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Introduction:

 

Spacer took a story written by G. H. Lawrence, incorrectly titled "Extortion", and greatly increased its size. A teen boy blackmails his busty MILF mother for sex, and then together they blackmail her even-bustier MILF best friend.




CHAPTER 1

 

It was around noon on a Saturday afternoon, and I was sitting in the den with a stiff dick, watching a porno movie.

The picture quality was terrible, but that was expected. It was spy porn, captured by a camera hidden in a motel room. The video, which resembled convenience store surveillance footage, showed a cheap bedspread with a teal fleur-de-lis pattern. Beside the bed, light crept under a set of heavy curtains drawn over the window.

On the bed, a woman was sucking a man's cock. Both were completely nude. He looked about 45 years old, with a big bald spot on the back of his head and a flabby gut that made his legs seem skinny. He was swarthy with body hair. His cock looked decently large, maybe eight or nine inches long.

"Oh, yeah, suck it, Kate," he moaned. The woman looked younger, about 30. She was physically spectacular in every way. Both her coiffure and her trimmed beaver were medium-brown. Her bronzed skin was flawless, and her figure just wouldn't quit. Her legs were long and perfectly tapered. Her hips were full but not overly so for her height and frame--she was about a five-foot-six and relatively lithe. Her stomach was flat and her waist was narrow.

And her tits--oh, man, her tits! They were massive, probably a DD or E bra cup size, if not larger. They were real, too, riding close together like two huge, supple eggs. They shimmied and bounced against each other while she pumped her fist up and down her partner's thick cock.

She sneered at the man and licked her lips like a porn movie actress. One might guess that she was a very expensive prostitute and he was a wealthy businessman.

"You ready for it, baby?" the man asked excitedly.

The woman reached across and took a condom packet from the nightstand. A quick tearing sound cut through the room, then she took the rolled prophylactic in her mouth. She went down on the man once more, methodically this time, unrolling the condom on his shaft.

Even though I was burning with jealousy and disgust, I had to appreciate her talented technique. None of my teenage girlfriends had ever done that to me.

The intercourse that followed was hot, though in a perfunctory way. They started in the missionary position, the beautiful woman's huge, firm-looking breasts widening as she lay back and the man mounted her.

Inside her, he pumped somewhat robotically; I watched his saggy butt hump up and down between her legs and wished the fixed camera angle had captured the penetration. Clearly, this wasn't the first time this couple had fucked.

Soon, the man used up all his moves and the woman was getting bored.

I grew increasingly frustrated that he was so very unworthy for her. But the jealous part of me was relieved that he wasn't doing a good job.

Then the view got a lot better. The man rolled off the woman and she mounted him. For the first time, I could see her entire naked body in all its glory, and the stunning sight truly took my breath away.

Right away, I could tell that this hot babe was seriously good at fucking. Riding cowgirl-style, she flexed her gorgeous figure up and down while the man groped her. This time, I could see the penetration, and I felt my own big tool grow even stiffer in my pants as I watched the hemispheres of her shapely bare ass move up and down on his erection.

"Ooh, yeah, baby, go for it," the man seethed, sweating and panting.

I was getting increasingly worked up by imagining that I was him, and I was fucking her good. Just watching him plow in and out of her nearly made me faint, because my mind was reeling at how incredible it would feel if I was doing that to her.

Even the view of his cock going into her was nothing, however, compared to the sight of her big, bare rack heaving mightily.

The man liked this, too, his eyes widening and fixing on her tanks as they lurched up and down. He reached up and cupped his hands under them.

I cursed, Lucky bastard! My jealousy surged higher.

Then he slid his hands down to her waist.

She arched her back proudly. Those big tits practically exploded off her chest, vaulting out like two huge, soft gourds.

"Oh, fuck!" I whispered with breathless awe. "Oh, Christ, yes!" I was on the brink of cumming, just from watching.

I had seen this woman before, you understand, but never like this. Never even naked. I squeezed my throbbing cock through my pants, desperately wanting to whip it out and jack off right then and there. I had jacked off to her so many times already. But I didn't dare this time. I had better plans for my cock. Much better plans.

The sight and feel of the woman's fantastic breasts were too much for her partner. And probably the way she was gyrating her hips on him was more pleasure than any man could handle. Groaning, he bucked his hips and his eyes rolled back in his head.

"Oh, baby, I'm--ohhhhhhhh. Ungggggh! Yeahhhhhh! Oh!" I obviously couldn't see inside her fiery depths, but he clearly had shot his load into the condom. The session was abruptly over.

The woman stared down at him with pursed lips and then dismounted. She clearly hadn't had an orgasm of her own. She lay beside him, offering another long, unobstructed frontal view of her incredible body.

My heart was racing and my jaw was hanging open from gawking at the sexiest naked body I'd ever seen. Jesus! She's hotter than even what I've imagined! 

The man lit a cigarette for himself, then offered her one.

She declined. "You know, Jim," she spoke matter-of-factly, folding her arms behind her head, "You've got a nice big dick, but you don't last long enough."

"Sorry, babe," he said. "You're too damn arousing."

I could heartily agree to that.

While they pillow-talked on the videotape, I heard a car outside in the driveway. I quickly hit the mute button and listened for the front door. It opened a minute later and I heard a pair of heels clicking on the stone floor of the foyer. My mother was home.

Normally, this would have caused a moment of sheer panic. I was 18 years old, an only child, a senior in high school, and here I was watching a sex video in my parents' den. Under normal circumstances, I would have frantically yanked the tape from the VCR and dashed up the back stairs to my bedroom.

Not this time, however. Today was different. Today was far from normal. If things went as planned, today was going to be the greatest day ever.

You see, the hot woman on the hidden-camera sex tape was no porn star or hooker. She was my mother!

I had long suspected her of having affairs, and with this video, which I had made two days prior, I now had her dead to rights. If Dad knew, it would crush him. He adored my mother for reasons I never quite understood (other than her incredible beauty, of course). She was the stereotypical spoiled and stuck-up "trophy wife" who had used her fantastic looks to snag a rich man who could give her everything. I knew she didn't love him, and just put up a good act.

But I was convinced she did love me, a lot. She had been a great mother since I was a baby, and she still was. My love for her was off the charts, simply due to her being such a great mother for me. And then... her body!

Dad wasn't going to find out about this, however, if I got my way. I didn't plan to show him the tape. I planned to show it to Mom, and I was going to blackmail her with it.

What did I want? A new car? Nah, I already had a Mustang convertible. Money? I had plenty of money from the cushy summer office jobs I'd worked. That was ordinary stuff. There in the VCR was the smoking gun from hell, and I wanted something really good in exchange. Something unthinkable. Something I'd remember for the rest of my life.

I wanted what the guy on the tape got. I wanted to fuck Kate, my mother!




CHAPTER 2

 

I hit the rewind button and casually headed down the long hallway to the kitchen.

En route, I began to have second thoughts about my plan. Will it work? Is it too sick even to try? Is there something seriously wrong with me? Sure, Freud said all men want to bone their mothers, but he never said it was okay to actually do it. This is so fucked up. But my lust is simply unstoppable. God, forgive me! 

As I walked into the kitchen, I momentarily gave up on my scheme and resolved to just have a normal evening, not the strangest one of my life. It's funny how sex can scare you that way. The guilt from thinking about blackmailing someone you truly love was too much.

Then I saw Mom, who was putting a six-pack of mineral water in the refrigerator, and my cock stirred again. Lord, what a woman! GOD DAMN! I just can't help myself! Why do I have to be cursed with this obsession for HER, of all people?! Why is she so irresistible?! Even the way she just stands there doing nothing special sets my soul on fire! Her every move is orgasmic! 

She was wearing a navy blue cotton skirt that rode snugly down over her hips and thighs and ended a few inches above the knee. From there, her silky legs descended into a pair of blue platform sandals. Her toenails were crimson and perfect.

The top half of her body was even better. Her huge tits were practically pushing the front of her pearl silk blouse into a different zip code. I could see a tantalizing hint of her massive cleavage swelling and jiggling as she closed the fridge. What an hourglass figure! Mom is 36, but she has the figure of a 20-year-old. How can I resist this temptation?! It's so wrong to want her like this, but I can't help it! Nobody knows what it's like to live with a sex goddess close, but so far. Endless torture! 

During a moment like this, I usually undressed her in my mind. Now, thanks to that tape, however, I no longer needed to. I knew how incredible she looked naked, how firm and perfect her body was. I had seen everything--her tits, her ass, her beaver, everything, and it was all just as hot as I had always envisioned.

Yes, I wanted to fuck her. Nothing else mattered just then, not even the guilt. The fact that I loved her and she loved me didn't stop me at all. In fact, that was a very big reason why my desire for her was so intense. Somehow, it seemed morally right since we loved each other so very much, we should express that love physically too.

My plan was suddenly back in action, thanks to my unstoppable lust. My father had just left for a business conference that would keep him away for the entire three-day weekend. My mother worked, but the same hours I was at school. She would be home and without much to do for the next three days. So the timing couldn't have been better.

"Hi," I said to her, desperately trying to sound and act normal. I put my hands behind my back, because they were trembling slightly.

She straightened up and looked my way. She flashed me one of her usual brilliant, toothy smiles. "Hi, Son. Did you mow the back yard yet?"

"Not yet." Mowing the back yard was my Friday afternoon chore. It was Saturday and I still hadn't done that. Needless to say, I had other things on my mind.

"Well, you'd better get it done today."

"Yeah, I will," I said. "But first there's something I want to show you."

"What?"

She was still smiling, thanks to seeing me, and it broke my heart to have to wipe that smile from her face. "Uh, it's a video."

"Oh, Peter, this isn't another tape from football practice, is it? I really don't have time--"

"No, it's not another football practice. It's a surprise."

"Okay, let me get a drink and I'll be there in a minute."

I headed back to the den to wait. After five minutes, which seemed like ten years, her heels came clicking down the hallway. She walked into the den with a Tanqueray tonic in a crystal rock tumbler, the ice tinkling like a tiny xylophone. Her huge breasts were bouncing youthfully inside her blouse.

I let my eyes linger on them a little longer than usual.

She noticed, and frowned. "Peter, what did I tell you about staring at my chest?"

"Sorry."

"My big breasts attract enough attention out in public, so the last thing I need is for my own son to gape at them at home."

"I'll control myself."

After today, I thought, I won't ever need to stare again. I'll just glance in her direction and think, "been there, done that." Maybe she'll love getting fucked by me so much that she'll want to do it with me all the time. Hot damn! I'm so fucking psyched! I can't believe I'm really going to do this! How can she turn me down?! She can't! 

"Come on, Peter, show me whatever this surprise is. I've got things to do."

"I'm glad you made yourself that drink," I said nervously. "You're gonna need it."

"Why?" she asked with a note of alarm.

This was a big moment, no turning back. I hit the play button and the tape rolled from the beginning. There was a second or two of static fuzz, then the empty motel room appeared.

"What is this?!" she asked with even more concern.

"Oh, it's just something I taped a couple of days ago. You'll see." My heart was racing like mad and I was about to pass out from nervousness and anticipation, but the die was already cast.

"Where did…?!"

Her question trailed off as the motel room door opened and the lunchtime lovers entered.

I glanced at Mom, who had just recognized herself on the screen.

"Oh… my god!" she whispered. "Oh my god!" She put her face in her hands for a few seconds and then looked at the screen again, where she and her pudgy partner were standing beside the bed. He was kissing her neck and cupping his hands under her jugs through her sweater.

I commented, "Man, that guy can't keep his hands off those big tits of yours." I had never said anything crude like that to Mom, and it felt raw and scary coming out.

Still in shock, she apparently didn't really hear me. "Peter, how did you get this tape?!" she asked incredulously, her lower lip quivering.

"I made it myself," I said, with surprising calm. Somehow, I felt the worst was over, even though it almost certainly wasn't. I had finally crossed the Rubicon, though, and that was a tremendous relief. I was so close to my ultimate fantasy that I could barely contain myself. Lust was trumping all my moral qualms.

I told her, "Last week, I followed you to that motel. The desk clerk said you and the guy always come every Thursday around one o'clock. So I skipped some school and went back there a couple of hours early and gave the clerk fifty bucks to let me install the camera in one of the rooms. Then he promised to give you that room. As you can see, he made good on his promise. I've been waiting for Dad to leave on his weekend trip, and he just did, as you know."

On the screen, Mom's sweater was off and her partner was licking the slopes of her tits between the huge cups of her full-coverage bra while she fumbled with his belt buckle.

Mom's eyes were the size of saucers as she stared in horror. "Turn it off, Son, please! I don't want you to see this!"

"Are you crazy? Do you think I haven't watched it already? I've seen the whole thing, Mom. I've seen it all. I've seen your gorgeous naked body while you suck his cock-"

"Peter, stop it!"

"-then I've seen those fantastic tits of yours heaving while you ride the lucky bastard."

"No, no, no!" she moaned, burying her face in her hands again.

"But frankly, Mom, you'd didn't seem satisfied at the end. How long have you been fucking this guy?"

"Son! Don't talk like that!"

"Oh, that doesn't matter now. How long?"

She looked miserable, even with her hands mostly covering her face. "A, uh... a couple of months. I don't think we should discuss this."

"Well, the real question is, what are we going to do about it?"

She groaned in distress. "It's not your concern. I'll stop seeing Jim. It's over."

I asked, "You're not going to tell Dad?"

She seemed aghast at the mere idea. "No, no, no! It would kill him. Do you want to see him hurt?"

I hardened my heart, in order to follow through with this. "No, and you don't want to be divorced and penniless, do you?"

She lowered her hands to her sides and glared at me suspiciously. "Son, what has come over you?! Everyone makes mistakes, young man."

"And people have to pay for their mistakes."

She sighed heavily. "Believe me, just sitting here with you and seeing this is bad enough for me."

"Well, that's not good enough for me."

"What?!"

"Listen, do you want me to give this tape to Dad, or don't you?"

"What are you getting at?" she asked morbidly.

A long silence fell.

Understanding came to her face, at least partial understanding. "Oh, I see, you're blackmailing me. You're blackmailing your own mother! Jesus Christ, you've got some nerve!"

"Well?"

She was pissed and disgusted. "Well, what? I can't believe the good boy I raised is sinking this low."

I decided not to respond.

After letting the silence drag out, she sighed heavily, and asked, "What do you want? A new car? How about a BMW? I'll pay for it from my private account and your father will be none the wiser."

"Nah, I love my Mustang."

"What, then? A trip? You can go anywhere. You can take your girlfriend to Europe for a month and spend as much as you want."

"I don't like French food."

By the way, I did have a girlfriend, which was no surprise because I was a handsome, strong, nice, and personable guy. (At least when I wasn't blackmailing the woman I loved!) Her name was Dusty and she was awesome. But, to be brutally honest, compared to how I felt for Mom, in the words of R.E.M., she was just "a simple prop to occupy my time."

I was so obsessed with my mother that I preferred the girl who looked the most like her. Dusty was gorgeous, and she had unusually large breasts. Even her face was similar to Mom's. I should have been a happy camper, because she was a hot fuck who pretty much thought I walked on water. But pretending in my mind that she was my mother just wasn't the same.

My mother asked testily, "Well, what, then? Are you doing this to punish me?! That's the only thing that makes sense. You're not a bad person. What could you want that would possibly justify trashing how I see you, the good boy that I know you are?! I don't understand. Do you want more freedom? No more chores? No curfew? It's done. I'll work it out with your father somehow."

"You're getting colder, Mom."

She gesticulated in frustration, clutching at air, causing her massive orbs to wobble. "Then what?! Would you please tell me what the hell you want?!"

I was reaching another turning point. This was my last chance to change my mind before altering our relationship forever. I was trembling with fear, but my lust was far too strong. I'd desired her so intensely for so long! It was like someone else was in charge of my mouth and body, forcing me to say and do the unspeakable.

Acting with more calm and confidence than I really possessed, I smiled at her and nodded at the screen, where she, kneeling, was tugging down the man's pants and starting a blowjob. Unfortunately, he had his back to the camera and I couldn't quite see his dick in her mouth.

"Peter, please turn that off."

"No, Mom, you don't understand. That's what I want."

"What?"

"That."

On the TV, Mom's eyes were closed as she bobbed on her partner's knob. The microphone picked up faint smacking sounds.

"You want... from me?! Are you crazy?!" Her eyes got as big as saucers as the truth finally started to sink in.

"That, for starters." I gulped, nearly ready to pass out. My heart felt like it was going to well and truly thump right out of my chest. But I was resolute.

"Oh my god! You want to have sex with me?!" Her tone approached hysteria.

"Yep." I felt surprisingly relieved, now that I'd made it through the toughest part.

She was in a panic. She looked all around the room, as if searching for an escape hatch to leave this nightmare. "Peter! Son! Honey, be reasonable! Think about what you're suggesting!"

"I've thought about it a lot. Hell, I've been thinking about it for years," I said, ogling her huge bust line.

Her eyes followed mine down into her cleavage. She groaned in distress. "Oh, god! I knew this beautiful body would get me into serious trouble one day, but I never dreamed of anything THIS insane! Fantasies are one thing… We all have them… But… this is reality!"

She found new resolve and stared at me with narrow, determined eyes. "Well, it doesn't matter because it's not going to happen! Sorry, but I'm not going to sleep with my own son! When you come to your senses you'll thank me for it."

She was acting as if the issue was settled, and even seemed strangely relieved.

I was feeling increasingly relieved too, even though my body was alive with lust and excitement. I'd fallen into the "bad guy" blackmailer role and there was no undoing that at this point. The worst is over now, for sure. I might as well fully embrace the role and get to enjoy the reward, the ultimate reward. My greatest fantasy coming true! 

I simply noted, "Mom, you're forgetting something. The tape."

On the screen, Mom and the guy were naked and on the bed. She was still blowing him, only now the camera was seeing everything. She slowly drew her sensual lips up and down his pole as he moaned and grasped the bedspread.

Her calmness and confidence was shattered again. "Oh my god! Peter, please turn that off! Even seeing me like that will damage you. It's just not natural!"

"It looks like you give great head," I said, ignoring her pleas.

"Peter, for Christ's sake!" she intoned, standing up and facing me, blocking my view of the television and planting her hands on her hips. That was the only way for her to stop me from watching the screen, since I had no intention of relinquishing the remote control to her and there was no power switch on the console.

"I'm offering you a real bargain, Mom. Most kids would want tons of money. You're getting off Scot free, basically. In a few hours, the tape will be yours. And believe me, you'll enjoy earning it."

She knew I had quite the reputation of being a sex stud. There was a good reason why some of the hottest girls in school had dated me, because they knew I could fuck them into oblivion like no one else. I knew my mother was aware of my sexual reputation, because she joked about it with me sometimes.

She pointedly ignored my sexual boast. She was growing frantic. "You're absolutely out of your mind! This isn't you! You're a good kid! A loving, kind guy! What you're suggesting is immoral! Evil, even!"

She had a point about morality. I knew I had no leg to stand up, but I was more or less driven insane by my relentless incestuous obsession. So I ignored her words and tried to shift the topic. "If you think that guy is well-hung, wait until you see my big boy."

She glanced at my crotch, probably without thinking.

The fact that there was a visible bulge there was fairly remarkable, considering how nervous I still felt, overall.

She quickly looked away, and complained, "What about your girlfriend?! She's one of the sexiest girls in school. Surely, she keeps you completely sexually satisfied. The way you treat her almost like your personal sex slave is ridiculous, not to mention scandalous. Don't get greedy!"

She was right. Like I said, I did fantastic with girls my age, and my girlfriend Dusty was great. However, that meant little to nothing compared to my overwhelming obsession for my mother. I honestly told her, "She's great, but she's just that: a girl. You're a woman. It's like night and day. You have the face and body I dream about."

I could have gone on with much passion about the depth of my feelings for her, but I worried that might do more to scare her off than help.

She was breathing hard and looking all around, as if plotting an escape. "Listen, honey, just because you've caught me with someone else doesn't mean I'm some horny slut who will do anything."

"Oooh, yeah, that it's, Jim," came her voice from the TV speaker. "Suck my big tits while you fuck me!"

Mom winced and flushed.

I chuckled and smirked. "You were saying?"

She seemed desperate. "Peter, please don't destroy our relationship. I love you! You love me! Why ruin what we have with this… this… insanity?! We've already had so much trouble!"

"Enough talk," I announced, getting up and facing her. "Unless you want me to mail that tape to Dad at his office, here's what's going to happen. We're going to go upstairs to my room, take off our clothes, then I'm going to slide my big cock into your pussy and fuck your brains-"

I saw the flash of her palm, then felt the neck-twisting whop of her hand against my face. She had struck me as hard as she could.

Frowning in pain, I saw the desperate rage in her beautiful brown eyes. Mom could be a bitch sometimes, but she had never struck me.

I acted undeterred, and I was, because lust was in total control of me now. "I'll give you one hour to think about it. Either you show up in my room within one hour wearing that red bikini you know I love, or Dad gets the tape. And, by the way, I've already made copies of it. The choice is yours. Do the right thing."

She defiantly put her hands on her hips. "I'm calling your bluff! There's no way you'll go through with this. You're too good. You love me too much. You'd never hurt me like this!"

"Mom, that's the thing. I love you so much that it's crossed over into physical desire. Frankly, I'm so deeply in lust for you that I've kind of gone insane. We both try to overlook it, but we know this has been coming for a long, long time. It's like I'm not in control. My teenage hormones have gone haywire for you!"

She frowned intensely. She was even more frantic, perhaps starting to realize that I had her over a barrel and that I really wasn't bluffing. "Peter, please! Son! Let's talk this over! If you force me into this, there's no going back! Everything will be ruined forever!"

I walked out of the room and headed down the hall.

"Go screw yourself!" Mom called after me with anger and frustration in her voice.

I looked back and saw her leaning sexily against the doorframe. I froze in amazement.

She'd switched to a taunting mode. "You're right, Son, I do have a fantastic body. My legs are long, my ass is shapely, my waist is tiny, and my tits… well, look at them!" She cupped her hands around her awesome rack and squeezed, making her cleavage swell and strain against her blouse buttons.

Fuck! I just about fell to my knees.

She smirked. "Huge, round, firm, perfect. All of my lovers have said they're the best, and that I'm the best. Jim couldn't get enough of me. But you, young man, will never, EVER know me that way! We're mother and son. I know you're good and kind. There's no way you'll actually go through with this. Give it up!"

I didn't understand how her teasing me was supposed to make me change my mind. On the contrary, it was redoubling my desire to go through with this. "Alright," I said, shrugging. "I'll pack up a copy of the tape for Dad. He'll have it by Tuesday, for sure."

Her confidence turned to alarm as she reacted to my nonchalant confidence.

I was still nervous as hell, but I truly was confident too. After I'd gone this far, there was no way I was going to back down. I hoped my determination was getting through to her.




CHAPTER 3

 

I went to lie on my bed and ponder the situation. Okay, the die is cast. Now, our future is in her hands. Honestly, I have no idea what she'll do. Mom is a conniving gold digger, but she isn't crazy. Having sex with your own son — now, that's crazy! I've probably presented Mom with the most agonizing dilemma of her life. 

With a little luck, she'll face it as a true pragmatist. Hopefully, she'll conclude that after just a couple of hours of unthinkable sex, she'll get away with having an affair and go right on with her life. She should even consider herself lucky. Dad is a good man, but a very jealous one. If he catches her in bed with that guy, or someone like him, she'd be out on the street within hours and divorced within days.

Would I do it? Would I really send him the tape?

I asked myself that question more often as the hour wore on and Mom didn't show up at my door.

She isn't going to do it, I mused at one moment of doubt. She'll do anything to keep her privileged life, but she won't resort to incest. She's probably pondering various counter-offers to talk me out of my twisted quest. 

She had come up with a pretty good one, it turned out. At one o'clock, with just a couple of minutes left in the hour I'd given her, I heard her slippered feet pad toward my room.

"Peter?" she said softly, standing the doorway, afraid to enter. She was wearing her powder blue bathrobe, which vaulted forward over her huge chest, and her hair was wet.

"Yeah, I'm in here," I said. I spoke calmly even though my heart was about to thump clear out of my chest.

She spoke diplomatically and carefully. "I have an idea. You remember Cindy, I'm sure, my close friend from the tennis club. As you know, she's really gorgeous and is built like me." She brought her hands up to her chest to make her point clear.

I held my breath in awe, especially since her robe opened up somewhat from the top, exposing some of her cleavage.

She went on, "In fact, she's even curvier than I am, and she's got the long blonde hair I know you like. I've seen you scoping her out countless times, so I know you want her. I'll arrange for you and her to, you know... "

I was very tempted. If I wasn't masturbating about my mom, I usually was masturbating about Cindy. She was every bit Mom's sexy equal, with even bigger breasts! It was a wonder the two of them could play tennis at all, with the way their enormous racks dominated their bodies.

However, I didn't want to be deterred from my ultimate prize, not even for Cindy. I figured that I simply had to stay strong and reject all her counteroffers, no matter how great, and Mom would have no choice but to agree to incest!

I said, "You're lying. For starters, she's married."

Mom said with considerable embarrassment, "Yes, well, if you must know... she cheats too. A lot."

That took me by surprise. "Does she? Why?! Her husband seems...." I wanted to say "nice guy," but then I thought about what I knew about him. He was kind of a sleazeball. So all I could finish the sentence with was, "uh... er... he's not evil."

Mom chuckled. "Talk about damning with faint praise. And I don't even know if I agree with the 'not evil.' You know as well as I do that he's a greedy scumbag and she only married him for his money. Furthermore, he doesn't have it where she really needs it, between his legs. She's like me. We're 'size queens.' It makes us do strange things. I've noticed you have a rather sizable… bulge… so I figure you'd probably be able to satisfy her."

I was delighted, because she'd inadvertently given me a lot more confidence in my plan. I knew from the video that I was even more well-endowed than her lover Jim. If her size fetish made her do "strange things," I could use that to my advantage.

I asked, "And how do you know all this about her?"

She grew even more embarrassed, "We talk, okay? Very frank, sexual talk. I know all about her lovers, and she knows about mine."

That was even more interesting, but I still wasn't going to be deterred. "Have you asked her about this yet?"

"Er, no. I don't want to embarrass myself telling someone about this if I don't have to."

I smiled as I fondly pictured Cindy in a bikini, with her long blonde hair framing her brilliant blue eyes and the rest of her gorgeous face. Mostly I gloried in envisioning her enormous tanned globes and the rest of her hourglass-shaped, firm body.

What a temptation! She'd even put Dusty to shame. Dusty is awesome, but she just hasn't physically matured enough to have the mature, MILF, voluptuous body that I crave the most.

Still, even Cindy isn't Mom. I've gotta keep my eyes on the prize. The ultimate dream! There's a reason I have a certain ideal body type, because Mom is physical perfection to me.

I finally spoke, trying to sound casual. "Well, if Cindy wants to join us for a threesome, that would be hot. I think I could satisfy both of you at once. Trust me, I've got a package that size queens like you two love. Otherwise, it'll just be you and me."

Mom, who had taken a hopeful step into the room, leaned back against the wall by the light switch and let out a long, defeated sigh. Her big tits shimmied under her robe. She glanced at my crotch again. She didn't appear surprised this time to see a prominent bulge there.

Then she smiled wryly and shook her head in disbelief. "And you haven't come to your senses about that shiny new BMW?"

"Nope."

She was grasping for straws. "What about Cindy, the BMW, and anything else you want? Anything! A blank check for as long as you like. The sky's the limit!"

"Okay, sure! I'll take all of that, AND you! You know what I want, and you're it."

There was a long pause, maybe ten seconds.

She let out another long, resigned sigh. "Okay, then let's get this over with." She untied the bathrobe, pulled it from her shoulders, and let it fall to the floor behind her.

Underneath it, she was wearing the red bikini, plus shiny red high heels.




CHAPTER 4

 

My heart seemed to stop beating for a minute or longer. I simply couldn't believe what I was seeing. Her body was a jaw-dropping sight in and of itself, but the fact that she was showing off signaled that she was agreeing to my blackmail!

HOLY FUCK! My plan is working! The impossible is coming true!

"Oh, yeah!" I said wolfishly, getting up quickly and walking over to her. "Oh, fuck, yeah!"

There her tits were, rising huge and firm above the stiff French cups of the bikini top.

I put my hands on the cups and pressed my thumbs against her cleavage. Mom's forbidden tits! Warm and springy. Perfect! 

"Oh, God!" she gasped, looking down at her tits, and my hands on them. She was normally cool and in control, but her face was burning red with embarrassment.

The fact that she was actually allowing this contact and not slapping my face was another total mind-blower.

My penis had been erect pretty much non-stop for the last hour while I'd waited in agony for her decision. But as much as I was already aroused, my lust soared way higher.

I leaned down and gave each huge mound a long lick - the left tit, then the right.

She grasped my head as if to push me away, then let her hands fall to my shoulders.

Nearly berserk with lust, I had to get those melons out and suck them. "Get your top off," I commanded.

On the surface, her disgust seemed to be mounting, but I knew how proud she was of those gorgeous jugs.

She growled, "God, you really are a bastard! This can't be happening!" Looking me calmly in the eye, she reached behind her and unhooked the fasteners. Then she pulled the straps from her shoulders and tossed the red top down to one side.

I muttered "Holy shit!"

She smirked proudly at that.

As awesome as her naked tits were on the videotape, you can imagine how they were in person at point-blank range. No, actually, you can't imagine. Practically leaping out of the bikini cups, they bounced against each other and quivered maddeningly before coming to rest. They were even bigger naked than they were under clothes, and I realized I had been underestimating Mom's bra size all along.

Holy shit! This woman is no DD or E cup. She is, in all likelihood, an F cup, at least! WHOA!

What I'm trying to impart here is that her tits were enormous--round and firm, launching off her slim, curvy frame like two supple grapefruit. Her aureoles were small and pink. They were flawlessly tanned, with no visible tan lines at all.

Curiously, her nipples were very erect, and she was panting. That didn't fit with her general reluctance.

"God!" I said, panting even harder and louder than she was. I was like a kid in a candy store who realized he'd just been granted ownership to the entire store!

"Like 'em?" she asked dryly. Even though she was simmering with anger and irritation, she couldn't resist proudly showing off.

"I've never had my hands on a rack this big," I said honestly.

I was very sexually experienced for my age. Having an enormous penis helped more than a little with that. I've only fucked the sexiest, most endowed girls in school. But Mom's on a different plane entirely than all my other lovers! Hell, her tits are even bigger and firmer than Dusty's, and that says a lot. 

And she's going to be my next lover! That's such a heady thought!

Greedily, I cupped my hands under her great globes. Jesus, they're firm and heavy! I craned down and went to work on her nipples, rolling my tongue around each areolae.

I was sucking my beautiful mother's huge bare breasts and nothing else really mattered. I knew that my blackmail was immoral, but already I felt fully vindicated that I'd made the right choice in doing this. And this was just the very start!

Apparently, Mom was thinking about my girlfriend too. "What about your little harem? Don't you feel bad for cheating on them with me?! Especially poor Dusty. That girl is totally in love with you, even though you treat her badly. She'd forgive anything you do."

I briefly glanced up, and smirked. "I think you just answered your own question there."

Mom groaned in frustration.

After that first helping, I straightened up and looked at her, my hands still squeezing her rack. "I can't wait to get my big cock between these," I said, looking down at her perfect orbs.

"Good, let's do that first," she said testily. "Since you like them so much, you'll last about ten seconds and we'll be done."

"Oh, no, babe," I countered. "I'm going to finish off between them, alright, but only after I give your pussy a good, long fuck!" I was surging with confidence the more I got to freely play with my mother's incredible, huge tits.

Her face contorted in worry. "Son, you're not going to do anything weird to me, are you? You just want straight sex, right?"

I smirked. "What do you mean by 'weird?'"

"Well, you're not going to tie me to the bed or pee on me or anything like that?"

"No, I won't tie you to the bed if you behave yourself. And no, I'm not going to pee on you, but I am going to cum on you. And in you. No condoms!"

"Oh, Peter," she said, her face sour.

"And I cum in quarts."

"Wonderful," she said sarcastically, rolling her eyes.

"If you only knew how much you're going to enjoy this, you'd stop bitching," I told her. "You know about my sexual reputation. I've worked my way up to dating probably the hottest girl in school. I promise you, I'm gonna rock your world!"

She gave me a stern look while standing there in just her bikini bottoms, letting me fondle her awesome rack. "Son, I am not going to enjoy this. It's a living nightmare! I love you dearly, but only as my son. This is going to ruin our relationship forever. It's breaking my heart!"

I knew she did love me a lot. She's got a point there. Although she's been a bad wife, she's always been a great mom, putting raising me first. However, that isn't going to stop me. I have big plans, and they involve making her way happier and more loved in the long run. We'll be loving each other in a new way from now on! 

I commanded her, "Pull my big cock out of my pants and you'll change your mind. Do it!" One reason I'd been so successful with girls my age was that I'd found that they got off on a guy who knows how to take charge. I hoped that would be the case with my mother too.

My rigid tool was bulging obscenely down the right leg of my jeans.

Mom pretended not to notice as she calmly knelt down before me and undid my belt buckle. Then she unzipped my fly with about as much sensuality as a jaded trauma nurse.

Despite her effort to remain passionless, just the sight of my topless mother kneeling before my crotch made me dizzy with desire.

I barked impatiently, "Come on, get it out and stroke it before I rip my pants."

I was secretly pleased and encouraged that she didn't push back with my bossy talk. Normally, she would never have allowed me to talk to her like that.

She muttered in complaint, "Dear God! I can't believe this is happening! It's a living nightmare!"

I didn't believe she really meant those words. Maybe a part of her felt that way, but I could also see a lusty fire in her eyes. She was eager to fully expose my cock.

With my fly open, she tugged my jeans and boxers down to my thighs with a couple of firm, clinical yanks.

She'd seen my bulge countless times, as she'd mentioned. But I was sure she truly had no idea just how big I was. She was about to find out.

Freed, my rock-hard cock sprang up and hit her on the chin.

"JESUS H. CHRIST!" she unthinkingly exclaimed, recoiling slightly from the blow. Then she got a good look at my thick dick. It was pointing right at her face, and it was nearly a foot long. That's right: over ten inches, and very thick. The thickness was even more extraordinary than the length.

"Oh, my lord, Peter!" she said, her eyes widening. "Good fucking God! I knew you were big, but I didn't know you were THAT big!"

Just like that, her face suddenly started blushing, and her breathing turned ragged and heavy.

I beamed, proudly of the newly wondrous and lusty look in her eyes. "Nice, eh? I can't wait to see your lips wrapped around it."

"SON!" she gasped in shock. "Don't even say that! That's obscene! It's totally obscene! There's NO WAY I'm going to do that! It's too big! Way too THICK!"

My confidence was rising, especially the more I saw that fire of lust burning in her eyes. I simply told her, "Stroke it."

Tentatively, she reached up and wrapped her right hand around my shaft, just below the cockhead.

She couldn't resist noting, "My fingers don't quite meet. That's incredible! I've never seen THAT before!"

"Ohhhh!" I moaned, feeling her warm, strong hand squeeze my shaft. I was having trouble already keeping cool and in control. Not to mention that I was also already dangerously close to cumming.

With incredible pleasure surging within me, I couldn't resist moaning loudly, "Oh, GOD! Come on, jack it!"

She did as I ordered, sliding her fist up and down in short, fast strokes. Her earlier annoyance and sadness was gone, replaced by curiosity and desire.

"Ungh, yeah, that feels great," I said as we both watched her hand stroke my huge pole. "Ever had your hand on one this big?" I asked.

"No! And I've had some damn big ones!" Her blush turned redder as she realized what she'd just said.

My confidence was surging even more, along with my lust. It helped that I could feel her huge bare tits lightly bouncing against my thighs. "Ever had a cock as big as mine in your mouth or your pussy?"

She seemed to remember her resolve to limit the "damage" of our encounter. She scowled at my cock. "No, Peter, I haven't, and this one isn't going either place. I'm going to get you off with my hand. This insanity has to end before things get even crazier!"

She gripped me harder and picked up the pace. She suddenly was totally focused on pleasuring my cock with her hand. Her gaze narrowed as she stared intently at her sliding fingers.

I thought, I have to admit, she knows how to give a handjob. Boy, does this bode well! My great fear is that she won't be as hot as she looks. But I know damn well what a passionate and emotional person she is. And she's incredibly fit. She's going to be a great fuck, for sure! 

"Forget it. I last forever," I said cockily. "Remember about all those girlfriends I've had over the years. I've built up a LOT of stamina, with lots of sexual practice. Ask Dusty. She'll tell you the deal. Even with you, I bet I'll have good endurance."

She seemed to relish the challenge. "We'll see about that!"

I watched her massive bare rack jiggle youthfully against my thighs while I wondered if she was right. But then I remembered, I hold all the cards. She must be delusional. Who says this ends when I cum? There's no way in hell I'm going to cum just once with her, for starters. I get to make all the rules. And if things go like I hope, this isn't going to be our only sex session. No way! I'm gonna fuck her about as much as humanly possible, from now on! 

I'm not going to keep forcing her if she well and truly doesn't want to do it, but I'm pretty damn confident that I'm going to get her not to just like incestuous fucking, but downright love it. It's like I've been training for the past few years to be the best fucker I can be, just so I can win her! All the fun I've had with Dusty and my previous girlfriends has just been warming up for the main event.

I groaned with great pleasure as her fingers continued to slosh over my increasingly wet shaft. Even as she kept her talented stroking going strong, she was using her other hand to fondle my balls. "Ooooh, yeah, jack it, Mom, jack it!"

She asked incredulously, "What do you think I'm doing?! Cum already, so we can get this over with! Cum on my face, if you must, if that helps drain you that much faster." She sighed heavily.

"You still don't understand. This session isn't over until I say it's over. If I shoot my load now, I'll be ready for round two before you can wipe all the cum off you."

"Bullshit! I'm going to drain you dry the very first time," she said, sneering up at me. "Come on, honey, cum! Don't hold back, Son. Just let it squirt out! You can do it all over me if you want. I'll even lick it off my tits, I promise. Anything to make you cum and get this over with."

As insanely hot as that sounded, I held back somehow. "Too late," I said, pulling her hand off it and guiding the cockhead toward her mouth. "Suck it!"

Her eyes widened with alarm. "Son! Please don't make me do this!" she protested.

I was determined. "Suck it!"




CHAPTER 5

 

She looked up at me with even more resentment. But that turned into a strange pride at her sexual skills. "Now you really are going to cum, young man! I'm going to rock your world. Nobody does this as good as I do!"

She closed her eyes and slid her lips over the tip, her jaw stretching wider and wider as my thick cockhead filled her mouth. "Nnnnnn," she moaned plaintively.

I was astounded at how quickly she had done that. I thought she'd complain and try to bargain some first, for starters. But she took it in straight away, almost like she was eager.

Then I realized, She's eager! She's seriously keen on sucking me off! And I highly doubt it's just an eagerness to get this "nightmare" over with quickly. Her lust is taking over, even though she's fighting it. 

I glanced down, and almost freaked out. The sight of her lips wrapped around my shaft was simply too much. It blew my mind totally that it's a wonder I didn't forget how to stand and crumple to the floor. I quickly closed my eyes before I came on the spot.

I didn't really mind cumming quickly, since I knew I could go again and again. I'd even abstained the last few days so I'd be as primed for this big event as I could be. But still, I didn't want her to think that she had the upper hand and could manipulate me sexually. I doubled my resolve to hold out as long as possible.

I was amazed she could cram all of my bulbous cockhead into her mouth that quickly and easily. I wondered how much of it she could take. My gorgeous high school girlfriends had never managed more than a helmet polish, plus an inch or two. Dusty was a rare exception, and hardly a day went by when she didn't blow me at least once. But even she could only take my thickness about an inch or two below my helmet.

Mom, however, was a pro, and she was already equaling as far as Dusty could go. Plus, she seemed just as eager and talented as my favorite girlfriend. That said a lot, because Dusty truly loved sucking me off.

Little did I realize though, Mom was just getting warmed up! After industriously smacking her lips up and down the head about a dozen times, sucking harder and harder, she ventured further down the shaft.

I had to open my eyes and gawk in amazement. Three inches, then four. Five! Six! Jesus! Sucking a six-inch needle dick is one thing, but taking a half-foot of my lead pipe is a real accomplishment. Not even Dusty has ever come close to doing that. 

It finally dawned on me, She's definitely deep throating me! Shit! THIS is what deep throating is like! Oh, YEAH! 

I tilted my head back in ecstasy. "Oh, fuck yeah, baby! Take it! Oh, shit, I've never had a blowjob this good!"

That was the god-honest truth. Dusty had carefully practiced gagging herself until, after about a month, her gag reflex was totally gone. That had allowed her to do more than before, but she simply couldn't fit my thickness down her throat. And yet... Mom was doing that with apparent ease, right from the very start! Already, she was far exceeding my expectations.

Clearly, she was going all out in order to get me to cum before I was able to start fucking her. I hadn't seen her do this to Jim on the video, even though his penis was thinner and shorter than mine.

My eyes were rolled back in my head as I lightly gripped the sides of her head. "Holy fuck! Mom! My very own mother is sucking my cock! I can't believe it's you! For real! MOM!"

She growled unhappily at those words. She apparently tried to say something, but her mouth was far too crammed full of hot cock-meat for any intelligible words to come out. Instead, and probably despite all her resolve, she began sucking with even more passion and energy! I don't even know how that was physically possible, since she was deep throating me already!

Even though I was delirious with lust, it dawned on me that calling her "Mom' at a time like this was a big turn on for her, as it was for me. Testing out that theory, I muttered, "Mom! My cocksucker! Son-sucker!"

She responded by moaning even louder than before. Plus, she began doing something with her throat muscles that sent me into orbit. It felt exactly like I was fucking a tight cunt, only my cock was down her throat and it felt even BETTER than the best fucking I'd ever experienced!

I was flying to the stars. I was feeling more intense pleasure than I'd ever experienced in my life. It made me think, Good GOD! I have to have this in my life! All the time! I'm just going to have to give her the fucking of a lifetime to make sure she'll want to do this over and over again! There's no plan B! 

After nearly a full minute, I had to dare to look down at the stunning sight some more. I couldn't believe she was STILL deep throating me! Her face was so startlingly beautiful already, but seeing the strain on her face and her lips stretched out impossibly wide somehow made her even sexier than ever before.

But what I felt was even more staggering than what I saw. She was milking my cock with her throat muscles, and using her tongue and lips on me the same time! It was the greatest sexual pleasure of my life, all the joy of a great vaginal fuck plus an expert blowjob on top of that! No wonder she thought she'd make me cum straight away!

Still going deep on me, she glared up at me with reddened eyes, because she was starting to leak tears from the sheer struggle. Okay, so maybe it wasn't easy for her, but that wasn't stopping her at all. Her lips were stretched freakishly around my shaft, with her cheeks caved in. It looked like she was trying to inhale an entire stick of salami.

I made a mental note to remember that image forever! WOW! Already this scheme is so worth it! Even if everything goes to hell after this, that's gonna be a memory to treasure for a lifetime! 

She was determined to make me cum, but I was just as determined to hold out. I couldn't lose this battle and let her make me cum quickly. That could give her the upper hand for the rest of our sexual encounter, and maybe beyond. Luckily, I'd learned how to control my orgasms through squeezing my PC muscle, thanks to my extensive experience with my girlfriends. I was having to use every trick in the book to hold out.

"Mmmm, yeah, just like that!" I encouraged. "I've fantasized so many times about you doing this to me!" It was a wonder I could still talk coherently.

I gave a silent thanks to Dusty. She had essentially trained me to "survive" remarkable blowjobs due to her frequent and prolonged oral efforts.

But even with all my "training," I knew I was reaching a breaking point. Normally, my bag of orgasm-delaying tricks let me hold out pretty much as long as I wanted, so long as I put my all into it. Sometimes Dusty could suck me for an hour or more, pretty much non-stop, and I would only give in to the urge to cum when she was completely exhausted. But Mom was too much! Deep throating was an entirely different level of intensity.

The one thing that saved me was that I knew Mom had to be running out of air. All I had to do was hang on for a few more precious seconds…

She finally drew her lips all the way off my cock and sat back on her heels. A huge line of spit ran down her chin and dripped onto her left tit. Tears were streaming down her face too. She didn't even seem to notice. She had to hold her throat and gasp for air, after that challenging ordeal.

Phew! What a close call! I wasn't about to let her know, but I would have blown my load for sure if she could have lasted just five seconds longer. I was extremely proud of myself, because I maintained the upper hand in our not-so-subtle power struggle. Thankfully, she had completely disengaged from my privates to give herself some time to recover, and that gave me precious time to recover too.

Whether or not she would ever admit it, she was getting into this. I figured there was no way she couldn't be impressed with both my size and my stamina, even if she didn't admit that either.

She looked up at me in seeming amazement. She had to speak between heavy panting. "You've fantasized about me like this?! Sucking your big, fat, hot, and oh-so-delicious cock?!"

Holy shit, I had never heard her talk like that, and she knew it. This was all a ploy to get me off before I could put my cock in her pussy.

I was having to gasp for air too. Luckily, words alone weren't going to push me over the edge, now that her hands and mouth were off my cock and balls. I said, "Of course! I'm not deaf, dumb, and blind! Half the time when Dusty is sucking me off, I'm dreaming that it's you!"

She smiled proudly at that. "I bet it's better than you ever dreamed, isn't it?" she asked, while wiping some tears from her cheeks. "And I'm pretty damn hot, for a mom!" she looked down proudly at her enormous bare rack.

Losing my cool somewhat, I had to admit, "My God, you're way too fucking hot! You made me do this, even though I am a good kid and I know it's wrong. I don't even feel bad because you're that impossibly sexy! I can't resist!"

She smirked with pleasure. "Hrm…" She quietly muttered to herself, "Boy, this is NOT how I expected today was going to go!" She chuckled ruefully at that.

Then she went back to work on me, grasping the base of my shaft and then engulfing my cockhead again.

I would have lost it very quickly if she'd tried deep throating me again. Thankfully, she only ventured about an inch or so beyond the cockhead this time, so her tears stopped falling. But what she lacked in depth of penetration she made up for with sheer enthusiasm, sucking, licking, even rubbing her bottom teeth against the underside of my throbbing shaft.

Jesus, what a feeling! For a woman who's doing this against her wishes, she's certainly going for broke. God, she's a fucking cocksucking demon! So awesome!

This continued for a few more minutes, getting hotter and more arousing all the time. What blew my mind most of all was how much she was getting into it. There was no way for her to hide that she was sucking me with passion, if not even a lusty fever. Her dexterous tongue was very busy inside her mouth, and her lips were constantly sliding with great suction.

She had me right on the edge of cumming the whole time, even though this was just "normal" sucking and not her deep throating special. As a result, it was all I could do to hang on without cumming yet, while gasping and panting for air. But at one point I managed to mutter, "Fuck! Mom! You love it, don't you? You love sucking your son's big cock!"

She responded by opening her eyes as wide as they could go, and letting out her loudest and lustiest moan yet. "MMMMMM!" Then she boldly took me deeper and deeper until she was fully deep throating me again, all the way to the root!

Again, luck was on my side. I already was a hair trigger away from blowing my load, and that was going to push me over the edge, no matter what I did. But apparently she wasn't ready for her to do that, as she didn't have enough oxygen in her lungs. She only stayed down for a few seconds, then pulled all the way off to take another deep breath.

She briefly muttered, "FUCK!" Then she engulfed my cockhead again. Had she resumed her deep throating, I would have been a goner, putty in her hands. But, mercifully, she went back to mere "normal" cocksucking. Compared to the blowjobs I'd enjoyed from my girlfriends, this was something else entirely. She was quantum leaps better even than Dusty, and I believe Dusty when she told me that sucking my cock was her "second favorite thing to do in the entire universe," behind only getting fucked by me.

In fact, her oral work was so fantastic that even as distracted and overwhelmed as I was, I found myself thinking, Holy hell! How am I ever going to enjoy being with a girl again, after this? I can't! I won't! She's ruined me. This had better not being a one-time thing! 

Fuuuuuuck! I can't even imagine how great it'll be, if I triumph with my plan and I end up getting to play with her all the time. Forget fucking! I can't even think how great that'll be. It'll literally break my mind! Just thinking of more blowjobs like this one is too much! Too insanely great!

Eventually, she had to pull off again. It seemed my size was getting to her, at least judging by the increasing amount of tears leaking down her cheeks, despite the fact that she'd stopped her deep throating for now. She went right back to licking me, right on my frenulum, the most sensitive spot just below my cockhead.

With her mouth freed, she goaded me, "Come on, honey, shoot your load!" Her fingers were jacking my pole while her tongue kept on with loud slurps. "Do it, Son! Do it all over me! I'll even... Oh, God... I'll even swallow it if you want!"

I exclaimed, "Shit, you'll do anything to get out of this fuck, won't you?"

She looked up at me pleadingly. "I just want this nightmare to be over, honey. I'm your mother. It's not right. Please!"

By this point, I was sure that her use of the word "nightmare" was hollow. Maybe she'd regret what she did later, but in the heat of the moment she was having a great time. In fact, it seemed obvious to me that she was trying to hide her enthusiasm. But she was failing miserably at that, because she was licking, stroking, and sucking with such gusto.

I played it tough. "Sorry. Maybe if you work hard enough, you'll get me to cum with your mouth. But I can get it up lots of times. Even that won't be enough to stop me from fucking you.""

"We'll see about that! UGH!" She tilted her head back down to my crotch and sighed heavily. Then, after taking a deep breath, she engulfed my cockhead again… and then some! She swallowed at least half of my shaft for starters, and kept struggling and straining as she gobbled down more. She choked and gagged and moaned. Fresh tears came to her eyes. She was going all out, yet again!

I thought, OH SHIT! This is it! She's gonna get me this time, for sure! Mom's deep throating me again! MOM! 

After about twenty seconds, she had every inch of my thick shaft inside her mouth again. She even stuck her tongue out and briefly lapped on my balls for good measure! It was truly incredible! How on Earth could she get my thickness that far down her throat, or even down her throat at all?!

Then she started milking my shaft with her throat muscles.

I thought I'd felt the most intense sexual pleasure already, but this was another quantum leap more intense and arousing than even her last serious deep throating on me! My mother was throat-fucking me, and it was the greatest joy I'd ever experienced in my life, by far!

Yet, somehow, I still didn't cum! I don't even know how I managed that. But it probably helped that I told myself, Okay, come on! You can do it! You can't let her win! Rise above! If I can just hold out a little longer, she'll have no choice but to willingly fuck me! So worth it! Come on! 

Despite all my resolve, I could feel that I was on the cusp of losing control just the same. I would have to let go soon. I unthinkingly grabbed the sides of her head and squeezed tightly as I struggled mightily simply to hold on for a few more seconds.

That head squeeze was a lucky break for me, because it turned out she didn't like that. I'd had my hands on the sides of her head earlier, but the problem was how tightly I was squeezing her head this time.

She pulled all the way off my shaft and glared up at me. "Don't EVER do that! When I'm that far down on you, breathing is a real problem! If you're holding my head like that, I could pass out for lack of oxygen, or even DIE! If you expect me to deep throat you more in the future, you have to let me stay in control of my breathing, so I can feel safe!"

I nodded. I was still far too blown away from the extreme pleasure to talk coherently. But then I did a mental double take. WHOA! Did I just hear that correctly?! She's talking about a future in which she deep throats me more! Hopefully a lot more! How insanely great is that?! 

After a long pause, I finally managed to say, "Got it!"

"Good!" Her irate glare softened, and even turned into a wry smile. Tears of struggle were still streaming down her cheeks, making her look even sexier than usual. It was a real rush to see signs of how intensely she'd been pleasuring my thick pole.

She began lapping on my sweet spot under my cockhead while still jacking me off further down my pole. Apparently, she was gathering her energies for another deep throating. "Damn. I was so close, too. I could feel it. The third time'll be the charm."

Indeed, she'd been extremely close. Even with all my Herculean struggling, I'd been mere moments from letting go when she'd been forced to pull off. But now I could get a relative breather again.




CHAPTER 6

 

It seemed her throat needed a breather too, because she soon engulfed my bulbous knob again, but resorted to regular cocksucking for a while. And "a while" tuned out to be a very long time indeed. It seemed she forgot all about trying to get me to cum right away and just luxuriated in the arousing task of sucking my cock.

I noticed she fingered her privates sometimes. In fact, she eventually untied her red bikini bottom and let it fall to the floor because it kept getting in the way of her self-pleasuring. Judging by her moans and the way her lips would tremble around my shaft, she climaxed every few minutes.

Time lost all meaning for me, and probably for her too. I don't know how long she was at it, but I tried to keep track of how often she came, and based on that, I'd guess she sucked me non-stop for twenty minutes or more!

She never did get back to full deep throating, but she acted like her gag reflex was no impediment, frequently bobbing about halfway down my shaft with ease. She stopped leaking tears once she stopped the deep throating, but I could clearly see the continuing strain and struggle on her face from mere "normal" cocksucking. Yet she seemed to relish the challenge.

My arousal level stayed permanently stuck on "high," or even "extreme." But somehow, after a while, I managed to conduct a conversation of sorts. That was tricky, since her mouth was joyously crammed full of cock-meat, but we soon worked out a system where one "mmmm" from her meant "yes," and two meant "no."

I asked her, "How do you do it? The deep throating, I mean. It seems like you don't have a gag reflex at all."

There was no reply, unless one counted the continued lusty slurping coming from her mouth.

I realized I needed to rephrase the question. "Is that true, that you don't have a gag reflex?"

"Mmmm!" she responded. She looked up at me briefly with a triumphant smirk.

I lovingly ran my hands through her hair on the top of her head. "That's so cool. What a lucky kid her son is, to get to enjoy your talented mouth every day of the week."

She looked up again and tried her best to roll her eyes and let out a muffled murmur of disapproval. To make sure she got her point across, she raised a hand from fondling my balls to briefly wag a finger back and forth where I could see it.

I deliberately played dumb. "What, you don't agree? Oh, I get it. You're trying to say that a mere one blowjob per day won't be enough for you. Well, if that's how you feel, who am I to complain?"

She chuckled at that, and rolled her eyes again. Luckily, by now she was in a very good mood and so she took that sort of joking in the spirit it was intended.

Most importantly, she kept right on relentlessly sucking, no matter what I said. I had some fun with the situation. For instance, at one point, I commented, "You know, I've never really had an extended look at you from this angle. But I'm going to be seeing a lot more of the top of your head from now on, aren't I?"

She moaned unhappily at that, and then said something through her tight lip-lock that sounded a lot like "You wish!"

But despite her protests, it was clear that that sort of talk was arousing to her. In fact, whenever her energy started to flag, all I would have to do was say something like "I wonder how many times a day you're going to spend kneeling naked with your mouth choking on my thick cock," and she would get a renewed burst of energy.

It was great! I felt just like I did during the long suck sessions Dusty gave me, where I could ride the joy pretty much forever. Except Mom was consistently even more talented and energetic, but still somehow managed to keep me just shy of cumming. Plus, the mere fact that she was "Mom" kept me flying higher than a kite!

At one point, I looked down at her, and had an epiphany of sorts. Her eyes were closed, and there was a blissed out look on her face, so she had no idea I was closely examining her. Clearly, she was having a great time. I stared intently at her sliding puffy red lips, her high cheekbones, her shapely eyebrows, her brown bangs hanging down her forehead, her tears dried on her cheeks, the blush on her face, and more. I was overcome by her sheer beauty, not to mention the off-the-charts sexual pleasure!

Then, as my epiphany, I thought, I don't care what it takes. I'll lie, cheat, steal. Murder. Kill. Anything! I'll stop at nothing to make Mom my own so I can enjoy this on a daily basis! She's so far beyond the girls I've been dating. They're the little leagues. She's a major league super star! Fuck! She's so naturally talented at this, but what really gets me is her passion! She just loves to suck my cock! Period! 

And… come on! She talks like she just wants to get this over with, but her body betrays her. Her MOUTH betrays her! Good God, what a mouth! Between what her lips and tongue are doing to me, not to mention her busy fingers… UGH! There's no way in hell she isn't loving this just as much as I am! She has GOT to want to do this again and again! Even if she says otherwise with words, I'll know the truth from absolutely everything else, especially that sultry and even needy look on her face!

My constant joy was somewhat blemished by my endless fight to delay orgasm. But I kept telling myself that I had to win the upper hand. It wasn't just that if she couldn't get me off with her mouth it would be a hell of a lot easier talking her into fucking, although that was a big factor. Even more important, I felt, was that I took control from the very start. If she felt she could play me like a fiddle with her lips and tongue, our entire sexual relationship would evolve in a different way than if she was under the impression that I only climaxed when I wanted to.

I told myself that this first time was the key, to show her what I was capable of, and that I was the undisputed boss in our new sexual world. Once she knew that, I wouldn't have to prove myself anymore and I'd be able to cum whenever I felt like it. That worked like a charm with Dusty and my previous girlfriends, so why wouldn't it work with Mom?

More time passed. I sensed that she was getting desperate. She'd given me her best "oral attack," even two serious deep throating efforts early on, but I'd managed to hold out through it all. Thanks to my cock size, her hand, tongue, lips, and jaw were all getting tired.

She finally pulled her lips all the way off. She looked up at me with near disbelief in her eyes. "UGH! Peter, don't you EVER cum?! What do I have to do to bring this to an end?!"

I asked, "Do you really want this to end?"

She looked indignant. "OF COURSE! What do you take me for?! I'm doing this under protest."

I didn't believe that anymore, but I decided to let it slide for now. I told her, firmly, "Well, Mom, the sooner we start fucking, the sooner it will be."

Exasperated, she stood up, without even her red bikini bottoms. She was a true vision, naked from head to toe, except for the high heels still on her feet.

I got a good look at the fact that her bush was shaved off. Of course I knew that from the hotel room video, but it was quite a sensory overload to see it up close, as well as smell her arousal.

She made no effort to cover her privates, and actually seemed to be standing proud of her total nudity. She griped, "Do you really have to call me 'Mom?' Now, of all times?!"

I smirked. "I do…" After a dramatic pause, I added, "Mom."

She rolled her eyes. Apparently, she was forgetting how she kept calling me "Son."

Wrapping one hand casually around my raging pole, and yanking it a few more times, she gave me that bitter, smoldering look again. "Are you really determined to fuck me?"

"Yes." It was a no-brainer at this point. Why not have it all?

She knelt back down until her head was level with my crotch. She leaned back in and lapped her talented tongue all over my wet cockhead, even as she asked me, "Don't you realize how wrong it is?"

"Yes, I do."

"It's incest!"

"I know."

She rolled her eyes at my confident, quick answers, even as she kept on lapping around my cockhead. Her eyes narrowed as she thought intently, trying to figure out some new deal. "Okay. How about this? What if I agree to suck your cock in the future? Not just this one time today, but as much as you want!"

I gave her an impatient look. "Mom, you don't understand. You're going to do that anyway. You know as well as I do that after what's just happened, there's no going back. You love it too much."

"I do not!"

I said gleefully, "So she says, even as she keeps licking my shaft like a lollipop."

I sensed she was going to pull her head away as soon as I said that, because nobody likes being exposed as a hypocrite. But I'd already put my hands on her head, and before she had time to react, I pulled her head in until my cockhead was back inside the welcoming wet heat of her mouth.

She was miffed, and let out a mewl of protest, but she couldn't stop herself from sucking and bobbing with what had become her usual enthusiasm.

I let her do that for a couple of minutes. The room was dead silent except for her loud and lusty slurping.

Finally, I asked her, "So... you were saying? Something about how you're resolved never to suck my cock again after today? How everything's going to go back to 'normal?'"

She reluctantly pulled off, but kept holding and stroking my boner, even as she remained bent over in a lewd pose. She sighed heavily. "Everything SHOULD go back to normal. But that's impossible, isn't it? This is so fucked up! I didn't expect THIS to happen!"

I admitted, "I didn't either, but it is what it is. Let's face it: both of us are having too much fun not to want to do it again. And again."

She looked up into my eyes questioningly.

I smiled back down at her with all the confidence and dominance I could muster.

She shook her head and sighed again. "Ugh! Maybe... maybe you're right. I don't know. I'm feeling very confused and conflicted right now." She finally dropped all the way down and resumed licking my shaft. "But... but... even if you're right, there's blowjobs and there's blowjobs. I don't have to be so enthusiastic, you know. For instance, deep throating. That's a really tough ordeal!"

"I can imagine!" I commented with undisguised awe at her talent. "Actually, I can't imagine, but I have some vague glimmer. What's the story with you having no gag reflex, by the way, now that you can talk?"

She took a hand off my balls to briefly wave it dismissively. "Let's talk about that later. I'm trying to come up with a good offer that'll stop you from fucking me. What if we get back to that 'blank check' idea? You can have EVERYTHING you want. Absolutely EVERYTHING! The BMW, Cindy - if she'll agree to it, that is - and more. Even unlimited deep throating. Plus, you can fuck my tits as much as you like, and whatever other depraved things you want to do to me. You'd be living in paradise, a sexual paradise. Especially since I don't see you giving up Dusty."

I smirked. "No. Why should I?"

Mom groaned. "God. You really are a fucking bastard. A lucky bastard too! Just because you have this huge cock, you think you can rule the world." Even as she complained, she kept on licking and stroking said cock.

"Well, it's working pretty well for me so far," I pointed out.

"I can't deny that." She sighed yet again. "But anyway, you can have all that. And all you have to agree to is to not go over that one sacred line of fucking."

I was secretly triumphant, but I maintained a hard line. "Mom, you still don't understand. You're not in a position to negotiate. I've got to fuck you today. I just have to. At least once. I won't be able to study or work, or even think or breathe, until I do this. It's my personal obsession. There's no way I can resist! Afterwards, we can talk about the future, but for now, this HAS to happen!"

She frowned as she thought that over (while still lapping on my cockhead). She seemed to come to a conclusion that there simply was no way to deny me from my ultimate fantasy.

While she was thinking, I pondered my heart, searching for any last minute regrets. There were none. I would have felt differently if she seemed miserable, or even unwilling, but I could tell that her lust had turned into a raging fire. She was still trying to do the "right thing" by protesting, but I was confident that on some deeper level she was eager to get fucked by her own son.

She looked so incredibly fucking hot kneeling there in nothing but high heels. Even as she pondered her situation while staring off into space, her tongue and fingers continued to lazily stimulate my thick pole with surprisingly talented moves. It seemed that even her "auto-pilot" licking was quite pleasurable.

She finally looked back up into my eyes, gave a slight nod, and grumbled, "Fine! I guess there's just no way to get out of this. So we might as well get on the bed and get it over with."

She disengaged from my privates and stood all the way up. Curiously, she picked up her bikini bottoms and tied them back on, even though she had to know they'd be coming off again shortly.

"Yes, ma'am." I cupped my hands under her huge tits and leaned forward and down to give each of them another quick suck.

She closed her eyes and winced, trying to resist the pleasure. "God damn you! Why do you have to have such a fucking huge dick?! You're making this so difficult for me."

I just chuckled at that, after giving each of her nipples a brief taste. I took "so difficult" to mean that she was frustrated at how much she was enjoying herself when she was "supposed" to be hating the experience. "Be honest. Don't you enjoy sucking it?"

She gave me her best incredulous look. "Enjoy it? Don't make me laugh! Do you realize what a terrible ORDEAL sucking you off is?! You're way too thick! It's downright painful for me. Did you see the tears rolling down my face?" She brought her hands to her cheeks and wiped them clean to emphasize her point.

I responded, "Yeah, but those were tears of struggle, or even tears of joy."

"HA!" She snorted and chuckled derisively. "'Tears of joy?' Don't flatter yourself. I'll admit that it, er, it wasn't exactly unpleasant…" It seemed that she was making more of an effort to appear reluctant, now that she wasn’t' actively in contact with my cock.

Now it was my turn to chuckle derisively. "Come on, Mom. You can try to downplay it all you want, but I saw you and felt you. You totally loved it! You were so into it that it took my breath away. You put all the girls I've ever been with to shame. You blew them out of the water! Even Dusty!"

She couldn't resist smirking and smiling a little bit at that. "I did, didn't I? Hmmm…" Her resistance failed and she broke into a wide smile. "Really? Even Dusty? I have to admit... sometimes, I check on your door when you and her are in your bedroom, supposedly working on homework. I hear the most interesting slurping and feminine moaning sounds. And they go on and on forever. And the way I hear you bark out orders to her. You really have her under your heel. She must be one hot slut!"

Those words were a pleasant surprise. "Oh, she is. But look at you. She'd turn green with jealousy if she could see you right now, with your stunning face and your outrageous curves."

Mom seemed pleased with that. She looked jaw-droppingly gorgeous already just standing there, but she was inspired to strike an even more provocative pose, with a cocked hip and a hand on that hip for good measure. "Do you think? But I'm twice her age. And her breasts are pretty big too."

"Mom, you've literally driven me to insanity with my desire for you, so you know how I feel. But I love the idea of you eavesdropping on Dusty and me. I had no idea. I can totally picture you getting all hot and bothered from listening in, and then rushing back to your bedroom to take care of your overheated pussy."

I must have hit a bull's eye, because she blushed profusely, and tried to change the subject. "Enough talking! I still say I'm doing all this under protest. Now, are you going to fuck me or what?!"

I felt shivers of excitement race up and down my spine as I realized how tantalizingly close I was to realizing my ultimate dream. I took her by the hand and led her to the bed.

Holy shit, I'm really going to do it! My plan has worked. I'm going to bang my own stacked and stunning mother! Today! Right here, right now!

She struck another sexy pose while standing by the bed, with both of her hands on her hips this time. "What position do you want to start in?" she asked matter-of-factly.

I looked up and down her perfect nude body but, for once, my attention was on her shaved pussy mound instead of her great tits. I could see her pussy lips were sopping wet and swollen with excitement.

After a pause, I managed to reply, "Missionary." In a few minutes, my dick is going to be inside there. Inside her. Mom! Squeezed tight, just like how it felt inside her mouth, but probably even better. Holy fucking fuck! 

"Good," she said, gazing down at my still erect cock as we stood beside the bed. "I need to get used to that thing at first."

I knelt in front of her. "You won't be needing these anymore," I said, sliding her high-cut bikini bottoms down over her shapely thighs.

It fell to her ankles and she stepped out of it. Her bald beaver was now in my face.

I reveled in the pleasure of exposing my mother like this. And to think, I'm about to slide my cock into that thing. Oh, man, this is going to be good! I planted a quick kiss on her mound.

A shudder coursed up her frame.

She said in a pissed off voice, "I hope you're happy! You have me completely naked and under your power. Just like how you treat all your girlfriends, you cocky fuck! You're going to fuck the hell of out me with your huge cock, and there's not a damn thing I can do to stop you!" At least her voice started off pissed off, but it ended dripping with lust and desire.

She started to move towards the bed, but then she had second thoughts. "Wait! Before we do this, let me go freshen up. I'm a sweaty mess."

I looked her over curvy naked body again, which was always a pleasure. I realized that she almost certainly didn't care about being a "sweaty mess," and just wanted to get away from me for a few minutes to give herself a chance to calm down.

To counter that, I said, "All the better! I love the 'sweaty mess' look. I wouldn't have it any other way. It makes you look even more beautiful, extra wild and wanton. Come here."

She frowned, since she didn't know how to leave the room to cool off after I said that. Instead, she hesitantly stepped forward. "We're just going to do this one time, right? That's the agreement. One and done."

I replied carefully, "Unless you want more, of course."

She laid across the bed on a diagonal and spread her legs. She finally kicked her high heels off, sending them flying across the room.

I got between her luscious, muscular thighs, with my nearly foot-long cock loitering thick and stiff above her beaver. I looked down at her enormous tits, which were quivering slightly even when she wasn't moving, since she was panting with desire.

I could see that her entire body was trembling slightly. Her eyes opened wide in alarm as she saw me get into position. She muttered half-heartedly, "We really shouldn't be doing this. I made a mistake sucking you off like that. I don't know what got into me, but I got too carried away. There's something about the wrongness of it that kind of makes me crazy. Shouldn't we take a little rest first, and make sure this is what we want to do?!"

I ignored her comments, except to say, "I'm sure. Believe me. I've never been more sure about anything in my life!"

Despite the momentous nature of what we were about to, I felt surprisingly calm. The hard part for me had been having to blackmail someone I love. This was the heavenly payoff for going through and sticking with my plan.

She looked into my eyes and sighed with resignation. "I should have known it would come to this eventually, one way or another. Between my body, and especially my breast size, and then your cock size, not to mention your notorious sexual talent and insatiable lust, I suppose it was kind of inevitable. I tried so hard to hold out and resist my urges! I really did! And it was all for nothing!"

I was very interested to hear her admit that she'd had urges for me, strong urges, well before the blackmail began. That gave me more enthusiasm to give her the fucking of her life.




CHAPTER 7

 

"Ready?" I asked her. I was pleasantly surprised that she wasn't protesting more about how "immoral" this was and trying to make more new bargains with me. It was more like she was eager but trying hard to hide her eagerness.

We both looked down and she tensed at the sight of my huge shaft pointing hands-free at her pussy.

"Oh, lord, honey!" she said, drawing a breath. "Wait, wait!" She reached down and started fingering her clit. "Let me make sure. I'm fucking plenty wet already, but I'm going to need to be as wet as Niagara Falls to take YOUR size! That damn thing is inhuman! Sometimes I feel so sorry for your girlfriends, especially when I hear them screaming their heads off."

I must admit that I made an effort to fuck my girlfriends in my bedroom as much as possible, with a hope that Mom would overhear all the sexual excitement from time to time. That plan appears to have worked.

I watched her fingers diddle her pussy for a few seconds, and then decided to join in. I took my cock in one hand and brought the cockhead to where her fingers were.

She looked down again. "Wait, Son, don't screw me yet. Honey, please, you'll hurt me!"

"I'm not putting it in," I reassured her. "I'm just helping you get ready."

"Okay," she said softly. "I have to admit… I'm afraid! I'm a size queen, but you take the cake! I've dealt with this length, though rarely, but not this kind of width. Not ever. And that's the killer! And both... at the same time?! Good Lord! And you're my son, of all people! This is so insane! Please… be gentle!"

I said, "I will. At first. But later, I'll drill you like a jackhammer!"

Her eyes bugged out. "Oh God! Lord, have mercy on me!" She reached out and took my hand. "Promise me one thing!"

"What's that?"

"We'll do it just this one time, and then never again! The other stuff… okay. I'll even admit I enjoy that, and I wouldn't exactly mind doing it again. But fucking is real incest."

I interrupted, "Wait. Just so I'm clear. You're saying you enjoy sucking my cock, and want to do it again? Of your own free will? Sucking your very own son's cock?"

She winced, then briefly closed her eyes altogether. "Do you have to put it like that?! Are you trying to make me die of shame? You saw it and felt it, like you said. I fucking enjoyed it, okay?! There! Are you happy?!"

"Yes, actually. Very!" I smiled warmly and held her hand.

She broke into a smile too, and laughed with some relief. "I'll bet. You lucky son of a bitch!" She laughed some more, and I did too.

But then she grew more serious. "Let's not talk about that right now, okay? This is difficult enough as it is. What we just did… well, I could kind of justify it as not REALLY incest. But fucking… Actual vaginal fucking… I'll have to look at myself in the mirror without crying from shame. It's wrong, and you know it! So please! Tell me this is a one-time thing!"

"Sorry, no promises. We'll see how you feel later." I wanted to tell her that once I started fucking her, I had no plans of ever stopping, but I figured that would only needlessly distress her at this point.

"Oh GOD!" She wailed. She probably realized on some level that she was going to be fucked by me from now on, just as she was already coming to accept that she was going to be my personal cocksucker. Such thoughts must have been daunting for her, given her fear of my size, and especially my thickness.

I pressed the tip of my cockhead against her clit and rubbed it up and down gently, then more firmly.

Her hand stayed there, the index and middle finger continuing to do their thing, even though it seemed her pussy already couldn't get any wetter. Then she took her hand away and drew a long breath.

I kept working my glans against her clit.

"Yeah, just a little more like that," she said, looking down as if inspecting my technique.

I thought, Now, this is progress! My goal is not only to have sex with her, but for her to love it. Then she'll not only be my fuck pet, but my eager fuck pet. And here we are, lying naked on my bed while I rub my head against her clit to get her hot and wet. Wow! 

I probably should mention at this point that my ultimate version of my ultimate fantasy was not just fucking my own mother, but turning her into my "fuck pet." That was a term that Dusty first used for herself. At first, as one of the most beautiful girls in school, she was very stuck-up, arrogant, and demanding. But I managed to turn that around to the point that she reveled in being my "fuck pet," which meant obeying my every sexual command.

Of course, why wouldn't I love it if Mom adopted that same attitude? And I had high hopes that I could "fuck her into submission," just as I did with Dusty, thanks mostly to my genetic advantage. Having a huge dick really is winning the sexual lottery of life!

Mom could still claim she wasn't enjoying this, but that claim grew shakier with each heavy breath she drew.

She gripped me around the arms and looked into my eyes with new resolve. "I'm ready as I'll ever be to commit this crime!"

I looked down to guide my big log into her.

She rose up on her elbows to follow my gaze. "Good lord, Peter!" she intoned, her mind evidently reeling once more at the size of my monstrous cock. "Why are you so fucking hung?! You're going to split me in two!"

She suddenly exclaimed, "WAIT! Wait, wait, wait! I'll make you a deal! I'll suck your cock any time you want! Deep throat it! Titfuck it too! Just so long as you agree we can NEVER fuck again after this! It'll make me feel a lot better for committing this… this... evil deed!"

I pointed out, "You already offered that. And you admitted that you're willing and even eager to suck my cock a lot more in the future."

"Yes, but I'm saying I'll do ANYTHING for you, at ANY time! I'll be your willing… whatever."

"Sex pet?" I suggested.

Her eyes widened in alarm upon hearing that term. But she visibly steeled her resolve. "Yes! God help me, even that! Your busty and beautiful sex pet mother, ready to suck your cock or titfuck it anytime you want, at the snap of your fingers. I'll be willing, so very willing and eager!"

I was eager to get on with the fucking, but I had to pause to revel in what she was talking about. "So, wait. What if you come by my room to check on me, as you do, and I order you to strip and drop to your knees?"

She winced, but reluctantly nodded. "That... that could happen. Assuming your father isn't home, of course!"

"SWEET!" I pumped a fist in the air.

She tried to get back on track, with a stern face. "And all I ask in return is that you limit fucking me to just this one time, to satisfy your sick curiosity!"

I shook my head, as if sad at her lack of understanding. "Mom, you still don't get it. You're in no position to negotiate, now or ever. I hold all the cards, and I'm not afraid to lose them."

She looked crestfallen. "So… no deal?!"

I replied firmly, "Sorry, no deal." I was gambling that she'd love getting fucked so much that she'd soon change her tune about the "morality" of fucking. Plus, with my dick literally resting on her sopping wet pussy, I figured it was too late for us to turn back now.

She panted, "You bastard!" Strangely, it appeared that her arousal doubled in an instant, despite the fact that she was extremely horny already. The lusty gaze in her eyes was almost too intense for eye contact.

I pushed my cockhead between her nether lips, which began to stretch taut around it.

"Ooh, go slow, Son! Please go slow at first until I get used to you -- if I even can!"

"That's what all the girls say," I told her smugly.

"Oh, Peter," she said, disgusted. "Must you remind me that you're turning me into just another one of your many busty and beautiful conquests?"

"Yes!" I said with a cheeky smile. "I must!"

She couldn't resist grinning back. But then her face hardened back into resolve, as she sensed I was about to push in deeper.

I slid the first two or three inches into her. God, it felt intense! I was well aware that I was truly living the dream. I couldn't have been any more thrilled.

She bit her lip to stifle a cry and her hands gripped my arms tighter. "Easy, Peter, easy. Oh, God! My son is starting to fuck me! Good Lord! You're HUGE!"

"That's one reason why you're going to enjoy this so much." I couldn't resist being cocky in my moment of triumph.

"Please stop saying that! I'm never going to enjoy this. If you weren't my son, it would be different! I would be totally creaming and screaming my head off already! But you are, and we're doing this strictly for you, to get all of your wicked urges out of your system."

I figured that was a bullshit justification, but I refrained from saying anything to dissuade her.

She raised her head to look down at the penetration again. She was grunting hard. "God fucking dammit! That hurts! Believe me, Peter, considering the situation, I wish you were a little smaller!"

"You'll be singing a different tune in a few minutes," I said, giving her another two inches and watching her nether lips inhale my shaft, from a wonderful point of view between her huge, jiggling tits.

"UNNNRRGH!" she practically screamed. Then, trying to stick to her reluctant role, she complained, "Why do you have to be so cocky and arrogant? A mere teenager like Dusty might get off on that macho act, but not me."

I ignored that, since pushing in was taking up all my attention. "God, your pussy's tight!"

"UGH! This... this is so wrong! Just… have your wicked fun and get it… over with! Cum inside me, already!"

Now that I was fairly deeply impaled inside her, I couldn't resist cheekily telling her, "I have a lot of 'wicked urges!' I'm sure it's going to take me a lot more than one session to squirt them all out of me and onto you! And into you!"

"Oh, Son!" She moaned. "Oh no! Don't say that! You have me... in… in such a compromised position… Buck naked and... and helpless! Skewered on your thick pole! I'm a married woman! You're soooo baaaaad!" Her entire body was writhing with lusty need.

As I expected, her pussy couldn't swallow my entire cock -- few women are dug deep enough to take nearly a foot of man-meat -- but she took a helluva lot of it, about eight inches. With two inches to go and my big nuts clinging tight and horny to the base of my fuckstick, my cockhead came to rest against her cervix.

"Ungh!" she exclaimed softly, biting her lip once again. "Good fucking LORD! Is that all of it already?! Jesus!"

"Never been filled up like this, have you?" I asked arrogantly.

"No," she huffed, still wincing. New sweat was starting to roll down her stunning face, with her cheeks still wet with tears from her earlier deep throating effort. Some of her brown bangs were sticking to her forehead. "Oh God! I HAVE to resist! So full! So full! This feeling... I've never… I've never… OH LORD!"

I was in my element now. Thanks to all my experience with Dusty and my previous girlfriends, I certainly knew how to fuck. I gave her a long, slow first thrust and felt her hot, tight pussy suck at my shaft skin. I pulled my cock all the way out to the head and then drove it gently home again.

She drew her knees up and grasped them in her hands. "UGH! Fuck! How is it possible that you, my son, have your fucking massive dick inside me?! I'm trying not to love this, but you're making that impossible!"

Seeing her in that inviting, open pose caused my lusty desire to soar even higher. I knew that would allow me to plow her even deeper. Sure enough, I was able to push in another inch with my next thrust. I had nine inches inside her!

"DEAR GOD! HAVE MERCY!" She screamed in what seemed to be a mixture of pain and pleasure. "SON! UUUNNNGH! HNNNG! You're so DEEP!"

"Get used to it, Mom! You like that feeling? Get used to it! Now that I started fucking you, why should I ever stop?!"

She wailed in distress, "Oh, Son! Don't say that!"

I kept on thrusting. I ever so gradually picked up the pace, like a mile-long freight train gathering momentum.

Any other woman would have been moaning her head off by now, but Mom just stared up at me with a mix of scorn and defiance, but also unabashed lust.

I stared back into her shimmering brown eyes. We were having an emotional bonding moment, even if she would never admit it. She looked like she was swooning.

Finally, after a long silence, she muttered, "You fucking bastard! You're going to make me love this!"

I just smirked at that. Actions spoke louder than words, and I was steadily pumping in and out of her hot, tight cunt.

After another minute or two of increasingly pleasurable steady thrusting, I laughed out loud.

She panted, "What? What's so funny?"

"Sorry. I'm not laughing at you; I'm just laughing for pure joy! I'm thinking about how great this feels, but also about how great it'll be to have you as my 'busty and beautiful sex toy mother' ready to suck my cock whenever I snap my fingers!"

She wailed in lusty distress, "Oh God! Don't remind me of that! You're going to make me spend half the fucking day on my knees, crying from the struggle as you fuck my throat! Aren't you?!"

"Oh, hell yeah!"

She squealed, and quite possibly climaxed. I couldn't be sure, but her body trembled a lot and I could feel her pussy lips convulsing around my shaft. She yelled, "YOU BASTARD!"

I ignored that, and asked, "Did you just cum?"

"NO!"

"From thinking about how much you're gonna be sucking my cock from now on?"

"NO, already! Shut the fuck up! Stop talking about that! I'm too fucking horny already!" She gasped, as she belatedly realized what she'd admitted to.

I decided to take it easier on her for a while. Besides, we were both so worked up that it was next to impossible to keep a conversation going anyway. I closed my eyes and fully concentrated on the fucking motions. Looking at her naked body, and especially her bouncy huge tits, was far too stimulating anyway.

I didn't feel the need to hold out for ages, like before, but I did at least want to impress her with my stamina before I gave in and let the cum fly. Plus, I didn't want to get into an argument with her over what fucking "just once" consisted of. It was better if I could keep drilling her until her lingering resistance completely broke.

The room was silent for a couple of minutes save for the squeaking bed springs and a lot of heavy breathing from both of us. I was steadily plowing into her.

"I'm fucking you, for real," I finally said to her, opening my eyes and grinning down at her bombshell tanned body. "This isn't just another dream! I never thought you'd let me do it!"

She gave a surprisingly verbose response. "I didn't plan to, even when I put on the bikini. I really thought I could satisfy you with a handjob. That would have been enough for most teenage boys. Or, failing that, the blowjob. I figured nobody could resist my deep throating technique."

"But I did!" I said, while grunting, and plowing deep inside her.

"You did, you fucking… stud! How you did that, I'll never know! Believe me, Son, I never, ever intended to go this far! I didn't want to unleash… certain feelings…" She raised her head and looked down at the action. "Oh, shit!" She sighed at the visual reminder that I really was balls-deep inside her.

"Yeah, look at that," I encouraged. "Look at my big cock servicing your pussy. Although, it's more like your cunt is serving my cock!"

"Peter, please don't say things like that! Even… even if it's true!"

"You know you like it. I heard you talking dirty to Jim on the tape."

"That was different. You're my… my… We need to stay dis… dispassionate… HNNG!"

For all her protests, she was actually coming around quite nicely. She had let go of her knees and put her arms up around my back. She wasn't clawing me or even rubbing, mind you, not yet, at least. But her breathing and facial expression showed that I was getting to her in a profound way.

Every few strokes, I went extra deep into her, and then savored being fully sheathed in her for a few seconds. Each time I did that, I watched her eyes close and her face tense up as if holding back a moan. She bit her lip more and more often.

I looked down at my crotch and started doing her even harder. It was incredible watching my thickness slide in and out, like a piston in motion. This is the woman who birthed me! Who raised me! Who changed my diapers! Fuck! 

We were approaching the tempo and intensity of serious fucking. I thought, She's the best fuck ever! And that's with her still trying to resist. I'm going to make this woman scream in orgasm if it's the last thing I ever do! 

"It's good, isn't it?" I asked.

She ignored me. But her ample chest was heaving from her heavy breathing, and her face was flushed from shame and arousal.

I persisted, "There's no way you can't be loving this."

"I just want you to enjoy it so you'll get what you want," she said between ragged breaths. "But not so much that you'll be tempted to fuck me again and again and again."

"Sorry. Too late on that one. You're going to be my favorite fuck bunny from now on!"

"Bastard!" Her tone was still detached, but she was now rubbing my back with her hands. "That'll never happen!"

I was testing her with the term "fuck bunny." I liked that she didn't seem to complain about it specifically. "What's going to stop me?!"

She merely tried to give me the evil eye. But even as she did that, she was humping her ass to match my thrusts, helping me penetrate her even deeper.

Bingo! She's starting to give in!

I shifted gears again and began pounding her in earnest, my pelvis whacking loudly against hers as my beef-stick pummeled her tight, wet slit.

Her huge breasts pinwheeled and slammed into each other.

She was still silent, but her lip-biting was now almost constant. She seemed to be trying her damnedest to control her breathing, as if she knew she could no longer exhale without moaning in a very sexy and erotic manner.

"You've gotta be loving this," I said, panting from the exertion. "There's no way you can't."

Scrunching her eyes shut, she shook her head.

I prodded, "So you deny that you're enjoying this?!"

She barked back defiantly, "Whatever enjoyment I'm feeling is irrelevant! I'm doing this under protest, because it's wrong!"

I slowed my thrusting down. "So… maybe I should stop?"

She yelled in sudden distress, "Don't you fucking DARE!" She largely made up for my slowing down by increasing her counter-thrusts with her talented hips.

Soon, I was back to pounding in and out at full speed. I was having too much fun fucking her to keep up teasing her by stopping or even slowing down for long.

She seemed to make a small prayer. "Just this one time, please, God! Then I'll be good and faithful! I swear it!"

The look on her gorgeous face was priceless. One could read the struggle between pleasure and morality like it was an open book.

"You want to change positions?" I asked, after a few more minutes of steady pounding.

"It's up to you, Son." That made her do a double take. "Oh God! You're my SON! And you're fucking me into oblivion! And you're so fucking HUNG!"

"I want to give it to you side-saddle." I pulled my dick out of her and dismounted to the left.




CHAPTER 8

 

She rolled to the other side and lay on her hip.

I spooned up behind her and lifted her top leg. This left me with no hands free.

During the break in the action, I just barely heard her quietly make a small prayer. "Dear God, please give me the strength not to cum! Or at least to not cum yet again. It doesn't count unless I have a really big one!"

I already was determined to make her cum until she was screaming her head off, but hearing that redoubled my resolve.

"Guide me in," I said commandingly.

She complained, "We really need to talk about your arrogance when it comes to sex." She reached down and grasped my tool, and gave it a couple of strokes. As she jacked me off, she asked, "Where did you get this sexual confidence?"

"As you've noted, I've fucked my fair share of sexy babes. And yes, they've all been stacked and beautiful. But not like you. I feel like that's all been training to get me ready to fuck you into oblivion from now on."

"Please! Don't say that! This is a one-time thing, I tell you! And take it easy on me! You're going to make me love it too much!"

"That's the basic idea!" I snickered.

"Bastard!" she cursed again. But then she aimed my cockhead back into her slit.

I pushed forward with my hips and drove my thick pole back into paradise, all the way to the hilt.

She craned her neck forward to watch it go into her. "UNNNNGH! HNNNNG! MERCY!"

I grunted in lusty awe at how great she felt. "God, I can't get over how tight your pussy is!"

She spoke with tremendous passion. "Oh, Son! I can't get over how fucking enormous you are! You're so big, every woman must feel tight to you!"

"Mom, I'm telling you, I've fucked sixteen-year-olds whose pussies weren't as snug as yours."

She groaned sexily, "I'm sure you have, you fucking sex machine! Mine won't be tight after much more of this. I'll be like the Lincoln Tunnel! Poor Dusty. You've ruined her for all other cocks, I'm sure. You're going to ruin me as well! Even big ones!"

Reaching around and fondling her right tit, I gave her long, strong strokes. I commented, "That's true. It'll mean you can only get fucking satisfaction from me!"

"UNNNGH!" Her body trembled. She clenched her teeth and shut her eyes tightly as she apparently fought the urge to have a massive orgasm.

Then, after she apparently won that battle, she opened her eyes and stared at me incredulously. "What if… what if you're right?! But… no! I can't cum! I won't! NEVER!"

Soon she shut her eyes again. She gradually changed her breathing, taking slow, deliberate breaths each time. It seemed she realized just how erotic her sexy panting sounded, and she was still valiantly trying to conceal just how very aroused she was.

"Come on, Mom, let it out," I whispered in her ear, pumping in and out of her tight tunnel a little faster. "If it's good, at least give me a little feedback."

Again, she shook her head.

"Okay, don't say anything. Just nod your head if you're truly enjoying this."

She nodded instantly.

"I knew it," I said, kissing her on the cheek, while keeping the fucking motion going. "C'mon, stop holding back! You know how much I love you. That's why I have to fuck you. I need to love you this way too."

Like a human balloon filled to the bursting point, she suddenly couldn't take any more. It seemed that "I love you" were the magic words.

"OH!" she exploded with relief and ecstasy. "OH! OH! OH, GOD, PETER! FUCK ME, SWEETHEART, FUCK ME! SON! I LOVE YOU TOO! SO MUCH! YES! YES, IT'S GOOD! IT'S SO FUCKING GOOD! IT'S THE FUCKING BEST!" She shouted "BEST!" twice as loud as the rest.

"Finally!" I said in triumph. "What took you so long?!"

With her free hand she reached up and brought my face down to hers. Then something I didn't expect happened: we kissed. Since we weren't facing each other, it wasn't a full-on kiss but instead more of a mid-air tongue-tangle. She tasted vaguely sweet, like powdered sugar or a drop of Frangelico.

And all the while, the divine fucking kept going strong.

She moved her lips up to my ear. Her scorn and restraint was long gone.

It seemed that she'd been holding back from cumming for a long time and finally gave in, because we had to stop kissing for her to free her mouth. Then she incoherently screamed her head off for the next minute or two!

It was all I could do not to cum too, given the way her pussy walls quivered and shook around my shaft as she came and came. It felt fantastic!

Finally, she came down from her orgasmic high just enough to cry out intelligible words. "Fuck me, Son! Fuck me so fucking good! Oh, God! I can't fight it any longer! I love it! I need it! I love YOU! I love that you're fucking me! Don't stop for anything!"

I returned the gesture, tonguing her ear for a few minutes while she clawed at my hair and moaned lewdly. And all the while, I kept on sawing in and out of her.

Then we both looked down between her legs again.

She exclaimed, "Look at you! Look at how you fill me up! Oh, yeah, fuck me, Son! Fuck me good! I love that you're my son! I love that you're so hung! Jesus Christ, your cock is so big! It's INCREDIBLE! If I had known it felt like this, I would never have argued with you! I would have dropped to my knees and sucked you off right then and there!"

I gave her deep, slow thrusts and felt her squirm with pleasure. "Good! Because you'll be doing a lot of that from now on! Get used to spending hours on your knees, tears rolling down your cheeks from all your deep throating!"

"OH GOD! AAAAIIIIIEEEE!" She had another big orgasm, apparently triggered by that idea, even though she was just getting over her last big one. Her entire body writhed and trembled.

I never stopped my steady thrusting, which apparently caused this orgasm of hers to last longer and with greater intensity. It looked like she was having one orgasm hit her while she was still reeling from another one.

After a couple of minutes, she seemed to more or less recover from that.

I was still steadily drilling her. It was the perfect amount of wetness, tightness, and friction. It seemed our bodies were built for this, perfectly designed to give pleasure to each other.

"Oooooooh, yeah," she groaned, wrinkling her brows. "That was so fucking INCREDIBLE! Fuck, you're so good, Son! God DAMN! You're the BEST!"

After a long pause, I couldn't resist teasing her by asking, "So, are you still insisting we fuck just this once?"

She blasted me, "You fucking ASSHOLE!" But then she laughed. "You know I'm not insisting that anymore, you son of a bitch! It's too fucking good! I can't resist!"

"Good!" I panted. "Neither can I! Let's do a lot of not resisting together!"

We shared a good laugh at that, even as my thick cock continued to slide in and out of her like a well-oiled piston.

I gloried in running my hands up and down her body. It didn't really matter where; I just loved feeling her silky smooth skin.

After another long pause, she shyly asked, "Are you really going to make me suck you and deep throat you for hours and hours?!"

I nodded vigorously. "Only every chance I get!"

"OH GOD!" Her face was contorted in ecstasy. "What about your girlfriend Dusty though?!"

I honestly told her, "She'll have to make do with less, I guess. I can only cum so many times a day, you know."

"HNNNG!" she wailed lustily. "FUCK! My son is a fucking STUD!"

I reached around and kneaded her right tit again. I was fairly confident I'd won her. To make sure, I asked, "So, what'll happen if I blackmail you with that tape again?"

"You'd better!" She growled. "You'd better fucking blackmail me every fucking day!"

We both laughed at that.

She mewled orgasmically at the way I was groping her huge tit. "Mmmm, yeah, squeeze my breasts, honey! I love that they're so big, so they'll make you stiff and horny all the time! I can't wait until you fuck them!"

"Me either! Speaking of which, want to change position again?"

"Yeah! But not a titfuck yet. I need you in my cunt! I want to ride you!"




CHAPTER 9

 

I pulled out of her and laid on my back. "It's all yours, babe," I announced. "Climb aboard!"

"Jesus Christ!" she swore, gazing at my ten-inch long cock, which was sticking straight up like a lighthouse. Her eyes bugged out. "Dammit! Just look at that monster! I want to suck the hell out it, especially with it looking all wet and swollen and angry like that. No wonder Dusty calls herself your 'fuck pet!'"

I was pleasantly surprised that she was familiar with Dusty using that term. But then again, considering the news that she'd been eavesdropping through my bedroom door, I shouldn't have been surprised, since Dusty and I used that term a lot when we were in private.

On her knees, Mom swung her left leg over me and centered herself. To get my massive flagpole inside her, she was going to need to lean way forward, with her flat stomach against my face, and then reach behind her to guide the sailor into port.

She did just as required, first putting her soft tits in my face. She playfully let them dangle, lightly draping them against me. She muttered, "Gaawwwd! I'm so bad. Look at what you're making me do!" She giggled almost deliriously.

"Farther, Mom," I said between smothered licks of her nipples, which were now very erect.

She panted, "Good God! I'm your mother and you're my son! Keep calling me 'Mom!' It's so fucking wrong, but so fucking HOT!"

"Sure thing, MOM! You realize this makes me an official motherfucker, don't you?"

"HNNNG! Oh God! Oh, WOW! It DOES! Incest IS best! It really is!" She scooted forward.

I felt the bristly scruff of her beaver on my chest.

She reached around and grasped my cock. "God almighty, Son! I hope you don't get any bigger before you stop growing. You might not fit in me at all!"

"I just want to be big enough to please you every night."

"Honey, you've got plenty for that job. In fact, you're hired!"

We both laughed.

She laughed almost deliriously as she marveled, "Can you believe this?! Any of it?! You're talking about fucking me every night, and not only am I agreeing, but in the heat of the moment it sounds like the best thing I've ever heard!"

I was overjoyed too. I gleefully added, "And let's not forget about you sucking me off every day."

"Oh God! Fucking hell! You're blowing my mind! That is so going to happen, whether you like it or not!"

I laughed. "Believe me, I'm gonna like it!"

She laughed too.

I felt her guide my glans between her nether lips. She eased herself onto my pipe.

"Ungh," she groaned. "Ungh. Oh. Oh, Son!" She suddenly yelled louder, apparently hitting another climax from the renewed full feeling. "OH, FUCK, SON! YOUR COCK IS STRETCHING MY PUSSY OPEN! NNNGH! OH, MY GOD, IT'S LIKE GIVING BIRTH! HNNNG! OH, FUCK, YES!"

"You can take it," I encouraged. "Take it all!"

"I'm trying! Dear God, I'm trying!"

As if our bodies were made for doing it like this, my cock found the end of her pussy just as her tits were in my face again.

As I licked and sucked those huge, firm globes, Mom gingerly began impaling herself on my shaft with short, dainty strokes that quickly became bolder.

It wasn't long before I had to stop my licking and sucking, because her great tits were moving around too much. I could still hold and fondle them though, and I certainly did.

Soon, she was screaming and slamming herself down on my baseball bat each and every time, riding me as if I were a wild bronco and sliding her soaked pussy lips all the way to my helmet on each stroke.

"Fantastic!" I yelled. YES! YESSSSS! This was exactly what I've dreamed off all these years! Just look at her flawless, tanned body riding me like that. What a priceless picture! 

As her massive tits bounced around in my hands, practically slapping my face at times, I occasionally looked down to see her beaver churning frantically up and down on my dick.

"Oh, SON! Yes! Yes! Yes! Jesus, this the best sex I've ever had! BY FAR! Yes! Ungh! HNNNG! SO GOOD! TOO GOOD!"

"You're glad we did this now, aren't you?" I asked, nearly speaking into her deep cleavage.

"Oh, God! YES! So overjoyed! You're fantastic, honey! I knew you cock was big, huge even, but I had no idea it could feel like THIS! We've got some issues to work out, especially with me being married, but you know I don't really love him. I sure do love YOU, though. And now we can love each other in this wonderful way. You can fuck me any fucking time you want! I'm yours!"

I felt a thrill race up and down my spine. Those were the words I'd been longing to hear. YESSSSS! Triumph! Things will never be the same! From now on, I'll be living the dream! 

I asked, "What about Jim and your other lovers?"

"HA! Are you kidding me?! So done! The only reason I fucked losers like him was because of this big cock craving of mine. But you're the biggest and the best! I would never fuck anyone else after this!"

I felt more shivers, and goose bumps. Whoa! Did she really just say that?! My every dream is coming true! 

I started giving her slight up-thrusts to meet her strokes. At the same time, I growled possessively, "You're mine! Your body belongs to ME!"

That sent her over the edge. She began cumming again, and even more intensely and vocally than before. "Oh! Son! Deeper! UNH! Just like that! Oh, yes! I'm yours! Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh, Peter! Yes! Yes! Yes! I'm cumming! I'm cumming! Yes! YES! YES! OH, GOD, YES! YES! YES! YES! YOURS! JESUS CHRIST! MY SON! MY BABY! UNNNNNGH. OHHHHH. YES! YES! YES! YES!"

"CUM, BABY!" I yelled. "CUM ALL OVER MY BIG COCK! IT'S WHAT YOU'VE WANTED ALL ALONG!"

At that moment, I finally began cumming too! So intense! UHNGGH! This is the greatest feeling in my life! 

Since I wasn't wearing a condom, I flooded the deepest depths of her vagina.

She could feel me squirting my cum into her, making her yell even louder, "YES! OH! OH! OH! OH! YES! IT IS! NOW! I'M CUMMING! FUCKING FILL ME WITH YOUR HOT SEED! YES! YES! YES! OH! OHHHHHHHH! OHHHHHHHHHHH! AIEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!"

After another minute or two, with my orgasm done and hers finally petering out, her sexy hip churning ground to a halt.

I licked a swath of perspiration from her cleavage.

She dismounted and kissed me. This time, it was a full-on, vacuum-sealed, tonsil inspection. While probing her soft palate with my tongue, I felt her hand wrap around my still very erect cock.

"Don't you ever go flaccid?!" she asked with a smile when she came up for air.

"Nah. Not with you. I love you, Mom. You inspire me like you wouldn't believe!"

"I love you too, Son. But prove the depths of your desire for me by fucking my big tits like you promised! We need to complete the trifecta!"

"Done. I'm so there!"

We laughed like school kids performing a hilarious prank. We were both completely overjoyed that we'd found each other in this way. Any moral qualms were totally forgotten, at least for the time being.

She pushed her tits together from the outer sides, creating a dramatic line of deep cleavage.

There was a blazing fire in her eyes as she said, "Here's a sneak preview of what you'll be fucking in a minute. Son, know that my body belongs to you now! These tits belong to you, for your pleasure!"

She rubbed her massive knockers together, seemingly on the verge of another climax just from doing that.

I was in awe by her words. This was the best case scenario, to say the least! "Do you... do you really mean that?!"

She responded passionately, "Of course I do. I've never felt anything so sincerely, so deeply, in my life! What you were saying before, about making me your 'sex pet,' making me drop to your knees every time you snap your fingers… I want that! I NEED that! I don't know what it is, but I've never felt such joy, such pleasure, such love, as I'm feeling right now! Gaawwwd! Just thinking about you taking total control and fucking me every single day… UNNNGH! I could cum hard again just from the mere thought!"

I felt tingles and shivers all over. I was hoping she'd come on board with the fucking after we did it once, but this was beyond my best hopes. I dared to ask, "What about Dad?!"

Even mentioning him hardly seemed to faze her. "I don't know what we're going to do about your father, but we'll find a way! I want you to never stop fucking me. That's an order!" She laughed at that, but she meant it.

I felt even more triumphant. I'm the king of the world! 

I was feeling so triumphant and reckless that I asked her, "Does that make you my 'fuck pet?'"

Her mouth opened in shock. "That's so WRONG, Son! To call me that, your own mother. So wrong! Poor Dusty. Totally in love with you, in thrall to your cock. Is that what you want?! For me to be just like her?!"

I nodded eagerly.

She asked, "And even have to share you with her, and God knows who else in the future?"

I nodded again.

"Fuck me! This is so fucked up! I'm so far gone that the more wanton and depraved it sounds, the more I like it."

She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. It seemed she was on the cusp of a very important decision.

I tried to be quiet and give her some space.

She finally opened her eyes back up and stared intently at me. "So... yes, that makes me your 'fuck pet.'" She added with growing enthusiasm, "Yes, it does!" She smiled from ear to ear.

For once, I was truly struck speechless. I swear, at that moment, if I tried, I'd have been able to walk on air!

"'Fuck pet.'" She seemed to mull that phrase over in her mind, as if savoring a fine wine. "I like the sound of that. Even better than 'sex pet,' though that sounds great too in my current fucked-up, sex-mad state. It's so right that you're making me into your pet or your toy. You've broken me, so you get me as your prize! Your booby prize!"

We laughed at that. She rubbed her tanned F-cup tits together enticingly, as if I needed any more inspiration.

I felt incredible relief. I was worried that I'd gone too far with that question, but no! She seems to welcome it and be turned on by it! Fuck, yeah! 




CHAPTER 10

 

We switched positions for the titfuck: she laid down and I straddled her beautiful naked torso.

"I've been waiting a long time to do this," I said with increasing excitement.

"I'm not surprised, considering how much you stare at my rack every day. Come on, honey," she said, pressing her grapefruit-sized breasts together. "They're pretty sweaty, and your cock is very wet, so we don't need any lube."

I thought, My cock has just been to paradise; now it's time for heaven. Damn! I can't believe this is really happening! 

I poked my monstrous helmet between her titty mountains, and shoved my shaft into the tight squeeze.

"Mmmmm," I moaned as I watched and felt my boner achieve the long-dreamed-of titfuck pose. "Oh, my God! I've finally got my cock between your tits! I've fantasized about this a million times!"

She raised her head to look down just as my cockhead emerged from her cleavage. "Jesus, look at that thing!" She held her tits from their outer sides, but just kept them still for the time being. "What a sexy fit! To be honest, I've had a lot of fantasies about this too!"

"Really?!" That genuinely surprised me.

She was deliriously happy, and clearly not censoring her feelings any longer. "Hell, yeah! Sometimes, you'd basically titfuck me with your hungry eyes! There were times I managed to mentally blow it off. But other times, I'd have to hurry back to my room and finger myself to a climax! In fact, I blame YOU for making me cheat on your father! I'd see your big bulge and get so hot that only a really big cock could get me off! Eventually I couldn't take it anymore and I needed a big cock fuck, but I couldn't get fucked by you - or so I thought - so I had to go find someone else."

"No more," I told her decisively. I was so overcome with lust and confidence that I boldly declared, "You belong to me now. Every last inch of you!"

"Oh God, I DO! I'm your 'fuck pet,' for real!" Her eyes bugged out, indicating she considered that a profound, serious realization and not just sex talk. That seemed to hit her like a thunderbolt. She actually jerked her head back in surprise at her own words. It made her nearly delirious with lust.

It shook me to my core too. I couldn't keep still a second longer. I drove my cockhead forward to meet her lips.

She polished it with some loud slurping. She was able to get about half of my cockhead inside her mouth, which allowed her tongue to reach further down.

"Fuck, yeah! Blow me while I fuck your big rack!" I said, snarling down at her.

That encouraged her to try harder. She kept right on lapping at my cockhead, like she was trying to give it a spit-shine. All the while, the fantastic feel of her huge, soft tits sliding against the rest of my shaft continued.

But she really blew my mind a few minutes later when she kept sliding more and more of my fat knob in her mouth until she took all it if in! And she still kept the tight titfucking going all the while! No other lover had ever done that to me before, not even Dusty.

I ran my hand through her hair. "God, you're fucking great! How do you even manage to do that?! It's like your super sexy body was designed by God to pleasure a really big thick dick like mine."

She looked into my eyes with such passion and devotion that it was crazy! If anything, she managed to suck a little more in, though it had to be a serious physical strain on her to do it.

Gone was the self-centered trophy wife, replaced by a devoted cock pleaser. Clearly, the nature of our relationship had changed in ways that would take a long time for us to fully understand.

She hadn't been shedding any tears for a long time, but I noticed there were fresh rivulets of tears rolling down her cheeks.

I asked her, "You're crying again. Why?"

She moaned in frustration. She wasn't about to stop her cocksucking or titfucking long enough to explain.

I asked, "Is it tears of struggle or tears of joy?"

"MMMM!" She moaned with more frustration. She couldn't even gesture with her hands, since she was squeezing her tits together around my shaft all the while.

I clarified, "If it's tears of struggle, moan once."

"MMMM!" She moaned lustily.

"If it's tears of joy, moan twice."

"MMMMMMM! MMMMMM!" She moaned even longer and more passionately that time.

"So it's both at once! One moan for 'yes.'"

"MMMMMMM!"

"Good." I kept on stroking her lovely brunette hair. "Do you like doing this to me, despite the difficulty?"

"MMMM!" She managed to nod a little bit that time.

"That's very good. Because if you're going to be my fuck pet, I expect you to do a lot of this. Daily! Your mouth will serve my cock whenever I want! With your tits helping out at the same time! And tears! Tears streaming down your face!"

Those words seemed to drive her wild. She let go of her tits, forcing me to take over holding them and sliding them up and down.

With her hands freed, she was able to change positions slightly and cram yet another inch of my thick pole into her mouth! That was a physically impressive feat, considering her F-cups were still tightly wrapped around my shaft.

Freeing her hands also allowed her to bring one hand down to her pussy mound. She diddled her clit, and was rewarded with another big orgasm. She actually screamed into my cock as she kept cumming and cumming. Her tight lip-lock felt still better when her lips quivered and even shook with the intensity of her climax.

It was all I could do not to cum again too.

It got even better when she reached down to her navel and began massaging my nuts. I felt them tighten up and realized I wouldn't last much longer. Now that I'd "broken" her, I no longer needed to fight my urge to cum with all my might.

So I gave up fighting. I exclaimed, "I'm about to do it! I'm gonna shoot my load!" I dug my knees into the mattress for leverage and pumped harder than ever.

She finally pulled her lips off my cockhead. It was remarkable how long she'd managed to keep all of it in her mouth, even through her latest orgasm. "Yeah, do it, baby!" she rasped, watching my cock service her heaving melons. "Fuck 'em good and cum on me! Squirt it all over me if you want to, Son!"

"Get ready," I warned at about T-minus 20 seconds. "There's gonna be a lot!"

"Oh, I don't doubt it, with a dick and balls that big!" she said breathlessly. "I bet you cum in fucking gallons, every time! You're going to drown me in your sticky goo every day, aren't you?!"

I couldn't answer, aside from a slight nod, because I was so overcome with the urge to cum.

With about ten seconds to go, my hips went into those familiar pre-orgasmic convulsions, driving my tingling cock furiously back and forth between her shimmying jugs, the underside rubbing furiously against her sternum and the helmet slamming against her chin.

She leaned her head back to give my cock-meat more room. She also brought her hands back up to the outer sides of her enormous tits, taking over the squeezing and sliding some more.

"Mmmm, yeah, do it, Son!" she said dreamily, lost in a deep erotic daze. "Do it all over me!"

My thrusts slowed and my balls clenched. "Oh, fuck, yeah!" I groaned. "Oh, fuck, Mom! OH, FUCK, HERE IT COMES!"

Then something really cool happened. Just as I pulled my cock from between her tits, she rose up on one elbow and, with her other hand, reached up and grabbed my cock. "Here, I'll jack the cum out," she said, with an almost crazy look of lust in her eyes. Then she deliberately aimed my huge cannon right at her face.

Jesus Christ! Dream come true!

"Ungh!" I groaned. The first blast was a big one, a long stream of cream that poured right onto the bridge of her nose and onto both her closed eyes. "Ohhhh!" An even longer string followed it.

She gave my shaft three quick pumps with her fist as a huge rope sprayed onto her chin. Then one splattered across her left cheek.

"Ungh! HNNNRGH!" I groaned, my life seemingly passing before my eyes. I had never cum that hard. It was like a near-death experience!

"Ooooh, yeah! SON! Soak me with it!" Mom was clearly impressed at the volume of my cum blast. She cooed in wordless delight as she leaned her head back. My geysering tool draped three more thick lines of semen from her chin to her hair and onto the sheet past her head.

"Jesus Christ, you really do cum in gallons!" she said in wonder as I kept on spurting. She raised her head up just in time to get a big blast right into her mouth. "Mmmm!" she moaned, quickly taking my spurting helmet back between her lips.

Luckily, my balls weren't empty yet, and I got to experience the extra joy of her tight, sliding lips coaxing still more cum out of me. "Arggggggh, yeah," I groaned obscenely as another good five or six enormous squirts, each of them taking at least a full second, gushed into her mouth.

She gulped and moaned as it flooded her oral cavity faster than she could gulp it all down.

"Ungh, yeah, swallow it," I ordered. "Swallow it!"

She did! Every drop! Well, almost every drop. As her eyes widened with the shock of how much semen I was squirting into her mouth, gooey white lines ran out of the corners of her mouth. One line dripped down her chin and fell onto her neck.

Yet I still wasn't done! With her mouth clearly too full to take any more, I pulled my cock out and sprayed three more lines across the left side of her face.

Finally, with my last cum shot reduced to a mere dribble, I took my boner out of her skilled hand and stroked it myself, letting the final trickle of my cum load drip on her chin.

She lapped at it eagerly. If she was squeamish about cum, that was forgotten in her overall sex frenzy.

"Oh, my god!" I moaned with utter exhaustion. "Oh, my god, that felt so fucking good!" I scooted back a little and wiped the cum still clinging to my cockhead on her left nipple, then her right.

"Mmmm, yeah, wipe it on my big tits!" she purred, watching. "Use me as your cum dump!"

I thought, Whoa! Did she really just say that?! Fucking hell! Best news ever! 

Losing my cool reserve, I exclaimed unabashedly, "Oh, Mom, you're the best! I have never cum that hard in my whole life!"

"Good Lord, I hope not. You would have died of dehydration long ago!" She chuckled.

I got off her, allowing her to sit up. I rolled over onto my back. I laid on the bed as if I was a corpse, totally exhausted yet totally satiated and satisfied. She'd literally drained my cock and balls dry!

She looked down at her huge tits as semen from her cum-drenched face dripped onto them. Then she turned and looked behind her at all the lines and puddles of jism on the sheet. "I've never seen this much cum. Jesus, honey, when was the last time you had an orgasm?!"

"When I came into your cunt."

She still seemed to have a lot of sexual energy, somehow. "You did, didn't you?! Good Lord! Just thinking about it gives me goose bumps all over again. There must be a gallon of your fertile seed sloshing around inside me, if this is any indication. I'll bet you knocked me up!"

"Seriously?!" I found that a powerfully arousing thought, even though I was in no way, shape, or form ready to be a father. Hell, I was wondering if I'd ever be able to even sit up in bed again.

She smirked. "No, not really. I'm on a few different types of birth control all at once. But it's an exciting thought just the same." She mocked being a stern mother. "You'd better never wear a condom with me, and that's an order!"

I dutifully replied in a glum voice, "Yes, ma'am." But I was smiling from ear to ear.

She was beaming too, with her face glazed like a donut. She asked, "When did you cum prior to that, though?"

"A couple of days ago. I normally have to cum a bunch of times every day, but I've been depriving myself so I'd be maximally primed for you today."

"Mmmm. Good idea. Were you jacking off then, or were you with one of your sluts?"

"Jacking off, in the morning before school."

"Were you fantasizing about me?"

"Yep. As always. It's really just you and Cindy in my fantasy world. Even Dusty isn't never really on my mind as fantasies."

She smiled knowingly. "Poor Dusty, again. Hmmm. What do Cindy and I have in common, not to mention Dusty too?" She cupped her enormous cummy tits from below, causing them to mush out of shape.

"Hmmm. I have no idea."

We both laughed.

"Did you shoot this much?"

"Nope."

"Is it because fucking me turned out to be even better than you had hoped?" She was still playing with her tits in enticing ways.

"Yep. Much, MUCH better!"

She smiled from ear to ear. "See, honey, that's why you shouldn't masturbate. Real sex is much better for you, young man. In fact, from now on, if your big cock gets stiff and one of your girlfriend sluts aren't around, you're under orders to always come to me!"

I'm blown away that she's taking it as a given I could still fuck my girlfriend Dusty. Then there's the fact she's ready and willing to get fucked by me at any time! Could this get any better?!

I had to ask, "Really?! What about Dad?!"

"That's why it's good your door has a lock on it, and your room is way far from the master bedroom. Plus, you're always listening to music. Do me a favor, okay?"

"Anything." I was struggling to keep my eyes open, due to the intensity of my post-orgasmic crash. But things were far too interesting and arousing for me to go to sleep.

"Make it a habit of listening to your music louder and more often. That way, I'll be able to suck you with abandon, even when he's sleeping down the hall! We certainly wouldn't want him to hear me gagging when you're throat-fucking me! Of course, he's just gonna think you're fucking Dusty, as usual. But who knows how much you'll make me scream. He might think there's a serious medical emergency and come running in!" She winked.

I gulped and stared at her in awe.

She smirked at my reaction. "Now, are you ready for round two?"




CHAPTER 11

 

I couldn't resist teasing her. I pretended to be sad. "Yeah, it's too bad that won't happen. I'd love so much if you could be my daily cocksucker and much more, but you can drop the act, as if you're really willing and eager to do all that. I promised that I'd only fuck you the one time and then give you back the videotape. As much as I'd love to fuck you every day, a promise is a promise. You're free to go now."

She looked at me with consternation. "'Free?!' Are you fucking insane?! There's no 'act!" I AM ready and willing! VERY willing!"

I stared at her cummy face with slight confusion, and furrowed my brow.

That only made her more upset. "Son! I'm giving myself to you! Don't you understand?! All of myself! To you! This body, this fabulous naked body, to do whatever you want with it, at any time! Forever!"

I blinked in even more confusion.

She was starting to get distressed. "Your 'fuck pet,' remember?! What about all that 'fuck pet' talk?!"

I pretended still more confusion and surprise. "That was just sex talk, to further arouse us. Right?"

"HELL NO!" She was getting concerned and sad. "I thought… I thought you really meant it!"

I realized the joke was going on too long. I'd been teasing her like this in part to play for time, until my body recovered. I still felt destroyed, but somehow I managed to sit up and take her into my arms.

That caused her massive tits to press against my chest.

I didn't mind at all, even though they had some of my cum on them that had dripped down to their upper slopes from her thoroughly cum-splattered face.

I ran my hand through her silky brown hair, and said, "Relax! I'm just kidding! Now that I've started fucking you, I'm never going to stop!"

Her eyes bugged out, then she breathed a big sigh of relief. "Oh, thank God! You scared the hell out of me!" Her eyes narrowed with irritation, and she playfully smacked my upper arm. "Don't you EVER do that again! Bastard!"

I wanted to give her a reassuring kiss, but I must admit I didn't want to mess up the splattered work of art all over her face, including on her lips. I cupped her huge knockers from below, where they were much less cummy. "Don't worry, Mom! It's been my great dream to fuck you. I would have to be truly insane to stop now. Especially since you've exceeded even my wildest dreams with your sheer sexiness, enthusiasm, and fuckability."

"Same here, baby. Same here." She breathed another sigh of relief. Apparently, I'd seriously scared her.

She looked at me with wide, wild eyes. "Can you believe this?! Any of it?! I still can't believe it. Our entire lives have changed in an hour or two. So much has changed so dramatically in such a short time!"

I gave her a reassuring hug, while carefully angling her F-cups upwards so her cum-covered upper slopes wouldn't mash against my chest. "I know what you mean. This is all non-stop 'pinch me, I'm dreaming' time. I honestly can't believe how great it all is, and yet this IS for real. Isn't it?"

"I sure hope so!" She hugged me back and briefly pecked my face. "If it's not and we're dreaming, I'll just have to seduce you as soon as we're both awake."

We shared a good laugh over that.

Then we simply rested for a while in each other's arms, reveling in the joy of being naked together. I wanted to make out with her, except I still didn't want to mess up her cummy face. It was like a work of art to me, and also the sexiest sight imaginable.

Eventually, I broke the hug and sat back slightly. I was still riding high on lust and confidence, so I told her, "Now, as for this 'fuck pet' talk, if you want me to take total control of your body, I can do that."

She asked shyly, "Is that what you want? I love you so much, Son. How does it work with your girlfriend?"

I honestly explained, "Well, Dusty is about as eager as can be. About the only thing she doesn't do is let me play with any of her sexy friends. Other than that, she's hooked on my cock and she knows it."

Mom nodded, taking that in carefully. "I definitely get where's she's coming from now. How would you describe her sucking style, in just one word?"

"Enthusiasm," I said without having to think. "My previous girlfriends tried their best, but they were held back by feeling ashamed. I didn't want to push them if it made them unhappy. We had lots of fun, but the sex was pretty vanilla. Whereas Dusty, once I broke her, she's taken to being submissive like a duck to water. The more I push her, the more she seems to get off on it. And then it inspires me too."

"Mmmm," Mom commented thoughtfully. "I know just how she feels. I love how you casually said that: 'once I broke her.'" Her eyes flashed dangerously at me, full of promise and naughtiness.

Then she turned more thoughtful. "I think you've brought a submissive side of me to light that I didn't even really know existed. It kind of scares me, to be honest."

I didn't say anything because I could see she needed time to think things through for herself.

After a long pause, she added, "If we go there, with the whole 'fuck toy' thing, I don't know if I'll be able to maintain any boundaries whatsoever. Right now, I'm feeling so very horny that I could slide pretty far down a slippery slope. This feels really thrilling for me, but also very scary. Do you want me to essentially be a slave to your every carnal desire, 24 hours a day?!"

I possessively ran my hands all over her flawless naked body. Mostly, I carefully cupped her massive globes from below while again not touching the cummy upper slopes. "Of course! I'd love to have you as my personal slut."

"One of," she pointed out. She added with smirky chagrin, "Since you're not about to give Dusty up, I'm sure."

"Yeah, but as my mother, and living here with me, you'd obviously have pride of place."

She actually beamed. "I like the sound of that! And living here with you, I'm gonna get way more of your cock. Mmmm!" She licked her lips temptingly, and asked, "Son, be honest. You know how much I love you and how much you love me. If I go through with this, all the way, will you look out for me? My goal is to have loads of mind-blowing sex with you, but I don't want things to change too much between us otherwise and I don't want to lose myself in the process, meaning fundamentally change who I am."

I spoke confidently. "Mom, you can fully trust me. I don't want you to change in a bad way, and I won't let that happen. But I think you can change for the better. You need someone to guide you, someone who you trust and love. I think that's why you're so open to this idea so quickly, because you sense it's the right thing to do."

She just bit her lip and nodded in a distracted manner. Then she seemed to resolve her contemplation and looked at me with new eyes. She gave me an encouraging smile.

I smiled back. I couldn't believe how great this was going. I had to kick myself for not blackmailing her a couple of years ago.

I said, "But I warn you, if we go that route, it won't be easy for you. Not at all. You're going to have to spend a lot of time on your knees, with your lips stretched out around my thick pole, your face all cum-splattered like it is now, and your jaw aching in pain. Cocksucking is going to be your new favorite pastime."

I was deliberately bold and graphic. It was an experiment to see how she really felt, especially now that we were coming down from our dizzying orgasmic highs.

Happily, she appeared totally unfazed, and even seemed to relish that prospect. She smiled from ear to ear. "Oh, woe is me! I'll just have to 'suffer' through that as much as you want!"

"Really?!"

She nodded firmly. "Really! It sounds totally wicked and depraved. I love it!" She licked her lips seductively, with her tongue going all the way around them. Then she visibly gulped, as if she was swallowing my cum load.

I had to gulp too, in amazement, though I tried to at least pretend to keep my cool. I resumed mostly just fondling her tits from below. "What happened to the woman who was so reluctant and calculating when we started?"

"Oh, she's still there, just not for you. I promise I'll still be a bitch to my husband as much as possible."

We both laughed. I continued to caress her huge round boobs from below. It was extra fun holding them while I felt them shaking with laughter.

She added, "I wasn't nearly as reluctant as I seemed, you know. Now, the full truth can come out. God, I've wanted you so much, ever since you've grown up and filled out so nicely. All my girl friends go on and on about what a hunky and handsome young man you're turning into. It's true that you did drive me to cheat. I'm convinced I only started because of our damn pool."

"Excuse me?" I didn't follow that logic.

"Thanks to our backyard pool, I saw you many days in your skimpy bathing suit. You really are a handsome, hunky, and nicely tanned young man. But that damn swimsuit revealed everything! I could see the exact size and shape of your cockhead, for starters. And any time I'd show up in my bikini, you'd get stiff in a flash."

"Well, duh!" I laughed. "My dick has good taste."

"You!" She laughed too. Then she ostentatiously swiped a finger through a particularly large cummy streak on her left cheek, and sensuously sucked that finger into her mouth. "Speaking of dicks and good taste… Mmmm! But OF COURSE your cum tastes delicious!"

"Does it really?"

She nodded earnestly. "It does. I could easily get addicted to this stuff. And, dammit, why not? I think I will!" She laughed some more.

She reached down to play with my penis and balls, even though I was still flaccid. She playfully shook my limp dick. "Hey! Wake up, little fellow! I want a refill!"

After laughing some more, she resumed eye contact with me. "But seriously, I was faithful to your father until then, about two years ago. When I saw you big fat cock most every day, it reignited 'size queen' desires in me I thought I'd suppressed since I was a single college girl. But guys like Jim were such poor substitutes. Looking back, I'm kicking myself I didn't just go for it and directly seduce you. So much time lost. So much cum wasted that belonged on me or in me! I was a stubborn fool. As it was, I'm sure we would never have gotten together had it not been for your little blackmail scheme."

I said, "Well then, let's thank our lucky stars for Jim."

"Yes. Let's."

I was continually and secretly astounded that any of this was happening. Yes, I've had lots of sexual success with Dusty and my previous girlfriends, but this is my MOTHER! It's insane enough that I'm hanging out in bed with her, both of us buck naked, not to mention the fact that she has my cum splattered all over her face down to her tits. 

But on top of all that, she said, "So much cum wasted that belonged on me or in me!" with such intensity, as if she was truly heartbroken over all that lost cum.

It was hard to wrap my head around how drastically our relationship had changed. I was pretty confident she wouldn't regret it all tomorrow, because her feelings were too strong.

I truly was in non-stop "pinch me, I'm dreaming" mode, just as I'd told her.

I continued to fondle her huge orbs while she continued to play with my privates. We weren't that aroused, at least not compared to before, but it was like we couldn't let go of our favorite body parts. I asked, "So, do you really want to be my 'fuck pet' and not just my lover?"

She pondered that intently, then sincerely replied, "I do. I don't even know what that means exactly, and I don't want you to fully explain it yet either. The bottom line is, whatever it means, I'm sure it'll result in more hot sex with you, so I'm all for it!" She chuckled.

She added, "Besides, the way you fucked me was an epiphany in more ways than one. I'm realizing that I actually liked how you forced me to do it. That made everything twice as hot. And the way you took control and told me what to do… God! So very hot!"

She said more thoughtfully, "You know how I can be difficult and even bitchy. I feel like a completely different person now that I'm under your thumb. And I like it!" She suddenly looked stunned. "GOD!"

"What?" I was puzzled, especially because she started staring off into space.

She recovered, and resumed eye contact. "Oh, nothing. It's just that it hit me the mere act of saying 'I'm under you thumb' sends shivers down my spine, because I know I well and truly mean it. Maybe I just need a strong man to control me. It's too bad your dad never treated me like that; things might have been very different. But then again, I wouldn't want any other reality if it didn't result in me sitting naked with you right now, with my face soaked in your cum! I love you so much, Son!"

"I love you too, Mom." Despite the cum all over her face, I just had to kiss her after that. I leaned in to lock lips with her.

But apparently she didn't want me to mess with her cummy mask, so we did an air kiss of sorts, with our tongues playing in a small gap between our open mouths.

After I pulled back from that, I said decisively, "So. 'Fuck pet' it is. I'm gonna warn you though, I certainly will work you hard. I have a very big sexual appetite."

She said lustily, "Don't think I haven't noticed your parade of girlfriends leading up to Dusty, and how you keep them all so sexually satisfied! That's another thing that's made me want you so badly. I've seen how your girlfriends got all moony over you. You know what I said about listening to your door at times, and hearing all the grunting, moaning, and screaming?"

"Yeah?"

"Well, what you guessed at earlier is true. Sometimes, I'd get so hot that I'd finger myself right there. Especially when you've been with Dusty. Not only is she the hottest, but don't think I haven't noticed how much she looks like a younger version of me. The similarity is almost embarrassing, actually. So it was easy as pie for me to imagine that I was in her place! Then I'd rush back to my room and have the biggest climaxes!"

"No way!" I said with genuine surprise. "I never knew!" Even with my earlier guess, it was a stunner to hear her actually confirm that.

"I was very careful," she admitted. "But it became an increasingly nasty habit. God! Some of your girlfriends have been so vocal. Especially Dusty. That girl can suck a space shuttle through a straw!"

I laughed at the random "space shuttle" reference, but I understood her sentiment. "She can. She's my favorite cocksucker, at least until you came along."

Mom added, "And the way she stares up into your eyes adoringly as she slurps and bobs... dammit! Too hot!"

I did a double take. "Wait! How did you know that about her?!"

Mom moaned in distress as she realized what she'd admitted. "Damn. I guess there's no point in any secrets anymore. I have another confession: I wouldn't always just listen through your door."

"Really?! Wow!" I was genuinely blown away.

"Yeah, really. It started with Dusty. The fact that she looked so much like me sent my curiosity past some kind of breaking point. Sometimes, when I got lucky, I'd come home early and you two would be by the side of the pool. I'd be able to see and hear everything, from a secret viewing spot. She looks unbelievably hot, naked and kneeling between your legs. What a great all-over tan. What a body!"

"That is true," I muttered. I undoubtedly took Dusty for granted, due to my mother obsession.

She said with wonder, "I got to watch her just slurping and slurping, for half an hour or more, while I pretty much fingered myself to death. Sometimes she'd be at it for a full hour! She seriously needs to win some kind of oral endurance prize."

I nodded in silent agreement. I had to ask, "Just how many times did you spy on us like that?!"

Mom seemed fairly unrepentant. "Enough. Too much. Now you know the truth. I was acting like the ideal mother... but it was just an act. I'd even chastise you for giving me a lusty look. Heck, now that I think of it, I did that to you earlier today, just before you started to seduce me. But even as that was happening on the surface, on another level, a whole different thing was going on in my mind!"

She added as an afterthought, "What did I tell you? It's that damn pool that caused me to cheat! How could I not get some serious big cock relief, after seeing you like that, day after day? And then seeing Dusty bobbing naked by the pool was a million times worse!"

I playfully tweaked my mother's erect nipples. "Well, that's going to be you from now on. Like I said, now that you're my fuck pet, I'm going to work you hard."

"Mmmm! Say that again!"

"What?"

"That you're going to work me hard. I love the sound of that and all it implies. I also love the idea of being one of your 'girls,' even if it's just Dusty and me. Both of those things mean I'm going to have to give it my absolute all to keep you and your delicious big fat cock coming back for more, or I'll lose my 'pride of place!'"

I sat there silently and probably looking fairly normal on the outside, but on the inside I was freaking out and doing backflips because it was all too amazing. Mom's attitude is too awesome! It's like she's trying to break my mind by being too sexy and all-around incredible! And it's working! Especially with all of that cum slowly dripping down her face. Fuuuuuck! 

I did my best to gather my wits and try to appear and sound calm. I figured it was essential for me to project the image of the dominant kind of guy she wanted me to be. That sort of thing came easy for me with Dusty, but it was an entirely different thing with my own mother. I'd always been an obedient and "good" son.

I somehow managed to rise to the occasion and tell her, "I think you'll find your pussy can only handle getting drilled a couple of times a day, and I cum a lot more than that. So you're going to spend a lot of time naked and kneeling and bobbing on my big boy!"

It looked like a hit a bull's eye with those words, judging from her excited reaction. She clapped her hands together a single time and bounced in place, causing her immense tits to jiggle and sway. "Oh my Lord! That sounds seriously hot! You know, I have a saying: it isn't really a blowjob until I shed tears from my deep throating struggles."

"Really?!"

She laughed. "No, not really. Today was the first time I cried during sex. But maybe it can be the start of a new tradition where we make that saying come true. I must say, as much as I loved it when you fucked my cunt, I loved it even more when you fucked my throat! Honest! I hope there's going to be a hell of a lot more of that from now on. When I think of our future, I think about you snapping your fingers, making me drop to my knees and strip naked so you can roughly fuck my face until your fat knob makes an outrageous visible bulge in my neck! "

"WOW!" was all I could say to that. I was utterly blown away, again.

She looked at me anew, even as she kept on fondling my balls. "Everything has changed, hasn't it? Not just between us, but everything in our lives will be different from now on. I love you SO MUCH, Son, and I know how much you love me. You were so right to force me to get off my duff so we could share our love in a more physical way. I'm not mad at your blackmail at all. In fact, I rejoice that you did that."

I was still in shock, because this was all too good to be true. "Really?! Are you sure?!"

"Really." She smiled warmly and lovingly. "I know we've just started, and I'll probably have SOME regrets later, but this feels so natural and right to me. You know how I've never really loved your dad, and yet I love you so very much. Why can't I make love with the man I love?"

I said, "That's how I feel exactly. That's why I couldn't resist you, even if I had to resort to something immoral to get here."

She nodded in understanding.

It was hard for me to square her loving, motherly ways with the fact that she was buck naked, complete with a cummy face and chest, while also idly playing with my balls. I felt like the whole discussion was making me slowly lose my mind.

I dared to ask, "What about that future vision you just laid out? Do you really mean that?"

Her face lit up like she'd just won a prize. "Oh boy! Do I ever! It gives me tingles and shivers just from thinking about it. When I think of the future, I picture myself mainly naked and kneeling, and taking more and more inches of your hot cock down my throat! Over and over again. I want to take ALL your loads on me or in me, even though I know that I'm going to have to share you with Dusty. A guess a fuck toy just has to suffer with jealousy sometimes."

I'm surprised I didn't pass out on the spot!

She exclaimed, with an almost overwhelming amount of passion, "I don't want to be normal! FUCK normal! I want to take the magic we've discovered today and go all the way with it! I've never felt so fantastic in my life! So ALIVE! So loved! Sex with you is like the secret ingredient, the missing piece. Of course I've got my job, but besides that, my life is going to be oriented mainly around having fun with you and your big cock from today forward. Don't you think?"

I felt a great surge of pleasure just from thinking about that. She blew my mind all over again!

"That depends," I said carefully, trying to stay relatively calm. "What are we going to do about Dusty? Are you REALLY okay with sharing me with her? Or is that just sex talk, from the heat of the moment?"

"Who cares?!" She gave me a flippant, almost defiant look.

That answer threw me for a loop. "What do you mean?!"

She broke into a naughty smile. "What I mean is that whatever I think doesn't matter. I'm just your fuck pet. You tell me what to do, and I must obey!" The fire in her eyes was so intense that it was a wonder any wood near us didn't spontaneously burst into flames.

I felt shivers and tingles all over. Seriously?! WOW! Her attitude is way better than my best possible scenario! 




CHAPTER 12

 

I sensed my penis starting to get hard again, as improbable as that was, considering all it had been through recently with her. It certainly helped that she had it in hand and was steadily stroking it back to life.

I boldly declared, "In that case, I'm going to keep fucking and especially face-fucking her. Even right here, in my room or out by the pool."

She smirked knowingly. "Why am I not surprised? Actually, that's probably for the best. With your track record, if you suddenly stopped dating altogether it would look very suspicious to everyone, including your father. Dusty is totally in love with you. I can tell, just from the dreamy look in her eyes whenever she's with you. You need to treat her better, which includes giving her lots of cock. And from what you're saying and everything I know about you and your rampant cock, I'm going to need all the help with your raging tree trunk hat I can get!"

I asked hesitantly, "So… you're not jealous?" I was rolling her stiff nipples between my fingers, even as she continued to slowly fondle my dick back to a half-hard status.

"Oh, I'm totally jealous! I'm turning green just thinking about it! But… it's kind of hot too. Actually, it's really hot, since it puts me in my place even more. I won't even be your only fuck pet. How amazing is that?! Plus, I definitely plan to keep on spying on you two, which will be a blast!" She laughed.

Then she added seriously, "But I do have demands."

"Such as?" I kneaded her tit-flesh rather aggressively.

"I need a peephole for a better view! You already know I've been spying on her with you. But you were always a ways off by the pool. A peephole into your room would give me the best view of all the hot sucking action yet!"

I laughed. "That can be arranged. She really is a great sucker, although she can't deep throat me like you can. It's too bad she knows you're my mom. It would be fun to have you two suck me off together."

She surprised me yet again. "Oh, don't I know it! I've had that very fantasy countless times, ever since I've eavesdropped and spied on you and her so much. Especially since she could practically be my twin. Wouldn't that be a kick, for you to look down and see TWO of me giving your fat cock a tongue bath at once? But you're right, it's too risky."

As I continued to fondle my mother's extraordinary tits, with my dick continuing to slowly stiffen in her fingers, a crazy plan came into my mind. "It's too risky with her. Besides, as great as she is, she has a teenage body. A very nice one, true. But I much prefer your kind of body, the muscular yet voluptuous kind. Which makes me think of Cindy."

"Cindy?!" She frowned.

"Sure. You were all ready to have me fuck her as a substitute earlier, remember? I think we should go ahead with that plan. In fact, as your new owner, I demand it."

She frowned more severely and bit her lip. She let go of my privates too. "No! I refuse!"

"You do?! Why?! Are you offended that I just called myself 'your new owner?'"

"No. Well, yes, that bothers me, but it arouses me many times more. Please don't stop saying that."

I was having another "pinch me, I'm dreaming" moment. "Seriously?!"

She grinned wickedly. "Seriously!"

I furrowed my brow, trying to figure out what upset her. "Then what's the problem? You were just fantasizing about sharing me with Diana."

"Yes, but that's different, and it was just a fantasy. Cindy is too much like me! With Dusty, I'd know that I'm twice as hot as she is, at least until she fills out some more, so I wouldn't feel threatened, even if she and I did share you for real. But Cindy's the only one I know who makes me feel like second best. My jealousy would soar with her. I'd be deathly worried that you might want her more than me."

"Are you kidding me? Mom, you're a teenage wet dream come to life! And you're my mom. I'm living the ultimate incest dream here! Come on! Nobody can hold a candle to you, in my eyes."

She pouted, with her face as cummy and gorgeous as ever. "So you say. And I'd believe you except when it comes to Cindy. I'm willing to share you with anyone else but her. I'm sorry! I don't ask much, but I'm putting my foot down on this one issue!"

I continued to caress her huge tits possessively, figuring that would help drive her to agree with me. I was determined to play hardball, because why not try and see what happens? I felt like I was on an unstoppable winning streak. "Sorry. 'Fuck pet' is an all or nothing thing. There's no 'fuck pet with caveats.' Don't you agree?"

"Well, yes, in theory…" Clearly, she was torn. She longed to live the full "fuck toy" lifestyle, even if she didn't know exactly what that meant yet. She wanted to fully surrender to her sexual desires. But at the same time, the thought of being outdone by Cindy was eating her up.

I realized I need to make a better sell. "Besides, nobody can come close to how I feel about you. Not even her!"

My naked and cummy bombshell mother seemed surprisingly uncertain about herself. Before I could say more, she complained, "Really?! You lie! God, she's so fucking beautiful. Even I get all horny for her. With her long, wavy blonde hair, high cheekbones, and those penetrating blue eyes. And it's outrageous that a natural blonde can have a tan as rich as hers. But what kills me are her breasts! They're even bigger than mine! And it's not just their size. Their shape and firmness is spectacular! The way they only sag a little defies gravity!"

I grinned. "And you're trying to talk me OUT of fucking her?!"

Her eyes widened in surprise as she realized her words weren't helping her cause.

I chuckled. "Don't worry. It's not like I haven't noticed all those things, and more." I looked down at my crotch. My penis had gone flaccid again, since she'd stopped holding and fondling it. "See? Even your hot talk about Cindy isn't affecting me. But watch what happens when I think about you."

I paused dramatically, and stared intently into her eyes. Within seconds, I felt my dick engorging to full size.

She exclaimed, "PETER! Your cock!" She quickly took it in hand. She moaned lustily as her fingers resumed sliding all over it, helping it finish stiffening.

I smiled triumphantly. "See? That's how you get me when I think of you, every single time. Not even Cindy can come close, because there's one thing you have that she doesn't have at all." I was back to playing with her nipples.

"What's that?" She briefly brought her hand to her face to catch a cum gob before it dripped off her chin. She sucked it into her mouth. With her other hand, she jacked me off with increasing vigor.

"I'm your son! Which means I love you with all my heart and you love me with all your heart! It's the ultimate trump card, in my book. Nobody could EVER top you, in my eyes. Period! You've been a pretty shitty wife, but you've also been a pretty great mom. I know it may sound corny, but when I see all of my cum on your face, it's like I'm seeing my liquid love on you."

"Oh, Son! That's so sweet!" She brought her free hand back to her face and ran her fingers through some cum streaks on her left cheek. She seemed to tremble as she marveled at what she was touching. Then she brought those fingers to her mouth and seductively sucked them clean. Her eyes were alight with renewed lust. "Mmmm! 'Love' tastes delicious!"

I smiled at that, then continued, "Whereas with Cindy, yeah, I like her, but it's really all about lust with her. She's kind of a spoiled trophy wife princess type too, like you. No offense."

"None taken. And she is. Like me, at least until today." She grinned as she looked down at her hand starting to slosh up and down my firmly erect pole.

I went on, still freely fondling her giant globes, "I could never love her, at least not like I love you. I think, objectively speaking, you're just as hot as she is. Actually, that's a frequent debate amongst my friends, who is more bangable, you or her."

She grinned wickedly. "Oh, really?! And, pray tell, who wins?!"

I looked down at her tits and squeezed them together, several times. "It's basically a tie. Both of you have incredible tits, but also stunning faces, and firm, round asses, and so much more. That's why it's a frequent, unresolved debate. But you can't say she's MORE sexy than you. Anyway, it doesn't matter. She could be the goddess of love and sex Aphrodite herself and I would still want you more, just because you're my mom!"

"Oh, Peter! That's so sweet!"

We shared another open air kiss. Her free hand also went back to playing with my balls while her other hand kept on steadily jacking me off.

I prodded, "Do you believe me?"

She sighed. "Son! I'm trying. Don't ask me that when your cock is all stiff and hot and throbbing in my hands. I can't think straight. I'm so hot for you right now! Half my mind is occupied with thoughts of wrapping my lips around your thick cock-meat some more. I have dreams of deep throating you even better than before!"

"What about Cindy?"

She cursed petulantly, "Fuck Cindy!"

I had to chuckle at her passion. It was a sign of how drastically her feelings had changed. I tried to take advantage of her new attitude. "I'll let you suck me some more just as soon as you agree to share me with Cindy."

Both of her hands were slipping and sliding up and down my pole. "Oh, Son! Don't be so mean!" She was pouty, but in an adorable way.

I was warming up to this Cindy idea more and more. I tried to think of how to make it more appealing to her. "Look on the plus side. There's one great thing about Cindy that would make me easily want to give up pretty much everyone else but you and her."

"What's that?"

"Threesomes! She's your friend and you two share all your sex secrets. We all get along great. I could have sex with both of you at the same time! Then you'd get more sex with me than if I was off with someone else like Dusty."

She frowned, and thought that over. "Yeah, except that would mean she'd know about the incest. I can't have that!"

"Of course she'd know about the incest. Does she know you fantasize about me?"

She admitted, "She does know some, but not all."

"Good! See? Yes, you can build on that."

She spoke while shyly staring at her hands pumping up and down on my shaft. "Oh, no I can't! True, she's a good friend, but what if she blabs that to someone else?! She could ruin my entire life! You and I might have to run away to who knows where, and start over! Can't you just be happy fucking me and your slutty girlfriend?"

She looked down at my crotch in surprise, because she felt my cock suddenly twitch with even more excitement than before. She muttered, "Ah! The vigor of being a teenager!" She licked her lips and drew her head in closer towards my crotch.

I didn't want to get distracted and let go of the Cindy idea just yet. I said, "True, it's risky. But what's life without a little risk? Boring, I say."

Mom's eyes opened wide with alarm. "OH SHIT!"

"What?!"

"You talking about risk made me remember I'd forgot: you can't fuck Cindy, because she's not willing to commit adultery!"

I went from concerned to chagrined. I gave Mom a very skeptical look. "Sorry, that boat won't float. You already told me in no uncertain terms that she cheats regularly. You said she's a size queen and how she loves doing it and so on. Nice try, but you can't seriously think I forgot all that."

She winced. "No, honestly. I'm really not trying to lie to you now. I swear it! But that's only because I was lying to you earlier. I had panicked at first about your blackmail and I was willing to lie to get out of it. The truth is, she WAS the way I described to you, up until three years ago. She had been repeatedly cheating on her husband until then. But then... she kind of got caught by her husband."

Now it was my turn to exclaim, "Oh shit! What happened?!"

"Luckily, he's kind of a softie, and she had a semi-plausible excuse. But she's been on notice ever since, so she had to stop all her extracurricular fun. The part I told you about us sharing pictures of our lovers' big dicks is true, but in the last three years it's only been a one-way exchange. I send her great photos and she kind of loses her mind over them, because she's been forced to live vicariously through me."

For some reason, I had a hunch that she was telling the truth. She was good at lying when it comes to lies of omission, but sometimes when I directly confronted her about something and got to closely examine her face, I could tell. Still, her new version was so convenient for her that I remained highly skeptical. Giving her a hard look, I said, "Maybe you're right, maybe you're wrong. But given what you said before, I'm gonna need some kind of proof."

She surprised the heck out of me by replying, "I fully understand that. But I'll do you one better: I say what the truth is doesn't really matter, because I'm still willing to let you fuck her. I'm not exactly thrilled about it, but I know how determined you can be, and if you play it tough on this by denying me sex, I know I'm gonna fold. So let's skip to the chase and figure out how we can make this happen. It's not going to be easy, but she IS a size queen, and she's been slowly dying not being able to have REAL sex with a real stud, so I think it can be done."

That answer threw me for a loop. I still wanted to deal with the lying issue. I had to play mental catch trying to switch gears to figuring out how to seduce Cindy. It occurred to me, "If what you're saying is true this time, is it even wise for me to seduce her? If she's a player already, that's one thing. But I don't want to be the one responsible for destroying her marriage."

After a pause, I sternly repeated, "IF what you're saying is true. If this is a clever ploy to get me to give up trying with her due to moral reasons, it's not gonna work, because I'm going to get to the bottom of this."

She waved a hand dismissively. "Don't worry, you'll know I'm telling you the truth now by my answer. You see, I could try to talk you out of this by bringing up moral excuses, but instead, I say: go for it!"

I gave her another very skeptical look.

She explained, "You see, I figure you're not going to let this go until you get to the bottom of it. Once you start talking to Cindy directly, you'll find out the truth regardless, so all I'm doing is speeding things up and trying to get on your good side."

She continued, "Besides, you'll be happy to have her as another fuck pet, and she'll be over the moon to get regularly fucked by you. She's my friend, so I care for her happiness. As for me, I'm kind of warming to the idea of sharing you with her. We could have a lot of fun with that, I think."

I said, "Maybe so. But what about my moral issues? Not to mention possible practical issues. I don't want to get caught by an angry husband who beats me up or even shoots me!"

Mom responded thoughtfully, "Well, nothing in life is risk free. But her husband is a push over. When he pretty much caught her the first time, he didn't even yell, but did the guilt thing and the passive aggressive thing. The main reason she worries about getting caught is financial. Basically, she gets to live the high life without having to work, thanks to her husband's largess. She doesn't want to risk that."

I thought that over for some long moments, before saying, "Well... that sucks! You say you're trying to mollify my concerns, but you're actually making them work. With you, my obsession was and is so all-consuming that I was more or less driven to a kind of desperate insanity. I felt I truly had no choice but to seduce you, because I couldn't stand going on without you."

She ran a hand across my face, and smiled brightly. "Awww! That's so sweet."

I said with wry amusement, "Yeah, in a creepy stalker kind of way." I chuckled. Then I continued more seriously, "But with Cindy, my desire for her is strong, but not nearly 'take insane risks' strong I was talking big earlier about fucking her at will and damn the consequences, but that's not really true, now that it becomes more of an actual possibility. I don't want to totally ruin her life so she ends up working a cash register at Walmart or something."

Mom chuckled dismissively at that. "Don't worry, that'll never happen. She's quite financially well off on her own, so it's not like she's ever going to need to work, period. With her looks, she'll never want for anything anyway."

I asked, "So, why is she so worried?"

"Because one thing about rich people is they like money!" She laughed. "If she has four million, she'll want six. If she has six million, she'll want nine. And so on. People are never satisfied; they always want more. I don't know exactly how much she'd be worth after a divorce, but I'd guess it would be somewhere in that range of about four to six million. Plenty to live on in luxury for the rest of her life."

She had a naughty gleam in her eyes. "The question is, can you seduce her so well that she's willing to give up all that extra money that she doesn't really need anyway? The more I think about it, the more I'm enjoying the prospect of you fucking her so good that she throws caution to the wind and says good-bye to her marriage. She doesn't really love or need that loser anyway."

I had another prolonged think. Then, I said, "Gosh, this is a real tricky situation. Seducing her is going to be a risk and there's no telling how she'll react or what'll happen to her marriage in the long-term."

"That's true," Mom said.

I pondered the issue some more, trying to think of seduction strategies. Then an idea came to me. "Hey, you know what would make it less risky?"

"What's that?" She was less focused on the discussion now that she was staring at my boner from close up with thoughts of more cocksucking clearly dominating her mind.

"Blackmail!"




CHAPTER 13

 

That got her attention. She jerked her head back up.

I resumed fondling her huge tits. Even though I wasn't that aroused at the moment, I couldn't get enough of 'em!

I said, "Yes, blackmail. It worked for you today. Why wouldn't it work for her? We'll get some evidence of her fucking one of her extramarital lovers. Do you have something like that we could use, back when she was being bad?"

Mom grinned wickedly. "Definitely. I've got all sorts of photos and videos. I kept it all on my phone, because it was too juicy and fun to delete!" She snickered.

I breathed a sigh of relief. "Good. Then you'll help me seduce her in the usual way, so things can evolve into a threesome."

Mom frowned. "A threesome? But what about the incest? That's going to be the hardest part, getting her to be okay with that. More so than you seducing her, I think."

"Well, we'll see. If she's resistant to the seduction, I can use the blackmail material to help that along. But if that goes okay, then I'll hold it in reserve until the right moment to wallop her with that shocker. But either way, I want to move fast. I don't think we'd be able to keep the incest secret for long, once I start fucking her. She's going to go to you immediately with the news, and your reaction will inevitably be off, because of what you and I are doing already. Besides, it would be a huge pain in the ass to keep her in the dark."

"That's true," Mom muttered.

"So I'm thinking I need to simply totally overwhelm her with such an intense sexual experience that she won't be able to tell up from down. That's when you can join in and make it a threesome. Hopefully, she'll be so hot to trot that she'll fuck more first and ask questions later. What do you think?"

Mom pondered that a bit before replying, "I think... that could work. I guess it makes sense to do it all fast. Otherwise, she'll probably start getting possessive about you, and maybe even fall in love with you. The longer you wait to reveal the threesome reality, the more trouble I foresee. And that's not even to mention informing her about Dusty."

"Yeah, well, that's a problem for another day. I think the main thing is for her to find out that sharing me with you isn't a bad thing and could actually mean a lot more fun for all of us. Once that sinks in, it'll be a lot easier to get her to come around on Dusty, especially since Dusty is more of my girlfriend for school and hanging out with school friends. So she won't really be competing with her. Nor will you."

Mom nodded. "That'll help."

"So... what do you think my chances of seducing her are? You've seen and felt it happen to you, and we know she's a size queen. Don't you think she'll be hooked?"

"Of course she'll be hooked! Your huge cock is irresistible!" Mom adoringly ran her fingers up and down my member, causing it to start to tingle and grow. "Since she's a size queen, she'll be in seventh heaven with this magnificent specimen. That's not the issue."

She frowned, thinking this over. "If we do this, will you promise to only have one other lover? I'm talking about Dusty, obviously. You'd need to keep up appearances of dating someone your age, and she's given her heart and body to you. By accepting her as you have, you've already committed to her in a big way, whether you like it or not."

That sounded reasonable, actually, but I figured Mom was feeling so horny that I could get her to agree to just about anything. "No. Like I said, this isn't a negotiation. You're my fuck pet, or not. You do what I say. Period."

I could feel my penis continuing to thicken and enlarge, thanks mostly to her busy hand on it. So I added, "In fact, right now, I'm getting quite worked up, as you can tell. Let's see you put that talented tongue back to work. But just lick it for now. No sucking yet!"

She groaned needfully. "I really should be mad at you. You're going to make me suck you some more even as we talk about figuring out how you can seduce one of my close friends. But I'm too horny! Your demanding words are setting my entire body on fire!"

She repositioned so her face was down at my crotch and her gloriously bare ass was high up in the air. Then, while maintaining an extremely sexy naked pose like that, she told me, "I've always known I was a horny slut. I've keep it hidden most of my marriage, but I knew what I really was. I never knew I'd ever be an actual fuck pet, though! Or that I'd be YOUR fuck pet! Or that it would give me such chills and thrills of excitement!" She wiggled her ass enticingly, setting her huge tits swaying too.

She added, "I love how you just tell me what to do. But what'll do you if I misbehave?"

Again, I just let my lusty feelings flow. "Spank you, of course. A sexy spanking if you're good, a painful one if you're bad. But you're gonna get spanked a lot either way."

Her face lit up with excitement. "Oh God! Dear God! This is all too incredible! Son, this is MY greatest, wildest dream coming true! Today, you unleashed a part of me that I thought I'd buried away. I'm totally giving in to sexual abandon, totally submitting my outrageously curvy body to you, and I'm loving it!"

She started lapping on my boner while holding and stroking it with one hand, while still in her ridiculously sexy all-fours position.

I kicked back with my hands behind my head, to better enjoy her oral expertise. "Aaaah! This is working out so great for both of us. Like I said, get used to that position you're in, because you're going to get a real work out, daily. An oral work out!"

"Oh God!" That kind of talk excited her so much that she engulfed all of my cockhead and started bobbing on it. She was still sweaty, cummy, and worn out from our recent fucking, but apparently she didn't care. I also had just told her to limit herself only to licking, not sucking, but either she didn't care about that either or she plain forgot.

I probably should have punished or at least reprimanded her for disobeying a direct order, but the pleasure I felt from her talented lips and tongue was so tremendous that I let it slide.

I ran a hand through her luxurious brown hair. I even patted the top of her head a few times. I figured that since the name "fuck pet" was sticking so successfully, patting her was fitting.

She must have put the patting together with the "fuck pet" theme, because it seemed to set her off into a lusty frenzy. She started sucking like a Hoover vacuum cleaner, her cheeks caving in as a sign of her effort. I almost couldn't look directly at her face, since it looked so insanely sexy with my cum still splattered all over it, and her caved-in cheeks on top of that.

I thought, This is fucking great! Blackmail rocks! I can't believe how well my plan is working out. If only I'd known how much she'd been lusting for me too, I would have blackmailed and seduced her a long time ago! 

I ran my hand through her hair some more. (Patting seemed too provocative in terms of making me cum!) I sighed happily. "Aaaah! My very own naked and busty fuck pet mother. This is the life! But… getting back to Cindy, if you help me seduce her and I'm successful in breaking her to my will, I probably will stick with just you, her, and Dusty in the future. Mostly just you and Cindy, to be honest, because I'd much rather spend my free time with the two of you together, if that works out. No promises, though. Especially since there's a lot that could go wrong."

She replied with a loud "MMMM!" But I couldn't tell what that meant. However, from the intensity of her continued sucking effort, it was clear she at least didn't disapprove.

I went on, "Put yourself in my shoes. If you were me and had the choice of spending the afternoon with you and Cindy, or just some pretty high school girl, which would you choose? Let's face it: no girl could compete, not even Dusty. Hell, I don't think an orgy of the entire cheerleader squad could compete with you two!"

She seemed to like that and slurped on my erection with greater energy, as well as more powerful suction.

I asked, "Can you imagine the two of you kneeling side by side between my legs? Licking and sucking my cock together? God, I don't even know how all of your combined tit-flesh will be able to fit in there! Both of your faces splattered with my cum! You could lick it off each other's faces, Then snowball it from mouth to mouth! Can you imagine holding her hand as I fuck her? Or her holding your hand as I fuck you? Or having her hold and feed my cock right into your hungry cunt? Or your ass?!"

It appeared my words were hitting home, judging from her steadily increasing passion, channeled through her talented lips and tongue. Her sexy moans were getting louder and more frequent too. She generally moaned extra loudly after each sentence I spoke. She more yelled than moaned after I said "Or your ass?!"

Encouraged, I continued, "You two could be the ultimate 'suck sisters!' Don't you think it would be even MORE fun to share the blowjob fun with her? You two might even bond together in a deep and profound way over sharing my cock on a daily basis. You could constantly inspire each other to higher heights of fuck toy perfection. Don't you want all that?"

Her lips had been sliding faster and faster, and with steadily increasing suction. Her moaning was so loud that I wouldn't have been surprised to find out that she was continuously cumming.

But I'd asked her a question. She pulled her lips off my hard-on to respond, "Fuuuuuck! Damn you! Of course I want that! All of it! That sounds so fucking hot that I can't even breathe! I love the idea of her and me being your helpless 'suck sisters,' bound together with our service to your cock! I'm sure that once you fuck her, she'll give up on fucking her lovers and even her husband, and totally devote herself to you!"

Still steadily jacking me off, she added with serious thoughtfulness, "I think being your fuck pet will be twice as much fun all around if I can share the experience with her every step of the way. The more I think about it, the more I like it. Plus, it may guarantee me even MORE of your cock, if she and I share you all the time, than if you're off fucking Dusty instead, like you said. I respect that you can't make promises about not taking other lovers, but when I put myself in your shoes, I can't imagine it working out any other way. Cindy's incredible sexuality could actually help me instead of work against me."

I grinned widely, especially because she resumed lapping all over my cockhead. "Okay, let's do it then! Today! Agreed?!"

She rolled her eyes, but grinned sheepishly. "Damn you! You got me again. Agreed!"

I exulted in yet another great triumph. This day simply can't go any better! Well, that's not true. Just wait until I'm balls deep inside Cindy, and ask me how I'm feeling then! HA! 

I tried to strike while the iron was hot, getting down to the details before Mom could raise more objections. "Now we just have to get some incriminating video footage on her. I can just say I accidentally found some of the stuff you say you've kept on your phone. You keep it all in one hidden folder, I assume?"

"I do." She kept right on lapping on my most sensitive spot.

I asked, "But is that incriminating enough, if it's mostly just pictures of strange cocks?"

She added with increasing embarrassment, "Um, er… that's not all it is. You can't really tell how big a cock is unless you've got something to compare it with, like a, uh, a hand or a mouth. There's plenty of pics of her taking big cocks deep down her throat, for instance."

"Oh, great! Then let's do it! Right now!"

Still lapping around my throbbing cockhead, she asked, "What if she calls your bluff? Meaning you threaten to show the pictures to her husband and she says 'I dare you.'"

It was hard for me to think intently while getting my cock licked. But I managed to reply, "Well... I guess... I'd fold then. I mean... I like her and I don't really want to ruin her life. But... I don't think it'll come to that. Besides, maybe I'll get the feeling SHE'S bluffing. I'll have to see."

Mom just nodded and kept on lapping away.

Then another thought hit me as I thought back to what Mom had just been saying and tried to mentally visualize the incriminating pictures. "Wait! Does this mean she can deep throat?!"

Mom couldn't hold back her pride, even though it was for Cindy's skill. "She can! And as well as I can! Like me, she doesn't do it for her hubby, but I'm sure she hasn't lost her touch in the last three years. I tell you, you've hit the jackpot. I don't know if she'll be able to get YOUR thickness all the way down her throat though. You're the thickest I've ever seen, and I'm sure that's true for her too."

I said in an off-hand yet dominating way, "She'll just have to keep working at it until her lips run out of cock to swallow. Daily deep throating is a must for any decent fuck pet."

"PETER!" she exclaimed.

"What?" I looked at her commandingly.

She stared at me, then buckled under my power. "N-n-nothing. It's just that that's so… so damn hot!" She clutched at her throat, as if it was sore from deep throating me too much already.

I chuckled. "It is! And don't worry. Like I said, she'll never hold a candle to you, because you'll always be my mother and she never will. Plus, you and I live together. I'm sure I'll fuck your face and your cunt so very often that you'll be practically begging her for relief!"

"PETER!" She exclaimed again.

"What now?"

"Er, nothing. Except that's too fucking hot too! Good Lord! I feel like I've fallen off the edge of the world, into some alternate reality where everyone and everything is just… sex, sex, sex!"

I smirked. "That's pretty much true, except we're still in the same real world. The only thing is, we're going to make our special corner of it, the three of us, where all the usual rules go out the window. What do you think of that?"

"I FUCKING LOVE IT!" She was practically bursting with excitement and desire.

I had to laugh at her unabashed enthusiasm. Whoa! Talk about unleashing powerful forces. I always knew Mom was a total hottie, but it's like I've let a sex monster loose on the world. It's kind of daunting, but I love it! 

I barked, "Excellent. Now, call her up and have her come over immediately!"

That startled her enough to sit up and lift her head to make better eye contact with me. "What?! Now?!"

"We agreed on today," I pointed out.

"Yes, but you're going to fuck me again! And I have so much more cocksucking to do! And all this deep throating talk has me eager to have another go at that."

"Oh, we'll do all that, for sure. But won't that be more fun if we do it with Cindy right there, cheering you on?"

She grinned wickedly. She stared off into space imagining that.

"So why wait? Call her up right now." Wanting to strike while the iron was hot, I got up off the bed and rushed out of the room.

That left my mother very puzzled, I'm sure.

But I ran straight to her bedroom down the hall, grabbed her cell phone, and rushed right back. I was only gone a minute, if that.




CHAPTER 14

 

I was shocked to see my mother's cummy face again, even though I'd only briefly left the room. She was licking cum gobs into her mouth while she waited for me to come back. She was devouring them with gusto, but she still had plenty left to consume. Whoa! God, what a rush, seeing her do that! MY cum! MY mom! She's a perfect ten, for sure! But then add the cum, and she's like a twenty! Jesus! 

And seeing her completely naked body is another intense rush! Some hotties look better with clothes on, but she's the opposite, probably because her skin is so flawless and she has such an even all-over tan. And she's my MOM! I'm living the life of Riley!

I sat in a chair to get more comfortable… and to put her in a more demeaning position. "Here. Come here. Kneel between my legs, like a good fuck pet mother."

She groaned almost orgasmically. "UNNNGH! This is so fucked up! Every time you say that, it's like you hit me with an electric cattle prod. Except I'm jolted with pure arousal instead of electricity." She got off the bed and knelt down in front of me.

Just seeing her fully naked on her knees like that was a real mind-blower! I could see her huge tits if I leaned forward a little bit, which I did.

I thought, This is a woman who should be on the cover of a magazine! She's a total centerfold knockout! My own super curvy Lauren Bacall. And her tits! Those tits! Not only is she my mom, and I fucked her, but she's looking up at me with pure adoration... and lust. Such hunger in her eyes! Even after all we've done today, she can't wait to get her mouth back on my dick! What a RUSH! 

I held the phone up. "I'm going to call her right now."

Mom was alarmed. "NOW?! But don't we need to talk about this some more, and plan things out?"

"Normally, yes. I would want to think through every contingency. But I'm riding on such a high of lust and confidence that I feel totally invincible. I need to strike while the iron's hot, while I still feel this way. I've never felt like this before in my life and... well... I feel invincible! I know I just said that, but I need to emphasize it. I believe sheer chutzpah and confidence will carry the day. That's more important than lots of planning."

I added, "Besides, you're going to do all the talking, for now. Here's the deal. I'll dial the number, then hand the phone to you. I expect you to lick my cock while you're talking as much as possible, and suck it while she's talking."

"Are you serious?! That's risky!" Her face was flushed and her mouth was hanging open.

"True, but that's the fuck pet life you've chosen to live. You'll be doing lots of daring things like that from now on. For instance, if we're riding in the car together and I'm driving, I'll expect you to blow me the whole time."

"OH MY FUCKING GOD! What have I gotten myself into?!" Yet the way her huge tits started heaving on her chest showed she was much more aroused than upset.

She looked down at herself, and seemed to remember what a flawless sex goddess she was. "Son, a woman with my looks shouldn't have to suffer those sorts of indignities!"

I shrugged my shoulders. "Hey, there's still time to back out. I told you I'm going to work you hard, and especially work your mouth hard. Or… we can just be boring old regular incestuous lovers." I chuckled at that, because even that prospect was beyond incredible.

A new fire burned brightly in her eyes. She said emphatically, "No! I want the full deal! I want you to work me hard! Especially my mouth! Work it! I want my jaw constantly sore and my breath to always smell of sperm! God, I want you to fuck my tits so much! And my cunt! And maybe even my ass! We need to talk about if you can even fit back there. I sure hope you can, but it scares me too. But most of all, I want you to fuck my face!"

She dramatically opened her mouth wide, apparently to show off her oral enthusiasm. Then she continued, "I want you to use my mouth as your vessel for pleasure whenever you want it!"

She gesticulated emphatically, causing her incredible tits to swing and even crash into each other. "I want, nay, I NEED you to make me drop to my knees every time you so much as get a twinge of arousal in your cock! And I want Cindy kneeling next to me, lapping on your balls too! So dial that number. God! This new lifestyle is going to be so much fun!" She giggled jubilantly.

Mom had her good friend Cindy on speed dial, so I only needed to hit one button. I checked to make sure the phone was ringing, then I handed it to her down by my crotch.

Mom held my boner with one hand and eagerly lapped on my frenulum, my favorite spot. She used her other hand to hold the phone to her ear.

I heard her say, "Cindy? Hey! I'm so glad to reach you. This is REALLY important. I need you to come over here right away!"

Cindy gave a very short reply (which I couldn't hear), so my mom didn't stop with her lapping.

She switched from just holding my hot pole to actively stroking it. "No, no emergency. Unless you call being super horny an emergency!" She giggled. "I've met a new guy and he's such a HUNK! And oh my God, his cock! So big and perfect! It's the biggest and best I've EVER had! He's changed my life like you wouldn't believe! You just have to come here right away, so I can tell you all about him!"

Again, Cindy's reply was short, which I also couldn't hear.

Mom spoke while lapping around my cockhead during every brief pause. "What? No. My ball-and-chain hubby is gone for the whole three-day weekend. And my hunky son will be gone for hours too! I'm thinking that you and I can do some nude sunbathing. Totally nude! The weather is perfect for it, and I want to try to catch up to you with your perfect all-over tan. And while we're at it, I can tell you some of my latest big cock hunting adventures with this incredible new guy! We'll get hot under the sun in more ways than one!" She giggled again.

I felt shivers run down my spine, because it dawned on me, Even if this Cindy scheme completely fails, I still have Mom all to myself for the entire three day weekend! She's so enthusiastic about our new lifestyle that she'll probably sex me to death! At this point, there's no way I can lose. I chuckled to myself in my mind.

This time, Cindy gave a longer reply on the phone. My mother anticipated that and immediately switched to sucking me! She began bobbing with a fervor! Naturally, she tried to be as quiet as she could, but that conflicted with her desire to bob fast and with a lot of suction.

I closed my eyes to try to imagine what Cindy might be hearing over the phone line. It sure as hell sounded like cocksucking to me!

All too soon, Mom had to pull off to resume talking. She switched back to licking as often as she could. "What's that weird noise, you ask? That's me! I'm so HORNY! So incredibly horny! When I'm not talking, I'm sucking on my fingers because all I can think about is sucking this boy's big fat cock! And yes, he's a boy! A mere teenager! He's half my age, but he has double the cock of a full-grown man!"

That led to more questions by Cindy, obviously. Mom spent the time bobbing on me even louder and more overtly. I had to admire her cleverness in finding something sexually exciting to talk about, and especially the sucking on her fingers excuse, to justify the lewd noises she was making.

However, all too soon, she had to pull back off my thickness to talk some more. "Look, I could tell you a lot more over the phone, but I won't! Because you need to get your sexy ass over here right this minute so I can tell you all the juicy details in person. Break the fucking speed limit the whole way! This is a three-alarm, ten-inch cock fire!"

After just a couple of seconds of Cindy's next reply, Mom said, "YES! I said ten inches! TEN! But that's not even the best part! He's THICK! Like a Coke can, but for real! Well, almost. The truth is, I wouldn't want him any thicker or he wouldn't fit in my mouth. That's all I'll tell you for now."

She giggled, then started to stretch her lips back over my cockhead.

But before she could take it all back in, she muttered, "Okay! See you then! Bye!"

She ended the call. It looked like she was simply going to toss the phone over her shoulder until she remembered how valuable it was. She ended up handing the phone to me, so both of her hands were freed.

Again, she started to slide her lips back over my cockhead. It seemed that call had only aroused her even more.

I carefully put the phone down. I asked, "So what's the score?! Is she coming over?!"

She moaned in frustration at her pleasure denied. She resumed her impassioned lapping while she was forced to talk. "Yes! Right away! Already I fucking LOVE the idea of sharing you with her! I can start to see how having her by my side will magnify our daily excitement many times over. She and I going through every sexual experience together… WOW! Our faces sticky with your cum, our pussies constantly sore! Seeing your fat knob bulging through her neck… Double WOW!"

Her eyes bugged out wildly as she continued, "Or, better, feeling her caress the bulge in MY neck as I take you to the root! DAMN! I want that to happen NOW already! So many great things to do! So much endless sexual humiliation! Just talking to her about you got me too fucking horny to breathe! At least I knew it was you. Wait until she finds out just who my 'secret lover' is! HA!"

Again, she was about to take all of my shaft in her mouth, but then she had a slight change of plans. "Come on, Son! We don't have much time! We need to shower AND coax more cum out of you before she gets here! I say we do both at the same time! So let's move our asses over to the nearest bathroom!"

"Great idea!" I enthused. I muttered more to myself than to her, "Damn! I think I'm going to love having my own fuck pet mother!"




CHAPTER 15

 

She stood up, and then pulled me up. "Oh, you will, Son. You will! My mind is racing. I have so many ideas about the things we can do together, with her included, or just you and me. I feel like I've been reborn!"

She looked around and saw her red high heels as well as her red bikini top and bottom, all of them lying on the floor nearby. At first, she frowned in annoyance at having to deal with such petty things, but then a wicked grin crossed her face. She bent over dramatically and started putting her high heels back on.

It quickly became clear that she was less putting on the heels and more putting on a sexy display for me. As if it wasn't obvious enough already, she wiggled her bare ass seductively, and moaned sexily, "See anything you like, Son?"

I took a step forward and started caressing her nearest ass cheek. "Oh, yeah! Hell, yeah! Between your huge tits and your stunning face, everyone wants to see your front side, including me. But I think your ass is sadly neglected. It's world class too."

She was clearly thrilled by my words. She actually purred with pleasure. "Well, as my new de facto owner, it's up to you to do something about that neglect, don't you think?"

Finished with putting her high heels on, she spread her legs much wider. Ostensibly, that was to help her reach her bikini top and bottoms, to pick them up, which she did. But mostly it was about displaying her naked ass even more dramatically.

I stepped in still closer and put a hand on each ass cheek. I was close enough to rest my boner up against her ass crack. I moaned needfully, "I could fuck you doggy style so easily right now!"

She laughed with pure delight, but also said, "Son! Please! Watch out! I know you could, and you will! So very often! But not now. Do you want Cindy to catch us like this, with me naked and on all fours, getting fucked like an animal?! Wait! Don't answer that!" She laughed.

I was tempted to throw caution to the wind and fuck her some more, Cindy be damned.

However, that option slipped away when Mom stood all the way back up. She had her bikini scraps in hand. She was smiling from ear to ear. She playfully swiped her bikini top towards my face. "Behave! Let's make it to the shower first. Then you can have your way with my body!"

That sounded like a great idea to me. We started walking briskly to the shower.

I made sure to linger a few steps behind her so I could watch her bare ass cheeks undulate up and down.

However, halfway to the shower, she stopped and waited for me to catch up. She took my hand, and then kept on, "This is what I've been missing since, well, since I got married, at least. Those affairs I had these last couple of years were just a pale shadow of what I was really hungering for: YOU! And now I don't have to feel guilty about cheating!"

We were walking hand in hand from that point onwards. It was still a great joy to see her fully naked body next to mine, especially her enormous tits wobbling on her chest. I had to point out, "Um, you're still cheating on Dad, you know. We both are."

"Not so! Not in my mind. I'm YOUR fuck pet now, not his. YOU own me! If anything, if he tries to kiss me, or more, I'll be cheating on you with him. But don't worry. That's not going to happen, trust me."

"What?! You're going to cut him off, completely?!"

"Son, our sex life has been so bad that it'll take him a few weeks to even notice. You and I will talk about that later and figure out what we can do so I can live the full fuck pet lifestyle indefinitely. In my mind it's a done deal because I naturally belong to you, now and forever. But for now… shower!" She timed that just as we entered the bathroom.

I turned on the overhead water and let it shower down on us.

The first thing she did was stand directly under the falling water with her head tilted up and her eyes closed, letting the water wash all of my remaining cum off her face. She seemed as disappointed about that as I was. She muttered, "It's an unfortunate waste, but it must be done before Cindy gets here."

I wound up standing behind her, fondling her newly soaked ass cheeks. "Never mind. There will be plenty more where that came from. I plan to keep your face and tits splattered with cum more often than not." Since my dick was still hard, I wedged it in between her ass cheeks.

She moaned loudly and passionately. "Oh my God! SON! This is so fucking depraved! I love it!" She began squeezing my cock by flexing and unflexing her ass cheeks as best she could.

It felt surprisingly good, almost like I was getting dry humped just from the power of her ass. I ran my hands over her back. Even her entire back was an erogenous zone, in my book!

She went on, "This is exactly the sort of thing I've been missing in my life. Do you realize your father NEVER had his way with me in the shower?! Not even once. Not a blowjob, or a handjob… nothing."

As I humped her ass crack a little bit, I pointed out, "I hate to say this, but that's almost certainly because you wouldn't let him."

She sighed sadly as she contemplated that. "That's true. I could be a real bitch with him, couldn't I? I got very good at depriving him of sex as a means of control. There's no way I would have given him a sexy shower unless he did something truly extraordinary for me."

She suddenly turned around in place, and wiped the excess water from her face. The cum that had been there was all gone. That was okay, though, because I was stunned all over again by her flawless, symmetrical facial features. She could stop traffic even if she was wearing formless clothes from the neck on down.

She opened her eyes and held me by my shoulders. "I can be a right bitch sometimes. You know it, I know it, everyone knows it, so don't try to deny it. I'm all for female equality in general, but in my case, I can see I need a strong man and a firm spanking hand to guide me. I'm probably all fucked up because of my father. I've told you how he ruled our house like a military boot camp. I hated it at the time, but without someone to tell me what to do, I go astray."

She brought both hands down to my crotch. She started stroking my stiff dick, and folding my balls too. She smiled seductively. "Luckily, whoever takes that role will find himself rewarded with pleasure for all his trouble. Lots and lots of pleasure, every single day! Especially THIS kind!"

She suddenly dropped to her knees and trapped my boner in her cleavage. She'd been standing between me and the shower water coming down, so it began showering down on my chest and her head and back.

It felt great, and doubly so when she began sliding her round tits up and down around my boner, one going up while the other one went down, and vice versa. As she started lapping on my cock for good measure, I teased her, "Hmmm. I wonder who would want to take on that thankless job."

She snorted with amusement. "I'll show you, Mr. Funny Guy!" She started to slide her lips over my cockhead, on top of everything else she was doing to me.

But before she could cram it all the way inside her mouth yet again, I asked, "When you say you want 'female equality' for everyone but you, what about Cindy?"

She pulled her lips back and looked up at me. A wicked sneer crossed her face. "Okay, good point. Everyone but me and her. It won't be half as much fun for me to be your fuck pet if she isn't one too. So you not only need to seduce her, you've gotta do whatever the hell it is you did to me to make me go crazy for you like this."

She wiggled her eyebrows in seeming disbelief as she added, "Not to mention you need to make her as hot for sucking your cock as I'm feeling right now! God knows I used to love fellatio. It was kind of my special thing in college. I was a good date, believe me. But you're making me want to suck your cock all the time so much that I can't stand it!"

With that, she dramatically enveloped my cockhead with her mouth. This time, finally, she wasn't going to be denied. Giving up on the titfuck motion to fully focus on the oral action, she started bobbing a couple of inches below the crown of my fat knob, while using lots of tongue on my most sensitive spots.

I tilted my head back, shut my eyes, and opened my mouth wide as I let out a primal moan. Luckily, my face wasn't in range of the shower water coming down. I put both hands on her head and held tight, because I knew she was going to take me for a wild ride.

It turns out I didn't know the half of it. After just a minute or two of that kind of bobbing, she went deep on me again! Each thrust of her head down went a little further. Inch by inch, she went down until her nose was touching my pubic hair and there wasn't any more cock left to consume.

I howled, "Incredible!" I tilted my head even further back, arching my entire back. I squeezed the sides of her head like I was trying to crush it. I couldn't help myself from doing that because the pleasure was too intense. However, after a few moments I recalled how that had upset her and caused her to pull off, so I managed to let go.

It turned out that "mere" deep throating wasn't the only extraordinary trick up her sleeve. Once she had me that deeply in her mouth, she began doing something with her throat muscles. I'd noticed it before during the first time she'd deep throated me, but I was so very high on lust and life at the point that I hadn't paid much attention to specific sensations.

This time, I could better appreciate just what she was doing. Essentially, she was fucking my entire cock at once! It was a tight squeeze all over, just like fucking her pussy, but her throat was doing things to my shaft that not even her talented pussy walls could do. And then, on top of that, her lips kept sliding back and forth with great suction, and her tongue lapped on whatever part of my shaft was passing by.

The whole thing is too much! Fucking my own mother's cunt was incredible, even if she hadn't been my mother. She's a fantastic fuck, plain and simple! But this is even better! She has more oral talent than ANY of my girlfriends ever were, even Dusty, and she's my new fuck pet mom!

I held on for dear life. I figured we still had fifteen minutes until Cindy got here, at bare minimum, and I didn't want to blow my load the first couple of minutes in the shower and then just hang around until Cindy arrived. I could do better than that.

I knew a trick to squeeze the base of my shaft to stave off my ejaculation if I got really desperate, and boy was I desperate! Unfortunately, I couldn't use that trick this time, because even the base of my shaft was fully inside her mouth!

It was a race against time, and every second counted. I knew she couldn't keep me that deep in her mouth for more than about a minute, not unless she was trained like some kind of free diver (those who dive deep underwater without SCUBA equipment). Would she have to pull up first, or would I cum first?!

Every single second was a journey to heaven and back. Somehow, I still clung on for dear life. All too soon, I was sure a minute had passed, if not longer, and yet she still hadn't pulled up and off. The urge was welling up in me too fast. I had to cry out, "Stop! Please! Too much! Or I'm gonna cum!"

In a flash, she finally pulled all the way off.




CHAPTER 16

 

I was so stunned by her oral feat that I staggered back. It was a lucky thing I didn't slip and hurt myself in the wet shower. I wound up plopping my ass on the wet floor underneath me because I didn't trust that I could remain standing after that. My legs seemed to have gone boneless.

My mother Kate seemed extremely proud of herself, and justifiably so. She took some deep breaths and clutched at her throat while she recovered.

I stared at her in sheer disbelief. Whoa! Mom's always looked ridiculously hot to begin with, but seeing her soaking wet and buck naked, with her hair slicked back, she looks even MORE fuckable than usual! I just won the lottery of life! Her love and sexual enthusiasm for me is worth more than all the money in the world! 

She tilted her head back, like I had been doing. Except she was under the water's spray, so she luxuriated in the water falling onto her. She ran her hands through her wet brown hair for good measure.

I swear, just looking at her like that, with rivulets of water cascading all over her immense tits, was nearly as mentally arousing for me as her cocksucking, even her deep throating! All I could think was: Fuck pet! MY fuck pet! Fuuuuuck! 

She finally moved her head back into place and made eye contact with me, which was easier now that we were both on our knees. She seemed amused by the stunned look on my face. She said with a smile, "Aaaaaah! That's such fun! Son, you inspire me to do things like that! Aside from doing that to you earlier today, I haven't done that since, well, probably since freshman year in college. Good times. It's been way too long since I've properly throat-fucked a big cock!"

I did some family history math. Her freshman year was not long before she met Dad, got accidentally knocked up by him, took part in a shotgun wedding, dropped out of college, and then gave birth to me. Hmmm... 

I asked, "So you never did that to Dad?! Never ever?!"

She pondered that. "No, I guess not."

"Why not?!"

"Because I'm a selfish bitch. Or at least I was until today. In my old way of thinking, if I did it to him even once, he'd know I could do it and then he'd nag me about doing it all the time. And frankly, he just wasn't worth it. It's really difficult! I'm surprised I'm not crying tears again."

She wiped her eyes, and realized she had started to shed a few tears from the difficulty of the deep throating, after all. "Well, not more tears than this," she corrected herself.

I pointed out, "Yeah, but Dad's penis is way smaller than mine. It would be much easier doing that with him."

She shrugged. "True. The bottom line is, I just didn't feel like it. Hell, I hardly even blew him, period, and when I did, it was done in an unenthusiastic style to get it over with quickly and to discourage him from wanting it more. That's ironic, because you should have seen some of the suck-fests I had in cars during some of my dates back in college. First dates sometimes, too!"

Her entire demeanor changed, and she went from a frown to a seductive smile. "But playing the denial game was the old me. The new me is entirely different! I think the new me is going to deep throat you daily! You have a worthy cock that makes me eager to choke on until I'm lapping on your balls, and until I'm in danger of passing out! What do you think about that?"

I just stared at her in disbelief. I felt like I'd created a monster, but in the best possible way.

She grinned from my incredulous expression. "I take that's a 'yes!'" She chuckled, causing her wet, round melons to jiggle. "You know, my gag reflex doesn't bother me much at all. But it is there. However, I've heard there are things one can do to get rid of it altogether. Basically, you keep tickling it with a toothbrush every day until it gets desensitized. Once I do that, I'll be able to deep throat you with ease, each and every time I blow you!"

She smirked knowingly. "Can you just imagine that, having a big-titted, horny mother who loves to suck, and has no gag reflex whatsoever?! And living right down the hall from you, no less."

She unexpectedly knelt up stiffly, arching her back and thrusting her huge tits forward. She even pinned her hands behind her back. "As your first fuck pet, it's my duty and responsibility to pleasure your cock about as much as humanly possible! I have this fantasy of sucking you everywhere, all throughout the day! Starting with waking you up in the morning with my mouth! Throw away your alarm clock, because you'll never need it again!"

She was so inspired by her own talking that she suddenly got down on all fours. She rested on her forearms to get her head low enough to my crotch, since I was still kneeling. Just before getting her mouth engaged with my boner again, she said, "I figure if I do a really good job on your cock throughout the day, especially with my mouth, you'll reward me by fucking the hell out of me later on! And if I don't, you'll spank me. What a great lifestyle. It's win-win for me, either way. So simple. So easy. So fun!"

She took my thickness in her mouth again, and resumed her relentless bobbing. She could have just used her head for her bobbing motion, but she took advantage of that all-fours position to put her entire body into it. She didn't simply move her head, but instead swayed herself back and forth.

It was a truly awesome sight! Especially her bare, heart-shaped ass. It was in constant motion, always swaying forward and back in time, but also humping up and down sometimes, or swishing from side to side.

That created a lot of swinging of her gigantic dangling tits. Unfortunately, I couldn't see that due to her upper torso being in the way. But I was able to reach underneath her and fondle them. That slowed their swaying some, and it was just plain fun to do.

She seemed to really like my fondling, judging by her sexy moans and the intensity of her sucking. Her cheeks caved in as she applied more and more suction.

I thought, It looks like I hit the sex jackpot! When I blackmailed Mom, I had visions of getting to fuck her a lot. That's pretty fucking great, but that was about it. I had no idea she'd be THIS enthusiastic! Especially about the oral stuff. She's more into it than Dusty, even. Who used the "fuck pet" term first?! I guess I did, after bringing up "sex pet" once or twice. Boy, did I score with that. It drives her wild! It's kind of been my ultimate fantasy to have her totally under my thumb and loving it. But it was an impossible fantasy, or so I thought! 

Look at us now! Look at HER now! I looked down at her remarkable naked body, from her slicked back wet hair moving in time to her sliding lips, then all the way down to her remarkable bubble butt. I gleefully kneaded her dangling tits. She's mine! All mine! I'm so overjoyed I could become delirious and honestly lose my mind! And Cindy's waiting on deck! Fuck me! 

Mom was insatiable. She wanted to talk to me about Cindy, and especially how we should approach my seduction of her. But she couldn't get enough of my cock, so after I only managed a couple of unfinished and distracted sentences, she had me stand up.

My legs were still a little weak, so I leaned up against a wall.

Then she trapped my cock between her huge knockers and proceeded to give me another world-class titfuck! Sometimes, she just vigorously smothered my thick shaft with her soft boobs, and other times she craned her head down and effective licked and/or sucked me at the same time!

Presumably, she switched to titfucking so we could both talk about Cindy plans. But it was such a pleasure trip that it took me about five minutes of titfucking ecstasy before I could calm down enough to even think of talking. And the only reason I calmed down was because she slowed her style considerably, apparently to further coax me into talking.

She looked up at me with fire in her eyes. "Now, let's talk about Cindy. But first, do you like this, Son? If this how a fuck pet mother is supposed to behave? Is this why I have tits this size? Because they're perfect for pleasuring huge cocks like yours?!"

I thought, Since she's so eager, I should just go for broke. She seems really into the whole fuck pet thing. Why not let all my fantasies run wild and see if she shares them? 

I said, "It is! From now on, I expect showering will be a shared activity. A good fuck pet mother must anticipate her son's sexual needs. If you hear me enter the bathroom to shower, you need to strip fast and rush over with haste to service me. That's if you're not naked already!"

She groaned loudly and lustily.

Seeing I was on the right track, I continued, "Buy some of that bubble bath soap, but the edible kind. Then you'll wash me using your huge tits more than your hands. And of course, plan for it to take a long, long time, every time, because it'll mostly be an excuse for you to suck and titfuck me while we're both slippery and wet!"

Her eyes went wide as saucers. "Oh my God! Dear God!" She suddenly craned her head down, further than before, and swallowed all of my cockhead and then some! That was an incredible physical feat, since she still had most of my shaft trapped deep in her cleavage.

Despite a sudden rush of arousal, I somehow joked, "I take that to mean you like the idea!"

"MMMM!" She bobbed on me with a renewed burst of energy, and revived the titfucking motion too. She was stimulating every last part of my cock all at once. It was much like the deep throating, though admittedly not at that extremely high level of stimulation.

Clearly, this was no easy thing to do! She'd done it to me earlier, and shed tears from the struggle. Despite the fact that her face was wet, we were away from the showering water and I could see fresh tears rolling down her cheeks.

I thought with amusement, So much about talking about Cindy! Fuck it! This is way better! 

I patted her head, "Give it a good cry, Mom. A good fuck pet cries a lot from the sheer struggle of serving her son's cock!"

I thought those comments might inspire her even more, but instead she pulled her lips all the way off. She kept my boner enveloped by her immense, sopping wet tits though.

She looked up at me as if seeing me for the first time. "SON! SON!" She was panting and breathless.

"What?!" I asked in confusion.

She seemed emotionally overcome. "When you say things like that, it does things to me! Scary things! It gives me goose bumps all over! Mostly, it makes me want to pleasure you even MORE! I could never completely let myself go with anyone else. Hell, the only people I've ever truly trusted in my life I could count on one hand. But with you, I'd trust you with my life. So I can completely let myself go into the fuck pet lifestyle. Tell me more about how I need to serve your cock! Daily!"

I longed to do nothing more. However, I was growing increasingly concerned, both about cumming too soon and about Cindy arriving shortly. I decided it would be better to talk first, then cum, then get ready in time for our visitor. So I said, "I will, but first, we need to talk about Cindy!"

"UNNNGH!" It looked like Mom nearly had a climax just from me saying that.

"What now?!" I asked, even more confused.

She panted, "Sorry, but you reminded me about how you're going to seduce her, and fuck her, and tame her, and then force me to share you with her! It's all too exciting and embarrassing! I can't take it!" She took some long moments to try to calm her breathing while keeping my erection trapped in her cleavage.

I closed my eyes and tried to calm down too. Shit! Talking is dangerously arousing! I can't bear to look! Seeing her hands squeezing the outer sides of her massive tits around my boner is way too exciting to even think about, much less look at. 

After a couple of minutes with the both of us staying relatively still, I managed to open my eyes again.

She took that as a sign to resume talking while also starting up with a slight titfuck squeezing. "Okay. Cindy. She could be here very soon. Five or ten minutes, maybe. So we need to get our asses in gear. I have a plan forming in my mind. Do you want to hear it?"

"Sure." I was totally turned-on by the fact that she was becoming an eager co-conspirator in Cindy's seduction.

"Thanks to the way you forced me to lick and suck you during my phone call to her, I was forced to come up with the idea on the fly of having this OTHER studly young lover to rave about with her. Not you, but someone basically identically like you. I can work with that. My plan is to get her all hot and bothered with sex talk about that supposed guy. Then you can 'accidentally come home early' and join us. I'll talk more about this other guy, and sort of use you for comparison to keep you involved. Then we'll have to wing it from there."

"That's the plan?" I asked, uncertain.

She gave me a dubious look. "Do you have a better one, Peter?"

"Um, no. Good plan! Especially since we don't have time to think up something else. But don't you think me showing up out of the blue might scare her off?! You two are going to be completely naked, you know."

"Not if she and I are horny enough. I want you to watch us from the second floor, using your binoculars."

I grinned from ear to ear. "Done and done!"

She smirked. "I know you've done that a lot with me when I laid out by the pool. Don't think I didn't notice at least some of the time, and even put on a bit of a show for you. From now on, you get to do it with permission!"

I sneered cockily, "Except why would I enjoy just looking at your great tits from afar when I can fondle and fuck them up close instead?"

"Good point! God, I love this new life!" She laughed almost deliriously. "I've got a huge-cocked sex stud living just down the hall from me. We're going to have SO MUCH FUN! Heh! Anyway, when I feel the time is right for you to join us, I'll wave my arm in the air like I'm in a restaurant trying to get a waiter's attention. Obviously, I'll do that when she's not looking. It should be so obvious that I won't need a return signal from you."

"What if I miss it? Because I'm already figuring it's going to be torture having to watch you two non-stop. The anticipation's going to kill me!"

"Then I'll just do it again five minutes later, and I'll keep doing it from time to time until you catch on. Expect it to take half an hour before I can do that, at a minimum, maybe more like an hour. I'm going to try to get her drunk too, and that takes a while to kick in."

"Okay. But what if I come out and she still gets so freaked that she puts her bikini back on?"

"Hmmm." She frowned and licked my cockhead poking up through the top of her cleavage as she considered that. "Okay, here's an idea. After she arrives, I'll confiscate her bikini, and mine, and tell her that I'm doing it so we can have an all-nude, super sexy time together. No clothes allowed, not even a bikini when we're inside the house."

"Have you done that before?" It was a trip having to look down at my crotch to talk to her.

"No, but I've got the excuse of being extra excited about my supposed young lover with the ten-inch long cock to do new things."

I chuckled. "'Supposed.' Such things don't really exist."

She unexpectedly took my cock out of her cleavage, allowing her to lick all the way from base to tip and back again, twice. "Mmmm! Slurping forty inches of hot son-meat! Yum!" Then she looked up to me and smirked. "Is that real enough for you, mister?!"

I laughed. "I stand corrected!"

She continued to hold my boner, while stroking and licking it.

It looked to me like she was gearing up for some more cocksucking action.

But first, she said, "So that's the plan. Otherwise, we'll just have to wing it. Agreed?"

"Agreed." I tried to sound calm, even though I was panting like a mad man.

That sexy fire returned to her eyes, and a knowing smirk to her mouth — at least at the rare times she wasn't lapping all over my cockhead. "Okay, with that out of the way, now we can get to the really important stuff: getting you to empty your balls all over my face! Again! I'm going to deep throat you some more so you'll have no choice but to erupt like a volcano, since we're running out of time. But give me ample warning so I can take it on my face! Okay?"

"Okay!" It occurred to me that she was going to be fairly demanding for a "fuck pet," but I didn't mind her enthusiasm in the slightest.

"Good! Now then, to get me in the mood, tell me more about how you're going to force me to serve your cock every single damn day!" She engulfed my cockhead again.

I could tell she was going to do what she did before, which was going a little deeper with each bob until she got past her gag reflex and then well beyond. So I didn't have much time. I said in a bland, matter-of-face voice, "There's not much to tell. Your new life is going to be extremely boring…"

I paused significantly. Then I went from sounding bored to excited, because I couldn't help myself. "…Unless you like fucking and sucking, that is! In which case, it's going to be a non-stop thrill ride! You won't just be sucking my cock, you'll be serving it with your mouth! Adoring it! Loving it! Worshipping it, even!"

I was going to say more along those lines, but apparently that comment flipped some switch inside her, because she suddenly lunged all the way down until she was out of cock to cram further down her throat! I have no idea how she could take all ten of my thick inches down her throat that fast!

Any additional attempt on my part to talk or even think was thrown out the window. I clutched her head with both hands and moaned and groaned like I'd just been skewered in the chest by a wild boar.

I'd been teetering on the brink of cumming off and on for nearly the entire shower, and I was running out of the willpower to resist. With her deep throating magic hitting me at full blast, resistance was useless anyway! I felt my balls tightening up and knew I was a goner. I managed to cry out, "GONNA CUM!"

She quickly pulled her lips all the way off. Then she shut her eyes tightly and braced for impact.

I was grateful that she was willing to hold and stroke my boner through my orgasm, because it was all I could do to stay upright, even given that I was leaning against a wall. I shouted and wailed as she aimed my cock like a gun, thoroughly coating her entire face with my cum!

I was only dimly aware of what was happening, because my orgasm was so intense that I actually saw stars! I hung on until she coaxed the last dribbles out of me. Then I was forced to slump down the wall until my ass was on the floor.




CHAPTER 17

 

I rested there for two or three minutes with my eyes closed. I was totally destroyed, after an orgasm THAT intense! I couldn't even speak.

Eventually, I felt a tap on my head. "Come on, big boy. If you want to tame and own Cindy's sexy ass, not to mention the rest of her spectacular MILF body, you need to get up."

I reluctantly opened my eyes. My mother was standing up and toweled off. It was like my cum shower onto her face didn't happen, because she was looking spic and span, including a totally clean face.

My heart leapt to my throat, because she was still buck naked, and her massive tits were dangling down towards my head! She was heart-stoppingly gorgeous, with a cummy face or without. Even just seeing her sexy eyes knocked me over.

I muttered, "Good fucking Lord!"

"What is it?" She asked. She held out a hand to pull me up.

I stayed there, gawking. "I'm just getting used to seeing you like this."

"Like what?"

"Like this!" I waved a hand at her nudity. "No clothes! Damn, Mom! You look much better naked than clothed, and there aren't a lot of women who can say that. Your body is so flawless that if you were a fashion model, you'd put the airbrush artists out of work!"

She beamed. "You! Shut your mouth! Son, I love you so much!" She struck a sexy, cheesecake pose. "I'm proud that my body pleases you. But what about me getting used to seeing YOU like this?" She reached out and fondled my penis, even though it was flaccid. "Jesus Christ! You're bigger like this than when your dad is fully erect!"

We ended up doing a little more kissing and fondling. That certainly would have led to a lot more, because we were so hot for each other that we were pretty much incapable of stopping. But the fun came to a crashing halt when we heard the doorbell ring.

Mom froze. "Oh shit! That's gotta be Cindy! And I haven't had time to dress or put on make-up, or anything!"

A thought came to me. "Good! Greet her at the front door buck naked. Completely starkers! Then get her to strip right there in the foyer. Tell her it's the house rules today, no exceptions. That'll set the tone for the day. And it'll ensure that her bikini is nowhere near the backyard, assuming she brought one. In fact, once she's naked, hide all her clothes and anything else she can wear, for extra measure."

She considered that. "Good idea. Except I'm only going to open the door a crack. I don't want the whole neighborhood to see me like this!"

"Neither do I," I replied. "I'm not the sharing kind. You're mine and mine alone!"

She visibly shivered. "God! Just hearing you say that gives me goose bumps and tingles all over!" She leaned in to kiss my lips again.

I must admit I felt goose bumps too, from seeing her passionate reaction. "There's no time for that. Let's hurry! I'll quietly sneak upstairs first." I gave her ass a hard smack as I hurried out of the bathroom.

She moaned orgasmically. "Damn! Why did we wait so long to start this?! Why did you have to blackmail me first, before I could wake up on my own?!"

But I didn't reply, because I was already jogging through the house and up the stairs. 

I didn't get to see or hear my mother open the front door buck naked, which was a shame. But I certainly could imagine it, as well as Cindy's reaction! I would have loved to see the actual expression on Cindy's face.

I hurried to my room and laid down on my bed. I tried to calm myself, but just thinking about Mom and Cindy being naked downstairs - and very probably becoming my two "fuck pets" from now on - there was no way I could get calm. I tried to close my eyes and take deep, slow breaths, but that didn't help much. In fact, I stayed panting hard, nearly non-stop. I couldn't even keep my eyes closed for long, because I was so wired with energy.

After about five minutes, I got up and went to the window that looked to the backyard. As I had hoped, I could see both Mom and Cindy there, lying on adjacent lawn chairs fully naked! I was tempted to watch, but I knew that would inevitably lead to masturbation, and I didn't want to use up my sexual energy and my cum. As a result, I only took a brief look before heading to the bathroom for a cold shower.

I swear, that was the longest and coldest shower I've ever had! Damn, it was cold! It served its purpose though, because it allowed my penis to go flaccid after a few minutes. But I was so very worked up that eventually I got accustomed to the cold and started to get erect again just the same. I couldn't stop thinking about what waited for me in the backyard!

I'd never felt so mentally tortured in my entire life! Every second seemed like an hour.

I realized that there was no way I was going to last half an hour stewing around the house, much less a full hour, without going crazy with anticipation and desire. I got out of the shower, quickly threw on some jogging clothes, and took a jog around the neighborhood. Actually, it was more like an all-out run. I burned off so much energy that my body couldn't do that and stay insanely aroused at the same time.

By the time I got back, I felt thoroughly exhausted. I worried that I'd been gone so long that Mom had already given me the secret signal and I'd missed it. I knew she would keep making the signal from time to time until I caught on, but I would be missing out in the meanwhile. I hurried back up to my room, only to discover that a mere forty minutes passed since Cindy had arrived. Agony!

I peeked out the window to the backyard again - big mistake! Mom and Cindy were lying naked side by side, and even from a distance they looked so remarkably hot and sexy that I just about had a spontaneous orgasm. I was impossible to say which one had the more flawless and voluptuous body. And both of them were nicely tanned, with no tan lines whatsoever. Had it not been for the fact that Mom was a brunette and Cindy was blonde, they practically could have been twins.

I was forced to take another cold shower, both to get clean after running and to cool my engines as much as possible.

Unfortunately, the shower only took so long. Afterwards, I had nothing left to do but pace around my room while occasionally peeking through the window for Mom's signal. It was even more of an exquisite torture than before! I was raring to go, dying to get my hands on Cindy's incredible body especially, but I knew I had to be patient or I could ruin everything. My dick stayed stiffly erect and throbbing, but I dared not masturbate for fear of getting carried away.

Finally - FINALLY! - after almost exactly one hour since Cindy arrived, I got the signal of Mom waving a hand above her head. Man, did I move like lightning! I was so excited that I didn't worry what I'd say or do once I was there, since I was just so overjoyed to be there in the first place.

I rushed downstairs dressed in nothing but my tight Speedos. They certainly didn't hide much. Given that my dick is ten inches long, it's a constant challenge just to keep it in the Speedos when erect. I hoped that would be a moot point before long in any case.

As I got to the screen door leading to the backyard, I slowed way down and tried to think fast what I'd say to justify barging in on them while they were fully nude.

Luckily, I didn't need an excuse, since I wasn't exactly at my best and brightest right then. Mom had been anticipating my arrival, and when she saw me through the screen door, she sat up higher and shouted my way, "HEY! PETER! You're just what I'm looking for. Can you come here for a minute, please?"

My hand was trembling as I opened the screen door and went outside. For some reason, I was even more nervous trying to seduce Cindy than when I'd tried to seduce my own mother, at least initially.

However, despite my nervous condition, it was easy for me to play the clueless rube. "What is it, Mom?"

Seeing that I was still standing by the screen door into the house, she said peevishly, "Don't speak from over there. Come here, please."

Even with the lawn chairs mostly blocking the view of two perfect, tanned bodies from where I stood, it was obvious that the two of them were completely naked. So, pretending to be clueless, I had to ask, "Um, are you sure? I can't help but see from here that you both look, um…"

"Naked," Mom said matter-of-factly. "Yes, we are. But don't worry, we've worked that out. We'll lie face down so you can hardly see anything you wouldn't see in a bikini. Hurry up, already. We need your help!"

"Um, okay." I walked over to where they are, until I stood right next to Cindy's lawn chair, with Mom's just past hers.

My jaw just about hit the floor as I checked out their nude bodies, side by side, with both of them face down. It was impossible to choose which one looked better, since they were both essentially perfect: such fit, curvaceous bodies! Such flawless, all over tans! I could scarcely breathe, especially getting to see their fully bare asses.

But I didn't have much time to think, because Cindy squirmed in place sexily and complained, "Kate, I can't believe you're allowing him here! This is so embarrassing!"

Mom replied, "Hey! You agreed already, so it's too late to back down now." With Cindy's face down against the lawn chair underneath her, and her eyes shut for good measure, Mom was able to look at me without Cindy seeing. She gazed wantonly at the bulge in my Speedos, and hungrily licked her lips in a very knowing way.

Cindy squealed, "Peter, please! Please promise me you won't look!"

"Um..." I didn't know what to say. I didn't want to make such a promise, because there was no way I could stick to it even for a moment. Hell, while I stood there I was continuing to blatantly gawk, since Cindy couldn't see my face.

Mom chided her friend, "Hush! You agreed to this already. You're safe lying face down. He can't see any of your private parts."

Cindy complained, "Are you kidding?! He can see all of my ass! My bare ass! And I'm sure he's staring at it right now!"

That was true. I was woozy with lust, because it was a flawless, nicely tanned ass. And Mom's equally fine ass was right next to it.

Mom said to her, "I told you that it's no different than if we're lying face down with G-strings on, and that's still true. Those strings go into your ass crack anyway, so the only difference is mental. Your problem is you feel completely naked."

"BECAUSE I AM!" Cindy cried out in distress.

Mom sounded unbothered. "Well, it's too late now. I put your bikini and all the rest away somewhere in the house, and we don't even have a hand towel to cover up. You're just going to have to grin and bear it."

Cindy whimpered helplessly and unhappily. She also writhed around slightly in discomfort. That made her naked body look even more tempting.

Mom asked me, "Son, you're not bothered to see us like this, are you? Like I was telling her, I figure it's basically the same as if we were wearing G-strings. And you have your own bombshell of a sexy girlfriend, so it's all old hat to you anyway."

"Um… NO! Er, it's fine!" I didn't have to pretend to be nervous, since I was trembling with lust and anticipation.

Mom asked in a stern voice, "You're mature, right? You can handle it, can't you?"

"Of course!"

Mom turned to her side slightly, allowing me to see all of one of her breasts to her stiff nipple. She smiled at me as she said, "See, Cin? I told you it would be fine. Now, Son, the reason I asked you here is a delicate one, but I'm sure you can be trusted to keep your lips shut, can't you?"

"Um, sure." I tore my gaze from their voluptuous nude figures just long enough to check out the rest of the scene. I saw two bottles of wine between the two MILFs, plus two partially filled wine glasses. One bottle had been completely emptied, and they'd made good progress on the second one.

Even that sight secretly thrilled me, because it suggested Cindy (and Mom) had to be at least tipsy, and thus not fully in control.

Mom smiled at me again, while Cindy continued to keep her eyes shut and her face pressed up against the lawn chair. My gorgeous mother twisted in place some more, allowing me to secretly gawk at even more of her fantastic tits, while I got to continue to enjoy ogling her bare ass as well, not to mention Cindy's entire naked backside too.

Mom said, "Peter, as you know, your father hasn't been able to sexually satisfy me for quite some time now. I told Cindy today how you recently revealed to me that you've learned about my… extracurricular activities. It's embarrassing, but I think that it's best in the long run if we're fully honest with each other. Don't you agree?"

"Um… yeah." My heart was racing fast as I continued to stand there, gawking at all the luscious bare flesh.

While I was looking mostly at Mom, I suspected Cindy was secretly checking out the bulge in my swimsuit. It didn't leave much to the imagination. She appeared to have her eyes closed, but she could easily peek through narrow slits without me knowing.

"Good," Mom agreed. "That honesty is a fortunate thing for us today, because I happened to be telling Cin about my latest lover, and, well, we could use you as a visual aid."

"Um… what do you mean?!" Actually, I had a good idea what she meant, but it was easy to still play dumb.

"As I told you, the reason I have to cheat on your father is that his penis size just doesn't do it for me. I need a certain minimum size to feel much sexual pleasure, and, frankly, the larger the better! I was telling Cin just how thick and big my new lover is, er, in that area, and she's had a hard time believing me, and thus visualizing just what I'm talking about. It occurred to me that my new lover is pretty much exactly as endowed as you are, which is thicker and all around larger than any penis she's ever seen. So, if we could see the size of your penis when it's engorged, that would allow her to finally fully understand what I've been talking about."

I pretended more surprise. "You… you want me to pull my Speedos down and show you my penis size?!"

"That's exactly what I want," Mom said, while she seductively licked her lips. "Though it's really for Cindy and I won't be looking, so it's not a weird, well… you know... Incest thing. Also, before you protest, consider that you're exposing a good deal of it already."

That got Cindy's immediate attention, because it gave her a good excuse to overtly check out my package. She opened her eyes and looked up at me. Since I was standing right next to her lawn chair, she didn't have to look far to see my crotch.

I glanced down and realized that Mom was right: my fully erect ten-inch cock couldn't be contained for long in my skimpy Speedos unless I made a concerted effort to keep it tucked away, and I'd forgotten all about doing that. As a result, the entire cockhead and then some was poking out already!

Cindy gasped in wide-eyed wonder at what I was exposing.

I guessed that Cindy had to be fairly drunk to agree to this much. Plus, Mom and her must have been talking about highly arousing topics for the last hour. Her sexual restraint had to be in tatters already. The smell of wet pussy was heavy in the air, even though we were outside with a light breeze.

So rather than act highly reluctant and draw things out, I said, "Uh… good point. Ooops! I guess if I'm showing this much, I might as well show the rest. That is, unless you mind, Cin?"

Before Cindy could reply, Mom said, "She doesn't mind, trust me. After all, she and I are completely naked. It's only fair that you get the same. We actually have a clothes-free zone rule out here today, so I want you to take your Speedos all the way off."

She added with a tipsy giggle, "That's an order! Do it, Son, or you're grounded!" She giggled even more.

I pretended a little more reluctance. "Um… are you sure?! Cindy, is that really okay?!" To help make sure she wouldn't object, I started pulling my Speedos down slightly already, exposing more of my rampant erection.

Cindy gasped as she watched more of my thick inches come into view. It took some long seconds before she managed to reply. "Uh, er… I think it's kind of nuts, but your mother seems to be very insistent about it. So, uh… don't mind me."

"Okay!" I happily pulled my Speedos the rest of the way off my boner. I was so aroused that as soon as I had my erection completely freed, it surged forward and stuck out like a flagpole.




CHAPTER 18

 

I would love to say that Cindy was so close that my erection touched her face or some other part of her, but unfortunately she wasn't that close. Still, she was only about a foot away from that happening, which was fairly remarkable all the same.

She gasped again, and unthinkingly turned more to the side to get a better look. That exposed a good deal of her nearest bare boob, down to the outer edge of her nipple.

Damn, she's stacked! If Mom is an F-cup, Cin has to be a G-cup! Good Lord! And just look at her eyes. They're glazed over with lust, or drunkenness, or probably both. Soon, my cock is going to be tightly nestled in her deep cleavage, I just know it!

I kind of lost my train of thought as I stared down at Cindy while she stared at my fully exposed boner. She was attempted to act unaffected, but apparently she was so tipsy that she wasn't as in control as she thought she was. For one thing, she was constantly licking her lips. For another, she was breathing heavily, very heavily.

Then I remembered I was supposed to take my Speedos all the way off. I bent over to get it down my legs. Since things were going so great, I decided to push my luck by slightly repositioning in hopes that my boner very well might make contact with her face. With the way she was sitting up slightly on one arm, her head was at the ideal level for that kind of mischief.

I waited until my hands were down to my ankles before I made my move and spread my legs in just the right away to move within range. Then I leaned forward more until I could feel my cockhead touching flesh. Bingo! I couldn't see what was happening, but I knew it had to be some part of her face.

Cindy gasped even louder than before. Unfortunately, she reflexively pulled back, breaking the contact.

I pretended cluelessness. I took a long time getting the Speedos off my feet, so my boner could wiggle mere inches from where I knew her face still had to be.

To help stall for time while I was doing that, I asked while in my pretend-clueless mode, "So, Mom, can you better explain what this is all about? If you have some kind of nudity rule going here today, I guess I have to obey that, but it's kind of weird for me, to say the least."

Mom said, "I suppose you have the right to know more. You see, I've met this new guy in just the last 24 hours, and he's completely turned my world upside down. As you found out recently, I had been seeing another guy named Jim to take care of my sexual needs, but he's history. I've fallen hard for Peter instead."

Still pretending to struggle with getting my Speedos off, I asked, "'Peter?'" I couldn't see what Cindy was seeing, but my boner had to be wobbling outrageously mere inches from her face.

Mom said, "I know, I know, it's weird that he has the same name you do, but that can't be helped. It's a very common name, you must admit. Besides, it's very fitting, because Peter's peter is simply amaaaaazing!"

Cindy giggled in a silly way, highlighting that she had to be at least tipsy.

I asked her, "What?"

"Oh, nothing." But then she couldn't resist explaining, "She just said Peter's peter is very fitting!" She giggled some more.

Mom giggled too. "It IS! It's a perfect fit, in fact. He has me drooling nearly all the time from merely thinking about it, and what it can do to me. Son, that's why I felt it's necessary to show Cindy your penis, because not only do you share the same name as my new lover, but your penis size is basically identical! Both the length AND the width!"

Cindy couldn't resist teasing, "Now, Kate, how would you know the exact length and width of your son's penis? Hmmm?"

Mom pretended disgust. "Don't be gross! Of course I'm not interested in my own son in that way, but sometimes accidents happen, like walking into a bathroom when someone else is coming out, and you see things. Besides, as I'm sure you're discovering from close up, he's packing so much heat, it's hard NOT to notice!" She laughed.

Cindy laughed too. "Good point. Guilty as charged!" She was staring at my fully exposed erection, too drunk and turned on to remember she wasn't supposed to be doing that.

I started to stand back up. In so doing, I "accidentally" leaned forward a little more, aiming my boner for where I guessed Cindy's face had to be. I hit paydirt right away!

I was rewarded with another loud gasp from her. Unfortunately, she pulled away a little more, but I suppose that couldn't be helped. It would have been a lot more fun if she grasped my shaft instead, but I had to remind myself that seduction took time.

Once I was standing all the way up, I looked to my mom, pretending to be oblivious as to just how close my fully exposed boner was to Cindy's face. But I glanced down briefly and confirmed that the tip of my cock was just inches from her nose. Plus, she was panting hard and staring in wide-eyed wonder.

Mom said to me, "Really. It is a remarkable thing. Also, he's a hunky teenager, like you. All in all, he's a major improvement over Jim, to say the least. It's like night and day. But maybe even better than sheer size or youthful stamina is that Peter knows how to take charge, and how to treat a woman!"

I knew that normally this sort of conversation would be completely out of bounds between any mother and son, but Cindy was so drunk on lust and/or alcohol that she would accept most anything. But not absolutely anything. I had to pretend some reluctance about certain things, I felt. It was also good to stall for time while my boner was incredibly close to her face.

So I said to Mom, "Well, I guess that's good for you, although I'm still not happy about you cheating on Dad."

Mom replied, "I know you've got issues about that, and understandably so. I doubt you can understand, but there's something special about an extra large and extra thick penis that makes a woman go absolutely crazy. When people say that size doesn't matter but it's the 'motion in the ocean' or some such crap like that, don't believe it! Size matters! Skill can be learned, but size is fixed."

Mom was sitting up just enough to fully expose her incredible breasts to me, while keeping her fine ass on display at the same time.

Since Cindy couldn't see what she was doing, Mom lazily ran a hand over her firm tit-flesh while giving me extremely sultry looks.

My gloriously nude mother went on, "You probably don't believe me, but it's true. Any honest, sexually experienced woman will tell you the same. Size matters! A big cock demands attention and even devotion! Don't you agree, Cin?"

"Uh… what?!" Cindy was deep into a daze, transfixed with the sight of my boner lightly bouncing mere inches from her face. She was repeatedly and hungrily licking her lips.

Mom said, "I'm trying to prove to my son that size matters, to help him understand just how genetically blessed he is. Penis size. Cock size! Don't you agree than an extra large cock is, like, a thousand times better than a normal-sized one?"

"Oh, definitely!" Cindy eagerly agreed.

Then I heard her quietly mutter to herself, "He's VERY genetically blessed!"

Mom added, "Well, tell him, so he doesn't think I'm a freak."

"Tell who?" Cindy was a little out of it.

"My son, of course. What is it about an extra large cock that's so enticing?"

Cindy was panting hard as she kept on staring at my exposed boner and lewdly licking her lips. "Well, uh…"

Mom persisted, "Is it the way a really thick, hot cock feels in your hand? Or in your mouth? I don't know about you, but I just luuuuuuve sucking on a really big, thick one! There's something special about feeling your lips stretch so wide that it hurts! You just know you're gonna have to work your ass off to get him to cum, but it makes the cummy reward that much more delicious! Don't you agree?!"

Cindy's eyes were as wide as saucers, staring right at my exposed cock inches from her face, instead of turning around to look at Mom. She weakly protested, "Is this the sort of thing we should be talking about in front of your son?!"

Mom said, "Maybe not, technically, but we need to be realistic. It's important that he knows the truth, and he can learn more talking to us than what they teach in sex-ed class."

Cindy giggled. "That's true!"

"Let's face it: my son is a big-cocked stud! He has his girlfriend Dusty, as you know, and she's a seriously sexy and stacked girlfriend to boot. Yet, I'll bet Peter probably still doesn't fully understand the sexual power his cock size gives him over women. It's important that we give him the inside scoop, from a woman's perspective, don't you think?"

"Um… uh… I suppose." Cindy was continuing to stare and lick her lips, as her face drew still closer to my cockhead. There wasn't much room for her to get closer in the first place, so it wasn't long before she was in range to stick her tongue out and lap on the very tip! I could sense that her willpower to resist doing exactly that was weakening by the moment.

Mom went on, "Peter, Son, it's important for you to realize that your cock size gives you a natural power over women. Over any woman, really, no matter how beautiful or high-class or happily married she is. I doubt there's any woman out there who would be able to resist you, because your cock is simply THAT huge! Especially the thickness. Don't you agree, Cin? That the thickness is the most important thing?"

"Uh-huh," Cindy muttered. She was totally transfixed by my erection! She couldn't stop hungrily licking her lips from very, very close. She was even taking deep whiffs to smell its manly scent.

Mom went on, seemingly obvious and unable to see what was happening on the other side of her friend, "Now, most women love to get fucked by a really big cock. But, Son, your cock is so extraordinary that just about any woman will find the urge to suck on it totally irresistible too!"

Clearly, Cindy was listening to every word, because she finally broke! She unexpectedly reached out and grasped my shaft with one hand. But apparently that was just to steady it, since it was still lightly bouncing around. Then she leaned in and started licking on the tip!

That was remarkable enough. It was a major turning point for all three of us, to be sure. But just as I was starting to celebrate in my mind, she suddenly let go and pulled her head back.

Distressed and distraught, she clutched at her face with both hands. Her eyes were as wide as saucers, and her facial expression was one of horror. She stood up, or at least tried to. She was so drunk that it took her nearly a minute to fully stand up.

I was upset by her "coming to her senses," but at least I got to see her body in all her naked glory. She was so focused on merely trying to stand that she didn't give a thought to covering up.

I'd noticed from my secret upstairs perch that she had a shaved pussy. That was confirmed in a magnificent close-up as I continued to stand close enough for me to reach out and fondle her almost anywhere. It was all I could do to actually keep my hands to myself, since I didn't want to further freak her out.

In her rush to get away from me, she'd stood up on the other side of her lawn chair. That left her pinned in a gap of less than half a foot between her lawn chair and Mom's.

She shamefully clutched at her privates, covering her pussy mound with one hand while crossing an arm over her erect nipples.

Before she could decide to get to an open area, Mom, who remained lying on her side, reached out and lightly held one of her legs just below the knee. "Cin, what are you doing?!"

Cindy's face, already flushed from arousal and the alcohol, turned redder. "I, uh... I have to go! This isn't a good idea!" There was a small table blocking escape in one direction, towards the tops of the lawn chairs. So she walked the other way, past the bases of the two lawn chairs, getting out of Mom's grasp in the process.

I could see that we were teetering right on the edge of success or disaster. Clearly, Cindy was ashamed of what she'd started to do with my large dick, and probably afraid that she wouldn't be able to control herself in front of Mom. But at the same time, she had to be pretty much insane with sexual need.

Luckily, I was still surging with enough confidence for an entire army. My own great lust was like throwing gasoline onto an already raging fire, making me feel even more cocky and invincible. But I knew I had to do something, and fast, or all would be lost.

Also luckily, the way Cindy had to carefully navigate through the narrow gap between the two lawn chairs gave me time to react. She had to uncover her privates in order to use her hands for balance to help remain standing, due to her drunkenness. By the time she walked free of the chairs, I was standing right next to her, blocking her only escape route.

She looked at me, shocked to see me standing so close.

But before she could say or do anything, I simply wrapped my arms around her and pulled her in for a friendly hug.

It was damn hard for that hug to remain merely friendly, given how we were both completely naked, and both of us had some unusually large and protruding private parts. Since I hugged her from the front, there was no way to avoid feeling her huge tits, and even her stiff nipples, pressing into my bare chest. Yet even more alarming for her, I'm sure, was the way my boner pressed into her skin.

As our bodies drew close, my hard-on could have gone up, down, or sideways, but I used a subtle helping hand to make sure it poked straight up. That left it burning into her pussy mound. Since I was taller than her, and unusually well endowed, my cockhead wound up as high as her belly button.

Her eyes went wide and her mouth gaped open, but all she said in response to my hug was "OH!"

I carefully kept my hands on the middle of her back, and tried to pretend our private parts weren't in contact. I cooed to her, "Please don't leave! I don't want to ruin your fun time. If this is weird for you, maybe I should go."

She shut her eyes tightly, as if in denial of where she was and what was happening. She was trying to keep her own hands in the air, but they soon reflexively wound up on the middle of my back. She sighed heavily. Then she muttered, "Yes. YES! I'm sorry, but that's what has to happen. You should go."

"Of course," I muttered in reply. "I don't want you to feel weird."

Actually, I had no intention of leaving, or letting her leave. I didn't know how to get her to stay, but I figured I had to pretend to agree in order to calm her down and play for time. The problem was, I didn't know what my next move should be.

Luckily, Mom assessed the situation and intervened to help. She got up and gave Cindy a friendly hug from her backside, effectively sandwiching Cindy between us.

I wish I knew what Cindy was thinking when she felt Mom's enormous breasts pressing into her bare back! But I was left in the dark because she didn't say a word.

As Mom stayed there in the hugging pose, she said to Cindy, "What's wrong, girl? You seem out of sorts. Did something spook you?"

Cindy was extremely embarrassed. Still with her eyes shut tight in denial, she admitted, "Yes, as a matter of fact. Peter... your son, I mean... he was standing so close, and, uh... my hand kind of accidentally brushed against his, uh... you know."

That was the understatement of the century! Not only had she willingly grasped my boner, but for a few incredible seconds she'd started to lick it! But I could tell she was feeling freaked out, so I let that slide.

Mom giggled. "Is that all? That's no big deal. In fact, it's a good thing."

"It is?!" Cindy asked with uncertainly and great confusion.

I found the whole conversation bizarre, because Cindy was talking about briefly brushing up against my boner even as it was fully pressing into her lower abdomen, from her pussy mound up to her belly button! There was no way she could avoid feeling it, especially since it was throbbing and burning hotly into her. Yet she was acting like that wasn't happening at all.

Mom responded, "Sure. After all, I brought him out here to demonstrate just how large the other Peter's peter is. So if you touched it, that gives you an even better idea."

Cindy frowned. "I... I... guess so. But he's your son! And I'm married!"

"Oh, posh," Mom said dismissively. "Now, you just gave him a bad scare, making him feel like he did something wrong and needed to leave. You should kiss and make up with him. Apologize."

Cindy opened her eyes, but was still too shy to look me in the face. She muttered, "Sorry, Peter." Then, with her face still burning red with embarrassment, she closed her eyes again.

I knew that Cindy had to be feeling extremely hot to trot, even though she was trying hard to fight it. Mom's talk about a kiss to make up gave me the opening I was looking for. I tilted my head slightly, leaned in, and pressed my lips on hers.

Cindy was surprisingly passive. I'd half expected her to open her eyes wide and break the kiss in alarm. Another part of me expected her to kiss back with a hungry passion. But she did neither. She kept her lips on mine, but she didn't overtly react or move.

However, her lips were slightly parted, so I took advantage and slid my tongue in!

It took a few more seconds, but she finally began to respond and kiss back! 




CHAPTER 19

 

I was in heaven! I could tell that was another critical moment. She didn't want to kiss me, and I could feel her reluctance in the tensed up posture of her body, but she couldn't wiggle out of my grasp with Mom hugging her from behind. As the seconds passed, I could feel her tongue getting more active against mine.

Then I heard her moan lustily into my mouth. She seemed to forget who she was with, or maybe she was just too horny to care, but she finally started to "tongue-duel" with real passion! Also, she'd been keeping her hands in the air, careful not to hold me at all, but she finally gave up on that and wrapped her arms around my back.

I must admit that I was so aroused and encouraged by that development that I stopped thinking and let my lust take over. I wanted to bring my hands down to fondle Cindy's fantastic ass, but that was hard to do with my mother plastered up against her backside. So instead, I brought my hands around to Cindy's front and started fondling her great globes!

I was limited in what I could do there since her G-cups were pressed tightly against my chest, but they were so large that there was plenty for me to fondle and caress from their sides or below.

That went on for a few blissful moments until she "woke up" from her lusty stupor enough to realize what was going on. Her eyes finally opened in shock and she broke the kiss. Tilting her head back away from me, she complained, "PETER!"

I played the innocent. "What?" I continued to hold and caress her tits because it felt too good to let go. They were so damn enormous, full, and round. It continually astounded me that they were even slightly larger than Mom's.

Mom was good at pretending cluelessness too. "Yeah, what?"

Cindy seemed conflicted about what to say. I guessed she wanted to say something to discourage me from taking further liberties with her, but at the same time she didn't want Mom to know what was going on, for fear that she would get mad at the both of us. So she just muttered, "Uh, er... your son... his kiss was a little overly friendly."

Mom chuckled good-naturedly. "Oh, is that all? You're lucky. He's a horny and handsome teen in his sexual prime with a beautiful naked woman in his arms, and you owe him, big time, for your rude words. Son, try again. Kiss her properly this time."

I grinned from ear to ear. "Okay, Mom. If you insist!"

Cindy was probably about to object, but all she managed to say was "Um," before my lips met hers again.

I could tell that a part of her wanted to resist. In fact, her entire body tensed up all over again when our lips met. But her tongue began dueling just as fast as mine did. Within seconds, she was moaning needfully into my mouth as the two of us made out with even more passion than the first time. As the seconds passed, I could even feel her body relaxing. And, of course, all the while, I continued to joyfully fondle her massive globes while my hot boner pressed into her lower belly.

I was overjoyed that Cindy's resistance was cracking. One sign of that was how her hands on the middle of my back slide down and firmly grasped my bare ass cheeks.

But the sheer heat of our necking created a big problem for Mom. It was advantageous for her to continue to pretend to be clueless, but how could she do that while we kissed in such a blatant manner, with both of us literally within arm's reach of her?

Unfortunately, Mom's solution was to end the kissing. She said, "I can't see, but that sounds better. Now, Cindy, I want you to properly apologize."

Cindy reluctantly broke the burning hot necking to ask, "Apologize?"

I was continuing to play with Cindy's great tits. I'd even wormed my hands between our bodies so I could tweak her nipples for the first time.

That's what caused Cindy to let out a loud gasp. She belatedly remembered to bring her hands back up from my ass to the safety of the middle of my back.

Mom pretended not to hear that gasp. Instead, she explained, "Yes, apologize. I've put Peter in a very awkward situation here, having to come out here and strip naked in front of us two old broads to help me explain my new lover to you. And what did you do? You made him feel bad and even suggested he should leave. That's not nice, is it?"

"No," Cindy quietly muttered. "I'm sorry." She tilted her head down, as if in shame.

Mom patted Cindy on the back. "That's better. Now, I'm going to go inside for a minute to powder my nose and also get some sunscreen for us all. While I'm gone, I want you to give him a PROPER apology and not just a half-mumbled, 'I'm sorry.' Okay?"

Cindy nodded. But she apparently realized that Mom hadn't noticed that nod, because she turned her head and saw that Mom had already disengaged and started walking back towards the house. She spoke to Mom's back, "Okay."

Then Cindy turned back to face me. She gave me a stern look, and spoke quietly, for fear of Mom hearing. "Peter! What are you doing to me?! We can't!"

"Can't what?" I asked with deliberate obtuseness.

With Mom out of the picture, and Cindy obviously hot to trot despite herself, my hands were free to roam. I brought a hand to the back of her head and held her head in place while I planted my lips on her again.

The third time was the charm. Our first two kisses were like a smoldering fire, but the third one was like flowing lava! Cindy couldn't get enough of me. Within seconds, it seemed she was trying to touch my tonsils with her tongue, she kissed me so deeply!

And that wasn't all. It seemed that she'd been holding back, or at least trying to, in large part because Mom had literally been on her back. But now Mom was out of sight and thus out of mind. She slid both of her hands down to my bare ass again. But this was even better than previously, because started wantonly squeezing my muscular ass cheeks.

I responded in kind. I'd been enjoying her immense orbs for the last couple of minutes, but I was dying to check out her ass too. I brought both hands there and began fondling and even caressing her there.

One minute passed, and then another. Mom was totally forgotten. Hell, I didn't even take a moment to peek over Cindy's shoulder to see if Mom was nearby or otherwise spying on us. I was totally consumed by Cindy and her overwhelming sexuality.

As great as the kissing was, and the mutual ass fondling was, the way my big dick rubbed against her skin felt even better. I'm sure she found the skin-to-skin contact there just as electrifying as I did.

She was too reluctant to try to touch it with her hands, but she mostly made up for that by the way she began grinding against me. I don't think she meant to do that to stimulate my boner, at least not at first. She was simply too hot and bothered to keep still. But there was no way she could fail to notice my thick pole hotly pressing into her, and I'm sure it had to dominate her thoughts. Soon, she was humping up and down my body in a more deliberate manner, while managing to keep her head relatively still, so our mad necking could continue.

We were still going at it like that, hot and heavy, when we heard Mom yell from afar, "Yoo-hoo! Son? Cindy?"

We immediately broke our lip-lock, but remained in a tight embrace. As it so happened, I was facing the house, so I was easily able to look over Cindy's shoulder and see Mom standing a ways off, by the screen door.

Cindy could have turned her head around to look as well, but she was clearly too embarrassed to do so, judging by the way she immediately blushed redder, opened her eyes wide, and then shut them tightly. She stopped all her sexy writhing and held me fast.

Knowing that I could see and Cindy couldn't, Mom gave me a big thumb's up sign. I had no doubt she was heartily approving my seduction progress.

And by the way, seeing my gorgeous mother stand there naked took my breath away. I literally couldn't believe my luck that I was gawking at one naked buxom beauty while holding another!

Now that she had our attention, Mom shouted to us, "Hey kids, I just had a glass of water. Do you want me to get you some?"

I shouted back, "Yeah, sure."

Mom's reappearance had put fear and doubt back into Cindy's mind. She kept her eyes tightly shut, as if she could will away what was happening.

So, seeing she wasn't going to talk, I shouted some more, "Cindy wants a glass too."

"Okay! Two glasses, coming right up!" Mom opened and closed the screen door as she went back inside.

It occurred to me that Mom did that with exaggerated loudness so Cindy would assume she'd left, and apparently without seeing anything. By contrast, there hadn't been any such sounds when Mom must have passed the screen door a minute or two earlier.

Cindy didn't dare look back to check on Mom. However, she opened her eyes and began rapidly speaking to me with great distress. "Peter! What the hell is happening here?! We can't! I don't know how this got started, but I’m a married woman, and you're just a boy!"

I shut her up by kissing her lips again.

She moaned needfully, and kissed back with just as much passion as before. Soon, she even resumed her subtle grinding against my cock, as well as fondling my ass.

But then, just when it seemed as if she'd totally succumbed to her sexual desire for me, she forcefully broke the kiss again. "Wait! Wait! We can't do this! We need to talk! First off, we can't let your mother see us like this! OH SHIT! What has she seen already?! How could she NOT see?! I'm doomed! I don't want to lose her friendship!"

Despite her distress, I was confident that Cindy's body was like putty in my hands. So I brought a hand back to fondle her huge tits some more while exploring her ass crack with my other hand. As I did that, I told her, "Relax! She can't see anything from all the way over there."

"How is that possible?! She has to see EVERYTHING!"

"No, she doesn't!" I said forcefully. "By luck, we're positioned so that all she can see is my backside, and your hands on my ass."

As soon as I said that, she took her hands off my ass like it had turned into a hot oven. She reluctantly settled them on the middle of my back.

I let that slide, and continued, "Sure, she saw from close up that we kissed once or twice, but she asked for that, as part of your apology. For all she knows, we're just standing close and talking."

"I don't know..." Cindy was highly doubtful. "I suppose it's possible..."

"Very possible," I asserted. "She trust me completely. You know that. If I said that's all we did, she'll believe it."

Cindy was frowning in doubt, but she still didn't attempt to disengage. She asked anxiously, "Is she looking now?!"

"No," I replied with endless confidence. "I don't even see her in the kitchen. I think I heard her phone ring, so she's probably on the phone."

"Oh, thank GOD!" Cindy exhaled with tremendous relief.

In fact, I was lying through my teeth. I could see Mom through the kitchen window, and there was no phone in sight. We weren't that far from the house, so I could easily see her in all her topless glory, as well as her big smile. In fact, she and I made eye contact and I gave her a furtive thumb's up, to let her know all was going well.

She gave me another thumbs' up in return. Clearly, she was giving me as much time as I needed to handle Cindy.

And I needed time, because Cindy was beside herself with worry, even though she was too hot to trot to actually pull away from me. She panted, "Maybe you're right, but we still have to disengage! NOW! Before she comes back and it's too late! What must she think?! I'm practically her best friend, and you're her SON! This is so fucked up!"

I spoke with unusual calm yet again. "Relax! I swear, it's cool. If she knew, wouldn't she be freaking out right now? She hasn't said or done anything."

Cindy wailed, "But she HAS to know! We've been making out like crazy! How could she not see that?!" Her eyes went wider as she realized, "Hell, when we started kissing, she was hugging me from behind! Right there, as close as two coats of paint! I'm FUCKED!"

I thought gleefully, You will be! You will be, soon! By me! 

I kept those thoughts to myself, and said, "Don't worry. We'll just tell her that, as part of your apology to me, you've granted me some free hugs and kisses. Which is true. She knows that much and totally approves. That's all we're really doing anyway." I started to lean in for another scorching kiss.

But she turned her head, foiling me. "No! Wait! Let me think! Things are getting out of hand! How can she approve when we're both buck naked?!" She looked down between our bodies. She couldn't actually see anything, due to her massive tits enveloping my chest. But, to my great pleasure and shock, she finally brought a hand to my boner. It was still tightly pressed against her lower abdomen, but she was able to brush a couple of fingers against one of its sides.

As she did that, she said, "Especially considering THIS damn thing! The cause of all my trouble. It's... it's... GIGANTIC!" She looked into my eyes with wide, almost terrified eyes. "And I'm married! If my husband were to see us like this, I'd be ruined!"

I still was brimming with so much confidence that I felt invincible. "Too bad for him, because you can't resist this, can you?"

The fact that her fingertips were actually still lightly grazing my shaft made things easy for me. As I said "resist this," I brought one of my hands over Cindy's hand there, and forced her to wrap her fingers around my thickness. Actually, "forced" isn't the right word, because she did most of it on her own, once my hand gave her the initial prodding.

There was a prolonged silence, except for our mutual heavy breathing. I was certain she had to be pondering my question and testing her willpower. But the answer came in the form of her not removing her hand. In fact, curiosity got the best of her and she started running her fingers up and down my shaft, not to arouse but just to explore.

More time passed, maybe a minute or even two. She pulled away from me enough so she could look down and see what her fingers were doing. That meant she had to pull away almost entirely, since her boobs were so very large that it was difficult for her to look past them while they were mashed against my chest. But the lessened contact was worth it to me because of her growing fascination with "exploring" my dick.

She finally whispered in breathless awe, "It's just... so BIG! The biggest, longest, thickest one I've ever seen! And I've seen a LOT!"

I still had the feeling that she was putty in my hands, since she was simply too horny to resist me. The main thing holding her back was the worry that Mom could return at any time, which of course didn't worry me at all. So, taking advantage of her passiveness, I took her other hand, which was still resting on my ass, and brought it to my crotch.

She was even more amazed, because she wrapped the fingers of that hand around the lower part of my shaft and then the fingers of her other hand around the upper part. She said aloud what both of us could see: "Holy SHIT! It's so big that my fingers can't even wrap all the way around it! AND despite the fact that I'm holding it with two hands, there's STILL room left over!"

A third voice cut through the air: "Ah. You see what I mean?"




CHAPTER 2O

 

That voice belonged to Mom. More shockingly, it was coming from just a couple of feet away. Not even I had noticed how she'd carefully snuck up on us.

Cindy disengaged from my body with lightning speed. One moment she was staring down at her ten fingers wrapped around my shaft, and the next moment she was standing a few feet away with both hands up in the air like she was being held at gunpoint. She wailed in distress, "KATE! What are you doing here?! I didn't...! It's not what you think!"

Mom was standing by with glasses of water in both hands. She had an easy smile on her face, and just chuckled good-naturedly. "Relax, Cin! We're all friends here. I'm not upset."

"You're not?!" Cindy literally couldn't believe her ears.

"No, I'm not. This is exactly why I had Peter out here as a guinea pig. I wanted you to see just how well-endowed MY Peter is. Now, mind you, I only thought you'd look, but touching gives you an even better indication. Can you see now what I mean, why I've fallen so deeply in lust with my new lover?"

Cindy stood there with her hands still high up in the air, seemingly forgetful that this was totally exposing her curvaceous front side to my eyes. She was too shocked to think straight. She exclaimed to Mom, "How can you SAY that?!"

"What?" Mom looked confused.

"You just caught me holding your son's erection, and you're not mad! I would be going ballistic!"

Mom spoke calmly, while she continued to hold the two glasses of water. "Well, I might be upset if I thought you were trying to seduce him. But all I saw was anatomical curiosity. You were merely holding his erection, not stroking it. If you were stroking it, that would be a different matter. But it looks to me like you were merely in shock about its size, and checking it out. Right?"

Cindy clung to that new excuse like a sailor clinging to a life raft in stormy seas. "RIGHT! I was just, uh, curious! Very curious! How could I not be?! This thing is... is... extreme!" She finally realized what she was showing, and dropped her hands to cover her privates.

Mom wasn't bothering to cover up at all, even though it would have been many times more scandalous for me to look at her fully nude body than at Cindy's, due to the incest factor. She had the excuse of holding the glasses of water. Besides, she probably - and correctly - figured that Cindy was far too out of it to be thinking clearly about that detail.

Mom told her, "I can't blame you for letting your curiosity run wild, because who wouldn't be amazed? Isn't he something else? And MY Peter is exactly like that. They could be identical twins in, uh, that area." She chuckled.

Cindy already was going from the shame of being caught to lusty thoughts about Mom's supposed lover. "Wow! You lucky bitch!"

"Wow, indeed," Mom said happily. "Now, drink up." She handed one of the glasses of water to Cindy and the other one to me.

Cindy took the glass and pretty much downed the entire thing at once, though at a slow pace. I don't think it was so much that she was that thirsty as it was she was grateful for the distraction. As long as the glass was in front of her face, she could focus on the task of drinking instead of having to cope with the boiling cauldron of sex she'd been thrown in.

Or maybe she was that thirsty, because I was. I gladly downed my water at a faster pace, and then put the empty glass on the little table between the two lawn chairs.

With Cindy still busy with her glass, Mom contrived to change the situation. She said in apparent newfound distress, "Oh dear! Would you look at me?! Or, better yet, Son, DON'T look at me. Good thing you're so busy gawking at Cindy, because I'm your mother! Can you please turn away until I'm settled back on the lawn chair?"

"Um, sure. Sorry." I turned away from both Mom and Cindy. I couldn't continue to gawk at one and not the other since they were close together.

My repositioning left me frustrated, because I couldn't see anything important anymore. Being turned all the way around, I couldn't even peek, and there wasn't any mirror or reflection I could peek through either. I could only hear whatever might be happening behind me.

So when Mom next said, "Here, Cin," I didn't know what that was referring to.

Then the situation grew much more frustrating, because all I could hear for the next minute or two was a lot of quiet whispering between the two naked MILFs.

I couldn't stand the waiting. Things had been a non-stop whirlwind pretty much from the moment I'd entered the pool area. That was how I'd had such success with Cindy, by keeping events moving so quickly that she never had time to think and regret.

I thought, God, I hope Mom knows what she's doing with all this whispering. Cindy's bound to cool down in a big way. And I was so close to a breakthrough! Why did Mom have to come back when she did, anyway? Cindy was actually holding my dick! She was right on the verge of giving me a great handjob. I'm sure of it. Now, we'll go back to square one. Fuck! 

But still... I guess two steps forward and one step back is okay. Just so long as the general direction stays forward. We have plenty of time today. I'll bet Mom came back because she didn't want to miss out. It must have been beyond frustrating for her having to watch from the kitchen.

I guess I can understand that, even though it'll make everything way more difficult for me. How am I supposed to keep seducing Cindy with Mom right here with us? And Cindy's soooo ripe! Even if she cools down some, she's still so ready that it's driving me bonkers. I certainly can't stop or even slow down now, when I've made so much progress!

After another minute or two of whispering, Mom finally spoke up, indicating to me that it was okay to turn back around and rejoin them at the lawn chairs.

I would later find out that Mom went through the whispered conversation because she deemed it necessary to check how much Cindy was buying the scenario that she was obvious about most everything Cindy and I were doing with each other. Plus, of course, I was right that she grew too frustrated in only getting to see the sexy fun from a distance.

She helped out by asking Cindy clueless questions about what Cindy and I had been doing to each other while she'd been in the house. Naturally, Cindy lied in response, trying to make it seem that we'd only shared a "kiss of apology" or two.

That was laughable in retrospect, but at the time, Cindy was so horny that she wasn't thinking straight, and she was eagerly clinging to any fig leaf excuse she could find.

I walked back near to where I'd been standing before, when my boner had almost been close enough to touch Cindy's face. That wasn't an accident, because I wanted to replicate the situation that caused her to briefly lose control. I certainly didn't have to worry about my dick going flaccid, because my anticipation was sky high.

Already, Mom was lying face down again, making it impossible for her to see anything that might happen between Cindy and me. I was sure that was intentional, to allow more mischief.

Cindy, by contrast, laid mostly face down as well, but partially on her side. Propped up with one arm, she faced away from Mom and towards me. I hoped that also was intentional, to allow even more mischief!

With my erection pointing forward like a divining rod, I asked, "Um, where should I be? There's only two lawn chairs, and you two are using them."

Mom waved a hand dismissively, still not turning her head my way. "Stand where you are. That's fine. After all, the reason you're here is so Cindy can get a good look at your penis size and really get that imprinted in her brain. In fact, you probably should get closer to her, just not close enough to touch."

"Right," I said, secretly thrilled. I moved a couple of steps over, to exactly where I'd been earlier, with my cock only a foot or so away from Cindy's face!

Although my dick was continually erect, it had sagged down slightly due to the relative decline of the sexual heat. But once I was standing so close to the two nude bombshells, it rose up some, trying to get horizontal.

Cindy watched in amazement as it twitched and stiffened, until it could almost touch her nose! It probably wasn’t intentional on her part, but she began breathing heavily in a way that puffed air right to my cockhead.

I asked, "So, what's the plan now?"

Mom replied, "Well, I guess I'll go back to raving how great Peter is. MY Peter, that is. And while I do so, Son, if you could just stand there for a few minutes, that'll help Cin visualize exactly what I'm talking about."

That plan was ridiculous on its face. There was no real need for Cindy to have the help of a continual visualization. Mom never would have agreed to that in a million years, unless she was trying to help me seduce her blonde goddess friend.

Luckily, Cindy had clearly crossed some sort of Rubicon. Mom could have given any flimsy excuse whatsoever, and it would have worked. In fact, I doubted Cindy was even paying close attention to what she was saying, judging by the way she was staring raptly at my boner twitching only a few inches from the tip of her nose.

But she was paying some attention at least, because she managed to mutter, "That sounds like a good plan."

Mom said, "Good. So anyway, back to Peter. What can I say about him? The funny thing is, I don't know much about him. Admittedly, I've only known him for 24 hours. But I don't know what he does for a living. I don't even know his last name! But who cares? We're not going to get together just to talk, that's for sure. He wants me for my hot body, and I want him for his hot body, so that's all we need."

She added more enthusiastically, "Especially his enormous cock! Cindy, if you're looking at Peter's right now, I'm sure you can see what I mean. You might even be tempted to touch it again, just to confirm that it's real."

I wanted to give my Mother a great big kiss on her lips for that comment, because as soon as Cindy heard her, she bit her lip uncertainly, then reached out and took my boner in her hand! Even better, within seconds, she wasn't just holding it, she started actively stroking it!

After a few seconds of that, Cindy looked up at me sheepishly, and with a still blushing red face. She whispered almost noiselessly, "Well, she did suggest it. You don't mind?!" She bit her lip in a cute manner again.

I just smiled from ear to ear and gave her an approving nod. It was all I could do not to laugh out loud, because the question was so absurd. Of course I didn't mind

She saw my euphoric reaction, and broke into a big smile herself.

Mom must have had some kind of sixth sense, because she seemed to pause in her talking until Cindy and I had reached our new understanding. There was no way she could see what was happening, since she was still lying down with her head facing the other direction, but she probably was able to guess what her words would trigger.

She finally continued, "Peter and I have an understanding that I'm sure will guide our relationship moving forward: he has a huge cock that needs lots of pleasuring, and, dammit, I love to pleasure it!" She chuckled. "Cin, you would not believe how good it feels to suck it, or even just to lick it! I swear, right now, I'm thinking about the way he pushes me to my knees and forces me to orally pleasure him, and it's making me as hot as the center of the sun! Although... I can't really say he forces me, because I'd do it gladly and willingly, anytime!"

One again, Mom's targeted words had their intended effect. Still holding and stroking my boner, Cindy tilted it towards her mouth, scooted closer and little bit, and started lapping on the tip of my cockhead!

I felt shivers of joy and great arousal race through my body. What an incredible rush! It wasn't just the intense physical pleasure I was feeling; it was the implication. If she was this eager to go this far, this fast, then the sky was the limit!

I was so overcome that I had to brace myself just to remain standing. I wanted to shout in triumph, but I couldn't do that since Mom would have been obliged to react and ask questions.

Cindy kept right on stroking my boner, and doing so with increasing vigor, while also licking all over my cockhead. Yet she somehow managed to do all of that while hardly making a sound. Clearly, she didn't want Mom to know what she was doing, and she was putting a lot of effort into not moaning loudly and erotically as she started lapping sensuously all over my cockhead.

Even better, Cindy had only been partially on her side, but she repositioned until she was fully on her side, facing me. That enabled her to hold and stroke my hard-on with both hands, and she immediately did so. It also created more of a physical barrier for Mom to have to look over if she wanted to see what was going on. I loved how her new position allowed me to see all of Cindy's enormous G-cups in their fully exposed glory, one stacked on top of the other!

I was blown away by all of this, but I felt obliged to keep the subterfuge going. If I "outed" Cindy too soon, she might get cold feet. Despite feeling a rush of arousal from feeling her fingers and tongue on my needy erection, I gathered all my willpower and avoided making any sort of loud moan or groan. I also managed to keep my hands at my sides, despite a great desire to hold her head in place.

I'd been tense and nervous about seducing Cindy, but I relaxed quite a bit. If she was this eager this fast, then certainly things were bound to go well. If I got her hot enough, not even the incest news would be able to stop the momentum, or so I hoped.

Since Mom was sitting further away, and still mostly lying down, she sensed something unexpected had happened, but she couldn't directly see the action. She looked up into my eyes questioningly and gave me a hopeful thumbs up sign.

I didn't want Cindy to know that Mom was aware about what she was doing to me, so I had to maintain the secrecy for now. I felt that even making a thumbs-up sign in reply would be too obvious and might get noticed. However, I was able to convey a lot with my eyes, and I nodded my head slightly for good measure.

Mom got the message. She smirked gleefully, as she resumed talking after another long pause. "I probably shouldn't be talking so explicitly, but I get so excited! I mean, Cin, is there anything better than kneeling under a hunky, cock guy and tasting the essence of his manhood with your tongue?! Why, I'm thinking about it so vividly that I can practically smell it!"

I thought Mom was pushing her luck, being so explicit about guiding Cindy with her words.

But thankfully, Cindy was already transported to another world, and wasn't thinking clearly, or even thinking at all. Sure enough, she took a big whiff of my boner, with her nose so close that the tip actually touched it. She sighed blissfully, and went back to lapping and stroking.

That whiff was so loud that Mom must have heard it. Apparently, that encouraged her to be even more explicit. "But as great as licking and smelling it is, sucking it is even better! And Peter's made clear to me that sucking him off is going to be a big aspect of our relationship. Maybe even THE main aspect! Gaaawwwd! Isn't that incredible! It's only been one day, but he already assumes that I'm going to suck him off whenever he wants it! That's the kind of guy he is. He's VERY demanding!"

Cindy must have been listening carefully, because I could sense that her passion was soaring. It was channeled into her sliding fingers and searching tongue. It felt fantastic!

Mom went on, "But I don't care! In fact, I kind of get off on it. I mean, I wasn't that big on fellatio before, but his cock is just SO thick and SO long! I can't resist it! It's like I NEEEEED to suck it! Cin, don't you agree? Isn't there something extra special about sucking on a really big, fat one?"

Cindy had just started really getting into licking my cockhead, and she seemed incredulous that she'd have to pause doing that in order to talk. But she had no choice, because she assumed Mom would get very upset if she rose up in her lawn chair and looked around to discover what was really going on.

After a long pause, and while still holding my boner, Cindy said, "Um… for sure! Kate, I can totally relate to how you feel. Peter, you're a lucky guy! All the girls are going to fall for you!" Then she went right back to lapping on my cockhead, and stroking the rest.

Mom said, "That's putting it lightly. Son, it's time you know the full truth. A big cock like yours gives you a special power. Any woman, I don't care how sexy she is, or if she's married or what, if she's given a golden opportunity to suck on your huge cock, there's no way she can resist! The joy of wrapping her lips around your thickness and bobbing endlessly on it is just too great! Why, just think about it is getting me all worked up, and I'm your mother!"

Cindy was in a highly suggestible state, and seemingly had lost all her willpower to resist. As soon as Mom finished saying that, she tilted her head towards my crotch slightly, causing her lips to slide over my cockhead until she had nearly all of the bulbous knob in her mouth. Her lips stretched painfully, but she struggled to get more of it in, not less.

Unfortunately, as far as keep the pretense going, I was so overcome by surprise and pleasure (but especially intense pleasure!) that I couldn't resist yelping.

At the same time, it seemed that Cindy was similarly overcome, because she moaned loudly.

Of course, Mom had to know what was happening, and it went without saying that she fully approved. But it seemed she wanted to play with the situation, perhaps to get Cindy so hot and bothered that she would lose all control, even after the incest secret was revealed. So she sat up higher and asked, "What's happening over there? I can't see!"




CHAPTER 21

 

Cindy froze, with her lips locked around most of my cockhead, just shy of taking all of my fat knob in.

That left me to reply, if I were to continue the pretense and not "out" Cindy too soon, "Um, sorry, Mom. It's just that, while you're talking about all that arousing stuff, my stiff dick is almost right in Cindy's face! In fact, I just accidentally bumped it against her nose. That's what made us both react in surprise."

Mom chuckled. "Oops! Sorry for putting you in that situation, Son. That's kind of funny though, don't you think?"

"Um, yeah," I replied, trying not to pant too hard, or somehow make obvious the fact that Cindy had her lips still tightly wrapped around my shaft!

Mom added, "Speaking of tempting big cocks, I just realized I probably put Cindy in a highly tempting situation, what with your cock so close to her face and all. We should change things up before she's tempted to do something naughty."

Mom quietly chuckled to herself, knowing full well that Cindy was doing something "naughty" at that very moment, though perhaps not being aware of the exact details.

She went on, "We should shake things up a little bit. Son, there's another reason I asked you to join us out here: the danger of sunburn! Cin and I have been lying here for an hour, but I remembered to bring back the suntan lotion as well as the waters. I think it would be a good time for us to put more suntan lotion on. Since Cin and I are both feeling tipsy and lazy, can you do the honors?"

I looked down at Cindy.

She looked up at me with a miserable, frustrated expression. Clearly, she was dying to secretly suck my cock a lot more, but she hadn't really gotten started. Pretty much all she'd managed to do was fit it in her mouth and keep it there. But now she'd have to pull out and change positions!

I was extremely frustrated too. I stared daggers at my mother, and tried to communicate telepathically, though of course to no effect. Mom, what the hell?! Why are you cockblocking me like this?! Argh! 

However, there was nothing to be done unless I wanted to end the pretense, and I still worried Cindy might freak out if we did that. At the very least, that could be a major setback. Besides, getting to put my hands all over her body sounded pretty great in its own way. So I said, "Um, sure, I can help. That is, if you don't mind, Cindy?"

To her continued frustration, she was forced to pull my cock all the way out of her mouth in order to reply. "Um, no. That's fine." Then she seemed to warm up to the idea or she was great at faking her enthusiasm, because she added, "In fact, it sounds great!"

She repositioned, lying face down again, but with her head still tilted in my direction. As far as I could tell, she hadn't looked Mom's way pretty much since we'd gone back to the lawn chairs. Probably, she was embarrassed to make eye contact. Her face was cherry red from blushing, in any case.

Somehow, seeing her face that red and embarrassed made her twice as sexy in my eyes.

Although Cindy was too ashamed to look Mom's way, she must have been dying of curiosity about how Mom was positioned, and how much danger she might be in. So, after taking a big breath and gathering her courage, she asked, "Hey. Uh, Kate... You're not, uh, looking over here, are you? Because for you to look at your son's penis would be... weird. To say the least. You probably shouldn't be looking at his nudity at all."

Mom was glad to put her friend at ease. "Absolutely not! I wouldn't even think of it. As you said, it would be inappropriate to even look his way. So I'm turned the other way, just to be on the safe side. Besides, I like to keep my eyes close, so I can envision Peter's manhood in my mind. Mmmm! I can picture it so clearly that I can almost taste it!"

Cindy seemed relieved, but asked, just to be sure, "You mean your Peter, right? Your new lover?"

"Of course! Who else could I mean? Oh. Right." She laughed. "Not him!"

While this discussion was going on, I repositioned too, sitting down on Cindy's lawn chair. I made sure to sit right next to her face, so my cockhead was only a few inches from her sweet lips. Then I picked up a bottle of suntan lotion on the table that had the two wine bottles on it, and poured some of it into my hands.

Mom sat up in her lawn chair, showing off her fantastic upper body, especially her fulsome bare chest. Knowing that Cindy couldn't see her, she gave me the "okay" sign and a big smile.

I okayed her back, while probably grinning like an idiot.

Mom then gave me a quizzical look, and mimed a handjob motion in the air.

I gave that a thumbs up, letting her know that Cindy had been secretly holding and stroking my boner. (I was in no danger of having Cin see my signal this time.)

Then Mom mined a blowjob motion right in front of her face.

I proudly gave that a thumbs up too.

Her eyes went wide with surprise. Then a wicked grin crossed her face. She asked, "Since I can't see, Son, are you starting to apply the lotion on Cindy? She's fair-skinned, you know, and it's a very sunny day."

"Don't worry, Mom, I'm taking care of it."

Okay, good. Son, be sure to cover her thoroughly. Cin, you don't mind if he touches your ass, do you? That needs even more sun protection than the rest of you. It's probably best if his fingers cover every last inch of your ass, even in your ass crack."

Cindy replied, "I don't mind at all. I trust Peter will be a complete gentleman. He'd NEVER take advantage of my naked body!" Somehow, the breathless way she said that made it seem more like she was eagerly saying that I would take advantage of her naked body.

Mom said, "Good. While you two are doing that, there's more I want to share about my life-changing last 24 hours. That is, Son, if you don't mind hearing me rave all about my new boyfriend?"

"Sure," I said. "Knock yourself out."

Cindy still didn't look back over to Mom, since that would require her to roll over on the lawn chair. But she figured from the conversation that she was safe and free to play around again! She immediately took my boner back in hand and resumed stroking it.

I figured that as long as that was happening, there was no reason I couldn't enjoy putting the suntan lotion on Cindy at the same time. So I did. She wasn't actually that "fair-skinned." She had a nice all-over tan, including on her private parts, suggesting she did a lot of nude sunbathing on her own. But even so, I didn't want her to actually get a sunburn or an uneven tan, and we were in the direct sun. Besides, I knew it would be great fun to explore her firm yet feminine body.

I started actually applying the lotion to her skin, starting with the back of her neck and moving downwards.

My goal was to work fast, to get to her "naughty bits" sooner rather than later.

I also scooted forward slightly where I sat. The difference was only a few inches, but it put the tip of my cockhead up against Cindy's lips!

Unfortunately, she wasn't in a good position to suck, since she was lying face down with her head to the side and thus not easily able to move her head for bobbing or the like. So, at least for now, she was content to just lick the tip while holding and stroking the rest.

Mom started to talk. "Okay, Son, I'm going to tell you some of the same things I've been telling Cin, since you need to get up to speed on this big change in my life. Even though I haven't known Peter for long, my Peter, I already know that I'm going to have a deep and long relationship with him."

Cindy couldn't resist teasing, "Girl, that's not the only thing that's been going deep and long around here lately!" She kept right on licking and stroking my boner as she said that.

"Hush!" Mom said, even though she snickered in amusement at that. "Son, I'm telling you this because it's important to me. But also so you'll learn by example from the other Peter on how naturally dominant young, handsome studs like you and him should treat their women!"

While running my hands over Cindy's flawless and shapely bare back, I gleefully asked, "Is this going to get racy?"

Mom said, "VERY racy, kid. But I figure you're an adult and you can handle it. Right?"

"Right," I replied.

"I'm sure you've got a raging erection already from looking at Cin's body, and you're probably taking advantage of putting lotion all over her, aren't you?"

I smirked. I briefly reached down and cupped both of Cindy's huge tits. I considered playing with her pussy, but it was more difficult to reach. "A little."

Cindy also smirked and smiled.

Mom asked, "Cin, do you mind?"

Cindy kept right on smiling widely as she responded, "Well, boys will be boys. You can't really blame him. He is going to have to cover my breasts with the lotion before too long, so I guess there's no harm if he gets an early start there." She giggled.

Mom giggled too. "That's so like him. Ugh! But you're right, it can't really be helped. Anyway, Son, what I say may make matters worse, in terms of the overall tempting situation. But you can just grin and bear it for a while, can't you?"

I looked down at Cindy's gorgeous face, and how she was raptly lapping as much cock as her tongue could reach. It helped that she had an extra long tongue. I also marveled at her hand slowly stroking the rest of my shaft. Incredible! This isn't just one of my sexy teen girlfriends, this is the MILF goddess Cindy! A local legend! If she's willing to do this much already, the sky's the limit! 

I commented, "I'll try my best to hold out."

Cindy quietly snickered, catching my double meaning of wanting to hold out from cumming.

Then, to my surprise, Cindy asked Mom, "Is it okay if I continue to look at your son's cock while you talk, and imagine that it's your lover Peter's cock instead?"

Mom said, "Not only is that okay, I'm all in favor. After all, that's a big reason he's here, so you can truly appreciate what a 'super cock' looks like. However, you WILL restrain yourself, won't you? Like I said before, just look and don't touch. He is my son, after all, and you're happily married."

"Right," Cindy said. "Trust me, I'll be a good girl." Even as she said this, she continued to slide her fingers up and down my hard-on while licking around the cockhead!

Mom went on, "Good, good. Now, listen, Son. Peter, the other Peter I mean, he doesn't have the same lack-of-confidence issue that you do. He knows he's the best of the best, and he deserves the best of the best when it comes to hot, voluptuous, willing women. When he saw me in the supermarket, he decided he was going to make me his, and that he wouldn't take no for an answer. There's a fine line between great confidence and sexual harassment."

Cindy paused in her licking again to comment, "And, to be bluntly honest, often the key difference is how handsome the guy is!"

Mom chuckled at that. "Sad, but true. Peter is extremely well-built and handsome, so he gets a lot of leeway! Again, look up and down my son's hunky body, since he's right there in front of you, and you'll have a good idea what I mean."

Cindy couldn't resist letting out an erotic moan of approval. "Mmmm!"

Mom went on, "Anyway, he and I flirted for a while right there in the middle of the store. He made clear that he'd felt 'lust at first sight,' and that he was going to make me his. That's exactly what he said, 'I'm going to make you mine!' I swear, that's an exact quote. Can you believe how bold that is?! I asked him, 'his what?' And he told me, 'my possession. My sex toy, even!' Can you imagine that?! What cheek! What audacity! Just thinking about it makes me steaming mad!"

I was having a fun time visualizing the scene, even though I knew it never happened. I asked, "Did you slap his face or tell him off?"

"I thought about it, but by that point, he'd already brazenly started fondling my breasts through my clothes, right there in the store, in the middle of the cereal aisle! I figured since I didn't stop him doing that, I couldn't exactly blame him for getting the wrong idea about how willing I was, even though he had to have seen my shining gold wedding ring."

I asked, "How the heck did he get his hands on your breasts in the first place?! And in a public location, no less!"

Mom sighed longingly. "His eyes! There was a powerful look in his eyes, a glint, or a gleam. It's something I can't explain. So much cocky confidence! It was like he was visually fucking me, right there. I tried to engage in a defiant staring contest with him, but I quickly lost. That actually made my pussy wet! When I bowed my head in defeat, it was like we both knew I'd submitted to him in that moment, without either of us saying a word. The feeling was electric!"

Cindy moaned loudly. "Gaawwwd! That sounds really hot!"

"It was!" Mom agreed.

I asked, "So, what happened next?" I continued to have a hell of a good time exploring Cindy's naked body under the guise of applying the suntan lotion. Already, I was spending a lot of time covering her flawless ass cheeks, even though that meant having to bend and stretch a bit to reach her there. Of course, the things she was doing to my cock were magnifying my enjoyment several times over.

Mom responded, "Surprisingly, he told me he was 'sexist,' at least when it comes to the bedroom. He said a 'real man' gives the orders and it's the woman's duty to always obey, no matter what. As he was shocking me with this, he was freely playing with my big breasts right there in the middle of the store!"

"Through your clothes?!" Cindy asked excitedly.

"So far! Just you wait until this story really heats up!" Mom laughed. "Then he brought a hand to my crotch and brazenly fondled my pussy through my clothes too! I tried to tell him that he was wrong and that I wasn't going to put up with his 'sexist crap.' But I was undercut by the way I was writhing and squirming as I let him have his way with me!"

Cindy groaned erotically again. She stroked and licked my pole with even more fervor.

"Wow, that's pretty hot," I admitted. I was getting jealous. I had to remind myself that the story had to be made up.

Mom went on, "You don't know the half of it! I still hadn't touched him much, but he was wearing jeans, and he simply unzipped his fly, whipped out his cock, and brought one of my hands to it! It all happened so fast that I couldn't believe it! Right there in the cereal aisle! And his cock was so enormous! Cindy, like I keep saying, it's exactly the same size as my son's. Have you gotten your fill of looking at that yet?"

Cindy smirked. She had to pause in licking my cockhead again to reply, "Well, I'm having a very good close look. But I can't say I've gotten my fill yet. I must admit, I've been tempted to touch it." Even as she said that, her fingers were adoringly sliding all over it.

"Well, hold out," Mom said. "He's my son, you know. By the way, what do you think?"

Cindy was confused. "About what?"

"About Peter's big cock. And when I say 'Peter,' I mean Peter my new boyfriend, though technically you're looking at Peter, my son's. Just imagine it's the other Peter's. When you look at it up close and see all the throbbing veins and the fat purplish head, and all the rest, what kind of feelings does it give you? I know you love a really big and thick one, but you've never enjoyed one THAT big! What do you think?!"

Cindy broke away from her licking, tilting her head back a few inches to get a good look at my erection, from tip to base. Her eyes were glassy from the alcohol, but she was able to stare at it intently.

She finally said, "It's… it's… magnificent! I'm in awe! It's the most inspirational thing I've ever seen in my life!"

Mom prodded her, "But how does it make you feel?!"

Cindy exclaimed, "So wet! So hot!"

"Does it make your mouth water?!"

"God, yes! Hell, yeah! I'm on FIRE!" She furtively held my shaft and adoringly slid her fingers up and down the surface. Her fingers slipped around with ease, thanks to the way it was already soaked with pre-cum.

Then she apparently remembered that I was Kate's son and we were supposed to be talking about "Peter's" penis. She backtracked, "Um, Peter, no offense. I know this is weird for you. Even though I'm looking at your erection, I'm really trying to imagine the other Peter and what your mother must be feeling about him."

I shrugged. "That's okay. This is weird, but a good weird. I'm flattered, believe me!" I chuckled nervously.

"Mmmm!" Cindy moaned erotically as she continued to explore my thick pole with her fingers. "Thanks for being so understanding. The truth is, if you weren't Kate's son, I'd be tempted to touch yours a little." She said this with a wicked smirk, because both she and me could knew damn well that she was doing more than just a little bit of touching already!

Mom complained, still without moving to look, "Cin, don't you dare! Remember, he's just here as a visual demonstration. He's still my son. And you know how mad your husband would get if you did something inappropriate." Clearly, she knew what was really going on, but she still had to pretend otherwise.

"Of course," Cindy said. She pulled her hand away. But then she thought better of it, probably after deciding that there was no way Mom could see what was happening unless she rolled over and then sat up for good measure. No doubt, she calculated that she'd be able to disengage before that happened.

Not only did she resume touching my shaft, which quickly turned into a handjob, she also got back to licking on and around the tip! She looked up at me and gave me a naughty wink.




CHAPTER 22

 

Mom asked, "What's going on over there?"

I lied, "Oh, we're both cooling down a bit. Actually, I'm getting used to all the nudity, including my own. It's no big deal as long as nobody's touching, right?"

"Right."

Obviously, Mom knew I was lying. But, like me, she saw the utility of keeping the pretense going a little longer.

Mom then said, "Anyway, back to the other Peter and HIS giant peter. Remember how I was standing there in the supermarket aisle, with his hands on my breasts and his fly brazenly unzipped? I was just starting to explain how he tricked me into holding his fully bared erection!""

Cindy was clearly listening with interest to my mother's story, despite having much of her attention on secretly licking and stroking my boner. "Please tell me more! So, did you let go?"

Mom laughed. "HA! Not hardly! I brought my other hand over, telling myself that I had to completely cover up his outrageous boner before we caused a public scene. But somehow, both of my hands began sliding up and down his incredible thickness in a blatantly sexual manner! I just couldn't help myself! He's so handsome and charming! And when he tells you to do something, it's like you HAVE to do it! So you can imagine how distressed I was when he told me to drop to my knees and blow him!"

Cindy exclaimed, "But you'd just met him! And you were in a supermarket! A public place! That's outrageous! There could be anyone there! Children, even!"

However, despite her protests, she repositioned slightly so that she was able to hold and stroke my cock with both hands. That left her lying on her side with her huge tits and shaved pussy fully exposed to my gaze - as well as my wandering hands. But she either showed herself to me deliberately or she was so far gone that she didn't care.

"I know! I know!" Mom panted. She was getting into her imaginary scenario. "But despite the danger, there wasn't any doubt I was going to keep jacking him off! In fact, even though I'd just met him, I already knew that I'd pleasure his cock anytime he wanted! Don't you think it's possible that if a guy is handsome enough and domineering enough, and especially well-hung enough, that no reasonable woman could ever resist him?! Especially very busty and beautiful women like you and me. Our bodies are so hard-wired for sex that it's not really our fault! We're MADE for sex! It's like blaming a lion for being a carnivore!"

"I can see that," Cindy mumbled.

I wondered if she took a moment to see the ironic parallels between Mom's fake story and her own current and very real behavior.

Cindy asked as she stroked and slurped, "But did it have to be right there?! It's like he was deliberately trying to humiliate you!"

"I KNOW!" Mom panted. "In fact, I'm sure he was deliberately humiliating me. He knew that would break my will even faster. All I could think was, 'This is too reckless!' I couldn't wait to drop to my knees and slide my lips all over his perfect, huge cock, but not THERE! Literally anybody could come by at any time! As I continued to pump on his shaft with both hands, I looked all around with worry. Luckily, there wasn't anyone else in our aisle, but how long could that last?! Everyone loves cereal. So I begged and pleaded that we at least go somewhere private first!"

Cindy was intently lapping, fondling, and even sucking. She usually had the top inch or so of my cockhead in her mouth. But it seemed she wasn't willing to take in more just then, since she often felt inspired to make comments.

I can't even begin to convey how psyched I was. I couldn't even bear to look down, because the sight of her gorgeous face pleasuring my dick was too exciting to take. And as much fun as "applying the lotion" on her curvy body was, I'd become too distracted to keep doing that.

Mom went on, "Peter looked around and grudgingly realized that might be a good idea. So he pushed my hands away from y privates, zipped up, and said, 'Okay. Come with me, slut.' Then he turned and walked away. He didn't even look back to see if I'd follow him, because he knew I would. That's how cocky he is!"

"WOW!" Cindy exclaimed. "He sounds like a dream!"

"Oh, he is! Again, he's so much like my son that it's uncanny. Same age, same hunky, muscular body. Same huge cock. So, as long as you don't look up to Peter's face, it's almost like you're staring right at my new boyfriend!"

I had a hard time not snickering at Mom's boldness there. I'm sure she was very amused with herself, since of course I was her "new boyfriend."

"Wow!" Cindy exclaimed again. "If that's true, I can totally understand your lack of resistance. But… is the fact that they're so similar merely a coincidence?"

I could hear a new tension in Mom's voice as she carefully asked, "What… what do you mean?!"

"I just mean, maybe there's a connection there. What if you have a little crush on your son, but you know you can't act on it? Or maybe even more than a little crush. Your son is such a dreamboat, nobody can blame you. Then, some strange guy comes along who's so very similar. How could you resist him? All those suppressed feelings would come pouring out in an uncontrollable way!"

All the while Cindy was saying this, she was continuing to stroke my boner with two hands, and lick and suck on the tip of my cockhead for good measure!

Meanwhile, somehow, I managed to gather my wits enough to resume applying suntan lotion on her. Although that had become a joke of a fig leaf excuse, since even before I'd stopped, nearly all of my caressing was focused on her fantastic G-cups.

Cindy looked up and gave me an approving smile when my hands got busy again. She even let out a sexy grunt when I pinched one of her stiff nipples.

Mom moaned in apparent distress, although I had to guess that she was secretly pleased that Cindy was already bringing up possible incestuous feelings. She said, "Well, maybe you have a point there, but let's no go into that with my son standing right there with his massive stiff cock practically poking in your face! You might give him inappropriate ideas!"

Cindy giggled. "Like what?" Clearly, she was fairly drunk, and she found it amusing to hear Mom say that even as she lapped on my bulbous knob.

Mom said, "Let's not even go there right now. I'm trying to tell a story. Can I please continue?"

"Sure, sorry," Cindy muttered. Between her cock stroking and licking as well as enjoying my fondling hands, it was a wonder she was able to keep up with the conversation too.

Mom said, "So, like I was saying, Peter, my Peter, walked away after tucking his magnificent cock away and telling me 'Come with me, slut.' And I followed him, like I'd totally lost my mind! Like I had no free will! I had no idea what his name was, or where we were going. But I didn't care. I was hooked!"

Cindy seemed to be paying more attention to the story, despite her sexy multitasking. She asked eagerly, "What happened next?!"

"God, I was so excited, and afraid! He led me to the back of the supermarket, through some unmarked door. I wish I could say he took me to the men's room, or the ladies' room, so at least we could have a locked door behind us, but he didn't! I don't even know where we ended up, except there were lots of boxes stacked up high all around. I guess it was a storage room, but there were open areas in two different directions with no doors whatsoever! Anybody could walk by at any time, including other customers looking for the bathroom!"

Cindy gasped. She was really getting into the story, even as she continued working my boner with her tongue and fingers.

Mom went on, "I was terrified out of my mind! But before I could complain, he stopped and unzipped his fly again. Then he arrogantly said, 'On your knees, bitch. Start sucking, or I'm out of here.'"

Cindy gasped again. "He didn't!"

"He did! He really is a cocky, dominating bastard. But I'm falling in love with him already."

Cindy chided, "Danger, girl! Danger! He's a bad boy, for sure!"

"Oh, he's as bad as it gets! But he's oh-so-good too! All sense and reason left me, and I dropped to my knees right in front of him! I don't even know what happened next. It was like I was in a trance. Somehow, I craned my mouth open wide and took his entire cockhead in with one fell swoop!"

"NO!" Cindy exclaimed. She was even more into the story now, but not enough to stop her licking and stroking. In fact, she was lapping up a storm, continuously coaxing pre-cum out of my piss-hole and slurping it into her mouth.

"Yes!" Mom cried out lustily. "Can you imagine?! Can you imagine seeing this gigantic, thick cock dangling right in front of your face and trying to resist sucking on it?!"

Cindy couldn't resist saying, "Oh, I can imagine! Clearly!" She laughed.

Mom laughed too. "Yeah, I suppose you can. I'm telling you, resistance is impossible! Especially when he put a hand on my head and gently guided me in!"

It didn't take a rocket scientist for me to figure out what Mom secretly wanted me to do. I was having a ball enjoying Cindy's fingers and tongue, but I knew that was child's play compared to how fantastic a full-on blowjob would be. I put my hand on her head and "guided her in."

Cindy looked up at me briefly with a fearful and uncertain look on her face. She closed her lips, despite the fact that she'd just been lapping all over my fat knob, apparently because she was reluctant to take the next step with the supposed danger of Mom lying literally a couple of feet away.

Then her closed lips made contact with my cockhead. She moaned needfully, but still resisted. Apparently, she was starting to realize that we were about to cross a serious line, and that was sobering her up and giving her pause.

I gently but insistently pushed her head towards my cockhead, but she still resisted. Even though she continued to hold and stroke my shaft, she kept her lips tightly shut.

Luckily, just then, Mom asked her, "So, Cin, what do you think about that?"

Cindy was taken by surprise. Probably to bide for time, she started to say, "Well, uh…"

That was the opening I needed… literally. As soon as her lips parted slightly, I thrust my hips forward a couple of inches.

Had Cindy been highly resistant, she could have easily avoided what happened next. But it turned out her resistance was paper-thin. Rather than pull her head back, she opened her mouth wider and wider until all of my fat cockhead was inside it! That was quite a challenging feat for any woman. It was an entirely different experience than how she'd been sucking on the tip here and there. She had to really want it.

Thank God Cindy was drunk and horny already. She really wanted it! Once she got going, I didn't have to push anymore. She started breathing through her nose. As soon as she was comfortable with that, she bravely took another inch into her mouth, until there was no doubt she had my entire cockhead encased her in her warm, wet mouth!

Mom had to know what was happening between Cindy and me. Probably, she sat up for a confirmation peek, although I was too far gone to notice if she did. In fact, I had my head tilted back with my eyes rolled up into my head. It wasn't that Cindy was doing something that incredible to my cock at the moment, but the mere fact that it was Cindy was absolutely shattering my mind! Especially since she was lying buck naked, with Mom in her naked glory right next to her!

I heard Mom ask, "Cat got your tongue, Cin? Well, I can understand that. That's exactly how I felt at the time too. I had no idea what to do or say. Who was this cocky stranger, and what was he doing to me?! I still didn't even know his name! But then… GOOD GOD! Somehow, I crammed all of his big fat cockhead into my mouth and I was a goner! Heaven, I tell you! Pure heaven! Cocksucking BLISS! You know what I mean?!'

By this time, Cindy had managed to slide her lips another inch down my shaft. That was vital, because it meant her lips were sliding back and forth over my frenulum, my most sensitive spot. And she was holding onto my shaft with two hands for good measure.

Needless to say, this made it impossible for Cindy to respond to Mom's question with anything other than a non-verbal moan, so that's exactly what she did. "Mmmm!"

By now, Mom certainly had to know what Cindy was doing to me! She had to be tickled pink, and extremely excited. But somehow she managed to play the clueless role some more. "It's funny you say that, Cin, because that's pretty much all I could say to Peter as I took his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth! GOD! What a hot, thick, throbbing monster! It's good that my son is here so you can have some visual idea of just how thick my boyfriend's cock is. Take another good look at it, up close! Can you just imagine sucking on a hot and pulsing fleshy tree trunk like that?!"

Again, all Cindy could do was let out another "Mmmm!" This time, she did it with a chuckle, apparently because she found it amusing how she was "getting away" with acting out Mom's story. She was generally keeping her eyes closed as she savored my cock, but she briefly glanced up at me with a naughty twinkle in her eyes.

Mom went on, "Now, Peter, and I mean you, my son, I hope you don't mind if my story gets even more graphic, but I feel it's necessary for you to understand what's happened to me and how I feel about my new boyfriend. Plus, it's educational for you, to help you understand just how great your big cock powers can be. I know what I'm going to say will shock you, but the truth is that our relationship largely revolves around his cock, Specifically, my constant oral adoration of his cock!"

I realized that was my cue to say something to pretend I was outraged. "Mom! You can't say that!"

Mom played her role well. "Sorry, Son! You have to know the truth sooner or later. I might as well 'rip the Band-Aid off the wound' all at once. Let's get back to that supermarket storage room, because I'm sure that incident is going to set the tone for the rest of my relationship with him. I found myself taking his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth, even as I was cursing him in my mind for being such an arrogant asshole! How dare he assume he could bend me to his will like that, and in a public place, no less! Cin, you know what I mean?"

Once again, all Cindy could do was let out another approving moan. "Mmmm!"

I couldn't read her mind, but I ardently hoped that she caught on I was "bending her to my will" at that very moment, and "in a public place, no less." Certainly, the way she was sucking on me with increasing enthusiasm suggested that the whole situation was arousing her tremendously.

I could tell she was a great cocksucker, without a doubt! I didn't know how much of it was natural talent, or experience, or just the heat of the moment, but she was already giving my mom some serious competition. Like Mom, she was heads and shoulders above the girls I dated, even the most orally talented ones, like Dusty.

Mom continued, "But the thrill of being treated like that pretty much made me lose my mind! And his cock! Dear Lord, his COCK! So incredibly THICK! Cin, you wouldn't believe how hot and wet I got! Once I had my lips wrapped around it, to the point that I was straining in pain, I was a goner! There was something about being used and humiliated by the best of the best that was simply irresistible! I just had to prove to him that I could suck him better than any other woman he'd ever had in his life! I just had to! Gaawwwd! The need to serve is so great, faced with a superior cock like that! Nothing else matters!"

She remembered to add, "Right, Cindy? You're a size queen like me. You know what it feels like to slobber and slurp all over a superior cock. Can you relate to how I felt in that storage room? Choking and gagging on his thickness in abject humiliation and fear, but loving every second of it?!"

Cindy was caught flat-footed, realizing that she was obliged to say something again. She'd been working up a good and steady sucking rhythm while also keeping her tongue busy on my shaft. She briefly paused in doing that. To vary things up, this time she murmured, "Uh-huh."

Mom was satisfied, and no doubt secretly delighted by what was really going on. "Thanks for saying that. It means a lot to me, to hear that I'm not alone in feeling that way. In fact, as extreme as my actions were, I feel like ANY other woman would have acted the same. Son, you see? This is the power of superior cock that I'm talking about! You have it too! If you learn how to use it, you'll be able to graduate well beyond those coltish teenage girls. Even voluptuous, big-titted bombshells like Cindy or me will eagerly drop to their knees and suck you off, if you know how to play your cards right! They'll love your ten-incher so much, they won't just suck it, they'll serve it!"

She couldn't resist snickering a bit, as she continued, "Cindy, correct me if I'm wrong. Is that language too strong? You don't mind if I talk about a woman like you or me 'serving' superior cock, do you?"

Cindy was pretty deep into her "service" already, so much so that she was increasingly heedless of the fact that although Mom wouldn't be able to see the action if she was lying facing the other way, it would hard for her to avoid hearing it by this point. Cindy was slurping up a storm!

But she paused long enough to mutter out a negative sounding, "Unt-uh."

Mom went on, seemingly clueless, "Good! I'm glad you feel that way. It makes me feel less of a freak. Have you ever longed to serve superior cock? I'm not talking about just sucking it. I'm talking about adoring it with all your heart and soul! Because that's how I was with Peter in the back of the store. I mean putting everything you've got into it! Shamelessly submitting to his power! Putting your own sexually needs aside as irrelevant, because all you can think about it is making him go absolutely crazy with lust and desire, due to the talent of your tongue and your lips! It's a MUST!"

Cindy must have been quite drunk indeed, or too far gone in her lust to notice much, because once Mom stopped talking, the sound of Cindy's fervent slurping on my cock was impossible to miss. As if that wasn't enough, I was panting hard, and so were Mom and Cindy. As tempting as it was for me to play with Cindy's G-cups, I'd been forced to stop that again once she'd started her blowjob, because just "surviving" her cocksucking was taking up all my attention and energy.

Somehow, Cindy apparently remained oblivious. It seemed she really thought she was still getting away with her "secret" blowjob without Mom being the wiser. 




CHAPTER 23

 

One could tell it wasn't an act by Cindy's reaction when Mom prodded her, "Well? What do you think? And please don't give me another one-word answer. I want some actual feedback this time."

Cindy groaned in agony, no doubt because she realized there was no way she could avoid having to pull her lips all the way off my shaft in order to answer that.

Her mouth came free with a loud popping sound. She was panting heavily, so it took nearly a full minute before she could answer. "I think it's super hot, okay?! SO HOT! When I hear you talking like that, I keept wishing it was me!"

Mom responded with apparent surprise in her voice. "Wait! So you mean you'd like to be dominated by a huge, powerful cock? Even if it means humiliation in a public place?!"

Cindy moaned, "God, yes!"

An idea came to me. I realized that Cindy had basically gone crazy for my cock. She'd lost all will to resist, as her "God, yes" answer indicated. So I decided it was time to up the ante. I took a step back, causing my dick to pop free of her mouth. Then another step back.

Frustrated, she reached out to continue to at least hold my boner.

I took yet another step back, forcing her to let go of it altogether.

She was absolutely shocked, and stared up at my face in confusion.

At the same time that was happening, Mom asked her, "But what about the fact that you're married?!"

Cindy growled in irritation, no doubt pissed off because my cock was out of reach. "Well, look. You know I had some affairs a while back. You also know I can't afford to do that again. It would literally cost me more than a million dollars, because of what I'd lose in the divorce."

Mom pointed out, "But that would only be an issue if you got caught."

"That's true." Cindy bit her lip. She sat up on her lawn chair, facing me.

I cocked a finger at the blonde bombshell, indicating she should come closer.

She finally glanced back at Mom, and confirmed that Mom was still lying down while facing the other direction. That was already certainly the first time she'd looked her way in a long while.

She gazed back at me, and bit her lip uncertainly. But then she forcefully shook her head no.

Meanwhile, Mom was saying, "So, what if you had your own young, hung stud who relentlessly fucked you and dominated you at will? Would that be worth the risk of getting caught? Personally, when MY Peter seduced me there in the store, I decided, 'You know, you only live once. Why not live life to its fullest, even if that means taking some daring risks? Why not just go for it?' So that's what I did. And I'm so very glad I did! Gaaaawwwwd! I felt so alive! So liberated! I still do. I'm still riding that high!"

It sounded a lot like Mom was directly speaking to Cindy's current dilemma of wanting more of my cock, but having it frustratingly out of reach. Of course, that was exactly what Mom was doing.

Cindy glanced back at Mom and reconfirmed that she was looking the other way, seemingly oblivious. Her problem was that as long as she'd been playing with my cock while her body was blocking Mom's direct view, she'd felt relatively safe. But if she had to go over to where I was standing, she'd be forced to kneel. Mom then could roll over and see everything at any point in time. It was beyond reckless!

Cindy silently mouthed the words to me, "Come back here! Please!"

But I just grinned and shook my head in the negative. I spread my legs slightly where I stood and pointed down expectantly at my boner, which was poking straight out. I waved my other hand, coaxing her to come closer.

She seemed tempted, but she glanced back towards Mom yet again, and then shook her head no once more. She tried a new approach, striking a sexier pose as she sat there on the lawn chair. That included opening her legs wide, allowing me to get a very good view of her pussy. It was so wet that it, and her inner thighs, glistened like a glazed donut. Flashing me an extremely sultry face, she waved her hands to coax me to return to her. She licked her tongue all the way around her lips to make clear what she'd do to my cock if I complied.

We were in a stalemate. I wanted her to dare to take a big risk, but she was too afraid of Mom finding out.

Mom must have had some kind of sixth sense, or maybe she glanced back at us when I wasn't looking her way, because she said the perfect thing. "Well, Cin, there's so much more I have to tell you about my new lover. Even though we've practically just met, he has all kind of big plans for me that are beyond exciting! But I worry I'm getting a little too overheated, given that my other Peter is with us. My eyes already are closed. I think I'm going to take a little nap for a while to cool things down. Is that okay with you?"

Cindy's face lit up with delight. She couldn't believe her good fortune. She eagerly said, "No, I think that's great!" Realizing she was sounding way too enthusiastic, she added, "Er, what I mean is, I'm getting too worked up too. It's not fair on your son."

I chimed in, "Yeah, a little overheated myself. I think I'm gonna go inside and take a cold shower to calm down."

Mom said, "Okay, babe. Thanks for being so helpful and understanding. We'll see you inside after a while. Okay?"

"Sure. Bye."

However, I didn't move at all.

Cindy also was frozen where she sat. She kept staring at me and my raging erection, with the occasional glance back to Mom.

Finally, after a minute or more, she stood up. She waved at me yet again, trying to indicate that I should follow her into the house. Then, presumably, we could go sexually wild with each other in relative safety.

But I didn't want relative safety. I was having great success, and I wanted to see just how far I could push things. I figured it would pay off later, by making Cindy fall that much harder for me. Essentially, I was trying to replicate Mom's supermarket story, except for real.

I waved at Cindy for her to come to me yet again.

But she did the exact same thing, waving for me to go to her instead. She struck another sexy pose, running her hands up and down the sides of her fabulous nude body.

However, I was determined. I just smiled and shook my head.

She glanced over at Mom one more time and then finally gave in. By this time, Mom had been silent and still for a minute or two, and it seemed like her breathing was calming way down too.

Cindy gambled that the coast was clear. She walked right up to me, which wasn't hard to do since I'd been standing just out of reach. She put her hands on my hips and rested her huge orbs against my bare chest. She started to quietly whisper, "Peter, I don't know what you're thinking, but we need to talk. If you think that you're gonna-"

I whispered back, "Shut up, slut. Kneel!"

Her eyes bugged out and her body visibly shivered all over. I'm sure she couldn't believe that I'd said those words. I'd never behaved anything remotely as rudely as that to her before.

I could scarcely believe I'd said that either. But Mom's supermarket story was on my mind and inspiring me, as well as Mom's enthusiastic response to my "fuck pet" talk. I figured, Why not go for broke? 

Since her face was right up to mine, I tilted my head down and roughly kissed her mouth.

She quietly but passionately moaned as we French kissed for a while. Her hands went to my boner and she resumed jacking me off while I alternated between fondling her pussy, tits, and ass.

She wasn't kneeling yet, but this was plenty great for a few minutes. I figured it also helped her think that enough time had quietly passed for Mom to have gone to sleep.

About five minutes after we started, we were going at it hot and heavy when I abruptly broke the necking session. I whispered, "Enough, bitch! Drop to your knees now, and suck! And don't say another word, or I'm outta here!"

Cindy looked desperate to tell me something, but given the last words I'd just said, she thought better about it. She looked to Mom yet one more time and no doubt surmised that Mom was either sleeping already or well on her way there. She kept fondling my raging hard-on all the while.

This was a last off-ramp, a last chance for Cindy to "come to her senses." She bit her lip and stared at Mom's apparently sleeping naked body yet more time. Then she looked back my way, but was unable to make eye contact. Instead, she silently nodded, and started to slide down my body.

Her desire to suck must have been all-consuming, because as soon as her knees hit the ground, she inhaled my cockhead in her mouth like her life depended on it! She slid her lips down another inch, and then another... but suddenly she pulled all the way off.

Coughing and sputtering, she quietly complained, "Jesus H. Fucking Christ! It's too big! I can get it in my mouth, but I can't keep it there!"

Putting my hands on her head, I hissed, "Quiet! Do you want my mom to wake up?! Unless you want this to be a one-time thing, you'd better prove that you're an expert sucker who can take me all the way! Otherwise, you're just wasting my time!"

It went against my natural instincts to act like that, but I had gotten very clear signals that Mom got off on this sort of thing, and that Cindy did too.

Cindy looked up at me with her brilliant blue eyes, hurt and confused. Still holding my boner with both hands, she whispered quieter this time, "When did you get so mean and demanding? Aren't you hot for me?! I've seen how you've looked at me for ages." She got testy. "Don't act like you don't want this just as much as I do!"

I responded, "Sure, but what Mom said earlier is true. A handsome guy with a ten-inch dick CAN get anyone he wants. The only reason I didn't seduce you already is because I thought you were happily married. But I heard what Mom said about how you've cheated already, so now you're fair game."

She protested, even as her fingers resumed sliding up and down my fat pole, "But that was years ago! I almost got caught, so I've had to walk the straight and narrow since then."

I continued to pretend to be an unfeeling bastard, even though I liked Cindy a lot. I figured it was vital to establish my total sexual domination over her first. I growled, "Cry me a river! Once a cheater, always a cheater. Now, it's true that you're gorgeous, but so are my other lovers. If you want me to fuck you, and give you the best fucking of your life, by FAR, you've gotta prove it with your sucking skills. If you can't deep throat me, then forget it. You're just a waste of time, not matter how hot and stacked you are."

She stared up at me, incredulous. She exclaimed, but quietly, "DEEP THROAT you?! Are you INSANE?! I just told you I can't even keep your thick pole in my mouth! You're a little TOO big! TOO thick! It HURTS!"

I shrugged, as if indifferent. "Well, your loss then. But you have one last chance. Let's see if you're worthy. And hurry up about it, before Mom wakes up."

She glared at me almost hatefully. "'Worthy?!' I show you fucking 'worthy!'" She took a deep breath, and then consumed my fat knob all over again.

It seemed that my approach worked. I thought she'd been determined on her first try, but that was nothing compared to how determined she was now! Part of her restraint before was that she'd held back due to trying hard not to make noise that could wake Mom up. (Assuming Mom was asleep, which I was nearly 100% certain wasn't the case.) But apparently either she'd gotten so mad at me that she'd decided to throw caution to the wind in order to prove herself, or she'd decided that enough time had passed so Mom had to be asleep, or both.

She began bobbing with all her might, moaning and slurping without restraint.

Cindy had been almost out of her mind with arousal to begin with. But her angry desire to prove herself to me pushed her over some sort of edge. She bobbed relentlessly, like a devilish succubus trying to kill me by making me cum! If her concern over my thickness was still an issue she certainly didn't show it, because she kept on bobbing and bobbing and bobbing, never once pulling her lips off for a breather. And all the while her tongue danced on my cockhead in her mouth and her finger danced up and down all of my shaft that was left over.

But mostly, she was focused on using her lips to maximum effect, sliding them up and down over and over and over again. Her lip-lock was so tight that it was almost painful, and her suction was so intense that it was on the edge of too much as well.

It couldn't have been easy for her, because tears soon came to her eyes. After a couple of minutes of non-stop frantic sucking action, her cheeks were streaked with tears of struggle. But she didn't give up at all. In fact, she only got more energetic as she adjusted to my size.

The feeling was beyond incredible for me! I especially loved how she'd gone from more or less coating on her extreme beauty to going all out to prove herself to me, practically to the point of it truly being a life and death matter for her.

But the problem with her oral enthusiasm was it became too much for me to handle, or really for anyone to handle. After just a minute, I already felt such an urge to cum that I couldn't control it. It would have started to ejaculate, except I used the trick of squeezing the base of my shaft to essentially have an ejaculation free orgasm.

I'm not sure if she was even aware that I'd deployed that trick. Regardless, she didn't relent or ease up at all after that. However, that trick was only a brief delaying tactic, because she was coming on so strong. Soon, I was forced to clutch at the sides of her head to try to slow her bobbing down.

But frankly, that didn't help much either. The more I stilled her head, the more she concentrated on using her tongue, as well as stimulating me with her lips without all the head-bobbing motion. That allowed her sliding fingers to be more effective too.

In fact, it could be argued that the less her head moved, the better she was able to stimulate me and generally drive me wild.

Sensing this, I eased up on holding her head in place. But that turned out to be a mistake, because soon her head was bobbing so fast that her head bounced up and down on my thickness like a pecking woodpecker. I decided that I probably was wrong, and slower was safer. Although in retrospect I think it didn't matter, because her cocksucking was equally devastating, fast or slow.

Only a minute or two after being forced to use the squeeze-the-base-of-my-shaft trick, I had to use it again! But that didn't change the "crisis" I was in, except that it made my dick feel increasingly sore and strange. I sensed I shouldn't use the trick three times in short order or I might really suffer later.

One would have thought that she would have been forced to slow down after a while, given her intensity level. Even the most fit athletes can't run at a 50-yard dash speed for very long, and she was doing the cocksucking equivalent of that. In retrospect, it's a wonder I even managed to stay standing!

It seemed like years of extreme erotic ecstasy, but in real time it was probably more like three or four minutes. Instead of tiring out, she channeled more and more passion into what she was doing. She sensed that no man could possibly hold out much longer, not even me, so she had to be on the cusp of "victory." She lost all finesse, such as using her tongue. But between her frantically bobbing head and her two hands pumping up and down my shaft, I was a goner.

I'd been desperately holding back, but I finally gave in to the orgasmic urge. Tightly clutching the sides of her head again, I unthinkingly yelled loudly, "I'm gonna fucking CUM, you bitch!"

I don't know why I sounded and felt angry, but I did. I guess it was because I felt like we were in a domination battle, and it would be a victory for her if she got me to cum after just the three or four minutes. Normally, it took me a lot longer than that. I was frustrated with myself more than her, even though there was no possible way I could hold on with her sucking me that intensely.

Maybe it was due to that anger that I wanted to humiliate and frustrate her even more. As I started to cum, she kept on feverishly sucking, determined to swallow my cum load. But after just a couple of seconds, I pulled back, forcing her lips to disengage. Then, still erupting like a volcano, I began cumming all over her face.

It took her a moment or two to register the change. Her face briefly looked very confused and disappointed. But then she caught on. She shut her eyes tightly and tilted her head back, then opened her mouth wide.

If my goal was to punish her by denying her my cum load in her tummy, it didn't work. She seemed to be lost in rapture as my ropes of cum splatted all over her face. I hadn't really realized it, but ever since my orgasm had started, I'd been moaning so loudly it was like I'd been stabbed in the gut. Now that her mouth was free, she did me one better, screaming without restraint.

About halfway through my climax, it dawned on me how loud we were. I immediately looked to Mom. A part of me had bought into the cover story that she was sleeping, and I wondered if we'd woken her up.

My bombshell mother was sitting up in her lawn chair and staring intently at the blowjob action.

Seeing her again in her nude glory after being distracted for a few minutes hit my like a thunder bolt, especially considering what she was doing,

She had a couple of fingers pumping in and out of her cunt while her other hand tugged on one of her nipples. She must have been doing that before our moaning and screaming even began, because even though it seemed like I'd been cumming for several minutes, at least, I knew that in reality it was just that time had greatly slowed down in my mind and it had only been about ten seconds since my orgasm began, if that. That wasn't enough time for me to respond to the noise, sit up, and get busy masturbating.

I remembered that Mom's supposed sleeping had been an act the whole time. No doubt, once Cindy got busy cocksucking me so intently, she'd sat up and watched everything, knowing that it didn't matter what I saw of her and that Cindy wasn't going to pull off and turn around for all the money in the world.

I suppose Mom couldn’t actually see much from her angle, except for Cindy's fabulous bare ass and back, and her blonde mane swaying in time to her bobbing head. There was no way she could see any of the oral action directly, except maybe for the motions of Cindy's arms, if that counted. But perhaps she found it interesting watching the lusty expressions crossing my face as I was overcome by Cindy's talented oral fever.

I kept on cumming and cumming. Again, in real time it was just a matter of a fraction of a minute. But that still was enough time for me to first pull out of Cindy's mouth and then aim my cum blasts here in there to make sure her face was thoroughly spermed. It wasn't long before I'd tagged her forehead, eye sockets, cheeks, nose, chin, open mouth, and even her ears, neck, and some of her hair.




CHAPTER 24

 

But, after all that, I still wasn't quite done! So I shot off my last spurts towards Cindy's massive tits.

She'd been all about basking in the joy of her facial. But she quickly switched modes, repositioning slightly with her rack thrust forward and up to help me hit the target there. She even clutched at her globes from below. At one point, she tilted her head down as if she wanted to watch the continued cum explosion. But I'd gotten a lot of cum on her eye sockets, as well as the rest of her face, so she probably realized in the nick of time that opening her eyes before cleaning would be a very bad idea.

Meanwhile, she seemed to be cumming hard, despite the fact that she wasn't touching her privates at all, unless one counted hefting her huge tits up.

But then my cum finally ran out and my orgasm came to an end. However, hers was heading for a peak, since a woman's orgasm usually lasts much longer than a man's. Still screaming heedless of the "danger," she finally brought a hand down to her crotch. I couldn't directly see what she was doing there, but it wasn't hard to guess.

The contact sent her orgasm to yet another level. She was so overcome that she actually fell backwards! She caught herself just in time, but the only way was down. She wound up sprawled out on the ground just below my feet. For the next minute or two, her entire body writhed like she was experiencing an epileptic fit. I'd never seen anything like it. It even outdid the big orgasmic reactions I'd gotten out of Mom earlier in the day.

Thinking of Mom again, I looked back in her direction. She seemed to be lost in orgasm, because her eyes were shut tight. However, she was cognizant enough to remember it was prudent to stay quiet if she wanted to continue her clueless pretense with Cindy. So she'd brought a hand to her mouth and was both biting down on it and using it to muffle the panting moans she was making.

It probably didn't matter if Mom screamed her head off with abandon though, because Cindy was so far gone.

The nude blonde goddess continued to twitch and flail around while wailing incoherently. Cindy's arms didn't move that much though, because she had both of her hands at her crotch, probably diddling her clit and slit at the same time. However, her tits, legs, and even her head moved around quite a lot. The titty bouncing on her chest was a truly memorable sight, believe me!

At one point, her entire body arched like a bow about to be fired as her multiple orgasm somehow hit a new high peak. Her mouth opened impossibly wide and she screamed like she was being sawed in half.

Finally, she collapsed. She already was flat on the ground, but I mean her energy level collapsed. She laid there, exhausted, with only her chest still heaving heavily, due to her desperate need for more oxygen. But it wasn't true that her body stayed still, because orgasmic aftershocks continued to hit her, causing her entire hourglass figure to spasmodically twitch and shake.

It probably took her another two more minutes before she finally stopped moving, more or less. She laid there on the concrete ground with her arms and legs akimbo and her long blonde hair strewn everywhere. Her face was soaked with cum and sweat, while her still rising and falling chest was mostly just cummy.

Her eyes stayed shut, and it appeared she'd either passed out, fallen asleep, or was just really out of it.

I finally looked back to Mom. Her quiet orgasm seemed to have ended some time earlier, and it clearly couldn't have been as intense as Cindy's because she didn't look destroyed like Cindy did.

Mom and I shared an amused look, as if we were both saying, "Wow! That really was something!"

I don't know why I'd felt obliged to stay standing for so long. Maybe I was trying to impress Cindy with my dominant physical positioning, even though it was more instinctual than planned. But there was no point to keep doing that since she clearly wasn't aware of her surroundings anymore. So I let myself sink down to the ground.

At first I tried to stay sitting, but I felt a great wave of exhaustion washing over me. It wasn't long before I wound up lying on the ground, right next to Cindy.

At least five minutes passed while I just laid there with my eyes closed. I didn't fall asleep, but my body came down from a prolonged erotic high. I must admit, Cindy's blowjob had been one of the sexual highlights of my life, right up there with the highest peaks I'd experienced with Mom earlier in the day. Even all the fun I'd had with Cindy earlier seemed like a distant dream in comparison.

Eventually, my body told me that I both needed something to drink and that I had to pee. So I got up and dragged myself back to the house.

As I left, I noticed that Mom was still sitting up in her lawn chair and looking alert. But she seemed to understand what was going on, and let me go without saying anything.

I felt a lot better when I came back a few minutes later. I'd downed a big bottle of water in the kitchen, but I'd also brought out three bottles, for Mom, Cindy, and me respectively, and put them on the little table between the lawn chairs. It was a hot day and getting hotter all the time. There still was some wine on the table, but that didn't really quench one's thirst.

I'd already assumed Cindy had fallen asleep after her huge orgasm, but still, it was startling to see her lying there where I'd left her. I'd had great success with Dusty and my previous girlfriends, but still, it wasn't like I found ridiculously curvy, nude, and cum-splattered goddesses lying in my backyard every day! Or ever!

I felt a tremendous mental rush just from looking her over again, and recalling what we'd done together. Or, more accurately, what she'd done to me. I couldn't even look at her and Mom in the same view, for fear that my brain would short circuit and leave me a drooling idiot!

It looked even more like Cindy was napping now, since she had repositioned with an arm under her head and was making the breathing sounds of a sleeper.

But the clear a show-stopper for me was the sight of all of my cum on her face and tits! Even though some of it had come off, especially since at least one side of her face and part of her rack had been mashed against the concrete ground or her arm, she still was drenched with my spermy paint. It literally took my breath away.

Then I thought back to how it reminded me of my cum on Mom's face and tits earlier, and I was almost too overcome to stay standing. I thought, Good God! Am I the luckiest fucker on the planet or what?! Having a big cock totally rocks! Mom AND Cindy, tamed! Together! My two dream women! When I started my blackmail plan with Mom today, this was waaaay beyond my best case scenario. 

Mom was still awake, but she'd gone back to lying down on her lawn chair when I'd been in the house.

Putting the water bottles on the table also put me within easy reach of her. She reached to my nearest arm and lightly brushed it. She whispered, "Son? Can we talk?"

"Sure thing," I whispered back. I actually had to steel my nerves just to dare look her way for very long. Seeing her flawless, tanned body sans even the skimpiest bikini was a total rush.

I went to sit on the other lawn chair.

But before I could get comfy there, Mom stood up in the gap between the chairs. She motioned for me to stand up too, so I did.

We wound up face to face. My penis was flaccid after that draining sexual episode with Cindy, but it still was highly arousing merely to be in close proximity with Mom again. She brought her hands to my bare ass, causing her huge knockers to rest on my chest.

I brought my hands to her ass too. My heart was racing with the thrill of recent victory, as well as the promise of the immediate future.

She whispered, "Son, I'm so PROUD of you! The way you handled Cindy there... GOD! So inspirational!"

With that, she kissed my lips.

I could tell that she was tired too, even though she hadn't soared to the dizzying heights of lust that Cindy and I just had. The whole sexual mood had cooled down in general, as everyone slept or at least rested.

Thus, the kiss wasn't another barn-burner. However, it still felt great to do a little tongue dueling while lazily running my hands all over her fantastic firm nude body.

After a minute or two of necking, we pulled our heads apart for a breather. That gave me the opening to quietly ask her, "So, you think she's asleep?"

"Oh, for sure. While you went into the house, I even heard some light snoring from her."

"Good. So... what's next?"

Even though it was clear Cindy was konked out, both of us were careful to whisper quietly, just to be on the safe side.

She smiled at me, while we continued to lovingly hold and fondle each other. "Before I get to that, again, I just want to say: WOW! And 'wow' again! I think it's pretty clear from what happened that you've won her already, even though you still need to seal the deal with a good fucking. Any woman is going to want to come back for more of what you've got. No, make that NEED to come back!"

I was silent, because I didn't know how to respond. But I had a good feeling that she was right.

|How's her mouth? From what I saw, it looks like she wasn't that much of a cocksucker at first, but then you set her straight and turned her into a raving beast! An insatiable animal!"

I modestly replied, "Um, yeah. I guess. I don't know if it was what I said, or what, but something changed, big time. At first, she complained I was too thick and she couldn't even manage to do it. But then that became a non-issue somehow and she just went at it, well, pretty much like an 'insatiable animal.'"

We shared a knowing smile at that.

I added, "She was... intense! Super intense! It was awesome! I actually came three times in about three minutes, but I used the orgasm delay trick the first two times. God! It was so... intense!"

Mom snickered. "You said that already. But I get it. Was she as good as me? Better, even?"

I spoke honestly while being diplomatic. "It's not a matter of better. It was great, for sure, but different. Sure, she's a hell of a cocksucker. But so are you. AND you're my mom and an undisputed sex goddess. So you'll always be number one in my book."

She beamed. "Good answer! I know you're being careful not to hurt my feelings, but that's good too. You're going to need to be very savvy in order to handle owning two busty sluts. And have no doubt: you definitely own her now."

That startled me, since she was so confident. "Are you sure?! You saw how we were fooling around before, I'm sure. That was a blast. But basically, all we're really done so far is have one intense sexual session together. Talking about 'owning' is way premature. I'm sure she doesn't even know what that means yet."

"No, she doesn't, you're right. But she will. And she doesn't KNOW that you own her yet, but she will on that too. Trust me, as a woman, I have a pretty good idea just how you rocked her world. I'm sure that was the best sex of her life, by a mile, and that was from a 'mere blowjob!' Your seduction of her still isn't complete, not by a longshot. Like I said, you need to fuck her, for starters. But it should be all downhill from here."

I nodded. That sounded plausible to me. "So where DO we go from here with her? Is it time we drop our clueless act? I doubt she's given it any thought yet, but once she wakes up she's going to remember how she screamed her head off. It would be impossible for her to think you stayed asleep through all that. She couldn't have been any louder if she'd shouted directly in your ear. So if you woke up, then you know what happened and the little game of cluelessness we've been playing has to be over. Hell, even if you just woke up right now, taking one look at all the cum on her face and breasts would be all you need to know. Clearly, there's been some touching!"

Mom snickered at that last comment. She repeated my words. "Yeah, clearly there was some touching. A lot of touching!" She laughed, though quietly.

I asked, "So how do we play this? The idea you didn't know what was going on earlier was almost laughably absurd. It only worked because she was so desperate to believe any excuse. Plus, she was way too horny to think straight. But that's played out and a whole new strategy is needed, I think."

Mom nodded thoughtfully, while we continued to playfully fondle each other in a low-key manner. "True. Of course, now that you've had so much sexual success with her, we need to start thinking how to get her over the incest taboo. That's got to be our number one challenge. And it's a big one!"

I nodded grimly.

There was a prolonged silence as we both struggled to come up with ideas.

Finally, something came to me. "Well, here's something. On a practical note, you still haven't put any suntan lotion on, and you need it."

Mom winced. "Actually, I did that while you went back into the house a few minutes ago. I wasn't thinking."

"That's okay," I said. "She doesn't know that."

"No, she'll notice. Women are perceptive about these things, way more than men. For instance, you probably don't know when I wear make-up most of the time. Whereas Cindy would figure that out in great detail, almost down to the brands I'm using."

Stymied, I suggested, "Okay. But you could take a little dip in the pool, which would mean it's time for a new application. I think the suntan lotion thing would be the ideal foot in the door that leads us to incest city."

She chuckled. "'Incest city.' I like that. That's my new home." She playfully tugged at my penis, even though it remained flaccid. "Anyhow, I agree about the lotion application being a good next move, and your quick swim idea could help. But before we go there, you need to get her all hot and bothered again. If she wakes up and sees your hands all over my nude body, she's going to freak out, no matter all the crazy things that have happened with her here already. She's not so tamed that she couldn't have a big backlash that'll be a prolonged pain in the ass for us to overcome."

I nodded. "True. Hmmm." I thought some more.

Before I could come up with my next move, Mom did it for me. "I pretty much heard and saw everything between you two. Well, maybe I didn't see everything, due to the angle, but I heard all the good stuff. I heard when you challenged her to deep throat you or go home. Son, that was brilliant! Genius! That whole approach, of acting like she's nothing special and needs to prove herself to you, is exactly how you should handle her."

Mom's eyes sparkled as she eagerly suggested, "Let's see more of that!"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, when she wakes up, act like her fantastic blowjob was no big deal. Has she deep throated you yet?"

"No."

"Good. Remind her that she still hasn't done that, which means she still hasn't proven herself worthy of you. Meanwhile, I'll go back to pretending to be asleep, so the issue of what I know is pushed off until later. I think she really gets off on fully submitting to you and being forced to orally serve you."

I asked, "Is it even remotely plausible that you could have slept through all the yelling and screaming and cumming?"

"Sure. People can sleep through anything. For instance, people regularly die in their sleep when their house burns down. It all depends if you're in a deep or shallow part of your sleep cycle. There's no way for her to know how lightly I was supposedly sleeping, so she'll naturally assume I'm totally zonked out. It wouldn't make any sense to her whatsoever that I'd be faking."

I nodded. That made sense.

Mom further explained, "She may not consciously realize it yet, but you're pushing buttons in her that have never been pushed before. Due to her extreme curves and sheer beauty, her husband and all her previous lovers treated her like she was an angel who deigned to walk amongst us mere mortals. I think she's grown tired of all the ass kissing and worship, even, and wants the exact opposite. Hell, I know it, because I'm in the same boat as her and I feel the exact same way. I love all your talk about turning me into your fuck pet and making me work hard for your cum."

She added with surprising passion, "I hope it's more than just talk. I already think of myself as your fuck pet. I still don't even know what that means, but it sounds... perfect! Like the way it should always be. I want you to totally dominate me and use me while still never losing sight of how you love me!"

That was food for thought, as well as another heady rush. I made a note to carefully remember her words.

She continued, "Use the exact same approach on her. Demand her total obedience, etcetera. Treat her like she's your other fuck pet already." She added with fire in her eyes, "Which she soon will be!"

I worried. Despite my great success so far, now that I'd calmed down some, I couldn't completely shake the feeling that I was way out of my league. I asked, "But couldn't that backfire if I come on too strong?"

Mom carefully considered that. "It could. So, yeah, be careful. Don't go too far down that road just yet. Focus instead of getting another blowjob from her too, so she can prove her deep throating skills. That'll help get her back to 'insanely hot and bothered,' since she clearly was in some kind of sex frenzy last time. Then you can hit her more with the domineering stuff."

"What about you?" I asked.

"I'm going to play it by ear. At some point, I'll pretend to wake up and we can start moving things in the incest revelation direction."

I nodded. That sounded good to me. I trusted my mother's judgment, especially when it came to reading Cindy's moods.

With the Cindy situation sorted out, at least for the time being, Mom and I went back to making out for a while. My penis still stubbornly stayed flaccid, but my lust level generally rose as I reveled in the passionate kisses as well as the wonder of Mom's fantastic Amazonian body.

We kept at it until my penis finally started to stir.

But, to my sad surprise, Mom took that as the signal for us to stop instead of take things further.

She pointed out, "You need to use your cock on her, not me. Not this time, at any rate. This is a key moment. You need to build on your momentum, or you'll take a few steps back. Besides, we can't get carried away with each other because I sense she's starting to stir."

I looked over to Cindy. She was still sprawled out on the ground with her eyes closed, but her arms and legs were getting fidgety.

Mom went back to pretend sleep, since it would have been really bad to have Cindy open her eyes and see us fondling and kissing.




CHAPTER 25

 

I laid down in the empty lawn chair and waited for Cindy to wake.

Happily, I didn't have to wait long. After just a couple of minutes, I saw Cindy's fantastic naked body twitching and moving some more. Then she stretched her arms out and opened her eyes.

Her reaction was almost laugh-out-loud funny as memories of her recent past came flooding back into her mind. She sat up with a start and looked all around in confusion. Her eyes met mine and she looked away in shame. Then she looked down at herself, causing her to gasp loudly and even jerk in shock. Her amazement upon being naked on the ground in some strange location was trumped by even more shock from seeing the copious cum on her huge boobs.

Then she put a hand to her face and got yet another shock from feeling the sticky cum there. She shut her eyes tightly and even held a hand over her fact, as if that would help make the real world around her disappear.

I stood up. I stayed in place until I was sure she'd noticed that Mom was still asleep - or at least it looked that way.

I thought that seeing Mom apparently sleeping would help calm her fears, but it actually seemed to embarrass her more. She started blushing profusely, again, and even covered her eyes with her hands, as if that would make the situation go away.

I walked over to where she was sitting. I brought a bottle of water with me. I squatted down right next to her. I spoke calmly and quietly. "Here, I think you could use this."

She peeked through her hands to see what "this" was. When she realized it was just a bottle of water, she reluctantly took it from me and opened it. She mumbled, "Thanks." She seemed to be trying hard to pretend I wasn't completely naked.

As she chugged the water down, she glanced over at Mom again. Between gulps, she muttered, "Is your mom still asleep, for sure?! Please tell me she's been sleeping this whole time!"

I said wryly, "Hi to you too." Then I answered, "Yeah, she's sleeping now, for sure. As for before, I don't know. You were pretty loud! I was too. It's hard to see how anyone could have slept through that. But I guess she must have. I mean, if she didn't, she'd be up and ranting and raving in total freak out mode, right?"

"Oh God!" Cindy put the bottle of water on the ground and covered her face even more thoroughly with both hands. "Oh God, please! Have mercy! Tell me this isn't happening!"

"Sorry, can't help you there. I'm pretty sure this is all real."

She seemed on the verge of weeping. "Oh no! What have I done?! I'm a total slut, covered in cum! YOUR cum! That's forbidden cum! I just gave the son of one of my best friends a shameful blowjob!"

"What did you do? Nothing bad that I can see," I said, still radiating calm. "Mom must be oblivious. Either she slept through everything, or she woke up, saw what was going on, and was so unperturbed that she went back to sleep. Either way, you're okay, at least for now."

That analysis hit home. Cindy opened her eyes and carefully scrutinized Mom where she was pretending to sleep.

But then she looked back to me, daring to make eye contact.

I dared, and asked her, "How are you doing? Did you enjoy yourself?"

That embarrassed her even more, causing her to turn her head away. "Don't ask me that!"

"Why not?"

"Because I enjoyed it! Way too much! But that doesn't matter, because this can't happen. It didn't happen. Period!" She definiately stared into my eyes some more. "What about my husband?! I just cheated on him for the first time in three years!"

I shrugged. "Yeah, well, that sucks, but what can you do? There's no going back now. You'll just have to be careful not to get caught."

She looked at me suspiciously.

The way I'd been squatting, my legs had been blocking her view of my crotch. My penis had grown fully erect, first from making out with Mom and then from watching Cindy wake up. Sure, she was a mess. Her hair was tussled, and her face was wet from a mixture of cum, sweat, and tears. Mostly my cum. She was in serious need of a shower, especially since much of the cum on her had been smeared into the ground.

However, her disheveled state just make her look even sexier in my eyes. I couldn't wait to fuck her face!

She bit her lip nervously, which was becoming a habit for her. Looking down, she shyly asked, "So... did you enjoy it? Was I good enough?! I know you have an amazing girlfriend."

I was secretly blown away that she seemed eager to confirm that she'd made a good impression on me.

I rose up from my squatting position until I was standing tall above her. I was careful to stand close, so my erection would practically be in her face. Referring to my jutting cock, I said with confidence, "What do you think? What does this tell you?"

She winced and turned her head. "Put that damn thing away! It's caused enough trouble!"

I chuckled, as if amused with her attitude. "Put it away? Hardly. We have some unfinished business. Cindy, you know I like you a lot. I hope we'll develop a closer friendship, now that I’m becoming an adult. But as for sex, you're right that I do have VERY high standards."

She'd still been shyly looking at the ground, but she jerked her head to stare up at me with renewed worry.

"What you did was pretty good, I must admit. But all my lovers are avid deep throaters. I told you that you need to prove your worthiness by deep throating me, and you still haven't done that yet."

That set her off. She stood up and went nose to nose with me, trying to intimidate me by violating my personal space. She was livid, and growled, "You've gotta be fucking KIDDING me! That was the god damn best blowjob I've ever given, by a mile! It was the greatest sexual high of my entire fucking LIFE! If it wasn't the best blowjob you ever had too, then... then... I don't know what! I'll call you a liar!"

She was getting very emotionally worked up. It seemed she didn't realize just how much she'd revealed when she'd let slip that that had been the greatest sexual high of her entire life.

That slip gave me confidence that my demanding approach was on the right track. So I said, "I'm glad it was so great for you. But 'fast' and 'frenzied' doesn't equal 'great' in my book. Part of a great blowjob is making it last, and you forced me to cum in less than five minutes. That's nothing. For Dusty, she'd call that getting warmed up."

Cindy was incredulous. "You've gotta be fucking KIDDING me! You should count yourself lucky that I'm doing anything with you at all, much less a blowjob!"

She belatedly realized that she was raising her voice. She looked over at Mom, and decided that she had to still be sleeping. But she seemed chastened.

Sensing that shift, I lowered my voice. "You seem to forget your place. I'm not like any guy you've ever been with before. I'm like that other Peter guy Mom was talking about. Either you prove your oral skills, or we're done here." I stepped closer, until my cockhead actually brushed against one of her cheeks.

She tilted her head back enough to break contact. "What?! Are you...?! What chutzpah!"

I stepped in again. Holding my boner, I started rubbing the tip of my fat knob against her face, especially right on her lips.

At first she kept her lips shut tight, then she leaned her head even further back to break contact again. That freed her to talk, and she hotly complained, "Now, listen, YOU! If you think I'm going to blow you again, you're NUTS! Much less deep throat you! HA! That'll be the day!"

Midway through that rant, she stood up and started poking her finger at my face.

Instead of trying to change her mind with words, I realized there was a much more enjoyable and direct way. I took advantage of her standing up right next to me by wrapping my arms around her and pulling her in for a hug.

"HEY!" she complained.

But she couldn't say anything after that, because I planted my lips on hers.

This was a pivotal moment. I hoped and assumed that she was still feeling residual effects of what we'd been doing earlier, and her resistance would crumble fast. But I also figured there was an outside chance she'd pull away and slap my face.

I held her body tightly with an arm around her back to prevent that from happening. I also was careful to make sure my erect cock pointed straight up and pressed into her lower abdomen, like it had done when we'd kissed earlier. I also kept a hand on the back of her head so she wouldn't be able to completely break free from the necking.

She squirmed angrily in my embrace, but not enough to actually break free. She even slapped and pounded on my back.

I'd never forced myself on a female before, and I was normally morally dead set against it. But I figured it was crucial that I do it for a few moments. If she continued to resist, then I'd let go and deal with the resulting shitstorm.

Thankfully, the damage control proved to be unnecessary. Even as she continued to hit or slap my back, her mouth was responding in a very different way to my aggressive kissing. Within seconds, she began kissing back, with lots of tongue!

As our tongue-duel grew more heated, her abuse of my back weakened. After a few last light slaps, she clung tightly to me instead. Then, mere seconds later, her hands slid down to my ass and she firmly clutched my bare ass cheeks.

I responded in kind, letting my hands wander to her huge tits so I could play with them. That meant I had no hands left to keep her in place, but that wasn't necessary any longer. Not only did we keep necking, but her entire body began writhing against mine.

I continued to make out with her for a few minutes. I knew we'd crossed a key tipping point when one of her hands found my erection and her fingers began sliding all over it.

Not long thereafter, she finally broke the kiss and hotly complained, "BASTARD! Look at what you're making me do!"

I smirked. "You could let go and walk away at any time. I won't stop you."

She snorted angrily. "Right! Like that's going to happen! We both know I can't!" Even as she said that, she brought her other hand to my crotch to help stroke my boner.

Amused and in control, I asked, "Why not?"

She growled, "Don't make me say, you, you... piece of shit!"

I chuckled. "Hmmm. You're going to have to pay for saying that. I think I might give you a firm spanking." I still had been playing with her massive, soft tits almost exclusively, but I brought a hand down to her ass and gave a cheek a hard smack.

She hissed, "BASTARD!"

I could tell she wouldn't be too upset, given the way her fingers were practically flying up and down my long shaft.

I just laughed and then kissed her mouth again.

We were off to the races. She kissed me with a truly desperate passion, so much so that I struggled to keep up with her intensity level.

I sensed she got off on my ass slap, so I did it a few more times, alternating ass cheeks as we continued to swap spit.

Each time I smacked her, she moaned loudly into my mouth and somehow snuggled even closer into me. Before long, her entire voluptuous nude body was wriggling and writhing against me.

Encouraged, I brought one hand to her crotch and began aggressively fingerbanging her. Two fingers pumped in and out.

That went on for a few minutes. I definitely made her cum at least once. Not only did I feel her body tremble, she squealed into my mouth. All the while, her two hands caressed my cock and balls. It was as if she couldn't get enough of it.

At one point, we both needed a breather from our aggressive kissing. During the pause, I asked, "So, now the truth can be told. How much did you enjoy sucking me off?"

She got cross with me, and growled, "Don't even ask me that!"

"Why not?"

"Just don't! Especially with your mother right over there." She peeked over my shoulder to confirm that Mom was still sleeping, or so she thought. That sight was a reminder that shook her up. She whispered extra quietly, "Dear God! She's right over there! I swear, she must be able to sleep through a nuclear explosion!"

Happily, either my blowjob question or the reminder of the danger sent her arousal soaring even higher. I didn't get an answer to the question because she resumed the necking, while still vigorously jacking me off.

I was content to keep going like that. She had a fantastic body, so I could play with it indefinitely, especially since she was an excellent kisser and her two-handed handjob felt great.

But, after a while, she had other ideas. She abruptly broke away and gave me a nasty look. "Don't even say a word!" she hissed.

I was confused, to say the least. "What?!"

She started sliding down my body. Within seconds her face was even with my hard-on. She resumed her two-handed stroking, and also hungrily licked on the bulbous head. She spoke more to herself than to me. "Gaawwwd! I'm so humiliated! A few minutes ago, I pretty much said I would do this again over my dead body, but look at me! I'm about to do it! I'm so hot! It's like I have to have it in my mouth! Like I have no choice!"

I snickered with glee. "You are 'so hot,' that's for sure!"

She tilted her head up and gave me a withering look. She complained, "I'm not talking about that kind of hot. I mean that I'm so horny I can't control myself!"

I casually put my hands on her head and stroked her long blonde hair. "Well, while you're down there, this is your chance to prove that you can deep throat me. If you want to be one of my regulars, that's a must. You'll be spending a lot of time on your knees, with my cockhead in your neck. I work my sluts hard, especially orally."

Again, I surprised myself with my sheer chutzpah. But this approach clearly was working. In fact, every time I doubled down with more audacity, it worked better.




CHAPTER 26

 

Cindy growled and wailed in exasperation. "Arrraagaragh! You're impossible!" She was still lapping at and stroking my boner. "I'll show you! I’m not just one of your silly teen sluts. I can't believe any of them can deep throat this fucking Coke can-sized monster anyway. I'm gonna be the hottest piece of ass you've ever fucked in your life! Just you see!"

With that, she pulled her head back, whispered a few words to herself, shut her eyes tightly, opened her mouth impossibly wide, and then lunged her lips over my cockhead. Within seconds, she had swallowed the top four inches of so.

That alone was impressive, and I felt such a surge of triumph and erotic stimulation that I could barely keep standing.

But she was just getting started. She forced her head further down, causing her to choke and gag on my thickness. Clearly, she was suffering. But she was determined. Somehow, she pushed down another inch, pushing my bulbous cockhead well into her throat.

I thought about assisting by pressing down with my hands that were still on her head, but I decided it was probably more important for her to feel in full control. I just held on tight as the waves of pleasure washed over and through me again and again.

Once she clearly got past her gag reflex, I began counting the seconds in my mind. I knew every second counted, and I was curious to see how long she'd be able to stay down for her very first time. The act of carefully and evenly counting the time pass also helped me focus on something non-sexual, which was key because she already had my legs quivering from such intense stimulation.

I silently counted 38 seconds before I felt her give up. She pulled her lips all the way off in a flash. Then she sat back, panting desperately for air while holding her neck like she'd just been choked there. Plus, I must admit that I got a thrill out of seeing new tracks of tears from her deep throating struggle.

I couldn't get enough of admiring her naked body, especially since her face and tits were still splattered with my cum. I thought, How awesome is this?! DAMN! An honest to God deep throating from freaking CINDY! It feels great, of course. But what a power rush too! She's working so hard to please me, which is crazy. She's a perfect ten! I swear, she's just as hot as Mom is! 

That thought cause me to remember Mom. With Cindy in recovery mode with her eyes closed, I briefly glanced over to the lawn chairs.

I wasn't that surprised to see that Mom was still lying down as if asleep, but she was facing my direction and her eyes were actually open. That was clever, because Cindy would have to turn her head around to see her, and by the time Cindy did that, she'd have plenty of time to close her eyes and pretend to be in dreamland.

With Cindy's first deep throating effort over, I knew I had to be careful since she could turn around to look at Mom at any time. In fact, it was more likely than not that she'd want to check. So I didn't dare do anything obvious like wave or give another thumbs up. But I did flash Mom a knowing smile.

Mom beamed back. She did dare a thumbs up, because she felt safer with Cindy having her back turned to her.

I thought, Does it get any better than this?! There's no need for me to be greedy. Between Mom and Cindy here, and Dusty at school, I'm gonna be living in the perfect sexual paradise. Why would I want or need anyone else?! WOW! Just look! 

I looked down to better admire Cindy. She really is a stunner. I can see why even Mom felt intimidated by her looks. And now it turns out that she's an awesome cocksucker too! All we have to do is get her to accept the incest, and I'll be home free! 

Once Cindy recovered enough to speak, she looked up at me and sneered with pride. "So, what do you think now, you horse-cocked bastard? Is that good enough for me to 'qualify,' whatever the fuck that means? I've never done that for anybody, much less with someone hung like a fucking elephant! See the tears on my face? If that's not good enough for you, then you really a piece of shit and you can go fuck off!"

I felt so in command of the situation that I could afford to be merely amused at her defiant outburst and not worried. I glared at her with disappointment and even anger in my eyes, though that was faked. I told her in my most authoritative tone, "Get on all fours! NOW!"

"What?!"

"You heard me!"

Her eyes went wide in alarm. She scrambled onto her hands and legs with haste. While she did so, I noticed she briefly glanced Mom's way, but apparently didn't see anything suspicious.

"Like this?" she asked anxiously, once she was in position.

I was having another "pinch me, I'm dreaming" moment. Having a take charge attitude was paying off once more. It really was too incredible for me to fully fathom in the heat of the moment.

I barked, "Quiet, you! If I want you to talk, I'll ask you a question. And don't just rest there like some dumb beast. I want to see sexy!"

She grew more anxious still. She did her best to strike a sexier pose, mostly by arching her back and thrusting her ass up high. Plus, there wasn't enough room as it was for her huge dangling tits between her upper arms. But she subtly squeezed those arms together some, causing her melons to swell forward even more.

For the next minute, I silently walked all the way around her, as if I was carefully examining every inch of her to decide if she was worthy of me or not.

My silence made her only more anxious and eager to please. I could tell she was dying to talk, but dared not say a word.

It was difficult to remain stern and unimpressed looking, because her body was a natural wonder. That was doubly true with the cum dripping down her face and rack. But still, I sensed it was important that I keep the ruse going. It helped that she couldn't see my face, since I was unable to stop grinning like a madman.

I silently circumvented her again. This time, I casually brushed a hand here and there, like a farmer carefully examining livestock.

When I made it around to her face a second time, I stepped in close and dragged my still very erect cock across her face, but never close enough for her to reach it with her tongue or lips.

She whimpered needfully. Finally, the tension grew too much and she whispered, "Please!"

I pulled my boner back and glared down at her. "Excuse me?! I didn't say you could speak!"

She meekly bowed her head. "I'm sorry... sir! But it's just that... I need your cock so bad! I need you to fuck me!"

I laughed heartily. "Fuck you? What makes you think you deserve that yet?"

"But... but... I just deep throated you!"

I stepped back closer, arrogantly rubbing my cockhead across one cheek and then the other, smearing through the cum streaks there. "You did manage a deep throating of sorts, though it was pretty weak. A mere 38 seconds when any good slut lasts at least a minute. And you didn't get far down. A good slut takes me to the root! But your biggest sin was that you didn't milk me with your throat muscles or actively use your lips and tongue. Or hands. You seemed to think that merely getting past your gag reflex and staying there was good enough for the likes of me."

She was aghast. "I'm so sorry! Sir! I'll do better next time, I promise! Much better! I swear it!"

"You'd better!" I was still dragging my cockhead around her spermy face. I finally rested in right on her lips.

She eagerly took advantage. Lunging her entire body forward, she was able to swallow all of my cockhead. She began slurping and sucking like her life depended on it.

As she did that, I spoke in my most authoritative voice again. "Let me get things straight with you. I hear you've had other adulterous lovers, and of course you're married. Forget all that! I'm sure those losers tried to woo you with diamonds and pearls, including your husband. With me, it's the other way around. You've got to prove your worthiness every single time you're with me, mostly with your mouth. I'm in charge here, and your role is to serve me. You got that?"

She nodded emphatically while continuing to suck me over with a feverish passion.

Once again, I was secretly astounded. Once again, it was all I could do to not jump around for joy. But I didn't dare show my euphoria, or that would shatter the illusion.

"Good." I stepped back, forcing my slobber-covered pole to slide out of her mouth and well out of reach.

She mewled with displeasure.

I chuckled tolerantly, as if I was used to that sort of thing.

Then I said, "Now, you have seriously upset me. Acting all high and mighty, instead of the shameless big-titted slut that you really are. Even daring to call me a 'piece of shit' and telling me to 'fuck off!'"

She blanched, or at least blanched as much as someone with her face burning red with humiliation and dripping with cum can blanch. "Oh my God! I'm so sorry! Sir! I didn't mean it!"

I was having the time of my life. I literally couldn't believe my "lying eyes," that a perfect ten babe was naked and on all fours in front of me! Clearly, the more domineering I was with her, the more she got off on it. I especially loved how she'd started calling me 'sir' without me prompting her to do so. I guess she felt so deferential to me that she felt compelled to give me some sort of title like that.

I glared at her with my hands on my hips. "Sorry doesn't cut it. First, I'm going to spank your ass a bit. But I'll go easy on you this time since I hadn't spelled things out to you yet. Then, I'm going to give you a second chance to pleasure me with your mouth. I expect better! Our relationship is mostly going to involve you orally serving me. Can you handle that? If not, you might as well quit now."

She had been staring up at me with a shocked and awed expression. But she steeled her resolve and spoke with a new determination. Her entire body stiffened into an even sexier pose. "SIR! I can handle it, sir! In fact, I crave it. It's exactly what I want. I need a big cock in my life. I've been missing it so much! Clearly, you're the best of the best, and I want the best. The idea of being forced to orally service you whenever you want it literally has me drooling with anticipation! I'll do whatever you say!"

The most amazing thing of all was that I could tell she really meant it. There was a fiery look of desire and determination in her eyes that blew me away.

She looked over to Mom. "But... what about your mother?!"

"What about her?"

"Well... we'll have to keep things secret from her, obviously. And from my husband. If he finds out about us, he'll divorce me for sure!"

I shrugged, as if that didn't matter much to me. "Then we'll just have to be careful. I think you're worth it. You're a pretty damn hot bitch, I must admit."

Her face lit up like I'd just told her parents, thought to be killed in a plane crash, were safe and unharmed after all. 'Thank you, sir!"

I just nodded absent-mindedly, then walked around to her rear.

As I repositioned, I saw Mom give me a furtive thumbs up. She was beaming.

I smiled and waved, since there was no way for Cindy to see my face when I was standing near her ass. It didn't look like Mom had her eyes open, but I surmised she was being extra careful and just looking through narrow slits.

I very quickly gave Cindy a spanking, with five hard smacks on each ass cheek. It was quick because I was in a rush to getting back to enjoying her eager and talented mouth!

I thought the spanking would be a punishment, and I didn't hold back with the power I put into each smack, even if that left her with red ass cheeks. But it seemed to have somewhat backfired, because she began cumming hard right when I got to the ninth and tenth smacks!

I filed that bit of interesting information away for later. But for now I kept with my plan and hurried back to her face. I rubbed my cockhead across her lips and growled, "Okay, slut. Let's see if you can take this to the next level and deep throat the whole damn thing!"

She got busy cocksucking some more. This time, she was so keen on showing her worthiness that she began deep throating me straight away, and not just enough to get past her gag reflex either. After about a minute of steadily lunging deeper with each pass down, she managed to take very nearly all of my shaft! She was only about an inch short of resting her nose in my pubic hair.

I must admit I was extremely impressed. Boy, does this acting like a domineering "bastard" pay off in a big way! I've never been this rough and demanding with anybody, not even Dusty. But I just spanked the hell out of her ass, and she totally got off on it! 

I made more mental notes on how to behave in the future.

Cindy took all of my criticism to heart. Not only did she go much deeper, but she stayed down for just over a full minute. She didn't do much with her throat muscles or lips and tongue on top of that, but at least she tried. Clearly, it was a lot to manage all at once.

I figured the important thing was the effort. She would naturally improve with practice. Besides, even if this wasn't as good as she could get, it still felt absolutely incredible to me! It was like the overwhelming rush of an orgasm for the entire minute she had my thickness in her throat.

When she was done, she pulled all the way off again and took even longer to recover.

I figured that I was using a carrot and stick approach, and it was good to use some carrot too. Besides, she was deserving of praise, to say the least. So while she sat up on her heels clutching at her throat again, with tears pouring down her cheeks, I stroked the hair on the top of her head, and said, "Very good. Very good indeed. I'd even call that 'an impressive start.'"

She beamed like a searchlight. She smiled so brightly that I couldn't help but smile too. "Thank you, sir! I didn't even know that I could do it. But now that I did it once, I know I can do it again and again. I'll get better, I promise."

"Yes, impressive."

Cindy gasped, and looked around in confusion, because that was a female voice and definitely not me speaking!




CHAPTER 27

 

Within seconds, Cindy found Mom standing there, close enough to reach out and touch. She gasped in horror, and visibly jerked and flinched. She nearly tipped over. "KATE?! KATE?! What are you doing awake?!"

Mom just chuckled. "The better question is, 'how is it possible that I was supposed to be asleep?' You two have been carrying on like a herd of elephants, from only about ten feet away."

"OH SHIT!" Cindy sat up higher and covered her wide-open mouth with both hands. Her face was blushing from overall embarrassment already, but it suddenly got much redder.

I wondered if she remembered how cummy her face was. That was a not-so-subtle clue, in case Mom somehow missed all the other clues as to what we'd been up to.

Mom chuckled some more good-naturedly and put a hand on Cindy's head. "Don't worry about it. Do I look upset?"

Cindy reluctantly removed her hands to speak. "But... but... he's your son!"

"Yeah, but he's my lover too."

"WHAT?! WHAT?!" Cindy went from shocked, to stunned, to several leagues beyond "stunned." She looked up and down Mom's nude body in a new light.

I was pretty blown away myself. But for once today, it was in a bad way instead of a great way. I stood there with my jaw hanging open, barely able to breathe.

Mom got a bit nervous, perhaps belatedly doubting the wisdom of that confession. But it was too late to take back, so she pressed on. "It's true. It just happened today. You know that new lover I talked about?"

Cindy was panting and gawking in disbelief. She didn't even have the mind to ask "Yeah?"

Mom pressed on anyway. "Well, it's pretty much all true except for the supermarket story. But he is an amazing young man named Peter and he is rocking my world. It's just that he's this Peter. My son!" She said this with surprising calm, but also defiance.

Cindy went from humiliated to indignant in a hurry. She stood up and got in Mom's personal space. She pointed a finger accusingly right at her nose. "That's incest! INCEST! Do you realize how awful that is?! I'll never..." She looked to me, and then back to Mom. "GOD! You've ruined everything! EVERYTHING!"

She was so agitated that she started pacing around. Apparently she rediscovered her shame at being naked, and tried to cover her pussy mound with one and her nipples with the other while she kept pacing.

Mom looked at me apologetically while Cindy was stomping off. She winced in an exaggerated fashion and mouthed the words, "Oh shit!"

We had a potential disaster on our hands, but I couldn't really get upset about how Mom caused it. Clearly, she'd calculated that Cindy had fallen so hard for me with her "sir" talk and the deep throating and all the rest that she'd gone well past the point of no return and was fully sexually committed to me. Thus, there was no point in taking the slow and careful route to acclimating her to the incest.

It also occurred to me that we were almost certainly going to face this crisis, no matter how slow and careful we were. One might redefine what incest was, for instance by convincing someone that a son putting suntan lotion on a naked mother is okay. But at some point there has to be a line that gets crossed and one can't wave the issue away.

Cindy stopped pacing and turned accusingly at Mom. "Are you telling me that you two have been FUCKING?! Have you gone all the way?!"

"We have," Mom admitted. Apparently, she decided there was no point in pussyfooting around anymore. "Like I said, it just happened today, not long before you came here, in fact. It completely transformed my life. The best sex ever, by a mile! I was so overcome that I conspired to have you come over so he could seduce you and you could share in the joy."

Cindy sighed heavily and smacked herself on her forehead. In doing the smacking, she wound up with a hand full of sticky cum. She cursed, "Jesus fucking Christ! Look at me, standing here buck naked with a face full of cum! I've never felt so humiliated and outraged in my entire life! But you! You should feel worse! This... this whole situation is ridiculous! I need to get clean and clothed for starters. We all have to put on clothes. Then we can talk about this like responsible adults!"

I thought, Oh shit! Keeping Cindy naked has been THE key to my seduction success. I'm sure the whole situation will change for the worse if she gets her clothes back on. 

Before Mom could answer, Cindy balled her hands into fists and indignantly put those fists on her hips. "Kate, how could you?! How COULD you?! He's your SON! And why the hell did you have to TELL ME?! I could have been blissfully ignorant. UGH!"

Mom also defiantly put her hands on her hips. "How could I? How could I NOT?! Have you SEEN the size of his cock? Have you felt it stretching your lips and sliding deep inside your mouth? You KNOW the incredible joy it is to serve him on your knees, so don't try to deny it!"

Cindy didn't say anything, but her lack of a denial spoke volumes.

Mom adoringly gazed up and down my body as she went on, "Just look at what a handsome young man he is. Gaawwwd! And he knows just how to treat a woman." She stared intently back at Cindy. "I don't want to be somebody's princess; I want to be a wanton slut for someone who knows how to take charge! I want a man who not only expects me to blow him whenever he gets aroused, but demands that I repeatedly deep throat him until tears are streaming down my face! He gets that. The wonder is that it took us this long before we started sucking and fucking! But now that we have, I'm not going to stop for anything! So there!"

Cindy shook her head and sighed. "God dammit! I can totally see all that. I'm sure you can tell I've experienced that same joy. But what's okay for ME doesn't make it okay for YOU! He's your SON, for crying out loud! It doesn't matter how irresistible he is, or how irresistible you are. It's still incest, and it's wrong!"

Mom shot back, "It DOES matter! 'Irresistible' means just that: it's literally impossible for me to resist him! I'm only human, you know. Look at you, acting all holier than thou. Can you give him up, after you've started? Are you so morally outraged that you'll have nothing to do with a couple of incestuous perverts?"

Cindy shyly looked away. In a flash, all of her righteous outrage blew away. She glanced over to me, and then down at my crotch.

Unfortunately, my dick had just gone flaccid, due to the crisis. But even flaccid, my penis is pretty large.

Cindy looked back at Mom. "It's not fair to ask me that."

Mom persisted, "It's a simple yes or no question."

"I... I don't know! Okay?! I'm all confused!" Cindy looked to me. "YOU! This is all your fault, corrupting your mother. Why couldn't you be satisfied with the likes of me?! Am I not good enough for you?! You need to leave the two of us for a while, so we can sort this out. And put on some clothes! I can't think as long as that... thing... is flopping around!" She put a hand up to her face, shielding the view of me in almost comical fashion.

Mom looked my way. "She's right. This is something she and I need to work out. Why don't you go inside for a while? But don't worry, things are going to be okay."

Cindy hotly complained, 'No, they're NOT going to be okay! There's no way around this. You can't just make incest go away!"

Mom waved a hand at me. "Go. We'll sort it out."

"No, we won't!" Cindy put her fists back on her hips. She looked even more sexy when she was angry, somehow.

I said, "Okay, I'll go. But first I'll get you some water and towels to clean up with."

Cindy nodded at that, and said, "And some clothes, too!"

I nodded back and sadly walked away.

I returned to them as quickly as I could. But it took me a few minutes, because I'd brought a bucket filled with water, and a few small towels. I'd been very careful in my selection of the towels, because I didn't want to bring any that could be used to effectively cover up. These were hand towels, definitely not big enough to wrap around one's body.

Mom and Cindy were heatedly arguing when I came back out. I didn't know the details though, because they went silent as soon as they saw me walk into the backyard. They waited until I brought them the water and towels. I'd also brought more bottles of drinking water and another bottle of wine. I put those on the nearest table, and handed them the rest.

Cindy grudgingly said "Thanks" to me, but then she asked with irritation, "Hey, where are my clothes? And where are yours?!"

I grinned impishly. "Sorry, I'm willing to help with a lot of things, but not that. You look too gorgeous naked, and Mom does too."

Cindy groaned. "UGH!" She briefly glanced at my flaccid penis, which was still quite sizable. Then she waved me away. "Go! Before I... Just... go!" She turned her head away and waved dismissively some more.

I reluctantly started to walk away.

But before I turned, I saw Mom give me a wink, while Cindy still had her head turned. Clearly, she approved on my plan to try to keep Cindy and her naked, as well as staying naked myself.

It wasn't until I got back to the house when I heard them resume their argument. I could have tried to eavesdrop, but I decided that would just be too frustrating. I closed the screen door and went back inside.

I went up to my room and tried to settle my mind. But it was impossible. The way I looked at it, my entire life was hanging on the line. I could either wind up in the heaven of having Mom and Cindy as my lovers, or the hell of being denied one or both of them. After being so close to the peak of the mountain, it would be unbearable to see that snatched away at the last minute.

I couldn't stop thinking about what they had to be discussing.

I also mulled over different ways we could have done a better job of breaking the news to Cindy, even though that was a pointless exercise since it was impossible to change the past. I was bummed that I never got to apply suntan lotion on Mom's fabulous naked body while Cindy was there and watching, because that alone sounded like a hell of a lot of fun.

It was nice to think that I could have gotten Cindy so extremely hot and bothered that she would have accepted Mom joining the sexual fun without complaint, for instance, turning a solo Cindy blowjob into a dual one with Mom helping out. But I decided that almost certainly wouldn't have happened. At some point, Cindy would have had her "A-ha!" incest moment, and we would have gone into crisis mode regardless.

I did regret though that Mom sprung the news on her so soon, before I even had a chance to fuck her. That made bringing her on board a lot more difficult. But then, again, it was too late to change the past.

I also considered going the blackmail route that Mom and I had talked about. Certainly, we had incriminating evidence in the form of photos and videos of her previous affairs. But that didn't seem right to me. With Mom, I'd blackmailed her because I felt I truly had no other option and I was so desperate with desire that I was willing to do anything. In Cindy's case, that also seemed like a desperate last resort, and I was pretty sure we hadn't gotten there yet. If we did do that, it would color all of her future interactions with us and almost inevitably make her less enthusiastic. So we needed to exhaust all other options before even considering that.

I spent about ten minutes restlessly pacing around in my room, still nude.

I was tempted to peek on them through one of the upstairs windows, and I did so, several times. But all I could see was two stunningly beautiful naked women sitting at a patio table and talking intently to each other. I was too far away to hear anything, since they were keeping their voices down. But the peeks were encouraging in that I at least was able to see that they weren't yelling at each other. I was certain that was a positive sign.

I thought a lot about how I'd treated Cindy since she'd arrived. I had some strong thoughts and feelings that I felt were important to get off my chest, even though I wasn't supposed to be a part of the discussion yet. I decided to break that rule and let the chips fall where they may.

I strode back outside, right to where they were sitting. (They'd moved to a nearby patio table so they could face each other in seats, and also because it was shaded by an umbrella.)

When they saw me coming, in the buff, they stopped talking and waited to see why I was interrupting them.

Mom said, "Peter, it's best if you-"

I interrupted, "I know. Stay away and let you two sort it out."

Both of them nodded.

I said, "Don't worry, that's my plan. But there's just one thing I have to get off my chest first, because I'm probably the only person who's in a position to say this. Can I just say this one thing?"

Mom looked to Cindy. (By the way, both of them had cleaned up nicely, thanks to my water and towels.)

Cindy reluctantly nodded. "Okay. But keep it brief. Very brief. And at least keep a hand over your privates." She was covering her pussy and nipples, thanks to my arrival, though Mom wasn't.

I nodded back, and I even used a hand to shield my flaccid penis. "Cindy, I just wanted to address how I've sexually treated you today. From the word 'go,' I've been kind of a domineering and demanding jerk."

She huffed in indignant agreement.

"That's intentional, but it has nothing to do with disrespecting you. I learned through my girlfriend Dusty that some kind of women really go for that kind of thing. Earlier today, I found out to my great joy that it works like gangbusters with my mom. I hoped it would work on you too, and it did."

Cindy started to protest that.

But I held my free hand up in a halting gesture and kept talking before she could get started. "It's loads of fun, isn't it? I mean, if a guy gets off on being dominant, and a gal gets off on being submissive to him, then it's win-win for everybody. It can be super hot. Whether you're willing to admit it or not, I'll bet what you and I did today was some of the best sex you've ever had. And we were just getting started. That said, this is the important point I want to make: it's all kind of an elaborate role-play. On some level it's real, but on another level it's not. Do you know what I mean?"

Cindy seemed to be listening carefully and thoughtfully. She frowned, and said, "Not really."

I was secretly relieved that she tacitly agreed with everything else I'd said by not contesting it.

I said, "Well, it's like what's happened between Mom and me today. This may be painful for you to hear, but I told her I'm gonna make her my 'personal slut,' and she readily agreed. And we WILL do that! It's already happening!"

Cindy gave Mom a withering look, as if she was completely disgusted and disappointed in her.

But Mom silently and proudly stood her ground. She even defiantly said to her, "It is. And I love it!"

Cindy put her hands on her hips, exposing her privates again by doing so. She glared at her, and complained, "Really?! Really?! Kate, you? A 'personal slut?' To anyone, much less your own son?! I can't believe it!"

Mom got even more defiant. She proudly replied, "Believe it!"

I told Cindy, "Regardless of what you do or say about it, the love and lust between her and me is too strong. There's no way we're going to stop being intimate with each other, now that we've started. Even if we get in trouble with the law, I don't care! We'll move, or flee, or do whatever we have to do. I can't live without her in my life, as MY woman!"

Mom was moved. She reached out and held my hand.

I gave her hand a squeeze and also gave her a loving smile.

Although Mom didn't say anything, probably for fear of further upsetting Cindy, I took the way she was looking into my eyes and holding my hand as an agreement.




CHAPTER 28

 

Letting go of Mom's hand, I looked back to Cindy. "That said, she's still my mother and I'm still her son. There will be times when we're in a sexual mode and I'll put on my domineering hat and she'll put on her submissive one. And we'll have a hell of a great time, I'm sure! I fully expect for her to spend loads of time on her knees, slurping and choking on my thickness!"

Mom chimed in, while still defiantly staring at Cindy, "I fully expect that too, and I can't wait, because that's what personal sluts do!"

Cindy just huffed and rolled her eyes. She resumed covering her pussy and nipples.

I continued, "But, most of the time we'll just be a normal mother and son, doing normal things, with our clothes on. Nobody can be in a sex-crazed mode all the time, not even us. She'll still be the one to tell me to do the dishes or whatever, and I'll have to obey her in that context, because she's still my mom and I know she wants what's best for me. So we'll wear different hats. These different aspects will all be parts of us, but also kinds of roles we play at the same time. You see what I mean?"

Since Cindy was slow in responding to that, I hastened to add, "Now, about you and me. I plan on taking the same role with you that I do with Mom. I expect you to be my personal slut too."

Cindy looked at me through narrowed eyes. She asked very skeptically, "And what does that mean exactly?!"

I was more than a little bit encouraged that she didn't say something like, "In your dreams!" That gave me a boost of confidence to say more than I had planned.

I explained, "It means that when you and I have sex, and we will, a lot, I'm going to totally dominate you to the best of my ability. You will completely submit to me sexually. We already both know that when that happens, sparks fly. Hell, it's more like a volcano erupting. It's super hot! I'm going to work you hard, just like I'm gonna work Mom hard. That mostly means the two of you will orally serve me, together and alone. I love that."

Cindy was still covering her privates. But I noticed she wasn't just covering her pussy: she slipped a finger into her slit and was furtively fingering herself! It was easy to miss, and I sure she didn't think I'd notice, but I did. I also saw that her face was getting slightly flushed, and her breathing was getting heavier.

That gave me even more encouragement that I was on the right track. I casually dropped my hand covering my penis to fully expose myself as I spoke some more, "But, here's the really key thing: even though I'm going to treat you like that, I still really like you and respect you otherwise. I do NOT think of you as just a mindless sex toy, even though I may sometimes treat you as such. Hell, probably often. Very often. Daily probably, if you can swing it. Blowjobs will be as big a part of your life as it will be a part of Mom's."

Her eyes bugged out, and her breathing quickened.

"We play certain roles because it makes the sex incredible, but that doesn't exclusively define who we are. I really like you as a person. I think you're smart and fun and just an all-around nice person. I've had a crush on you for years not just because you're so very beautiful on the outside, but because you're beautiful on the inside too. If you were a gorgeous but heartless bitch, I would still want to fuck you, but just as a passing fancy. With you being the wonderful way you are, I feel something deeper, more emotionally meaningful."

She seemed moved by that. She stared up into my eyes as if seeing me for the first time.

She may not have realized it, but her hand that had been covering both of her nipples slipped down until she was cupping one of her huge boobs. She began to idly caress herself there, while still secretly fingering her hot slit.

By this time, I think Mom noticed that Cindy was starting to heat up, but she played it cool by acting oblivious, as well as not making any overtly sexual movements herself.

She muttered shyly, "Do you really... do you really think that I'm 'so very beautiful?!'"

"Oh, for sure! But that won't cut you any slack. Not one bit. A personal slut can NEVER say no, no matter how gorgeous she is. And you and Mom are going to compete for my attention and my cock at some level, so you'll always have to be on your toes."

Cindy had no verbal response to that, but she seemed to be very carefully pondering it all. She also kept on fondling and fingering herself, even more blatantly than before.

I continued, "We can have our cake and eat it too. I have to tell you this now because I worry you might misunderstand some things. For instance, earlier, I acted like I had a whole stable of incredibly gorgeous sluts and you were barely worthy of me, so you had to prove yourself before I would even deign to play with you. That's not true. You're very special to me, in multiple ways. I already can tell we have remarkable sexual chemistry. I want you to be a big part of my life, both in and out of bed."

Cindy's mouth dropped open in surprise, before she quickly recovered. She stared up at me in rapt attention, and without the irritated annoyance she'd been displaying earlier.

I further explained, "Dusty is my girlfriend, as you know. She's a sexy young thing, and she's great, but she's not where my heart is at. I plan to keep her, but almost as a 'beard' in order to cover up what's really going on in my life, which is my intimacy with Mom and you. And, like I said, I'm not going to give up Mom for anything! You can complain about the incest all you want, but it is what it is. You two need to learn how to harmoniously share my cock, period. She and I are perfect for each other, and if society at large can't handle that, then we'll just have to keep it secret. I have the feeling from the little you and I have done today that we have that same sort of electric connection. Do you feel it?"

Cindy shyly nodded.

I stared deeply into Cindy's eyes, even though my message was for Mom as well. "The future I want is you two as my personal sluts. I envision dominating you with my big cock sometimes, yes, but also loving you tenderly other times, and then just hanging out and having fun at still other times. The age difference means nothing to me. Like I said, we can have it all, the three of us. In reality, there are no others for me."

There was a prolonged silence, because I'd said my piece and I was all talked out. But clearly, Mom and especially Cindy didn't know what to say in response.

Finally, Cindy said, carefully, "Wow! That's... something! You certainly are full of yourself, expecting me to just accept all of that!"

I said with all the confidence I could muster, "Yes. Yes, I am. And yes, you will."

She shivered lustily, even as she kept on fingerbanging herself.

She paused, then carefully responded, "I'm glad you told me all that. It changes how I think on some things. But you're talking like you want me to make me some kind of long-term lover. Almost like we'd be married or something. Except you'd have two 'wives.'"

I nodded. "Exactly! That's exactly what I want. Although I don't know if 'wife' is the right word, since that implies a level of equality you won't have. And 'slave' may be too strong."

She gasped.

Mom did too.

I continued to muse out loud, "I think 'slut' or 'personal slut' will have to do for now, for lack of a better word. But yeah, it would be a serious commitment of total loyalty and devotion, so in that way comparing it to a marriage is a good fit."

I didn't look Mom's way, but Cindy was astounded, not to mention incredibly aroused. She must have realized by now that I'd noticed how she was fondling herself, especially since she had one hand roaming all over her massive tits, but that didn't stop her at all.

After another long pause, she managed to say, "But that.. that's just not possible!"

I quickly countered, "Why the hell not?! We're all well off. We can do whatever we want. Think how amazing it would be! We could have the kind of sex that's almost beyond imagination, and on a daily basis, for many years to come! But at the same time, we could develop something meaningful and emotionally deep. Like I said, there are times I'm going to treat you like my personal slut. Pretty much whenever we're naked, and I want you naked a hell of a lot!" I winked at her.

Her blush deepened.

She was still fingerbanging herself with two fingers while idly caressing her massive mammaries. It was a wonder that she didn't just up and loudly erupt in orgasm at any moment.

By now, Mom HAD to notice, and I even saw her glancing Cindy's way. But all she did was smirk knowingly.

I was secretly proud of myself for not giving Cindy any clothes, because I'm sure it was her total nudity that made it so easy for her lust to get out of hand again.

I told Cindy, "Even though I plan to work both of you hard, very hard, especially orally, most of the time will be in between times, because nobody can go full-blast sexually for hours non-stop. I really like you as a person. I always have. It's just that I couldn't get closer to you until now, due to our age gap and all the social rules against it. But fuck the rules! I already am head over heels in love with my mom."

Mom broke my concentration by putting her hand on mine. "I love you, Son!"

I beamed in her direction. "I love you too!"

Mom was very emotional when she told me, "I'll be yours in any way you want me for as long as you want me. Including as your personal slut, no matter what that means. I'm all in. You can count on that!"

My heart swelled with joy to hear those words, but I merely nodded in response. I wanted to say more to her, a lot more, but I felt I had to keep the momentum going with Cindy.

So I redirected my attention back to the nude blonde bombshell, staring deeply into her eyes some more. "I could easily come to love you too, and I probably will. You and Mom are great friends already. We really could have something special as a threesome. Mind-blowing sex for years to come, plus fun times and love and everything else that's good. Isn't it worth giving it a shot, to see if it's possible?!"

I paused to give Cindy more of a chance to respond.

Cindy stared at me almost incredulously. She sat back in her seat and exhaled loudly. In doing so, she finally realized what her hands were doing to herself. Amazingly, it seems I was wrong and she somehow had been oblivious up until this point. She sheepishly pulled her hands away and tucked them under her ass, as if she couldn't trust her own hands.

Even though she knew I'd caught her mindlessly masturbating, I didn't say anything or even show a reaction to that. I just patiently waited to find out how she'd react to my emotional plea.

She exhaled loudly, and took a few more moments to gather her thoughts. "Whoa! I did not expect... all that! Wow! I honestly don't know what to say, or what to think. But what you're suggesting just isn't possible, no matter how nice it might sound. First off, there's the incest. There's no getting around that. But even if there was, I'm married! And Kate is married too!"

I spoke with great passion. "So what?! Get a divorce!"

She gave me a withering look,

I conceded, "Okay, maybe that's premature. I haven't even fucked you yet. Let's try this instead. Give my proposal a try. A trial period, if you will, living as my personal slut. A week, or a month, or whatever. See if the vision I'm painting can really come true. Let's see how we fit sexually. But not just that; as lovers and friends too."

Cindy gesticulated in frustration. "But... but... you're so young! You're literally half my age! And ditto with your mom's age! What, are we supposed to just run off and start a new life in a new town, so we can openly live as a threesome?!"

I smiled widely. "Exactly! I know it's kind of insane, but that's how I’m feeling right now. I didn't feel this way at all a few hours ago. But so much has changed. I've discovered that sex with Mom is beyond incredible. I can't live without it. I won't! Why should I? I need it every day. And it's the same with you. We have that same spark, the same fire. I felt it and I know you feel it too. Tell me that wasn't the best sex you've ever had in your life and I'll shut up."

There was a long pause. Then she reluctantly said, "You know I can't say that. You know I'd be a liar. That was... 'beyond incredible,' as you said. Hell, I don't know how I'll be able to live without it either, and all I've experienced so far is two relatively brief blowjobs and some fooling around."

I grinned impishly. "That's good, because that's mostly what it's going to be. Like I said, no matter how much I may fall in love with you, I'm going to work you hard as one of my two wonderful sluts. Especially orally. You're going to have to love sucking cock more than anything else in your entire life, because I will expect you to spend much of your time bobbing on your knees. With Mom by your side, of course. The two of you will become experts at lapping and stroking and sucking as a team."

Cindy broke into a wide smile, like she was on the verge of breaking into laughter. "What, you expect me to become your full-time cocksucking servant?! And one of two?! With MY beauty?! That's your sales pitch, to win me over?"




CHAPTER 29

 

I smiled unrepentantly. "Yep! Hey, I'm putting my cards on the table here with complete honesty. I know it sounds bizarre if you put it that way, but I know it's what you want. You discovered today that you're sexually submissive. Very sexually submissive. Mom discovered that too. I could tell in lots of little ways, but especially by the passion you put into sucking my cock, including your extreme effort at deep throating it. You weren't just trying to get me worked up enough to fuck you, like most women do. You got off on the act itself, didn't you? Every part of it. For instance, I'll bet you love doing it on your knees while I'm standing high above you, don't you? And what about when you sucked me on all fours? You were so passionate! I'll bet the shame of that pose aroused you beyond belief, didn't it?"

Cindy seemed determined not to answer those questions. However, she answered in a different kind of way, because I was secretly pleased to notice that she'd gone back to playing with herself. She diddled her clit with one hand and pinched a nipple with the other. This time, she had to be fully aware, and yet she wasn't even trying to hide it!

That was so inspirational that my penis finally started to engorge. I'm sure both Mom and Cindy noticed right away, since I was standing right in front of them and hadn't been covering up whatsoever for a while now.

I asked Cindy another question. "Tell me: have you ever felt more aroused, more alive, and more overjoyed than when I had you naked and on all fours, covered in cum, your ass red from getting spanked, and I was rubbing my cock all over your face?"

Cindy easily admitted, "Never! Okay? That was the ultimate! It was hot beyond belief! All of it! Gaawwwd, I love it so much! But it also was the most humiliated and distressed I've ever felt too! I still cringe when I think how I was calling you 'sir.'"

I said, "Call me whatever you want. But that's all part of it too. Humiliation is good. Cringing is good. That's part of what makes it so hot. Let's put it this way: would you rather I wine and dine you with a dinner and a movie, or would you like me to rip your clothes off, order you to get down on all fours, and tease you with ass smacks and lewd name-calling before commanding you to deep throat me to the root? And mind you, with Mom naked and on all fours right next to you, waiting for her turn to get brutally throat-fucked? In short, how would you rather spend an evening: with a normal date, or in total oral submission?"

Cindy's eyes were as wide as saucers. "Oh God! Oh GOD!" She stopped fingering her pussy, but only because she brought both hands up to her huge globes and resumed blatantly and wantonly caressing them. Her body began writhing in her seat in a more obvious manner as well. She kept looking between my face and my dick as it dramatically engorged to full size.

Mom also was in awe of what I'd just said, and was more than a little worked up herself. She turned to Cindy. "Girl, if you mess this up, I'm going to KILL you! You KNOW what the answer is! Dinner and a movie?! HA! You KNOW where you belong! On your knees! Bobbing on my son's thick cock while I lick his balls! And then we'd switch, over and over! Is there anywhere else you'd rather be? Anything else you'd rather do?!"

Cindy seemed to have an epiphany. She answered in wide-eyed wonder as she stared at my revived hard-on, "No! And... no! That sounds... perfect! But it's so crazy! It's INSANE!"

Her eyes had been glazed, but she refocused and looked up into my eyes. "That said, I do love it so! In fact, right now I'm having a hard time thinking because I'm salivating like crazy, just imagining my lips stretched wide and all that HOT MEAT plunging down my throat!"

She dropped one of her hands back down to her pussy and resumed fingerbanging herself, two fingers urgently pumping in and out, making lewd squishy noises. "I want to be back on my knees! It IS where I belong! Sir, I want to deep throat you over and over again, and just... suck your incredible cock so damn long! I want that even more than I want you to fuck me, and God knows how much I want THAT! I think sucking you off is just so RIGHT! So symbolically perfect!"

Her eyes widened with surprise at what she was saying and feeling. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but... what better way to prove to you my desire to be one of your personal cocksucking sluts?! It warms my heart how you talk about liking me as a person and all that, but my pussy is gushing now because I'm thinking about the kid who's going to orally work me to utter exhaustion, plunging your cock down my throat over and over until tears are streaming down my cheeks! GAAAWWWD! I really shouldn't be admitting all this to you, but I can't help it! That sounds like fucking paradise to me!"

Cindy had calmed down some when she'd stopped masturbating. But she looked like she already was back on the verge of a big climax and would soon be screaming in ecstasy from her own hands, no matter what I did or said.

I was getting ridiculously aroused, even though I was just standing there. I even felt goose bumps from hearing Cindy call me "Sir," especially since she'd complained about doing that very thing only a minute or two earlier! Things were changing fast as lust overtook us all.

Mom reached forward and patted Cindy's shoulder. "That's the spirit!" No doubt inspired by looking at her friend, she finally gave in and started fingering her slit as well. Her huge tits bounced on her chest as her breathing grew ragged.

Seeing both of them sit there with their enormous boobs bouncing in time to their fingerbanging while they stared with wanton desire at my erection was yet another heady rush.

I came to a rash decision. I had been planning to just talk to Cindy for a couple of minutes to explain how I liked and respected her as well as lusted for her, and how I wanted to have a very serious relationship with her. But things kind of spiraled out of control and I wound up with a raging erection. All three of us were aroused beyond belief.

So I changed plans, and said, "There's no time like the present! Both of you, on your knees, now!" I snapped my fingers expectantly. "No, better yet, get on all fours, shoulder to shoulder! You're going to suck me off together. And you damn well better like it, since you'll be doing a hell of a lot of it from now on!"

Cindy licked her lips hungrily, and started to get out of her chair. But she stopped herself. "Wait! That sounds wonderful! Incredible! I want to so badly, but we can't! Not yet. We have all sorts of unresolved issues. Especially the incest! You've hardly even mentioned that so far. But that's what Kate and I have been arguing about nearly the whole time since you left us. We MUST discuss that first!"

As my arousal soared, so did my confidence. "Argue no more. It is what it is. We can't change it, so we'll have to live with it. Everything else is details that we'll work out later. I love Mom and I'm never going to give her up, sexually or otherwise. Her marriage, if it lasts, is just a fiction. She belongs to me now, body and soul."

Both Mom and Cindy gasped at the audacity of that. They masturbated even more frantically.

I told Cindy, "So you can either live with it or leave. I think we already know that your sexual desire is too strong. Leaving just isn't an option. So, if you want this back in your mouth" - I waved a hand towards my protruding boner - "you have to accept Mom as your sister slut, or whatever you want to call it."

Cindy winced, then sighed. "Can you at least not call her 'Mom' when we're getting it on?! That's like rubbing salt into a wound." Despite her sedate words, her body was bouncing in her seat as her fingerbanging had her teetering on the verge.

I soared in triumph on the inside, because if that was her only objection, I'd won already! My arousal was off the charts despite the fact that my boner remained untouched. As stunning as they both looked, especially together, the main reason I was so hot and bothered was due to my visions of the future and imagining the prominent role of two busty bombshells in it.

I said, "Nope. Sorry. You're going to be a full partner in this. That sets you apart as special. Keep in mind that Mom and I PLANNED for you to learn about the incest all along. It wasn't like it slipped out. It was intentional to get you to know, and right away, so you could go all the way with us from the very beginning. That's how much we want you. It's all or nothing. Incest is part of the package, because we can't change that. Either you join our threesome and join our future, or you walk away. If you're going to walk away, do it now. It'll be less painful."

Mom nagged her, "Come ON, already! You MUST agree! It won't be the same being his personal slut if you're not right there with me too!"

"But.. but..." Cindy was flummoxed, and looked back and forth between Mom and me. "But... what about my husband?!" Her fingers were still pumping in and out of her hot box, and she was tugging on one nipple and then the other. I was increasingly surprised she hadn't climaxed yet.

"Fuck your husband!" I growled. "You don't love him and he doesn't love you. That's obvious. You're only still in the marriage for the money. And what good is money except as a means to make you happy? You're going to be living on easy street no matter what you do. So think about your happiness: would you rather have a couple more million dollars and be sitting home alone with him every night watching TV, or not have that extra money and be taking turns with Mom bobbing on my fat cock all night long, like the naturally submissive slut you truly are?"

Cindy bit her lip. "God! If you put it that way..."

Mom giggled, and finished for her, "It's a no-brainer, isn't it?"

The two of them were huffing and puffing with arousal so much it was a wonder to me they were still able to talk.

Cindy broke into a wide, wicked smile, one that she shared with Mom. "It IS! Fuck! Fuck it all! Fuck the incest!"

She looked up at me with a new fire in her eyes. She paused her fingerbanging and her tit fondling and tried to calm her breathing some, in order to get out some important thoughts. "Peter, you just cut through what would have been hours of emotionally-wrenching arguments about incest, and more. You're right, those are all details to be worked out later. The main thing is that I want to be with YOU! And you!" She briefly turned to Mom and smiled as she said that.

Mom smiled back.

Cindy continued, while gazing back up into my eyes, "And I can't imagine any other path, not after what we've started today! If you were just going to fuck me and use me and toss me aside, that would be one thing. I probably would fight that. But if you're serious about a real long-term commitment, not just mind-blowing sex, but a real emotional bond too..."

I cut in, "I am! You know I am. Can't you see it in my eyes? If all I wanted to do was fuck you for a while and move on, why would I emotionally wind you up like this? Would I set you up with big expectations, only to toss you out like yesterday's trash? Am I that kind of cruel person?"

Cindy said confidently, "No, no you're not. That's one thing I love about this. I know you can dominate me and turn my insides out with your incredible cock. Sex with you is going to be the best I'll ever know, I’m sure. But I also know you're a fundamentally kind person who will care for my feelings. I know way more about you than you probably realize, because your mom talks about you almost incessantly. She's very proud of you. You have no idea!"

I looked to Mom and we shared a loving moment, even as she continued to play with her pussy and tits.

But my cock was throbbing needfully, and that reminded me to say, "So what are we waiting for? Assume the position, you two! Or am I going to have to spank you first?"

Cindy beamed so brightly that it almost outshone the sun. She stood up and quickly scrambled to me. In a flash, she was on her hands and knees before me, with her face right at my crotch. She said excitedly, "Don't tempt me with the spanking! I would want that first, except I'm too hungry for cock!"

Mom seemed surprised at first by Cindy's quick movement. But then she got up and hurried to get into the same position.

My heart soared once more to see these two Amazonian goddesses on all fours, side by side, with their faces right up in my crotch, so close that my hard-on was between their faces. It was just about the most awe-inspiring sight I'd ever seen!

But I didn't have long to savor the moment, because they were eager for action. Even as I stood there with my mouth hanging open, they moved their heads in and started to lap on each side of my shaft.

The only problem was that my hard-on was unsupported by any hands, since their hands were needed on the ground to support their weight. I loved seeing them on all fours, especially since that allowed me to look all the way down their shapely back to their heart-shaped asses. So I held my boner at its base in order to give them a stable target.

As soon as I did that, Cindy engulfed my cockhead and started passionately bobbing on it.

Mom laughed. "Somebody here is hungry for cock! I wonder who?"

Cindy laughed too, but it was muffled due to her mouth being crammed full.

Mom took one hand off the ground so she could fondle my balls. But her main focus was on licking my shaft, just below Cindy's sliding lips.

I thought, I feel like the king of the world! Nah, even that doesn't begin to cut it. It's more like emperor of the galaxy! I feel invincible and totally triumphant. All my wildest dreams are coming true. To win both Mom and Cindy is more than I could have ever hoped for. But to do it this way, on these terms, is literally beyond belief! Even looking down at them, happily lapping and sucking away, I can't believe my own lying eyes! 

After I experienced about a minute of sheer bliss, or maybe two, Mom's shoulder nudged Cindy's since they were shoulder to shoulder.

She complained, "Hey, slut! You're not the only one who needs that cock. We have to learn how to share it!"

Cindy pulled off.

Mom immediately took over. She bobbed and slurped with just as much energy and passion.

But instead of working on the rest of my privates, Cindy sat back and just stared at Mom's bobbing head. She spoke, maybe more to herself than to me, "Good Lord! This is so amazing! Incredible! I'm watching incest in action, but I hardly care! Yeah, it bothers me, but mainly I'm thinking, 'You go, girl! Give it to him good!' Hell, a part of me is turned on by the sheer wickedness of it!"

She finally looked up at me, boldly making eye contact. "Who cares what society thinks? What's more important is that this is what we want, and even what we need. What matters is that she and I are good sluts, who are going to endlessly worship and adore your big fat cock! Because it needs lots of adoration!" She giggled.

She broke eye contact with me then, because she turned her attention to lapping on my balls. However, she kept talking to me. "Peter, you're so right. I so much wanted to tell you to go fuck off earlier with all your 'personal slut' talk, but I couldn't because you're making all my deepest desires come true. I AM a submissive slut! I didn't even fully believe that until today, but the way you treated me has set my soul on fire! FUCK my husband and his money! You're right that I've got enough of that as it is. This is way more important. I have to do what brings me the most joy, and if that's being one of your personal cocksucking sluts, then so be it!"

Mom pulled her lips off my shaft. Her eyes were sparkling with delight. "Beautiful, Cin! Beautiful! It's like you're reading my mind and speaking for me too on everything. Just for that, here's a tasty treat!" She'd had both hands on the ground again, but she briefly lifted one up, just long enough to point my boner right at Cindy's face.

"Muchos gracias!" Cindy said, with a gleeful giggle. "Already, I can tell sharing him with you is going to be nothing but fun!" Then she engulfed my cockhead, and then some.

Now it was Mom's turn to sit back and stare at the oral action in wide wonder. She muttered, "Mmmm. That's true. I love the sharing."

She looked up into my eyes. "Master... Oh, Son, can I call you 'master?'"

"Please do, if that's what you want. That's what I am now, right?"

I heard Cindy moan "Master" too. But it was muffled and hard to hear, since she was frantically bobbing away with her lips stretched painfully wide.

However, she was so taken by the moment that she reached up to hold my cock in place, and pulled her lips off. She asked me earnestly, "Master?! Oh, Master! Mmmm, I love saying that! May I please call you 'master' as well?"

I was about to easily agree. But then I had a better idea. "Only if you agree to everything that Mom's agreed to already. Which means full ownership. I will own your sexy body and do with it what I will. You may touch no other man, not even your husband. But I can do what I want with Dusty or Mom or anyone else, because there are no limits to a master's power."

Cindy's eyes lit up. "Ohmygod YES! YES! To all that! That's so fucking wrong, but so fucking RIGHT!" She took a deep breath and the engulfed my cockhead all over again.

I was feeling a rush of power, as well as the rush of sexual stimulation from Cindy's busy lips and tongue. Shit! This can't really be happening, can it? Phew! I'm making a big commitment here with Cindy, but I already know in my heart it's the right thing to do. I had a crush on her before, but now that I've found out that she's submissive AND a great cocksucker... 

OH GOD! I had trouble thinking, because I realized she was starting to deep throat me again. And she wasn't pussyfooting about it either. She sat up on her high heels because she wanted both hands free to hold my boner and balls in place. Apparently, that helped her somehow, because she went well past her gag reflex level, and kept on going and going!

Mom didn't seem to mind losing all contact with my privates for a while. Staying on all fours with her face inches from the action, she cheered her gorgeous friend, "You GO, girl! Woo-hoo! That's the spirit!"

I swear, I was able to see Cindy smile in response, even though her mouth was stretched out in a perfect "O" shape. The smiling mostly could be seen in her eyes.

Mom continued to hoot and holler and say encouraging things as Cindy finally swallowed my shaft all the way to the root! Cindy seemed to revel in the moment with especially impassioned moaning as she nuzzled her nose into my pubic hair.

Mom squealed, "OHMYGOD! YES! YESSSS! Cin, you did it! Every last inch!" It was obvious that she was genuinely overjoyed for Cindy's accomplishment.




CHAPTER 30

 

I didn't keep track of the time, but I'm sure Cindy stayed that far down for a full minute. But even better was that she must have remembered my earlier demands to massage my shaft with her throat muscles. That's exactly what she did. The only way to describe it was "throat-fucking," even though my cock stayed in place and she did all the "fucking." Plus, near the end she remembered to lick another portion of my shaft and slide her lips back and forth a little too.

While that was going on, Mom got up on her knees too, allowing her to gasp the bulge in Cindy's neck caused by my extra thick cockhead.

Mom exclaimed as she touched it, "This is so EXTRAORDINARY! Oh, Cindy! Look how deep Master is down your throat! I can feel the throbbing right through your neck! It's so thrilling that I think I'll just DIE!"

She kept on holding and rubbing that bulge in wide-eyed wonder until Cindy finally had to pull off.

Cindy needed a prolonged rest after that extreme effort, but Mom certainly did not. In fact, just as soon as Cindy pulled off and Mom was able to check with her that she was okay, Mom engulfed my cockhead and began deep throating me from the get-go! Mere seconds after she started, she also had her nose tickling my pubic hair!

Cindy was just as euphoric about Mom's accomplishment as Mom had been about hers. She cheered, "Oh, Kate! Kate! This is totally brilliant! You did it too! We both did it! We're going to be the best sluts ever! He's going to fuck our throats raw every single day! I'm so happy that I just might pass out! I can see what you mean about the bulge in your neck! It's so incredible that I'm afraid to touch it or I really WILL pass out!"

I could definitely sympathize about her feeling that she was going to pass out at any moment, because that's exactly how I felt too. The extreme pleasure was too much for me to take! I might have been able to endure if there had been a longer pause between them, but it was such a fast one-two punch that I had no chance. Hell, the simple realization that my mother was fully deep throating me while Cindy was watching and waiting for her next turn to do the same was enough to push me over the edge.

About half a minute through Mom's deep throating, complete with even more talented "throat fucking" on her part, I cried out frantically, "I just... I just... GONNA CUM!"

Mom didn't want to "waste" my cum in the sense that if I came while that far in her throat, she wouldn't be able to taste it. So she pulled back until my cockhead was just inside her lips.

But right as I started to fire off my first ropes of cum, Cindy recovered enough to tap her on her shoulder. "Wait! Kate, save some for me!"

Acting fast, Mom pulled the rest of the way off, causing me to squirt onto her face.

I was too out of it to control anything. I'm sure my eyes rolled into the back of my head right around then as I wailed like I'd been stabbed in the gut.

But Mom was on top of things. She held and stroked my shaft, making sure to "paint" every part of her face. Then, with Cindy whining needfully, she redirected her aim at Cindy, who plastered her face literally cheek to cheek.

Happily, I had just enough cum left in me to give Cindy a thorough dousing.

The two were as blissed out as they could be, oohing and aahing over each other's "paint job" while I dropped to my knees and then slid the rest of the way down to take a serious rest.

I didn't quite pass out, but I had to just lie there on the concrete with my eyes closed for a while.

A jubilant Mom told Cindy, "Would you just look at him? The poor thing!" She laughed. "You know, we're going to have to be careful with our new powers."

Cindy asked her, "What do you mean?"

"I mean that I blew it! I was just so excited to see you deep throat him so well, especially with that massive bulge in your neck, that I kind of lost my mind with my desire to do the same. We gave him a great cum, for sure, but we should be more careful to pace ourselves."

I heard Cindy reply, "I see what you mean. I want to spend the next HOUR licking, stroking, and sucking his fat pole with you, at the very least! Then, after my mouth is utterly exhausted, I want him to fuck me! But we can't go nearly that long if we're making him cum every five minutes!" She laughed too.

After they laughed together some more, Mom asked her, "Oh my God, Cindy, how did it FEEL for you?! I'm talking about you properly deep throating him for the first time! Not only did you take him all the way, and stay down, but I could literally see from the outside that you were working him good with your throat muscles! I could see and even feel the movement right through your neck!"

Cindy sounded almost deliriously overjoyed. "Oh, Kate! Kate! It was the BEST! I think about sex with my so-called husband, and my previous lovers, and I just have to laugh! This is HOME! Do you know what I mean?! Everything he told me a few minutes ago is spot on. I AM submissive, and this is the kind of sex I love the most! I still can't get over what's happened today, and how fast it all changed. But that's okay. Already, I know I made the right decision in ignoring the incest, blowing off my marriage, and listening to my cunt!" She laughed.

Mom laughed more too. "I think that's good advice in general: 'listen to your cunt.' But you say you feel that way now. Let's see how you feel after another FULL HOUR of non-stop sucking!"

"Be still my beating heart! I can't even imagine how divine that would be!"

I still wasn't looking, but apparently Mom took one look at me lying there and said, "Well, let's at least give him a few more minutes to recover before we try it out. The poor guy. He might just have bitten off more than he can chew!"

The two of them cackled gleefully about that.

I did manage to revive myself after a few minutes. I didn't know if my penis would be able to revive any time soon as well, but looking at my cum splattered all over their gorgeous faces was about all it took.

Knowing that we were going for endurance this time, I sat on one of the lawn chairs, because I knew if I didn't, they would literally and repeatedly bring me to my knees.

I have to say I was damn impressed, because the two of them did manage to keep my boner throbbing with great pleasure for a full hour. The only breaks they took were the ones I demanded, because sometimes they could get a little over-enthusiastic. They went on so long that they each actually had to take brief dips in the pool (while the other kept bobbing on me) because the cum I'd deposited on their faces started to dry and get unpleasant.

Even more remarkably, both of them managed to deep throat me a couple more times each. But they were careful to pace themselves with that, knowing that it was a kind of "kill shot" that could tip me over the orgasmic edge. Plus, their throats simply weren't accustomed for a lot of action yet. They would have to build up their endurance over time.

By the time I just plain ran out of energy and splattered another cum load equally on their faces, I swear I died and went to Heaven several times! The two of them working as one on my cock was such a pleasure that it pretty much rendered the whole idea of a male orgasm moot. It felt just like one endless climax, for real!

I had to take a more prolonged rest after that. I was so wiped out that I went into the house and took a nap.

But my two new sluts apparently were too excited to even think of resting, even though they felt exhausted too. They stayed near the pool, sitting at the patio table we'd been talking at earlier. Arguments about incest were forgotten, at least for now, and they chattered away like mockingbirds about their new lives as personal sluts and what the implications of that were.

Before they moved out of range, I heard Mom ask Cindy, "So, now that you've had an hour or so of sucking my cock, what do you think? Is it something that you think you could grow to love, or do you think you might get bored of it, or what?"

Cindy replied, "'Grow to love?' I can't grow to love it, because I love it already! And I'll never get bored of it, I can guarantee you that! The physical pleasure is incredible! I swear, I was on the cusp of cumming pretty much the whole time, and that as without even touching my privates. Just knowing that I have my tongue on my Master's cock is enough to send me to the moon! And when it's my turn, and I have his thick pole all the way inside my mouth, and I get to slide my lips on it, and dance my tongue all over it... Oooh! Shivers! I'm getting goose bumps right now just from thinking about it! And don't get me started on deep throating him! That's the ultimate!"

Mom asked, "So I take it you're enjoying yourself then?" She laughed.

Cindy laughed too. "Hell yeah! That's the understatement of the year!" Then she asked, "What about you? How do YOU feel?"

Mom replied, "Again, it's like you must be reading my mind before you speak. That keeps happening. I think it's because we're both in the exact same boat. We're both naturally submissive, yet never fully realized it today. Certainly, I'd never let any man dominate me before. But when Peter does, it just feels soooo, soooo right! So perfect!"

My eyes were still closed, but I could hear the enthusiasm in Cindy's voice. "You said it! You're reading my mind too. And oral servitude is absolutely perfect too! It's the ideal symbol of the way he's going to sexually dominate and use us. GOD!"

"What?" Mom asked, since Cindy seemed suddenly surprised by something.

"It just hit me that I actually DISLIKED blowjobs before today! How crazy is that?!"

They shared a big laugh over that.

Then Mom asked, "So, I take it you're okay with being his personal slut?"

Cindy paused before replying, "Well, I don't know if I'm okay with it. I mean, I've got a ton of issues about that, starting with the fact that I don't even fully know what that means yet. It's going to take me some time to adjust to my new life. But, that said, I wouldn't have it any other way. It would break my heart if you got to be his personal slut and I didn't. I want to 'go all in,' just like you said earlier. I can already tell that the deeper I go into submitting to him, the better it feels."

"Amen to that," Mom agreed. "I felt like I was in 'the zone' for most of this last hour. I completely cleared my mind of any thought but serving his cock to the utmost, and the more I did that, the great my pleasure was."

Cindy sounded ecstatic. "Oh my God, YES! I felt like I was in 'the zone' too! Now I know what all those sports stars talk about when they talk about being 'in the zone.' It was like I was in a trance, off on some distant planet, but totally there in the moment at the same. It's funny. I've played tennis for years and never felt that way even once, but I've been like that each time I've sucked him off today. It makes me want to suck him until I drop from exhaustion."

Mom chuckled. "Watch out, because I think you're going to get your wish on that. We both will!"

I wouldn't find out about it until later, because they did move out of hearing range shortly after that, but it turned out that both of them vowed during their discussion to divorce their husbands. For Cindy, it was a no-brainer. She realized she'd only been staying with him out of inertia. For Mom, it was a slightly more difficult decision. There were more complications. But she decided she couldn't live the full slut live that she desired if she had to sneak around much of the time.

She told Cindy, "I want a life where I sleep with my new master in bed every night, preferably cuddled up on one side of him with you cuddled up on the other. And it's a must that he wakes up every day with either my mouth bobbing up and down his shat, or yours. Hopefully, we'll wake him up with both of our mouths working his cock together. As it should be. Anything that stands in the way of that has to go, including my marriage."

Cindy told her, "I support you 100 percent. Especially about the waking him up with a blowjob thing. I just love how clear he's made it that we're going to be his personal COCKSUCKING sluts! So of course it's so symbolic to start each day that way. It's a must! Already, it makes me upset to imagine he could wake up tomorrow all alone, without even one hot mouth pleasuring his delicious cock-meat to help him greet the day. Starting tonight, we should move into a hotel room together so we can properly take care of him until our marriages are sorted out and we can all live together in a more permanent way."

"Agreed!" Mom said. "I like how you think. You know, I must admit I was reluctant when he insisted on seducing you and letting you in on the incest. But now I’m so glad he did. We'll be able to serve his cock so much better as a team. Two mouths on one hot cock, forever!"

"Right on, sister!"

Later that day, I revived enough to finally give Cindy the thorough fucking she deserved. But it was strangely anticlimactic. Mind you, it felt fantastic! It was every bit as pleasurable as fucking Mom, and Cindy climaxed over and over again. But the problem was I could only fuck one woman at a time, and Cindy told me that she felt bad that Mom was left out of the action. I felt bad about that too.

Afterwards, we were all sexually exhausted, yet we were still riding emotional highs. So we stayed together, hanging out naked around the pool or inside the house. We'd all made extremely important long-term commitments to each other. Mom and I knew each other very well, of course, but Cindy and I had a lot of catching up to do. So we talked and talked. We bonded deeply in a short time, because we were all honest and open with each other.

Eventually though, I got another erection. Suddenly everything changed, and my two sluts sprang into action. They all but begged me that they share another blowjob.

Mom explained the reasoning for both of them. "Son, it's good that you and Cin are bonding through talking, but she and I are already close friends and know most every secret. That said, it's important that she and I bond in another way, as one personal slut to another. It's hard for me to put into words, but sharing your cock with her is so much more than a physical act. It's an emotional bonding thing between her and me, tying us together even closer than the best of friends." She looked shyly to Cindy. "Or am I off with that?"

Cindy hastened to reply, "Definitely not! You're spot on!" She looked into my eyes. "Master, I love sucking you off. I'm already fully addicted. I'd gladly blow you any time you so much as give me a look. But sharing the experience with Kate takes it to a whole new level. When the two of us are working seamlessly as team, for instance, both of us holding and stroking your shaft while lapping on your sensitive spots so closely that our tongues touch, well... I can't even explain it! I feel such joy, like I'm part of a team, part of something bigger that's doing something great. I thought I'd get jealous. But not only do I not mind sharing, I much prefer sucking you off with her!"

Mom nodded emphatically. "Me too! I second everything she said. On top of that, it's like I feel I have two mouths and four hands. Like she and I are one! It's a great feeling. So can we please do some more of that right now?"

I had to chuckle. "Well, if you insist." Once again, I couldn't believe my luck.

The two of them spent another full hour jointly orally pleasuring me. They managed to keep me near the cusp of cumming without actually tipping over for pretty much the entire time. I couldn't fathom the depths of their passion, because I knew their mouths had to be physically exhausted from everything else that had happened in the day.

I also started to grasp what they meant about being "in the zone," because that clearly was happening some more to both of them. They were so blissed out that it was like they were in a trance, and yet their fingers, lips, and tongues were in constant motion, continually coming up with new things to pleasantly surprise me.

Eventually I had to cum again, and my dick needed another prolonged rest. But Cindy was in no rush to go home, or even put on any clothes. She and Mom cooked me a dinner that was fitting for a king.

Later that evening, when we all got aroused again, I insisted on giving fucking Cindy another try. I tried something new, which was having Mom lie on top of Cindy in such a way that their pussies were almost touching while they were face to face. Then I'd fuck one of them for a few strokes, pull out, fuck the other one, and repeat. I figured it was about as close as one could get to fucking two women at the same time.

That worked out better for all of us. I could tell right away that we'd do a lot of that from now on. It turned fucking into a shared experience, and clearly, that was very important for both of them.

Mom and Cindy had never sexually kissed each other before, but with their faces close together during the fucking, it was almost inevitable that the got so hot and bothered they wound up French kissing quite a lot, at least when they weren't desperately gasping for air.

I was surprised that they both took that in stride. But I guess it was relatively small potatoes compared to all the other things that had happened to them in one highly eventful day.

Like I said, the fucking was great, especially when we were able to turn it into a threesome activity. But for the rest of the day and well into the night, nearly all of their remaining sexual energies were spent on sucking me off. They simply couldn't get enough of it and, of course, I loved every second.

Of course that was a natural emphasis, because I'd told them that I was going to work them hard, especially orally. But I think they got off on it anyway because it symbolized their new way of life as my personal sluts more than any other act. Plus, it was something they could share together.

I got the sense that they were all about the sharing. From the very start, it was almost seen as rude and unnatural for one of them to suck me off alone, because two mouths WERE always better than one.

I can't even tell you how many times I climaxed that day. We all lost track. And of course both of them orgasmed many, many more times than I did. Let's just say we kept sucking, titfucking, fucking, and even deep throating until all three of us collapsed due to sheer exhaustion.

So ends the account of the most remarkable day of my life! In one day, I won the two women who I plan to spend the rest of my life with.

There's so very much that has happened since. I can't even begin to tell of all of the great adventures we've had. But the most important thing is that it wasn't long before I fell head over heels in love with Cindy, and she did with me. (I already felt that way about Mom, so there was no issue there.)

Mom and Cindy managed to extricate themselves from their marriages without any awful incidents, although it did take longer than we wished. Once they were both freed, I "married" them in a very private ceremony that was legally unofficial but binding in our minds. Naturally, I was dressed in a tuxedo while they spent the ceremony kneeling and wearing just a few wisps of a bridal outfit, such as white high heels and transparent white veils over their hair. Also naturally, they took turns deep throating my cock through the entire ceremony before the event "climaxed" with me spanking and fucking them.

The nature of that ceremony really tells you the gist of how our relationship has worked out. They took to calling me "Master," and treating me as such, like ducks to water. They spoil me rotten every single day! It turned out that I was right that we spend much more non-sexual time together than sexual, and we all get along great that way too. For instance, Cindy's issues with the incest taboo have been totally forgotten.

It still surprises me how much sex we have on a daily basis, and how much of that is fellatio. Naturally, cocksucking really is the heart of our relationship, symbolizing my domination and their loving submission. Sometimes, it shocks me adding up just how much time the two of them spend bobbing on my shaft every day, almost always doing it together.

Anyway, that's my story. I've gotta go because we live in a big house together and I can hear them downstairs calling for me. By their tone of voice, I'm got a good feeling they're both dressed in just high heels and ready for another prolonged suck session.

I don't know what my story says about the morality of blackmail. In retrospect, I regret that I ever blackmailed my mom, and I'm grateful that I didn't have to blackmail Cindy. I should have been brave to try to seduce my mother without that. Knowing what I know now, I'm confident I would have won her over without resorting to dirty tricks. But, if that hadn't worked? That's a much more difficult situation. Let's just say that I'm living the high life and sometimes the ends are so fantastic that some moral slips can be overlooked!

Oh, and as for my all too neglected girlfriend Dusty? She's neglected no more. To make a long story very short, she's the one I'm going to officially marry someday soon, for outward appearances. She also calls me "Master, and she, Mom, and Cindy have all become best friends. You should see what the THREE of them look like naked and on all fours, begging for me to come closer so they can service my big dick together.

Speak of the devil, I can hear her calling from downstairs too! So now I really need to go.

Life is good!

 

THE END 
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