and shoulders, groping her magnificent tits, Mom's doughy meat squishing in her palms. "How's that feel, Tiger?" Mom asked.

      "Fuck, Mom. It feels amazing." My voice was strained. Mom stopping Cammy had allowed my orgasm to fall back a little, so I didn't cum all over her.

      "Anything for my good boy." Mom ran her tongue up the underside of my shaft, wiggling it back and forth, then licking in a straight line. Cammy watched intently, wanting to improve her own technique. Mom briefly wrapped her lips around my head, and I held my breath for her to take my cock into her mouth, but she backed down at the last second. Mom moved her head down and took my balls in her mouth, one at a time, and licked them until they were wet and cold in the air of the room. My cock hit up against the side of her face as she did. Cammy was hypnotized by Mom, and had both hands full of her steaming flesh, a tit in her right and a roll of her sexy belly in the other.

      Mom pressed her tongue hard against the underside of my cock, rubbing the bottom of my head, and I felt myself getting close to cumming, like when you're boiling a pot on the stove and the little bubbles are coming up faster and faster right before it starts to boil in earnest. Then Mom backed off, turning to Cammy. Cammy didn't wait and this time it was Mom's slobber that dripped down their chins, their lips smacking and struggling together. Mom pulled her head back and licked the drool off Cammy's chin. "Can you taste your brother's cock, Bell?" Cammy just nodded dumbly. "He's ready for you now, baby. You need to really suck him now, put that dick in your mouth. And when he cums, save it, don't swallow it."

      "Ok, Mom," Cammy said. Her face was burning red, and she was giddy with her lust. Mom moved back, slipping under Cammy's arms to play with her small, brown nipples as she sucked my cock. Cammy gasped and her body rippled as Mom touched her nipples. She looked up at me, her lips were trembling. "I love you, Nick," she said in a quivering whisper.

      "I love you too, Cammy. You know what to do now, suck my cock like a good sister." Shock passed over her face for a moment, and I saw the nervousness almost come to the surface again, but her hunger for me pushed it out of the way and she perched my head on her lower lip.

      Her tongue came out, as to lick my throbbing member, then pushed it aside. I shouldn't have fallen for it again. "What a tease," Mom said. "Good idea, though. He's close to cumming. We don't want to end a good blowjob early." I tried to say something, but I couldn't deny that Mom was right. I was going to cum when she was ready for me to, I couldn't fool her.

      This time Cammy wrapped her lips around my cock with a little grin. When she moved her head forward, my cock dove into her mouth. I felt a tiny scrape from her teeth in the incredible warm wetness of her mouth. Cammy's eyes looked up at me. Your cock is mine again. Your sister is going to make you cum. Mom's hand was on the back of her head, gently pushing her forward. Her lips rose around my cock, and I saw her eyes squint for just a second, then her throat bobbed, stroking my cock.

      "Good girl, take your brother's dick nice and deep. Let him fuck your throat." Cammy's throat twitched again and her eyes were red and teary. "I'm gonna let your head go, Bell," Mom said, "But I expect you to take your brother's cock as deep as you can. Do you understand? Cammy nodded and gulped again, and Mom released her head. "Slowly now," Cammy pulled her head back slowly from my cock and gasped through her nose as she rubbed it in her mouth.

      Mom pulled Cammy's hair back, and leaned in close to my cock.

      "I raised you right, Bell," Mom said. "Show your brother how you suck cock."

      My cock fell out of Cammy's mouth, her lips giving the head a last squeeze before the cold air hit it. She gulped and took a few breaths, a tear falling down her cheek. I stroked her cheek, getting the tear. "You're doing great, Cammy. I'll cum for you, won't be long." She smiled and delicately kissed the tip of my cock again.

      Her tongue lanced out again, licking her dripping spit off my shaft. Her face was messy and dripping, as she had drooled a lot when she gagged on my cock. She steadied my wet, dirty cock with her hand and eased the head into her mouth. Her lips were locked and rubbed the length of my cock, like a continuous kiss. I could feel her tongue massaging my impetuous cock and even a hint of teeth, but not enough to make me lose focus. She stared at me again, the object of her desire.

      
        
      

      Once more she pushed her head, this time without Mom's assistance. Her red face contorted and her throat quivered, but she kept my cock as deep in her throat as it would go, then slid her head up and down the entire length of it. I couldn't believe how well she sucked my dick. I had had plenty of blowjobs, sure, but none of them were like this. Stabs of pleasure ran up my body. None had the passion or intensity or depth of what Cammy was doing to me now, her head pumping like a train piston, those potent eyes unflinching and open.

      Cammy pulled her head off my member. It was slick with my precum and her ropy slobber and she slid her hand up and down it. "I want to get one last taste of that cock, Bell," Mom said. This time Cammy didn't have to be told, her lips and Mom's met, every trace of apprehension routed by the wet fire inside her. She and Mom were a mass of tongues, and lips, and spit, and they slurped in their mad lust. At the end of their kiss, their cheeks pressed together, each of them staring at the other from the side.

      When my cock disappeared into Mom's mouth, it was already flooded. Had Mom's mouth been watering for my dick? This time her motions were mad and rapid, punctuating the bobs of her head with gulps and slurps. Cammy was still red and consumed in the moment and ran her fingers through Mom's hair. Mom held me like a dog by a leash, and with evey lick sent me closer to the edge. Our mixed juices ran down Mom's chin. She took me in just as deep as Cammy had, and her gagging throat closed around my cock. I started feeling that rush, the one telling me my cum was almost there, almost ready to explode out of me. It was that strange moment where you didn't know if it was inevitable or not and might be able to prolong your experience.

      Somehow Mom knew and she ejected my cock from her mouth. Her eyes were running and she gasped to catch her breath. "He's already for you, Baby," she said to Cammy. "He's close to cumming now. Remember to save it and show it to me when you have it."

      "Ok, Mom," Cammy's voice was husky and trembling. She looked up at me, and pounced on my cock just as Mom had. She took it so fast and so deep that she squeezed her eyes closed and her throat pushed my member out. She coughed and gagged and spat slobber on the floor as her chest heaved.

      "Cammy, you don't need to-" I said, but she was right back at it. There was that defiant look in her eyes now. She took my dick in deep inside her again and the veins on her neck stood out, but her lips hit my crotch at the base of my dick and there was no deeper she could go.

      With Cammy's mad sucking, my pleasure overwhelmed me in no time at all, I was bubbling over like a teapot and I had crossed that point of no return. I knew in a half a second I would be committing that forbidden, filthy act, and filling my sister's mouth with my cum again. "Fuuucckkk, Cammmyyyyy-" I wanted to tell her what a good girl she was, or how much I loved her, or how happy I was that she was back here with us, but I had to settle for saying that with my eyes. A rattling groan erupted from my lungs, and my back popped as I bent. One jet after another shot into Cammy's mouth, my body shaking with pain and pleasure with each pump. I strained every muscle in my body with the last thrust of my climax and then slumped over, looking down at Cammy.

      She had her mouth open now, careful to keep my filthy white puddle from sliding off her tongue. "Let's see that cum, Bell," Mom said, and Cammy turned her way. "I'm so proud of both of you," Mom cooed. She grabbed Cammy by the shoulders and pulled Cammy's mouth into hers. There was a split second of absolute shock on Cammy's face, but then she knew what to do, and churned my hot load into Mom's mouth. That feeling of unreality crept into my brain again, and I'll be damned if I didn't start getting hard again before I was even fully flaccid.

      Mom and Cammy smashed their mouths together, their tongues rubbing and spreading my load of cum between the two of them. They broke apart for just a moment and Mom licked an errant glob of jizz running down Cammy's chin. Cammy looked dazed, but when their lips met again she knew exactly what to do. The two of them licked and kissed and swallowed, and all that was left of my orgasm was a little froth on Cammy's lip which she took care of with a hungry tongue.

      For a moment our three pairs of eyes darted between each other. Mom's face was split with a wide grin, Cammy was teary, but happy and I couldn't even begin to guess what I looked like. "Wow, Cammy," I gasped, "That was incredible. No one's ever sucked me off like that."

      "Well she's your sister, I would hope so," Mom said. Cammy grinned and wiped her mouth on the back of her hand. Mom and Cammy stood and I kissed one, then the other, and then back to the other again until I wasn't sure where Mom began and Cammy ended.

      "There's more," I said to Mom. "We're not done." I wanted Cammy still, even though I was wrecked from that monster of an orgasm. I wanted to give her what she had just given me. "You need to cum too, Bell. Don't tell me the two of you are tired already."

      Mom's hand wandered down to Cammy's pussy. "Mom!" Cammy admonished.

      "I can tell you want it. God Damn you're wet down there. It would be a crime if Nick didn't eat that juicy pussy. That's what you did next, right?" Mom brought her hand, shining with Cammy's honey, up to her nose. "It's been ages since I've eaten pussy."

      "Mom, what?" I said.

      
        "It was a long time ago, like I said. Before I even met your dad. Maybe I'll tell you about it one day. Now come on Cammy, get on that couch and lie back."

      Cammy smoothed her hair back, displaying her entire gorgeous body. Her eyes were still red, as was the upper part of her body. Mom guided her down to the couch, where she lay back, her head propped up against the end. Her legs were spread wide, and the neat triangle of her bush unobstructed. "Cammy, you look so beautiful," I said.

      She grinned bashfully and tossed a cushion at me, "Oh shut up!"

      "I think you better show her you mean it." Mom ran her hand over Cammy's knee.

      I moved closer, and placed my hand on the other knee. Just like before, my orgasm had flushed all the horny out of my system, but it was building drip by drip from the two naked, heavenly women. I kissed Cammy's knee, her eyes darting back and forth between me and Mom. We were a little pressed for space, and I bumped into Mom as she licked Cammy's leg. My cock pressed into her. "Getting hard again, already Nick?" Mom said.

      "How can I not," I replied, "With the two of you here?"

      Mom leaned forward, her blue eyes filling mine. Our lips touched, and as our tongues rubbed together I seized her hanging tit and squeezed, her engorged nipple between my fingers. When I looked back up at Cammy, she was playing with her own nipples. "Come on, Tiger. We can't keep her waiting." Mom got back to Cammy's leg, moving up to her inner thigh. Her pussy shined with her wetness, and I longed to stick my tongue inside and make her scream again.

      I moved up further than Mom, and kissed Cammy's hips around her soaking slit. Her bush tickled my chin and cheeks as I did. Radiating with heat, Cammy tilted her hip up just slightly. Mom kissed up her side, and flicked a nipple with her tongue. Overwhelmed with desire and anticipation, Cammy's face was slack. My lips touched around her pussy, getting closer and closer to their target. There was a little gasp from Cammy as Mom gently bit her nipple.

      Mom kissed up her chest and neck, and locked lips, and though I was too focused on Camy's body, I could only hear the smack of their kisses. Finally my tongue dipped out onto the outside of her lips, taking a blot of her sweet, salty nectar on the tip. Her body shuddered, and the hint of her taste spread through my mouth. I moved my hands up her thighs, placing them on either side of her pussy and spreading her open. Now my nose was filled with her exquisite aroma. Looking down at me, Mom said, "Good boy. But your old Mom wants a taste too."

      
        
      

      She brought her head down next to mine, and just as she had with Cammy, she gave me a wet, passionate kiss. My hard cock rubbed against Cammy's leg. I rubbed up the soft flesh of Mom's back, and she dipped her head down, looking up at Cammy. Cammy's eyes were wide, both our heads still spinning of the unreality of what was happening. Mom licked the length of Cammy's canyon, a hum and tremble coming from Cammy. She lapped the juice from Cammy's pussy, then looked back up at her and licked her lips.

      "You need to go slow, Tiger. Tease her a little." She licked the length of Cammy's pussy, not quite touching her clit, but licking around it. She twirled just past it, each time she just barely brushed it would draw a gasp from Cammy. Mom kept at it, and each time I thought she was going to finally give Cammy's pearl a good hard lick, she veered away.

      "Mom," Cammy whimpered.

      "Just like that, Nick. See how much she wants it? She's your sister, you owe her the best orgasm you can give her," Mom said.

      Cammy's lip trembled and she tried to contradict Mom, but nothing came out of her mouth. "I know how to please her, Mom."

      "Shush and listen to your Mom," Mom admonished. "A woman knows how to please a woman."

      "How much pussy have you eaten, Mom?" I asked and Cammy laughed.

      "That's a story for another day. Now are you going to be a good boy to your sister?"

      "Yes, Mom," I said, and lowered my head back to Cammy's pussy. Mom moved up the couch and insinuated herself behind Cammy, who scooted forward to let her up. She was behind Cammy, her massive tits pressing into the back of Cammy's head and resting on her shoulders. She clutched both of Cammy's hands and squeezed them hard.

      Mom kissed the top of Cammy's head. "I'm so excited for this, Bell."

      Just like Mom had, I licked the length of Cammy's pussy, her thighs tensing when I came near her clit. Though Mom had teased, Cammy didn't seem to be able to help herself, and braced every time I got close to her nub. My senses were filled with her now, the flavor and smell of her most intimate place, the squeeze of her toned thighs against my shoulders, her shining, lustful eyes, and her quavering breaths. Keeping my eyes fixed on hers, I missed her clit by a fraction of an inch. Those strong thighs tightened around me again.

      Mom's hands had moved down to Cammy's tits, and she palmed them and pulled her nipples. She kissed the top of Cammy's head. Again and again I teased Cammy, her face reddening and her expression overwhelmed. There was a look on Mom's face too. Was it pride, smugness, or even just incestuous lust like me and Cammy? "Mom," Cammy whimpered. I took the distraction as an opportunity and mashed my tongue against Cammy's clit.

      Her gasp was mighty and she headbutted Mom in the chin. "Fuck," she moaned. Her body twisted back and forth as I dragged my entire tongue across her clit. Mom held onto her, squeezing her tits as if they were the only thing keeping her from falling.

      "That's a good girl," Mom whispered, "Your little brother is going to make you cum so hard. That is, if he listened to his old mom." She cleared her throat, and the expression on her face changed. "You have no idea how happy I am that you're here with us, Cammy. It's been so long, we just missed you." Something else flashed across Mom's face, as if she had said too much.

      I spread Cammy open as I wiggled my tongue back and forth. She groaned and pressed into Mom, her mouth stretched wide open. But I didn't let up, flicking her pearl back and forth. It wasn't just her overwhelmed with pleasure, her taste and smell along with her body wracked with pleasure sent me through the roof. My cock was engorged and wagging back and forth between my legs. If Mom wanted to see everything we did, then my cum would be leaking out this pussy before too long.

      "Shit," Cammy squealed. "Oh my God, Nick. You're gonna make me cum." Mom's face was filled with pride.

      "I hope you know where her g-spot is, Tinger," Mom said.

      Of course I couldn't respond, but I brought my finger up and stroked the length of Cammy's slit, dripping with my saliva and her juice. I teased her pussy with my fingers as much as I could, but the impetuous animal inside was taking over. I knew she would cum anyway and love it. In the corner of my mind that still had sense I hoped desperately that this wouldn't be the last time.

      I slid inside Cammy, and her wet heat closed around my finger. She let out a strangled groan, her thighs shaking around me and crushing me. It didn't take long before I found what I was looking for, but I pulled my finger back as soon as I touched it. Her eyes were incredulous.

      
        It was a challenge with my tongue on her clit to move my hand with much control. But my trembling seemed to have a teasing effect on her, as my finger quivered against her g-spot. Cammy thrust her hips up. There were incoherent fragments of words flying from her mouth, but she was too far gone to form anything. I thrust my finger in and out, at must just brushing her spot.

      Cammy's legs were locked around me now, and she squeezed my shoulders and pressed her heels into my back. I pressed into her insides, drawing a gasping, dirty moan out of her. "She's gonna cum soon, Tiger. You're doing good," Mom said. I could see in Cammy's slack expression that she was right, without her having to say anything.

      My tongue and finger worked in harmony, stimulating those spots that I knew would push her to her climax. Cammy was red and sweating, Mom retraining her on the couch. "Fuck, Nick," she moaned.

      "You've got a good brother, Bell," Mom said. "We're both so lucky to have him." Cammy was too overwhelmed to answer.

      Cammy's wiggling legs tapped her heels against my back. I struggled to hold my arms straight. She grunted and moaned and squirmed, pushing her hips up into my face. My cheeks were already soaked and fragrant. When the moment came it was like a rolling avalanche. Cammy's fit body straightened out, further pushing into Mom and clamping her legs down around my neck. I felt it first on the tip of my finger, her pussy quivering and contracting, as if she were giving birth to her orgasm. Her writhing pussy pushed my finger.

      I didn't look up at her, but I imagined Cammy's face with her jaw open like a snake swallowing its prey and her eyes squeezed shut. A sound came out of her like a death rattle, then a swift intake of air and a low, wildcat groan. Her pussy flooded, dripping nectar on the couch and onto my still-licking tongue. Her body shook like she was being electrocuted, a trilling moan coming from her mouth. "Good girl, cum for your little brother," Mom's voice barely cut through the sound of Cammy's climax. Cammy gasped with exertion.

      Her muscles slackened just a bit, and her breathing became regular, if deep and desperate. I looked up at her finally and her dark eyes were fixed on mine, full of ecstasy and adoration. "Nick... I... fuck I came hard. Thank you." She laughed and sat up, holding my head in her hands. My cock dangled heavily between my legs, slapping against the inside of my thigh. Though I had only cum a few minutes before, I was fully hard and ready to show Mom the capstone of our taboo encounter.

      "You want to...?" Cammy said.

      
        "Are you kidding?" I got up off my knees and my cock bobbed up like a diving board. Cammy laughed again, covering her mouth. "God damn, Nick," Mom said. "You're already this hard? I have half a mind to have you fuck me instead."

      Cammy and my eyes met for a moment. She opened her mouth to say something. "I'm just kidding, look at your faces," Mom laughed. "This ain't the last chance I'll have to fuck you, Tiger. You give your sister the hard fucking she needs."

      Cammy had her back turned to Mom, and smiled freely. "You heard Mom, Tiger Boy. You gonna stick that thing in me?" Her legs were already as wide as they could go, the hair of her bush stuck together and shiny.

      There wasn't much room on the couch with Cammy and Mom both. We were all like boxers at the end of a match, exhausted, but with our instincts pushing us forward. I was about to ask Mom to move, but when I saw the excitement on her face bordering on tears I decided against it. Cammy scooted back into Mom as far she could, and their skin slid together easily with the mutual sweat. I lowered myself over her, alternatively moving my right leg between or to the side of her legs, pushing it into the back cushions of the couch. I seized the back cushions and threw them on the floor, Cammy smiling hungrily at me.

      I moved toward her, and loomed over her just like before, but this time there were two pairs of eyes on me, and my heart pounded from the look in Mom's eyes. She was groping Cammy's tits that she couldn't get enough of, softly pulling her brown nipples. Cammy's chest heaved. Just like that first time we had been together, my shadow crept over her. But it was different this time. Before I was a horny boy, putting up a thin veneer of confidence over his fear and trepidation. Back then she was the confident older sister, who had almost intimidated me and somehow found one more way to do so. This time was darker and felt even more forbidden. I was her dirty, perverted brother pouring my filth into her, while her harlot of a mother looked on. Naivete and desperation couldn't account for any of this. Where there was smug control in her eyes before there was only burning, confused lust.

      A bead of sweat dropped off my forehead onto her tit, mixing with the shining surface. My dick was red and angry, and hadn't even completely dried off from when it was in her mouth. The tip of it was foaming with my excitement and I drew it up the inside of her thigh to her waiting, wet opening. Cammy tilted her thighs up, and ran her hand down the side of my arm.

      Our eyes met, and she said, "I love you, Nick." A look of embarrassment flashed across her face, as if it had just slipped out. Immediately it was covered by her shell of confidence.

      "I love you too, Cammy," I said.

      
        
      

      "Just do it, you two," Mom said.

      My cock creeped up closer and closer until it pressed against the outside of her pussy, not quite parting her lips. I just felt the prick of her nails on my arms. Her eyes darted from my eyes to her cock, and she held her breath just like before. I pushed, just enough to touch the wet inside with my tip, but I held off. Cammy's head was tilted back, her mouth open, ready for the inevitable rush that was coming.

      Several heartbeats ticked by, and the expression on Cammy's face became frustrated. Mom was grinning behind her, approving of my teasing. I savored Cammy's irritation for just a few moments, and then I pushed. Every bit of my lust, my love, my nostalgia, my gratitude and a thousand other unspoken emotions thrusted into her along with my raging member. Cammy gasped as my head slipped inside her, and I felt her velvet inside once more. My dick lurking at her threshold, I leaned forward, my lips touching hers. At first our kiss was almost chaste, but I leaned into her, our tongues touching just as my engorged member slipped deeper into her. She sucked air through her nose as her wet hotness closed around me.

      When we finished our kiss, I caught Mom's eye. There was no mistaking the look on her face, and our heads came together and we were all three connected in a circle with our kiss. I pushed even deeper into Cammy, and she moaned as I did. As before, she wrapped her legs around me, desperately afraid that I would pull out.

      "Fuck her good, Tiger. Look how much she needs it," Mom said, breathless with her own lust.

      "Please, Nick," Cammy whimpered.

      I began moving in and out of her, our sweat-lubricated bodies slipping and sliding against each other. Even being inside her one more time, she felt fresh and exciting. Maybe it was Mom guiding us and offering encouragement. Though the two of us were exhausted with our lust and exertion, we rocked back and forth, the movements of our bodies synchronized like an oil-soaked machine.

      The three of us were pressed together on the couch, yet my combined arms and legs found enough purchase on the floor and the couch itself. With these two in front of me, the women who had been there all my life, nothing was too much, and I poured every ounce of will and effort together.

      I looked down, and my cock drew out of her, coated already with a white, foamy mixture of our mutual lustful juices. Cammy's mouth was wide open, and her eyes were wide, almost panicked. It was as if she wanted, needed, to say something, but there were no words. I leaned down, and our lips interlocked. She put all the force of her desire into her kiss, hoping that it would express what he words couldn't. While my tongue was inside her, I thrust my cock back in, and she gasped through her nose once again, her eyes squinting with the force of the sensation. Her wet pussy tightened around my throbbing cock, as if she could snare me inside her. I disengaged my lips, a rope of saliva stretching between us.

      "Tell your brother how good he's fucking you, Bell. Be a good girl."

      Cammy's lips quivered, and her eyes shined with tears. "It feels so good, Nick. I've never been fucked like this before."

      I said nothing and sped up, my cock squelching inside Cammy and making Mom's huge tits jiggle to the side of Cammy's head. I seized one, and pinched her nipple, pulling at it. Mom kissed the top of Cammy's head as she groaned.

      Like a boulder rolling faster and faster down the hill, I was picking up momentum and by now the couch squealed with each thrust of my hips into Cammy's slit. Each time, a little moan came out of her throat, rising in intensity. "Mom," she hissed. "He's gonna make me cum. Hard." The last word was a growl. Again that look was on her face, the one like she had said too much.

      "Your brother loves you, Bell," Mom said, stroking Cammy's hair, "Cum on that handsome cock of his. I've cum on it so many times already."

      Cammy's eyes squinted, then closed altogether, her face more and more pinched with her ecstasy. "Make your sister cum, Nick. Then I want you to cum inside her."

      Cammy's eyes shot open, and a quake passed through her body. Her back arched and she pressed her hips into me. "Good girl," Mom whispered, kissing the top of her head over and over. Cammy's first groan was long and low, and it rose in pitch before she took a gulping breath. Then she let out a trilling keen.

      Her screams pushed me closer and closer, and I lost control of myself, pushing harder and faster until I felt the eruption inside me. My cock busted inside my sister, pumping my steaming load into her. With each pump my hips thrusted, and I felt sore in my lower back and ass. I had never done this much in a single day before.

      
        At last the final pump came and I was left exhausted and sagging over Cammy, both our eyes a mixture of startled and satiated. The room was nearly silent for a few moments, our ragged breathing being the only audible thing.

      "Mom..." I said.

      "This is just what we needed, Tiger." Now Mom was crying in earnest, tears running down her cheeks. "My family..." her voice broke.

      Cammy's skin was red and shiny. "I've missed both of you so much. I just never thought I could come back. I..." her words became lost in her emotion as well.

      "All that's over now, Cammy," I said.

      Mom sat up, her hand reaching down Cammy's slippery body. Her fingers intertwined with Cammy's bush, and she inserted her middle finger inside her. Cammy whimpered as Mom's finger came out of her, filthy with my cum and Cammy's. "Welcome home," she said, and licked her finger clean.

      —

      For just a moment I stood there. Cammy hadn't quite heard me, and I could see her lips silently moving as she stood in the threshold of her old room. Not much had changed. The Christmas decorations were packed in here as was a dusty box of Mom's old clothes. The rare visitor we had would stay here.

      Like always she was up earlier than me. She looked uncannily like the girl I remembered. Messy hair, body swallowed by her nightshirt, the shell of confidence over her pain. When I stepped forward Cammy turned her head my way. "Don't mean to interrupt your moment," I grinned.

      "I just wanted to see if you had taken care of my room, that's all. I guess it's changed a bit." The movie posters were down off her walls, but the old bed was still there as was her shelf full of books. We stepped inside together.

      The room was lit only with the light of the rising sun. Cammy's eyes scanned her books. Just those shelves had intimidated me as a child. She was so proud when she finished Great Expectations when she was fourteen. It was all on her own, unassigned by the school. She picked up the old Nelson Mandela biography and flipped through the pages. I hadn't even known who he was when Cammy brought the book home.

      She read a few pages, silent for a couple of minutes. I turned around, thinking to leave her alone with her memories. "That first night," she said, her voice halting and uncertain. "Everything fell apart. That's what it felt like anyway," she said.

      "I was scared. You had never been that upset. I didn't know you could scream that loud."

      "None of us had ever been that upset. Mom was... I was just so angry at her. It's like she was supposed to protect us from things like this. She was supposed to take care of us and all she did was break down."

      "It was hardest on her, more than it was on both of us. Cammy she-"

      "I know," her voice was sharp. She sighed and repeated in a softer tone. "I know. That's what you told me that night."

      "You had to come out of your room sometime. I waited for you right outside your room, it's not like I could actually sleep, even next to Mom."

      "I get that now. It's like half of her was torn away." She smiled sadly.

      "She loves you, you know. We just all need some time."

      "Love? Is that what you call what we did?" She looked at me for the first time since entering her room. "I know what you mean, though. You did a hell of a job reeling me back in."

      "It was Mom's idea. I just helped."

      "Now you really sound like how you did back then." She put her book back and squeezed my shoulder. "But, you know," she looked away, "I just want to say thanks. We were gonna be estranged forever, or at least that's what I thought."

      
        "I had hope."

      Her eyes lifted and held my gaze for just a second. "You know you can't lie to me. Who would have thought it was your cock that would bring us back together?"

      "Cammy-"

      "Well, it is crazy. I had never even had a threesome before, and I sure as hell didn't think it would be with my mom and brother."

      I risked a smirk, "Won't be the last time."

      She laughed, and for the first time, I saw her eyes were shining with tears. "Last night when we went to bed I thought waking up early and exploring the house would bring me back. It would make me feel like the old days." She shook her head.

      "We have the videos of Dad."

      "Not the same. Anyway, it's all changed."

      "It's that you've changed, Cammy. We all have. That was the whole point of this, we had all changed enough to try again, to start over."

      "That's what I hated, I felt like the past was destroyed with Dad. You and Mom felt like strangers to me, and like you were your own little clique now. Everything was gone, and I was afraid of depending on anyone else after that. Mom had always been so strong and now she was crumbling."

      "She was trying her best, Cammy. The toll it took for her, just to take care of us."

      She smoothed her hair back. "I know, I know. It's not just going to magically get better because I'm here."

      "Really? I thought my cum inside you would be like some kind of cure." I said. She punched my shoulder. "Anyway, that's why we want you to stay."

      
        
      

      "You know I can't move in just like that."

      "Why not?"

      "All my work is in LA."

      "Not all of it. Doesn't your firm have clients here?"

      She shook her head, but something in her demeanor thawed. She flipped back through her book. I stepped away. "Hey, wait," she said. "I'm here for a few more days. I can cancel my hotel room and stay here. After that... Well, I want to make this work."

      "You need time."

      "There could be enough work here."

      "Your family matters too," I said. There was a flash of anger across her face.

      "You said that too," she shook her head.

      "I don't think so, at least not-"

      "No, I don't mean when I still lived here. I mean that time at Grandma's house." That night she and I shared a room, just like we always had as kids, but this time we were grown up. Cammy had taken things one step further. Several steps.

      "You remember all that?"

      She cocked her eyebrow, "I'm not that pigheaded, Nick. I guess you planted a seed of doubt in me that night. It made me question being away from you."

      "I planted a seed in you?" I laughed.

      
        
      

      "Shut up, you know what I mean."

      I took a couple of steps closer to her. She lowered her eyes when I got close enough to smell her. I placed my hand on her hip. "You mending the fence with Mom isn't the only reason I want you back, you know."

      "So I should stay here just so you can fuck your sister? Little perv. One lady from your family isn't enough for you?"

      "Not just that," I grinned. "Besides, one of us isn't enough for you either. Admit it, you can see how sexy she is."

      Cammy shook her head, and she grinned, though a tear fell down her cheek. "Reeling me back in with your-" But she couldn't finish as my mouth tamped hers. At first her hands were on my arms, holding me at bay, but then she pulled me in. We poured everything we had into the kiss. Her taste, the smell of her morning breath, even her messy hair were enchanting to me. Did we say everything we needed to in that kiss? I'm sure we didn't, but there would be time.

      "Come on," I said as soon as my mouth was free. "You know this is the right thing."

      "Staying and fucking my brother and Mom is the right thing?"

      "I prefer to think of it as bringing the family back together."

      Cammy laughed and I moved my hand up to her tit. I could already feel the hardness of her nipple through her nightshirt. She rolled her eyes. "I guess I can't argue with that." We fell back together onto her bed.

      
        THE END
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