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  Chapter One


  Evelyn Haskins was in a dither. Ronnie was coming home!


  She hadn’t seen him in six months. Not since his divorce from that Bitch, Gloria. Gloria had taken poor Ronnie to the cleaners. She had gotten the house and just about all of their personal property, not to mention an over-generous alimony from the judge. The Bitch was probably sleeping with that bastard, too. Hell, she’d slept with everyone else, why not the judge?


  Poor Ronnie…


  At fifty, Evelyn was set for life. George had seen to that before he passed on. She didn’t even have to work unless she wanted to. She just did it to give herself a place to go. Something to do…


  Poor George.


  Died in a car wreck a year ago. Had it been that long? Sometimes it felt like it was yesterday that it happened. At other times it felt like eons. At least he didn’t suffer, she sadly thought as she sat at her vanity putting on her makeup. Then she stopped at sat looking at her reflection for several long seconds. Studying her face, she wasn’t displeased. Oh there were a few wrinkles, but nothing a little makeup couldn’t hide. Time had treated her well, she smiled, glancing down at her breasts. They were beginning to sag a little more. But George had always liked the way they sagged. He said it gave her a certain look of ripeness. A woman in the full bloom of life, he said.


  She quietly sighed, making her breasts softly jiggle and quiver. They were large…for her frame and they still turned heads when she wore low-cut, revealing dresses. She was proud of them, she smiled, cupping them, lifting them, pinching her fingers around the big, rubbery nipples protruding out of their darkened tips. As she did, she felt a tickle of stimulation flutter down to her nether regions. It had been so long. So long since her nipples had felt the caress of a man’s fingers. The feel of a man’s lips pursed around them, touching them, suckling them.


  Then for some strange, bizarre reason, she found herself thinking about Ronnie nursing on them. When he was just a baby. What brought that on, she fretfully wondered? Ronnie?


  Maybe it was the fact she had been thinking about him before. About him and that Bitch, Gloria.


  Then she realized that she was still gently twisting her nipples, enjoying the stimulation fluttering down below her waist. Stop it, she told herself, easing her hands out from under her breasts, letting them sag back down.


  Glancing down at her watch, she saw that it was five-fifteen. Still two hours before Ronnie was due. He was driving in from the airport in a rental car. She couldn’t wait to see him. Suddenly her heart was fluttering, her skin felt clammy. What was wrong with her? It was Ronnie. Her son. Coming home!


  She couldn’t remember the last time they had spent time together, alone. It would be nice to talk to him. Before there had always been others around. George; that Bitch; Gloria; the girls, Stephanie and Jessica. Stephanie was fourteen and Jessica was thirteen. She hadn’t seen them in ages. She had been estranged from them by that fucking Bitch, Gloria. What kind of trash had Gloria told them about her? Lies. She loved the girls, but Gloria had poisoned them against her. With both her and George working, there were limited times they could both take off at the same time and every time they planned a visit to see the girls, something would come up so that they were conveniently unavailable. They didn’t seem to have that trouble with Grace and Henry, the Bitch’s parents. What few times Evelyn had gotten to see the girls all they could talk about was what Grace and Henry had done for them. Disneyland, Knott’s Berry Farm, Fisherman’s Wharf, all the cool places to go, but they never seemed to have time for George and Evelyn. And she knew who had been behind that. Bitch!


  She’d tried to warn Ronnie about Gloria in a subtle way. But Ronnie was having none of it. He loved Gloria and that was that. The next thing Evelyn knew, she was sitting in a church beside George watching Gloria and Ronnie exchanging vows. Bitch! Then almost before she could turn around, Stephanie and Jessica came squirting out of Gloria and that pulled Ronnie even farther away from her. Bitch! And after the divorce, Gloria had taken the girls with her back out west to be near Grace and Henry. Good riddance, Evelyn told herself. Too bad Steph and Jess had to go with her. But that probably wouldn’t have worked out anyway. Gloria had already poisoned them against Evelyn. Bitch!


  At least now she wouldn’t have to put up with the Bitch anymore. Gloria was out of her life. She would have Ronnie all to herself again. It had been so long since that had been the case. They’d always been close when he was growing up. Maybe they could rekindle some kind of relationship now. Why maybe she could convince Ronnie to move back home.


  No, that would never work. Ronnie had a good job at Coleman’s and seniority. He couldn’t quit that job. It would be stupid. Besides, if he did, he wouldn’t have any money to pay the Bitch’s alimony and they would probably send him to jail. But, she could move to Raleigh and live with Ronnie. Why? What had brought that on? What about her friends? What about her job? It was crazy. Oh, there were so many things to think about. She didn’t have time to sort them all out right now. Ronnie was coming home and would be here in less than two hours.


  Picking up her lipstick, she finished applying it. She’d tried gloss once but didn’t care for it. Lipstick made her lips look more, more defined, something she needed now that she was growing older. Finished, she dabbed her lips and looked at the result. Fine. Why was she going to so much trouble, she asked herself? It was only Ronnie.


  Only Ronnie? Why would she think that? Why wouldn’t she want Ronnie to think she was still attractive? He was the most important person in her little world at the moment. Especially since George was gone. She wanted to be pretty for Ronnie. She wanted him to know that she still had it. It? What was that supposed to mean?


  Oh, it was just the excitement of it all. Ronnie was coming home!


  She took one more quick look in the mirror and gave her hair a soft fluff. It was still blond, but just starting to turn white. She’d spent the better part of an hour picking out just the right dress for tonight, she giddily thought feeling the tug of her breasts on her chest as she pushed up onto her feet.


  Looking down at her panties, she now wondered why she had chosen the panties she had chosen? Her sheer, black G-string panties. The ones George liked best. She hadn’t worn them since his passing. So, why tonight? Reaching down, she plucked at the black waistband riding high on her hip as it stretched tightly around her waist. They were sexy, but why sexy panties when she was welcoming Ronnie back home? All of it was so confusing. Not wanting to think about the undertones of that simple gesture, she turned and quickly padded across the room to her bed where she had her evening’s apparel spread out waiting for her.


  Now that she thought about it, the clothes she had chosen for Ronnie’s return were ones she would have worn out on an evening on the town with George…or on a date if she had chosen to do so after his passing…which she hadn’t. Was it too much, she asked herself, picking up the little black dress lying on the bed? Holding it out in front of her, she studied it. It was short and the hem would strike her about mid-thigh, leaving most of her long, willowy legs bare…except for the sheer, black nylons she’d chosen to wear. What was wrong with that? She had nice legs. What was wrong with wanting to show them off? To Ronnie?


  The dress had a low-cut neckline, sweeping down, exposing a goodly portion of her large, pale breasts. For Ronnie? Now that she thought about it, maybe she was showing off just a little much. Maybe she wanted Ronnie to know that under the dress, she was still a woman. Not just his Mom. But a real, live, breathing, walking, talking woman! Now she was getting it all mixed up. What did she want? Down inside, down inside her heart of hearts, she didn’t really know what she wanted anymore. She just didn’t want Ronnie to think that she had lost it. Whatever that mysterious, elusive IT was?


  Irate with herself, Evelyn flounced down on the bed, grabbed up one of the nylons and quickly tugged it up her long leg. As she did, she could feel her big tits rolling, bobbing, pulling at her chest. The elastic, reinforced top of the stocking clung to her thigh while the sheer, black nylon hugged her leg, highlighting the swell of her calf and the sweep of the curves as she tugged the other nylon up her other leg.


  With her nylons on, she picked up the little black bra lying by the dress. It was strapless. A half cup affair that would leave the upper half of her big tits bare and exposed in the low-cut dress she’d picked out. Wrapping around her tummy backwards, just below her sagging tits, she quickly fastened the clasp. Then she spun the whimsical little brassiere around until the cups were under her tits. Tugging the bra up, she settled her breasts down inside the silk-lined cups. As she did, she could feel the top edge of the bra brushing against the underside of her stiff, swollen nipples. Why were her nipples so sensitive? And why were they stiff and swollen? It was almost as if they were aroused, she was aroused? Aroused? Why?


  Ronnie? Come on. Maybe it was just the fact she was getting dressed up. She hadn’t gotten really dressed up for a man in a long time. For a man? It was Ronnie. Her son. Her grown-up son. How old was he now. Thirty? No, thirty-one. How could that be? It seemed like just yesterday he’d been running around the house, jumping, playing. But no, it wasn’t yesterday, she woefully thought. That had been years ago. For him…and for her, too, she winced, having tugged on the bra too hard and pinching her breast. Stop it, she told herself. You’re just going to get yourself in a bigger tizzy than you already are. And all for nothing.


  Standing up, she picked up the dress and lifted it up over her head. Slipping it down, she tugged it down her body until it was in place. She’d learned to do things like that since George had passed and she didn’t have a man around to zip her up. A few tugs here and there and she stepped over to the mirror again.


  Strangely, she felt a little light-headed and a slight blush heated up her cheeks as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. The dress showed off a little more than she remembered. A little more breast than she recalled as she stared down at her big, pale breasts swelling up out of the low-cut neckline. And a little more leg, too, she scowled, looking down at her long, nylon-encased legs. Too much? Maybe. But it would be such a hassle to take the dress off and put on another one she told herself, staring into the mirror, pinching the neckline, tugging it up, trying to cover some of the expanse of exposed breast-flesh. She would just have to be careful and not lean over too much, she thought as she reached down and gave the hem of her short dress a slight tug. But she found it was a hopeless see-saw battle. If she tugged the hem down, it exposed more breast and if she pulled the neckline up, it revealed more leg. Maybe she should change?


  Glancing at her watch, she saw that Ronnie would be arriving in less than an hour. Too little time. She would just have to go with what she had on. She would just have to be careful not to lean over too much, or sit in a way that would reveal more than she wanted. Stepping back, giving herself one last inspection, she was actually pleased with the way she looked. She looked sexy. The only thing wrong with the picture was the fact that it was her son she was looking sexy for.


  A drink? Yes, that would help. That was what she needed. It would help calm her down. Mellow her out. Get rid of all the weird, crazy things she was thinking.


  Padding over to her closet in her stocking feet, she stepped inside and looked down at the line of shoes sitting along the baseboard under her clothes. Where were they? There they were. The four inch black, patent-leather heels she always wore with the dress, she smiled stepping into them. Suddenly, her five foot six shot up to a tall, svelte five foot ten.


  One more quick trip back to the mirror and she was smugly pleased by what she saw. The heels did amazing things to her long, shapely legs, she smiled, turning this way and that way, flexing her legs and admiring the way they curved in and out.


  Another quick fluff of her hair and she was off. Down the stairs and into the living room, she made straight for the little bar George had made out in his workshop. A little twist of sadness pinged through her head knowing that George would never get to use the bar ever again. No, don’t go there, she warned herself. Ronnie didn’t need a sad, mopey mom to deal with when he got home. He’d already had enough BS from that other woman. That Bitch. He didn’t need to have to put up with more from his own mother. No. She would not go there.


  Setting the bottle of Canadian Club on the bar, she unconsciously pulled out two glasses from under the bar. Force of habit, she sadly winced, starting to put one back, but changing her mind. Ronnie would probably want a drink when he arrived. Setting the glasses down by the bottle, she reached back under the bar and brought out the ice bucket. Carrying the bucket, she quickly made her way out into the kitchen and over to the fridge. Filling the bucket with ice cubes, she hurried back out and made herself a drink.


  Now she was looking at her watch every few seconds as she stood at the front room window looking out onto the driveway. Twenty minutes, she anxiously thought, taking another sip on her drink. Fifteen. Ten. She was working on her second drink when she saw the lights of the car pulling into the driveway.


  He was here! Ronnie was home! Her heart was pounding. Her palms were sweaty. She was having difficulty breathing. Her hands were trembling making the ice cubes in the glass clink against it.


  Get a hold, Evelyn, she tried to tell herself. But she couldn’t as she watched the door swing open and Ronnie step out into the humid evening air.


  Yes! Yes! Yes, he was finally home. She couldn’t believe it as she rushed over to the front door and flung it open.


  “Ronnie—” she squealed, stumbling on the threshold and nearly falling before she went rushing out to meet him.


  “Mom—” Ronnie laughed, smiling from ear to ear as he threw out his arms to catch her. Evelyn felt the icy splash of her drink on her hand as it spilled when their bodies crashed together. Their arms wrapped around each other and before either of them knew what was happening, they were kissing. Kissing. Mouth to mouth kissing. Lips crushed together like lovers rejoined after years of being apart, not mother and son. Kissing, hugging, reveling at being together again at last.


  Slowly it came to her. What were they doing? They were kissing! Hugging! Ronnie was kissing her on the lips. And she was kissing him back. All at once she became aware of the hard knot pressing against her belly. What was happening? It was crazy. Did Ronnie have an erection? Why were her nipples so achingly sensitive as they were crushed against his chest?


  What are you thinking, you crazy woman?


  The kiss. The hug. The erection. Her nipples. Ronnie. All this stimulation came flooding into her head like a tsunami rushing ashore. Her senses were overloaded. She couldn’t think straight. It was too much.


  At last she broke the kiss, staggering back, gasping for air.


  “You’re home—” she blathered out.


  “Yeah, I’m home,” Ronnie grinned, stepping back, holding her at arm’s length and blatantly looking her up and down, his eyes stopping longer than acceptable on her breasts as they heaved up and down from her rushed breathing.


  “Wow,” he muttered. Then his eyes swept down over her tummy, down over the hem of her dress, down her long curvaceous legs.


  “Wow—” he exclaimed again. “You look hot, Mom.” He praised.


  Evelyn couldn’t stop the blush that flamed across her cheeks. She looked hot? Her own son had just told her that she looked hot?


  Now she knew that she should have worn something else. Did he think she was coming on to him? Coming on to her own son? Now she felt like a fucking slut. What was wrong with her? Was she going crazy?


  “Uh, you, you look nice…” she mumbled.


  “Uh, thanks,” Ronnie smiled. “Why don’t we go inside?”


  “What? Oh, yeah, inside,” she blushed again, turning around, looking up at the house.


  “You have a suitcase?”


  “Just the one,” he told her leaning back into the car and pulling it out. “This is it.”


  “Bring it in,” she bubbled, grabbing hold of his hand, pulling him toward the house. “I have your room all fixed up and ready to go.”


  “My old room? I thought Dad had turned it into his office?” Ronnie said as he let her pull him toward the house.


  “I changed it back…after, after he passed,” Evelyn explained, fighting back another pang of guilt and sadness.


  “Oh,” Ronnie mumbled, like he wished he hadn’t even said anything.


  As they stepped inside and Evelyn closed the door behind them, she turned and stood, her hands behind her holding onto the knob as Ronnie looked around.


  “Why don’t you take your bag to your room,” she told him pushing off the door. “Freshen up, and I’ll make you a drink. Still CC and Coke?”


  “Uh, yeah,” he grinned, timidly stepping across the living room and out into the hallway leading back to the bedroom.


  Evelyn didn’t know what was wrong with her. Why did she have the jitters so bad? She couldn’t keep her hands from shaking as she listened to the bottle clinking against the glass while she poured his drink. Dropping some ice cubes in each glass, she quickly stepped back over to the coffee table and set the glasses down on it.


  Why was it taking Ronnie so long, she wondered, glancing down at her watch? When she did, she saw that it had only been a couple of minutes. Her nerves were on edge, drawing time out, making things seem to take longer than they actually were. Fretfully sitting down on the couch, Evelyn crossed her legs and reached for her drink. As she did, she watched the hem of her short dress ride up her thigh, revealing the darkened top of her stocking. Angrily reaching down, she tugged the hem down, trying to cover more of her long legs. She felt her big tits bobble, tugging at her chest, the neckline of the dress threatening to slip lower, exposing the upper portion of the dark circles of her areolas. Almost spilling her drink, she restlessly tugged the neckline back up, but felt the hem ride higher up her thigh as she did. It was a back and forth tug-of-war battle of win and lose. If the hem went down, so did the neckline, if the hem came up, so went the neckline. Evelyn wished she’d changed now. She felt like she was sitting on the couch in her panties and bra waiting for Ronnie to return.


  It was not only the brevity of her dress that worried her. What was going on under it had her understandably concerned. Her sensitive, swollen nipples seemed like they were the size of tennis balls as they rubbed and scraped against the inside of the bodice of her dress every time she moved. But even more frightening was the warmth that was beginning to spread out from the pit of her belly. She could even feel sweat beginning to break out on her forehead as she worriedly reached over and pulled a Kleenex out of the container on the end table and dabbed at her brow. She couldn’t believe all this was happening. And why. Just because Ronnie was home?


  There was something different about this visit. Something electric was going on. And she couldn’t understand what it was. Maybe it was the fact that Ronnie didn’t have that Bitch, Gloria wrapped around his neck, dragging him down, keeping him away from her, keeping him away from his own mother who loved him more than that Bitch could ever love him?


  Suddenly, she was shaken from her reverie as Ronnie came trudging out of the hallway and back into the living room. As he did, Evelyn knew it was wrong, but she couldn’t stop herself as she glanced down at the front of his pants to see if it was still there. IT WAS!


  He was still hard and even though he seemed to be trying to hide the fact, his penis was obviously jutting out against his pants, swollen and erect. Just like her nipples, Evelyn sickly thought, looking away as a blush flushed across her cheeks.


  “You’re back…” she bubbled, unable to contain her exuberance, bobbing her little foot up and down.


  “Yeah, I’m back,” Ronnie chuckled, seemingly amused. Oddly, he didn’t seem to be troubled by his apparent affliction as he stepped around the couch and sat down on the other end.


  “Thanks for the drink,” he smiled, picking it up and taking a sip off it.


  “You’re welcome. You looked like you needed one,” she softly chuckled, feeling her tits jiggle and quiver down inside her dress. As they did, she saw Ronnie’s eyes dart down them then quickly glance away.


  “Yeah, I did…long day,” he frowned, taking another sip of the drink.


  “What’s wrong?” Evelyn asked, nervously tugging her dress down her thigh as the top of her nylon had put in another appearance.


  “Same old BS,” Ronnie complained. “Gloria wants more money.”


  “That Bitch—” Evelyn hissed, swinging her leg across the other one, uncrossing them to lean forward and set her drink on the coffee table. But when she did, she saw Ronnie’s eyes dart down between them. Lucky she had worn panties, she told herself, but the look unsettled her. Why had he looked at her like that? What was going on inside his head, she nervously wondered, looking down at herself, making sure she hadn’t flopped out of her dress or it hadn’t ridden higher up her thigh?


  But how could she blame him? It was her fault. Look at the way she was dressed. She looked like a slut. Tits about to flop out of the top of her dress and it was so short, all he had to do was look and he could see her panties. No, it wasn’t his fault she was acting like a whore.


  Pushing up onto her high heels, Evelyn angrily tugged her skirt down, self-consciously holding her arm across her breasts, shielding them from Ronnie’s eyes.


  “I’ll be right back,” she told him. “I’m going to slip into something a little less revealing.”


  “Uh, okay, sure, Mom,” Ronnie said with a puzzled look on his face. “Did you go out earlier?”


  “A date?”


  “The way you’re dressed,” he smiled.


  A date? Yes, that would explain her mistake. She could tell him she had just gotten back from a date. A couple of drinks with a friend. A male friend.


  “Well, it wasn’t really a date,” she told him, thankful for the excuse. “Just a couple of drinks. With Peter. Uh, Peter Richard…” she blurted out.


  Peter Richard. Peter rigid. Why Peter? Why had that name popped up into her head? Why didn’t you just come out and say Penis Erectus. That’s why the name had popped into her head. Ronnie’s erection. Ronnie’s peter, she berated herself. Thinking that, she couldn’t stop herself. She had to look. Was it still there? Was he still hard? After all this time? But it was still disturbing to realize that there could be only one reason for his erection. Unless he had some kind of disorder. What was that disease? The one where a man stayed hard all the time. Prapism. No, priapism, or something like that. Maybe he had that.


  “I don’t think I’ve met him,” Ronnie smiled, his eyes flicking down to her breasts and quickly back up to her face as she sneaked another peek down at his crotch. Yes. Yes, it was still there. He was still hard. Fuck! How could all this be happening?


  “No, I don’t think you have,” Evelyn lied, turning. “I’ll be right back…”


  Then she stopped. Why not let Ronnie unzip her, tipsily wondered? She wouldn’t have to struggle with the zipper for thirty minutes trying to get it unzipped.


  “Uh, could you unzip me?” she quietly murmured, stepping back toward him with her back turned.


  “Sure, Mom,” Ronnie eagerly replied, pushing up onto his feet by the couch.


  Stopping in front of him, Evelyn felt him fumbling with the little zipper tab. Several long, pregnant seconds passed.


  “Haven’t done much of this lately,” he excused himself, then Evelyn felt the zipper rasping down her back. She knew that Ronnie would see the back strap of her little, black bra and even the wispy, black waistband of her whimsical panties. But she didn’t mind that. That was all he would see. Maybe she even wanted him to see them. See what she had been wearing under the daring black dress. Show him that she was a woman and still dressed like one. Slut, she cursed herself as she felt the zipper stop just at the bottom of her back as Ronnie’s fingers brushed up against the waistband of her panties.


  “Uh, done…” Ronnie self-consciously mumbled.


  “Thank you,” she smiled over her shoulder at him as she held her arms under her boobs to keep the dress from falling down as she walked.


  Evelyn could feel Ronnie’s eyes on her ass as she clopped across the room. Not only was the dress short, it was tight and it clung to her ass like a second skin, highlighting and emphasizing its rounded perfection. What a stupid Bitch she was, she scolded herself. Why had she dressed like she had? Was she trying to tease Ronnie? Was she jealous of Gloria and just trying to show off? Show Ronnie that she had IT, too?


  Whatever the reason, she knew that it was wrong. And she shouldn’t have done it.


  Stepping into her bedroom, she closed the door behind her and stood leaning against it for several long seconds. What to wear? She didn’t want to change into another dress. They weren’t going anywhere. She wanted to wear something comfortable…but not revealing like the dress. Pajamas?


  Wait. What about the Jersey Pajamas she just bought from Amazon? Bamboo Bliss; supposedly eco-friendly evening wear it claimed. It was made out of 75% Bamboo Viscose and 25% Cotton. It was loose-fitting, comfortable, and non-revealing. It had raglan sleeves; cropped Pajamas pants with side pockets, elasticized waist with drawstring, and the neckline didn’t reveal that much breast at all. It was perfect. And she felt comfortable about wearing pajamas in front of Ronnie. Or at least, she had in the past. But now? The pajamas were definitely safer than what she was wearing now, she told herself, letting go of the dress, letting it go slithering down her hips to land in a muddled heap at her feet. She wouldn’t need her high heels with the pjs, she told herself, stepping out of them and shrinking back down to a diminutive five foot six again.


  Standing there in her panties, bra and nylons, she strangely felt better knowing she would soon be covered from head to toe by the soft, silky bamboo pajamas. Stepping across the room, she spun the bra around and unsnapped it. Feeling her big tits sag back down, she tossed the bra on the bed and flounced down on it. Pushing the stockings down her long, shapely legs, she discarded them and hurried over to her chest of drawers.


  A couple of minutes later she was standing in front of her mirror looking at her reflection. The pale orchid pajamas made her faint tan seem darker, she told herself, turning this way and that, feeling the silky cloth rustling against her skin. Oddly, dressed in the pajamas, she felt more clothed than she had in the dress. In the dress, she had felt almost naked. A funny way to feel in front of your own son—


  She had never felt that way around Ronnie before. What had changed? Nothing, except she no longer had George to protect her, to shield her, to save her from any wicked thoughts that might creep into her head. Dark, evil thoughts? No, never.


  Taking a deep breath, feeling her heavy tits tug at her chest, she wondered why she was suddenly so conscious of them? It had to be the way she had seen Ronnie ogling them. But it wasn’t his fault. She was the one who had put them on display, showing them off the way she had in that stupid dress. Why had she worn it? It had been a dumb thing to do. But still, she’d done it. No, Ronnie wasn’t to blame for anything. It was all her fault, she told herself, reaching up and plucking at the conservative neckline of her pajamas. Well, there was nothing showing now, she gratefully thought, giving her reflection one last check before she turned and padded over to the door on her bare feet. Slippers, she wondered? Why not? Her little fuzzy ones. The ones with the low heels so that Ronnie wouldn’t think she was parading around on stilts like she had been before. The pink slippers didn’t exactly go with the boysenberry-colored pajamas but it was close enough, she smiled, slipping her feet into them.


  Time to go back out and face the consequences, she told herself, before Ronnie thinks I’ve skipped town on him, she nervously laughed. Taking another deep breath, consciously trying not to think of her breasts, but by doing so, became even more conscious of them as her swollen, sensitive nipples rubbed against the silky bamboo material.


  Stop it—just stop it, she complained. But it was hard to do. Now she was aware of every movement of the soft material brushing against her strangely hyper-sensitive nipples. Glancing down at her breasts, she saw that her nipples were sticking out like the turrets on a World War II bomber, tenting the soft material making them obvious and appear even more swollen and stiff.


  “Fuck—” she cursed out loud, reaching down and jerking the pajama top up off over her head.


  I didn’t want to have to wear a bra, but the way my nipples are acting, I don’t have a choice, she fussed, stepping back over to the chest of drawers and jerking it open. Angrily snatching a bra out of the drawer, she strapped it on and pulled her pajama top back on over it. Stopping by the mirror, she saw that her insubordinate nipples were finally concealed and no longer obvious. But now her tits felt strapped in, trapped, and every breath was a chore. So were the woes of motherhood, she admitted as she slowly made her way back down the hallway and out into the living room.


  “I thought you’d left town,” Ronnie grinned as he sat on the couch watching her slink across the room toward him.


  “Sorry, it took longer than I thought. You know how us women are. Can’t ever make up our minds about anything.”


  “You look nice,” Ronnie smiled, appreciatively running his eyes up and down her body.


  “Thank you,” she tensely laughed. “It’s something I bought on Amazon. It’s made out of bamboo. Can you imagine,” she told him, slowly spinning around in a circle to show off her pajamas.


  “I can’t believe all the things they’re doing with that stuff now days,” Ronnie smiled.


  “Me, either. Uh, would you like another drink?”


  “Sure…if you’re having one.”


  “Yeah, I’ll make us another one.” Holding out her hand, she took his glass from him and headed for the bar. As she did, she could feel his eyes on her ass again…or was it just her imagination running wild? Ronnie was her son. Sons didn’t look at their mothers like that. Did they?


  “Anyone new in your life?” she innocently asked, filling their glasses with CC and Coke.


  “Who would want an old washed up, broke dude for a boyfriend,” he told her, frowning and smiling at the same time. “I don’t have enough money to date.”


  “Oh…” Evelyn murmured. Bitch—


  Not only had the Bitch ruined his life and taken his daughters from him. She had taken all of his money, too. Bitch. Bitch. Bitch.


  It seemed that she and Ronnie now even had more in common than before. Now they were all alone in the world with no one to love…but each other. But her choice not to involve herself with another man was a choice she had made on her own. Ronnie hadn’t had that opportunity. His choice to abstain had been foisted upon him by that Bitch, Gloria.


  It wasn’t fair, she told herself, handing Ronnie his drink.


  “Cheers…” she smiled, tapping her glass against his as she sank down onto the couch a few feet away from him.


  “Yeah, cheers,” he toasted her back. “To us…”


  “Yes, to us,” she agreed, taking a sip on her drink, wishing there was something she could do. But there wasn’t.


  “So, how long can you stay?” Evelyn asked him, easing her feet out of her slippers and tucking her long legs up under her.


  “How long do you want me?” he grinned.


  “As long as you can stay,” she told him, thinking about his choice of words. How long did she want him? How long had she wanted him? Even the thought sent chills racing up her spine, popping out goose bumps on the nape of her neck. Want him? In the biblical sense. How could she even think such a thing?


  “Well, I have a week’s vacation, so it looks like that’s all you have me for.”


  “Oh, so short,” she complained.


  “Why? Did you have plans for me? You know, like painting the house or something?” he laughed, taking a drink.


  “No, no, nothing like that,” she fussed. “I just wanted us to spend some time together. Get to know one another again…you know without that Bitch hanging around your shoulders.”


  “You never did like her did you? Right from the start.”


  “And look how it turned out. I was right, wasn’t I? She wasn’t good enough for you.”


  “Isn’t that what all moms say about their son’s wives?” he laughed.


  “Well, I guess, but I was right,” she indignantly declared. “Wasn’t I? And besides, who would know better than a mom?”


  “No one, I guess,” Ronnie admitted, smiling, reaching down and laying his hand on her knee. “Like they say, ‘Moms are always right’,” he chuckled, giving her knee an intimate squeeze.


  He shouldn’t have touched her…especially down there…so close to the ticking time bomb fuming between her legs. Suddenly, Evelyn felt adrenaline surge out into her bloodstream. Her heart began to beat faster. She felt light-headed. Her nipples began to ache again. Her fingers were so sweaty, she was having difficulty holding onto the glass. But the most damning thing was the rush of sticky warmth that spread out from her pussy and the alarm bells clanging inside her head. What was going on? How could she be aroused like this? This was Ronnie. Her son, Ronnie. Her little boy—


  Taking a quick gulp of her drink, she reached down and laid her hand on his. She couldn’t let anything happen. It couldn’t go any further even if she had wanted it to…and she most certainly did not, she told herself.


  Giving Ronnie’s hand an affectionate squeeze, she held it there, just in case, making sure it didn’t inch higher.


  How could she even think such a thing? Ronnie would never do anything like that. Would he? He was her little boy. But he wasn’t so little anymore, she dementedly thought, glancing down at the lump bulging out against the front of his pants. No, he was so little anymore.


  “So…what do you want to do?” she asked him, wanting to do anything to steer them away from the impending catastrophe they seemed headed for if…if what? She had let a simple gesture set her off. Ronnie hadn’t meant anything by laying his hand on her knee. A simple gesture. Yet she had taken it and blown it all out of proportions.


  “I don’t know…what do you want to do?” he smiled back at her, his fingers tightening on her knee.


  “Lunch at Luigi’s tomorrow and then a stroll down the beach or something,” she told him, pushing his hand away from her knee and swinging her legs out from under her.


  “Cool,” Ronnie grinned, watching her slip her feet in her fuzzy slippers.


  “And it’s my treat, being as you’re an old washed up, broke dude,” Evelyn laughed, pushing up onto her slippers.


  “Want another drink?” she asked.


  “I think I’ve had enough…unless you’re trying to get me drunk,” he chuckled, handing her his empty glass, “because if you are, you’re almost there. Besides I need to rest up if you’re going to be dragging me up and down the beach tomorrow.”


  “We don’t have to go…if you don’t want to,” she said, disappointment dripping off every word.


  “And miss out on lunch with the prettiest lady in town,” he laughed. “I may be old, broke, and washed up, but I’m not blind…or dumb.”


  It was an odd compliment, but at her age, she’d take anything.


  “Maybe I’ll wear something daring and risqué,” she told him.


  Why did you say that, you dumb slut? Are you trying to provoke him?


  “You know to give everyone in town something to talk about. Evelyn Haskins, dressing like that and having lunch with that handsome, young man. Is something afoot?”


  That was a crazy thing to say. Insinuating that something might be going on between them.


  “Would that I were that lucky,” Ronnie smiled.


  “I, uh, I, I just meant, that if they didn’t know, well, an old woman like me, having lunch with a handsome, young man like yourself, they, they might get the wrong idea, not knowing that you, you were my son and all,” Evelyn tried to explain herself out of the quagmire she found herself floundering in.


  “I understand, Mom…I think,” Ronnie chuckled, pushing up onto his feet in front of her, reaching out, taking hold of her by the shoulders. “But you’re only as old as you look, Mom, and I’d say you were closer to a teenager than the old dowager you’re proclaiming to be.”


  With that, he pulled her to him, holding her tight, hugging her. Her arms instinctively circled around him, hugging him back as they stood saying nothing, locked in their loving embrace.


  He was still HARD, Evelyn suddenly realized as she felt his hardness pressing against her belly. Maybe he does have that illness, that priapism thing. If he had taken a Viagra, we’d have to be looking up a doctor long about now. How could she joke about it? This was serious. Why was he still hard? Maybe she could understand it in the beginning, what with her dressed like a fucking slut, even if she was his mom. But now? There was nothing to elicit such a reaction…unless—


  Then he kissed her. On the forehead, softly, gently.


  “I love you, Mom,” he whispered, stepping back, dropping his arms, letting go of her.


  Another gush of adrenaline gurgled out into her bloodstream almost knocking her off her feet as the strength went out of her knees. She stumbled. Tripping, she toppled back down onto the couch.


  As she did, Ronnie lunged to catch her. But in his haste, his hand landed right on her breast as he grabbed at her. Her hyper-sensitive nipple nearly exploded.


  “Are you okay?” Ronnie asked, concern written all over his face.


  “Yes, yes, I’m fine,” Evelyn reassured him as a blush lit up her cheeks. “I just lost my balance. That’s all.”


  If only that was all, she told herself. That would be easy enough to explain. But what had happened to her was a lot more difficult to explain. That sudden rush of emotion, passion she had felt when he had told her he loved her. It wasn’t the words. She heard them plenty of times from him. It was the way he said them. The emotion behind them. It sounded like more than a son telling his mother he loved her as a mother. It was more. Or was it? Or was it just her overactive imagination taking over. Warping everything. Changing the simple and unassuming gesture into something dark and evil.


  Her heart was still pounding. She could barely breathe.


  “Can I get you something? A glass of water? Something?” Ronnie helplessly asked, looking shaken.


  “Yes, a glass of water would be fine,” Evelyn tried to calm him. But what about herself. Who was going to calm her?


  As she sat on the couch gathering her wits, Ronnie was back in a flash with a glass of water.


  “Thank you,” she said, smiling weakly as she took the glass in both hands and brought it up to her lips. Tipping it, she took a long drink. But as she started to swallow, it went down the wrong pipe and she coughed, nearly dropping the glass.


  Ronnie grabbed the glass out of her hands and quickly sat down beside her. Wrapping his arms around her, he gently, but forcefully thumped her on the back as she gasped for air.


  After a couple of gasping breaths, Evelyn had somewhat regained her composure while Ronnie continued to hold her in his arms.


  “Are you sure you’re okay?” he quietly asked her.


  “Yes, yes, I’m okay,” she softly coughed.


  “You didn’t need to scare me like that. I thought you were choking,” he professed, hugging her tighter.


  Yes, there was something wrong, alright, Evelyn irrationally thought. Something dark and evil had woken up inside her and she was having difficulty holding it in check. But her pressing problem at the moment was breathing.


  After a few moments, Evelyn finally had her breathing under control again. Having Ronnie this close, holding her, hugging her was tempting the evil thing that had awakened down inside her. She had to break free of Ronnie’s grasp before the thing broke free inside her and made her do something she would regret the rest of her life.


  “I’m okay,” she weakly laughed, squirming, trying to get loose. “But you’re hugging me so tight, I can barely breathe.”


  “Sorry,” Ronnie muttered, letting go of her, leaning back. “That better?”


  “Yes, thank you,” Evelyn smiled, taking a couple of quick, deep breaths, noticing Ronnie’s eyes dart down to the breasts as they rose and fell under the billowy pajamas.


  It was quiet enough to hear a fly sneeze as they sat, neither of them speaking, seemingly unsure what to say or do next until finally Ronnie spoke.


  “Well, I think I’m going to hit the sack…been a long day,” he grinned, reaching out gently patting her leg, just above her knee. Another gusher of adrenaline poured out into Evelyn’s blood stream making her twitch, flinching away from him.


  “Oh, uh, that’s a good idea,” she recovered, laying her hand on his, giving it a squeeze, then lifting it off her leg.


  “Well, night-night,” Ronnie smiled, leaning over and giving her a soft kiss on the cheek.


  More alarm bells, a few sirens and flashing lights went speeding through Evelyn’s reeling brain, but Ronnie apparently didn’t hear or see them as he quickly pushed up onto his feet. Then he reached down, holding out his hands, offering to pull her up onto her feet. But if he did, they would be face to face again and there would be the threat of another kiss. She couldn’t risk that, she told herself.


  “You go ahead, I’m going to finish my drink,” she excused herself reaching for her nearly-empty glass.


  “Uh, okay,” Ronnie said, giving her a funny look. “Night—” he said.


  Moments later, Evelyn was alone with her thoughts. Her crazy, convoluted, damning thoughts.


  After a few minutes of dueling with herself, she got up and made her nightly rounds making sure the house was buttoned tightly up before heading to her bedroom. Closing the door behind her, she immediately shoved her hands up under her pajamas and unfastened the bra. As it fell away from her heavy, sagging breasts, Evelyn jerked it out from under the pajamas and flung it across the room where it smacked against the wall and fell to the floor.


  She was frustrated and flustered by the evening’s events that had left her nervous and irritable. Nothing like this had ever happened between her and Ronnie before. Or at least not from her side of the coin.


  She knew she wouldn’t be able to go to sleep even if she went to bed as she sat on the edge of the bed thinking back on the night. It had all began with the kiss at the beginning. The full-on-the-lips kiss and the startling revelation that Ronnie had a hard on. A hard on apparently for her. Him leaving the room and coming back with it. Her checking it out, staring at his penis to see if it was hard. What was wrong with her? How could she have done that? Ronnie. Her son. Her baby. An erection?


  And the way he was checking her out—


  Peeking at her boobs, hand on her knee, he seemed obviously aroused, but was trying to hide it. Did he feel the same way she did? Confused? Aroused? It was all so crazy.


  It was like a ticking time bomb just waiting to explode and engulf the both of them in its fiery blast.


  Tick-tock. Tick-tock. Tick-tock—


  Standing up, she began to pace the floor back and forth beside her bed. What was she supposed to do? She’d never been confronted with anything like this before. She’d never had feelings like this for Ronnie. She didn’t know what to do with them. About them? She was so exasperated. What was a mother to do? Maybe she ought to ask Ronnie to leave before she did something stupid. But how could she explain that? To Ronnie? Or maybe she ought to just give in to her dark, evil thoughts. Give in, go to Ronnie and let nature run its course. But how could she? She was his freaking mother! She couldn’t do that.


  There were even laws against that kind of thing.


  That kind of thing? Making love? Incest?


  “Oh-My-God—” she gasped. She’d admitted it. To herself. Making love—


  Fucking! She couldn’t believe she had actually admitted that she wanted to make love to Ronnie. Make love to her baby. Make love to her own son?


  No. No. No. she could never let that happen. Never. It would ruin everything.


  She had to go to him. Tell him to leave. To leave before she destroyed them.


  Stepping up to the door, she grasped the doorknob and tried to twist it. Her sweaty fingers couldn’t grasp the slippery metal. It wouldn’t turn. It was like it was rusted shut. Straining as hard as she could, she couldn’t grasp it tight enough to turn it. She couldn’t get it to turn. Her heart was pounding. The ringing in her ears had become a roaring freight train. What was she going to do now? She was trapped in her own room, unable to get out, unable to escape. Unable to go to Ronnie for help—


  Maybe it was for the best she rationalized. Now she couldn’t go to Ronnie and do that horrible thing. So, not only was she trapped, she was being kept away from the very thing that would send them hurdling down the road to perdition.


  Staggering back over to her bed, she threw herself on it. Sobbing, she beat the bed with her fists until she was too tired to go on and finally found herself drifting off to sleep…
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  Chapter Two


  


  She heard a noise. What was it? A soft creak. Her door?


  Opening her eyes, staring at the door, she watched as it slowly swung open to reveal the outline of a man standing in the doorway. A robber? A thief. A rapist?


  She tried to scream, but nothing came out. Her vocal chords were paralyzed.


  Then the man took a step toward her and in the dim light, she saw that the man was naked. Naked and his erect penis was jutting up out of his hairy crotch, stiff and hard, pointing up at the ceiling. She’d never seen a more evil, sinister penis in her whole life. And the man was apparently intending on using it on her. Why else would he be in her room naked? But who was it?


  Then the man took another step closer. IT WAS RONNIE! Her Ronnie. Her son. Her baby! But he was no baby. And what was he doing in her room? He was coming to do what she had feared would happen if he didn’t leave. He was coming to make love to her. To fuck her—


  Her heart was racing. The roar in her ears was a rocket ship. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think as she stared down at the malicious, evil thing jutting up out of Ronnie’s groin. It looked huge. Stiff, thick as a tree limb protruding up out of the tip of Ronnie’s belly.


  “Go away-Go away-Ronnie-Please-We can’t do this—” she pleaded, but still nothing would come out of her mouth.


  He took another step closer. Now he was only inches from her bed.


  “Mother—” he sobbed, leaning over the bed, reaching for her, groping for her with his hands as she shrank back away from him.


  Then his fingers curled around her wrists pinning her to the bed. As he trapped her against the bed, he climbed up on it and crouched over her.


  “No—Please—” she begged as he jerked her wrists together, holding them pinned to the bed with one hand while he reached down to himself with his other hand. “No-Oh-God-NO—” she wailed.


  Wrapping his hand around his stiff, unyielding cock, he slowly bent it down between her legs.


  Just as the rounded tip of his penis touched her, she heard another noise.


  It woke her.


  “Mother-Mother-Are you okay?” she heard Ronnie hollering through the closed door.


  “What?” she mumbled, her fuzzy brain refusing to work. How could Ronnie be in two places at once?


  “Are you okay?” Ronnie shouted again.


  Looking around in a daze, she saw that it was dawn, the sun just coming in through her window.


  “Yes-Yes, I’m okay,” she called out to Ronnie still trying to figure what had happened.


  It must have been a dream. A crazy, fucked up nightmare of a dream.


  What would have happened if Ronnie hadn’t called out to her? Would Ronnie have raped her? Would her psyche have let that happen in her dream? Why not? Hadn’t she been contemplating the very same thing earlier?


  “Yes-Yes-I’m fine. Go back to bed,” she told him through the closed door. She was still breathing hard, trying to catch her breath. Her whole body was bathed in sweat. How could she have dreamed up something like that? Something so dark…and evil? Maybe down in that part of her that was hidden from the rest of the world, she really was just a slut. Or a woman all alone and wanting companionship? Wanting the companionship of the one man she could never love in that way?


  The house was suddenly quiet. Ronnie must have gone back to his room.


  She was thirsty. Probably from sweating like a pig. She had to have a drink of water.


  Rolling out of bed, she shakily stood up. Her knees were wobbling, barely able to support her as she stumbled toward the door. Stopping, she took in a deep breath and held it for several seconds. That seemed to help as she pushed the door open and stepped out into the quiet hallway. Ronnie’s door was closed. He must have gone back to bed like she had suggested. Hurrying down the hall, she stopped at the bathroom door and listened. She heard nothing. Pushing the door open, she gasped.


  The whole world lurched to a stop. Time stood still as Evelyn and Ronnie stood staring at each other in stunned silence. Ronnie was naked! Not a stitch on as Evelyn’s gawking eyes shot down to the malignant, vile thing hanging down between his muscular thighs. She stood paralyzed, staring at it. Her feet were trapped in cement. She couldn’t move as she watched it, expecting any second a long, sinuous tongue to come flicking out of its viperous head to test the air. And when it did, it would taste her estrous in the air, taste her ripeness. Her wickedness.


  “Oh-My-God—” she gasped, stumbling backward, blindly groping for the doorknob as Ronnie lunged for the towel hanging on the rack by his hip.


  “Mom—” he bellowed, jerking the towel in front of himself to hide the oversized organ from Evelyn’s peering eyes. “Sorry—”


  Evelyn was speechless, tripping and nearly falling as she slammed the door shut behind her. Then she turned and fled down the hallway to her bedroom. Reeling inside, she slammed the door and stood gasping for air as she leaned back against it.


  As she did, the image of Ronnie’s penis flashed through her mind again filling her head with its evil presence. Would she ever be able to look her son in the eye again? She had never been so humiliated.


  Suddenly, through the door she heard Ronnie tell her he was sorry. She nearly jumped out of her skin. He couldn’t be more than six inches from her, separated only by a flimsy piece of wood. What could she say? Would she ever be able to forget the image of him standing there as naked as the day he had come slithering out from between her legs…only now he was all grown up. ALL grown up!


  “It’s, it’s all right,” she lied, her heart doing flip-flops down inside her chest as the image of his cock came blazing back into her fogged mind. It was big. Soft, it was just as big as George had been hard. She couldn’t get it out of her head. It looked so evil and sinister. A thing no mother should ever see. Not her grown son’s penis. “I’ll be out in just a little bit and fix you some breakfast. Just give me a few minutes to catch my breath,” she told him, pushing off the door and stepping over to her vanity.


  “Sure, uh, I’ll make us some coffee…okay?”


  “Yeah, that’ll be fine. I’ll be out in a few,” she told him.


  Was he still naked as he stood outside her door? If she opened it, would she see his penis again? A shiver ran down her spine setting of an explosion of goose bumps all over her body as she lifted the top of her pajamas up over her head.


  What was wrong with her? Why was she reacting to everything the way she was? She’d never thought about Ronnie the way she was thinking about him now.


  What had happened over the past year? What had changed between them? No George? No, that couldn’t be the reason. Ronnie was her son. That was what had stopped her from acting this way…wasn’t it? If it was, why wasn’t that preventing all this now? What was different? She was so mixed up. Maybe it was the fact that Ronnie didn’t have that Bitch now. Whatever it was, it was very unnerving. But she didn’t know what to do to stop it. Or even if she wanted to stop it, she told herself, pitching the top on the bed and digging her thumbs down under the stretchy waistband of the bottom on her bamboo pajamas. Then, with a shove, she pushed them down over her hips and let them go slithering down her legs.


  Leaning over, feeling her tits pull on her chest, she picked them up and tossed them on the bed, too.


  Naked, she sat down and started to put her lipstick on. She stopped and sat staring at her reflection in the mirror. What was she going to do? This game of cat and mouse they were playing couldn’t go on forever. It was too much of an emotional drain on her.


  Yes, he was her son. But there was no denying it. She was turned on. Aroused. Call it whatever you wanted to call it.


  But making love? Why did they call it making love? Wasn’t it just another way of showing affection to a man you loved? And she loved Ronnie. More than anyone else on the face of the earth. In fact, he was the only person she loved now that she thought of it. Oh, she cared for her granddaughters, but they didn’t seem to care for her and that tainted things between them. Besides, that was nothing like this. That was a totally different kind of love on so many different levels.


  Going back to her lips, she knew that something was going to happen between her and Ronnie. Something bad? Something wrong? Or something good? Something right?


  What had come over her? The decision…or realization that something was going to happen seemed to lift a weight off her shoulders. No one else would know. It would be between them and it wouldn’t affect anyone else, so what did it matter. Would it still be incest if no one else knew? It would be their secret.


  Then it came to her. She had just admitted it. Incest. Such an ugly word. She and Ronnie, incest? No. It would be making love—


  There was an air in her step as she floated over to the closet. She had already decided what dress she was going to wear for her little luncheon date with Ronnie.


  Picking it out from the rack, she realized she hadn’t worn it since George had passed. It was a light and airy little summer dress. It had a low-cut neckline and a short, ruffled hem of which stopped a couple of inches above her knees. It showed off her boobs and legs just as the dress had last night, but in a much less pretentious way. It was daring…and a little risqué for a woman of fifty. But if you could carry it off, why not? She had the legs and boobs for it, she laughed to herself, holding it clutched against her, spinning to make the ruffled bottom flare out around her long, statuesque legs. Yes, she had the legs for it, she laughed to herself.


  Hurrying through a quick shower, she dried off and picked up the dress. No bra, she decided. Give the girls some freedom. Let them breathe. Let them dance. Let Ronnie drool over them, she chuckled, pulling the dress over her head and feeling them bobble and quiver down inside the loose bodice. If she bent over just right, it would billow out just enough to give Ronnie a peek down inside it. A peek inside of it at her big, naked tits.


  Panties, she asked herself. No? No, it would be then, she laughed, twirling, feeling a cool breeze tickle across the moist, bare flesh between her legs. George had always liked it shaven. Bald as a baboon’s butt, he called it. And she had gotten so used to it being that way during the thirty years of their marriage, she’d just kept it that way, even after he had passed.


  Shoes? Heels? Sandals? Sandals with heels. She had just the pair. Stepping into the closet, she quickly spotted the ones she wanted. White, with leather straps crisscrossing her foot, meeting at the zipper running down the length of her instep and three and ½ inch heels. Sexy, yet comfortable. Then she remembered. The beach. Hardly beach wear, she chuckled to herself. She’d take them off and go barefoot on the beach. There was something sensual and suggestive about a woman in a dress walking on the beach barefoot. Or at least that was what George had told her once after one of their excursions down the beach which had ended with an impetuous bout of making love on a blanket behind a dune.


  Would that work with Ronnie, too, she sickly wondered?


  Slipping the sandals on, she wriggled her toes and stood up. Then another quick inspection in the mirror. A couple of quick fluffs of her hair and she went gliding out into the kitchen.


  Smiling, she saw the look of surprise and appreciation in Ronnie’s eyes when he saw her come strolling into the kitchen in her little summer dress.


  “You like?” she laughed, twirling on her toe, making the skirt of her dress flutter out around her legs, showing them off from mid-thigh down without giving away the fact she wasn’t wearing panties.


  “Uh, Wow, uh, yeah, nice, really, really nice,” Ronnie remarked, his eyes flickering up and down her body.


  “Daring and risqué enough for you?” she asked him, brushing her hands down the dress.


  “I would say so,” he chuckled.


  She suddenly didn’t feel like cooking breakfast as she glanced up at the clock over the fridge and saw that it was ten o’clock.


  “There’s been a change in plans,” she smiled, putting her hands on the table, leaning down just enough to give Ronnie a view of the tops of her big breasts. “Luigi’s serves breakfast, too, you know.”


  She saw the surprised look on Ronnie’s handsome face as he glanced down inside her dress. “Uh, they do?” he gulped, looking up at her face and then back down at her boobs.


  “They do,” Evelyn grinned, standing back up. “And I’m buying.”


  “Uh, I’ll drive then,” Ronnie told her, finally able to stop gawking at her breasts.


  Evelyn couldn’t believe how good it felt not to have to pretend she didn’t have those kind of feelings for Ronnie. That Bitch had mistreated and neglected poor Ronnie long enough. Now Mommy was going to take over and rectify that. She’d show the Bitch—


  “Well, let’s go,” Evelyn bubbled, grabbing her purse and then taking hold of Ronnie’s hand.


  “Okay,” Ronnie grinned, giving her hand a squeeze as they headed for the front door.


  Sliding into the car while Ronnie held the door open for her, Evelyn saw his eyes dart down to her legs as the dress rode up them. Smiling to herself, she stopped the dress before it revealed her other little surprise for her son as Ronnie eased the door shut and went hurrying around to the driver’s side. What would he think, she giddily wondered? She hadn’t felt this good in ages. The anticipation, the excitement had her juices flowing freely. Literally, she laughed to herself feeling a cool breeze brush across the moist, bare flesh down between her legs.


  Fastening her seat belt, she turned slightly, just enough to give Ronnie an eyeful of bare, tan thigh, but still not enough to reveal the fact she wasn’t wearing panties.


  “So, what sounds good…for breakfast,” she smiled, reaching up, fiddling with the neckline of her little summery dress as Ronnie drove along. She could see that he was sneaking peeks down at her legs as he drove and hoped that they weren’t too much of a distraction. She didn’t want to get them in a wreck or anything…not with what she had planned for the rest of the day although what she had in mind did involve a bed, just not one in a hospital.


  “Uh, I don’t know, what about you?” he grinned, trying to keep his eyes on the road ahead.


  “Oh, I don’t know, eggs…and sausage sounds good,” she softly laughed, making an obvious glance down at Ronnie’s crotch as she spoke.


  A strange look came across Ronnie’s face.


  “Are you feeling okay, Mom?” he asked.


  “Yes, I feel fine. Never better. Why do you ask?” she wanted to know, reaching down, twiddling with the hem of her dress, revealing a little more bare, tanned thigh.


  “You’re acting kind of funny,” he told her.


  “Funny?” she smiled innocently. “In what way?”


  “I don’t know…just funny…like you’re flirting with me or something. It just feels weird. But kinda good…”


  “Oh,” she laughed, turning further in her seat, slowly spreading her legs apart until he could see up between them. “And what if I was?” she asked him, feeling the car swerve when Ronnie saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties.


  “MOM—” Ronnie snorted, gasping, his hands clenching the steering wheel tighter as he steered the car back into his lane.


  Evelyn could see that his face had turned several shades darker as his eyes darted back and forth between her exposed pussy and the road ahead while he tried to keep the car from swerving.


  “What?” she smiled, spreading her legs wider apart and brushing her fingertips down over the bare pink flesh between them.


  “What are you doing?” Ronnie croaked. “You’re not wearing any panties—”


  “No, I’m not,” she giggled. “Does that bother you?”


  “God, yes,” Ronnie muttered still trying to keep the car from swerving.


  “Sorry, I didn’t know it would bother you that much,” Evelyn told him, turning back around, pushing her dress down as she slapped her legs together. “Don’t wreck us.”


  “What did you expect me to do?” he wanted to know.


  “I don’t know. I don’t know what came over me,” she lied.


  Fortunately, Luigi’s suddenly appeared in the front window and Ronnie pulled into the parking lot. Luckily, he was able to get the car stopped before he wrecked them.


  “What’s going on, Mom?” he asked, still holding onto the steering wheel, looking out the front windshield as sweat began to trickle down his forehead.


  “What do you want to go on, Ronnie?” Evelyn asked him, pointedly reaching over and laying her hand in his lap. And just as she expected, she found that Ronnie was once again fully erect. “Why do you have an erection?”


  “MOM—” Ronnie sputtered, staring at her like she’d just poked him in the belly with her fist.


  “Why is it hard, Ronnie?” Evelyn smiled. “Do I turn you on, Ronnie?”


  As she spoke, she turned again, spreading her legs and exposing the naked, pink flesh between them to her son’s gawking eyes. “Does this excite you?” Then she reached out and curled her fingers around his wrist and slowly pulled his hand down into her lap. “Would you like to touch it, Ronnie?” she purred, pressing his fingers against the bare flesh. “Touch me, Ronnie. Touch me where you came out of me.”


  “Mom—” Ronnie groaned, all the color draining out of his face. Then he frantically glanced out the window, jerking his head from side to side, seeing if anyone could see them.


  “Do you want to make love to me, Ronnie? Is that why your penis is always hard?”


  “MOM—” Ronnie choked again. He looked like he was having a heart attack. He didn’t seem able to breathe, but she felt his fingers move.


  “Yes, Ronnie, touch me. Touch me there, if you want,” she told him, spreading her legs wider apart, scrunching lower in the seat, giving him full access to her exposed, naked cunt.


  


  As luck would have it, they heard a car door slam shut a few feet away. Evelyn pushed Ronnie’s hand away, sat back up against the seat, shoved her dress down and slapped her legs together all in one swift move. Looking out the window, she saw another couple walking toward the restaurant. They were talking and didn’t appear to have seen them.


  “Are you still hungry?” she asked Ronnie, reaching up and fluffing her hair like nothing had happened. “I’m starved,” she laughed, pushing the door open and swinging her legs around to step out.


  “Mom—” Ronnie snorted, reaching for her, but she was already out of the car.


  “Are you coming?” she laughed, looking around, then back at him.


  “Almost,” he complained, shoving his door open and stepping out into the bright morning sunlight.


  Hurrying around the car, Ronnie caught up with Evelyn and snaked his arm around her waist as they walked toward Luigi’s.


  “Is this really happening?” he urgently whispered, pulling her against him, boldly holding her tightly.


  “If you want it to,” she smiled back at him, brushing her fingers down the crotch of his pants. “I want it to.”


  “Mom—” Ronnie gulped, frantically looking around to see if anyone had seen them.


  “Do you?” Evelyn wanted to know, stopping, looking into his eyes.


  “Oh, God, yes, yes, yes,” Ronnie blubbered. “More than anything.”


  “Then let’s eat…and then make that happen,” she told him, starting for the restaurant again.


  “I can’t fucking believe this,” Ronnie whispered, hugging her tighter as they walked along.


  She couldn’t either. She didn’t know where she had found the courage to do what she’d done, but somehow she had and now it was all out in the open. There was no hiding it. No pretending.


  Evelyn was so keyed up, she didn’t know if she be able to eat…or keep it down if she did as they stepped up to the maître d’.


  “Booth, please,” Evelyn smiled, giving Ronnie’s hand an affectionate squeeze.


  “Right this way,” the maître d’ said, stepping toward the line of booths that ran along the back wall of the restaurant.


  Evelyn slid into the booth, giving both the maître d’ and Ronnie a smile and a quick flash of thigh before slipping her legs under the table cloth. Then Ronnie joined her sliding up close as he sat down beside her. The maître d’ handed them their menus with a knowing grin.


  “Your waiter will be with you shortly,” he told them before quietly turning and leaving.


  “What would you like, darling?” Evelyn suggestively asked, easing her hand under the table cloth and gently squeezing his leg. “You can have anything you want.”


  “You—” Ronnie whispered, quickly glancing around the restaurant to see if anyone was paying any particular attention to them.


  “What do you want to do to Mommy?” Evelyn softly asked, edging her hand out from under the table and laying it on his. Then, slowly, so no one would notice, she slowly pulled his hand down under the tablecloth. Coolly looking around as if nothing was happening under the cover of the tablecloth, she spread her legs apart and pulled Ronnie’s hand over between them. “See how hot and wet you’ve made your mother,” she calmly murmured, pressing Ronnie’s hand up against her wet, seeping pussy.


  “Jeez, Mom—” Ronnie whispered, tenderly probing the slippery flesh with his fingers, nervously glancing around and seeing their waiter heading for their table.


  Ronnie started to pull his hand back away from Evelyn, but she held onto his hand tightly, keeping his fingers pressed against her.


  “Have you decided what you want?” the waiter asked as he stood across the table from where they sat looking at them.


  “Yes, I have,” Evelyn said, turning looking at Ronnie as she gave his hand a soft squeeze.


  After they ordered and the waiter had left, Evelyn could see another sheen of sweat had formed on Ronnie’s brow.


  “Are you hot, dear?” she asked him, letting go of his hand and moving her hand back over to his leg.


  “Yes—” Ronnie grunted, gently pushing, feeling the tip of his finger slide down into the clutching softness of his mother’s pussy.


  Evelyn was amazed at her own audacity. What they were doing was shockingly appalling. Immoral. Disgraceful. Vulgar. But no one seemed to notice as she squirmed, spreading her legs wider, opening herself to her son’s prodding fingers. Then she moved her hand higher up his leg, searching for his cock. His hard, stiff cock—


  Ronnie’s finger pushed in deeper and she squeezed her cunt down around it, clutching at it, milking it.


  “So, Ronnie, dear,” she quietly said, smiling at him as her fingers found his stiff, hard cock through his pants. “Have you decided what you want to do to your Mother when we’re done here?” she softly asked him, squeezing his cock through his pants.


  “Everything…Mom,” Ronnie grunted, slowly working his probing finger in and out of her wet, slippery pussy as he nervously looked around.


  “I can’t wait,” she whispered, squeezing him again through his pants as she spied the waiter heading for their table with their breakfast. “The waiter—” she softly said, letting go of him, pushing his hand out from between her legs as the waiter stepped up to the table.
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  They finished their breakfast in record time and Evelyn paid the bill.


  “Do you still want to go to the beach?” Ronnie asked as they walked back to the car hand in hand.


  “Why? Did you have something else in mind?” Evelyn teased, tickling the palm of his hand with the tip of her fingernail.


  “Yeah…but if you still want to go to the beach, we can,” he smiled squeezing her hand tighter.


  Evelyn wanted him bad. But now that the moment of truth was upon her, she was wondering if she had made the right choice. Would all this work out? Would they be able to find happiness or would it ruin everything between them?


  Stopping beside the car, she turned to him and looked deep into his eyes.


  “Are you sure this is what you want?” she asked him. “I just want you to be happy.”


  “I am, Mother. What more could I ask for?” he told her and she could hear the passion in his voice.


  “I just want to help you forget that whore Bitch ex-wife of yours,” she angrily exclaimed. “God I hate her.”


  Jealousy and envy had played a key role in the formation of Evelyn’s decision to go after Ronnie. But now that she had him, she just hoped that she was doing the right thing.


  “I’d already forgotten about her,” Ronnie grinned, taking her in his arms, pulling her to him. “So let’s not talk about her anymore.”


  “Done,” Evelyn declared, grinding herself against Ronnie’s granite-hard cock through his pants. “The Bitch’s name will never cross my lips again.”


  “Those beautiful, soft, kissable lips…” Ronnie murmured, lovingly brushing the tips of his finger across her lips and then kissing them. The kiss was soft and tender as they stood by the car in each other’s arms. Suddenly, Evelyn realized that the whole world could see them.


  “Uh, better cool it,” Evelyn coughed, stepped back, brushing her hands down her dress, looking around guiltily. “No one needs to know about our little secret,” she whispered. “But us—”


  “Uh, yeah, right,” Ronnie mumbled, blushing as he awkwardly glanced around.


  “It was my fault,” Evelyn laughed, leaning down, checking her makeup in the mirror.


  “Home…or the beach?” Ronnie asked her, holding the door open for her.


  “Home…” she whispered. “I might rape you on the beach and then our little secret would really be blown,” she told him sliding into the car, letting her dress ride up her leg high enough to give Ronnie another glimpse of creamy-white thigh.


  “You have beautiful legs, Mom,” Ronnie told her, easing the door shut. Evelyn watched him as he hurried around the back of the car and slid in beside her.


  “Is this thing still hard?” she giggled, reaching across, groping his cock through his pants as he started the car. “It is—” she smiled.


  “You made it like that,” Ronnie grinned, turning the wheel, steering out of the parking lot.


  “Have you decided what you want to do to your Mother…first?” Evelyn teased him, flipping up her skirt, turning, leaning against the door. Then she slowly spread her legs apart and reached down between them to finger her swollen, sensitive clit.


  “I think I’ll eat you first,” Ronnie declared, steering with one hand as he reached over and ran his hand up the creamy softness of her inner thigh and up to the fleshy, pink-lipped treasure


  Evelyn didn’t know where the boldness was coming from. She’d never felt like this before. Usually it took a few drinks to loosen her up to anywhere near this point with George, but she hadn’t even had a single drink and she was acting this way with Ronnie. It was crazy.


  “I would like that,” she smiled, feeling Ronnie’s fingers probing her, slowly pushing inside her. Ronnie was turning his head back and forth between her pussy and the street ahead. Evelyn was afraid he was going to wreck them. She couldn’t let that happen. What would they say if they found out she was running around with her son…without any panties on?


  “You can do whatever you want to Mommy when we get home,” Evelyn told him, pushing his hand away, flicking her dress back down to cover herself and not tempt him to look. “We have all day…and the rest of our lives for that matter, but we don’t want to have a wreck and ruin everything before it even begins…do we?” she laughed, reaching over and brushing her fingers down the conspicuous bulge sticking out against the front of his pants.


  “No, we don’t,” Ronnie grinned, clutching hold of the steering wheel with both hands as Evelyn felt the car pick up speed.


  “Or get a ticket,” she warned him, pulling her hand back.


  “Yes, Mommy…” Ronnie fussed, slowing the car back down to the speed limit.


  The wind whipping through her hair and across her fevered brow felt good. Strangely, she’d never felt so alive. So eager and energized. She would have thought she would feel guilty. But she didn’t. At least not yet. Maybe afterward, she might. But the way she felt now, she didn’t think so.


  Whose business was it anyway, how she felt? This was between her and Ronnie. No one else. So why should she care about how anyone else felt. And besides no one else would know.


  “I love you, Ronnie…” she murmured, reaching across and giving his leg an intimate squeeze. “With all my heart and soul.” Now she felt like she wanted to cry. But the tears would be tears of joy, not sadness.


  “I love you, Mom,” Ronnie came back, turning and looking at her. Yes, he did. She could see the love in his eyes.


  He started to reach out to her, but she stopped him, grabbing him by the wrist and shoving his hand back against the steering wheel.


  “Just drive—” she told him. “Just drive…”
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  Chapter Three


  


  Hours later, it seemed, they pulled up in front of Evelyn’s house. Glancing at her watch, Evelyn saw that it had only been a matter of minutes since they had left Luigi’s.


  “I didn’t wreck us,” Ronnie grinned, reaching for her again.


  “The neighbors,” Evelyn reminded him, pushing the door open, swinging her long legs out and stepping out into the late morning sunlight. It was already getting warm and would be hot before the day was done, she told herself. In more ways than one…


  Stepping around the car, feeling the bottom of her dress flirting with her knees, she stopped for Ronnie as he quickly trundled up beside her. Reaching down, she grabbed hold of his hand and they went hurrying up the walkway to the house. Fumbling with her keys, Evelyn’s hands were shaking so bad she had trouble getting the door open. This was it. The fooling around was over. This would be the consummation, the fulfillment, she giddily thought, pushing the door open, feeling the coolness of the house envelop her as she stepped inside.


  Dropping her purse on the foyer table, she turned as she heard the door thump shut. Ronnie’s arms were around her before she had a chance to take a step. Then their lips touched, tenderly for a moment before crushing together. All at once, her mouth was full of Ronnie’s tongue as he frenched her, his tongue curling around hers, touching, sinuously curling around hers. His hands were encircling her, one spread out on her back, the other cupping her ass, pulling her against him. She returned his mauling caress, her arms snaking around him, clutching him, rolling her hips, grinding herself against the rigid, hardness in his pants.


  “Mom—” Ronnie finally gasped as their lips parted and he swept her into his arms. She felt light as a feather in his muscular arms as she wrapped her arms around his neck while he sped across the living room and out into the hall.


  This was it. No more teasing, flirting.


  As Ronnie gently set her down on her feet beside the bed, she realized that she only had one shoe on. One must have fallen off during the flight to her bedroom. Swinging her other foot, she kicked the shoe off and sent it flying to bounce off the wall across the room.


  She had to see him. See him naked. See it. See his erect penis, she impulsively thought, dropping to her knees in front of him.


  “I want to see it—” she whispered, quickly slipping his belt through its buckle and fumbling with the button under it. Her fingers felt like tree stumps, big, unwieldy, refusing to cooperate. At last the button slipped through its buttonhole and the waistband of his pants went slack. Plucking the zipper tab between her finger and thumb, she jerked the zipper down its track as the fly of his pants spread open behind it. As she did, she gasped.


  The swollen, plum-sized head of his cock was protruding up out from under the waistband of his clean, white Jockey shorts. The bloated, swollen head and at least two inches of the shaft were exposed as Evelyn stared at it in awe.


  How big was it? Eight-nine inches. It looked huge.


  “Big—” she mumbled, letting go of the zipper tab and letting Ronnie’s pants go rustling down his powerful, muscular legs.


  She couldn’t think of anything else to say as she stood on her knees in front of him staring at the evil, sinister thing jutting up out from under the waistband of Ronnie’s shorts. Now she had to see the rest of it. See just how big it actually was. Hesitantly, she reached up, curling her fingers and easing them under the stretchy, elastic waistband and pulling down. As his shorts crept down over the curves of his hips, more and more of the oversized organ came into view. She had been right, it was eight, maybe nine inches long and nearly as thick as her wrist as it came slithering out into the open. Her eyes were big as saucers as she studied it with open-mouthed wonder while she tugged his shorts down his legs.


  “Big—” she croaked again as it twitched from side to side when Ronnie stepped out of his shorts. Then it lurched as Ronnie leaned down over her, his fingers grasping the hem of her dress and peeling it up her body. She felt a cool rush of air brush across the fevered flesh between her legs as the dress cleared it and crept up over her belly, her breasts and finally off over her head.


  Suddenly Ronnie’s hands were under her armpits lifting her, pulling her up onto her bare feet in front of him. He stepped back, his eyes slowly crawling up and down her body for several long, pregnant seconds before he finally spoke.


  “Beautiful, Mother…” he whispered, taking her by the shoulders, turning her, turning with her until her back was facing the bed. Then he pushed her backwards, gently, but forcefully until the backs of her legs bumped against the bed and she felt herself falling back onto it.


  “Do you still want me to eat you, Mother?” Ronnie softly asked her, melting down onto his knees, reaching out, pushing his hands in between her legs and slowly forcing them apart to bare the wet, glistening flesh there.


  “More than ever,” she softly murmured.


  She had never felt this vulnerable and exposed to the man standing on his knees between her legs. This man. Her son. Not strangely, the fact the man was her son, Ronnie, made her feel even more vulnerable, helpless. But she didn’t want to stop him. She wanted him. She wanted him to touch her. Touch her where he had once come slithering out of her, wet and covered with her bodily fluids so long ago. And soon he would return to that womb and anoint it with his own bodily fluids.


  But first he would taste her, touch her with his lips, worship at the shrine of her womanhood and consume her. He would eat her.


  Laying on her back, resting her weight on her elbows Evelyn watched Ronnie as he looked up at her with his adoring, worshipful blue eyes. He looked on the verge of tears.


  “I love you, Mother…” he whispered, his steely-blue eyes closing as he leaned down over her pussy. A soft breathe of air brushed across the fevered flesh between her legs just before she felt his open mouth close down around the smooth, shaven skin of her sex. Then she felt his tongue sinuously twisting, weaving in and around her lips, his lips sucking on them as she wallowed in the depravity of it.


  Ronnie was eating her pussy! Feasting on the very essence of her. She could feel the tip of his nose brushing against her swollen, aroused clit as he swirled his tongue in and around her pussy. Then she felt his stiffened tongue push into her, his lips pursing, sucking out her juices. He pulled it back out of her, then pushed in again, out, in again. He was fucking her with his tongue—


  “Ronnie…” she whispered, easing down onto her back, stretching her arms out, curling her fingers down into his hair, gently pulling his lips and tongue up to her inflamed clit. As his weaving, twisting tongue licked higher, she felt his arms slide under the backs of her thighs, lifting them, lifting her legs up and draping them across his broad shoulders. His hands snaked up around her hips, onto her heaving belly, spreading out, his thumbs pressing down on either side of her primed clit. Then he spread his hands apart, stretching the skin around her clit, peeling the fleshy hood back off it, totally exposing it.


  Her achingly-sensitive clit felt as big as a Ping-Pong ball sticking up out of its fleshy sheath as Ronnie flicked his tongue across it. She flinched. Ronnie’s tongue felt like sandpaper on her poor, vulnerable clit.


  He backed his lips off her clit.


  “Did I hurt you?” he whispered. As he did, Evelyn felt a cooling breath brush across her jutting, swollen clit.


  “No, no, you didn’t hurt me. Again. Touch me there, again,” she softly whimpered, gently pulling on his hair, rolling her hips, trying to find his tongue again.


  Ronnie’s lips pursed around the stiff kernel of flesh, his tongue flicking across it again.


  As it did, another rush of excited pleasure flashed up her spine. She couldn’t remember ever being so aroused, so sensitive as Ronnie began to gently suck on her clit and flutter his tongue back and forth across it.


  “Yes-yes-yessss-there—” Evelyn hissed. Maybe she’d been this sensitive, this turned on, on her wedding night with George, but that was so long ago. This in a way was like that wedding night. Their first time. The first time for Ronnie and her. This was their wedding night.


  Ronnie’s lips were so soft as they pursed down around her clit, sucking it out, exposing it to his lashing tongue. While he tormented her clit with his tongue and lips, his hands moved away from it, up over her belly and onto her flattened tits. Groveling in the rapture of it all, she felt his fingers and thumbs pinch around her stiff, swollen nipples. Even more stimulation went tickling down to her throbbing clit as he began to pull on the stiff paps, twisting them, stretching them out from her breasts. The pressure inside her womb was rapidly building. Evelyn knew she couldn’t take much more of it without exploding.


  Her muscles were tensing on their own, tightening, straining as she fought for her release.


  “Yes-yes-yes—” she hissed, her heels digging into Ronnie’s back, giving her leverage to grind her clit against Ronnie’s lashing, lapping tongue. He was doing things to her clit with his tongue that George had never done to her. It was bizarre. In thirty years with her husband, George she had never felt some of the things she was feeling today in her first time with her son, Ronnie.


  She couldn’t hold it back anymore as her loins erupted in a fireball of pleasure so deep, so intense she thought she was going to pass out. Red, yellows, and oranges danced inside her head as she felt her pussy begin to convulse and contract down around the emptiness that filled it. If only he were inside her, she desperately wished.


  “Fuck me-Ronnie-Fuck Mommy—” she gasped, digging her elbows down in the mattress, dropping her legs down off his back, scooting backwards onto the bed. “Come to Mommy, baby,” she urgently begged, holding out her arms, inviting him down between them.


  “Mom—” Ronnie grunted, staggering up onto his feet, crawling up on the bed, up between her outstretched legs.


  An instant of panic rippled through Evelyn’s reeling brain as she looked down at the evil, sinister thing sticking out at her, jutting out under Ronnie’s belly, watching her with it single, drooling eye, jerking and lurching while Ronnie climbed up over her.


  It looked so evil…and it looked gigantic. Would it rip her in two when he put it in her? It was so much bigger than George’s. But she had to have it inside her. Filling her with throbbing hardness, moving inside her, fulfilling her, giving her the total gratification that she so needed.


  “Yes, baby, fuck Mommy—” she pleaded, grabbing his cock, shoving it down, spreading her legs wider apart as Ronnie crouched over her. She felt the round, rubbery head of his cock thud against her as Ronnie dipped his hips and pitched forward trying to find the slippery opening of her sex. Fumbling with him, rolling her hips, she felt the hard, round tip slip inside her.


  “Push—” she snorted, letting go of his cock, clasping his clenched ass in her hands, digging in her fingernails and pulling. She heard Ronnie grunt as his ass lurched in her hands and he slid down inside the tight, clutching heat of her cunt. He was inside her, she reveled as Ronnie’s oversized organ stretched her open and filled her. She’d never felt so full of cock as Ronnie’s penis spread her to her limit. But it felt so good. So good to have her baby back inside her, filling her, moving inside her as he rocked back and drove into her a second time.


  “Yes, baby, fuck, Mommy—” she babbled, kicking her legs up, locking her heels behind his thighs, pulling him into her, accepting him back inside the emptiness that he had once filled so long ago.


  “Does it feel good, baby?” she whimpered, her hands crawling up and down his back, her legs flexing pulling him in deeper, her hips rolling, twirling him inside her clinging tightness.


  “God, yesss-” Ronnie hissed, rocking forward, burying himself deeper inside her accommodating flesh.


  “Better than that Bitch’s cunt?” Evelyn growled, squeezing herself down around him.


  “Yes-yes-a thousand times better—” Ronnie grunted, jerking back, slamming into her again all the way up to his hairy hilt. “A million times better—”


  “Oh, baby, fuck, Mommy,” Evelyn sobbed, kicking her legs higher, clamping her thighs around his waist, locking her ankles together as she rocked back and forth under him. “Fuck, Mommy—”


  “Fuck-Yesssss—” Ronnie hissed, swinging into action, his hips pitching back and forth as he began to pump into her willing, accepting flesh with single-minded resolve.


  It only took a few deep, thrusting strokes to send Evelyn rocketing off into another mind-blowing climax as she tensed around Ronnie’s plunging, driving cock.


  “Oh-God-Oh-Godohgod—” she gasped, clutching him, holding him as she came around him. Her trembling legs were tightly clamped around Ronnie’s waist, her fingernails digging into his skin as she came and came. This is what love feels like she groveled, her pussy clenching down around Ronnie’s embedded manhood. How could this be wrong? It just felt too good to be wrong!


  As she writhed her way through her orgasm, Ronnie held himself buried inside her. She could feel her cunt frantically milking her son’s penis, clutching it, squeezing it, trying to coax out its load of creamy goodness. But it wouldn’t give up it precious treasure. She wanted it so bad. She wanted to feel his hot milk filling her womb, creating another Ronnie inside her, but she knew it could never happen again. She was too old.


  “Can you come for Mommy?” she whimpered as the last sparkles of her orgasm tickled through her cunt.


  “Yes,” Ronnie hissed, his determination not to etched deep in his brow. “After I fuck Mommy and make her come again,” he whispered, slowly backing his cock back down the flooded channel of Evelyn’s appeased pussy. “Don’t you want to come again, Mommy?” he muttered, curling his hips, driving deep inside her again with a hissing grunt.


  “Yes—” Evelyn taunted, hooking her ankles around his thighs pulling him in deeper and deeper. “Make Mommy come again…and again…and again,” she groveled, arching her back, thrusting herself back at him.


  “Make Mommy come—” Ronnie rumbled as he began to move inside her, his cock sliding in and out of the wet, slippery passage between her splayed-out legs.


  Evelyn’s clutching, clawing hands were skimming up and down his slippery back as she coaxed him on. Her clamped thighs were sliding up and down his sweaty thighs, lubricated by the profuse perspiration pouring off their bodies as they fucked. They had progressed beyond the point of making love. Now they were fucking.


  Ronnie was huffing and puffing like a runaway steam engine as he ruthlessly rocked back and forth atop her. Every lunging grunt was followed by a loud, disgusting slap of flesh striking flesh as he pumped into her like a madman. She was eagerly accepting the savage pummeling and wanting more. She’d never been fucked with such voracity, but she wanted his seed.


  “Come, baby, come for Mommy—” she panted, her whole body a blur of motion, moving with him, stroking him, urging him on.


  “Yes—” Ronnie hissed, his hips jerking back and forth between her slayed out legs.


  She could feel him swelling inside her. He was going to come. She reveled in that knowledge. Her baby was going to finish inside her. Fill her with the very same essence from which she had created him. There was something surreal and mind-boggling about that. Ronnie, her baby, was going to come inside her just as his father had done to create him. How could that be?


  Ronnie’s hands slid up under her back, his hands curling around her shoulders as he pulled her down on his thrusting maleness.


  “Gonna come—I’m gonna come—” he grunted, his face a contorted grimace.


  Suddenly, Ronnie let out an agonized growl. Then he jerked her down onto his cock, impaling her on it as he slammed into her and she felt his whole body stiffen.


  At last, at last, she jubilated as she felt his penis lurch down inside her belly. As his toxic seed began to spurt out into her womb, she was rocked with another cataclysmic orgasm that locked her cunt down around Ronnie’s twitching, spewing prick. She could feel the warmth of his jism flowing out into her, filling her, coating the insides of her womanhood with its clinging heat.


  Ronnie was coming! Inside her!


  Then blackness…
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  Chapter Four


  


  Evelyn awoke slowly. Something warm and wet was nuzzling her down between her legs. What could it be, she wondered? Her eyelids weighed a ton. Straining to lift them, she finally succeeded. As they slowly lifted open and she looked down between her flattened breasts, over her belly, she found Ronnie lying on his stomach between her legs, his beaming eyes looking back up at her.


  Ronnie?


  Why was he licking her pussy?


  What was he doing?


  And why was she naked?


  Something was terribly wrong with this picture.


  A spasm of panic sparkled through her brain.


  Then, like coming out of a fog, it all came swimming back into her consciousness.


  The visit. The decision. The drive. The restaurant. The mad dash home. Him finishing her with his mouth.


  Then they had made love! She and Ronnie had made love!


  It was unbelievable. But they had really done it.


  “Baby…” Evelyn murmured, reaching down and brushing her fingers through his hair.


  Ronnie paused, lifted his mouth off her pussy and smiled up at her.


  “Mom…” he whispered.


  “Was it good for you?” she softly asked him, teasing the short hairs at his temple with her fingertips.


  “Incredible,” he smiled.


  “Better than her? Better than with the Bitch?”


  “A million times better, Mom,” Ronnie softly exclaimed, sticking his tongue out and slowly licking it up the length of her awakening pussy, ending with a flick across her reviving clit.


  “I feel alive again,” she whispered. “I was dead down there for so long, but you brought the feeling back.”


  “I’m glad,” he told her, softly nuzzling her again, slowly twirling the tip of his tongue around her emerging clit as it began to peek out of its fleshy hood.


  “Do you feel wronged?” she asked him, brushing her fingertips across his brow. “Was what we did wrong?”


  “How could anything that awesome be wrong?” he reasoned then went back to teasing her clit.


  “I guess you’re right,” she smiled, spreading her legs wider apart, scooting closer, rolling her hips, rubbing her pussy against his chin.


  She knew she should feel guilty about it, but she couldn’t bring herself to do that. It had been so amazing. Closing her eyes, she wriggled her hips basking in the attention Ronnie was lavishing on her quickly recovering clit. Then it came to her. She was being a selfish bitch, too. She’d already had three orgasms and Ronnie had only finished once.


  Opening her eyes, she lifted her head and looked down at him.


  “I want to suck on you…” she softly told him, squeezing her legs together, gently pushing on his forehead.


  “Don’t you like for me to do this to you?” he complained, frowning.


  “I fucking love it,” she carped, “but I want to do it to you, too. Don’t you want Mommy to suck on you?”


  “Yeah, but…” Ronnie fussed.


  “We can both do it,” Evelyn suggested, lifting her leg, swinging it over his head, dropping it on the bed beside him. Then she sat up, turning on her butt until she was facing away from him as she did.


  “Sixty-nine?” Ronnie smirked watching her ease down onto her side beside him.


  “Unless you have a better idea,” she softly laughed, pushing off her hands, scooting back down the bed. “Roll over—”


  “Whatever you say…Mom,” Ronnie grinned. “You wanna be on the top, or the bottom?”


  “What do you want?” she giggled.


  “I was on top before,” Ronnie grinned, rolling over on his back. “So why don’t you be on top this time?”, he suggested as she watched Ronnie roll over onto his back, his stiff, hard cock slashing from side to side a couple of times before it slapped down on his belly.


  “You’re hard…” she smiled, pushing up onto her hands and knees beside him.


  “Yeah,” Ronnie laughed. “What did you expect?”


  “I don’t know,” she softly said, lifting her shapely leg over Ronnie’s face and chest as easing down on her knee on the other side of Ronnie’s shoulder. Evelyn could feel Ronnie’s breath on the inflamed flesh of her sex as she clamped her knees against his arms. Staring down at her son’s thick, stiff penis, she felt his arms slide up her thighs, his powerful fingers digging down into the cheeks of her ass. Crouching over him with her knees drawn up under her, she lowered her hot, wet pussy down onto his soft lips. As she did, she felt Ronnie’s fingers pushing her hips down while his flattened tongue licked down her pussy, across the smooth, shaven perineum and up into the crack of her ass.


  What was he doing, she giddily wondered? Then the tip of his wandering tongue tickled across the clenched pucker of her anus. Not expecting it, Evelyn winced and felt the fluted opening clench even tighter as Ronnie gently probed it with the tip of his poking tongue.


  “What are you doing?” Evelyn anxiously whispered.


  “Do you like it, Mother?” Ronnie hissed back, stiffening his tongue, probing harder.


  Did she like it? She didn’t know. A part of her was aroused, excited by it, but another part of her was repulsed by it. She had been curious about anal once upon a time at the beginning of her marriage to George, but George had been turned off by it. So after one brief, unsuccessful encounter, she had discarded it as something they would never do.


  Now, thirty years later, she was being asked if she liked anal, by her son. It was crazy. She had been so ingrained by George’s refusal to even attempt it, she hadn’t even considered the possibility that Ronnie might want it.


  “I don’t know…” she answered him, “I’ve never done it.”


  “You, Dad, never?” Ronnie incredulously asked, pausing.


  “No. Your father found it distasteful so we, we never did it.”


  She couldn’t believe that she was having this conversation with her son. With Ronnie? Her son? Anal? Never in a million years.


  Had the Bitch let him do it to her there? What if she had? If the Bitch had given Ronnie anal, she would have to do it too. But that made it sound like Evelyn didn’t want to do it. She’d been curious about it once, hadn’t she? Maybe she would enjoy it. But Ronnie was so big…


  “You and the Bitch?” Evelyn timidly asked, leaning down and slowly licking her flattened tongue up the length of Ronnie’s long, thick penis, feeling it twitch under her tongue.


  “No…she said it was disgusting,” Ronnie complained.


  “So, you’ve never done anal?” she asked him. “With anyone?”


  “No…never.”


  The Bitch had never given him anal? That meant that Evelyn could give him something the Bitch had never given him. Give him something that no other woman had ever given him. That in itself was exciting. Sharing something with her son that neither of them had ever done? Sharing something with him that she had not even shared with his father!


  “And you want to do it to me?” she whispered, sliding her fingers under his cock and lifting it up off his belly. “You want to fuck Mommy’s ass?” she murmured then quickly sucked him into her mouth.


  “Only if you want me to,” Ron grunted, softly placing a gentle, loving kiss on each soft, quivering ass cheek.


  “But I’ve never done it before…and you’re so big,” she told him, letting his wet, spit-slathered cock slither out of her mouth and giving its head a gentle nip. “It might hurt me.”


  “I don’t want to hurt you,” he told her, resuming the insistent, but gentle probing of her puckered anus with his tongue.


  “Let me think about it…” she whispered, clutching his cock in her hand, holding it up as she slowly swirled her tongue round and round its plump, bloated head.


  “Okay,” Ronnie agreed, licking back down out of the crack of her ass, down over her smooth perineum and onto her pussy again.


  Letting Ronnie fuck her in the ass? But he was so fucking big. So much bigger than George. She wasn’t going to rush into it. She wanted it to be a pleasurable experience for both of them, but she felt strangely obligated to give it to him, especially since the Bitch hadn’t.


  They had a week to plan it. Make it special. She could read up on it on the internet…


  But that was then, this was now, she smiled to herself, cupping Ronnie’s big balls in her hand, giving them a loving squeeze as she slowly worked her lips up and down on his oversized cock. She wanted to taste his spunk. To feel the creamy goop on her tongue. She wanted to give Ronnie the blowjob of a life time. Make him regret he’d ever married the Bitch. Give him what no mother should ever give her son. The best blowjob imaginable.


  Then she felt Ronnie’s tongue find her clit again. God, he knew right where to lick her. It was going to be difficult to concentrate on him while he was harassing her clit with his tongue the way he was.


  Pausing, she let his slippery, saliva-drenched penis slither out of her mouth while she pushed her clit back against his lashing, lapping tongue.


  “Do you want to come in Mommy’s mouth this time?” she whispered, feeling his cock twitch as she held it up off his belly in her fisted hand.


  “Mmmm-huh—” Ronnie garbled out into her pussy as he worked her clit over with his tongue.


  “Did Bitch let you come in her mouth?” she cooed, holding his cock, lovingly rubbing against her cheek.


  “Mo—” Ronnie muddled out around her clit, still sucking on it, pulling it out of its fleshy hiding place with his lips, flogging it with his tongue.


  She took his “Mo” for a “No” and reveled in the thought that it would be one more thing she would do for him that the Bitch wouldn’t do. It was surreal, she deliriously thought. Her Ronny, her little boy coming in her mouth, she fantasized, easing her lips back down around the plum-colored head of his penis. His penis. Once it was no bigger than her little pinkie. Now she could barely get her lips around it. Get her lips around it, she sickly thought? That thought in itself was so conflicting. Her lips, Ronnie’s penis? Never should those two entities ever come in contact with each other. Yet, here they were. Never in a million years could she have even imagined this happening back when Ronnie was a little boy growing up. Her lips-his penis, his lips-her cunt? Never!


  Another orgasm was beginning to bubble and effervesce down inside her loins. Her baby was eating her. Licking her clit. How could this have happened? This was one thing she had to thank the Bitch for. The Bitch had driven him into her arms. And now he was hers. The Bitch would never touch him again because Evelyn would never give her a chance. Evelyn would never give him up again!


  Twisting her fist around the thick shank of his cock, she sucked harder, working her pursed lips up and down on him faster. He was breathing harder. She could feel his big balls tightening in her hand, squeezing up around the base of his cock. Then his hands were on her breasts, clutching them, squeezing them, his fingers and thumbs searching out her swollen, stiff nipples, pinching them, twisting them mercilessly. His lips and tongue were giving her no quarter as they assaulted her inflamed clit. She wanted to come right now. But first she had to make him come. Taste his sweet, creamy essence spurting out into her mouth.


  Suddenly Ronnie’s hands dropped off her tits. Then his fingers were clutching her ass cheeks, his thumbs digging down into the fleshy mounds of her sex, spreading her lips, baring her jutting clit to his lashing tongue.


  Wait, she giddily thought. Ronnie wanted anal. What not give him some of the same thing?


  Easing her lips up off Ronnie’s primed penis, Evelyn let his balls slip out of her hand and stuck out her middle finger. Sticking it into her mouth, she coated it was a liberal gob of slippery spit. Then dipping her head, sucking him back into her mouth, she pushed his balls aside and pushed her spit-lubed finger down into the crack of Ronnie’s hairy ass.


  She felt him tense as the tip of her finger pressed up against the pucker of his tightly-clenched anus. Sucking harder, she pushed and felt her fingertip forcing its way inside him. The clenching tightness of his sphincter squeezed down around her probing finger as she pushed in deeper. Then her fingertip brushed up against the knot of his prostrate.


  “Unnnnnnnn…” Ronnie snorted out into her pussy as she began to roughly massage and rub his prostate with her finger.


  His cock twitched, swelling in pre-ejaculatory expectation as she sucked harder. All at once, his cock kicked in her fisted hand and a thick, creamy gush of jism spurted out onto her tongue. He was coming. Her baby was finishing in her mouth. His thick, gelatinous outflow tasted salty-sweet as it coated her tongue in its sticky heat.


  Then to her amazement, his eruption triggered a similar one down inside her loins as a sudden gush of her own creamy emissions came flooding out of her when a spasm of dark pleasure arced up her spine and crashed into her brain.


  She was drowning in her son’s outpouring essence. More and more of it spewed out of him. Like a fountain, it welled up from him and spewed out into her gluttonous mouth. Even though she was drowning, she couldn’t get enough of it. Sucking and swallowing, she drank down the glutinous cream as fast as he spurted it out until at last, he had no more to give her.


  As the concluding tickles of her own orgasm effervesced through her brain, she felt Ronnie sinking back down onto the bed as his maleness began to soften and wilt in her mouth.


  “Oh-God—” Ronnie gasped, easing his thumbs back away from her drenched pussy lips, his arms dropping onto the bed as she eased her finger out of his ass.


  His softening penis was now coated with a mixture of his own jism and her spit as she let it slither out from between her lips. As it wilted, she grasped it in both hands and lovingly rubbed it against her, leaving a bubbly coating of the creamy mixture on her cheek.


  The moment was too poignant for words as she crouched over her son on her hands and knees, her satiated pussy resting against his lips while she let him die in her hands.


  Finally, he was soft. Easing his cock back down on his belly, Evelyn rolled, lifting her leg over him and dropping onto the bed beside him. Quickly squirming around until she was lying beside him, her head resting on his shoulder, Evelyn snuggled up against him and drifted off to sleep for the second time of the day…
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  Chapter Five


  


  Dusk was just gathering outside, sending the sun packing and welcoming the rising moon when Evelyn slowly woke. She felt groggy, used as she looked over at the man lying on the bed beside her. Who was he? She couldn’t remember. But, whoever he was, they must have had a good time because they were both naked.


  Although the man was facing away from her, he looked vaguely familiar.


  Ronnie? Her son? Oh, God, it was, she told herself. Then, the memory of what had happened came flooding back into her brain like a flash flood roaring down an arroyo. He’d eaten her. They’d made love. And they’d ended the day sixty-nining each other.


  The adrenaline rush from that sudden realization popped up goose bumps up and down her arms. It had actually happened. Her and Ronnie! It was almost beyond comprehension.


  Suddenly, she had this gnawing ache in her belly.


  She was hungry. They hadn’t eaten since that fateful breakfast at Luigi’s. And she hadn’t been able to eat that much then.


  She couldn’t resist the urge to reach over and touch him. Be sure he was real before she left to fix them something to eat.


  Reaching out, she gently brushed her fingertips down his muscular back. He stirred, but didn’t wake up. Yes, he was real. He was alive. And now he was totally hers. She had stolen him from that thieving Bitch, Gloria, she cackled to herself. Smiling smugly, she slowly sat up, trying not to wake him. She didn’t.


  Swinging her legs around and easing her feet onto the floor beside the bed, she pushed up onto them. Turning, looking back down at her reposing son, she felt a sudden rush of love for him. It was more than the love a mother feels for her son. More than that. It was the love lovers shared, but forged and strengthened by the love she had felt for him as her son. A love so strong, it could never be severed.


  More goose bumps as she shivered, starting to reach for him again, but stopping herself. Let him sleep. He would need his energy, she smiled. Her garden had lain fallow for a full year and now Ronnie had come home to till it, cultivate it, sow his seed in it. Yes, he would need his strength for the arduous task ahead of him, she smiled.


  Stepping over to the mirror, she stopped. Looking at her reflection, she cupped her breasts and lifted them. They were bigger than the Bitch’s little boobs, but they sagged. Were they too saggy? She was fifty. Surgery? She would talk to Ronnie and see what he wanted.


  Easing her breasts back down, she slowly ran her fingers down over the slight protrusion of her tummy. Of course, it wasn’t flat and pristine like the Bitch’s flat as a pancake belly. Evelyn was fifty. Gloria was thirty-five and spent half of her time in the gym protecting her youthful figure. Well, maybe she would spend a little more time at the gym herself, she frowned, gently patting her tummy. Wouldn’t hurt to tone her legs a little more, too, she told herself, flexing them, turning this way and that to study them.


  All that was good…for the future, but that was also neither here nor there because there was nothing she could do about it at the moment. Then she turned, facing away from the mirror and looked down at the reflections of her ass. It could stand a little tightening, too, she conceded, clenching it, feeling it tense up. But first it had an encounter with destiny. A date with her son’s cock. Just thinking about it, gave Evelyn a panicky, scared feeling. He was so big.


  But she had promised him, hadn’t she? Well, kind of. She couldn’t turn tail now. Realizing what she had said, she laughed, softly, feeling her big tits tug and pull at her chest.


  Stepping over to her closet, she pulled her sheer, ankle-length robe off its hook. She hadn’t worn it since George passed. It was his favorite. While it covered her from neck to ankle, it concealed nothing. Feeling the shimmering silk fondle and caress her body as she slipped it on, she slid her feet into a pair of four-inch spiked heels for effect. The gym had to wait, but in the meantime, the heels would suffice, she smiled to herself.


  Stepping out of the closet, she gave the mirror one last look before hurrying down the stairs and into the kitchen. It felt strange…and uplifting to be flitting around the kitchen in nothing but her long, flowing robe with Ronnie asleep up stairs. If he woke and came downstairs, he would be able to see everything she had to offer. But that didn’t matter anymore, she laughed. He’d already sampled it all anyway.


  Well, almost all of it, she smiled. And she’d take care of the rest of it tomorrow…


  Standing at the kitchen counter with her back to the door, she didn’t see Ronnie quietly step into the kitchen and stop. He stood in the doorway for several long, lazy seconds watching her. As he did, his cock began to firm and lift itself up out from between his legs until at last it was sticking out, pointing at her like some kind of evil, pornographic divining rod twitching and jumping, indicating that it had found the pussy he was dowsing for. His mother’s pussy.


  Tiptoeing, moving silently, Ronnie crept across the kitchen and up behind Evelyn.


  Evelyn sensed something, but it couldn’t stop her from jumping as Ronnie snaked his arms around her, clutching her big boobs and thrusting his big, hard cock against the crack of her ass.


  “Yeeeeek—” Evelyn squealed, flinching as Ronnie hugged her back against him and laughed, “Gotcha—”


  “Ronnie,” Evelyn complained, struggling, trying to free herself from her son’s grasp until she felt the hard, stiff column of cock pressing against the crack of her ass. As she did, she stopped fighting and melted back against him.


  “You startled me…” she defended herself. “I thought you might hurt me…with that big stick you’re carrying,” she softly laughed.


  “I’d never hurt you, Mother…” Ronnie whispered, leaning down nibbling along her shoulder through the thin, sheer robe. “Unless you wanted me to.”


  “Oh, you’re such a naughty, little boy,” Evelyn cooed, leaning back against him, tilting her head back, resting it on his shoulder, baring her long, slender neck to his nibbling lips, “startling your mother like you did.”


  “Can I do anything to make it up to you, Mother?” Ronnie whispered into her ear, gently nipping on its lobe as he suggestively rubbed his prick up and down against the crack of her ass. All the while he was talking, he was gently massaging, squeezing her tits, pinching and twisting her big, stiff nipples through the thin, inconsequential material of her robe.


  “You could fuck me…” she softly purred, rolling her hips, trapping his swollen member in the crack of her ass as she pressed herself back against him.


  “Gladly—” he whispered, dropping her breasts, stepping back, grasping her by the arms and turning her around to face him. Then, he curled his fingers around her waist and with a soft grunt lifted her butt up onto the counter behind her. She heard the plate of sandwiches scrape along the counter as Ronnie pushed her back on it. Then with a lusty smirk, Ronnie reached up to her throat. Pinching the little satin ribbon there, he jerked and it came unraveled in his fingers. As the corners of the collar parted, Ronnie pushed them back over the slope of her shoulders and let the robe whisper down her back to land in a muddled heap around her ass.


  “God, you have beautiful breasts, Mother. So big, so full…” he went on, curling his hands around them, lifting them, worshipfully fondling them.


  “They’re not too saggy?” she shyly asked, arching her back, thrusting them against his inquisitive fingers. “There’s surgery…to lift them.”


  “Jeez, no, Mom. They would be like desecrating national monuments or something. They’re perfect just the way they are.”


  “They’re not perky and pointy…like Gloria’s,” Evelyn enviously frowned as Ronnie’s fingers found the swollen nipples poking out of the darkened cups capping her tits.


  “Stuff it—” he muttered, his fingers pinching around the nipples, roughly twisting them. “Never do anything to them…ever.”


  “If you say so, darling,” Evelyn cooed. It was one less thing she had to worry about in her competition with her ex-daughter-in-law.


  “Did the Bitch ever tell you what a beautiful cock you have?” Evelyn purred, clutching his cock in her fisted hands, slowly twisting them up and down the thick, pink shaft.


  “Not often…” Ronnie smiled, easing her tits back down on her chest and sliding his hands between her knees.


  “Did Dad ever tell you what a beautiful pussy you have?” he grinned, spreading her legs apart, exposing the wet, pink flesh between them.


  “That old thing,” she laughed, watching Ronnie reverently brushing the tips of his fingers down it.


  “I can’t believe that I came out of it,” he told her, gently fingering the fleshy lips apart to reveal the oozing slit at the bottom. “Did it hurt much?”


  “It hurt,” she assured him, frowning at the memory. “But it was the best thing I ever did…ever.”


  “I’m glad,” he smiled, then frowned. “That you had me…not that it hurt you.”


  “I know, and I’m glad too…that I had you,” she reassured him. “Otherwise, I would be so lonely. But I have you back again and I’m so happy,” she bubbled, pushing his cock down, rubbing it up and down the juice-slickened opening of her pussy, coating his big, plum-colored head with her slippery juices.


  “Homecoming…” Ronnie smiled, watching her, reveling in the pure wickedness of it all.


  “Yes, homecoming…” Evelyn smiled back at him, pushing his cock down, seating the rounded tip of its head down inside her. “Welcome back…push—” she hissed.


  “Yes, Mother—” Ronnie grunted, curling his hips forward, pushing into the clinging heat of his mother’s hot, wet cunt.


  Staring down between her splayed-out legs, Evelyn watched the head of her son’s cock slide in between the gorged, fleshy, pink lips of her cunt. It looked so evil and demanding. It wouldn’t be stopped as it knifed deeper and deeper into her. She could feel it spreading her open, stretching the channel of her pussy as wide as it would possibly stretch as Ronnie’s cock filled her clutching softness with its throbbing hardness.


  “So fucking big—” Evelyn complained as at last their bellies touched and the defamation was complete. “Fuck me—” she slurred, lifting her arms, draping them across Ronnie’s broad shoulders, clasping her hand together behind his head.


  “Thank you…” Ronnie grinned, while Evelyn clamped her calves against his sides, her ankles pressing against his waist just above the points of his hips, the rounded heels of her spike-heeled pumps just brushing his ass as he slowly backed down the slippery, juice-filled channel of her cunt.


  “You’re welcome,” Evelyn whispered, clutching her pussy down around his retreating cock.


  Then as Ronnie’s cock reached the end of its backward journey, Evelyn unclasped her hands and eased back down on the counter, resting her weight on her elbows, spreading her hands out cool tiles.


  “I love the way you feel inside me…the way you fill me up until I don’t think I can take anymore and then you push in even deeper,” Evelyn mumbled.


  “You’re so hot and soft inside,” Ronnie grunted, leaning forward, pushing back into the clinging tightness.


  Wrapping his hands around the cheeks of her ass, Ronnie began to slowly rock back and forth, pulling her against him every time he pushed into her. Evelyn could feel her butt beginning to slip and slide on the counter as her juice flowed onto it. She hadn’t been this wet and ready in a long, long time, even with George. Ronnie had awakened something inside her that she had thought was dead. Clamping her legs tighter against his waist, she could feel them slipping too as Ronnie began to sweat.


  “I’m going to fall—” Evelyn complained, reaching up, wrapping her arms around his neck, locking her hands together behind it. “I’m slipping and sliding all over the place.”


  “I won’t let you fall,” Ronnie grunted, working his hips back and forth faster.


  “Wouldn’t you be more comfortable on the couch?” Evelyn panted, holding on for dear life.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Ronnie grumbled, slowing to a stop.


  Evelyn started to pull back, but Ronnie stopped her by sliding his hands under her legs, lifting her up off the counter and hugging her to him, keeping his cock shoved up deep inside her belly as he did.


  “You’re so strong,” Evelyn cooed into Ronnie’s ear, feeling him push in deeper as her weight settled down on his thrusting cock. “So fucking big…”


  “All the better to fuck you with, Mom,” Ronnie grimaced, the strain of lifting her written on his face.


  “Don’t drop me,” Evelyn warned, holding on tighter, nibbling on Ronnie’s ear.


  “I won’t—” Ronnie grunted, stumbling across the kitchen toward the living room.


  At last they reached the couch without Ronnie falling and crushing both of them.


  “Doggie…” Evelyn cooed as Ronnie unfolded his arms, lowering her down onto the couch.


  “Arf-arf—” Ronnie softly barked, grabbing hold of her waist and quickly flipping her over onto her hands and knees.


  “Such a beautiful ass,” Ronnie drooled, cupping the cheeks of her ass, spreading them apart and exposing the fluted circle of her anus. Then Evelyn felt a breath of air brush across it just before Ronnie’s lips pressed against it.


  “Tomorrow—” she promised him, wriggling her hips, pushing back against him as she felt the tip of his tongue dig down into the pucker of her asshole.


  There was something so deviant about letting him kiss her there. Ronnie. Her son. Kissing her asshole? Yes, tomorrow she would let him take her there with his big, fucking cock, she promised herself. But now, she wanted her cunt fucked with Ronnie’s big cock.


  “Fuck me—” Evelyn growled, pulling forward away from Ronnie’s insistent lips. “Fuck Mommy’s cunt—”


  Ronnie staggered to his feet behind her, wrapping one hand around her hip, lifting his cock up to her pussy with the other. Then she felt the round, slippery head of his penis penetrate the fleshy opening of her cunt as he pushed into her once again. There was something so wicked and defiant about him entering her. Her son. Her baby fucking her. Then she felt his other hand curl around her hip as he jerked her back, lunged forward and buried all eight inches of his mighty staff down inside her cringing cunt.


  “Like that, Mommy?” Ronnie grunted, jerking back and slamming into her again and again.


  “Yes, like that, fuck Mommy hard—” she grimaced, stiffening her arms, pushing back, taking him to the limit on every demanding stroke.


  The springs in the couch were creaking and groaning as they rocked back and forth on it.


  Outside, the sun had slipped below the horizon, hiding its face from the atrocity taking place inside the house.


  Inside, Ronnie snaked his arms underneath her, blindly groping, finding her big tits as they wildly reeled up and down under her. Pinching her big, knobby nipples, he roughly twisted them, sending trickles of stimulation down to her already-throbbing clit. She was going to come again. So soon? But there was no denying the building pressure in her womb. Her baby was such a wonderful lover, she swooned. So much better than poor old George. So much better than any man in her life had ever been. But why shouldn’t he be? He was a part of her. An extension of herself. Her own flesh and blood. She wanted to give him more. Show Gloria that a mother would go to any lengths to please her son, unlike the whoring Bitch Gloria was. What could she do to show her love to Ronnie?


  Suddenly her loins erupted in a conflagration of pleasure as her body went stiff and she began to tremble, pushing, straining back at Ronnie trying to get even more of his cock up inside her.


  “Mother—” Ronnie grunted, letting go of her tits, grabbing her hips, pulling her back on him as he plunged inside her.


  “Fuck me there—” Evelyn gasped, the words out of her mouth even before she realized she’d said them.


  “There?” Ronnie snorted, pausing, holding himself buried deep inside her.


  “My Ass-Fuck my Ass—” Evelyn insisted as the throes of her orgasm tickled up and down her spine.


  “Your ass? Fuck you in the ass?” Ronnie incredulously muttered.


  “Yes-yes-hurry—” Evelyn hissed, jerking forward, pulling off his cock, squatting lower, wriggling her ass, offering it to him.


  “Fuck—” Ronnie grumbled, clasping her hip in one hand and his wet, slippery cock in the other.


  “Put it in me—” Evelyn begged, pushing back on her stiffened arms as she felt the rounded tip of Ronnie’s oversized organ nudge up against her contracting, dilating anus while the spasms of her orgasm continued to jolt through it. Then Ronnie’s other hand curled around her hip and she felt him begin to push inside her tight, clenching asshole. God, he was so fucking big, she groaned to herself as she felt the head of his penis stretching her open, spreading the tight sphincter to accept him inside her ass.


  Suddenly, a wave of pain welled up out of her ass as Ronnie’s prick slid inside her.


  “FUCK—” Evelyn squealed, instinctively lurching forward trying to dislodge the knot of agony lodged up inside her ass. It hurt. She wanted the pain to stop. But she wanted Ronnie to fuck her in the ass, too. “Fuck me-fuck Mommy’s ass—” she wheezed, pushing back feeling the rest of Ronnie’s lengthy penis slide down into her cringing ass.


  “Fuck—” Ronnie gasped, drawing back and ramming into her as deep and hard as he could. Then before Evelyn even knew what was happening, she felt Ronnie’s cock begin to kick and buck inside her ass. He was coming? Already? Unbelievable, she deliriously told herself hearing Ronnie sobbing as his seed spurted out into her ass in thick, hot gushes. Feeling the cum pouring out into her ass, Evelyn amazingly found herself coming, too…again. The pain and the pleasure filled her loins. She couldn’t tell them apart as they rushed up her spine and exploded into her reeling brain. Evelyn couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. All her synapsis were firing off trying to control the battering ram of pain shoved up her ass while dealing with the blistering jolts of pleasure at the same time. It was too much…
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  Chapter Six


  


  Evelyn came bobbing to the surface of consciousness wondering where she was. The knot of pain that had been lodged up inside her ass had been replaced by an annoying ache, but it was tolerable, she told herself hesitantly opening her eyes. Timidly looking around, she found herself lying on her bed under the covers. And Ronnie was nowhere to be seen. What had happened? Where was Ronnie? Had he left her? Had he gone back to the Bitch? Her brain was still in a fuzz as she heard footsteps coming down the hall. Ronnie? Who else could it be? He hadn’t left her. Her heart was singing. Her baby hadn’t left her!


  Suddenly, there he was, standing in the doorway looking at her. He was naked! And he was holding a tray in his hands.


  “You’re awake,” he smiled, slowly stepping across the room to the bed where she lay.


  “Yes, I’m awake,” she softly said, reaching out, brushing her hand down his muscular thigh. “How long was I out?”


  Looking down at his wrist, Ronnie bent down and slid the tray onto the nightstand by the bed.


  “Two hours…it’s nine o’clock,” he told her, turning and easing down onto the edge of the bed beside her. “Are you okay?”


  “Yeah, I think so…it’s a little sore, but nothing time won’t heal,” she laughed, feeling her big tits tug and pull at her chest as she pushed up onto her butt…carefully.


  “I’m sorry,” he apologized.


  “For what? I wanted you to do it,” she told him, laying her hand on his thigh next to his big, limp prick.


  “I guess it was a little too much, huh?”


  “Yeah, a little too much,” she softly laughed, flicking her fingernail back and forth across the head of his penis. And amazingly as she did, she watched it slowly begin to firm. “I guess that we’ll have to take our time when we do it the next time.”


  “The next time? You want to do it again?”


  “Why not? You enjoyed it didn’t you?” she smiled, giving his cock a suggestive squeeze. “I want to give you something the Bitch never gave you…”


  “And so you did.”


  


  The End
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