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AT THE BEACH




 


As they bounded along in his Jeep, Seth found
he couldn’t keep from glancing over at his mother’s big, jiggling
tits as they bobbled and bounced down inside the cups of her
low-cut bikini top. They were stupendous works of art in his mind.
The fact that she was wearing a little see-through beach jacket did
nothing to hide them from his leering eyes and only made him more
determined to ogle them. He knew it was wrong to think about his
mother that way, but he had an almost perpetual hard on when they
went to the beach because of the way she dressed. He couldn’t help
it if he was a growing boy with hormones running rampant through
his teenage brain. And sometimes he even thought she did it just to
tease him.

Maybe I should have ridden with Hank, Connie
smiled to herself as she saw her son’s eyes occasionally caress her
breasts. But what the heck, he’s a growing, red-blooded male, and I
must admit that I do have a lovely rack. So if he wants to look,
let him look because that’s all he’s gonna do. Or maybe I ought to
shock him and pop one out into the open, she laughed to herself as
she saw her son swerve to hit an obvious bump in the road. That
little devil, she told herself as she felt her tits lurch and
bounce. He’s hitting the bumps on purpose so my tits will jiggle.
Just then the jeep lurched again sending her breasts into dancing
paroxysms of jiggling, bobbling mountains of tit-flesh.

“Well, here we are,” Seth said,
disappointment dripping off his words.

“I see,” his mother smirked, “that’s too
bad.”

“Huh? What do you mean?” Seth innocently
asked, wondering if she was on to him.

“Never mind,” she laughed crawling out of the
jeep and heading for the pickup that had pulled in just ahead of
them.

Seth just sat in his Jeep watching the way
her bare ass cheeks wriggled and rippled as she swished across the
parking lot toward the pickup. It ought to be against the law for
her to wear a thong bikini, he complained to himself as he admired
her gorgeous fanny. But he was glad there wasn’t…

Seth’s dad, Hank and their neighbors, Gloria
and Tim Watkins came piling out of the truck as his mother
approached it.

“Seth, run down and see if you can stake out
our favorite table,” Seth heard his father holler as they started
unloading the truck.

Hearing his name, Seth blushed and jerked his
eyes away from his mother’s delightful ass.

“Sure, Dad,” he mumbled under his breath,
wishing he could hang around and ogle his mother in her skimpy
bikini some more.

“Why does she have to look so fucking hot? No
wonder I’m a freaking perv,” Seth mumbled to himself under his
breath as he tromped through the sand down to one of the tables
strung out along the beach. There wasn’t much to do at the beach,
but he always looked forward to their little outings because of his
mother. Most of the time his mother was usually far and away the
hottest looking fox on the beach. No, he frowned, not most of the
time. All of the time! And they would inevitably end up playing
volleyball. God, what a sight that was, he smiled, picturing his
mother running around with her melon-sized breasts bouncing and
bobbing about wildly. Enough to bring tears to a grown man’s eyes,
he told himself. So imagine what it did to a teenage boy’s eyes,
even if that teenage boy just happened to be her son—

Sitting down on the empty table to reserve
it, he watched the four adults come wading through the sand toward
the table. Hank and Tim were carrying a cooler between them while
his mother, Connie and Gloria carried the other one. Seth knew that
the coolers were full of beer and sodas and he also knew that it
wouldn’t be long before the adults would have a buzz on and he
could sneak a few beers for himself. It was a miracle that his
father hadn’t been pulled over for a DUI before, after one of their
beach visits, but since the beach was only a couple of miles from
their house, they didn’t have to drive far.

Sure enough, as soon as the adults had
everything set up, the beer started to flow. Being ignored, as
usual, Seth sneaked a couple of beers into his back pack and headed
down to the old abandoned boathouse to play some games on his phone
before they set up the volleyball net.

Slipping inside the boathouse, he sat down on
the table someone had pulled inside it. I wonder how many cherries
have been busted in here, he lewdly thought to himself. Being a
normal, horny, hormone-driven teenager, Seth rarely thought about
anything but sex and his sexy, hot mother. But on those rare other
occasions when he wasn’t thinking about those two, he usually
thought about food. Like now as the smell of the grills being fired
up made him realize that he was hungry.

Then suddenly, he perversely found himself
picturing his naked mother laying on the table, her legs spread,
her arms reaching up to him, beckoning to him, welcoming him down
between those beautiful long legs.

“Damn it—” he cursed. But he couldn’t stop
thinking about her. Oedipus complex,
he rationalized, having read about it somewhere. It wasn’t his
fault, he was fucked up. Must be in the genes his parent’s passed
down to him, he reasoned, popping one of the beers and quickly
swigging it down. Then he nursed the other beer along as he played
a couple of games on his phone. Wanting to keep the little buzz he
had managed to acquire, he decided it was time for a couple more
beers.

Stepping back out into the bright sunlight,
he flipped his sunglasses down and saw that his parents and the
Watkins were still gathered around the table laughing and carrying
on. There were more people on the beach and the air was filled with
the delicious aroma of bar-b-que off the grills. Quietly sneaking
up to the cooler farthest away from his parents, he quickly sneaked
a couple more beers into his backpack and headed back down to the
boathouse.

Stepping just inside the doorway, hiding in
the shadows, he popped open a beer and stood watching his mother
and Gloria setting the table while Hank and Tim were cooking the
ribs on the grill.

Connie and Gloria, unaware of her secret
admirer, went about joking and laughing as they set up the table.
As they did, they were unknowingly giving Seth an eyeful of
barely-concealed tit and ass flesh. Before he knew it, Seth had
finished both of those beers too and now had a full sized, happy
little buzz on. Seeing that the ribs appeared to be done, he
decided it was time to head back to the table. He wouldn’t want to
miss out on some of his father’s famous Texas-style ribs, he
grinned to himself.

“So where have you been?” Seth heard his
mother ask him as he came wandering back up to the table.

“Down at the old boat house,” he said,
sneaking a peek down at her big, tan breasts that were threatening
to flop out into the open at any second.

“So what were you doing down there? Sneaking
a beer or two?” she teased.

“Jeez, Mom,” he joked back at her, “You know
that I would never do anything like that.”

“Really?” she grinned, “Maybe I ought to go
down there and see.”

“Uh, I, uh,” he impotently muttered, knowing
that she would catch him in a lie if she did.

“Yeah, I think I’d better go down and see,”
she told him, turning and clomping through the sand toward the
boathouse.

“Uh, Mom…” Seth lamely muttered, watching his
mother’s tight-cheeked ass twitching and rippling as it flicked
from side to side while she trudged through the sand.

He really didn’t care if she found the empty
beer bottles or not, because she knew that he drank. And he
wondered why she was making such a big deal out of it. Maybe it was
the fact Gloria was watching. Then out of the blue, it came to him.
Maybe if he ran down to the boathouse, pretending to be afraid she
would expose him, she might race him and flop out of her top or
something. Hell, if nothing else, he would get to watch her awesome
tits in action as they bounced up and down as she ran.

God, what an ass, he groaned watching his
mother’s ass twitching back and forth.

Better hurry, before she gets there, he told
himself.

“Uh, Mom,” he hollered, digging in, running,
flinging sand everywhere as he ran.

She didn’t answer him. But she looked over
her shoulder and saw him sprinting down the beach toward her.
Laughing, she took off running as hard as she could toward the
boathouse.

Seth saw that he hadn’t timed his start soon
enough and she was going to easily beat him to the boathouse.
Running as hard as he could, he saw his mother reach the boathouse
and disappear inside. Staggering up to the doorless opening,
gasping for breath, Seth ducked in through it.

“Jeez,” his mother grunted as he crashed
right into her nearly knocking the breath out of her.

Suddenly everything kicked into super-slow
motion.

As Seth banged into her, Connie stumbled,
starting to fall backwards into the dark, murky water below. Seth
lunged out to catch her. Grabbing at her with both hands, he
managed to catch hold of her arm with one hand, but the other hand
clawed at empty air for a second before it curled under the
neckline of her bikini top. As he jerked her back onto the dock, in
their struggle, his mother’s bikini top popped off into his hand.
Seth abruptly found himself holding her top in one hand as he
roughly hugged her against him to keep her from falling with the
other hand.

Time slowed even more as they stood, their
bodies pressed together touching from head to toe. He could feel
her big, beautiful breasts flatly mashed against his heaving chest
with her hot, hard nipples burning holes in his skin. And he knew
that she had to be able to feel his big, hard cock pressed against
her belly. Shocked, they didn’t move for several long, tense
moments as stood staring directly into each other’s eyes, their
faces less than an inch apart.

Seth would never know why he did what he did
next. Maybe the beer? Maybe the excitement elicited by his mother’s
big, soft tits pressed against his chest? Or maybe just pure
foolhardiness. Whatever it was, it would change everything between
him and his mother forever.

He leaned forward and gave her a long, hard
kiss right on her lips.

Connie was so shocked she didn’t know what to
do. She couldn’t move. She just stood there, her body plastered
against her son’s strong, muscular body as he kissed her. She was
so stunned, she felt lightheaded as he kissed her full on the lips,
long and hard. Dazed and confused, she suddenly became aware of the
bulge of rock-hard flesh digging into her belly. My God, she gasped
to herself, he has a hard on. Seth has a hard on. She couldn’t
believe it. What was happening? Everything was suddenly spinning
out of control. She felt like there was a whirlpool of chaos
swirling around them and she was being sucked into it.

After a few breathless seconds, Seth’s
bravado escaped him and he backed away from her still gasping for
air.

What had he done? You kissed your mother, you
fool, his conscience bellowed at him. Right on the fucking lips.
You kissed your mother right of the lips!

Then he realized that there was nothing
concealing her breasts. Shocked, he glanced down at the quivering,
jiggling tits hanging down in front of him, not more than six
inches away from his gawking, leering eyes. In the dim light of the
boathouse, they looked huge. They took his breath away. He had
never seen such spectacular tits. Big, round tan melons, capped
with little circles of darker flesh and a hard, stiff nipple
sticking out of the center of both of them, the light streaming in
through the cracks between the boards painting bright slats of
light across them. They were awesome. Gorgeous. Magnificent, his
fevered mind told him as he devoured them hungrily with his
eyes.

Finally, he came to his senses. Now what.
What could he do? He had made a fatal blunder. She would probably
ground him for life. And if his father found out, he would probably
castrate him. He had done a very, very bad thing.

“Jeez, Mother, I’m sorry, I, I don’t
k-kn-know what came over me,” he sputtered taking another step
back.

She just stood there for several seconds
staring at him, making no effort to cover herself as she tried to
gather herself. Then she saw Seth’s eyes dart back down to her
naked breasts.

Finally, she coughed and reached for her
bikini top.

“Can I have my top back now?” she coolly
asked him.

“Huh? What? Oh, yeah,” he blushed, shoving it
at her. “I’m sorry, uh, here, take it.”

Jerking the top away from him, she irritably
wrapped it around her ribcage just below the sagging mountains and
hooked it back together. Then holding the straps up with the cups
poised just below her tits, she paused with both of them still
fully exposed as if she were giving him one last view before she
covered them again.

As he gawked down at them in sheer terror, he
thought he saw a mischievous little smile flit across her lips.
Then she jerked the cups up and covered them from his gawking
eyes.

“I hope that you got an eyeful,” she muttered
spitefully as she stepped around him and out through the doorway
tugging at her bikini top as she walked away.

Seth couldn’t move. He was in shock. The
picture of his mother’s breasts danced in his head as he recalled
the feel of them pressed against his chest. And her hard, stiff
nipples digging into his chest. Tight, hot knobs of flesh, burning
into his chest. A shiver of perverse delight washed through his
body.

Connie was shaken. She thought she had
conquered it. All the therapy and counseling and her believing she
had whipped it. But it was all for nothing. That sick, twisted
craving was back. She felt flustered, a little crazy. That brief,
blistering moment had ripped the scab off the wound she thought had
healed. It had opened the door to the secret, scary side of her she
thought she had locked away long ago. That brief, fiery rush of
excitement had sent her reeling back to those sick, addictive
feelings she had once felt back in her wild days.

The strange, warm feeling in the pit of her
stomach made her feel ill, because she knew what it was from. She
had, had that feeling over and over again in her younger days and
it always ended up with her trying to satisfy a wicked, depraved
craving for excitement. She had always been a wild one, especially
in high school and college where she picked up the name of ‘Crazy
Connie’. She had been the one who had to try anything to get that
last little rush. The one who would try anything to take it to the
next level, to try and get that feeling of euphoria. She would use
anything or anyone to extract all the pleasure and excitement she
could out of a situation. While everyone else was using pot, she
had used coke, crack, and anything else she could get her hands on
to gratify the need that burned hot inside her. And she hadn’t
cared how she had got it.

And it was the same way with sex. She had
always taken it to the limit, too. There wasn’t anything that she
hadn’t tried. Or so she thought. But now. The sudden rush of
blasphemous excitement she’d felt when Seth kissed her. It brought
it all back. The need. The craving.

Crazy Connie was back! And that scared
her.

And that was why the incident with Seth had
unsettled her so. She now knew she hadn’t done it all. Now that
need, that itch to have it all had come back. She could feel that
same old twisted ache down in her gut. But this time it was
different. This time she would have to pay for it. To pay for the
sin she was contemplating, she would pay with her soul. But she
wouldn’t be the only one to pay. This time, to satisfy her sick
cravings, she would have to ask her son to accompany her. How could
she even think of such a thing? That was too much. Even too much
for Crazy Connie? Wasn’t it, she asked herself? Then she went
rushing back to the others, trying to escape the feeling of
hopelessness that was closing in around her.

The rest of the day passed in a hazy,
confused blur for Seth and Connie. They both avoided each other.
Seth, afraid of what his mother might do to him for his grievous
trespass and Connie, afraid of what she might do to Seth to try and
mollify the feelings he had awakened inside her…
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Why had he done it? It was stupidest thing
he’d ever done. His mother? Why had he kissed his mother…like that?
Why had he drunk those fucking beers? He had ruined everything. If
only he hadn’t chased her into the boathouse. None of it would have
happened. Now he wouldn’t be lying in his bed, shamed and disgraced
by his sick, vulgar actions. What if his mother told his dad? He
would probably get the beating of his life. He deserved it.

But he hadn’t been able to help himself. He
was horny all the time. He knew that he shouldn’t think about his
mother the way he did. Why had God made her so fucking beautiful?
If only she weren’t so freaking beautiful then none of this would
have happened. Yeah, he angrily told himself. And God was the one
who had put the hormones in his bloodstream, wasn’t he? The
hormones that drove his runaway hunger for sex. The hormones that
wouldn’t let him look at any woman without wondering what it would
be like to fuck her. Even his mother!

Then to his horror, the picture of his
mother’s big, beautiful boobs, popped into his mind. They had just
been hanging there, right in front of him. So big, so round, so
full, so fucking perfect. What was it about boobs that made him
feel all weird and funny inside? There must be some built-in,
primitive impulse kind of thing, he sickly thought. But why his
mother’s tits? Was it because he’d once suckled on them, nursed on
them, and drank milk from them? Just the thought he had done that
made him feel crazy inside. He had sucked on his mother’s fantastic
tits! And now, he’d just seen them again.

Throwing his covers back, Seth grabbed hold
of his cock and began to roughly stroke it as he relived the sordid
event in the boathouse. He could almost feel his mother’s soft,
supple breasts pressed against his chest and the fiery knobs of her
nipples burning into his skin. Stroking harder, faster, he could
feel the gathering gusher of cum about to blow as he tasted her on
his lips. Oh, God, it had been so damned exciting to kiss her like
that.

“Crap,” he gasped as his eight-inch cock
lurched in his hand and a giant gob of cum spurted out of it, flew
into the air and landed on his chest.

“Fuck-Fuck-Fuck—” he blathered out as he
continued to pump his fist up and down his cock while it spewed out
its gelatinous load of jism all over his belly and chest.

At last it was over. He didn’t have any more
cum left. He had coaxed every last drop of cum he could out of his
cock. Letting it drop onto his belly, Seth angrily grabbed hold of
his sheet and swiped at his chest and belly to wipe away the
evidence of his betrayal. Then he rolled over and cried himself to
sleep…
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Connie awoke with a strange premonition of
doom as the boathouse incident sickly floated into her mind.

You’ve got to quit thinking about it, she
told herself. She’d only gotten a couple of hours of sleep because
of it. And now it was back. How could she ever get it out of her
mind? Replace it with something even more lurid and exciting, she
frowned? Yes, Crazy Connie replied. That was the answer. Yes, Crazy
Connie was back…and with a vengeance…

“Something wrong?” she heard Hank ask her as
she lay staring up at the ceiling, lost in thought about what she
was going to do.

“Oh, nothing…” she frowned over at him. “Just
a little bit of a headache. Must have drank too much beer at the
beach yesterday.”

“Yeah, me too,” Hank muttered, leaning over
and giving her a peck on the cheek.

“I think I might call in sick. I’ve got
plenty of sick days accrued,” she told him, stretching and
yawning.

“Well, I don’t,” Hank complained rolling out
of bed.

Rolling over onto her side, Connie picked up
her phone and dialed her office…
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As she lay in bed listening to Hank shower,
she smiled thinking of Seth laying in his bed just down the
hallway. School had been out for four weeks now and Seth usually
slept in until around noon. But not today, she laughed to
herself—

“Well, have fun,” Hank said, leaning down and
giving her another peck on the cheek. “Don’t get into any trouble,”
he chuckled, grinning as he walked out of the bedroom.

“Sure thing, boss,” Connie nervously laughed
almost to herself as Hank was already out of the reach of her
voice.

If you only knew, she muttered to herself,
running her hand down to the wet, dripping slit between her
legs.

“Yes, Hankie, I’m going have fun today. I’m
going to fuck our son today, Hank. Doesn’t that sound like fun to
you?” she manically whispered, flicking her finger back and forth
across her achingly-sensitive clit.

All those years she had held her evil urges
in check. Unfortunately, if she’d been able to hold them back for
another two months, Seth would have been in college and she
wouldn’t have to worry. But she couldn’t and he wasn’t gone. Too
bad for both of them—

It was ten o’clock by the time she got around
to rolling out of bed. She had worked herself up to a fever pitch
and decided that she’d waited long enough. She could feel her
slippery, juice slathered thighs rubbing together under her
bathrobe as she stepped down the stairs. Her poor pussy felt like
it was on fire as she bustled around fixing a picnic lunch for the
two of them. She didn’t know why she was going to all the trouble,
but somehow it just seemed the way to do it. Re-enact the crime so
to speak, she smiled at her reflection on the fridge.

Yesterday had been sunny and warm, but
unfortunately a cold front had blown through during the night and
it was significantly cooler. Some might even call it cold, she
frowned. Maybe that’s why they call them cold fronts, she
complained.

When she was through with the picnic, she
hurried back upstairs and quickly slipped into the same skimpy
bikini that she had worn to the beach yesterday. The one that Seth
liked so much, she smiled to herself as she stuffed her giant tits
into the tiny top. She might freeze to death in the damned thing,
but for some sick, twisted reason, she had to wear it…

With her big tits bobbling and rolling around
like a pair of melons on display at the local farmer’s Market,
Connie went jiggling down to Seth’s room.

Stopping in front of his door, she took a
deep, tit-lifting breath and pushed open the door.

Seth was still sound asleep in the middle of
his bed, softly snoring and oblivious to the nearly naked woman
standing in his doorway looking at him.

Quietly tiptoeing over to her son’s bed,
Connie searched and found the outline of his cock under the sheet.
Just as she had thought, she smirked to herself. A nice big one,
she smiled recalling that it had felt like a baseball bat shoved up
against her belly yesterday when Seth had grabbed her and hugged
her.

Stretching her arms out, stiffening them, she
leaned down over him so that her big tits were dangling down only
inches above his face. That ought to get his attention, she smirked
to herself.

“Seth, Seth, wake up,” she said, shaking the
bed and making her big barely-concealed tits swing and sway just
above the boy’s face.

Seth’s eyes flew open and bugged out at least
six inches.

“What the fuck—” he gasped.

What the hell was going on? Whose fucking
tits were hanging down right in front of him? They were fucking
gorgeous. Wait, they were his mother’s. He’d know those fucking
tits anywhere. God, his mother’s big, beautiful boobs were staring
him right in the face. What was she doing leaning over him with her
big melons only inches from his face? He was tempted to reach up
and jerk her bikini top off again and suck one of the big, bulging
nipples into his mouth. Somehow he was able to control that
impulse. But maybe he should, because she had to know what she was
doing. She shouldn’t tease him like that.

She could only imagine what was going inside
Seth’s head as she rolled her shoulders making her tits swing and
sway just inches from his lips. Then she softly laughed and slowly
stood back up.

“Mom,” he muttered, following her big tits as
they slowly lifted away from him. “What are you doing?”

“Morning, sleepy head,” she smirked.

“What time is it?” he groaned, looking over
at the clock on his nightstand.

“Ten thirty,” she told him.

“Uh, how come you aren’t at work?”

“I didn’t feel like working today so I took
off.”

“Oh,” he grunted, shifting his eyes back down
to her bikini-encased boobs then back up to her smiling face.

“I thought you and I could have a picnic down
at the beach,” she smiled reaching up, slipping her fingers under
her bikini, pulling on it, adjusting it. “If you’d want to. I
thought maybe we could go to the boathouse…”

“Huh?” he muttered. The boathouse? Why there?
Was she just teasing him? Mocking him? “The boathouse?” he
gulped.

“Yeah, the boathouse…” she smiled, seeing the
confusion written on his face. “So, get up and get going,” she
laughed, letting her eyes wander down to the obvious bulge of his
cock underneath the sheet.

“Uh, you’ll have to leave first. I, uh, I
don’t have any pajamas on,” he complained.

“Yeah, I know, I can see,” she snickered,
glancing down at the bulge of his cock under the sheet.

“Jeez, Mom,” he blushed, tugging the sheets
up under his chin.

“What, you think I’ve never seen one before?”
she teased.

“Huh?” Seth grunted.

“Okay, okay, I’m leaving, but hurry it up,”
she leered, turning and strutting across the room with an
exaggerated sway of her hips to display her exposed buttocks to
him.

Seth couldn’t believe it as he eyed the
magnificent display butt flesh flouncing across the room in front
of him.

Stopping at the door, she turned and smiled
pointedly.

“Hurry now,” she laughed before she
disappeared out the door.

What in the hell was going on, Seth wondered?
If he didn’t know better, he would think that his mother was trying
to seduce him.

“Why don’t we take your Jeep,” she hollered
as Seth heard her go clopping down the stairs on her high heels.
High heels? The beach in high heels? This whole fucking thing was
getting crazier and crazier.

“Sure,” he muttered, rolling out of bed.

As he came skipping down the stairs two at a
time, he saw that his mother was dressed exactly as she was
yesterday. Except she was wearing a nifty pair of four-inch spike
heels. How was that going to work in the sand, he wondered? But he
wasn’t complaining because the heels did amazing things to his
mother long, shapely legs.

“Are you ready?” Seth asked, opening the
front door only to find a brisk north wind blowing in from the
direction of the ocean a couple of miles away.

“It’s kinda cool,” she shivered, goose bumps
popping out on her legs.

“Yeah, it is,” he said. “Maybe you ought to
wear something a little warmer. Not that I’m complaining about what
you have on now, mind you, but I wouldn’t want to see you freeze
them off,” he smirked, glancing down at her boobs then reaching
into the closet and pulling out a jacket.

“I’ll be right back.”

“I’ll be here.”

Seth stood waiting until he saw his mother
come out of the garage wearing a blanket draped across her
shoulders.

“I just couldn’t bear parting with my
bikini,” she smiled, spreading the blanket open to show him the
chartreuse bikini underneath, “knowing just how much you like it.
And besides I have something to warm us up in the picnic basket,”
she laughed.

“Hot chocolate?” he joked.

“Something a little stronger than that,” she
giggled.

“Awful early in the day to be imbibing, isn’t
it?” he grinned.

“I don’t see anyone twisting your arm,” she
smarted back. “You don’t have to drink it if you don’t want
to.”

“Okay, okay, don’t get your panties in a
knot,” he frowned. “I’m still afraid you’re going to freeze your
lovelies off.” Connie was a little taken aback at Seth’s language.
She hadn’t expected that from him. She had expected him to be a
little contrite and repentant after the episode down at the
boathouse yesterday.

“Well, maybe if I have enough to drink, it’ll
keep them warm,” she chuckled, pulling the blanket around her
tighter.

The closer they got to the beach, the colder
it got and the stronger the wind blew.

“I really don’t think this is a good idea,”
Seth told her, wheeling into the deserted parking lot. They could
see the wind whipping the surf into whitecaps and the salty spray
was dotting his windshield. It appeared that they were the only two
souls hardy enough or maybe dumb enough to brave the elements.

“Are you sure about this?” Seth complained.
“We could have a picnic at home on the kitchen table or something.
It would b e a lot more comfortable…don’t you think?”

“No, I want to do it here,” she mumbled.

Do IT here? What did she mean, Seth
guardedly wondered? The picnic? Or something else? But that would
never happen. Not with his mother—

Parking the jeep, Seth shook his head and
looked out over the beach watching the wind-whipped waves came
thundering ashore. Maybe he should have put on some sweat pants,
too, he told himself as he grabbed a blanket and the picnic basket
out of the back of the jeep. Yeah, and a frigging parka.

He could feel the sting of the wind-driven
spray and sand stinging his face as he fought his way toward the
boathouse. This was fucking crazy. Maybe his Mom had lost it.

“Hey, it’ll be better in the boathouse,”
Connie shouted over the whipping wind, shivering and wrapping the
blanket around her tighter. “At least it’ll break the wind a
little.”

“Whatever,” he yelled, trying to make himself
heard above the roar of the wind.

At last, they staggered into the relative
quietness of the boathouse. There were three walls standing and it
did give them some respite from the howling gale outside and at the
same time gave them a view of the wind tossed surf crashing on
shore.

“Wow, where did this storm come from?” he
barked, spreading out the blanket on the table.

“I don’t know,” Connie yelled, throwing open
the picnic basket and pulling out a bottle of Canadian Club.

Pulling out a couple of glasses, she quickly
filled them half-full and handed him one.

“Cheers,” she huffed, quickly turning hers up
and downing most of the booze in one gulp.

“Straight?” Seth choked out. “For
breakfast…and on an empty stomach?”

“Aw, come on and be a man,” she teased him,
tipping her glass and finishing off the rest of her drink.

“Mom, I think you’re trying to get me drunk—”
he grinned bringing the plastic cup to his lips and taking a tiny
sip of the booze.

“Now why would I want to do that?” she asked,
refilling her glass, climbing up and sitting down on the
blanket-covered table.

“I don’t know,” he mumbled, shivering and
slowly sipping his drink.

“Come over here and sit by me. I’ll share my
blanket with you,” Connie smiled, holding the blanket out from
herself, making room for him inside it.

“I still think it would be warmer back at the
house,” he complained, crawling up and sitting down beside her as
she pulled the blanket around both of them.

“Maybe—” Connie muttered, trying to keep her
teeth from chattering.

Taking the edge of the blanket out of her
hand, Seth pulled it tighter while she gulped down the rest of her
drink. He could feel her shivering as they huddled together under
to blanket trying to stay warm.

After the second glass of booze, it seemed
warmer to Seth.

“I think it’s getting warmer…” he whispered
into his mother’s ear.

“Umm-huh—” Connie murmured back, leaning
against him, pulling the blanket tighter.

There was a strange, quiet intimacy they were
sharing as they sat huddled together looking out over the
wind-tossed ocean. Not only had the liquor warmed him up, it had
emboldened him again. Just like yesterday’s beer. And strangely,
his mother hadn’t said anything about the blundering faux pas he
had sprung on her yesterday. In fact, she had insisted that they
return to the scene of the crime. And here they were. She should
have been wearing a frigging coat in this weather. But she wasn’t.
She was wearing that fucking little bikini that he had jerked off
her tits yesterday. Growing bolder with each passing moment, Seth
slowly eased his arm around behind her and curled his hand around
her waist in the pretense of pulling the blanket tighter. Then, as
he gently pulled her against him, he felt her wriggle under the
blanket. Then something brushed across his hand. Was it her hand?
He didn’t know. Then he felt his mother scoot closer, melting
against him.

The tension inside the boathouse was growing
more electric with each passing second as Seth grew braver. He
could feel his cock firming up down inside his trunks. The whipping
wind and the cold were momentarily forgotten as he set back out on
the quest he had begun yesterday morning right here in the
boathouse.

Would she let him touch her breasts? Would
she let him touch her big, beautiful boobs, he tipsily wondered?
Why not try? Nothing had happened yesterday when he had jerked her
bikini top off. And she was almost inviting him to try again.
Wasn’t she? Or was he just getting drunk again? One way to find
out, he told himself.

Hesitantly, he began to slowly inch his hand
up off her waist onto her ribcage. Then he stopped. Nothing. She
hadn’t moved. They continued to sit staring out at the stormy sea
as it swirled and rolled, sending its white-capped waves rushing up
on the shore. The restless waves seemed to be coming closer,
reaching for them with every dashing rush up the beach. Seth
realized he’d stopped breathing and took a small, shuddering breath
and felt his mother breathe too. Regathering his courage, Seth
slowly inched his fingers higher. Now they were only an inch or so
below the curving bottom of his mother’s breast as he stopped
again. He could feel the heat emanating off her breast warming his
fingers. If was almost as if they were both ignoring what was
happening under the cover of the blanket as they continued to stare
out over the angry ocean churning out beyond the beach. His fingers
felt numb. Was it the cold…or the fact most of the blood in his
body seemed to be pooling down inside his hard, stiff penis?

Another quiet breath and Seth inched his
inquisitive fingers higher. All at once, his fingers brushed
against soft, silky-smooth flesh. He was stunned. He had been
expecting bikini. Not bare flesh. But he was touching bare
skin—

He was touching her freaking tit!

Bare, smooth, warm tit-flesh. Then he
remembered something had brushed against his hand earlier when he
had pulled his mother against him. Had she somehow taken her top
off then? Was that what had touched his hand? Her top?

Seth’s brain was in a fuzz. His heart was
racing. His mother’s breasts? Her amazing, spectacular tits at his
disposal? All he had to do was spread open his hand and he could
cup one of them?

Jesus Christ, he muttered to himself. He
couldn’t believe his mother had actually done that. Or was he just
hallucinating it? He had to know. Spreading his fingers out, he
slowly turned it, lifting it up at the same time and suddenly he
found himself cupping a handful of soft, warm tit-flesh. His
mother’s breast. He was holding his mother’s naked breast in his
hand!

He thought his brain was going to explode
from all the electric excitement sparking through it. As he cupped
the heavy melon, lifting it he felt its giving softness pressing
down against his trembling fingers as he tenderly searched for its
nipple.

Seeming to be ignoring what he was doing, she
continued to look out over the turbulent waters as Seth waited with
bated breath. Finally she slowly turned her face toward him.
Neither of them spoke or moved for several long, tense seconds as
they peered deeply into the other’s eyes.

How could this be happening he shakily
wondered as he watched his mother slowly turn to face him? She was
so fucking beautiful—
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Her smoky gray eyes were peering into his. He
felt like he was going to melt. Then his fingers found her hard,
rubbery nipple. It was so stiff and swollen as he pinched it and
gently twisted it. As he did, he saw his mother’s eyes flutter shut
and she leaned toward him. Her soft, full lips were parted, the tip
of her tongue barely visible between them as her face floated
closer and closer to his. Letting his eyes close, he leaned to meet
her and their lips touched. Sparks flew as their lips softly
pressed against one another. The kiss took Seth’s breath away. He
couldn’t believe this was really happening as the softly kissed
while he squeezed and twisted the springy hardness of the bulging
nipple jutting out of the center of her breast while they kissed.
As the kiss grew more demanding and insistent, he felt his cock
lurch with excitement down inside his trunks.

Then as the tip of his mother’s tongue probed
in between his lips, he felt her fingers tugging on his tee shirt,
pulling his shirt tail out from under the waistband. Then her
fingers were on the bare skin of his belly. Feeling her fingers
slipping down inside his trunks, Seth sucked in a breath, hollowing
his belly for her.

Oh God, he cursed to himself, I’ll come if
touches me down there. Straining to contain the explosion that was
gathering in his balls, he felt his mother’s fingers inching closer
and closer. Reveling in the wickedness and excitement of the
forbidden kiss and the stolen touches, he felt his mother’s
slippery, sinuous tongue slither deeper inside his mouth. Then at
the very same instant his mother’s tongue touched his, her hot,
searching fingers found his throbbing maleness. He flinched and his
cock twitched, threateningly close to erupting.

The soft, lingering tenderness of the moment
suddenly mushroomed into a violent eruption of emotions as their
mouths crushed together. Suddenly, they were kissing with
open-mouthed passion, tongues lashing, twisting curling around one
another, raping and pillaging as they went. As their mouths
grappled and their hands groped, giant bolts of electricity sparked
about them threatening to strike them and turn them into a
smoldering pile of ashes.

Suddenly, the blanket draped around their
shoulders slid off, falling to the table and leaving them exposed
to the elements. Seth felt his mother shiver. Was it the cold or
the excitement? He didn’t know. A cold wind swept in over them. The
excitement of the moment that had been about to consume them both
was suddenly shattered. Seth felt his mother jerk back away from
him.

“What?” he gasped, finding his empty hands
tingling with the lingering heat of her breasts and his mouth
stinging from the savage attack it had just withstood.

“Home! Let’s go home,” she wheezed.

“What? What did I do wrong?” he groaned as
she jerked up and fumbled to snap her bikini top back on.

“Nothing. Let’s just go home,” she whined,
pulling the blanket off his shoulder and wrapping it tightly around
herself.

“But…” he muttered as she jumped down off the
table and went staggering across the rickety floor of the boathouse
on her high heels.

Stopping at the door, she turned and looked
at him. “Hurry…I’m freezing—” she muttered, then turn and went
running down the beach toward the parking lot where his Jeep
sat.

If only that fucking blanket hadn’t fallen
off, Seth cursed, stumbling around, gathering up their things and
stuffing them in the picnic basket. Was it the cold that had
stopped her? Or had she had a change of heart? Either way, he was
left holding the proverbial empty bucket. Hurrying after her, he
flailed down the lonely, wind-swept beach following after his
mother who had slipped her high heels off and was now running
barefooted as she fled down the beach. They had been so close, but
now it was all ruined. Damn! Damn! Damn! He cursed. So close and
yet so god damned far away, he complained shoving his rock hard
prick into a more comfortable position as he ran.

But wait, he feverishly thought. When they
got back to their nice, warm house they would still be alone,
wouldn’t they? And if it had been the cold that had sent his mother
packing, maybe they could take up where they left off. This lifted
Seth’s spirit as he ran a little faster.

They both made it back to the parking lot at
the same time. As his mother clambered into the Jeep, Seth tossed
the blanket and basket into the back seat. Climbing in beside his
mother, he saw that she was huddled against the door with the
blanket tightly wrapped around her body.

“I’m sorry,” Seth muttered, not knowing what
else to say or do as he flicked the heater onto high.

“Just drive home, please,” she softly whined
pulling the blanket tighter around her as the sound of the heater
nearly drowned out her voice.

Starting up the jeep, Seth threw sand and
gravel everywhere as he spun out of the lot and drove out onto the
empty highway. Gunning the jeep up to sixty, Seth glanced over at
his mother. Was that a tear in her eye, he wondered as they flew
along, wind whistling around them? Was it a tear from the wind or
was she crying?

Had he screwed things up again? If he had,
there would be no going back this time. This had been more than a
simple stolen kiss. This time there had been groping, fondling, and
even french kissing. But his mother had done it too. She had french
kissed him! She had touched him! She had taken off her top. How
could it all be his fault? It was so fucking confusing. If only it
hadn’t been so fucking cold, he swore. Sometimes it seemed like
everything he did somehow turned out wrong. And just when he
thought things were going along so good. He was still aroused and
hard from what had happened. Even in the cold. He would never
forget the feel the heat of her hot, heavy boob on his hand and
fingers. He could still taste the salty taste of her saliva on his
tongue. Still feel the embrace of her hot fingers on his cock.
Damn, damn, damn, he cursed again silently as he beat his fists on
the steering wheel as he kicked the speed up to seventy miles an
hour.

“Slow down…you don’t want to get a ticket,”
he heard his mother warn him.

Seth eased his foot back off the accelerator
and slowed the car down.

It seemed like only seconds had passed when
he skidded around the corner and up onto the driveway in front of
the garage. As the Jeep came to a sliding stop, Connie was out and
heading up the front walk with the blanket wrapped around her
before Seth could say anything.

Grumbling, Seth punched the garage door
opener and watch the door slowly rattle up its track as he
impatiently waited. Then drove the jeep into the garage and hit the
door opener again. As the garage door clanked and rattled down, he
grabbed up the blanket and picnic basket and headed into the
house.

Throwing open the door, he felt the warmth of
the house caress him. Setting the basket and blanket on the table,
he hurried across the kitchen and stepped out into the living room
where he was suddenly stopped dead in his tracks. His mouth flew
open and his eyes felt like they were bugging out of his head as he
stared at his mother standing in the middle of the living room.

She was NAKED!

She didn’t have a stitch on. The only thing
she was wearing were her high heels and a mischievous smile. Seth
felt his cock twitch down inside his trunks.

“Mom—” he gasped, letting his eyes wander up
and down his mother’s fabulous figure. God, she was so fucking
beautiful, he drooled as he openly gawked at her.

““Is this what you wanted, Seth, darling?”
she smiled, stretching her arms out and slowly twirling around in a
little circle to let him take in her body in all its glorious naked
splendor.

“Oh, God, yessss,” he finally hissed as his
mother stopped twirling and stood looking at him with her big,
smoky-gray eyes.

Stunned, he stood watching her as she finally
started toward him with open arms. Seth was hypnotized by the slow,
sensual roll of her hips as she stepped closer and closer.

What had happened? Nothing even close to this
had ever happened between them. Surely one kiss couldn’t have done
all this.

Seth could see his mother’s big, drooping
breasts softly rippling, quivering with each mincing step she
took.

“Why did you kiss me yesterday, Seth?” she
quietly asked, stopping in front of him, standing, waiting for an
answer.

“I don’t know…the beer, I guess,” he mumbled,
unable to keep his eyes from dropping down to her breasts.

“Do you think my breasts are pretty?” she
asked him, cupping them, lifting them, looking down at them. “Are
they too big?”

“No-No-no,” Seth croaked staring down at the
plump pink melons cupped in his mother’s hands. “They’re freaking
fantastic.”

“You always were fond of them,” she softly
laughed, making them jiggle and tremble in her hands as she eased
them back down onto her chest and melted down onto her knees in
front of him.

What was she going to do now, he feverishly
wondered?

“Why don’t we take these off so Mommy can see
it,” she whispered, reaching out, easing her fingers down under the
stretchy elastic waistband of his trunks.

“Mom—” Seth croaked, not knowing what the
fuck to do…or say.

“What?” she asked him, stopping, looking up
into his eyes. “Don’t you want Mommy to see it?”

His heart was pounding so hard and fast, it
felt like it might explode. Yes, yes, he wanted her to see it. He
wanted to see his big cock. He wanted her to touch it. Feel it.
Play with it. Let him fuck her with it.

“Yes, Mommy…” Seth muttered, afraid to move,
afraid to breathe, afraid he would do something to make her
stop.

“Good…because Mommy wants to see it,” she
softly laughed, amused by her son’s almost catatonic state.

Then, with a quick jerk, she yanked his
shorts all the way down around his ankles.

“Oh—” Connie gasped, inhaling sharply. It was
larger than she had anticipated. A lot larger. Seth was more of a
man than she had imagined.

Seth’s cock was still recovering from the
cold, slowly firming, stiffening and lifting up out from between
his legs as his mother respectfully stared down at it. Its big
plum-colored head was still drooping down at the floor with a long,
stringy strand of pre-fuck hanging down from it as it struggled to
lift itself. Seth watched on with excited anticipation as his
mother reached out to it, gently curling her fingers around it and
lifting it. Then, puckering her soft, red lips, she leaned down and
softly kissed the head of his dick, kissing away the errant drop
off it. Seth felt it twitch menacingly as she did. Was she going to
suck on it? Was his mother going to suck on his fucking cock? Then
before he could move, she had it in her mouth softly sucking on it.
He could feel her lips clenching it, her tongue circling round and
round it as she held it in her warm, wet mouth.

“Oh, fucking, God—” Seth gasped, feeling his
prick lurch inside his mother’s hot, sucking mouth. She was sucking
on his fucking cock. His mother was fucking sucking on his fucking
cock.

Even though his cock was still only
half-hard, he could feel the fiery ache that presaged an eruption
gnawing at his balls.

It was too much, he frantically thought as he
stared down at her watching her in total disbelief. Her full, red
lips were wrapped around the shaft of his cock. Her cheeks were
hollowed and he could feel the suction increasing. Fuck. He was
going to come in her mouth if she didn’t stop! He couldn’t hold it
back much longer as the burn in the head of his stiffening penis
grew hotter and hotter.

As Connie sucked on him, she could feel him
swelling inside her mouth. That old feeling of need was back to
haunt her. She had to have it all as she curled her hands around
Seth’s hips. Feeling the tightly-clenched muscles in Seth’s ass
trembling, quivering from the strain, she dug in her long, red
nails in his skin and pulled. As the head of his dick thudded up
against the opening of her throat, she pushed him back. Sucking
harder, she pulled again. But this time, she didn’t stop. She
gagged as she felt him slither down into her throat. He was so
fucking big.

She was deep-throating him. His mother was
deep-throating him. Unbelievable, he gasped as he felt the muscles
in her throat squeeze down around him, clutching him, milking him.
He was going to blow—

She could feel his cock swelling, expanding
inside her throat. He was going to explode. She could sense it.
Quickly, she began to push and pull on his hips letting his monster
cock slide in and out of her mouth and throat. She knew that he
couldn’t last long as she slurped and gluttonously sucked on his
pulsating cock. The way he was wheezing and grunting, the magic
moment was only seconds away. But she didn’t want him to come in
her mouth…or throat. Not this time—

“Gonna come, Mom. Watch out. I’m gonna come
in your fucking mouth,” Seth warned as his big balls were
contracting up against his dick.

Connie felt Seth’s fingers curling down into
her hair, grabbing two handfuls of it, pulling him against him. Her
nose was pressed against the tensed, straining muscle of his belly.
She could barely breathe.

Sensing he was rapidly approaching the point
of no return, she jerked her head back and she spit out his
twitching, lurching prick.

“For God’s sake,” Seth complained as he
watched her quickly roll over onto her back and throw her legs
apart.

Holding her arms up to him, inviting him down
in between her outstretched legs, Connie stared down at the evil
malignancy jutting up out of his belly as long, bubbly strands of
her own spit hung down from it.

Staring down at the glistening pink gash of
wet flesh between his mother’s outstretched legs, Seth lurched
forward and almost fell forgetting that his pants were still
wrapped around his ankles.

“Fuck me with your big cock,” Connie hissed,
reaching out to him, her fingers clawing at him as he fell to his
knees between her splayed out legs.

“Yeah, baby,” Seth muttered scrambling up
between her silky thighs, stopping when his big dick was bobbing up
and down just above the oozing slash of wet, pink flesh peeking out
at him from between his mother’s legs.

Reaching down, Connie frantically grasped
hold of the evil serpent and shoved it down between her legs, down
into the warm, slippery flesh there.

Seth could feel the head of his penis
slipping down into the slippery flesh. As he felt himself slide
down inside his mother, Seth grunted, curling his hips, hunching
down at her and sending half of his rock-hard prick knifing down
into the constricting heat of his mother’s clutching cunt.

“Fuck—” Connie gasped, sucking in air,
letting go of his cock, throwing her arms out, locking her hands
down around his clenched ass cheeks and pulling on him. “All of it.
Give Mommy all of it—” she demanded.

Seth felt the stinging pricks of her
fingernails digging into his ass as she grunted and pulled him down
into the hot, seething mantrap between her legs.

Growling, Seth dipped his hips and sent the
rest of his prick thrusting down into the velvet-lined sheath of
his mother’s tight, slippery pussy. Now he was buried balls deep
down inside the forbidden depths of his mother’s womanhood. Seth
felt lightheaded. He was fucking his mother. He had his cock all
the way inside her cunt. His mother’s cunt. He was back where he
had come from. Back where he belonged.

Suddenly, Seth began to rock back and forth
above her, his hips a pink blur as he furiously pumped into his
mother’s hot, sucking, drooling cunt. He was bent on defiling the
very temple of his birth. To desecrate it and fill it with his evil
seed. Huffing and grunting, he was a mad man as he savagely humped
his cock down into her. But she took all he had and cried out for
more and more as her arms and legs worked in consort with him,
heaving, clutching, clamping him.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, harder, harder,
harder, more, more, more,” she babbled out as he fucked her with
deep, penetrating, teeth-rattling strokes.

Then she felt it. Like a fiery comet
streaking up her spine and bursting into her brain, shattering it
and sending fragments of pleasure burning deep into every fiber of
her body. Her insides were melting, liquefying and pouring down
around his pistoning penis. There would be nothing left of her when
he was done with her. She was giving him her all. She would be a
shell of a woman. But she didn’t care as she groveled in the
depraved delight that was sparking up from her abused cunt. She had
never been fucked with such savagery. And she was reveling in every
depraved moment of it all.

If only it could last forever, she wished.
She had been right. Sex with her son had brought a new level of
feverish excitement to it. A new height of perversion and
excitement she could never have imagined before. The sheer gluttony
of taking him back inside the very womb that had created him was
wicked beyond belief. It had been the pinnacle, the zenith, the
very essence of depravity, she fawned as her body was awash with
joy and gratification.

Seth could feel the clutching contractions of
his mother’s cunt undulating through the soft, squeezing sheath of
flesh as he frantically rammed his cock in and out of her while she
writhed below him.

Knowing that he had made her come, he was now
free to finish too. He could feel his balls tightening. He couldn’t
hold it back any more. Lunging down into his mother, thrusting as
deep and hard as he could, he gasped, letting go and feeling his
balls implode down onto themselves.

As they imploded, the fiery, molten cum
stored inside them was forced out in a gigantic spume that
blistered its way down the length of his contracting cock. As it
shot out through the head of his penis, it spurted out into the
sucking, accepting depths of his mother’s greedy cunt.

“Commmminnnngggg,” he bellowed, straining
against her, pushing, trying to sink even deeper inside her hot,
clutching cunt while his cock disgorged its venomous load of creamy
jism into her

“Yesssss,” she hissed, clutching him against
her, her pussy greedily milking his spurting cock, trying to coax
out every last one of his tail-lashing, pointy-headed sperm into
her overheated oven.

The hot blast of fiery pleasure that shot up
from his convulsing prick fried his brain and knocked him senseless
as his cock poured out its lethal load of cum into his mother’s
hungry, demanding cunt.

Both of them were consumed in the fiery
devastation of incestuous depravity as the sinful pleasure washed
over them in waves.

Connie knew that it could get no better as
she felt her son’s cock exploding inside the twitching, quivering
channel of her motherhood.

At last, the mighty barrage was over and she
felt Seth’s cannon fire its last volley into her drenched, dripping
cunt. He had pumped her so full of his sweet, thick cream, she was
overflowing as he lay atop her, dead-weight and gasping for
air.

“Wonderful,” tiredly she murmured, pulling
his face down and crushing her lips against his. “Tt was
wonderful.”

“Yeah,” Seth grunted, groggily pushing up
onto his hands as he gently backed his deflating penis down the
cum-drenched channel of her pussy. Then he rolled over, contorting
himself, reaching down to extract his legs out of his shorts and
shoes.

“It was even better than I thought it was
going to be,” she sighed.

“Yeah,” Seth grinned, clumsily struggling up
onto his feet.

“Where are you going?” she asked him,
stretching and yawning.

“Thirsty,” he mumbled as he woozily stumbled
across the living room and into the kitchen.

“The CCs in the picnic basket,” she hollered
out.

“Yeah, I know,” he hollered back, flipping
open the basket and dragging the bottle out of it.

Smiling to himself, Seth twisted the top off
and took a nice, long swig before twisting the cap back on.

“Want some,” Seth asked her, offering the
bottle to her as he trudged back up to where she lay watching
him.

“Sure,” she chuckled, raising up onto her
butt, scooting back up against the couch and taking the bottle from
him. “Excuse my manners,” she laughed, tipping the bottle up and
swigging down a drink. “One more and that’s it,” she told him.
“Can’t be drunk when you’re father gets home. He might get
suspicious,” she laughed, handing him the bottle.

“We wouldn’t want that to happen, would we?”
Seth chuckled, taking the bottle and gulping down another quick
swig.

“No, we wouldn’t,” Connie smiled, taking the
bottle back and knocking down another shot before she twisted the
cap back on and set it down beside the couch.

Scooting closer to her, Seth wrapped his arm
around behind her neck and gently pulled her against him.

“Why, Mom?” he asked her, cupping her breast
in his hand, his fingers plucking and tweaking her nipple. As he
did, he could feel it hardening and growing stiffer.

“Does it matter?” she smiled, reaching down,
tickling her fingers up his cock which was already showing signs of
recovery.

“No, I guess not…” he softly said, leaning
closer, giving her a soft, lingering kiss on the lips as he
lovingly fondled her breast.

They sat there for several minutes kissing
and fondling until Connie finally broke the kiss.

Then she rolled over onto her hands and knees
and started to crawl across the floor.

“Where you going?” Seth asked her, reaching
out and grabbing her by the ankle.

“I’ll be right back,” she smiled back at him
over her shoulder.

“Where are you going?” Seth asked her again,
holding onto her ankle, not letting her crawl away.

“I’ll be right back,” she laughed as she felt
herself being pulled back toward him.

“You have to pay a toll, first,” Seth
laughed, rearing up on his knees behind her.

“And just how much is the toll?” she giggled,
watching his almost fully recharged penis jerking and twitching as
he stood on his knees behind her.

“A piece of your delightful pussy pie,” he
grinned lewdly, grabbing hold of his almost recharged prick and
easing up behind her upturned butt.

“Oh, you mean this?” she asked, spreading her
legs wider apart, arching her back and mischievously waving her
delightful derriere around in the air.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, lifting his cock up
between her legs, fitting its evil, purple head into the wet,
oozing slit peeking out just below the secretive fluted circle of
wrinkled flesh above it.

God, what a fucking ass. What would it be
like to fuck that, he wondered? Grunting, curling his hips up and
shoving all eight inches of his cock into her cunt in one powerful
thrust.

“Oh, fucking Jesus,” she babbled as he
skewered her on the giant slab of cock-meat.

Wrapping his hands around her hips and
holding on to her tightly, he began to jerk her back onto his cock
every time he drilled it into the drooling pit of fire.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she hissed, shoving herself
back against him every time he drove his prick into the circle of
inflamed flesh between her legs.

Mercilessly, relentlessly, he pounded his
cock into the weeping gash as she mewed out her submission to him.
In and out, in and out, his giant plunger defiled the soft,
submissive core of his mother’s womanhood. Like a giant, fleshy
churn, it whipped her juices and his cum into a creamy froth of
love-butter that slowly dripped out of her and down onto the floor
below making a puddle of the gelatinous stuff between his
knees.

Back and forth, back and forth went his hips
driving his manhood into the tight, clutching channel of her pussy
over and over again.

Connie felt her big tits swaying to and fro
in beat with the relentless assault on her pussy as her son fucked
her from behind. Then she felt a sparkle ignite itself deep inside
the hot, dank darkness of her pussy. Another orgasm was being born
by the ceaseless rhythm of his merciless onslaught on her slavering
cunt.

She was being fucked by her son. Her own son.
The one person of the face of the earth that she had created. And
now he was inside of her. Inside of her and trying to create
another. The thought was like tossing a match into a field of dry
grass as the tiny ember of gratification rapidly swelled and grew
into a blazing conflagration that consumed her whole body.

“Hunnnnhhhh,” she burbled as she began to
shake and quiver uncontrollably.

Sensing his mother’s orgasm, Seth slammed his
cock into her all the way to the hilt and left it embedded in the
tight, contracting clutches of her cunt.

Her cunt was on fire. She wanted him to put
the fire out with his cock, but she knew that it was too soon for
him. She would have to enjoy her gratification alone this time…

 


The End
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