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  Blackmail on the Prairie


  Chapter One – Blackmailed


  Jake topped the ridge overlooking the Johnson ranch house and reined in. Leaning forward and resting an arm on the saddle horn, he looked down on the old, weathered ranch house below and saw his neighbor, Ben Carlson’s pretty paint horse tied to the wooden hitching rail in front of his house. The horse was sniffing his mother’s prize hollyhocks.


  “He’d better not eat any of mother’s flowers, or she’ll shoot him, huh, Diablo,” Jake laughed, seeing the big, black gelding’s ears twitch forward when he heard his name.


  “Wonder what Mr. Carlson’s doing at our house,” he wondered aloud as he didn’t recall his mother saying anything about him coming by.


  Carlson rarely came over at all when Jake’s father, Sam wasn’t home. Maybe some kind of emergency had come up. Kicking his horse forward, Jake made his way down the rocky slope and reined him over behind the barn. Wondering, he climbed off his horse and flicked the reins over one of the rickety fence poles. As he did, Diablo immediately lowered his head and began grazing on the sparse clumps of green grass growing around the bottom of the post.


  Hitching up his pants, Jake made his way across the broad expanse of dirt in front of the ranch house. He started to step on the wooden steps leading up to the big porch that ran across the front of the house, but paused when he thought he heard a sound coming from around the side of the house. Turning, he quickly made his way over to the corner. Stopping, he peeked around the corner but saw nothing out of the ordinary. Just as he was about to turn back, he heard the sound again. It sounded like flesh slapping against flesh. Like someone slapping someone inside the house, but doing over and over again in rapid fashion. Or maybe someone was getting a spanking and he knew that sound well as his father was quite proficient in that.


  What the hell was going on inside, he wondered, listening to the sounds coming from the open window? Was Mr. Carlson beating up on his mom? But why would he do that, he wondered? Slowly, he crept down the side of the ranch house until he could peek in the window.


  What he saw stunned him. His mother was lying on her back in the middle of her bed with her bird-print calico dress and her plain, white petticoat pulled up and wrapped around her belly. She was bare from the waist down except for her pink, silk pantaloons which were now uselessly wrapped around her ankles exposing her pussy to Mr. Carlson who was on top of her furiously slamming his cock in and out it.


  Ben Carlson was fucking his mother, Jake deliriously told himself as he watched the man’s big, hairy ass wildly jerking up and down. As Jake gawked in stunned silence, he stared down at the big, fleshy gash between his mother’s long legs, which were bent at the knees and obscenely splayed out to the side. Her knees were shamefully bouncing up and down in rhythm with Mr. Carlson’s savage attack on her pussy. The pink pantaloons wrapped around her ankles kept her from spreading her legs any wider and the soles of her bare feet were almost touching as she defiantly looked up at the man while her arms were stretched out, lying on the bed.


  “Come on, bitch,” Jake heard Mr. Carlson grunt as he roughly squeezed and groped his mother’s breasts through her dress, but she still made no effort to raise her hands or legs to show any other signs of cooperation or defiance. “Do something, don’t just lay there.”


  “You can have my cunt,” his mother grunted as the man continued to saw his cock in and out of her pussy. “You said if I let you fuck me, you’d keep quiet. But that’s all you’re going to get. So fuck me and then get off. “


  But why was she letting him fuck her if she didn’t want him to fuck her, Jake wondered?


  Suddenly, Jake realized that his own cock was getting hard. And it was getting harder and harder by the second as he watched the man fuck his mother. Jake had never fucked a woman or seen a man fucking a woman and it was about the most exciting thing he had ever seen…even if the woman was his mother. And sickly, that made it all the more exciting.


  Jake watched Ben Carlson’s big, hairy butt bouncing up and down above his mother as the man’s big cock plowed in and out of her juice slathered slit. As he looked on with feverish excitement, he reached down and shoved his denim breeches down around his knees. When he did, his own cock jumped out, hard and at the ready.


  Still watching Carlson’s blue-veined monster sliding in out of his mother’s cunt, Jake grabbed his own impressive cock and began to frantically jerk his hand up and down it.


  Faster and faster, Carlson’s ass jerked up and down as he furiously fucked Jake’s mother with a vengeance. Jake saw that his mother’s fists were clenched as she held onto the sheets and stared up at Ben with a defiant glare. If looks could kill, Jake crazily thought, Ben Carlson would be a dead man.


  All at once, Jake felt his balls explode as a spasm of pleasure ripped through his cock making his hips lurch forward. Still jerking his hand up and down his cock, he felt it begin to jerk and kick in his hand as it spewed out streams of his hot, pearl-colored cum onto the old, weathered boards on the side of the house.


  Almost simultaneously, inside the house, Ben groaned and shoved his cock into Jake’s mother’s pussy as deep as it would go. The man’s tightly clenched ass began to shake and jerk and Jake could see that he was shoving his cock down into her cunt as hard as he could. Jake felt a wave of nausea wash over him as he pictured Ben’s big cock spewing out its disgusting load of cum down into his mother’s sweet pussy.


  In a daze, Jake looked down at the pearly strings of his own cum as they slowly dribbled and ran down the boards. He couldn’t believe he had just done what he had done; he had beat off while watching his mother get fucked. Maybe he should have gone in and pulled the man off of her or something, but he hadn’t. A feeling of remorse and guilt washed over him as he looked up and saw Mr. Carlson standing at the foot of the bed, slowly pulling his breeches up his fat, hairy legs as he leered down at Jake’s mother.


  Jake’s eyes immediately shot down to the big, meaty hole between his mother’s legs. He saw that it was still gaping wide open and a disgusting stream of Ben’s cum was oozing out of it.


  “Better learn to like it, Mary, dear,” Jake heard Ben snarl, “Cause I’ll be over to collect another installment next time your old man is out of town.”


  “You bastard,” she spat up at him, sitting up and reaching down to her pantaloons. “I’ll get you for this. Somehow, someway, I’ll get you. You’ll pay, just you wait and see.”


  “Don’t threaten me,” he shot back, “it’s not becoming of you.”


  “Get out, NOW!” she exploded, jerking her pantaloons up to cover herself from his leering gloat.


  “Okay, but just remember, I’ll be back,” he laughed as he pulled on his dirty boots.


  Stuffing his shirttail back down into his breeches, he then snapped his suspenders back into place and dug his hand down into his trouser pocket.


  Jake watched on with the taste of bile welling up into his mouth as Ben pulled out a silver coin and mockingly pitched it down onto the bed beside his mother’s legs.


  “You’re still a good fuck, Imogene,” he laughed, “but you’re still a whore, no matter how you’ve changed.”


  “Whore’s can change, but you’re still a son-of-a-bitch and always will be. Ain’t nothing that can change that,” she spat at him.


  Laughing all the way to the door, Ben stepped out onto the porch as Jake darted around to the back of the house. Peeking around the corner, Jake watched him climb into the saddle, and then heard him cluck to the paint and slowly ride out of the courtyard. Ben threw a final look over his shoulder and spurred his horse into a gallop as he rode off in the direction of his ranch…


  Jake angrily reached down and wrapped his fist around the butt of the Colt Army that stuck out of the holster on his right hip. Silently cursing Carlson, he eased the pistol out and broke it open. Checking, he saw that all six chambers carried a big .45 caliber bullet. Ought to be enough to convince a man to stay away from what wasn’t rightly his, he thought to himself…


  Jamming his gun back into his holster, Jake shamefully walked back around to the front porch and climbed the steps. Stomping across the porch, making as much noise as possible, he pushed the door open and saw that his mother was standing by the table dabbing the tears from her eyes.


  “What’s wrong, Mother?” he asked, quietly closing the door behind him.


  “Nothing, nothing’s wrong, Jake,” she sniffed, turning away from him, “I just got something dust in my eye.”


  “Oh,” Jake said, staring at her back.


  Even though he knew it was wrong, he couldn’t keep from picturing Ben Carlson’s big cock sliding in and out of his mother’s pussy. As he caressed her with his eyes, he could see the outline of her body under her calico dress and sickly found himself wondering what she would look like completely naked.


  “Uh, I thought I saw Mr. Carlson ride off as I was riding in,” he lied to her.


  “Uh, yes, uh, he, he said he was riding into town he just came by to see, see if we needed anything,” she mumbled.


  “Hell, don’t he know that I can take care of things around here when Pa ain’t around,” he griped, wondering why his mother would defend the son-of-a-bitch after he had just fucked her. “He think I’m a little boy or something? Hell, don’t he know that I’m eighteen? I can take care of things when Pa ain’t around.”


  “Don’t get mad, hon, he was just checking,” she sniffed, wiping her nose with her frilly kerchief.


  “What are you crying about?” he asked, walking around in front of her so he could see her face.


  “Nothing,” she fussed. “I just told you I got something in my eye…”


  A melancholy pall settled over Jake for the rest of the afternoon and night as he and his mother silently went about their business.


  The next morning, Jake was up at sunup. Quickly saddling Diablo, he rode off in the direction of the Carlson ranch. Diablo trotted along fitfully as Jake guided him to a place he knew, where he could watch the house without being seen. He knew of the place because one hot afternoon, he had been riding by it when Horace Jackson owned it. When he did, he had seen the Jackson women bathing on the porch. From that day forward, he was always stopping by the place to see if he could catch them bathing again. He also carried binoculars in his saddlebag just for such an occasion. But today he had a different reason. He was out to find Ben Carlson and convince him to stay away from his mother. In a strange way, he felt that if he could convince Ben to stay away from his mother, Mary, he might somehow convince her to reward him for his effort. Reward him by letting him take Ben’s place in her bed.


  A whore, Jake thought. Hell, if his mother had been a whore, she probably knew all kinds of ways to make a man feel good, he grinned to himself as he lovingly caressed the handle of his revolver. But it was still a big shock to find out that your mother used to be a whore.


  Finally, Jake saw Ben emerge from the house and head for the barn. Reaching down into his trouser pocket, Jake pulled out a gold watch, attached to a long, gold chain. Flipping open the cover, he saw that it was eight-fifteen. Closing it, he stuffed the watch back into his pocket and waited. Then about ten minutes later, Jake watched Ben come riding out of the barn on his paint. Jake followed him with the binoculars until he saw that he seemed to be heading for Fox Canyon, on the border between the Johnson and Carlson properties.


  Dropping his binoculars into his saddlebag, Jake jumped onto Diablo and cantered off. Keeping behind a hill that would hide him from Ben, he spurred the horse into a gallop and headed for the hiding place.


  Arriving at Fox Canyon, he quickly guided his horse down through a rocky ravine into a grove of trees that bordered the bubbling stream running through the canyon. Then he reached down and eased his Colt Army out of its holster. Cocking the hammer, he placed the barrel on the saddle horn and waited for Carlson to show himself.


  He only had to wait a few minutes before he heard the clop of a horse’s hooves on the river rocks only a short distance away. He’s almost here, he anxiously thought as he peered through a small opening in the trees. His hands were shaking and he felt like he was about to pee in his pants. He’d never done anything like this before. He was a fool. This wasn’t a game. He was going to point his gun at another man. Hell, there were about a million things that could go wrong with this dumb plan, he told himself.


  Taking a deep breath, Jake called out, ““Morning, Mr. Carlson.”


  Seeing that he had startled the man, Jake watched him jump and turn to face him.


  “Uh, Jake, uh, what are you doing out here,” Ben asked, reining in his horse, his eyes on the cocked pistol that was pointing directly at his chest.


  “I guess you could say I’m hunting,” Jake sneered keeping his pistol pointed right at the center of Ben’s chest.


  “Uh, find anything?” Ben asked, nervously glancing around.


  “Yeah, I found what I was looking for,” he said as Ben’s horse nervously pranced and pawed at the rocks.


  “What? What were you looking for?” Ben muttered.


  “A thief. A thief that’s been taking something that’s not rightly his,” Jake coldly said. “You wouldn’t know anything about that would you, Ben?”


  “Now hold on, boy,” Ben said, holding out his hand, palm out toward Jake. “You don’t understand. Imogene invited me over.”


  “You lying sack of shit,” Jake growled.


  “She did. Ask her,” Ben exclaimed, nervously glancing down at Jake’s revolver.


  “I will,” Jake said. But just then, he saw Ben lunge for his own gun.


  Squeezing the trigger, Jake felt the gun jerk and fling his arm into the air as the deafening crash of gunfire echoed and reverberated up and down the canyon walls, echoing off them and making it sound like a whole barrage of gunshots.


  The big bullet crashed into Ben’s chest, sending him flying backwards off her horse crashing to the ground with arms flailing as his horse screamed and bolted down the stream. Diablo threw himself into the air, prancing and kicking and it was all Jake could do to keep his seat on the he terrified beast.


  Finally controlling his horse, he looked down at Ben who sat on the rocks by the stream, looking up at Jake in disbelief. Jake could saw that he had gotten his revolver out of his holster, but apparently didn’t have the strength to raise it. Ben dropped his eyes for a second to the bloody, gaping hole in his chest. Then he looked back up at Jake as his eyes glazed over and he slowly toppled backward into the gurgling stream.


  The cloud of blue-gray smoke from Jake’s gun slowly drifted away on a breeze that ruffled the leaves of the aspens beside the stream. Stunned that he had actually shot a man, Jake watched as a thin, red stain slowly spread out and began to drift down the stream from where Ben’s body lay.


  Jake sat on Diablo, looking down at Ben’s body for several moments before he finally eased out of the saddle. Ben’s horse, frightened by the gunshot had trotted several yards down the stream where it now stood looking at Jake. Wrapping Diablo’s leather reins around one of the trees, he stepped over to Ben’s skittish horse and grabbed its reins to calm it.


  “Whoa, boy,” he clucked to the horse as he tied it to another tree.


  When he had finally gotten the skittish horsed calmed down, he was somehow able to get Ben’s lifeless body draped across the saddle and lashed down on the now ownerless horse.


  Standing there, looking at the dead man, Jake knew he should feel some guilt or remorse or something. But he didn’t. All he felt was a sense of pride…and relief.


  But he’d planned this all out before. Now he was going to take Ben back to his ranch and tell his wife and daughter that he’d heard a shot and found Ben lying face down in the stream. He wasn’t afraid that anyone would suspect him. Why would they? There was no reason for them to. Although Ben was a bastard through and through and just about everyone disliked him, there had been no bad blood between the two of them, so why would they blame Jake?


  Turning away, he retrieved Diablo and climbed on. Then he headed up the canyon. It took him the better part of an hour to make his way back to his house.


  Riding up in front of the old house, Jake tied both horses to the tie rail and started up the steps just as his mother stepped outside.


  “Oh, my, God,” she gasped when she saw the lifeless body draped over Ben’s paint. “Is that Ben Carlson?”


  “Yeah, it’s Ben,” he told her, seeing that she had flour all over her hands and arms up to her elbows.


  “Where? What?” she asked her eyes flitting from Jake to the lifeless body on the horse as she fretfully wiped her hands on her apron.


  “Down at Fox Canyon,” Jake said.


  “Is he dead?” she breathlessly asked him, gawking at the obviously dead body.


  “As a skunk,” Jake grinned.


  “You? You shot, you shot him?” she mumbled, turning as white as a sheet.


  “I didn’t want him bothering you anymore,” Jake muttered, pushing the door open and stepping inside the house.


  “What? What do you mean?” she asked him in a panicky voice. “You know? You know about … about us?”


  “Yeah,” he said, walking over and sitting down at the table. “I saw what he was doing to you yesterday. So I decided to make sure that he won’t be doing that to you anymore.”


  “Oh, my, God,” Mary grumbled, striding over to the stove where she grabbed up the simmering coffeepot.


  Sweeping up two coffee cups, she stumbled back to the table and slapped them down. Carelessly sloshing coffee into the cups, she filled them half full and then set the pot back on the stove. Then she turned to hurry over to the pantry. Watching her, Jake saw her reach inside and grab the bottle of whiskey that his father kept there. She came storming back over to the table, jerking the cork out on her way. Her hand was noticeably shaking as she quickly tipped the bottle and poured a big slurp of liquor into one cup and then the other. When she was finished, she slammed the whiskey bottle down onto the table, wrapped her trembling fingers around one cup and lifted it to her lips, tipped it up and choked nearly half of it down with one thirsty gulp.


  Staring at Jake with a look of utter disbelief on her face, she sank down into a chair.


  “I, I can’t believe that he’s really gone,” she finally muttered. “I can’t believe you really killed him.”


  “What, what did he mean about you, you being a whore?” Jake asked her taking a little sip of his spiked coffee. “And about changing your ways?”


  “Oh, God, I wish you hadn’t seen what you saw,” she fussed, taking another quick gulp of her doctored coffee. “And heard what you heard.”


  “I’m sorry,” he told her, “but I didn’t know what to do when I saw him doing, uh, doing that to you.”


  “I guess that you’ve earned a right to know, after you’ve killed him and all,” she sniffed, staring into his eyes. “Back when I was young and foolish, I went to work for a lady by the name of Lady Jane. She ran a parlor house in Dodge. Well, I’d only been working there for about a month when a fellow came along and gave me a goodly sum of money for my services. It was enough for me to quit whoring and get a job in a dress shop. Then your pa came along and we got married. He doesn’t know about my little stint in the whoring business. But as luck would have it, Ben Carlson moved in next door. He had been one of the few men I had known back in Dodge. And one day he showed up and told me that if I didn’t give him what he wanted he would tell Pa about my little soirée. I didn’t have any other choice. I still can’t believe he’s gone…”


  “Well, he is,” Jake smiled, taking another sip on his coffee. “You don’t have to worry about him bothering you ever again.”


  Then Jake watched his mother stand up and walk around the table to where he sat.


  Reaching out, she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him up against her.


  “Thank you so very much,” she whispered, holding him tightly and pulling his head against her big, soft breasts. “I don’t know how much longer I could have gone on. You’re my savior.”


  Wrapping his arms around her waist, he pulled her against him even tighter as he rubbed his cheek against her bosom. Sickly, he wished that the calico cloth separating her big tits from his cheek would somehow disappear.


  “I hope that you don’t think badly of me,” she whispered. “Like I told you, I was young and foolish.”


  “No, Mother, No,” he softly said. “I don’t think badly of you. And I promise to keep everything you’ve told me a secret. I won’t ever tell anyone about it, or about you and, uh, you and Mr. Carlson.”


  ‘You’re such a darling,” she murmured, hugging him tighter and forcing his face into her big, bulging tits.


  Finally, she let go of him and stepped back away from him. As she did, Jake’s eyes played over the swell of her bosom as it rose and fell. Then as he lifted his eyes up to her face, he saw that she had seen him ogling her breasts.


  “Uh, well,” he muttered, his face turning a dusky crimson, “I have to take his body back over to his ranch and turn it over to his wife.”


  “Yes, do that,” she said smiling as she quickly finished off her coffee. “I’ll be waiting for you when you get back.”


  “Uh, okay,” he mumbled, not knowing how to take her last comment…


  He was beginning to feel a little guilty about doing in old Ben. Not for killing Ben, but for his wife, Martha and his daughter, Missy. And he had decided that the gentlemanly thing to do was offer to help over at the Carlson Ranch. Not to mention that Ben’s widow and her lovely daughter might need some consoling and he was just the man, or boy, to provide that comfort, he laughed to himself. Yeah, right, eighteen and you ain’t never even fucked no woman, he berated himself.


  Riding up to the Carlson house, he was immediately met by Martha and Missy.


  “What? What happened?” Martha asked standing on the porch staring down at her husband’s lifeless body draped over his horse.


  “I don’t rightly know, Ma’am,” Jake lied, slipping out of his saddle and dropping to the ground beside Diablo. “I was out hunting and heard a shot down in Fox Canyon. I rode down there and found Mr. Carlson lying in the stream dead. Didn’t see anyone else around so don’t know what happened. I just figured that I’d better bring him back here so you could do whatever you need to do.”


  “Well, I guess that’s too bad for old Ben,” she icily said, stepping down and walking over to where Ben’s body lay draped over his saddle.


  Jake was quite taken back by her total lack of remorse as she reached out and tentatively poked Ben’s boot.


  “Looks like rigor mortis has already set in,” she said, turning to Jake. “Jake would you mind taking him into town and turning him over to the mortician? I’ll make it worth your while. I don’t want him lying around here stinking the place up.”


  “Uh, yeah, sure,” he said, stunned by her indifference toward her dead husband.


  “Just a minute,” she said, scurrying up the steps and into the house.


  “I’m glad he’s gone,” Missy said as they waited. “He wasn’t a very nice man. He did a lot of bad things to a lot of people.”


  Shocked by her candor, Jake didn’t know what to say. Obviously his mother wasn’t Ben’s only victim. But Jake wondered what she had meant by ‘a lot of people’? Did that include Missy and her Mother?


  Standing by his horse waiting, he saw that Missy was quite a good-looking young woman. Unlike her mother, Missy was built on a smaller scale, but still an attractive girl. Martha Carlson, on the other hand was also pretty, with her impressive bosom and narrow waist.


  Maybe, he thought, with Ben out of the way, maybe he might better drop over and offer his services to the widow and his grieving daughter. One never knew how appreciative Martha and Missy might be for his help. But he would keep it a secret that he was the man that had gotten rid of the man they both seemed to detest…so much.


  In a few seconds, Martha came striding back out onto the porch and hurried down the steps, over to where he stood. Reaching out, she handed him two double-eagle gold coins.


  “One of the coins is for the mortician,” she smiled sweetly, “and the other is for you…for your trouble.”


  Looking down at the two gold coins sparkling in his palm, he quickly stuffed them into his pants pocket.


  “Thank you, Ma’am,” he grinned. “I’m just doing what any neighbor would do. And maybe I’ll drop by and give you two ladies a helping hand around the ranch later if you would like.”


  “Oh, that would be wonderful,” she simpered, her eyes lighting up.


  “Well, until then,” he said, grunting and swinging back up into his saddle.


  Turning his horse, he reined over to Ben’s paint as Missy smiled up at him and handed him the reins.


  “Looking forward to seeing you again, Jake,” she said with a coy smile, as he took the reins from tiny hands.


  “Same here,” he smiled, tipping his hat to her and quickly riding off toward town…


  


  ~~~


  After dropping Ben’s body off at the mortician, Jake stopped by the sheriff’s office. Repeating the same story he had told Martha Carlson, he waited for the Sheriff’s reaction.


  “Jake, some men draw trouble like honey draws bees,” the Sheriff told him, giving him a wink. “I guess that Ben finally pissed off the wrong man.”


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Jake muttered, hoping that the Sheriff couldn’t see through his facade.


  “Hell, I don’t know,” the Sheriff said, leaning back in his chair with his boots resting on his desk. “I wouldn’t be surprised if he didn’t have a reward on his head up in Dodge. So I guess we won’t be doing any investigating into the cause of his death.”


  “Oh, okay, uh, fine,” Jake went on guiltily, realizing that the Sheriff probably knew that he had killed Carlson.


  But he was also telling him that he wasn’t going to pursue prosecution for whatever reason.


  “See you around, Jake,” the Sheriff told him, motioning to the door. “And say hello to your folks for me.”


  “Uh, yeah, I’ll do that, Sheriff,” he muttered, clomping over to the door.


  On the way out of town, Jake stopped by the Hanging Man Saloon and bought a couple of bottles of whiskey. Then he stopped by the telegraph office, on the off chance that his father had sent them a telegram telling them when he would be back home.


  “Anything for Mary Johnson?” he asked the man standing with his back to Jake, as he poked around in the bins holding the cables.


  “Mary Johnson? Let’s see…yeah, here,” he said, turning and handing a paper to Jake. “That’ll be two bits.”


  “Thanks,” Jake said, handing a silver coin.


  Opening the note, Jake saw the terse message written in the operator’s precise, feminine handwriting:


  “Sale went good. Home on Saturday. John.”


  Stuffing the note into his pocket, Jake strode out and climbed up on Diablo. Nudging him into a walk, he rode out of town. It had been a long day, he told himself, as he reached into his saddlebag and pulled out the bottle of whiskey.


  By the time he saw the light of the kerosene lantern shining out through a window of their ranch house, he’d consumed just enough booze to have a happy little buzz going…


  




  Chapter Two - The Bath


  Jake put Diablo horse in his stall and fed him. Grabbing his bottle, he stepped across to the steps and climbed them. Stopping by the door, he took off his Stetson and beat the dust off his jeans before he opened the door. Stepping inside, he was greeted with the rich aroma of food.


  “Hi, Mom,” he said, slipping his holster and gun off.


  “Hello, Hon,” his mother smiled at him as she stood in front of their old stove. “You’re late. Wash up. Your supper’s ready.”


  “Good,” he grinned, hanging his holster on a peg by the door, then reaching down and jerking his boots off.


  “Mrs. Carlson asked me if I would drop Ben off at the mortician,” he told her.


  Then, he quickly stepped over to the water pump and washed the trail dust off his face and hands before sitting down at the table. As he did, his mother grabbed a potholder and lifted a heaping plate of food off the stove.


  “I’m hungry enough to eat a cow,” he told her.


  It was then that he saw the big tin bathtub sitting in front of the fire. He also saw the bottle of whiskey was still sitting on the table, but it was now only about half as full.


  “I also stopped by the Sheriff’s office and reported the death to him,” Jake grinned over at her. “He said that there wouldn’t be any investigation or anything.”


  “Really?” she smiled back at him. “That’s good, isn’t it?”


  Wondering if she had already bathed, he watched her step across the room toward him. As she did, his eyes strayed down to her bosom. It was obvious that she wasn’t wearing a corset or anything else under her dress as her big breasts jiggled freely under her loose-fitting calico dress.


  Then they gave another impressive flounce as she leaned over and set his plate in front of him.


  “I thought you might like to take a bath after supper,” she smiled down at him, as he looked into her sparkling eyes.


  “Uh…uh, yeah, I guess so,” he timidly said, wondering where his mother would go while he bathed since it was rapidly growing dark outside.


  That was strange, he told himself, as he saw that his mother was wearing a hint of bluish-purple eye shadow. Just like the girls who worked down at the Hanging Man Saloon, he thought. Although he had never seen his mother wearing eye shadow, he thought it was becoming on her…


  But the aroma of the food overwhelmed his other senses and he quickly dove in.


  Chewing a mouthful of food, he looked over and saw that the cast iron kettle sitting in the fireplace. There were tendrils of vapor swirling up out of it.


  His mother busily went about her chores as Jake finished his meal. Wiping up the last of his gravy with a biscuit, he shoved it into his mouth and rudely burped.


  “Pardon me, but that was good, Mother,” he said, picking up his plate and carrying it over to where she stood washing the last of the dishes.


  “Good. I’m glad you liked it,” she said, smiling as she took his plate from him and dropped it into the soapy water.


  “Uh, have you, uh, already taken a bath?” he asked her as she ran the soapy dishrag over the plate.


  “No, dear,” she said, rinsing the plate off and setting it down with the other dishes. “You can bathe first and then I’ll bathe.”


  What? What did she mean? They usually bathed during the day. They would take turns with everyone else outside leaving the person bathing alone in the house a modicum of privacy. Maybe she would wait out on the porch, but it was kind of dark and chilly to do that, he self-consciously thought. Well, he would just have to wait and see what kind of arrangement she had planned.


  As he waited, she turned and looked at him with the softest of smiles playing on her lips as she dried her hands her apron.


  “You can go ahead and get undressed,” she said, reaching behind her back and untying her apron, “or I’ll help you if you want.”


  “Huh? What? What do you…you mean?” he grunted, not believing what he had just heard her say.


  “You’ve done so much for me today,” she said, slowly padding over to where he stood gawking at her in shock and disbelief. “I want to repay you for what you’ve done.”


  “God…God, Mother, you…you don’t have to,” he gasped, as she reached out and delicately plucked open the top button on his flannel shirt. “I, uh…I can, uh, bathe myself.”


  “But, Darling, I want to,” she smiled, plucking open the second button. “You risked everything for me this morning, Jake. Ben could have killed you. The Sheriff could have arrested you. But besides that, you’ve taken away the threat that was making my life horrible. And now you know about my sordid past, but you said it didn’t matter to you and promised to keep that a secret. I owe you so much.”


  Jake stared down at her fingers as they slowly walked down the front of his shirt, plucking button after button open as she spoke.


  “Now,” she said, unbuttoning the last button and gently tugging his shirt out of his pants, “there’ll be one more secret that we’ll share between us.”


  Jake was in a shocked stupor. Could this really be happening to him? He could never have dreamt up anything so excitingly unbelievable. His mother was going to bathe him…


  Pushing his shirt back over his shoulders, she pulled it down his back until his arms and hands slipped out of the sleeves. All the while, she was pressing her big, soft breasts into his chest.


  And she’s going to take a bath next, he giddily thought. I’m going to get to see her naked. Finally, after all these years, my dream comes true…


  “You risked everything to save my honor and restore my dignity,” she said softly, patiently folding his shirt and laying it down on the table. “You risked your life…and that means so much to me…”


  “But…but I…” he groaned as he looked into her warm, loving eyes and felt her fingers on the snap that held his trousers closed.


  “I want to show you just how much that that means to me,” she said, unsnapping his pants and slowly unbuttoning his denim trousers. “I want to share our new love with you from now on.”


  Jake thought he was going to have a heart attack. He couldn’t speak. His legs were trembling and his knees were knocking together so bad they were threatening to buckle as he anxiously waited. He could barely breathe as her fingers brushed against his cock as it jutted out against the front of his breeches.


  At last, she gently tugged his breeches down his muscular legs to reveal his cotton drawers. Jake looked down and saw the outline of his big, hard cock jutting out under the thin material. Not only that, his drawers were wetly sticking to the big head of his cock as a gush of pre-fuck had leaked out of his cock and stained his drawers. He could even see the big hole in the head of his cock through the juice-dampened material.


  His mother didn’t speak. She just slowly lowered herself down onto her knees before him. She looked at the swell of his cock as it jutted out against the thin material. Then she looked up at him and smiled lovingly. Jake could see the love pouring up out of her eyes before she dropped her eyes back down to the bulge of his cock. Waiting, he saw her reach out with both hands and slowly pull on the ends of the knotted string that was holding his drawers up.


  The knot quickly unraveled as she pulled and his drawers went skittering down his legs the moment she let go of the string.


  Now he stood before his kneeling mother with his britches and drawers puddled down around his ankles. His cock was jutting straight up in the air, twitching and jerking wildly.


  Jake had never been so excited in his life. The passion pouring through him was like a runaway wildfire as his mother stood on her knees staring at his big, throbbing peter. She had to sense his urgency, he thought, as his big cock jerked up and down impatiently.


  Holding his breath, he looked on in stunned disbelief as she slowly took hold of his cock. Forcing his rigid cock down until it was sticking straight out, she leaned forward and quickly sucked his cock into her mouth.


  That was it. It was all Jake could take as he felt a fiery jolt of pleasure tear through his cock. He could feel his mother’s mouth sucking and pulling on his cock as it jerked and blew out a giant wad of thick, sticky cum into her mouth. Jake’s hips instinctively began to jerk back and forth spastically as he fucked his mother’s mouth and filled it with his thick milk. He had never felt anything like it. It felt like his whole body was melting and pouring out into her ravenous mouth. But she took it all, hungrily sucking on him.


  He couldn’t believe it. He was coming. Coming in his mother’s mouth. How could it be happening? How could his dear, sweet mother ever let him come in her mouth, he marveled? Her fingernails were digging into his ass, pulling him deeper into her mouth as it emptied itself. His cock continued to buck and jerk, spurting out wad after wad of his vile seed into her mouth.


  At last, he felt his cock begin to weaken and die. But even as it did, she kept on sucking and pulling on it until it was nothing but a shrunken semblance of its previous self.


  “Mmmm,” she finally sighed, letting his shrunken cock slowly slither out from between her pink lips.


  Jake groggily stared down at her as she leaned back and suggestively ran her soft, pink tongue over her lips. Basking in the warm afterglow of his eruption, Jake felt his knees threatening to buckle at any second.


  “Oh, God, Mother,” he gasped, leaning back and holding on the edge of the tub to keep from falling. As he did, she grasped him around the waist and pulled herself up onto her feet.


  “Have you ever been with a woman?” she softly asked him, gently pushing him back and making him step out of his trousers and drawers.


  “No,” he said, following her lead, bending over and pulling his socks off.


  “Never? Not even with…with one of the girls down at the Hanging Man Saloon?” she asked him.


  “Never,” he said to her, as she stepped over to the kettle and dipped a bucket into the steaming water.


  “Never?” she asked again, pulling the bucket out of the water and pouring it into the tub. “A handsome young man like you?”


  “No, I never…I never done it with a woman,” he blushed, as she poured a second and third bucket of water into the tub. “Just…just with my…my hand. And it never, ever felt as good as it did when you…you…”


  “I’m glad it made you feel good,” she told him, ambling over to the water pump by the sink.


  “Oh, God, did it ever,” he groaned, watching her big tits flounce up and down under her dress as she forcefully stroked the handle of the pump up and down.


  “Good,” she said, carrying the sloshing bucket of cold water back over and dumping it into the tub. “And now you know what you have to look forward to when your Pa isn’t around.”


  “Oh, God, Mother,” he groaned, as she made a second trip back over to the sink. “Are you sure I’m not dreaming all this?”


  “No, Dear, you’re not dreaming,” she softly laughed, refilling the bucket as he gawked at her big, flopping tits undulating up and down under her dress.


  “Have you ever seen a naked woman?” she asked him, struggling back over to the tub with the second bucketful of cold water.


  “Uh, no; no, I haven’t,” he said, blushing as she reached down tested the water. “I’d only seen, uh…seen you, down there, uh, yesterday. But you weren’t all the way naked, then.”


  “Well,” she said, standing back up and reaching to the buttons that ran down the front of her calico dress, “I guess that it’s about time you saw a woman completely naked. Don’t you?”


  “Yes, yes, yes,” he hissed, watching her with eyes the size of silver dollars as she teasingly opened each tiny mother-of-pearl button.


  At last, the final button was open and Jake could see her big, heavy breasts through the opening in her dress.


  She smiled and took a deep breath making her breasts heave before she shrugged her shoulders and let the dress drop off her shoulders.


  Jake’s eyes flared open even wider as he anxiously watched the blue, calico dress slip down off her shoulders and go slithering to the floor.


  “Oh, Mother,” Jake gasped, his eyes flitting up and down her body. “You’re so beautiful.


  Jake couldn’t take his eyes off her. Her big breasts jiggled provocatively as she reached up and plucked out the two pins holding her hair bunched in a tight knot.


  Her long, tawny-red hair came tumbling down over her shoulders, falling almost down to the middle of her back as Jake feasted his eyes on her big, heavy tits. They undulated softly as she stood looking at him, watching his eyes bore into her breasts.


  “You don’t think my breasts are too saggy?” she asked, cupping them in the palms of her hands and gently lifting the mountainous treasures.


  Oh, No, No!” he gasped, watching her delicately tweak the big, rubbery nipples between her fingers and thumbs. “They’re beautiful. So beautiful.”


  As he gawked at her, he felt resurgence down below his waist. His cock, just recently drained by her hot mouth, was already showing signs of life once again.


  “And,” she said, easing her big tits back down onto her breast, “you don’t think my belly is too fat?”


  As she spoke, she ran her hands down to her slightly rounded belly and gently slapped it.


  “No, no, just right,” he groaned, following her hands with his eyes. “I think it’s perfect.”


  Then as Jake’s eyes crawled across the furry mat of curly red hair at the base of her belly, she turned away from him and gently grabbed hold of her big, round ass with both hands.


  “And you don’t think my butt is too big?” she asked him, clenching her ass and digging her fingers into it as he gawked on.


  “No, no, for God’s sake, Mother,” Jake complained, admiring her big, round butt as she tightly clenched it. “It’s perfect, too.”


  “And my legs,” she asked, lifting a foot up and arching her leg, making it tense into a series of dizzying curves, “I use to be a dancer, once upon a time.”


  “Mother, Mother,” he fussed, “Everything…everything—your face, your breasts, your tummy, your butt, your legs—they’re all gorgeous. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world.”


  “Now don’t get carried away,” she laughed, stepping back over to the tub. “Besides it’s time for your bath. Don’t want the water to get cold.”


  “Uh, okay,” he grunted, lifting his foot and stepping down into the warm water. “Just right.”


  “Good,” she smiled as he lowered his butt down into the water and sat expectantly looking up at her.


  With him watching her like a lovesick calf, she knelt down on the floor beside the tub and quickly lathered up a washcloth. Then she knelt behind him and began to run the cloth over his back and shoulders. As she did, the cloth left a foamy trail of bubbles everywhere it went. He breathlessly waited while she leaned over the tub, letting her big tits straddle his neck.


  Finally, she backed away, pulling her big, bubble-covered tits away off his shoulders. She moved around to the side of the tub and leaned over it again. Running the washcloth over his chest and belly, she ignored his big cock, which was once again hard and stiff. Instead, she ran the cloth over his muscular legs washing them from top to bottom.


  As she washed him, her tits dangled down and her big, turgid nipples dipped into the foamy water, wriggling back and forth in it. Soon, she was covered in the lathery foam, too.


  Jake couldn’t pass up such an opportunity and tentatively reached up to her dangling tits. He was touching them, he giddily thought, as he ran his fingers over their silky smoothness. He was touching his mother’s big, beautiful breasts. The excitement was making him light-headed as he felt her lean lower and press her tits down into his groping hands.


  Finally, she leaned back, pulling her tits out of his clutching hands. Smiling at him, she struggled back up to her feet and looked down at him. Jake thought she looked like she was the one who had been bathing as she was covered with foamy bubbles. Smiling, she grabbed up the bucket and plodded over to the kettle leaving a wet trail behind her. Dipping it down into the steaming water, she filled it half-full and then went back to the pump.


  Much to Jake’s delight, she pumped cold water into bucket as her giant tits flounced and sprang about. Seeing that his eyes were glued to her big, flopping tits, she grinned and picked up a dipper. Then, proudly thrusting her breasts out at him, she wiggled and jiggled her way back over to where he sat watching her.


  “God, Mother,” he said as he stared up at her giant tits, “you have the prettiest breasts in the world.”


  “Now, now,” she shushed him, setting the bucket down on the stool that stood by the tub. “Stand up so I can finish the job.”


  Struggling to push himself up, Jake stood up as the bubbly water coursed down his body.


  “My, my,” she cooed, picking up the washcloth and reaching for his cock. “He’s such an impatient young cock.”


  “Uh-huh,” Jake smirked, watching her lovingly run the soapy washcloth over his man-sized cock. “He knows what’s waiting for him.”


  “Oh, he does, does he?” she laughed, cupping his big, dangling balls in the cloth and gently washing them.


  “At least, he hopes he’s right,” Jake said hopefully, as she let go of his balls and ran the cloth up and down the crack of his ass several times.


  “But, of course, he’s right,” she murmured, dropping the soapy cloth on the rim of the tub.


  Then she began to dip the dipper into the water and empty it down onto him, rinsing away the coating of bubbles.


  “There, all done,” she said, picking the bucket and pouring the last of the water into the tub. “Now it’s my turn.”


  Jake watched on with eager anticipation, admiring her beautiful butt as she topped off the tub with more warm water.


  Handing him a towel, she waited while he toweled himself off and then stepped out of the tub.


  Climbing into the tub, she sat down in the soapy water and looked back up at him.


  “Well?” she laughed, glancing down at the washcloth.


  “Oh,” he grunted, picking it up to lather it up again. “You want me to wash you, too?”


  “Yes,” she said. “Don’t you want to wash me?”


  “Yes, oh, yes,” he snorted. “Yes, I do…”


  Stepping around behind her, he dropped down onto his knees.


  Timidly at first, he ran the cloth over her back and then up onto her shoulders. Running the cloth over her finely-carved neck, he stared down over her shoulder at the big, floating treasures that awaited his touch. They heavily floated on the surface of the water, bobbing and nodding as the bubble-slathered tops quivered in bubbly water. Then he slowly ran the cloth down toward them and let go of the cloth. As the washcloth floated on the water, he eased his hands under the bobbing giants. Gently, he lifted them up out of the water. They were gorgeous, he told himself as he lovingly fondled them with his fingers.


  “Ummm,” he heard his mother sigh, as he delicately tweaked the big rubbery nipples jutting out of the centers of the pliant mountains of tit-flesh.


  His mother leaned her head back against his chest and let him tease and toy with her beautiful breasts. His cock was so hard, he was afraid he would poke a hole in the tub as he continued to caress her big tits for the longest time. But at last, he reluctantly eased his hands out from under the big, bobbing giants and ran his hands over her rounded belly and down to the mat of curly, red hairs that lay between her legs. Probing and feeling his way, he saw her spread her legs apart, giving him free rein to explore her soft, meaty pussy.


  As his fingers ran over the soft vulnerability of her pussy, she murmured and futilely tried to spread her legs even wider. Then, as he ran a finger up and down the meaty furrow, he felt her hunch her hips upward. As she did, he felt his finger slither down into the hot hole. A jolt of excitement shot through his cock, making it jerk and twitch when he realized that his finger was in her pussy.


  “Unh-huh,” she gurgled, as she began to clutch his finger with her pussy.


  He could feel her hot, tight cunt gently clutching and pulling at his finger as he worked in and out of her. The water in the tub was sloshing about wildly as he jerked his hand up and down in synch with her bouncing butt while it pattered on the bottom of the tub.


  At last, she jerked her hips down sharply, pulling herself off his finger.


  “Bed,” she gurgled, gripping the edge of the tub and pushing herself up out of the water…
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  The warm, bubbly water streamed down her beautiful body and back into the tub as she grabbed his hand to steady herself. Then holding onto to him for support, she hurriedly stepped out of the tub. Jerking his hand, she tugged him across the worn wooden floor, leaving a trail of water and bubbles behind them.


  Doubtfully looking at the roughly-built bed-frame, Jake hoped that it was strong enough to support the two of them without collapsing. Then he sickly recalled that it had supported his mother and Ben, who outweighed Jake by a good fifty pounds.


  Letting go of his hand, his mother reached down and flung the spread back, revealing the big straw-filled bed tick that rested on leather straps running under the bed.


  As he looked on with excitement, his mother climbed up into the middle of the bed. Dropping down, she rolled over onto her back and threw her legs apart, as she held her hands up invitingly. Jake immediately crawled onto the bed and up between her outstretched legs, as her hands dove for his jutting cock. Inching up farther, he lowered his hips and let her guide his big cockhead into the waiting wetness between her legs.


  “Yes,” she hissed, as he felt the heat of her cunt wrap itself around his thrusting cockhead.


  Oh, God, he blathered to himself, as he felt his oversized peter slide deeper and deeper into the fiery pit. HE WAS FUCKING HIS MOTHER. He was in a state of shock. He was about to do what he had just killed a man for doing. But this was so different, he thought, as his mother clutched his hips and guided him into the fleshy prison down between her legs. Yesterday, she had lain under Ben Carlson lifelessly letting him fuck her…but now she was urging Jake on. Coaxing him to fuck her while she fucked him back.


  “Oh, yes, my Darling, fuck me, fuck me,” she gasped, clutching at his cock with her tight cunt.


  Slowly at first, Jake began to work his hips back and forth, as his cock slithered in and out of the gluttonous hole between her legs. As he did, she dug her fingers into his hips, holding onto them, directing him and leading him on his virgin voyage into the fiery passion of incestuous love.


  His hands planted on each side of her head, he locked his elbows and continued to hump his cock in and out of her pussy. Like a pendulum, his hips swung back and forth driving his prick in and out of her over and over again, as she stared up at him with love-glazed eyes. While he methodically plunged his cock in and out of her juicy cunt, she guided him, teaching him the secrets of making love. Then as her big, beautiful tits heavily sloshed back and forth in cadence with their fucking, she slowly raised her legs up off the bedding. With her legs bent at the knees, she raised her legs and pointed her toes as her feet brushed back and forth on his rocking hips. Jake lovingly stared down into her warm, brown eyes as he fucked her with deep, powerful strokes.


  She kept lifting her legs up, tilting her pelvis higher and higher until her salivating pussy was totally and absolutely exposed to his battering ram of a cock. Jake was in a euphoric daze as he rocked back and forth above her, driving his big, thick cock down into the mushy heat of her hungry cunt all the way to the hilt on every lunge.


  On and on they fucked into the night, as Mary finally relinquished control of his hips and let him have her his way. As she let go of him, she locked her hands around her legs just below her knees and slowly spread herself open wider and wider giving him more freedom to ravage the delicate, fragile softness between her legs.


  Then, all at once, Jake felt her cunt convulse down around his pistoning cock, as she began to gasp and groan. He quickly stopped stroking his cock in and out of her when her legs shot out straight and slapped onto the bed. He felt her fingernails dig into him as she trembled and shook like she was having a fit. What was happening, he deliriously wondered? Was she having a fit? He’d never seen anything like it before.


  Staring down at her face, he saw that her eyes were rolled back in her head and her head was thrown back as she gasped for breath. And he could feel her hot, tight pussy rhythmically clutching at his cock as he kept it thrust down inside the core of her pussy.


  Finally, after what seemed like too long a time to Jake, he felt her relax, as her clinging cunt relented and the contractions undulating through it weakened and died.


  At last, she looked up at him with a dazed look on her face.


  “What? What happened to you?” he anxiously asked. “Did I hurt you?”


  “No, no, you didn’t hurt me, darling,” she softly laughed.


  “What, then? You looked like you were having a fit or something,” he grunted.


  “I was coming,” she told him, “just like you did while ago.”


  “Women come, too?” he muttered.


  “Yes, and it takes a real man to make a woman come that way,” she said, gently giving his cock a squeeze with her pussy. “And you’re definitely a man.”


  “Then I didn’t hurt you or anything,” he grinned down at her.


  “Did I hurt you while ago when I let you come in my mouth?” she asked him.


  “No, no…no, it felt great,” he groaned, slowly easing his cock back up the slippery channel of her velvet-lined cunt and then back down into it again. “I never felt anything that good.”


  “Me, either,” she smiled up at him, gently humping her pussy up at him. “I liked it so much, I want you to make me do it again.”


  “I hope I can, if it makes you feel that good,” he said, as he slowly began to work his hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy again.


  Kicking her long legs up in the air again, she arched them and pointed her toes at the ceiling once more. As she did, they lazily rocked back and forth above Jake’s back in rhythm with the leisurely pace of their fucking. Looking up at him with love-glazed eyes, she tilted her pelvis higher and higher until once again her pussy was totally at Jake’s mercy. When she did, Jake took pitiless advantage of her and forcefully drove his big, thick cock down into her salivating cunt all the way to the hilt on every bone-jarring lunge.


  “Can you fuck me faster, honey?” she huffed, greedily clutching at his slowly pistoning peter. “Please, just a little harder.”


  “Yes, Mother, yes,” he grunted, kicking up the pace and humping his cock down into her slavering cunt harder and faster. “Like this?”


  “Yes, yes, Darling, like that…Nice and hard…I like it that way,” she panted.


  Fascinated with his mother’s giant tits, Jake watched them wildly flop up and down as he fucked her.


  As he did, he found himself sickly remembering lying awake at night in his bed listening to obscene, vulgar sounds his mother and father made as they fucked behind the sheet they had hung around their bed for privacy. Laying there listening and wondering what it would be like to fuck her. The quiet grunts and groans; the soft slap of their bellies meeting in the dark; the creaking complaint of the leather straps under the mattress; and the murmuring undercurrent of quiet obscenities that burbled out of their lovemaking coalesced in his head, filling it with the lewd music of their lustful communion. But now…now it was him and her, him and his mother creating the beautiful symphony of lewd sounds, as they fucked on into the night.


  The coarse, vulgar sounds of their lovemaking grew louder and louder as the intensity of their fucking grew more and more intense.


  Finally, Jake had reached his limit. Huffing and puffing, he gulped down big lungfuls of air as he fucked her faster and faster. But she gave him no quarter as she threw herself back at him with total abandon. They were savages, feeling the primeval need to copulate and reproduce themselves. There was no stopping their insane dash for gratification, as their bodies smashed together over and over again. Sickly, Jake gave his all and his mother willingly took it, willingly giving to him of her most precious of treasures.


  She was raking his back with her fingernails, clawing and scratching at him like a wild animal, as she hammered her soft, round heels down into his bounding butt. As she did, Jake was pounding his cock down into her pussy so hard, he was scooting her head closer and closer to the rough, wood headboard with every bone-jarring thrust. Sweat was pouring off Jake like water gushing over a waterfall. There was so much of it, it was flying everywhere and dripping down onto his mother and into the straw-filled mattress.


  Both of them were nearing exhaustion, but neither of them would yield and forgo the tumultuous upheaval they knew they rightfully deserved. They both had to have that final rush of mind-warping pleasure that was gathering in their loins. They had to feel the ecstasy and grovel in it until they could make the last, desperate sprint toward that final eruption of passion and selfish indulgence.


  Jake couldn’t hold it back any longer.


  “Mother, can’t…can’t, oh…oh, GODDDDDD!” he gasped out, as he felt an electrifying jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure scorch its way down his cock.


  At that same moment, a gigantic gush of white-hot cum was blown out of his cock by his big, dangling balls.


  “Hot, hot, hot,” she cawed, as the scorching venom splashed out onto the sensitive lining of her spasming cunt. “Commminnngggtttooo…”


  Every time Jake rammed his cock down into his mother’s clinging, cum-filled cunt, the giant rod fired off and spewed out another gush of his toxin into her. Her head was softly bumping up against the headboard as he savagely attacked her, but it made no difference to her now while her ravenous pussy consumed his offering and begged for more. Jake didn’t know how long it lasted before his cock had finally emptied itself into his mother’s womb, but it seemed like forever…and an instant, both at the same time.


  Leaning down, Jake lovingly showered his mother’s pretty face and lips with soft, lingering kisses before he tiredly crawled off her and flopped down onto the mattress beside her.


  “Mother, that was so, so wonderful,” he whispered, snuggling up against her and resting his cheek next to one of her big, gravity-flattened tits.


  “Yes, yes, my Darling son, it was, so very wonderful,” she murmured, pulling his head against her breast and gently maneuvering one of the big, puffy nipples into his mouth.


  “I love you, so much, mother,” he mumbled out around the bulging knob of softening flesh, as he lovingly sucked on it.


  “I love you, too, my dear,” she whispered…
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  A week passed and Jake’s father had returned from the cattle drive. Jake’s mother was doing such a good job of acting and hiding their illicit affair, Sam hadn’t a clue about what had happened while he was gone. But Jake was hornier than a billy goat in rut now that his father was back. About all he was getting was an occasional grope from his mother and a rare chance to give her big tits a squeeze or two.


  Since he wasn’t getting any at home, he decided that it was time to check in on the Carlson women and ply them with his charm. With only a few cattle, and a month before they would get another herd of calves to fatten, Jake figured his father would let him help out the Carlson women…


  “Pa, you think I could take a couple of weeks off and help out the Carlson women, now that’s Ben’s gone?” Jake asked, looking up at his father who was just preparing to ride out and check on the cattle.


  “Well,” his father said, pausing for a moment to think and then giving him a wink, “I guess so. There’s not much to do around here until we get the new herd. And maybe them women might be mighty thankful for your help…”


  “Thanks, Pa,” he grinned, watching his father spur his horse out onto the road.


  Smiling happily, Jake hurried up to the house. Stopping on the porch, he watched to make sure his father wasn’t coming back.


  Stepping inside, he saw his mother standing at the sink washing dishes.


  “Dad just left to check on the cattle,” he said, walking toward her, unbuttoning his breeches as he went. “He said that I could go help the Carlson’s for a couple of weeks.”


  “Oh,” she said, turning to face him with a smile on her face as she wiped her hands on her apron. “So I guess I won’t be seeing much of you for a while.”


  “Yeah, but since Pa’s gone for a while,” he said, digging down inside the trousers and dragging out his half-hard cock, “I thought maybe you’d like to see more of me right now.”


  “That would be nice,” she said, reaching down under her dress and quickly jerking her pantaloons down her legs. “I was kinda hoping that you might sneak back up to the house today. I missed your big cowboy.”


  “It didn’t sound like you missed him last night,” he jealously muttered, standing in front of her stroking his cock to hardness. “You and Pa’s bed’s been creaking an awful lot at night…”


  “Well, your Pa was a mite horny after the cattle drive,” she said, blushing slightly and hefting her dress and petticoat up around her waist as she leaned back against the counter. “Lift me up.”


  Letting go of his dick, Jake stepped up in front of her and wrapped his hands around her waist. Then, with a grunt, he jerked her up onto the counter.


  “Ohhh, that’s cold on my hiney ,” she complained, as her bare butt settled down on the counter.


  “I can’t help that end,” Jake grinned, pulling the stool over in front of her, “but I can warm up the other end.”


  “Be careful you don’t fall off that stool and break your fool neck,” she coyly smiled, looking down at his jutting prick as she spread her legs apart. “Well, what are you waiting for, Cowboy?”


  Jake looked down at her pussy as its thick, meaty lips unfurled to reveal the opening of her womanhood. Running his hand up to his mouth, he spit on his fingers and then ran them down to her pussy.


  “You don’t need spit, Honey,” she lustily laughed. “I was thinking about you and me before you got up here and I’m wet as a gal on her first date…”


  “Good…you’re gonna need it,” he muttered, climbing up on the stool in front of her. “I’m hornier than three billy goats.”


  “Well, stop bragging and get to work, before yore Pa gets back…” she said, reaching down and grabbing hold of his big, jutting cock.


  Her dress had dropped down, hiding her pussy from view, but Jake felt her guide his cock down to hot hole between her legs.


  “Now,” she snorted, as Jake felt the head of his dick slip down between the slippery lips of her pussy.


  With a grunt, Jake lurched forward and drove his big cock down into the silky softness of her pussy all the way to the hilt, as the stool wobbled.


  “Unhhh…yesss,” she hissed, kicking her legs out and driving the heels of her high-laced boots into his ass.


  Jake began to work his hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out her hot, clutching cunt as she goaded him on with her heels. Fucking her with deep, jarring strokes, he turned his attention to her big tits, as they rolled and surged under her calico dress. Jake wished he could see them, but he had to keep his hands locked around her waist so he wouldn’t fall off the stool, as he furiously jerked his hips back and forth.


  Seeing him watching her tits as they flounced around under her dress, she reached up and began unbuttoning her bodice.


  “Yeah…yeah…Ma…let me…let me…see…your…big…tits…” he huffed, working his hips back and forth with more emphasis.


  “You like my big titties?” she panted, clutching her pussy down around his pistoning cock as she unbuttoned her dress.


  “I fucking…love…them.”


  Finally, she jerked her dress open and pulled it back over her shoulders, freeing the wallowing giants. Jake reverently watched the treasures heavily lolling this way and that as he hammered his cock into her hot pussy.


  “Fuck…they’re…so…damned…purty,” he muttered, staring down at them in awe.


  Rocking back and forth in rhythm with her son’s attack on her cunt, Mary lifted her hand up and cupped the floundering giants. Spreading her hands out, she roughly squeezed them and began to roll the big, puffy nipples between her fingers and thumbs as Jake looked on enviously.


  Listening to the sick, wet slap of their bellies smacking together, he saw his mother’s eyes slowly close. He could sense the nearness of her climax as she tweaked her nipples harder and harder.


  “Yeah…yeah…come…come…on…my…my…cock…” he huffed, working his hips back and forth faster and faster.


  ‘Unhhh…close…nearly…almost…” she whined, furiously milking him with her hungry pussy.


  Panting, he fucked her as hard as he could without falling off the stool.


  “Yesss,” she finally hissed, slamming the heels of her boots into his ass and driving his cock deep inside her convulsing pussy.


  “Godddddd,” he cursed, as her milking pussy pulled him over the edge.


  His cock gave a powerful lurch and spurted out a gigantic spume of thick, gummy cum into her cunt. It had been almost a week for Jake, and he was loaded for bear…


  As she came, she dropped her tits and pulled him into her, crushing her giant tits against his chest. Her head thrown back, neck arched, she whimpered out her pleasure as she held onto him.


  Jake could feel every rush of pleasure that washed over her as it undulated through her pussy, pulling and sucking on his cock when it did. And his cock responded to each clutching squeeze by firing off another volley of thick, creamy cum until he had used up his whole hoard of rich, creamy boy-cum.


  “Oh, fuck, Ma,” he muttered, feeling his cock begin to shrivel and retreat back down the cum-coated channel of her cunt.


  “It felt so good,” she murmured, reaching down and lifting her dress so that she could watch his glistening cock slither out of her pussy.


  “God, yes,” he grunted, backing his cock out of her and weakly stepping down onto the floor.


  As he did, a gush of his thick, white cum dripped out of her pussy onto the stool.


  Just then, they both heard the galloping hoofbeats of a horse come thundering down the road toward the house.


  “Oh, Lord,” Mary muttered, as she quickly started buttoning up her dress.


  Jake frantically stuffed his cum-coated cock back into his breeches and buttoned them up.


  Backing away from her, Jake stumbled over to his chest of drawers and jerked open a drawer. Turning back to her, he saw that she had somehow succeeded in getting her dress buttoned as she stood looking at him guiltily. Footsteps came up the steps and started for the door when Jake saw his mother’s pantaloons lying on the floor beside her foot. Quickly, he silently pointed down at them, hoping she would catch the hint. If she didn’t, they were dead meat, he thought…


  He saw her glance down and see them. Lunging down at them, she grabbed them up and quickly stuffed them down inside her bodice just as the door opened and Sam walked in.


  Sam suspiciously looked over at Jake then back over to Mary.


  “You’re not gone, yet?” he asked, looking back over at Jake.


  “Uh…no…I was just packing…” Jake said, turning back to the drawer. “What are you doing back home? I thought you were going to check on the cows?”


  “Already did,” Sam said, turning back to Mary. “Any coffee left?”


  “Yeah, a little,” she muttered, reaching over to the sink and pulling out the washrag.


  Then she quickly leaned down and wiped at the puddle of cum that had dripped out of her pussy onto the stool as Sam clomped toward her.


  “What’cha doing?” he asked, as he grabbed a coffeepot and poured out the last of the coffee into a cup.


  “Just spilled some grease on the stool,” she muttered, lowering her head, hoping that he wouldn’t see the reddening blush that covered her face.


  “Be careful, next time you use it,” he said, walking over and sitting down at the table. “Somebody might slip and fall…”


  Busily, Jake began stuffing clothes into his War bag. He was so shook, he didn’t know what he was shoving into it, but he kept it up until it was full.


  “Well, I guess I’ll be headin’ out,” he said, dutifully walking over and giving his mother a peck on the cheek.


  “You be careful, now,” she smiled, “and don’t let them Carlson women give you any grief…”


  “Uh, okay, Ma, I won’t,” he muttered, his face turning beet red.


  Grabbing up his War bag, he hustled out of the house…
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  Throwing his bedroll on his saddle and securing his War bag on top of it, he headed out for the Carlson’s’…


  Reining up in front of their house, he was greeted by the two women who were standing on the porch watching him.


  He saw that they were still dutifully wearing little black ribbons pinned to their bodices.


  “Well, hello, Jake,” Martha happily smiled, as Jake dropped to the ground in front of the porch.


  “Hi, Jake,” Missy joined in.


  “Howdy, Ma’am,” Jake said, smiling and tipping his hat first to Martha and then to Missy, “and a good-day to you, too, Ma’am.”


  He could tell the women were obviously happy to see him by the big smiles they wore.


  “So, what brings you out this way?” Martha asked, wiping her hands on her apron.


  “I just came by to see if you two could use some help around the place, what with your husband gone now,” he grinned up at them. “Pa said he could get by without me for a couple of weeks or until you got some permanent help.”


  “Oh, good,” Martha beamed. “But I’m afraid there isn’t going to be any permanent help as we’re going to sell the place and move back east. This is no place for two defenseless women…”


  Jake doubted that the women were anywhere near as defenseless as Martha made them out to be. And apparently they were capable of using firearms, as a Winchester 30-30 was leaning against the wall near the door.


  “Looks like you’re ready for any danger that might come a calling,” he said, nodding toward the gun.


  “Well, us women can’t be too careful out here on the prairie…all alone without a man around to protect us, now can we?” she sarcastically smiled.


  “Have you had any lookers?” he asked her, smiling and then adding, “Besides yourselves, that is?”


  “Huh?” she asked, her face clouding with puzzlement for a moment before she caught his innuendo, and smiled. “You silver-tongued devil, you.”


  “Just calls ‘em like I sees ‘em, Ma’am,” he laughed.


  “Missy, would you show the young man out to the bunkhouse and help him pick out a bunk?” Martha said, looking over at her daughter, “while I go and finish dinner. And of course, you’ll join us, won’t you?”


  “Sure, Ma’am,” he smiled, watching Missy bob down the steps.


  “Come with me, Jake,” she bubbled, grabbing his hand.


  “Let me get my bedroll first,” Jake snickered, unlacing his bedroll and war bag from the saddle then grabbing Diablo’s reins.


  Jake followed her as she tugged him out to the squat outbuilding that stood beside the barn.


  “You can put your horse in the barn,” she said, throwing open the door to the bunkhouse, “while I tidy up this place just a bit.”


  Taking his horse into the barn, Jake quickly untacked the animal and put him in the stall with a couple of flakes of grass.


  Then, he slapped the dust off his clothes with his Stetson and hurried over to the bunkhouse. Stepping in through the doorway, he saw Missy half-sitting, half-lying on one of the bunks that she had obviously just made up.


  “This one do?” she suggestively smiled, as she leaned back against the wall the bunk was jutted up against.


  “Perfect,” he grinned, running his eyes over her svelte body.


  She didn’t say a word for the longest time as she sat watching him give her the once-over.


  She was a pretty little thing, Jake thought. Brown, shoulder-length hair, pretty face, small, pert breasts thrusting out against her red, calico dress. And just maybe, he might get a chance to see what was underneath that dress if he played his cards right, he told himself.


  Then as he smiled, she scooted down the bed, dragging her dress up under her with her long, slender legs silhouetted under her petticoat. She continued to scoot down until Jake got a glimpse of a red silk bow that adorned the leg hole of her pink satin pantaloons that reached almost down to her knees…


  “You like?” she audaciously asked, standing up and brushing her dress back down.


  “Very much,” Jake chuckled.


  “Good,” she giggled. “You know, I think we’re going to get along just fine.”


  “I hope so,” he said, realizing that there was nothing shy about Missy.


  “We will,” she said, brushing by him on her way to the door. “I just know we will. Well…wash up and come on up to the house.”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, watching her sweet, young ass swinging back and forth under her swishing dress as she strutted across the courtyard.


  She reminded him of a wild, young filly, prancing and frolicking toward the house.


  Then he saw her look over her shoulder and give him another sugary smile just before she disappeared into the house. This looks like it’s going to be easier than I thought, he told himself…


  Ben never came up once in their conversation as they ate dinner. It was like he had never existed. It was all so weird, Jake thought, as he wiped his mouth with a napkin and pushed his plate away.


  “Well, Ma’am, I think I’ll go out and round up what cattle you have since you’re planning on selling the place,” Jake said, pushing his chair back and standing up.


  “I’m going into town and restock the pantry since we have another mouth to feed,” Martha smiled, as Jake stepped behind her to pull her chair out for her.


  As he did, he couldn’t help but admire the swell of her abundant bosom pushing up out of the bodice of her calico dress.


  “I’ll hook up the buckboard for you,” Jake said, as she stood up and turned to face him.


  “That would be nice,” she smiled, batting her eyes at him. “It certainly is nice to have a man around the house, isn’t it, Missy, Dear?”


  “Yes, it is, Mother,” Missy laughed softly, as she looked up at Jake and fluttered her eyes. “Yes, it is.”


  “Oh, just a minute,” Jake muttered, hurrying around the table to pull her chair out for her, too.


  “Why, thank you, Jake,” she simpered, stepping away from the table. “You’re such a gentleman.”


  “I should be back tomorrow around noon,” Martha said, as she started clearing away the dishes, “so I want y’all to behave yourselves.”


  “Uh, yes…uh, yes, Ma’am,” Jake blushed, as he looked over at Missy, who gave him a quick, discreet wink.


  “Yes, Mama, we’ll be good little boys and girls,” she giggled.


  Damn, this is too much to ask for, Jake told himself. His first night at the Carlson’s and he was going to get to spend it alone with hot, little Missy. She’d probably be on him like bees on honey the moment Martha left the way she was acting.


  Jake hurried out and hooked up the buckboard for Martha. Then, as he brought it up to the house, he saw both women standing on the porch waiting for him.


  Wrapping the reins around the brake, he hopped down and hurried over to the steps, as Martha jiggled down them. Taking her hand in his, he led her over to the buckboard and helped her up into the driver’s seat.


  “Now y’all behave yourself,” she tittered, unwrapping the reins and clucking the horses into a slow walk.


  “We will, Mama.” Missy innocently smiled down from the porch and waved as the wagon creaked along in obvious protest.


  Jake and Missy stood watching the wagon bump along until it disappeared around the bend.


  “Well, guess I’d better get them cows rounded up,” Jake said, turning and starting for the barn.


  “Supper’s at five, so don’t be late,” Missy said, smiling, then turned and swished into the house.


  


  ~~~


  Jake jerked the saddle off Diablo and tossed it onto the top rail of the stall. Throwing a couple more flakes of grass in the stall for him, he turned and hurried back over to the bunkhouse. With a quick look at his watch, he saw he had fifteen minutes to get cleaned up and make himself presentable for Missy. He took a quick washcloth bath and put on a set of clean clothes before he hurried up to the house.


  Hardly able to contain his excitement, he rapped on the door and stood waiting for her with his hat in hands.


  Then the door opened and there she stood.


  “Well, hello, Cowboy,” Missy said, smiling. “Come on in, I’ve been waiting for you.”


  Jake wasn’t used to dealing with women as forward as the Carlson women. Hell, admit it, he told himself; he wasn’t used to dealing with women period, except for his Mom.


  “Uh, thanks,” he grinned back at her, and sheepishly stepped inside.


  She took his hat and hung it on the hat-rack.


  ‘Steak and potatoes okay?” she asked, taking his hand and leading him back to the table.


  “Sure,” he said.


  “Well, have a seat,” she said, twirling, making her long, calico dress flare out around her long, slender legs…


  After supper, they sat across from each other chatting.


  “It gets awful lonely out here on the prairie for a girl, you know,” she smiled at him, batting her eyes. “When I was back east, before I came out her, there was always something to do.”


  “When did you come out here?” he asked, taking a sip on his coffee.


  “When I was eighteen. I was living back with my father’s parents, but he decided he wanted me out here. I didn’t want to come. And when I got out here, I found out why he wanted me out here…he was a bad man, Jake.”


  “Oh,” Jake muttered. “Sorry.”


  “It wasn’t your fault,” she told him. “He didn’t treat me and Mama very good.”


  “Why…why didn’t you leave and go back to his parents?”


  “He told me that he would come and get me…and…and beat me to death,” she sniffed.


  “What? Why? Why didn’t your mother do anything?”


  “He made her the same endearing promise. So we were sort of prisoners here. He made sure there were no guns around and he never let us go anywhere. It was horrible.”


  “Sorry…sorry you had it so bad…” Jake said, now even more gratified that he had taken things into his own hands with Ben.


  “He made…he made us do terrible things,” she sniffed, dabbing her nose with a small, silk kerchief.


  “Wish I had known…maybe I could have done something to stop him,” Jake muttered, watching tears slowly trickle down her blushing cheeks.


  “There was nothing that could stop him. He was a horrible, evil man,” she told him. “I know I shouldn’t tell you this…but I’ve got to tell someone. He…he made my mother and me do…do things to…to each other.”


  “Things? What kind of things?” Jake asked, glancing down at the swell of her small breasts jutting out against the bodice of her calico dress.


  It was then that he realized that the black ribbon she had been wearing earlier was gone.


  “You know…sex…sex things,” she sniffled. “He would make my mother and I…uh…kiss…kiss each other down there and…put…put things in each other. He was a monster. And he…he would make…make me do…do it with him. And make…make mother watch while he…he did it to me and…and make me watch…watch while he did it to her. I hated him so much…”


  Jake stood up and quickly strode around beside her. Dropping to his knees beside her, he gently pulled her into his arms.


  “I’m so sorry,” he whispered. “So sorry…”


  “I’m so all alone,” she wept, wrapping her arms around him. “I just want to be loved by a man. Not…not used…not used like he did…”


  Then their lips touched. Softy, at first but growing more insistent with each passing moment, they kissed passionately for several long moments before their lips finally parted.


  “Jake, Jake…will…will you make love to me?” she asked, tears still staining her soft cheeks.


  “Yes, yes,” he choked out…


  Jake couldn’t remember how they got upstairs to her room, but suddenly he suddenly found himself standing watching her slip off her calico dress.


  It was obvious to Jake that the Carlson’s were a much more affluent family than his family. Even Missy’s bed had a store-bought mattress on it, unlike the straw-filled tick that he slept on. And she had her own room…


  Jake started to unbutton his flannel shirt as Missy let the dress drop to the floor. As she did, Jake’s eyes flew down to her bare bosom. As he stared down at her pretty breasts, Missy lifted her hand above her head and thrust her small, pert breasts out at him.


  “They’re tiny…tiny compared to my mother’s,” she said, as Jake let his shirt drop to the floor.


  “They’re beautiful,” Jake gushed, openly staring at them. “They look so soft and delicate.


  “Come…come touch them,” she said, a smile finally playing across her lips.


  His boots made loud thumping sounds as he shuffled over to the bed where she sat. Stopping in front of her, he tentatively reached down and gently cupped the soft cups of pliant flesh.


  “They’re so soft,” he murmured, as he ran his fingers over the baby-soft skin.


  Then he felt her fingers on his belt buckle.


  “It feels so good to have a man touch them gently,” she sighed. “He was so rough when he pawed them.”


  She slowly spread his breeches apart and let them go slithering down his legs. As she did, he delicately fingered her little nipples to hardness.


  “That feels good,” she murmured, running her fingers over the bulge of his cock as it hid inside his cotton drawers.


  “So does that,” he said, gently pinching her little nipples and rubbing them between his fingers and thumbs.


  She quickly found the ends of the string that held his drawers up with her fingers. Then looking down at her hands, she pulled and watched his drawers go sliding down his legs.


  “Oh,” she murmured, seeing that Jake’s cock was already standing at attention, eagerly awaiting orders from him.


  Wrapping her arms around his waist, she pulled him against her, trapping his hands on her breasts and his big cock between her tits. She held him for several moments before she slowly released her hold and leaned back. As she did, she leaned down and gave his big, hard cockhead a soft, lingering kiss.


  Stepping back, Jake stepped over and sat down beside her. Bending down, he jerked his boots and breeches off. As he did, he saw her stand and let her petticoat slip down to the floor.


  Pausing for a moment, he ran his eyes down over her body. What he saw amazed him. She…she didn’t have any hair there…. How come she didn’t have any hair? His mother had a whole bunch. Maybe she wasn’t old enough to have hair down there… Whatever the reason, he giddily thought, it was sexy…


  “Uh…how…how come you don’t have any, any hair down there?” he asked her, hoping he wasn’t making a complete fool out of himself as he gawked at her small, dangling pussy-lips.


  “My…my father…he…he made my mother and me shave each other so we wouldn’t have any hair around it. It was all for him,” she murmured.


  But Ben had been gone for quite a while, now. Why hadn’t her hair started to grow back? Unless…


  He couldn’t take his eyes off it. He had never seen anything so pretty. It was so fragile and precious. Unlike his mother’s big, fleshy lips, Missy’s pussy-lips were small, almost childish, as they drooped down from the hairless mound of her pussy.


  “You…you shave your mother’s…uh…you’re mother’s pus…pussy, too?” he asked, amazed that Martha would let her daughter use a razor on her pussy. “Isn’t that a little dangerous?”


  “Uh…no…not if you’re real careful,” Missy said, running her hand down and covering her bald pussy. “You don’t like it?”


  “What? No, no, I like it. I love it. It’s about the sexiest thing I ever saw,” he blurted out.


  Seeing that he didn’t find her shaved pussy objectionable, she moved her hand away from it and wrapped her hand around his jutting cock.


  “It’s big,” she smiled, looking up at him.


  “As big as his?” Jake foolishly asked.


  “No!” she said, a look of anger clouding her face for a moment. “Please, let’s not talk about him anymore.”


  “Uh…okay,” Jake muttered, realizing just how unfeeling his question was. “I’m sorry…”


  “I just don’t want him in the same room with us anymore,” she sniffed, giving his cock a rough squeeze.


  “You’re so pretty,” he told her, reaching out and gently running his hand down over her soft, silky thigh.


  “Mmmm,” she murmured.


  Finally over the shock of her hairless pussy, he was able to give her shapely body an exploration. She was almost elfin, he thought. Her long, mahogany hair glinted softly in the light of the kerosene lamp setting on her nightstand. Her face had a pixyish quality, with its upturned nose and warm, sultry eyes intimately returning his stare. His eyes drifted downward, savoring their journey over her small, jutting breasts to her narrow, almost boyish waist and caressing the flare of her hips. Dropping his eyes lower and lower, he let them drift down her long, shapely legs before he returned them to the fascinating allure of her smooth, hair-free pussy.


  Taking her soft, little hands in his, he gently pulled her down onto the bed beside him.


  Pulling her to him, they kissed and fondled for the longest time as time seemed to melt away. Kissing with tender intimacy, their caresses slowly grew more and more demanding.


  Finally, Missy gasped and pulled away from him.


  “Now, now, please,” she panted, rolling over onto her back and throwing her legs wide apart. “In me. Put it in me…”


  Jake was up between her long, slender legs in a heartbeat, as he looked down into her lust-filled eyes staring back up at him.


  Lowering his hips, he felt her hot fingers guide his impatient cock down into the hot, wet opening between her legs. Trying to contain his excitement, he delicately eased forward, threading his big cock down into the slippery, juice-coated opening of her vagina. Piercing the fragile opening, he eased his cock down into it, letting its velvet softness caress and clutch at his cock as it dipped deeper and deeper into the clenching heat.


  Their lips touched again and sparks flew as Jake felt his belly nudge up against the hairless smoothness of Missy’s cunt. Kissing her softly, Jake began to slowly work his cock in and out of her tight little pussy-hole. He had thought his mother’s pussy was tight, but Missy’s cunt fit him like a velvet glove. Lifting his mouth from hers, he ran his tongue over his lips, savoring the tart taste of her spit as he continued to gently stroke his cock in and out of her.


  “So good,” she sighed, as they slowly fucked.


  As Jake rocked back and forth, Missy slowly raised her legs and eased her small, dainty feet up under his shoulders. Hooking her soft, round heels on his shoulders, she offered herself up to him completely. With her fragile little pussy thrust up at him, it allowed him to drive his cock into her all the way to the hilt on every stroke. Murmuring out her submission, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his mouth down onto her soft, yielding lips.


  Kissing him passionately, she opened her mouth and drove her tongue into his mouth. Then she began to tongue-fuck him with the same rhythm that he was driving his cock in and out of her hot pussy as she thrust her soft, little tits up against his chest.


  There could never be anything as exciting as fucking his mother, Jake giddily thought, but this was close.


  Finally, their lips parted as they gasped for air…


  “Oh, Jake, oh, Jake,” she gushed out, thrusting her upturned pussy up at his pistoning cock every time it dove down into her.


  Fucking her harder, Jake could feel his balls slapping up against her little, juice-smeared ass every time he plunged his cock back into the tight hole. Now the springs in her store-bought mattress began to creak and groan as he fucked her harder.


  “Jake…Jake…I’m gonna…gonna finish,” she panted, jerking her pert, little butt up and down insistently as Jake pounded his cock into her.


  “Come…come…come…on my dick…” Jake grunted, fucking her even harder.


  “Oh…yesss…commminggg,” she choked out as she began to tremble and quiver. “In me…keep it in me…”


  Driving his cock down into her as deep as he could, he held it buried in the clutching grasp of her pussy as she came. He could feel her hot cunt furiously grabbing at his cock, just like his mother’s did when she came. Eyes closed, face grimaced seemingly in agony, Missy came and came as Jake impatiently waited. It would be his turn soon enough, he thought as he felt the tension in her body slowly relent.


  “Oh, my,” she finally gasped. “That was so good…”


  Then as her eyes fluttered open and the grimace melted into a smile, Jake began to slowly work his hips back and forth again.


  “Who taught you to fuck so good?” she giggled, humping herself back at him.


  “Just…comes…naturally…” he lied, kicking up the pace another notch…


  “This…this is so…so different,” she bubbled. “So different…than…than with him…”


  “Good,” he grunted, as the load of cum in his balls began to bubble and boil. “Gonna cum…soon…”


  “Do…do it…do come…come in me…” she babbled, jerking her pussy up at him, taking him completely with every lunge.


  Then as he pounded his cock into her hot little pussy, she jerked her legs down and quickly wrapped them around his waist. The fire in his balls grew hotter and hotter as she roughly kicked her heels into his bounding ass.


  “Yeah…Baby…fuck me…fuck Missy hard…” she ordered him.


  “Unh-huh…Unh-huh…” he grunted, fucking her harder and harder.


  Then all at once, his cock exploded, shooting out a fiery gush of cum into her hot, sucking cunt.


  “Fuck…cominggg,” he gasped, shoving his cock down into her as deep and hard as he could.


  “Godddd…againnn,” she choked out, as her body trembled and shook in unison with his.


  Over and over again, his big cock jerked and spurted out gush after gush of hot, gummy cum into her gulping cunt. He wanted it to go on and on, but since his mother had stolen the first of his impatience earlier, now after a few volleys, his cock stopped firing and began to shrink.


  “Oh, oh, wasn’t it good for you,” Missy clamored. “You didn’t come very much…”


  “Oh…God…yes…yes, it was good for me,” he wheezed, trying to catch his breath. “Very good…”


  “But…but, you didn’t come very much…”


  “I…I…I already came once today,” he muttered.


  “Who? Where? You already went to town before you came here?” she jealously asked.


  “No…no…at…at home,” he said, hoping she would think he had jacked off.


  “At home? With your Ma?” she asked, as Jake backed his cock out of her pussy and rolled off her. “You did it with your Ma?”


  “Uh…no…no…I…uh…I did it with my hand,” he blushed.


  “Really?” she asked him, running her hand down to his withering cock.


  “Uh…yeah,” he lied.


  “Did you know…that he…he knew your…your mother, too?” she asked.


  Jake was stunned to find out that the girl knew about his mother and her father.


  “How? How did you know…know about them?” Jake mumbled.


  “He…he made her come over to our house one time,” she said. “While you and your Pa were out on a cattle drive. He…he made her spend the night with us. And made us watch while he did it to her. Did it to her in the…the…ass. And made her…her do sex things with me…me and Ma. God, how I hated him.”


  Jake couldn’t believe what he had just heard Missy tell him. His mother and Missy? His mother and Martha? And Ben…Ben had fucked her in the ass? As perverse and depraved as it was, Jake couldn’t stop the tickle of excitement sparking through he cock as he thought of his mother getting fucked in the ass right in front of Missy and Martha.


  “Oh,” Missy grinned as his cock gave a little twitch. “Does it excite you to think about your mother? Think about your mother getting fucked in the ass?”


  “Uh…uh…yeah…yeah, I guess so,” he muttered, as another tickle of electricity sparked through his cock.


  “Would you like to do it to your mother?” she asked, giving his cock a squeeze and feeling it harden.


  “Uh…you said that your father…he made you do things to your mother?”


  “Uh, yes…he made us kiss down there and put things in each other.”


  “What…what kind of things?” he asked her, blushing slightly.


  Leaning over, Missy pulled open the drawer to her nightstand and reached inside.


  Jake watched on as she pulled out two big, thick candles and held them up for him to see.


  “These,” she said, holding the two pink candles right in front of his face.


  “Oh,” he muttered, studying them and seeing that they had been molded into the shape of cocks.


  With them only inches from his nose, he caught a whiff of pussy intermingled with the scent of the wax. Which one, he wondered as another spark of excitement shot through his cock? Which one of the women had left the fragrance of their pussy juice on the fake cock? Missy? Martha? Or maybe even his mother?


  “You…you put one…one of those in your…your mother’s pussy?” he asked her, looking at the candle and then down to her hairless pussy.


  “Yes…yes, he made us…you know…made us fuck each other with them,” she angrily said.


  “Do you…do you still do it to each other…now…now that he’s gone?” he asked her.


  “Uh…yeah…yeah…every once in a while,” she mumbled, her face reddening.


  “So…what you’re saying is that you…you fuck your mother,” he smiled.


  “Uh…yeah…I guess so. Why?”


  “Well, so do I,” he admitted, reaching out and taking one of the candles out of her hand.


  “Really? You really fuck your mother?” she gasped, her mouth dropping open as she stared at him all googley-eyed.


  “Yeah. So I guess that kinda makes us alike,” he grinned, running the rounded tip of the candle down to her bald pussy.


  “Yeah, I guess so,” she snickered. “I guess that we’re both mother-fuckers.”


  “Yeah,” he laughed.


  “You want to put it in me?” she asked him, spreading her legs apart and reaching down to her pussy. “Put it in me and fuck me with it? Fuck me with it just like Mother does?”


  “Yeah…yeah…I want to fuck you with it. If you want me to,” he added.


  “Yeah, fuck me with it while I play with my clit,” she told him, fingering the little nub that was jutting out of its fleshy hood.


  As he inched the tip of the candle down to her pussy, she dropped the other candle and ran her other hand down to her pussy. With her fingers, she gently spread the soft, little lips of her pussy apart to reveal the oozing hole between them. As she did, Jake grinned and eased the pink tip of the candle in between the lips and down into her pussy.


  “All the way…put it in all the way,” she muttered, as he pushed the candle deeper and deeper into her cunt.


  “It’s an awful big candle,” he said.


  The candle had to be eight or nine inches long, he giddily thought. How can her sweet, little pussy take anything so big?


  “I can take it,” she murmured. “I took your big cock.”


  “Yeah…yeah…you did,” he said, as he began to ease the big, pink candle into her hot, sucking pussy, “but it’s bigger than my cock.”


  “It’s the same size as his was,” she muttered. “He made us make it the same size so he could see what it looked like when he fucked us…”


  The pink candle slid in deeper and deeper until only the base where he held it with the tip of his fingers remained outside.


  “Push it all in,” she told him, grinning and watching him.


  “Okay, if you say so,” he said, putting his forefinger in the center of the base and pushing it in until her small, delicate pussy lips closed down around his finger.


  “Damn,” he muttered, as he pulled his wet finger back out of her pussy. “I would never have believed you could take all of that thing in your sweet little pussy.”


  “Now watch,” she giggled.


  He heard her grunt softly and the base of the pink candle reappeared and slowly slithered out between her dainty pussy-lips.


  “Damn…is that sexy or what,” he groaned, watching more and more of the juice-coated candle ooze out of her pussy.


  Finally, when almost all of the fake peter was visible, it stopped.


  “Now fuck me with it,” she laughed.


  Quickly grabbing the slippery candle, he began to slide it in and out of her clutching pussy.


  He felt his own cock growing harder and harder as he watched the glistening candle sliding in and out of her oozing cunt. It was almost as exciting as watching her little cunt getting fucked by the candle as it was fucking her with his cock. And all the while he was working the candle in and out of her, she was frantically flicking her clit with her finger.


  After a few moments, he saw her glance down and see that his cock was recharged and ready once again.


  “Enough…enough of the candle,” she panted. “Give me the real thing. Fuck me again with your big cock…”


  Jerking the candle out of her juicy cunt, he tossed it aside and quickly pounced up between her outstretched legs.


  “Oh…yeah…Baby,” she cried out, grabbing hold of his cock and impatiently dragging it down to her cunt.


  The instant he felt the big, bloated head of his cock slide between her pussy lips, he grunted and lunged forward, driving his whole cock down into her in one plunge.


  “Fuck—Yesss,” she hissed, kicking her legs up into the air and kicking her heels into his ass.


  Thrusting herself up at him, she dug her claws into his ass and pulled him down into her as deep as she could.


  “Fuck me…fuck me…Cowboy,” she muttered, jerking her cute, little butt up and down as she fucked his hard cock.


  “Yes, Ma’am,” he grunted, snapping his ass up and down as he furiously reamed her with his big cock.


  The bed creaked and groaned as the two teenagers frantically fucked atop it. Grunting and groaning, they both fucked each other as hard as they could while their sweat-coated bellies wetly slapped together. Jake knew that he couldn’t keep up the maddening pace for long. And he could feel his balls already tightening in preparation for another ejaculatory explosion.


  “Yes…Baby…yes…feel it…“Missy panted, as she shamelessly threw herself at him.


  The stinging contraction of his balls grew tighter and tighter with each ripping thrust down into her hot, clinging cunt.


  “FUCKCOMMMINNNGGGGG!” Missy screamed out, as her body began to jerk and twitch.


  Jake could see the muscles in her neck were clenched and jutting out as she strained to extract every last iota of pleasure from the orgasm that was crackling through her body.


  Then suddenly his own orgasm came spewing up out of his jerking, spurting cock.


  God, he loved to come, he giddily thought, as his cock continued to spurt out its hot, creamy load into Missy’s clutching cunt. But this time, it was over much too quickly, as his supply of cum was greatly depleted by the two cunts that had sucked him dry today.


  “Damn, it feels so good to come in your hot pussy,” he gasped, as the last tickle of pleasure ran through his cock.


  “Unh-huh…” Missy grunted, as the muscles in her graceful neck began to relax…
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  Chapter Six – Sausage and Gravy


  Jake woke to the delightful fragrance of Missy’s hot pussy filling his nostrils. Slowly opening his eyes, he grinned when he saw her bald pussy hovering just above his lips.


  “Breakfast, Cowboy,” she laughed, lowering the dainty little lips of her pussy down onto his mouth.


  “Umm-huh,” he muttered, flicking out his tongue and running it over the soft, smooth flaps of dangling flesh.


  Looking up over the hairless jut of her mons to her small, jiggling breasts, he felt her maneuver her little clit down onto his lips and tongue. Flicking the nub of flesh with the tip of his tongue, he heard her groan out her appreciation.


  Reaching up, he cupped her boyish ass in his hands and pulled her clit onto his tongue. Licking and lapping at the squirming little bud, he saw her lean forward and grab hold of the headboard. Holding on to it with her hands, she began to work her boyish hips back and forth, gently rubbing herself against his ;lips as he eagerly attacked her clit with his tongue. Her hips slowly rocked back and forth as she fucked his face with her pussy. Still squeezing and fondling her soft, smooth ass, he ran a finger down into the crack of her ass. Exploring the cranny, he found the wrinkled pucker of her little asshole with the tip of his finger.


  “Unnn,” she murmured out, as he delicately fingered the little rumple of wrinkled flesh.


  Still running his tongue over her clit, he ever-so-gently began to push the tip of his finger against the pout of her hot asshole. Then, as he pictured Ben fucking his mother in the ass, a jolt of electricity tore through his rapidly hardening cock. Pushing harder, he finally felt the tip of his finger force open her clenched asshole.


  “Unh…unh…unh…“Missy grunted, as the jerky movement of her hips grew more and more frantic.


  Pushing harder, Jake continued easing his finger into her clutching asshole until he had it in up to the first knuckle…then the second…and finally he had his whole finger buried inside her ass.


  “Oh…oh…come…come…commminnggg,” she moaned out, as her whole body began to shake and shiver.


  Dropping her hands down from the headboard, she grabbed him by the hair and roughly shoved his face up into her cunt as it wetly pattered up and down on his lips.


  Keeping his finger thrust up her asshole, he felt her hips bobbing and jerking as she roughly humped herself into his face. As she did, her hot juices poured out of her spasming pussy, coating his mouth and chin with its hot stickiness. There was so much of it, it dripped down over his chin and ran down his neck. On and on it went as she continued to shiver and shake while animal-like sounds spewed from her mouth.


  At last, she gave out a little gasp and rolled off him, jerking his finger out of her asshole, as she flopped down onto her back beside him.


  “Damn…” she muttered, as Jake quickly threw the covers back and struggled up to his hands and knees.


  As he did, he saw her smile and spread her legs apart, but he quickly crawled up over her with his big, hard cock pointing straight at her pouty lips.


  “Your breakfast, now,” he laughed, lowering his hips until the purple head of his cock was resting on her lips and his butt nudged down against her tits.


  “Sausage and gravy…what a delightful breakfast,” she giggled, flicking out her little, pink tongue and licking it across the head of his cock.


  “A special gravy…my balls made just for you,” he smirked, pushing his cock into her mouth.


  She hungrily attacked his cock with her lips and mouth. Roughly sucking and pulling on his peter with her pouty lips, she toyed with his big, dangling balls with her fingers. Looking down at her pretty face, he lowered his hips and watched her suck more and more of his cock into her gluttonous mouth until she had almost all of it inside her mouth. He felt his cock’s big head nudge up against the back of her mouth as her throat clutched and she made a little gagging sound. Raising his hips, he pulled his cock back ever-so-slightly as she continued to suck and pull on it with her lips and mouth.


  Then, as she ravenously devoured his cock with her hot mouth, he felt the fingers of one hand tickle their way over his balls and up onto his ass. Was she…was she going to do the same thing to him he had done to her, he wondered, as he felt her hot, little fingers exploring the crack of his ass. Pausing in his attack on her mouth, he waited to see what she was up to while she kept on sucking and pulling on his cock with her mouth. A sparkle of excitement shot out of his ass and into his cock as he felt a fingernail tickle across the pucker of his clenched asshole.


  Just the touch of her fingernail on his asshole had primed his cock and it wasn’t going to be much longer before it blew. Just then as his hips began to jerk erratically, he felt a sharp, stinging lance of pain jolt through his ass as she drove her whole finger into his asshole.


  Suddenly, he felt a jolt of electricity flash through his cock as it jerked and shot out a huge spurt of thick, creamy cum into her hot, sucking mouth.


  “Oh…fuck…fuck…fuck…commmnnn,” he cursed, as his cock jerked and jumped, filling her mouth with its frothy load.


  Jake felt like her finger had gone through his ass and was now lodged inside his spurting cock as it emptied its creamy load into her mouth.


  Gradually, the spasms of pleasure tearing though his cock began to weaken and wane until they finally died altogether.


  Groaning, he slowly raised his hips and dragged his spit-coated cock back out of her beautiful mouth. As the head of his dripping dick cleared her lips, she flicked out her pink tongue and ran it around her lips.


  “Maybe, I’ll have sausage and gravy every morning,” she giggled, reaching up and tickling his dangling peter with her fingernails, “cause that was certainly tasty…”


  


  ~~~


  Jake was out rounding up strays when he saw Martha returning from town in her buckboard. Although Missy had just about worn him out the night before, he still found himself wondering what Martha would look like naked.


  While everything about Missy was dainty and petite, Martha was built on a grander scale. The way her big tits filled out her dress…one of her tits was probably bigger than both of Missy’s little joys put together.


  Then, he saw her wave at him and he waved back. Wonder, if she’ll make a move on me, too? I hope so. Wouldn’t it be something to get the two of them into bed at the same time? I could fuck one of them while she played with the other one—damn, that’d be exciting, he told himself, as a jolt of energy flowed through his cock.


  Jake finished up around three and headed back to the bunkhouse. He was just washing up when Missy came skipping in.


  “Hi, Cowboy,” she giggled, prancing over to where he stood and rubbed his cock through his pants. “How’s he hanging.”


  “You ‘bout wore him out last night,” he grinned, groping at one of her breasts through her dress.


  “Oh, I bet he’s got a couple more left in him,” she coyly smiled, “but I guess I won’t get to find out…tonight.”


  “Oh…why not?” he asked as she stepped back away from him.


  “Mom said she ran into Clementine Jacobs in town,” Missy told him, “and she invited me to spend the night with her, tonight.”


  “Oh,” Jake said. “You want me to saddle you a horse?”


  “If you wouldn’t mind,” she sweetly smiled, leaning over and giving him a peck on the cheek.


  “Sure. I don’t mind,” he told her.


  “Now I want you and Mom to behave yourselves tonight,” she laughed, giving him a knowing wink as she spun around and went skipping out of the bunkhouse.


  Jake saddled up Ben’s paint and brought it up to the house. Tying it to the hitching rail where he had tied it when he brought Ben home, he considered all that had happened since that time. He’d killed Ben…fucked his own mother…fucked Ben’s daughter…and now he might even get to fuck Ben’s, poor, grieving widow…ha. Seemed that he was definitely following in the man’s footsteps, he thought.


  Just then, Missy came bursting out of the house.


  “Hey, Cowboy,” she giggled, rushing down the steps and grabbing the reins of the horse.


  Untying them, she leapt into the saddle and looked down at him.


  “Now remember what I said,” she laughed, giving him another suggestive wink. “You and Mom behave yourselves tonight.”


  “Okay, we will,” he grinned, watching her spur the horse into a gallop, as she tore down the road with her long, mahogany hair streaming out in the wind behind her.


  Jake stood watching until she finally disappeared around a bend in the road.


  Just as she did, Jake heard the door open behind him.


  Turning, he saw Martha step out onto the porch. She was wearing a long, flowing robe as she padded barefoot across to the railing and looked down at him.


  “Well,” she said, smiling at him, as her long fingers toyed with the belt of her black robe, “it looks like we’re finally all alone…just the two of us.”


  “Uh…yes…yes…Ma’am,” Jake nervously muttered, suddenly feeling a strange sense of intimidation.


  He had never felt so childish in his whole life. He felt like he was about to pee in his pants as he stared up at her. She wore her short, blond hair up over her ears and now sported a dark beauty mark on her left cheek. Jake had never seen a woman with a beauty mark, except some of the girls who worked at the Hanging Man Saloon.


  And she was just about the prettiest woman he’d ever seen. Maybe that was why he felt so jittery. What would a pretty woman like her see in him anyway? Why, he was still a kid, and she could probably have any man she wanted.


  “Would you like a cup of coffee?” she purred down at him as he stood quaking in his boots.


  “Uh…uh…I…yes…I…uh…okay,” he muttered foolishly, feeling like a little kid.


  Giddily, he watched her turn and step back across the porch, her hips seductively swishing from side to side under the thin gown.


  “I…I already got…got my chores done,” he stupidly mumbled, not knowing what else to say.


  “Good. But maybe I don’t think you’ve done all your chores,” she laughed over her shoulder.


  Oh, God, I think I’m in love; I’ve never had any woman effect me like this. I think I’m gonna come in my pants, he groaned to himself, glancing down at the big bulge sticking out from the front of his breeches.


  God, she has to be able to see it. She’ll know that I’ve got a hard-on, he told himself, stepping up onto the porch and fearfully following her into the house.


  “Would you like a little whiskey in your coffee?” she smiled at him, walking across the room to a shelf that held several bottles of liquor.


  “Uh…yeah…uh…sure…” he grunted.


  “So,” she said, taking down a bottle from the shelf. “Did you and Missy have fun last night?”


  “Uh…yeah…uh…just…talked…just ate supper…and…and went to…uh…bed…I mean…in the bunkhouse…me…me, I mean…” he guiltily stammered.


  “Oh?” she softly laughed, pouring a dollop of whiskey into each cup and then topping them off with splashes of dark, steaming coffee. “That’s not what Missy said.”


  “Uh…oh…what…what did she say?” he timidly asked, as she stepped across the room and handed him his cup of the spiked coffee.


  “She said that y’all spent the night in bed all right,” she smiled, casually taking a sip of her coffee as she watched him over the lip of the cup, “but it wasn’t out in the bunkhouse.”


  “Uh…I’m sorry…I…I…didn’t know…uh…” he muttered, his sentence dying a merciful death before he could finish it.


  “Sorry for what?” she said, stepping over and running her hand down to the jutting bulge sticking out in the front of his trousers. “She’s nineteen. She knows what she wants. Can’t blame her for that.”


  “Uh…oh…” he mumbled, as she rubbed his cock through his pants.


  “She knows a good ‘thing’ when she sees one,” she laughed, gently squeezing his cock. “And she said that this one is a good ‘thing’.”


  “Gosh…Ma’am, I don’t know what to…uh…say,” he stammered, looking down at her hand as she continued to rub and grope his cock through his breeches.


  “Nothing to say,” she laughed, stepping back and walking over to the table.


  Jake nervously watched her as she set her coffee cup down on the table and then turned to face him.


  “I taught Missy to take what she wants,” she said, plucking at the belt of her gown, “and I do the same thing. And right now, I want you…”


  As she spoke, she peeled open her gown to reveal the tiny blue, satin bustier she wore underneath it.


  The Carlson women certainly weren’t shy when it came to men, Jake crazily thought as he stood gawking at her. Jake couldn’t take his eyes off her as she stood smiling at him. With a quirky smile on her lips, she held one hand in front of her big tits that were bulging out of the top of the skimpy bustier. Her other hand was shoved down between her legs, hiding her pussy from him. And she wasn’t wearing any pantaloons.


  “Why don’t you show him to me,” she smiled, slowly peeling the gown back over her shoulders.


  When her hand moved away from her pussy, Jake’s eyes shot down between her long, shapely legs to it. And sure enough, it was just as bald and smooth as Missy’s pussy was. But there the similarities ended. Missy’s small, delicate pussy was almost prepubescent in comparison to her mother’s bold, meaty, heavy-lipped cunt.


  “Missy says you like pussies without any hair,” she laughed, running her hand down and fingering her big, bulging clit.


  “Yes…yes, Ma’am,” he was finally able to choke out.


  “That’s good,” she said, looking down at the bulge in his pants. “Well, I showed you mine, now show me yours.”


  “Uh…I…I…okay,” he mumbled, trying to keep his hands from shaking and spilling the coffee, as he set his coffee cup on the cupboard.


  Timidly, he reached down and unbuckled his belt. Then with numb fingers, he fumbled with the buttons until he finally unbuttoned his pants and let them drop to the floor. Glancing back up at her, he saw that she was still fingering her clit as she watched him with an amused smile on her lips. He could see that her eyes were on the impressive lump inside his drawers as he pulled the ends of the string holding his drawers up. As the knot unfurled, his drawers skittered down his legs revealing his big, hard cock, jutting straight up, ripe and ready.


  “Missy was right,” she said, slowly walking toward him. “It is a nice one.”


  Stepping up to him, she wrapped her arms around him and planted a wet, kiss right on his lips. Jake didn’t know what to do as he stood letting her drive her tongue down into his mouth while he foolishly stood with his arms hanging down at his side.


  Finally, he came to his senses and reached around her, cupping her big, round ass in his hands as she hunched her pussy against his rock-hard cock.


  Frenching her hot tongue into his mouth, she grabbed hold of his ass, too, and dug her sharp fingernails into it, pulling his hard cock up against her pussy.


  Finally, she broke the kiss and stepped back. Then with a soft snicker, she grabbed hold of his cock. Tugging on it, she pulled him along behind her as she started for the stairs. Stumbling along behind her, Jake was finally able to shuck off his britches and drawers before he tripped and broke his neck.


  Then they were in her room, standing by her bed as he bent down and frantically pushed off his boots. Standing back up, he saw that she was already lying in bed with her long legs spread apart. And she was fingering her big, hard clit again as she waited for him.


  Jake stared down between her legs at the big, meaty rift staring back at him, as she raised her hands up invitingly.


  “Come on…Cowboy…climb on,” she said in a deep, sultry voice, “climb on and let Martha give you the ride of your life…”


  That wouldn’t take much, he dizzily thought. He only fucked two other women. But she would have to go some to beat the excitement of fucking his mother, though.


  As he crawled up between her legs, she kicked them straight up into the air. Watching her point her red-tipped toes up at the ceiling, he leaned down over her, resting his chest on the back of her thighs. Pushing her legs down against her bulging breasts, he felt her hot fingers find his cock and quickly guide it down to the meaty gash impatiently waiting for him between her beautiful legs.


  “I like it hard and deep, Cowboy,” she growled, as Jake grunted and drove his cock down into the clutching depths of her pussy.


  “Yes, Ma’am,” he muttered, and immediately began pounding his cock in and out of her tight pussy.


  “Yeah…yeah…like that…Cowboy,” she panted, furiously milking his cock with her pussy, as it sloshed in and out of her juicy hole. “Ride ‘em Cowboy…”


  With her long legs pinned back against her tits, her pussy was tilted up and completely vulnerable to his assault, as he pounded away at it with his cock.


  “Fuck me…Cowboy…fuck me with that big cock of yours,” she muttered out, thrusting herself back up at his pounding attack. “God, I love your big Cowboy cock.”


  Her dirty talk was adding fuel to the fires raging down inside his flopping balls as he roughly fucked her. This is what it would be like to fuck one of the girls in town, he coarsely thought, as she rudely spewed out more and more vulgarities. She’s cursing like a whore and fucking like one, too…I guess…but I can’t really say, since I ain’t never fucked a whore ‘fore…except my mother…


  “Ram it in…ram that big cock into my hot pussy,” she growled out, clutching and grabbing at his cock with her tight pussy. “Ram it in hard and deep…harder…deeper…”


  Jake was already fucking her as hard as he knew how and he knew that he wasn’t going to last much longer. Missy had kept him fucking most of the night last night and now he was rapidly tiring as the fires in his balls grew hotter and hotter.


  “Fuck me, Cowboy…fuck me hard and make me come…make me come on your big…big, fucking cock,” she squealed out, slamming her pussy up against him as he pounded his cock into her.


  “Come…come…come…” he gasped out, working his cock in and out of her furiously.


  “Make…make me come…me come…make me come,” she wheezed, pulling his face down between her calves and planting a deep, thrusting kiss on his lips then pushing him back. “MAKE ME COME…”


  “Trying…trying…trying,” he grunted back at her, fighting to keep the impending explosion bottled up inside his slashing balls.


  “Yes…yes…there…that…that’s it…yes…ahhhfffucckkkk…cominggg…” she groaned out.


  Her face froze into an agonized grimace as she began to shake and shiver. Then her cunt imploded down around his pistoning dick, strangling it within its inflamed tightness.


  “Oh…FUCK…yes…” Jake cursed, as his balls erupted and spewed out a giant gusher of steaming semen into her hot, convulsing cunt.


  Holding his spurting prick buried in the hot clutches of her sucking pussy, he looked down on her grimacing face, wondering what it must feel like for her. He knew that there was nothing in the whole, fucking world that felt better than coming…for him. It was just the most fucking, fantastic feeling you could ever imagine. His cock was so sensitive it could feel everything from the mushy heat of her vagina wrapping itself around his erupting cockhead up to the tight ring of the opening of her pussy clutching at the base of his shaft. It was such an incredible feeling, he wished it would never stop.


  But, as with all good things it did, as he lay atop her panting and gasping for breath.


  “That was something else, Cowboy,” Martha grinned up at him from between her legs, “but you just about wore this old hoss out. So if you would be so kind as to dismount and let her put her tired old bones back where they belong…”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” he grinned down at her, slowly backing his dying dick out of the cum-drenched channel of her pussy and pushing up off her…
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  Chapter Seven – Shaving It


  Jake woke to the chirping of birds outside the window, as he felt the bed shudder under him. Looking over, he saw Martha standing beside the bed smiling down at him.


  Reaching down under the bed, she pulled out a brass thunder-bucket. With a brazen smile, she dropped her butt down onto it.


  As Jake watched her, he heard the oddly intimate sound of her pee splashing down into the bucket. He had never seen a woman pee before and it was strangely titillating to listen to her pee splattering into the bowl.


  Finally finishing, Martha quickly stood up and dabbed herself with the tip of the sheet.


  “You need to go?” she asked him.


  “Uh…no…uh…not right now,” he bashfully grinned, a slight blush coloring his cheeks.


  Smiling down at him, she picked up the mug and with a quick jerk tossed the amber liquor out the window. As she did, Jake heard a din of squawking from the chickens that had apparently been milling around out in the courtyard. Still smiling at him, she leaned down, her big tits jiggling delightfully as she set the bucket on the floor. Then, with the tip of her big toe, she pushed it back under the bed and strolled over to the cupboard that sat in the corner of the room.


  Jake watched her delightful derrière jiggle and shake as she strolled across the room.


  He saw her open the cupboard and take out a porcelain cup and a basin. Then she took out a straight razor and a little shaving brush like the one he and his father used. Setting the things down on her dresser, she picked up the basin and walked over to the door.


  “I’ll be back in a moment,” she said, stepping out of the room.


  Lying in bed, Jake wondered what she was up to. Did she want him to shave her? She had everything laid out like she was getting ready to shave. He didn’t know if he could shave her without cutting her. Looking down at his hands, he could see they were shaking the slightest bit just thinking about it.


  Suddenly, Martha came strolling back into the room wearing nothing but a big, happy smile. The little bustier was nowhere to be seen as Jake’s eyes shot down to her big, flopping breasts.


  “You have the most fabulous tits, Mrs. Carlson,” Jake muttered, eyeing the mountainous wonders.


  “Why, thank you, Jake,” she laughed, carrying the basin over to the nightstand by the bed and setting it down. “I think we know each other well enough to go by our first names, don’t you? You can call me, Martha…”


  “Uh…okay…uh…Mrs.…Martha,” he bashfully smiled. “What are you doing? Are you going to shave it again?”


  “No, you silly cowboy,” she laughed, “I’m going to shave you.”


  “What? What do you mean?” he asked, gawking at her in open-mouthed amazement and rubbing his fingers over the stubble on his chin.


  “Yes,” she said, picking up everything and walking toward the bed. “I’m going to shave off all the hair off around your big cock and balls.”


  “You won’t cut me or anything, will you?” he asked, watching her big, beautiful tits droop down below her as she leaned down and laid everything out on the nightstand.


  “Not if you’re still,” she laughed, turning around and going back for a towel.


  “Oh, I’ll be still, all right,” he muttered, watching her lovely ass jiggle and quiver with each step as she walked across the room again. “You can bet on that.”


  Hurrying back over to the bed, she quickly whipped up a foamy mixture of soap in the cup while Jake watched her big, heavy tits flounce and jump.


  “Okay, lean back and spread ‘em, Cowboy,” she finally smirked, holding up the little foam-covered shaving brush in her fingers.


  Jake leaned back and slowly spread his hairy legs apart. Then, he watched her spread the white foam all over his belly and balls.


  “That looks funny,” he smirked, when she stood up and put the brush back in the cup.


  “Yeah, it does, but not for long,” she said, taking the razor and dragging it back and forth on the leather strop that hung down from the nightstand.


  Then, she dropped to her knees on the floor between his legs. Reaching down to his half-hard cock, she lifted it into the air and quickly sucked it into her mouth.


  “I…I…I thought you…you were going to shave it,” he smiled, watching her hungrily devour his cock.


  Lifting her lips off his cock, she looked up at him.


  “It works better if it’s hard,” she told him, and dropped her lips back down to his cock.


  Nervously watching the hand that held the straight razor, he could feel the energy rapidly flowing into his cock. A few moments later, he saw that his cock was standing tall and proud, jutting up out of the white foam surrounding it.


  Martha lifted her mouth off his cock with a loud slurp.


  “Okay, here we go,” she said, taking hold of the head of his cock with the tips of her fingers. “Now, be still…”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” Jake gulped.


  Lowering the razor down to his belly, she slowly pulled it along his belly toward his cock. As it scraped along, it left a swath of smooth, hairless skin behind it. Reaching his penis with the razor, she angled it up and continued to shave him, moving a couple of inches up his thick cock.


  “Whew,” he wheezed, as she finished the swipe and wiped the shaving soap off the razor onto the towel lying beside his leg.


  Another swipe, then another, and another, Martha kept on until his belly and groin were as smooth and bare as her own hairless mons.


  “Now it’s your boys’ turn,” she smiled, pinching the loose skin of his scrotum and stretching it taut.


  “Please be careful with them,” he muttered, watching the razor scrape across the fleshy sac that held his balls. “I’ve grown awful partial to those boys over the years…”


  “I bet you have,” she laughed, “but I wouldn’t do anything to hurt them. Missy says that they can make up some right tasty gravy.”


  “Yeah, maybe you can have a taste of it when you get through shaving ‘em,” he leered at her.


  “We’ll see,” she grinned, continuing to shave the hair off his balls.


  A few moments later, his balls matched his groin in their obvious lack of pubic hair.


  Reaching over, she laid the razor down and dabbed the towel into the water basin. Jake looked on as she quickly wiped off what little foam there was left on his belly, dick, and balls.


  “Smooth as a baby’s butt,” Martha smiled, running her fingers over the smooth skin before standing up and gathering up all the stuff but the towel she had used to shave him.


  “Speaking of baby’s butts,” Jake grinned, reaching out and groping her soft, round ass, as she turned to carry the stuff back to the cupboard. “You have a very pretty one.”


  “Oh, really,” she laughed, quickly walking across the room. “You think so?”


  “Prettiest one I ever seen,” he grinned, watching her butt wiggle and jiggle.


  “Have you ever had one?” she asked over her shoulder, as she put the shaving tools away.


  “Uh…you mean…uh…” he foolishly muttered, as she walked over to the window and pitched the soapy water in the basin out through it.


  “Have you ever fucked a woman in the ass?” she brazenly asked over the loud squawking of fleeing chickens out in the yard.


  “Uh…no…I…I never…uh…did it to a woman…that way,” he grunted, watching her put the basin back in the cupboard.


  “Want to try it?” she asked, standing with her legs spread and her fisted hands on her hips.


  “I…you mean you want me…me to fuck you in…in the ass?” he asked in disbelief.


  Jake remembered that Missy had told him that Ben had fucked his mother, Mary, in the ass. He hadn’t heard of any such thing before, but just the thought of watching Ben putting his cock in his mother’s asshole had excited him so much. And now, Martha was offering to let him do the same thing to her pretty ass. God, it was all so crazy.


  “Yeah,” she grinned, turning around and shaking her big butt at him. “I like it in the ass every once in a while.”


  “Fuck, that sounds so fucking…fucking…” he muttered, not knowing how to finish the sentence as he stared at her jiggling ass.


  “I’ll be back in a minute,” she laughed, flouncing over to the door and disappearing.


  Reaching down and stroking his cock, Jake kept it in a state of readiness for her as he impatiently waited.


  She was back within moments carrying a tin can and smiling mischievously.


  “What’s in the can?” he asked, watching her big tits jiggle as she came toward him.


  “Lard,” she laughed, leaning over and setting the can on the nightstand. “You didn’t think you could get that big thing of yours in my little asshole without a little help, did you?”


  “I don’t know,” he grinned. “Never done this before…”


  “Well, you’re about to do it, now,” she said, crawling up on the bed beside him.


  On her hands and knees, she turned around until her butt was facing him.


  “Still want it?” she asked him, wiggling her fleshy ass from side to side.


  “‘Bout the purtiest thing I ever seen,” he grunted, reaching out to it.


  Wrapping his hands around the soft, pliant flesh, he dug his thumbs in right by the crack and slowly spread the cheeks of her ass apart. Staring down at the wrinkled, little prune between the cheeks, he felt an overpowering urge to kiss it.


  Kiss her asshole, he asked himself? How crude could you get?


  “Still think it’s purty?” she giggled.


  “Purty enough to kiss,” he said, leaning toward her and dipping his mouth down between the big cheeks of her ass.


  “Ohhh, Lordy be…” she giggled, as he flicked out his tongue and delicately ran it around the puckered opening.


  Funny, he thought, it had an odd taste. A kind of sugary, pepperminty taste, exactly the opposite of what he thought it might taste like. It tasted like she had put something on it to make it…it…well, taste good. How had she known that he would kiss her there? Whatever, he giddily thought, spreading her ass-cheeks farther apart and tickling her tiny asshole with the tip of his tongue. Jake kept it up, teasing the little pucker of flesh until she finally leaned forward and pulled her asshole away from his mouth.


  “That feels so good, Jake,” she murmured, “but I want you to fuck it now.”


  “Uh…okay…yeah…” he muttered, letting go of her ass and struggling up onto his knees behind her beautiful, upturned butt.


  “Wait, Honey,” she told him. “Smear some lard on it and on your cock first.


  “Uh…yeah…I…uh…forgot,” he said, picking up the can.


  Jake slowly dug two fingers down into the creamy lard. Dragging out a big gob of the slippery substance, he reached out and gently spread the lard over the tightly puckered ring of flesh between her ass-cheeks. Then, he gently pressed the tip of his finger just inside the tight ring of muscles encircling her asshole. As he did, he felt her press back, her asshole relaxing a tiny bit and allowing his finger to slowly slip in through her anus.


  “Unh-huh,” Martha murmured, as Jake slowly moved his finger in and out of her ass, tenderly finger-fucking her tight asshole.


  “With your cock, Honey,” Martha finally panted. “Fuck me with your cock.”


  Jake eased his finger out of her bottom and saw her butt quiver, as he dug his finger down into the lard again. Taking the sticky stuff, he smeared it all over his jutting cock, making sure there was a generous amount on the big, tapered head of his cock.


  Finally, he wiped his hands on the towel and wrapped his fist around the base of his rock-hard cock. Brushing the tapered tip of his cock over the puckered circle of flesh between her buttocks, he nuzzled it up against the ring of taut muscles. Slowly he leaned forward a little, listening to a throaty moan escape from her lips as he slowly pushed and watched the tip of his cockhead stretch open the tight opening of her ass. Watching on in amazement and excitement, he saw the swollen head of his cock spreading the delicate opening wider and wider, as it dipped deeper and deeper into the tight, clenched opening. Then, as he paused for a moment, he felt the strangling tightness of her asshole relax the tiniest bit. Then he began to push and stop…push and stop…push and stop…giving her tight asshole a chance to loosen and take his cock inside.


  Suddenly, he saw the muscles in her thighs tighten. Then, all at once, she lurched back at him, as the barbed head of his big cock penetrated the tight ring of muscle and popped inside her.


  “Ahhh—finally…” Martha winced. “All of it…put it all in…”


  With a loud grunt, Jake hunched his hips forward and sent the rest of his big, thick cock stabbing down into the clutching tightness of her hot rectum.


  Then, as she grunted out encouragement, Jake began to leisurely slide his cock in and out of her hot, clinging asshole.


  “So God-damned tight,” he panted, working his cock into her ass faster.


  Watching his big, lard-coated cock sliding in and out of her asshole was just about the most exciting thing he had ever seen, he told himself. Almost as exciting as fucking his mother…almost too exciting, he thought, as he felt a fiery explosion building down inside his dangling balls.


  “Harder…harder…” she huffed out, rocking her butt back and forth in rhythm with his excited attack on her ass.


  “Unh-huh…yeah…harder…” he grunted, savagely pounding his cock in and out of her beautiful ass.


  “OH…God…God…yes…yesss,” Martha hissed, and slammed herself back against him, taking his whole cock down into the fiery core of her ass.


  Then, just as he felt her body begin to shake and tremble, he felt his cock stiffen and jerk. Hot, ropey spurts of cum spewed out of his dick and splashed onto the lining of her rectum. Clasping her hips in his hands, pulling her ass back against his belly, he continued to grunt and groan, as he emptied his load of semen into her bowels…


  Finally, the force and content of the jets of cum gradually subsided until they at last stopped altogether.


  “Fuck,” he cursed, as he felt her whole body go limp.


  Easing back away from her, he slipped his limp cock out of her cum-drenched hole and glanced down to watch a stream of his thick creamy semen ooze out of the widely-dilated opening of anus. Fascinated, he watched it dribble down between the unfurled lips of her empty pussy, as her asshole slowly shrunk back down to normal.


  “Damn, Cowboy, you sure know how to make a lady feel good,” she laughed, softly dropping down onto her belly.


  “Just trying to make myself useful,” he yawned, stepping back off the bed.


  “Gonna miss you when we go back east,” she murmured, flipping over onto her back and smiling up at him. “Maybe I’ll just have to take you with me…”


  “Ain’t never been back east,” he grinned down at her.


  “Well, we’ll see,” she laughed, reaching up and taking hold of his hand, pulling herself up to a sitting position. “But, pardon the pun, why don’t we take a bath and get all of this lard off us before Missy gets back…”


  




  Chapter Eight - A Visitor


  Thirty minutes later, the tin bathtub sat in front of the fire with wisps of steam rising up from it, as Martha and Jake stood looking down at it.


  “You first, Cowboy,” she said, smiling and pushing him toward it.


  “Whatever you say, Mrs. Martha,” he laughed, stepping into the warm water.


  “Ummm, just right,” he said, easing himself down into the warm water.


  As he sat, savoring the caress of the warm water on his skin, Martha grabbed a washcloth and a bar of soap. Standing on her knees by the tub, she leaned down over him and began to run the soapy rag over his body. While she did, Jake grabbed her big, floppy tits and began to squeeze and fondle them.


  “Damn, I love your big tits,” he grunted, toying with her big, bulging nipples.


  “Do you like Missy’s little titties?” she grinned, wrapping the rag around his limp cock and giving it a thorough cleansing.


  “Fuck…yes…I love titties…big titties…little titties…saggy titties…titties that stick straight out…big titties that hang down low…fat titties…tiny titties…” he grinned, tweaking her nipples, as she scoured his cock. “I just love titties…almost as much as I love pussies…”


  “I noticed that you showed a liking toward all of a woman’s parts,” she smirked, lifting the washcloth out of the water and draping it over the edge of the tub. “All of them…”


  “Yeah…all of yours…specially your hot ass,” he smirked.


  “I bet you did,” she giggled, standing up. “Done. You can get out now ‘cause it’s my turn…”


  “Thanks for the back rub,” he grinned, standing up and letting the water drip back down into the tub.


  “Here,” she said, handing him a towel with one hand and grabbing at his dangling cock with the other one.


  Pulling on his cock, she tugged him out of the tub and quickly stepped into the bubbly water.


  “Ummm,” she murmured, sinking down into the water.


  Then, as he toweled himself, Martha washed herself. As they did, they heard the loud clopping of a horse as it galloped across the courtyard and up to the barn.


  “Missy’s back,” Martha said, flopping the washrag on the edge of the tub and smiling up at him. “So bring that thing over here and let’s give her a surprise when she walks in.”


  “What…what do you mean?” he asked, looking down at her.


  “Straddle the tub and let me suck on your cock,” she said, motioning to him. “Hurry…”


  With a lecherous grin, Jake complied with her demands and straddled the tub. As he did, he shuffled forward until his limp prick dangled down in front of Martha’s pretty face. Scooting his feet farther apart, he lowered his cock down as she eagerly reached up and lifted his cockhead to her mouth.


  Then, with a loud slurp, she quickly sucked it into her mouth and began to work on it.


  Martha cupped his ass in one hand, slowly pushing and pulling on it as his hardening cock slithered in and out of her hot, sucking mouth. As Jake looked down at her, he saw her lift her other hand up and cup his dangling balls. Gently tugging and teasing them, she consumed more and more of his stiffening prick.


  Suddenly, they heard footsteps on the porch. Then the front door flew open and Missy came bursting in. Screeching to a halt, she stood staring at them with a mischievous little grin on her face.


  “My…my…my,” she laughed, her fingers flying up to her bodice. “I thought I told you two to behave…”


  As Martha let Jake’s half-hard peter slip out from between her lips, Missy began to unbutton her blue, calico dress.


  “Yeah, just like I told you two to not misbehave yesterday,” Martha laughed, and quickly sucked Jake’s cock back into her mouth.


  “You had any gravy, yet?” Missy giggled, her fingers quickly speeding down the front of her dress.


  Martha kept sucking, but shook her head from side to side as Jake slowly worked his hips back and forth, fucking her face.


  “Mighty tasty stuff,” Missy said, peeling her dress back over her shoulders and stepping out of it. “Trouble is, he ain’t no quick-draw McGraw and it takes a bit of coaxing to get him to cook it up…”


  “Well, it’ll probably take a bunch of coaxing, this time,” Martha said, backing her mouth back off his cock again. “‘Cause he used up a lot of the ingredients last night. Then, he gave me another big load of it through the back door this morning…”


  “Mommy, you didn’t,” chided Missy, as she pushed her petticoat down her long, slender legs. “You didn’t let him do you back there, did you?”


  “Yes, I did,” Martha declared, smiling up at him. “Poor thing said he had never had a piece of tail before, so I felt sorry for him…”


  “Better you than me,” Missy laughed, sitting down and unlacing the knee-high lace-up boots. “That’s a mighty big one to take up the ass…”


  “Yeah, but it hurt so good,” Martha snickered, sucking Jake’s big dick back into her mouth.


  Now naked, Missy stood up and slowly padded over to the tub where her mother was hungrily devouring Jake’s almost fully-hardened penis. Leaning down over the tub, she reached down into the water and grabbed hold of one of her mother’s shapely legs. Then with a huff, she slowly lifted it and draped it over the edge of the tub. Doing the same with her other leg, she quickly had her mother’s legs splayed out to the side, bent at the knees and hanging down beside the tub.


  “How many fingers?” she asked, dropping to her knees and shoving her hand down between her mother’s legs.


  Martha dropped Jake’s balls for a moment and held up two fingers, then cupped his big balls again.


  “Two it is,” Missy giggled, extending two fingers and easing them into her mother’s pussy.


  The water began to slosh and splash as Missy worked her fingers in and out of her mother’s pussy, much to her mother’s delight. And Jake’s cock had fully recharged as it stuck out straight and hard. Keeping his hips rocking back and forth, he fucked Martha’s mouth as she controlled the rhythm with her sharp fingernails.


  How fucking crazy is this, Jake thought, looking down at his big cock sliding in and out of Martha’s hungry mouth and then over to Missy who was bent over the tub furiously working her fingers in and out of her mother’s pussy.


  Then, Martha paused and tapped Missy on the shoulder and held up three fingers. Missy hesitated for a moment, extending out a third finger and quickly eased them back into her mother’s pussy.


  The water sloshed up nearly to the lip of the tub as Missy vigorously worked her hand back and forth, driving her fingers in and out of Martha’s hot hole. Jake continued to slowly fuck Martha’s pretty face as he felt a long, sharp fingernail find the pucker of his asshole.


  The Carlson women were really into the asshole thing, he giddily thought, as Martha tickled his asshole. First Missy sticking her finger in his ass, then Martha wanting him to fuck her in the ass and now Martha playing with his asshole…


  Then as he stared down at her, Martha dropped his balls again and held up four fingers. As she did, her daughter extended a fourth finger and shoved all four of her fingers into her mother’s cunt.


  Then, right there in the middle of their little ménage a trois, they heard footsteps on the porch.


  “Who the hell could that be?” Martha grunted, jerking her mouth back off Jake’s cock. “I didn’t hear anyone ride up.”


  “Hell, the water was making so much racket sloshing around, the army could have ridden up out front and we wouldn’t have heard it,” Missy said, pulling her fingers out of her mother’s pussy and pushing up off the tub.


  Then there was a timid, little knock at the front door as all three of them stared over at the door.


  “I’ll see who it is,” Missy said, reaching down, picking up her dress and spreading it out in front of her.


  Holding her dress in front of her, Missy hurried over to the door and slowly opened in a couple of inches.


  “Why…Mary…what…what brings you over here?” she asked through the crack.


  “I just came over to see how Jake was doing,” she said, through the crack.


  Mary? His mother? Jake wondered what she was doing over at the Carlson’s’ in the middle of the day. And what would she say when she caught Jake and the women in such a compromising position…


  “Well, come on in,” Missy grinned, throwing open the door for her. “As you can see Jake is doing fine. We were just in the middle of seducing him. But since you and him are on such good terms, I don’t suppose that will come as much of a surprise to you…”


  “Oh…dear…me,” Mary gasped, grinning and staring over at Jake and Martha.”


  As she did, Missy quickly reached up to her Mary’s big, tit-filled bodice and started unbuttoning her dress.


  “Of course, you’ll join us won’t you?” Missy giggled, continuing to pop the buttons open.


  “Morning, Mary,” Martha grinned, and loudly slurped Jake’s big, hard cock back into her mouth.


  “Uh…morning…uh…Mother,” Jake grunted, blushing as he stared over at his mother being undressed by Missy.


  “Uh…morn…morning…uh…Mar…Martha…morning…uh…Jake,” Mary choked out, staring down and watching Jake slowly sliding his cock in and out of Martha’s mouth.


  Then, with a mischievous grin, Missy pushed Mary’s dress back over her shoulder and her big, droopy tits spilled out into the open.


  Jake’s eyes dropped to his mother’s quivering and shaking tits, as Missy jerked her dress down Mary’s legs.


  “You have such big tits,” Missy said jealously, standing back up in front of her. “You and mother. And I have such tiny ones…”


  “But…such…such…pretty ones,” Mary smiled, reaching out and running her hands over Missy’s budding breasts.


  “I just wish they were bigger,” Missy complained, leaning forward and hooking her thumbs under the waistband of Mary’s petticoat, while Mary tickled the girl’s delicate nipples to hardness.


  “Just be thankful,” Mary said, cupping her giant tits. “Be thankful that you don’t have to lug these monsters around all the time.


  Then, Missy pushed her petticoat down her Mary’s legs, pushed Mary back into the big chair that sat by the door and bent down to unlace her boots. Within moments, all four of them were as naked as the day they’d been born.


  Martha suddenly spat out Jake’s spit-covered cock and pushed him away.


  “Next,” she muttered, splashing and struggling up to her feet.


  “Jake, stay where you are,” Missy giggled, prancing over to the tub. “I’ll take over where Mother left off.”


  “Why, Jake, when did this happen?” Missy laughed, running her fingers over Jake’s hairless groin.


  “This morning,” he snorted. “Your Mother did it to me.”


  “What? What?” Mary asked swishing over beside Missy as they both stared down at his bald belly and balls.


  “What? What happened to…to your hair?” Mary gasped gawking down at her son’s hairless groin.


  “Martha…Martha shaved it off,” he smirked. “Don’t you like it? I think it’s kinda sexy…”


  “Well…I never,” Missy said, slowly smiling at him. “Yeah…yeah…it is sexy.”


  “Why don’t we do yours, too, Ma?” Jake grinned.


  “I don’t know about that,” Mary said, still staring down at his shaved cock and balls. “Maybe some day…”


  Missy quickly slid down into the water and sucked Jake’s dick into her mouth while Martha toweled off.


  This is fucking crazy, Jake told himself, as he rocked back and forth watching Missy devour his cock with her hot mouth while his mother stood watching.


  Dropping the towel to the floor by the tub, Martha dropped to her knees on it, as Missy kicked her legs up and draped them over the edges of the tub.


  Lifting her hand up, Missy held up three fingers and her mother shoved her hand down between Missy’s legs.


  Just then, Mary padded around the tub and dropped to her knees, too. As Martha finger-fucked her daughter’s sweet, little pussy, Mary began to tease and torment Missy’s pretty tits, while Jake continued to fuck her face.


  This went on for several minutes until Jake felt Missy’s mouth lock down around the shaft of his cock, as he watched her begin to shiver and shake…


  After her orgasm, Missy splashed out of the tub, and Mary started to slide down under Jake.


  “Four,” she lewdly smiled at Martha and then kicked her legs up and draped them over the edge of the tub.


  Martha immediately shoved her hand down between Mary’s legs and slid all four fingers into Mary’s clutching cunt, as Missy dropped down and grabbed hold of Mary’s floating tits.


  “Ummm,” Mary murmured, as she slowly bent her son’s big dick down to her open mouth.


  “Oh, Jeez,” Jake muttered, as he watched his big, vein-encrusted penis slide in between his mother’s chapped lips.


  Already primed by Martha and Missy, Jake knew that his cock couldn’t stand much more, and the excitement of being sucked off by his mother already had the cum in his balls percolating…


  Reaching down, he clasped his hands around the back of his mother’s head. Holding onto her head, digging his fingers down into her long, reddish-brown hair, he began to jerk her head back and forth at the same time he humped his cock into her hungry mouth.


  “Gonna…come…come…in…in…your…mouth,” Jake choked out, over the loud splashing coming from where the other women were furiously working on his mother’s pussy and tits.


  Then he felt his mother’s fingernails dig into his ass, as she jerked him forward, sending the head of his big cock poking into her throat.


  “Fuck,” he grunted, as he felt his mother gag around his cock.


  The he felt his prick stiffen and begin to spurt thick, gelatinous gushes of cum straight down into her throat. Still gagging, she kept his hairless belly shoved up against her nose as his cock emptied its noxious load down her throat. Over and over again, his peter jerked and spurted more and more gummy cum out, until there was finally none left.


  Sensing his mother was fighting to breathe, he quickly jerked his cock back out of her mouth and throat.


  She took in a great, gasping breath, as she looked up at him and slowly ran the tip of her tiny, pink tongue over her chapped lips.


  “God, Mother, that was good,” he grunted, looking down at his drooping cock. “So damned good…”


  “Un-huh,” Mary said, nodding her head up and down.


  “Mary, this boy of yours is quite a find,” Martha panted, as she shoved her fingers in and out of Mary’s pussy with one hand and teased Mary’s clit with the fingers of her other hand.


  “Un-huh,” Mary grunted, resting her head back over the rim of the tub as she closed her eyes.


  Looking down at his mother, Jake shuffled forward, dragging his limp cock over her face as he did.


  As she felt his cock rub along her face, she opened her eyes and grinned up at him. Once off the tub, Jake turned around to watch the other two women attacking his Mother with their busy hands. He could see that his mother was tensing up for the final dash to the finish line, as she had her hands fisted around the lip of the tub. He also saw that his big, flaccid peter was dangling down just above his mother’s forehead, as she stared up at him. Taking a step forward, he maneuvered the big, bloated head of his cock down onto her lips. As he did, she quickly sucked it into her mouth.


  The water swirled and splashed, as Mary’s butt pattered up and down on the bottom of the tin tub. Missy’s hands were all over Mary’s tits, squeezing and pulling on them, her long slender fingers teasing and tormenting the big, swollen nipples as her mother jerked her hand back and forth furiously.


  Just then, Jake felt his mother spit his cock out, as she began to groan.


  “Comecomecommmnnnggg.”


  Her body shook and jerked for several long moments before she finally slouched down into the tub. Panting for breath, she looked over at the other women and tiredly grinned. Then she looked up at Jake and nodded, as he dropped his cockhead back down into her open mouth. Her lips closed down around the shaft of his cock just below its big, bloated head. Jake felt another spark of electricity tickle through his cock, as he felt her lips pulling on it while her tongue flicked back and forth across its head.


  “Let’s take this upstairs to a nice, soft bed,” Martha grunted, pulling her fingers out of Mary’s pussy and pushing herself up onto her bare feet.


  “Yeah,” Missy snorted, pushing up with her. “I want some more of Jake’s big cock.”


  “Okay,” Jake reluctantly said, pulling his cock out of his mother’s mouth.


  Reaching down, Jake helped pull his mother to her feet as the soapy water coursed down her body and dripped down off her mountainous tits.


  “Ma, does Pa know you’re over here?” Jake asked, as she stepped out of the tub and grabbed up the towel.


  “Naw,” she laughed, toweling herself off. “He heard about a good deal on some cows, so he hired a couple of cowboys from town and went to pick them up. He’ll be gone for three or four more days so I decided to come over and see how Martha and Missy were treating you…”


  “They’ve been treating me fine, Ma,” he drawled, grinning over at the two other women. “Mighty fine, indeed…”


  “Come on, let’s put the boy back to work,” Martha snickered, stepping across the room to the stairs.


  Jake watched her fine butt quiver and shake as she slowly climbed the stairs. Then he dropped his eyes to Missy’s cute, quivering butt as she followed her mother up the stairs. And finally, he studied his mother’s big, beautiful ass as it wiggled its way up the stairs behind the other two women…


  As he watched her ass, he stopped gawking when he saw all three women staring back down at him.


  “Damn, look at all them purty women,” he remarked, staring at them. “Makes things mighty hard on a man…”


  “Well, then, bring it up here,” Martha grinned down at him, cupping her big, drooping tits.


  Jake slowly started up the stairs admiring the uniqueness of each of the women. Martha, big-boned, with big tits and shapely body, smiled down at him then turned around to display her big, beautiful butt. Moving his eyes over to her daughter, petite Missy, he delighted in her pert, uplifted tits and her slender frame. Then to his pretty mother with her mountainous tits, stout frame and a delightful rear end. How could a guy ever get so lucky, to have these three beauties at his beck and call? I must have died and gone to heaven…


  Reaching the top of the stairs, he wrapped his arms around Martha and Mary and the four of them went frolicking down to Martha’s bedroom.


  “So, who’s first?” Martha asked, grinning expectantly.


  “Let’s see. Eany-meany-miney-moe…” Jake grinned, pointing to each woman as he spoke, “Catch a lady by the toe…eany-meany-miney-moe. Oh, hell, I can’t decide. I guess I’ll do you all at the same time…”


  “Huh,” Martha frowned. “How?”


  “All you ladies lay down on your back next to each other with your beautiful butts on the edge of the bed and I’ll take turns…”


  “You think it’ll work?” Martha grinned, crawling up onto the bed and flopping down on her back.


  “I hope so,” Jake giggled, watching Missy flop down beside her mother as his mother crawled up onto the bed, “but I ain’t never done anything like this before…”


  Walking over to the bed, he stared down at the three women lying on their backs looking up at him with their legs slightly spread.


  “God-damn,” he muttered, looking at the three, uniquely different pussies. “I’ve certainly died and gone to heaven. Ain’t never seen such a purty clowder of cunts in my whole life…”


  First, near the head of the bed was Martha and her beautiful snatch. Her bald pussy, with its big, meaty cunt lips and the gaping, oozing hole between them was boldly staring back up at him, as he stared at it.


  Then he shifted his eyes to the middle of the bed where Missy lay looking up at him. Her delicate, hairless, almost virginal pussy with its small dainty lips hiding her secrecy was almost prepubescent in appearance, especially compared to the other two women’s meaty wounds.


  Finally, shifting his eyes over to his mother’s pussy, he felt another shiver of excitement. This pussy was the most appealing of all with its tangle of reddish-brown hair around it. Big, thick lips surrounded the place of his birth. And down between the fleshy lips was the gaping hole that was the core of her womanhood. The place he had dwelt for so long. And now…now it was his in such a different way. A sick and perverted way…


  “Well, are you going to stand there admiring them all day, or are you going to fuck them?” Martha complained, spreading her legs wider apart and forcing her daughter’s legs together, as Martha’s leg pressed against it.


  “Yeah,” he smirked, shuffling up between Martha’s legs with his thick, hard cock sticking out in front of him.


  Grabbing it, he aimed it down at the gaping hole and quickly thrust it down inside her.


  “Oh, yesss,” she hissed, as Jake quickly began to work his hips back and forth.


  As he pounded his cock into her, he saw the other women raise up onto their elbows to watch Martha’s defilement…


  In and out…in and out, he drove his cock as the other women watched on, expectantly awaiting their turn.


  Finally, after three or four minutes, Jake backed his big, juice-slathered cock out of Martha’s cunt. Stepping back, he saw that his cock was glistening wetly from Martha’s abundant juices.


  “Damn…wish you didn’t have to leave so soon,” she murmured.


  “Sorry…gotta give everyone their turn,” he grinned. “Don’t want to neglect nobody.”


  Watching his cock waggle back and forth, he saw Missy throw her legs apart, pushing against her Mother’s legs and causing them to slap together. Missy quickly reached down and took hold of his cock and guided it down to the opening of her delicate pussy, as she spread the dainty lips apart with the fingers of her other hand. When he saw the tapered head of his cock slide down between the tiny lips of her pussy, he grunted and lunged forward sending his whole cock knifing down into her tiny pussy all the way up to the hilt.


  “Unnn,” Missy huffed, as their groins loudly slapped together.


  Quickly, Jake began to pound his prick down into the shaven softness of her pussy, as she kicked her legs up and wrapped them around his waist.


  “Yeah…Jake…Baby…fuck…Missy,” she panted, kicking her soft, round heels into his ass as he mercilessly attacked her pubescent pussy.


  From their perches atop their elbows, Martha and Mary both stared down at Jake’s glistening peter sliding in and out of Missy’s almost infantile cunt. Holding on to Missy’s slender waist, Jake obliged them by humping his cock in and out harder and harder, as Missy mewed out her pleasure…


  Missy was pouring out so much juice, their groins were quickly covered with it as they wetly slapped together.


  Then, finally, Missy’s time was up and Jake backed away, dragging his dripping cock with him.


  “No…no…more, more…” she panted, clawing and kicking at him, trying to keep him from leaving.


  “Mother…Mother’s turn…” Jake snorted, reaching down and disentangling Missy’s arms and legs from him.


  Once he was free from her frantic flailing, he stepped over and up between his mother’s now-outstretched legs. She was lying flat on her back, hands extended up to him, as he lowered his cock down to the waiting gash between her legs.


  “Yes…Love,” she whispered, as he didn’t even bother to hold on to his cock.


  It was dripping wet and sticking straight out as he used his hips to guide its evil, tapered head down into the wet, waiting gash. As he watched the purple mushroom-shaped head slip between the fat, pink lips of her pussy, he grunted and thrust forward, driving his cock down into her clutching pussy all the way to its smooth, shaven hilt.


  “Yes…Baby,” she gurgled, latching her cunt down around his cock as he began to fuck her with deep, powerful strokes.


  Once again, the other women enviously watched, as he fucked her. Driving his cock in and out of his mother’s hot pussy, Jake watched her great tits lurch back and forth wildly until she reached up and grabbed hold of them. Clutching them in her hands, she roughly plucked and tweaked at her big, berry-size nipples while he pounded his cock in and out of her clinging cunt.


  Working his hips back and forth furiously, he fucked her for her allotted time, but didn’t stop when that time was up.


  “Yes…yesss…yesss…nearly…please…don’t…don’t stop,” she gasped, as Jake felt her muscles tightening and her pussy frantically clutching at his pistoning prick.


  “Not fair,” Martha muttered, but Jake continued to batter away at his mother’s cunt until suddenly, she stiffened and let out a long, agonized groan.


  “Commmnnn,” she groaned out, as Jake held his cock shoved down deep inside the spasming depths of her pussy.


  It was all Jake could do to keep from firing off, but somehow he was able to control it, as the spasms down inside his mother’s pussy slowly weakened and finally stopped.


  “Not supposed to play favorites,” Martha fussed, spreading her legs apart again, as Jake slowly backed his juice-drenched cock out of his mother’s pussy…


  “Fuck…she’s my Mother…gotta take care of your Mother…” Jake croaked, quickly shuffling back over to Martha and up between her legs.


  “I’m…I’m a mother, too,” she grinned up at him. “So take care of me, too…”


  “Whatever you say…Mrs. Martha,” he smirked down at her, using his hips to guide his big cockhead down into the oozing hole between her legs.


  As soon as he had his cockhead positioned in between the thick, meaty lips of her cunt, he grunted and slammed his cock down into it.


  Hungrily, her pussy consumed his cock, taking it in all the way up to its juice-splattered base.


  “Yeah…take it…take it all…” he panted out, as he began to feverishly work his cock in and out of her clutching cunt.


  Fighting to hold back the launch of the impatient load of cum that was bubbling down inside his flailing balls, Jake mercilessly hammered his cock into her.


  “Yeah…yeah…it’s coming…” Martha panted, as her allotted time came and went, while Jake continued to fuck her. “Just a bit…bit more…almost.”


  Hearing Martha groan out , Jake somehow kicked up the attack one final gear.


  The loud, wet, vulgar sounds of their fucking was echoing off the walls, filling the room with its obscene melody, as Missy angrily glared at them and fingered her tiny clit.


  “Hurry…fuck it…hurry…I want mine…” Missy fussed.


  “Yesss,” Martha finally hissed, when her cunt locked down around Jake’s pistoning cock, as her body writhed and squirmed.


  Teetering on the edge, Jake jerked his cock back out of the clutching, grabbing hole, hoping that he hadn’t gone too far. Holding his breath, he waited, watching Martha’s big pussy clutch and grab at thin air.


  “Me…Now me…hurry…please…” Missy urged him, throwing her legs apart and waiting for him.


  “Wait…can’t…gotta wait…almost came…give me a minute…” he panted, as the imminence of his eruption slowly diminished.


  Finally, when he felt he could control it again, he quickly stepped over and up between Missy’s slender legs.


  “Finally…finally…” she fussed, reaching out and pulling him down into her.


  Jake’s cock quickly penetrated the slippery opening of her dainty pussy and slid down into it all the way to its hairless hilt.


  “Yeah…yeah…Cowboy…fuck me…fuck me and make me come…” she panted, clutching at him with her hands and pussy.


  Knowing that it would be his turn, too, when he finished her off, Jake attacked like a madman, furiously hammering his big cock in and out of her tight hole.


  “Oh…yeah…like that…Cowboy,” she babbled, kicking her legs out and driving her heels into his bounding ass. “Fuck…Missy.”


  The bed was wildly rocking back and forth in rhythm with the punishing attack on her pussy, and Jake could see the big tits of the other women sloshing back and forth.


  The perversion of the scene filled his head, making him even crazier. He was totally out of control as he flogged the girl’s vulnerability with his manhood. He knew he would lose it at any moment when finally, he felt her begin to come around his cock.


  As her clenching pussy tightened around his cock, he felt his peter jerk and spew out a gigantic spume of thick, hot cum down into her gluttonous cunt…


  


  ~~~


  This was only the first of many soirées. Martha and Missy decided to cancel their plans to travel back east and hired Mary as their full-time housekeeper. And after a time, Jake had even invited his father, Sam to join in on the fun as the families joined together to form one big, happy family…


  The End
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