
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_2634df97ce583fa1b487a3cc72fd8110_2XwCuG_html_1435d1.jpg]

 


Published by Baron LeSade

-Smashwords Edition-

 


Bobby’s Mom’s Big Tits© 2016, Baron
LeSade

Cover by J. Ables

 


All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted, in any form or by the internet, electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior
permission of the owner.

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re—sold or given to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased
for your personal use only, then please return and purchase your
own copy as you are breaking the law. Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author.

 


Liability

All characters appearing in this work are
fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead is
purely coincidental. No responsibility or liability is assumed or
accepted by the author for any claimed financial losses and/or
damages sustained to persons from the use of the information used
in this publication, personal or otherwise, either directly or
indirectly. While every effort has been made to ensure reliability
and accuracy of the information within, all liability, negligence
or otherwise, from any misuse or abuse of the operation of any
methods, strategies, instructions or ideas contained in the
material herein, is the sole responsibility of the reader. By
reading past this point you are accepting these terms and
conditions and acknowledging that you are over the age of
eighteen.

 


All the fictitious characters in this story
who are involved in sexual situations are over the age of
eighteen.

 


 


This is a story about back
in the day. Back in the days when Dads went to work every day and
brought home the bacon. Back in the days when Moms stayed home,
cooked the bacon, cleaned the house and raised the kids. Back in
the days before HIV/AIDS and the internet. When VD was something
you caught if you weren’t careful, but you could cure with a few
pills. Back when older gentlemen couldn’t get it up sometimes. But
back then they didn’t call it erectile dysfunction and they didn’t
have all these new wonder drugs to cure it.

Back when incest was an even
bigger bugaboo than it is today. Back when incest between cousins
occasionally happened. Incest between a brother and sister happened
less, but it happened. It just did. And then there was the
infrequent case of an oddball aunt or uncle with a niece or nephew.
Incest between a mother and son never. Father and daughter never.
Mother and daughter, father and son even less yet. Incest between
other family members even less than that…

 


But it did
happen!

 


And this is one of those
stories. A story about Bobby his mother, Cindy and her beautiful
big tits…
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 The school’s
three biggest bullies were leaning back against the pool hall on
the corner as Bobby slowly made his way down the dusty sidewalk
toward them hoping they wouldn’t see him and he could sneak by. He
knew that he ought to cross the street to avoid them, but if he
did, he knew they would follow him. So he just kept trundling
along. Then, just as he drew abreast of them, he heard one of them
snicker.

“Biggest fucking tits I’ve ever seen…dive
down between them things and never come up,” smirked one of the
boys as all three of them faced Bobby.

Were they talking about his mother, Bobby
wondered? She did have big tits. Really, really big tits,
especially since she began nursing his baby brother, Eddie. And she
walked down this street with Eddie when she went to the store. So
they must have seen her. But how did they know she was his mom?
Then he remembered. He had walked home with his mother one day and
these three clowns had been hanging out at the pool hall.

“Woo-woo, Moo-cow Mom, Moo-cow Mom,” chuckled
one of the other boys as he stared directly at Bobby.
“Moo-Moo-Moo—” he brayed.

They were. They were talking about his mom.
Bobby felt a white-hot rage building up inside his chest. Why were
they talking about his mom like that? They didn’t have any right.
Because guiltily, he thought the same way they did about his mom.
She had fucking big, gorgeous fucking tits. Although he’d never
seen them exposed. Except one, once. But he had fantasized about
seeing them so many times, he felt like he’d seen them.

“Hey, Bobby, what’s it like to suck on them
things?” the seeming leader of the group chortled. “Does it taste
like cow’s milk…or Moo-cow-Momma’s milk?”

But as gross and crude as the boys were,
Bobby knew that part of the rage he felt was directed inwardly at
himself. Because he had similar feelings toward his mom. But
hearing that from another boy pushed him over the edge. They’d
pushed him too far and yes, he had wondered himself what it would
feel like to suck on his mother’s big tits, too.

Bobby flung his books to the ground, ducked
his head and charged the biggest bully. Swinging for the clown’s
face with his fist, Bobby threw a punch with every ounce of
strength he had. It landed! Right in the guy’s kisser. Bobby felt
teeth bite into his knuckles and suddenly there was blood
everywhere as the boy went sprawling back against the wall and slid
to the sidewalk, landing on his ass with a loud, “Oompf—”

Then one of the other boys grabbed hold of
Bobby’s arm and spun him around to face him. As the boy drew back
his fist to swing, Bobby spun with him and kicked his foot out and
up, as hard as he could. He felt his foot land, directly between
the boy’s legs. He heard the boy gag as his junk turned to mush.
The boy grabbed at his maimed man things as he fell to the ground
on his knees wheezing and making choking sounds. Turning to take on
the third bully, Bobby saw the fist coming and then saw stars as it
crashed into his left eye. Staggering back, trying to gather his
wits back, Bobby cocked his fist and let it fly. It was Bobby’s
lucky day. His fist sunk into the chubby boys belly up to his
wrist. Maybe it was his imagination but it felt like his knuckles
scraped against the boy’s spine as the boy gasped falling backwards
and clutching at his chest.

“Can’t breathe-can’t breathe—” the chubby boy
rasped, trying to breathe but failing as Bobby drew back his fist
for another blow.

“No-no-give up—” the boy croaked, holding his
arms up in front of his face.

Looking back over at the biggest guy, Bobby
saw that the front of the boy’s shirt was drenched in blood.

“You want some more?” Bobby asked, cocking
his fist back threateningly.

“No-no-muff—” the bully croaked out through
his bloody fingers.

Bobby’s eye was stinging as he turned his
attention back to the third assailant. He didn’t have to worry
about an attack on that front as they boy’s face was a funny shade
of green and he was still clutching his crotch, softly moaning.

Reaching up, tentatively touching his wounded
eye, Bobby winced. It smarted…bad.

“Don’t ever say anything about my Mom every
again—” he warned, dusting himself off and leaning down to pick up
his books, “Or I’ll be back to finish this…” he mumbled as he
started trudging off up the street. He couldn’t believe he’d done
it. He beaten the bullies. Turning and looking back at them, he saw
they were slowly struggling up onto their feet, but it didn’t look
like any of them were interested in fighting anymore.

Now what, he asked himself as he smugly
tramped along. If he went home now, he would have to explain what
had happened to his father. That would be embarrassing. Extremely
embarrassing. He wasn’t a good liar. Especially to his dad…or mom.
So he just wandered around aimlessly until his eye began to hurt so
bad, he knew that he had to go home.

His mom, Cindy was only thirty-four. And a
young thirty-four at that. She’d been sixteen when she married his
dad, Ellis. His father had been thirty-five back then. They’d lived
back in the Adirondacks and that kind of thing wasn’t too unusual.
Some six months after they’d gotten married, Bobby had showed up on
the scene. So, oddly, Bobby and his mother, Cindy were closer in
age and had more in common than Cindy and Ellis did. After they’d
moved to the city, Ellis had gotten a job as a baker and worked
nights, so Bobby and his father’s tracks rarely crossed as Ellis
left for work about the time Bobby was getting home from school.
Ellis didn’t get off until three or four in the morning and was
asleep when Bobby departed for school. Ellis worked six days a week
so he was usually too beat on his day off to do much.

His eye was really beginning to throb. Maybe
the blow had broken a blood vessel or something inside it. Maybe
he’d better go home. His mother would know what to do. She always
did.

His father didn’t have enough money for two
cars, but Bobby was saving up his money for a down payment on one
and only had a few more bucks to go. But until then, he still
walked everywhere he went. As he turned the corner, he saw that his
father’s car was gone. A rush of relief washed over him. At least
he wouldn’t have to face him tonight. And maybe he could come up
with a believable story by the he had to face him.

But he still had to face his mother. What
would she think if she knew that she was the reason for his black
eye? What would she think if she knew that he felt the same way the
boys did about her? He couldn’t help it. He knew that most men
probably felt the same way about her. And she did have big, fucking
tits. Really, really big tits! The biggest ones he’d ever seen.
He’d seen pictures of bigger ones, but not real ones. He’d actually
only seen one of them. He’d accidently walked in on her when she
was just finishing nursing Eddie and saw it. It had shocked him.
He’d never seen anything more beautiful in his whole life. He could
still see it; big, round and pale pink; the dusky circle of darker
pink capping it; the thick, puffy nipple sticking out of the center
of it covered in frothy white bubbles. It was almost surreal. And
when Cindy saw him looking at it, she had shifted Eddie in her arms
and slowly pulled her blouse back over to cover it.

But she hadn’t made a big issue out of it.
She had simply said, “Whoops…” and smiled at him as she covered her
tit. She certainly didn’t know how badly it had shaken him. And
from that incident, many a fantasy about her big, fucking tits had
sprang forth in Bobby’s fertile mind.

Stepping into the kitchen, Bobby saw his
mother standing at the counter putting the finishing touches on the
sandwich she had been building.

“There you are. Where have you been? I was
really beginning to get worried,” she complained, looking at him
with her angry face.

Bobby couldn’t help himself. Even as bad as
his eye hurt, as ashamed as he was, he could help looking down at
her big tits. She must have just finished nursing Eddie as her
blouse was unbuttoned half way down between the mountainous udders
revealing a huge swath of cleavage between the pale pink
wonders.

“What happened to your eye?” she gasped when
she saw the shape Bobby’s eye was in.

“Some guys tried to beat me up…” Bobby
mumbled, reaching up, touching his eye, wincing.

“Does it hurt?” she inanely asked him, wiping
her hands off on her apron. Then she reached behind her and untied
the apron and laid it on the counter beside the sandwich.

Apparently she hadn’t noticed his good eye
flick down to her exposed cleavage…or she was more interested in
his damaged eye as she quickly stepped over to where he stood. It
was swollen shut by now and did still smart, but Bobby was trying
to play the hero and not admit.

“Well, yeah, a little,” he mumbled as she
gently poked at it and he winced again.

“More than a little, I think,” she smiled,
brushing her fingers through his hair. Then she turned and stepped
over to the refrigerator and opened the freezer. Then she grabbed
the washcloth that was draped over the side of the sink and spread
it out in her hand. Digging her hand down into the ice container,
she dug out a handful of cubes and dropped them onto the cloth.
Folding the cloth over on itself, she came back to where he was
standing and handed it to him. “Put this on it.”

“Okay,” he mumbled pressing the cold cloth
against his aching eye.

“Come, tell me what happened,” she told him,
grasping his arm and steering him toward the couch. “Why were these
guys trying to beat you up?” she murmured, easing down on the couch
and tucking her legs up under herself leaving room for him in
between her and the arm of the couch.

“It’s kind of embarrassing,” Bobby mumbled,
squeezing into the little space, his hip brushing up against hers.
She still hadn’t lost all of the weight she had gained when she was
pregnant and was a few pounds overweight. But on her, it didn’t
look bad, Bobby thought as he wedged himself down into his allotted
space. Especially since most of the extra weight seemed to have
made its way to her tits.

“Embarrassing? I don’t understand,” she
frowned, laying her hand on his thigh only a couple of inches from
his insubordinate penis that was slowly uncoiling, firming itself
inside his pants. “Why is it embarrassing? Tell me…” she told him,
easing her arm around behind his head, gently pulling him against
her.

“They, uh, the boys said some, some bad
things,” Bobby carped, resting his head on her shoulder as he held
to damp, cold washcloth against his aching eye.

“Bad things?”

“Yeah, uh, bad things about you.”

“About me?” she asked with a little sharp
intake of air that made her big tits heave down inside her tight
blouse. “What? What did they say about me,” she wanted to know,
giving Bobby’s leg a squeeze

“It’s embarrassing,” Bobby mumbled.

“Tell me, please,” she implored, staring deep
into his eyes with her big, smoky brown eyes.

“You’ll be mad,” Bobby warned her.

“Tell me—”

“He said, uh, one of the boys said that you
had the biggest fucking tits he’d ever seen…and that he could dive
down between them things and never come up,” Bobby burbled out, his
cheeks turning bright red as Bobby averted his eyes, looking down
at her exposed cleavage in embarrassment. He’d never used the “F”
word in front of her before and he didn’t know what to expect.

It was suddenly so quiet you could have heard
the proverbial pin drop…if one had been dropped.

“He said that?” Cindy finally muttered. “Is
that all?”

“Another one said you, you were a ‘Moo-cow
Mom—‘“ Bobby sniveled, ducking his head and averting his eyes again
avoiding contact with hers as they made their way down to his
mother’s exposed cleavage again.

“A moo-cow mom? Why I never heard such
language,” she indignantly claimed. “Is that all?”

Her fingers were digging into his leg and
moving closer and closer to his firming cock. Accidently or on
purpose, Bobby didn’t know, but it didn’t matter because she was
shortly about to find out what a pervert she had for a son.

“No,” Bobby blushed brighter.

“What else? Tell me what else they said.”

“One, one of the boys asked me, asked me what
it felt like to suck on your, your, uh, your tits?” Bobby blabbed
out, feeling his mother flinch as she gasped again.

Silence reigned again for several long
moments as Bobby somehow found the courage to look back up into his
mother’s peering brown eyes.

“What did you say?” Cindy asked him, her
finger brushing against his fully-charged penis.

“That’s when the fight started. I hit one of
them in the face and I think I might have broken a tooth or
something,” Bobby told her.

“Is that when you got your black eye?”

“No, another guy grabbed me then but I kicked
him in the, uh, his, uh, down between his legs…as hard as I could.
He looked like he was going to throw up.”

“When did you get hit?”

“Then…the third guy hit me when I wasn’t
looking. I just turned around and he hit me. Pow. Right in the eye.
But I punched him back, in the belly. He couldn’t breathe.”

“Then what?”

“They didn’t seemed too interested in
fighting anymore,” he weakly grinned. “So I told them if they ever
said anything else about you I’d fight them again.”

“You did? You said that? You are so brave…and
foolish,” she whispered and Bobby could feel her finger still
pressed against his stiff, hard cock. His mouth suddenly went dry.
He could barely breathe. Why was she touching him? Didn’t she know
that she was touching his cock? Bobby’s heart was racing a mile a
minute.

Then Cindy’s arm tightened around his
shoulders, pulling him against her shoulder.

“Thank you,” she softly whispered, her hand
curling around the back of his head, gently, but undeniably
cradling his head, pulling it against her. “No one has ever fought
for me before…”

Bobby didn’t know what to do as he felt her
pressing harder. His head started to slip down off her shoulder,
his cheek now resting on the slope of her big boob. Looking down
with his one good eye, he saw that he was staring down directly
into the cleavage between her big tits. He didn’t know what to
think. What was she doing, he breathlessly wondered? The quiet was
so intense, so deep, he could hear the clock over the refrigerator
ticking. Tick-tock-tick-tock-tick-tock…

He could feel his mother’s big breasts rising
and falling as she breathed. He could smell her. The fresh, clean
smell of baby oil and baby powder. What the fuck was she doing?
Bobby thought his cock was going to rip up through his pants any
second as his mother’s finger continued to press against it.
Excitement was racing around inside his head, pinging and bouncing
off his cranium as he tried to think. But he couldn’t. He was too
excited.

His eye was only a couple of inches above the
top of her cleavage. Right above the point where her big, fucking
tits separated. He wasn’t breathing. He couldn’t. But she was, her
big tits rhythmically rising and falling with each breath.

Then, out of the corner of his good eye, he
saw his mother’s hand move into his field of vision. His other eye
was swollen shut, but he could still see with his undamaged eye as
he breathlessly watched her chubby fingers pluck at the top
unbuttoned button on her blouse. Then she threaded the button back
through its buttonhole. Why? Why was she unbuttoning her blouse? He
felt like he had a fever as beads of sweat began to ooze out of his
forehead. What was she doing? Another button slipped through it
button hole. As he watched on in a spazzed daze, he saw his
mother’s fingers gently brush back the dark blue satin material and
there it was. The dark dusky pink circle of flesh capping her big
fucking tit! And her nipple. Her swollen, dark dusky pink nipple
jutting out of the circle. It was so big and stiff.

Bobby’s cock twitched down inside his pants.
He knew his mother had to feel it, but he couldn’t stop the jolts
of electric excitement sparking through it. He saw his mother’s
hand disappear down under the globe of pale tit flesh and then
Bobby feverishly watched the great swollen nipple slowly lifting up
toward his trembling lips. No, it couldn’t be, he frantically
thought. He felt like he was going to pass out. He’d never been so
excited, so charged, so aroused. Then the stiff, puffy nub of erect
flesh brushed across his lower lip. It was so soft and so hard all
at the same time.

“Suckle me…” his mother softly whispered,
lifting her breast, pressing the big, engorged nipple against his
lips.

Not believing it was really happening, but
knowing it was, Bobby slowly opened his mouth and pursed his soft,
tremulous lips down around the jutting nub of rubbery flesh. He
softly sucked.

Nothing—

Expecting milk, Bobby was disappointed as his
lips encircled the swollen pap, his cheek resting against the warm,
smooth swell of her breast.

He sucked a little harder. A dribble of thin,
watery milk trickled out onto his tongue. The thin mother’s milk
had a faintly sweet taste to it. Bobby was in a daze. He sucked
harder. More milk flowed out of her breast into his mouth. He was
suckling his mother’s breast. He was nursing on his mother’s big
fucking tit. This was heaven, he deliriously thought as he began to
suck harder, faster, sucking more and more of her thickening milk
out of her teat. He couldn’t get enough as he gluttonously feasted
on the divine elixir. Lifting his hand up to her breast, he felt
his mother’s hand clutch his, gently grasping it, pressing it
against the softly-quivering flesh. Tenderly clutching at the
giving flesh, Bobby softly kneaded her breast, trying to force out
more of the intoxicating liquor from his mother’s breast. He had
never tasted anything so sweet, so satisfying, so pure.

He had forgotten about his eye. It didn’t
hurt anymore. Nothing mattered but the sweet river of milk flowing
out into his greedy, sucking mouth.

Then to his utter and absolute frustration,
he felt his mother move, her hand pulling his off her lactating
breast as she leaned back away from him. When she did, her big,
froth-covered nipple plopped out from between his sucking lips. He
wanted more. Trying to clutch hold of her breast again, he moved
with her, trying to latch his lips back around the free-flowing
nozzle.

“No,” his mother firmly told him, pushing him
away with both hands. “That is enough . . . for now,” she
murmured.

For now? Her words reverberated through his
reeling brain like a clanging cymbal. For now? Did that mean she
would let him nurse later? It had to. Disappointment and
frustration were washed away by those two simple words. FOR NOW!
FOR NOW! FOR NOW! Bobby was drunk with the euphoria of it all. He’d
never felt like this before as he leaned back away from his mother
and watched her button the two buttons again.

Then with a loving smile, she reached over
and laid her hand on his leg. On his leg just below his stiff,
achingly-hard penis. She brushed a red fingernail along the swollen
ridge of hardened flesh jutting up against the front of his tented
pants.

“I see no reason for your father to know
about any of this. Do you?” she quietly asked, slowly flicking her
finger, scraping her fingernail up and down his twitching cock
through his pants.

“No, no, no reason…” Bobby exuberantly
stammered.

“Good,” she whispered, leaning over to him.
Then she stopped. Their faces were no more than a couple of inches
apart. Bobby could feel her hot breath on his milk-frothed lips as
she stared deep into his one good eye for several long, pregnant
moments. Then she leaned closer and tenderly pressed her ripe, full
lips against his. The kiss was tender, loving, and still at the
same time, passionate and fiery as her lips parted and the tip of
her slippery, little tongue softly licked across his lower lip. Her
sharp teeth gently nipped his lip, nibbling and softly sucking on
it.

Then suddenly, she leaned back and pushed up
onto her feet.

Bobby was in a daze. All his thoughts were
fuzzy and wooly. Nothing was clear.

Then she reached down and grasped hold of his
hand.

“If your father asks how you got your black
eye,” she said as they slowly ambled back out into the kitchen.
“You can tell him you scored a high grade and made some of the boys
in your class look bad. And they jumped on you after school and
told you not to do it again. Okay?” she asked him, picking up the
sandwich she had been working on when he came home as setting it
down on the table in front of his place.

“Uh, okay, yeah, uh, that’s a good story,” he
grinned, reaching down to rearrange his stiff, jutting prick and
move it to a more comfortable place. As he did, he saw his mother’s
eyes flick down to his crotch. He blushed and self-consciously
turned to the side to hide the movement from her.

But she already knew that he had an erection.
She had touched it moments earlier. Bobby was embarrassed by it.
She was still his mother. And he had no cause to have an erection
in front of her. Even if she was the reason for it—

It was all so confusing. Bobby still couldn’t
think straight.

“Eat your supper,” she smiled at him, then
walked over to the fridge and pulled out the big carton of milk.
Watching her as sat down, he saw her pour him a tall glass of
creamy white milk. He had always liked milk before, but now no milk
could never compare to the unforgettably sweet, sugary taste of her
milk. His mother’s milk! It made his cock jump and quiver just
thinking about the taste of it.

“Here’s your milk…” she whispered to him,
sliding the glass up beside his plate.

Wait, he frantically thought. Was it what she
had meant earlier? Is this what she had meant when she said ‘for
now?’ Bobby tried to hide his disappointment, but it showed on his
face as he watched his mother digging around in the drawer where
they kept all those things in the house that really didn’t have a
place.

“Ah, here it is,” she said, lifting out a
little hot water bottle. “This’ll make you eye feel better,” she
told him filling it with ice cubes and laying it on the table by
his plate. “Do you have any homework?” she asked him, standing by
the table looking down at him.

Bobby’s brain was still in a fog and he
couldn’t help himself as his eye dropped down to the swell of his
mother’s big tits jutting out against the dark blue satin of her
blouse. He could see that her big nipples were still swollen and
stiff as they tented the shimmering material.

“Huh?” Bobby drunkenly mumbled, finally
looking back up at his mother’s face. “Uh, no, no, I’m fine…I can
do it with one eye.”

“Are you sure?” she smiled, making no effort
to hide the fact that her nipples were still aroused and
swollen.

Just then Eddie started bawling for his
supper back down in his crib in Cindy’s bedroom.

“Well, looks like Eddie is hungry…too,” Cindy
quietly laughed, shrugging her shoulders and making her big tits
jiggle and joggle inside the tight blouse as she turned and went
heavily plodding across the kitchen. “Let me know if you need any
help…I’ll be finished in a little while,” she told him as she
disappeared down the hallway.

“Okay, Mom—” Bobby hollered after her then
sat slowly eating the sandwich she had fixed for him.

His eye was starting to hurt again as he
reached up and tentatively touched it. Not only was the eye swollen
shut, there was a little abrasion just below it where the boy’s
knuckles had scraped his skin. Reaching over, he picked up the hot
water bottle and pressed it against his eye. It felt better as he
sat slowly chewing his food and thinking back on what had just
happened between him and his mother.

He couldn’t believe it. He could still taste
the sweetness of her milk on his tongue…or was it his imagination?
He would never forget that taste. Never, ever—it was seared into
his taste buds, into his memory banks. But now what? Would there be
more? What more could there be? He had tasted her milk. And she had
promised him more…hadn’t she? FOR NOW! FOR NOW! The words still
reverberated through his fuzzy brain. Tonight? Tomorrow? When? His
cock was still hard and stiff down inside his pants. The way he
felt now, it would never go down…unless he beat it into submission.
Or—

No. Never happen. Not with her. She was his
mother. Oh he’d had plenty of fantasies about his mother and her
big tits. Oh, yeah, he’d fucked her big tits a hundred times, but
not down there. Never that. But she had kissed him, hadn’t she? And
she had touched him. Touched his penis through his pants. What did
all that mean? Did she feel sorry for him? Or did she think he was
brave, like she’d said? Or foolish?

Bobby was so full of nervous excitement, he
could only finish half of his sandwich. But he somehow managed to
get the whole glass of milk down by letting himself imagine that it
was his mother’s milk and he couldn’t waste a single precious drop.
He could hear his mother down in her bedroom singing Eddie a
lullaby as she nursed him. He wished it was him that she was
nursing, so he could have some more of her fantastic, sweet milk.
Eddie was a lucky little son-of-a-bitch, he fumed. Eddie got to
nurse five or six times a day, maybe more. Ten, fifteen, twenty
minutes every time. His mother had only let Bobby nurse once. And
then only for a minute or so. He felt cheated. Why had she cut him
off so quickly?

Standing up, Bobby angrily grabbed up his
books and shuffled down to his room. Tossing them on his study
table, Bobby changed into his pajamas and sat down to do his
homework. It was inconvenient trying to work and keep the hot
bottle water pressed against his eye, but he managed somehow. He
could hear his mother humming down in the kitchen as she went about
cleaning it while he did his homework. She sounded happy. That was
a good thing. Wasn’t it? At least she didn’t feel guilty about what
they had done…or she would have been all sad and mopey? Wouldn’t
she? But he didn’t know. He was thinking like a guy. He didn’t know
how a woman would feel. How a mother would feel.

Then the humming stopped. He could hear his
mother coming down the hallway, down the hallway toward his
room.

“How’s it going?” Bobby heard her ask as she
stopped and peeked into his room.

“Uh, okay…nearly done,” he smiled over at
her. God she was so beautiful. Her smiling face was his sunshine,
his salvation. When everything seemed to be going wrong and he was
in the dumps, all she had to do was smile and everything was
better. Her short, blond hair, her twinkling brown eyes, her full,
luscious lips, her finely-chiseled nose, her round chin, yes, she
was his sunshine.

“Well, I’ll be in to tuck you in in a little
while. I imagine that you’re a little tired after all your
excitement today,” she softly laughed.

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” Bobby said,
unexplainably blushing.

What did she mean? Did she mean after what
had happened between them…or what had happened between Bobby and
the boys? He wished she would come out and say something, tell him
something, or do something to show him that it wasn’t all just a
figment of his fevered imagination. But she didn’t and quickly
disappeared as Bobby heard the boards creaking as she made her way
down the hallway…away from his room.

Finally finished with his homework, Bobby
closed his books and stuffed them away in his backpack. Listening
to see if he could hear what his mother was doing, he was greeted
with his old friend, silence. Maybe she was reading or something.
Or maybe she was working on her own homework. She was taking a
correspondence course to get her GED since she had married at
sixteen and hadn’t had time to finish high school.

Picking up the hot water bottle for an
excuse, he went quietly tiptoeing down the hallway toward the
living room. Bobby stopped and peeked out in. No Cindy. Was she in
the kitchen? That was where she usually worked on her homework at
the kitchen table. Still tiptoeing on his bare feet, Bobby made his
way across the living room to the kitchen door.

Peeking inside, he saw her. She was sitting
at the kitchen table and had her books spread out on the table in
front of her. The way she was leaning down over whatever it was she
was working on, Bobby could easily see down inside her blue satin
blouse and there they were. His mom’s big tits all spread out in
front of him, flattened and resting on the table down inside her
blouse. God, they were so fucking big and round and beautiful and
pink. Bobby felt his cock already starting to firm up again down
inside his pajamas.

Bobby stood there for the longest time
watching his mother big tits softly quivering and jiggling as she
worked on the problem she was trying to solve. Finally, he couldn’t
take it anymore. With a soft cough, he stepped out into the
kitchen.

His mother looked up at him and smiled. Her
smile lit up his heart.

“Finished?” she asked him, looking up at him
and laying her pen down by her book. Then Bobby saw her eyes glance
down at the crotch of his tented pajamas. She would know. She would
know that he had another full-blown boner.

“Uh, yeah, need more ice though,” he mumbled,
shyly turning so that she couldn’t see his big stiff penis jutting
out against his pajamas.

“Is it better?” she asked him as he awkwardly
shuffled over to the fridge.

“Yeah, a little, some of the swelling has
gone down,” he muttered. Maybe in his eye, but not down inside his
freaking pajamas, he shamefully told himself.

“I’ve still got a little more to do,” she
told him, picking up her pen again. “Be down in a little while to
tuck you in.”

“You don’t have to, Mom,” he guiltily
mumbled. “Maybe I’m getting too old for that.”

“Nonsense,” she laughed, making her big tits
joggle and jig. “You’ll never be too old for your mother to tuck
you in.”

“Okay, if you say so,” he laughed, too,
self-consciously.

Stuffing the hot water bottle full of ice
cubes, Bobby guiltily went sneaking back down to his room without
making a bigger fool of himself than he already had.

Turning his lights off, he crept over to his
bathroom and grabbed a towel. Quickly stepping over to his bed, he
crawled in and laid the towel on the bed by his hip. He felt so
guilty, so ashamed of himself. Sneaking around like he was, all the
time trying to catch another peek at his mom’s big tits. But how
could it be his fault. They were so fucking beautiful. And it was
obvious that he wasn’t the only one noticing how fucking beautiful
they were. Otherwise he wouldn’t be sporting his black eye.

Lying there in the dark, holding the hot
water bottle to his swollen eye with his bed sheets tucked up under
his chin, he angrily grabbed hold of his fully-charged penis and
began to quietly stroke it. He had to do something to get it to
cooperate or he knew it would be really, really late before he got
any sleep. And he couldn’t stop thinking about his mother…and what
had happened between them earlier.

Then he heard his mother coming down the
hallway again. He stopped stroking himself. He listened. She
quietly stepped up to his door.

“Bobby…are you awake?” Bobby heard her softly
ask.

“Yeah, Mom, I’m still awake,” he told her,
watching the outline of her body highlighted by the glow of light
behind her. She had already changed into her and he could see the
silhouette of her big tits swinging and swaying as she slowly
stepped into his room. He couldn’t make out any of the other
details about her body as she quietly padded across his room to his
bed.

She stopped by his bed. She just stood there
peering down at his darkened form lying in the bed below her.

She leaned down and grasped hold of the top
of the bed sheets and gently tugged it up under his chin.

“I don’t remember if I told you that I love
you today…” she whispered, leaning down closer.

Bobby was expecting her to kiss him on the
cheek as she had done every night as far back in time as he could
remember.

To his stunned amazement, he felt her soft,
warm lips press down on his lips. She was kissing him on the lips!
His cock twitched just as her hand settled down on it and gently
clutched him. Was it an accident? Had she lost her balance and put
her hand down to catch herself. Or had she done it on purpose.
Bobby’s eye was no longer hurting. His brain was reeling. He didn’t
know what to think. He couldn’t think.

“Night-night—” she whispered as she gave his
cock another gentle squeeze and stood back up, lifting her hand off
him. “Sweet dreams,” she softly said, kissing the tips of her
fingers and pressing them against his lips. Bobby’s heart was
suddenly racing, doing flip-flops down inside his chest. He
realized he wasn’t breathing. His mother had just kissed him on the
lips and groped his fucking cock!

He froze as he lay watching his mother slowly
undulate back across the room to his door. Then she was gone—

Bobby wanted to jump out of bed and run down
to her room. Run down to her room, take her in his arms and kiss
her. And kiss her. And kiss her. But he couldn’t. His legs were
paralyzed. They wouldn’t work. She had sapped all of the strength
out of them. The light in the hall outside his room went out.

Frantic now, Bobby grabbed hold of his cock
and began beating it as hard and fast as he could. He had never
experienced such excitement. Such chaos. Nothing made sense
anymore. What was happening? What was going to happen? Nothing?
Everything? Then the thought of sucking on his mother’s big tit
sparkled back through his mind. He lost it, dropping the water
bottle and grabbing for the towel. Luckily, he just had time to get
his primed cock covered with the towel before it erupted and began
spewing out its creamy load of jism. He could only fantasize what
it would feel like if it was his mother’s pussy he was pumping into
instead of the towel. That only made it worse. He’d never come this
hard before. This much. It was like he’d broken something down
there and it wouldn’t stop shooting off. His head was spinning. He
felt like he was going to pass out. He had to bite his lower lip to
keep from bellowing out his frustration and disappointment—

“Are you okay?” he heard his mother softly
ask from his doorway.

NO-NO-she was back! She couldn’t come into
his room. It would ruin everything. She would know. She would know
what a fucking pervert she had for a son. He couldn’t let her
know.

“Yeah, Mom, I’m fine, just poked myself in
the eye…go ahead to bed,” he told her, trying to keep his voice
level and calm but feeling entirely the opposite.

“Are you sure?” she asked him from
doorway.

“Yeah, Mom, I’m okay—” he reiterated, hoping
that she wouldn’t turn on the light and come back into his
room.

“Okay, then…night-night.” Bobby could hear
the soft patter of her bare feet grow faint as she made her way
back down to her bedroom.

Thank God, Bobby gasped. She was gone. At
last his uncooperative cock had stopped firing off down inside the
wadded towel. He could breathe again as he carefully cleaned
himself up with the towel. He felt like shit now. Drained. Hating
himself as he wadded up the towel and tossed it on the floor beside
his bed. He would have to remember it in the morning and hide it in
the hamper so his mother wouldn’t find it.

Exhausted from all the day’s bizarre events,
Bobby was asleep in moments…
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Bobby slowly bobbed to the surface of the
drugged sleep he found himself in. He felt like he had a hangover
and he hadn’t had a drop to drink last night. His whole body
strangely ached. His eye was throbbing again. He was thirsty.

Looking over at the clock on his nightstand,
he saw that it was three-fifteen.

Throwing the covers back off him, he swung
his legs off the bed and tiredly staggered up onto his bare feet.
He felt dizzy. He nearly fell. Had the blow to his eye given him a
concussion? He sat back down on the edge of his bed to catch his
bearings. Maybe he ought to tell his mother. Maybe he ought to go
to the emergency room. But as he sat, his equilibrium slowly
returned…but he was still thirsty.

Carefully, he pushed up onto his feet beside
the bed once again. His foot brushed against the towel lying there.
He would have to remember to put it in the hamper tomorrow, but
right now he was dying of thirst. Slowly, cautiously he made his
way across his bedroom to the door. The house was quiet. Was his
father home? Probably. He usually got home around this time every
morning. Bobby hoped his father wasn’t still up. He didn’t want to
have to face him, too, after everything else that had happened to
him yesterday.

The hardwood floor was cold and smooth on his
feet as he slowly made his way down the hallway to the darkened
living room. He didn’t want to turn on the light and wake them up.
Then they would come out to see what was wrong. No, he would just
be careful…and quiet.

The kitchen was dark, too. No one was up.
Breathing a sigh of relief, Bobby suddenly changed his mind. Milk.
For some weird reason, he now wanted a glass of milk…not water.
Milk? Was this just a left over from the earlier incident with his
mother? Was that why he wanted milk?

Thinking back on what had happened, he
listened to the gurgle of the milk as he poured it out into a tall,
clear glass. It would taste so good. Then, with a nervous glance
back over at the door, he lifted the carton up to his mouth and
took a big, cold swig. It was good. But not as good as the
delightful mouthful of mother’s milk he had had earlier. But
nothing could ever be that good. Nothing!

Putting the carton back in the fridge, he
quietly closed the door and picked up his prize. Then he went
tiptoeing back across the kitchen and living room with the tall
glass of milk delicately clutched in his hands. He was half way
down the hallway when he heard it. What was it? He stopped to
listen. It was a soft thumping sound but he couldn’t figure out
where it was coming from. Taking another couple of steps, he
stopped again. The sound was slightly louder. Was it coming from
his parent’s bedroom? What was it? Inching closer to their door, he
stopped and listened again. Yes. It was coming from their room.
Stepping closer, he leaned in and pressed his ear to the door. The
thumping was louder.

Then it hit him like a fist in the gut. It
came to him. THEY WERE FUCKING! His father was fucking Cindy.
Suddenly he felt dizzy again. He felt sick to his stomach. The rage
he’d felt toward the boys in the afternoon was but a drop in the
ocean of rage that came surging up from his twisted gut now. His
father. How could he do it? How could he fuck her? He had never
hated anyone as much as he hated his father this moment. He wanted
to throw open the door, rush in and strangle his father with his
bare hand. Strangle him and make his mother watch him do it to pay
for her part in the dastardly act. How could she let him fuck
her?

Bobby couldn’t breathe. He almost dropped the
glass as he stood frothing at the mouth listening to the
thump-thump-thump thundering out from behind the closed door.

He wanted to die. To just curl up and die.
His heart hurt so bad.

The thumping sound was getting louder…or was
he imagining it? It was getting faster…or was he imagining that,
too? Abruptly, all of a sudden, it stopped. Then he heard a soft,
choking groan seep out under the door.

It was suddenly quiet again—

His father had finished! The nausea he’d felt
earlier was back with a vengeance as he pictured his father’s big,
evil penis inside his mother’s luscious pink pussy pumping and
pumping, spewing out his father’s noxious cum into her in thick hot
gushes.

Bobby felt like he was going to throw up. He
had to make it back to his room as he went stumbling down the
hallway trying to make as little noise as possible.

Somehow he made it. Standing inside the door,
leaning back against it, he sucked in air in deep, gasping breaths.
Flicking on the light, he looked down and saw that the glass of
milk he’d been carrying was only three-quarters full. Some of it
had spilled out. Spilled out on the hardwood floor in the hallway
outside. A trail of evidence that led from the door of his parent’s
bedroom straight down to his bedroom. Now he wouldn’t have to curl
and die. His father would take care of that for him—

Fear blanketed out the rage that had filled
him only moments before…

Unless he could clean the mess up. Stumbling
back over to his bed, he carefully set the glass on the nightstand.
Then he reached down and swiped the towel off the floor by his bed.
Hurrying back over to the door, he quietly eased it open and peeked
out.

It was still dark and he couldn’t see
anything. But he knew it was there. The milk was there. A trail of
frothy white speckling the floor, like a beacon pointing the way up
the hallway from their bedroom to his. Dropping to his knees, he
began to blindly wipe the towel back and forth across the floor to
wipe away the proof of his eaves-droppings.

Holding his breath, hoping they wouldn’t step
out and find him, he furiously made his way down the hallway to
their door. His luck held. They didn’t come out and he quietly went
sulking back to his bedroom. Even though he thought he’d cleaned
away the corroboration of his spying ways, he was still on edge as
he lay in his bed waiting for his father to come bursting into his
room with a machete or some other evil implement of revenge.

But he didn’t and Bobby finally felt himself
drifting off to sleep again…
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Bobby was walking down the street holding
onto his father’s hand. Somehow, Bobby had mysteriously been
morphed back five years old. He had his other hand in his pocket,
clutching the bright, shiny new quarter his mother had just given
him. His father was taking Bobby to the candy store. He was going
to let Bobby pick out the candy he wanted. Bobby was euphoric. He
loved going to the candy story with his mother. But this was the
first time he had gone with his father.

Stopping in front of the big plate glass
window in the front of the store, he heard his father tell him to
stay there. His father would go in and point to the candies and
when he pointed to the one Bobby wanted, Bobby was to nod his head
up and down to tell him it was the one. It wasn’t the way his
mother did it when she took him to the store, but his father did a
lot of things different from his mother, so Bobby went along with
it.

Bobby gave his father the shiny new quarter
and stood expectantly watching as his father stepped into the
store. He watched his father step up to the first glass jar and
point to it. No, no, it wasn’t the one, Bobby frantically shook his
head from side to side, pointing farther down. Down at the big,
pink cupcakes down at the end of the aisle. The big pink cupcakes
with the sugary white crème inside. The ones he loved so much,
because they reminded him of his mother’s big beautiful breasts.
The big breasts he loved to nestle down in between when he sat in
his mother’s lap. It always made him feel so happy, and safe, and
protected when he could bury his face down in between them. He
loved the way they smelled, the way they felt, so soft, so warm and
so cuddly.

His father continued on down the aisle
pointing and Bobby shaking his head. Bobby could already taste the
big, pink cupcake and its surprise crème filling. The filling was
so sweet and milky.

Finally his father pointed to the cupcakes.
Yes, yes, Bobby happily nodded. Then his father pointed to a
chocolate one. No, no, Bobby shook his head. Then his father
pointed to a pink one. Bobby’s head was bouncing up and down
frantically as he mouthed, “Yes-yes-yes—” at his father.

Smiling, his father handed the clerk Bobby’s
shiny new quarter and pointed to the pink cupcake. Smiling, too,
looking out at Bobby, the clerk quickly wrapped the cupcake in a
square of the crinkly candy store paper and handed the cupcake to
Bobby’s father. Bobby watched on in gleeful anticipation as his
father took the cupcake and turned around to face Bobby. Then, with
an evil sneer on his face, his father slowly lifted the cupcake up
to his mouth and took a big, malicious bite of the cupcake.

What was his father doing? Bobby couldn’t
believe it. Bobby was devastated as he watched his father
spitefully chewing the mouthful of cupcake while a dribble of the
sugary, white crème dribbled down his father’s stubbled chin. Then
his father ran his finger through the crème and stuck his finger
into his mouth to suck it off. Next, his father slowly, meanly
licked his big, pink tongue around his lips to lick away the creamy
overflow.

Bobby was heartbroken. He never been so angry
and brokenhearted at the same time. He hated his father. He wanted
to kill him. Then his father poked the last of Bobby’s cupcake into
his mouth and made another sneering face as he rubbed his belly.
Then, with another show of licking his lips, Bobby’s father
laughed…and laughed…and laughed as the tears came streaming down
Bobby’s cheeks…
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Bobby’s cheeks were still wet with tears as
he finally fought his way out of his dream. It had been a horrible
dream. And now, he hated his father even more passionately. Why had
he dreamed that? It seemed rather obvious. Bobby’s father had taken
Bobby’s mother away from him last night. His father had fucked her.
And in the dream, his father had taken Bobby’s cupcake from him,
taken Bobby’s big, delicious pink cupcake away from him. Taken
Bobby’s mother’s big, beautiful tits away from him. If he’d had a
gun, he would probably walked down to their bedroom, kicked open
the door and shot his father to death right then and there. Right
in front of his mother…

But he didn’t—

Thankfully, Ellis was nowhere to be seen as
Bobby sleepily drug himself into the kitchen. And neither was his
mother. Probably sleeping in after all the fucking she’d done last
night, Bobby sullenly thought as he poured himself a bowl of
cereal. Why had all this affected him the way it had. His parents
were freaking married. And isn’t that what married people did? They
fucked. So why was he getting so mad at his father for doing what
his father had every right to do? He didn’t know, except when his
mother had let him nurse on her breast yesterday, it was like they
had somehow formed a covenant between them. He couldn’t explain it.
Something intimate and special had happened between him and his
mother. And then last night, she’d ruined it by letting his father
fuck her. The covenant was destroyed. The bond broken. He felt so
bad…

School was a disaster. He couldn’t do
anything right. He flunked a test, pissed Mr. Blurb off in gym
class, and to top it off as he miserably trudged home after school,
he saw the three bullies waiting for him on the corner by the pool
hall.

Were they going after him, too? Everybody
else seemed to be doing it. But, to his amazement when the bullies
saw the murderous look in Bobby’s eyes they went slinking inside
the hall. They wanted no part of Bobby today. They were lucky.

As Bobby turned the corner, he saw that their
car was gone. His mother didn’t drive, so that meant his father
wasn’t home. Thank God, Bobby rejoiced, a small but noticeable
weight lifting off his stooped shoulders. He still ached inside,
but he wouldn’t have to face the man who was a large part of the
ache.

As he stepped in through the front door, he
heard his mother call out to him.

“Bobby, is that you?”

“Yeah, Mom, it’s me,” he mumbled,
purposefully dropping his books on the coffee table so that they
landed with a loud and noticeable bang.

A moment later, his mother appeared at the
door wiping her hands on a hand towel and looking at him with a
concerned look on her pretty, youthful face. Sometimes Bobby had a
difficult time believing his mother was really his mother. She
looked so young, sometimes Bobby thought of her more as a sister
than a mom.

“What’s wrong, Bobby? You didn’t have another
fight did you?” she asked him, studying his face, apparently
looking for signs of another injury.

“No, Mom, I didn’t have another fight,” he
muttered, blushing for some reason. “Is he coming back?”

“He? You mean your father?” she asked him
with an edge to her voice.

“Yeah, him,” Bobby crossly grumbled as they
stood glaring at each other.

“No…HE…your father isn’t coming back.
He had to go in early to work on a wedding cake he has to have
ready by tomorrow. What is wrong with you?” she asked him.

“Nothing—” Bobby lied, unable to keep from
glancing down at the exposed cleavage between his mother’s big tits
as it peeked out from between the edges of her dress. As he did,
her saw her self-consciously reach up and nervously thread the
button through it buttonhole, re-buttoning it.

Bobby fumed, again at his father—

Yesterday, his mother had let him nurse off
of one of her big, beautiful boobs and now today, after fucking his
father, she wouldn’t even let him look at it. It was his father’s
fault. It had to be.

“What are you mad at?” she irritably asked,
awkwardly brushing her hands down her dress. “Did something happen
at school today?”

“Uh, no, nothing—” Bobby grunted, lying
through his teeth.

“Come into the kitchen. I’ll get you some
milk. We can talk…” she told him, turning and disappearing back
into the kitchen.

“Milk? She was going to give him some milk?
Her milk?” Bobby seized on the off chance that was what she meant
and went hurrying across the living room. Stepping into the
kitchen, he was disconsolate when he saw she had the refrigerator
door open and the carton of milk was sitting on the counter.

He stood watching as his mother filled a tall
glass with the milk and returned the carton to the fridge. Then she
turned to hand it to him. It was then she saw the look of
disappointment on his face.

“What?” she asked as Bobby’s eyes brushed
down over her breasts again. “You didn’t think…” she mumbled,
blushing, “…did you?”

“Yeah,” Bobby mumbled looking back up at her
face as he took the glass of milk from her. “I thought…”

 

It was out in the open now. She knew that he
had expected her to let him nurse on her big boob again. There was
a loud and awkward silence as they stood looking at each other.

“You said…”

“I know,” she said, nervously fidgeting with
the collar of her dress. “Maybe later…”

Bobby’s heart suddenly had wings again.
“Maybe later—” Maybe she would let him nurse again…later. He wanted
to do cartwheels across the kitchen floor.

His hand started shaking. He had to set the
glass down on the table to keep from spilling it. Then his mind
flashed back to last night when he was out in the hallway with the
towel trying to mop up the milk he’d spilled when he heard her and
his father fucking. Another surge of hatred jolted his new-found
happiness.

“Sit,” she told him, pointing at the table as
she pulled out a chair across from him and eased down into it. “Now
what’s going on?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Bobby awkwardly lied, knowing
that he couldn’t reveal the real reason behind his sudden animosity
toward his father.

“Why are you so angry at your father?” she
wanted to know. “Did something happen that I don’t know about?”

Yeah, something happened, Bobby angrily
thought. He fucked you! But you know all about that…don’t you? But
he couldn’t tell her that. The dream? Maybe he could tell her about
the dream. Maybe with a few embellishments to hide the real facts
of the dream.

“I, I had a dream about him…about Dad,” Bobby
said, looking away, unable to look his mother in the eye.

“You’re angry at your father about a dream
you had?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“That hardly seems fair to your father…don’t
you think?”

“Yeah, I guess…” Bobby lied again. His father
had taken something from him and there was nothing he could do
about it. It was so fucking frustrating, Bobby wanted to
scream.

There was another brief awkwardness before
his mother spoke again.

“I found a smear on the hallway floor this
morning…and a soiled towel in the hamper. Did you spill something
last night? Does that have anything to do with this?”

Shit! Now his ass was in a sling. She knew
that he’d been out in the hallway last night. Last night when
HE was fucking her! When his fucking father was
fucking HER. She must know that he knew.

What could he say? He wanted her to know that
he’d heard them fucking. He wanted to embarrass her. She would
know. She was a mother. Mother’s always knew. He knew she would.
Might as well go with the truth…just leave out the bad parts. Let
her fill them in for herself.

“Uh, I, I got thirsty last night,” he started
out, averting his eyes. When he was unable to look her in the eye,
he knew she would know that he was lying. He couldn’t help it. He
couldn’t look her in the eye. “I got a glass of milk from the
kitchen and, and I, uh, I spilled some of it…” he told her,
avoiding the reason for the spillage.

“Oh,” Cindy murmured.

In a sick, twisted way Bobby wanted her to
know that he’d heard them. Know that he had heard them fucking. But
he just couldn’t bring himself to come out and say it.

He could sense that she knew. She knew that
he’d heard them fucking and that was why he’d spilled the milk.
Glancing back up at her, he got a glimpse of the angst in her
sultry brown eyes. Yeah, she knew—

Neither of them spoke. Neither of them moved
for several long moments before Cindy slowly pushed up onto her
feet.

“I’m sorry…” she softly sniffed, trying to
hold back the tears. Then she slowly stepped around the table to
where Bobby sat watching her, almost crying himself. What the fuck
was going on. He was nothing but a big, fucking cry baby, he
lambasted himself.

Reaching out, his mother curled her arms
around his head and pulled him against her. Bobby was stunned when
he suddenly found his cheek pressed against a big, soft, cuddly
breast.

“I’m sorry…you heard,” she whispered, hugging
his face tighter against her breast. Bobby was in shock. He hadn’t
been expecting this. She had wiped away his anger toward her in one
subtle move. He could barely breathe, but he could smell the fresh,
clean smell of her breast. It smelled like baby. Baby oil. Baby
powder. Then she leaned back ever-so-slightly and fumbled with the
button at the collar of her dress.

Oh, fuck! Was she going to do it again? Was
she going to let him nurse?

Looking down at the swell of her bit tits
jutting out against the front of her dress, he watched his mother
quickly flicking open the buttons until the dress was unbuttoned
down below them. Then, easing her hand down inside the dress, she
cupped a big tit and pulled it out into the open right in front of
Bobby’s gaping eyes.

“Suckle me…” she whispered, lifting her
breast, pressing the big, swollen nipple against Bobby’s lips.

Bobby was in a euphoric daze. He couldn’t
believe it. The way things had been going for him today, this could
never be happening as he gently pursed his lips around the bulging
pink nipple. Closing his eyes, he began to suck…delicately. Just as
the last time…nothing. Then he sucked a little harder and tasted
the first watery offering as it trickled out onto his tongue. It
was sweet. Sweeter than sugar. It tasted of his mother and that
made it sweet as she held him cradled against her big giving
breast. Wrapping his arms around his mother’s ample hips, Bobby
hugged her to his chest as he lovingly suckled her.

He could feel his mother’s fingers brushing
through his hair as more and more of her sugary milk flowed out of
the generous nipple onto his tongue. Just like before the nectarous
flow of milk was somehow getting thicker, sweeter as Bobby feasted
on it for the second time in as many days. Now it almost had a
creamy consistency as Bobby’s pursed lips pulled it from its pale,
pink vessel.

Bobby was light-headed from the rush of
emotions swirling around inside his head. His senses were being
flooded with the pure essence of his mother. The smell of her
scent, the taste of her milk, the feel of her warm, smooth skin,
the sound of her soft breathing; only the sight of her was missing
as he had his eyes closed, but even then the image of her big
beautiful tits was forever seared deep into his memory. He could
never forget how her spectacular, mountainous breasts looked, even
if he had wanted to which he most definitely did not.

“Waughhhhh—” came the high-pitched,
shattering sound of Eddie’s bleating cry from down the hallway.

Fuck, Bobby cursed to himself.

“Eddie…” Bobby heard his mother whisper as
she gently eased back away from him, pulling her big, froth-covered
nipple out from between Bobby’s sucking lips. “His supper
time.”

Then Bobby felt his mother’s hands on his
arms, disentangling them, pushing them away from her hips as Bobby
tried to hold onto her.

“I have to feed him,” she softly complained,
taking a step back away from him.

“But what about me?” Bobby jealously
asked.

She stopped. She stood looking down at him
for several long moments. She didn’t say a word and finally backed
away from him. As she did, Bobby resentfully watched her big tits
softly sway, swinging, bumping against one another as she pulled
her dress back together over them and padded over to the door. She
stopped again and turned back to him as if to say something. But
after a few seconds of silence, she turned and left him sitting
alone.

He hated his little brother almost as much as
he hated his father.

Licking his lips, Bobby enviously relished
the lingering taste of his mother’s creamy milk on his tongue. He
could still smell the faint smell of baby powder left on his cheek
from its contact with the silky-soft skin of her breast.

What now? She was gone. He was so envious of
his baby brother and father. They seemed to reign over his mother
having her any time they wanted while Bobby had to wait and wait
for a secret stolen moment with her. It wasn’t fair, he moped,
standing up. Sulking, Bobby slowly made his way across the living
room and into the hallway leading to the back of the house where
his bedroom was.

Then, as he stepped down the hall, he saw
that the door to his mother’s bedroom was open. Stopping at the
door, he looked in and saw them. His mother was sitting in the
rocking chair she kept by Eddie’s crib and she was holding Eddie
cradled in her arms, his little face pressed against a big pale
pink breast. But her dress was unbuttoned…all the way down past her
navel. Down to the exposed, dark waistband of her panties. Her
flowery dress was spread open and her other big, saggy breast was
uncovered, just hanging there, slowly rising and falling as she
breathed. It was fucking amazing—

A big, melon-sized globe of quivering, pale
pink flesh was capped with a circle of darker flesh at least three,
maybe four inches across. And the big, thimble-sized nipple jutting
out of the center of the dusky pink circle looked swollen and
stiff. And the thought that he had had his lips around it only
moments earlier incensed him. If it wasn’t for his baby brother, he
would still have it between his lips. As he stood staring down at
his mother’ big, exposed tit, he realized she was watching him.
Watching him and making no effort to cover her breast. But why
would she? He’d had it in his mouth only moments earlier.

He couldn’t decipher the look on her pretty
face as she sat looking at him while she held Eddie to her breast.
Another angry surge of jealousy washed through his mind. He hated
Eddie every bit as much as he hated his father now. Maybe even
more. Choking back a sob, Bobby turned and angrily went stomping
down to his bedroom.

He didn’t know what was going to happen when
his mother finished nursing Eddie, but there was a buzz in the air.
A heightened sense that something was going to happen. An almost
electric excitement.

Stopping in the middle of his room, he
irritably unsnapped his pants. Unzipping them, he roughly shoved
them, along with his shorts, down around his knees. As he did, his
almost fully-charged cock popped out of them, sticking out at an
upward forty-five degree angle. It looked evil. The rounded tip of
its big elongated head was covered in the clear, creamy sap oozing
out of it. It was ready. Ready to do what, he asked himself. He
knew what it was ready for he told himself as he watching it
jerking and bouncing around while he struggled out of his pants and
shorts. And he also knew that it would never happen. Not with his
mother! Never!

Reaching down, he grabbed his pants up off
the floor and flung them in the general direction of the hamper
sitting over in the corner by his closet.

Then, as he peeled his tee shirt up off over
his head, he sniffed under his arm. A shower wouldn’t hurt. He
wanted to smell nice for his mother, no matter what happened.

Ten minutes later he stood by his bed drying
off. The clock on his nightstand showed it was seven-thirty and
outside, dusk was slowly creeping across the land. Might as well
put his pajamas on, he thought to himself. He wasn’t going anywhere
else tonight.

Slipping into his pajamas, Bobby flicked his
light off and stepped back out into the hallway. He could hear the
rocking chair down in his mother’s bedroom slowly, methodically
clunking back and forth. She was still nursing Eddie. Another pang
of jealousy…

Quietly padding down the hall on his bare
feet, Bobby stopped again outside the door and peeked in.

His mother was still sitting in the rocking
chair holding Eddie pressed against her big, beautiful breast. Then
as he stood staring down at her big tits, he heard her tell him
that there was a sandwich in the refrigerator for him. He’d
forgotten all about supper in the heat of the chase. Now he
realized he was famished.
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As he poked the last bite of his sandwich
into his mouth, Bobby thought he heard his mother’s bedroom door
close. Was she finally finished feeding the fucking little brat,
Bobby irately wondered? He hoped so, wondering what would happen
next. Tipping up his glass of milk, he gulped down the last of it
and wiped the back of his hand across his lips. He was done. Where
was she? He had expected her to come out of her room after she’d
finished feeding the little imp. It had been an hour. Surely she
was done.

Picking up his plate and glass, he set them
down in the sink.

Did he hear something? In the living room?
Was it his mother? He felt a shiver of excitement tickle down his
spine to his primed cock. It was still limp but even the mere
thought of his mother sent it into heightened sense of arousal as
it began to swell and engorge itself while it hung down between his
legs. Maybe he shouldn’t have changed into his pajamas he worriedly
thought as he quietly stepped across the kitchen. Stopping by the
door, he flicked off the light and peeked out into the living room.
It was dark. There was only the faint glow of the lamp lighting the
room, but the light had been turned down to its lowest setting.

He could see her. She was sitting on the end
of the couch, by the light. Bobby blinked his eyes. Was he seeing
things? Was she wearing her nightgown already? He couldn’t tell
from this distance, but it certainly looked like it. If his cock
had getting hard just thinking about her before, now his turbo
kicked in. At the rate it was growing, he would be completely erect
within moments.

“Mom?” he mumbled.

“Where have you been?” she softly asked,
pinching the sheer silk gown lifting it, letting to float back down
onto her shapely legs. “I have been waiting for you…”

“I didn’t know,” he defended himself.

“Come, sit,” she told him, laying her hand on
the couch beside her hip.

Then Bobby heard the music. The soft strains
of violins melodiously playing in the background. It added a
certain romanticism to it all. Soft lights, soft music, the two of
them alone, both dressed for bed? Could it possible mean? He’d
thought he had it all figured out. They would sit. She would let
him nurse. Then they would go to bed. Her in her bed and him in
his. But now? Maybe he wasn’t as smart as he thought he was as he
slowly inched across the carpeted floor to where she sat watching
him. Or at least he thought she was watching him. The light was
turned so low, it was hard to see her face.

But even in the dim light, he knew that if
she looked down, she would be able to see the way his misbehaving
cock was sticking out, tenting his cotton pajamas.
Self-consciously, he dropped his hand down to cover it. To hide it
from her, just in case. Just in case he was wrong about the whole
thing.

Now he was standing by the couch, looking
down at her. And he saw that he’d been right. She was wearing her
sheer, see-through nightgown. The same one she had been wearing
last night. This only added another element of intimacy to the
scene.

“Why don’t you lay down and rest your head in
my lap?” she softly asked him, wriggling her hips, scooting down
further toward the arm to make room for him.

If he did, he could see that the bottoms of
his mother’s big tits would be brushing against his face. It would
be so easy to nurse on them that way. Another shiver of electric
excitement sparked through his impatient prick, making it twitch
against the palm of his hand.

“Uh, okay…” Bobby told her, carefully sitting
down about three feet away from her. Then he turned on his butt,
lifting his legs and stretching them out down the couch as he
leaned back and gently settled the back of his head down on the Y
of her tummy. She was so soft and warm down there as his head
rested in the little indentation where her legs joined her tummy.
Rested against her pussy! His cock bucked again.

Looking up over the swell of her big tits, he
saw her look down between her big, sagging tits at him as she
reached up and began slowly, deliberately unbuttoningr gown.

“No one can ever know about this, Bobby,” she
whispered, brushing her fingers through his hair. “No
one…ever.”

Bobby’s heart was threatening to burst out of
his chest, it was beating so hard. Swallowing, he couldn’t quite
swallow down the lump that had suddenly formed in his throat. He
was having trouble breathing as he watched his mother’s stubby
fingers crawl lower and lower until the backs of her fingers were
brushing against his quivering lips.

“Unh-huh—” Bobby croaked, barely even able to
speak. “Never…”

Before he had been able to smell baby oil and
powder. That was missing now. In its place, he could smell perfume.
Sexy, alluring perfume filled his nostrils with his mother’s
womanly fragrance. And there was another smell. Her. Herself. The
womanly smell of her sex. Faint, but undeniable. He could smell her
pussy. His cock shivered again.

Then his mother was spreading open her gown.
Reaching down inside it. Cupping a big pale tit and lifting it out
into the open. Then she slowly eased her hand out from under it and
let it settle down on his lips. The skin so soft, so warm, so
smooth. He could see the swollen jut of a big, bloated nipple
sticking out only an inch or so above his lips.

His mother leaned forward…slightly. When she
did, Bobby felt the big, puffy nipple brush his lips. Lifting his
head ever-so-slightly, he pursed his lips around the nipple.

He softly sucked. Nothing. He sucked again.
Harder. A little weak dribble of milk leaked out onto his tongue.
It was weak and watery. Sucking harder. More milk. Thicker,
sweeter. His mother’s milk. His cock twitched. Sucking harder. More
milk. Thicker, sweeter yet as it coated his tongue with its sticky
sweetness. Bobby was euphoric. Lifting one hand, he eased it under
the big udder, cupping it. Then lifting his other hand up over her
breast, he tenderly curled his fingers around the soft, quivering
flesh. Gently, but forcefully, he squeezed, milking out its
precious milk. Bobby’s lips were making soft slurping sounds as he
nursed on his mother’s breast. Then he felt her fingers brushing
through his hair, her other hand settling down on his chest.

As he continued to suckle and steal the
luscious, creamy prize from his mother’s big tit, he felt his
mother’s fingers fumbling with the buttons running down the front
of his pajama top. She was unbuttoning his pajamas. What was she
going to do? Was she going to touch him? Touch his penis?

Another surge of adrenaline gushed out into
his bloodstream as his mother’s insistent fingers crept down off
his chest onto his belly. She was going to touch him. Bobby’s
fingers stopped moving. He stopped milking his mother’s breast as
her fingers inched closer and closer to his rock-hard cock. Then
suddenly her fingers were touching him. Touching him there.
Touching his penis through his pajamas as she continued to work her
way down to the last button on the bottom of his pajama top.

“Mom…” Bobby whispered out around his
mother’s big puffy nipple.

“Yes, darling…” Cindy murmured, unbuttoning
the last button, spreading his pajama top open, gently squeezing
the thick, round shaft of his cock through his pajamas. Bobby was
already about to come. His cock was so charged and ready, he didn’t
know if he could hold it back. He had to try. He didn’t want to
come down inside his pajamas. He would look like such a baby.

Then she lifted her hand away from his cock.
Thank God, he groaned to himself. It had been so close as he began
to squeeze more and more of her creamy outflow into his mouth. Then
his mother’s fingers found one of his tiny jutting nipples.
Pinching it, she pulled on it, squeezing it, twisting it. It was
making his cock twitch and jump down inside his pajamas.

Sucking harder, Bobby was trying to extract
every last drop of his mother’s warm, creamy milk out of her breast
before he gave it up. It was so thick and creamy now as it poured
out into his mouth. So sweet.

All at once, he felt his mother’s fingers on
the snap of his pajama bottoms. Holy, fucking Jesus. She was
unbuttoning his pajamas. Bobby’s big cock twitched again as he felt
the snap give loose and the tension went out of the waistband. A
soft breath of air brushed across his penis as his mother spread
his pajamas open.

Now she could see it. She could see his
stiff, jutting penis. Was he as big as his father, he wondered?
Hopefully, he thought. then her fingers were on it. Softly
clutching it, fondling it. He was going to come. He’d never been
this excited in his whole life. It was his mother touching him! His
mother touching his fucking cock!

Letting his mother’s big swollen nipple slip
out from between his lips, he whimpered.

“Going to come, Mother…” he helplessly
sniveled.

Expecting his mother to move her hand away
from his primed cock, he was surprised when her fingers curled
around it and began to roughly stroke him. He couldn’t stop it. He
was going to come.

“Mother—” he gasped, his hips jerking up off
the couch, his cock bucking in her hot, clutching hand. A giant gob
of white, creamy cum spurted out of the tip of his cock shooting up
into the air and splashing down on his chest while his mother’s
stroking hand jerked up his ejaculating penis. He couldn’t help
himself. It felt so fucking good. His mother’s hand. HIS MOTHER’S
HAND on his cock, squeezing it, stroking it. Within moments his
chest and belly were smeared with a thick, gelatinous film of his
jism. He’d never come so hard, so much, but his mother wouldn’t
stop as she kept jerking her fisted hand up and down his cock.
Frantically looking up at her face, he saw she was straining.

At last, he had nothing left. She’d pumped
out every last drop of semen that he’d had.

“Mother…sorry…” Bobby muttered as his ass
slowly sank back down onto the couch. He could feel his cock dying,
wilting in his mother’s tight grip.

“No—” she emphatically blurted out dropping a
towel onto Bobby’s heaving chest. “It was meant to be…” she
whispered, clutching the towel in her hand, rubbing his chest and
wiping at his belly. She had brought a towel. She knew what was
going to happen. He didn’t know what to think now.

Had she planned for this to happen…this way?
He felt so embarrassed. So pathetic. But she could have stopped it
any time she wanted to. He would have stopped. If she had wanted
him to.

Now, though, he felt like he was about to
cry. He couldn’t look her in the eye as he turned his head away.
But as he did, he realized that her gown was open all the way down
when his cheek pressed down against warm, bare skin. When had that
happened? His nostrils were suddenly filled with the essence of
her. Her pussy. He could feel the soft, curly hairs brushing
against his cheek. All he had to do was turn his head another inch
or two and his lips would be touching her pussy.

Then to his stunned amazement, his mother’s
legs slowly spread wider apart. His head sank lower, his lips
touching the curly hairs covering her mound. Grunting, turning his
head, he rolled over onto his belly and buried his face down
between her legs.

“Mmmmmm-huhhhhhh…” she murmured as he felt
her hips tilt up and his lips brushing against the wet, slippery
flesh between her legs. His lips were touching her pussy. But just
barely, the way he was laying, it was awkward. Kicking his leg off
the couch, he dropped his knee down onto the floor. Then with
another grunt, he dropped his other leg down beside it. Now he was
on his knees, but he wasn’t between her legs. Looking up at her, he
saw that her head was leaning against the back of the couch, her
eyes closed.

Scrabbling around in front of her on his
knees, he spread his hands out on the soft smooth skin just above
her knees and pushed her legs wider apart. And there it was, softly
glistening in the dim light from the lamp. HER PUSSY. How could he
have ever come out of anything so small?

Brushing his fingers up the inside of her
silky smooth thigh, he fingered apart the thick, fleshy lips of her
pussy to expose the small drooling slit at the bottom and the
swollen pink pearl at the top. How could this be happening? It had
all happened so quickly. One moment he had been sitting at the
kitchen table pouting about being left out by his mother and now
this? Flicking out his tongue, he slowly circled it around his
mother’s swollen, slippery clit. His mother’s fucking clit.
Un-fucking-believable. Her pussy tasted so different. Not sweet and
sugary like her milk. Her pussy tasted hot and pungent. He could no
longer smell her perfume. It was all pussy now. Musky, intense, the
smell of her rushed up his nose. He loved it. Burying his lips down
in the fleshy folds, he pursed his lips around her clit and
sucked.

“Oh, Bobby…” she gasped, the insides of her
thighs clamping against his cheeks. Then he felt her stubby fingers
curling down in his hair, pushing down as her hips jerked up,
rubbing her clit against his lapping tongue.

HIS MOTHER—

“Yes, baby, yes, there…” she gurgled. She was
breathing hard now, her tummy heaving up and down, rubbing against
his forehead as he lashed his tongue all over her squiggly clit.
Mother and clit! Two words he had never even contemplated in the
same thought. And now this. It was unimaginable.

The muscles in her tummy were tight,
straining against his brow. Her legs were clamping tighter against
his cheeks. Her breaths were coming in gasping pants. Her
fingernails were digging into his scalp.

“Yes, baby, yes, almost, almost—” she
wheezed. “Make Mommy come—”

Almost? Almost? Was she about to finish? He
couldn’t believe it. It had only been a few moments. Or had it been
longer? He might have lost track of time. He was so engrossed. It
was so fucking exciting. Maybe it had screwed up his sense of
timing. She seemed to be folding into a ball, squeezing tighter and
tighter as Bobby pillaged her willing, vulnerable sex. His face was
smeared with her sticky heat as she clenched around him, squeezing
him, trapping him between her straining, quivering thighs.
Suddenly, she gasped. Her body shook.

“Bobbyyyyyyyy—” she exhaled, clasping his
head, shoving him against her spouting, gushing cunt. Her whole
body was trembling, straining as she came on Bobby’s face, his
lips, his tongue, spreading her ebullient overflow all over. Bobby
was overjoyed. He had never felt such a sense of selfishness. She
was his—

At this moment, she was his and his alone. He
had done this. He had made her finish. Orgasm.

Bobby wouldn’t let up as he lashed her
bulging clit harder and harder. And she seemed to squeeze tighter
against him. She was straining so hard, she had stopped breathing.
She was stiff as a board as more and more of her thick creamy
overflow flowed out onto Bobby’s juice-slathered lips. Bobby was
enveloped in the pure essence of her. The taste of her. The feel of
her. The sound of her. The smell of her.

Then he felt her finally begin to soften, her
muscles slowly relaxing, her pressing thighs backing away from his
moist cheeks. It was ending for her. Her orgasm was over. As his
mother melted back down onto the couch, Bobby slowly kissed up
through the dampened curls up onto her soft tummy. Her skin was so
soft there. Then his lips brushed across the indentation of her
belly button and he opened his eyes. Looking up, up between her
great flattened breasts, he saw her looking back down at him with
that special look. It was the look she reserved for him the look
she gave him when he did something right. The look that made his
heart swell up with pride and love for her.

Then she tiredly lifted her hand and slowly
brushed her fingers through his damp hair.

“He never does that to me…” she whispered,
flicking a finger against his ear. “He won’t do it…”

Bobby didn’t know what to say. He hadn’t
known that. How could he? But now, knowing that he had done
something for his mother that his father was unwilling to do made
him feel even prouder.

“Thank you,” she murmured, lifting her
fingers to her lips, kissing them and then pressing them against
his lips. “Thank you…”

Bobby didn’t know what to say, what to do to
show her his feelings. He leaned down, easing his arms around her
waist, around her back and rested his cheek on her soft, giving
tummy.

“I love you so much, Mother…” he softly
breathed, giving her tummy a loving kiss.

Neither of them moved except to breathe for
several long, heartwarming moments. Bobby was basking in the sheer
happiness he felt. He’d never felt so happy. So fulfilled.

Finally his mother moved, gently pushing on
his shoulders as she struggled to sit up.

Leaning back on his knees, pulling his arms
out from under her back, Bobby smiled, watching her big, beautiful
breasts joggle and roll as she sat up.

As he did, he saw a big, white drop of milk
ooze out of one of her big ruddy nipples. Reaching out, he caught
the drip on the tip of his finger and raised it up to his mother’s
plump pink lips. When she saw what it was, she opened her mouth and
eased the tip of her tongue out. As she did, Bobby gently dabbed
the tip of his finger on her tongue and watched as she eased her
tongue back inside her mouth. There was something so sensual, so
erotic about it.

Then he saw his mother’s smoky brown eyes
drop down between his legs. Following her eyes down, he was mildly
surprised to see that his cock was hard again. Not as hard and
stiff as before, but it was definitely in the final stages of
becoming that way.

“It’s hard…” she whispered, reaching down and
tenderly tickling the tips of her carnation pink fingernails up the
length of his firming penis.

“Unh-huh,” Bobby mumbled, not knowing what
else to say.

“Do you want to make love to me?” he heard
her softly ask him as she curled her chubby fingers around his cock
and gently squeezed it.

Did he want to make love? To her? More than
anything else in the whole world. He would do anything to make that
happen. He would be her slave for life. He would do anything.
Anything she wished.

“Yessss—” he hissed as he felt his cock
twitch with impatient anticipation.

Leaning back, rocking up onto his heels, he
extended his hands out to his mother. When he did, his pajama
bottoms went rustling down his legs to wrap themselves around his
ankles.

Laughing softly, she grasped hold of his
hands and with a soft grunt, pulled herself up onto her bare feet
in front of him. They stopped, kissing briefly. As they broke the
kiss, Bobby stepped out of his pajamas, leaned down and swept them
off the floor. His mother’s sheer negligee gown was open from her
throat all the way down to her to her ankles as she took hold of
his hand and pulled him toward the hallway. As she stepped across
the room with Bobby in tow, her big tits stuck out through the
opening of her gown like the twin prows of a catamaran bouncing and
bobbing on the waves as it skittered through them. Hand in hand,
stepping quickly, they made their way down the hallway to his
mother’s bedroom.

She stopped. Peeking into the bedroom, over
at Eddie’s crib, she hesitated for a moment before she stepped back
pulling the door almost closed behind her. Then, pulling Bobby
along behind her, her gown billowing out behind her, she hurried on
down the hallway to his bedroom.

He was going to get to fuck her in his own
bed! He would never ever wash his sheets. They would always smell
of her to remind him of this epic night.

Stopping by his bed, Cindy let go of his hand
and shrugged her shoulders. Her sheer gown went fluttering down her
back to land in a diaphanous heap at her feet. Bobby’s big dick was
now pointing up at the ceiling, primed and ready to perform the
evil task. Bobby couldn’t wait as he watched her lean down over his
bed and slowly crawl up on it. Then, with a little flip, she rolled
over onto her back, her big, milk-laden tits heaving and rolling
from side to side as she did.

In the brighter glow of his lamp, he could
see that the glistening flesh between her legs was almost a
shocking pink in contrast to the pale white skin around it as she
slowly parted her legs to open herself to him. The lump in his
throat was back as he stood by the bed looking down at his mother
laying spread out below him. Then she extended her chubby arms up
to him, inviting him down between them.

“Come…fuck me…” she whispered, opening and
closing her hands, clawing at him.

Bobby’s heart was racing a mile a minute. His
cock was so hard it ached as it jutted up out of his hairy crotch.
He was going to fuck her. He was going to fuck his MOTHER—

Bobby couldn’t believe it was really going to
happen as he lifted his knee up on the bed. His mother’s hands
curved under his armpits, lifting him, pulling him up between her
splayed out legs.

“Yes, darling—” she growled, reaching down to
his stiff, jutting penis, grasping it.

Gawking down between them, over her flattened
breasts, he watched her push his cock down. Then he felt the glans
of his penis brush against the soft, slippery flesh between her
legs. His cock was touching her fucking pussy. Yes, yes, he was
going to fuck her. Then his mother wriggled her hips and Bobby felt
the bulbous head of his cock push down inside the hot, clinging
flesh of her pussy.

Oh-God-oh-God-Oh-God! He was inside her
pussy. His cock was inside her pussy. He was fucking his
mother.

“Mother—” he groaned out, curling his hips
down at her, pushing in deeper, feeling her pussy collapsing down
around his penis as he pushed in deeper and deeper. Oh, God, she
was so hot and wet and slippery inside. Hotter, wetter, tighter
than any pussy he’d ever fucked. Then he felt her squeeze down
around him, milking him with her pussy.

Dropping his head, he found her lips and they
kissed with open-mouthed passion. She was taking him inside her,
Bobby feverishly groveled, driving his tongue into her mouth,
feeling her tongue wrap around his. It was like plunging his cock
into a silken socket of honey. Thick, hot honey as her pussy molded
itself around his thrusting cock. Then he hit bottom, his belly
nudging up against her, his cock filling her to her limit.

“Oh-Yes-Bobby-Bobby-Fuck-Me-Fuck-Me—” she
babbled out into Bobby’s mouth, her hips rocking up and down, her
cunt clasping him, milking him.

Jerking back, Bobby broke the kiss and
plunged back into the fiery heat between his mother’s legs. Within
moments the bed was lurching back and forth wildly as they fucked
like there was no tomorrow for them. Then he felt his mother’s
knees slap against his ribs as she lifted her legs, clamping them
against him, taking him deeper inside her slavering, greedy
cunt.

Gasping and panting for air, Bobby knew he
would never be able to get enough of her, enough of his mother’s
gluttonous clasping pussy. As his hips rocked back and forth, Bobby
dug his elbows into the bed and clutched hold of her floundering,
flopping tits. Squeezing and kneading them while they fucked like
crazed monkeys, he could feel her hot, sticky milk leaking out of
them coating his groping hands with their sticky heat. Then as she
clamped him between her thighs, Bobby felt his mother’s round heels
begin to beat a tattoo against his bounding ass. She wanted him to
fuck her harder, but he couldn’t. He was already fucking her as
hard and fast as he could. And he knew that he couldn’t last much
longer.

“Gonna come, Mommy, gonna come—” Bobby
whimpered, tears streaming down his cheeks as he pitched back and
forth atop her.

“Yes-yes-yes-baby-Come-Come—” she pleaded,
her hands clasping his waist, her fingernails digging in, pushing,
pulling as they surged toward their finish.

Bobby came first. He couldn’t help it. He
couldn’t hold it back. He wanted to wait for her but it was just
too much to ask of a teenager. He erupted down inside his mother’s
clutching, milking cunt so hard he thought he’d broken something as
his thick, gelatinous cream came spewing out of him in great fiery
gushes. He’d never finished so hard, so much.

Then he felt his mother shudder under him,
her body stiffening and straining up against him.

“OHGOD—” she gasped as her cunt clamped down
around his spurting, spewing prick so tight, he thought she was
going to squeeze his cock flat.

They came…and came…and came until there was
no more. She had drained him. Sucked his big balls dry as the
Sahara. He had nothing left to give her. She had taken his all.

Bobby collapsed atop her. He was gasping for
air as was she.

“Oh-Bobby,” she gasped as Bobby was somehow
able to back away pulling his wilting penis out of her and rolling
over onto his side beside her.

It had been the best. The grandest. The
epitome!

And now. And now there would never be another
woman for Bobby. No one would ever be able to love him the way his
dear, sweet mother loved him. And he could never love another woman
with the same passion and emotion he loved his mother with.

They were doomed.

And all because of his mother’s big,
beautiful tits…
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