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  Catherine and Seth


  Chapter One – The Visitor


  They both watched Seth struggling down the steep path behind them and finally trudge up to them.


  “Wow,” Seth gasped, trying to catch his breath, “That last leg was a real killer.”


  “Yeah, good thing we all work out,” Brian laughed, “Well, do you think it was worth it? Just look at this place.”


  All three of them stood looking out over the meadow stretching out in front of them. The grasses were just starting to grow in and swayed gently in the warm, spring breeze. The occasional California poppy added just the right touch of color making it a picture right out of a travel magazine.


  “Well, I think we’ll set up camp over there under those trees,” Brian said, looking over at his wife, Catherine. “What do you think?”


  “Perfect,” she smiled back at him, shifting her back pack to a more comfortable position.


  “Great. Well, come on and I’ll get the tent up while we still have a couple of hours of daylight left. Brian, you think you could gather up some firewood while I’m putting up the tent? The sun will be going down pretty soon and a fire will feel real good.”


  “Sure, Dad,” Seth grinned, falling in line at the rear as they started across the meadow toward the spot his father had pointed out.


  As the three of them gingerly walked along trying to avoid stepping on the flowers, Seth’s eyes were automatically drawn back to the almost hypnotic sway of his mother’s beautiful ass as it slowly swished from side to side. He knew that he had a problem. He shouldn’t have been drawn to his mother as he was. Yes, she was beautiful and turned eyes everywhere she went. But she was his MOTHER! Boys just were supposed to think of their mothers like that. It wasn’t right. But what could he do? He didn’t have any control over it. No matter what he did, what he tried, it always came back to this.


  Slipping off her backpack, Catherine eased down onto as she watched Brian untie the tent from below his backpack. She could feel the sweat running down between her breasts slowly beginning to dry leaving behind a gritty residue. She was conscious of every movement she made as her oversized breasts abrasively rubbed together. What she wouldn’t give for a bath…


  Just then, Seth came walking back into camp with an armful of dried limbs.


  “That didn’t take long,” she remarked as he pitched the firewood down in a pile in the center of the clearing.


  “Yeah, there’s all kinds of dead wood over by the stream I found,” he grinned, brushing his hands together and then brushing them down his pants.


  “A stream?” Catherine said, her ears perking up at the thought of running water.


  “Yeah, right over there by that grove of trees,” Seth told her, pointing over at the stand of trees about fifty yards from the campsite as he turned and started back toward it.


  “I think I’ll go see,” she smiled at Brian, standing up and dusting the dirt off her backside before she turned and started trudging away from the camp.


  “I’m not going anywhere,” Brian told her. “Not until I get this fucking tent up.”


  As she started out across the meadow, Brian stopped working on the tent and turned to watch her. Even out in the woods, as sweaty and disheveled as she was, she could still evoke a spark of desire, he thought to himself as he watched her walk away. He couldn’t stop the tingle of excitement that tickled through his prick as he watched his lovely wife head toward the trees, her enticing derriere delightfully swinging from side to side as she went. Shaking his head in appreciation, he hurriedly returned to the task at hand, hoping to take his mind off her.


  Nearing the grove of trees, Catherine could hear Seth tramping through the leaves as he gathered up more firewood.


  “SETH,” she called out, brushing aside several limbs and stepping into the shade of a tangled mass of trees, “where’s the stream?”


  “Right over there,” he grinned as he saw his mother emerge out of the bushes, “and it’s got a nice little pool that looks mighty inviting. It looks like it is about three or four feet deep and not too cold.”


  “Where?” Katherine asked, feeling scratchy salt chafe her skin even as she spoke.


  The thought of taking a nice cool bath almost made her delirious.


  “I’m going to go look,” she told him, brushing aside the limbs and starting down the stream toward the sound of water trickling over rocks.


  “Don’t fall in,” Seth laughed, going back to picking up wood.


  “I might…on purpose,” she laughed, slowly picking her way through the bushes.


  He was right, Catherine told herself as she stood on the edge of the little pool looking out over it. It was perfect. And even hidden from the campsite by the trees. She was going to take a bath!


  Stepping back away from the pool, she made her way back to where Seth was working.


  “I’m going back and get a change of clothes so I can take a dip while you guys get the camp ready,” she smiled at him. “Then I can fix supper while you two take a bath.”


  “That sounds good to me,” Seth said, following her out of the bushes with an arm load of wood as she headed back for the camp.


  His arms full of dead wood, Seth stumbled along behind his mother, watching her firm, round buttocks twitch from side as she stepped along in front of him. He realized that it was wrong to think about her in a sexual way, but he couldn’t keep from staring at her lovely behind as it provocatively frolicked about under the tight-fitting shorts she was wearing. Suddenly, he realized that he was getting a boner. Great, he complained to himself, as he continued to gawk at his mother’s twitching butt as she stepped along unaware of her son’s leering gaze.


  “UNhpfff,” he grunted as tripped over a large rock he hadn’t seen because he had been so intently staring at his mother’s swaying buttocks.


  “What did you say?” Catherine asked, stopping and turning around to face him.


  As she did, she watched Seth trying to keep the tottering tangle of wood in his arms from crashing to the ground.


  “Oh, Nothing,” he mumbled, ashamed that he had almost been caught in the act of staring at her behind, as a bright blush lit up his cheeks, “I just tripped over that darned rock.”


  “Be more careful,” she cautioned him, wondering why his face was so red, “we don’t need to carry you all the way back down the mountain with a broken ankle.”


  “I will,” he told her, regaining some of his composure as he gathered the wood back into a manageable pile, trying to keep it from falling to the ground.


  Trying his hardest to keep his eyes off the delectable view of his mother’s delightful rear end, Seth followed her on down the trail as they started out again.


  At last they made it back to the campsite without Seth falling again. Thankfully, his mother seemed oblivious to the effect she was having on him.


  “Did you find the stream?” Brian asked Catherine as she strolled back into the camp.


  “Yep,” she grinned at him, eagerly anticipating the feel of the cool water on her skin. “And I’m going back and take a bath while you two finish getting the camp set up. Then I can fix supper while you two get cleaned up. How does that sound?”


  “Great,” Brian chuckled. “Sure you don’t need someone to wash your back for you?” he snickered, running his eyes down her body as she unzipped her backpack.


  “Brian—” she complained, searching through her backpack, “we have company…”


  Finally, she pulled out another pair of crisp, clean shorts, a blouse, socks, and a towel. Glancing over at the men, Catherine saw that Brian was still working on the tent while Seth was building a little fire block out of stones.


  “I should be back in about thirty minutes,” she told Brian, giving him a suggestive wink before she headed toward the distant grove of trees again, “all fresh and clean,” she added over her shoulder.


  “I’ll be waiting,” he told her, smiling back at her.


  Father and son watched her make her way down the path, not taking their eyes off her until she disappeared into the trees.


  While neither of them had said a word, they shared similar thoughts about her. The father trying to think of a way to get his lovely wife in the sack without Seth knowing about it and Seth guiltily admiring his mother’s beautiful backside.


  Then they returned to their tasks and Brian soon had the tent up, the sleeping bags spread out inside it, and Seth had a roaring campfire going.


  “I think I’ll go farther downstream and see if I can find some more firewood,” Seth told his father, “I don’t think this will last very long.”


  “Okay, but be back in twenty minutes,” Brian told him, taking out the pots and pans out of his backpack and setting them by the fire.


  Heading away from the camp toward another clump of trees some fifty to seventy-five yards farther down the stream, Seth quickly faded into the mass of trees. Glancing over his shoulder, he saw that he could no longer see the campsite and knew that his father wouldn’t be able to see him either. Quickly, ducking behind the bushes to keep from being seen, he turned and started making his way back up the stream toward the pool his mother was going to bathe was. Slinking stealthily along, moving as quietly as he could, he stole back up the stream until he could hear his mother splashing about in the pool.


  Creeping closer and closer, he was finally standing behind the thick brush at the edge of the pool. He wasn’t more than twenty feet of so from the pool and could make out his mother through the limbs. He was so close he could hear his mother humming as she bathed in the water. With his hands shaking nervously, he cautiously eased apart some of the foliage and peered out onto the pool.


  A searing jolt of electric excitement spasmed through his cock as he spied his mother standing out in the pond. She was fucking beautiful! Gorgeous! A goddess!


  Staring on in reverent exaltation, he marveled at the naked woman standing out in the pond.


  He couldn’t take his eyes off her and his cock was hard as a rock in a heartbeat.


  Seth didn’t know how long he had been watching, but it seemed like hours before he could finally tear his eyes away from his mother’s majestic, quivering, bobbling breasts. Not knowing how much longer he had, he swept his eyes quickly down over her flat, firm tummy to the dripping tangle of curly brown pubic hairs that spread over her mons like a profuse kinky forest of curls.


  His cock was so hard it ached as he let his eyes drink in every erotic curve and hollow of her exquisite body. It was all he could do to keep from ripping his clothes off, bursting out from behind the bushes and taking her in his arms. She was driving him crazy with desire. Finally, much to his disappointment, he saw her turn and carefully tread over to the bank where her clothes were. As she moved across the pool, he watched her melon-sized breasts heavily jiggle and bobble.


  Stopping at the edge of the pond, Catherine let the soft breezes play over her naked body before she carefully stepped out of the pool onto the soft grass and reached down to pick up the towel. Wrapping it around her, she covered her big breasts, unknowingly hiding them from her son’s ogling gaze. Then tossing her head, making her long, brown hair fly out, sending water flying everywhere she raised the towel up to it. Standing, arms raised above her head, she dried off her hair while Seth dug his hand down into his short pants and drug out his achingly-hard cock. Then, as she quickly ran the towel over her plentiful charms, patting herself dry, Seth began to stroke himself. Finally, tossing the towel aside, she shook her head, frizzing out her hair as she stood on the bank enjoying the feel of the warm breeze on her skin completely unaware that her son was watching her from behind the bushes. Still naked, she was now unknowingly offering him an entirely different perspective of the view that he had been watching almost all day long. Trailing along behind her, he had ogled her tits and ass but now here they were bare and exposed to his leering eyes. They were even more beautiful than he had imagined they could ever be.


  He couldn’t imagine that there was a prettier ass anywhere in the world. Firm, yet as soft, smooth and round as a baby’s bottom. But so much more erotic. Staring at it he realized that it was shaped like an upside down heart with a deep sensual crack splitting it exactly in half before it faded up into her long, curving back. Just watching her bend down and pick up her shorts sent a quiver through his stone-hard penis that he was holding in his hand. Watching on with depraved perversion, he saw her lazily pulling her shorts up her long, perfectly- shaped legs. Then it suddenly dawned on him. She hadn’t put her panties on first. This knowledge sent another paroxysm of excitement charging through his cock as he realized that she would be walking around camp all night without any panties. His fisted hand began to move faster as he watched her pull on her shirt down over her bulging breasts.


  Seth’s poor brain was in a fizzle as he saw that not only was she not going to be wearing panties, she wasn’t going to wear a brassiere, either. He couldn’t believe it. It was almost too much to handle knowing that she wouldn’t be wearing anything under her clothes for the rest of the day. Unable to stop himself, he worked his hand up and down faster, almost triggering an eruption when he did.


  At last she sat on the towel and pulled her boots and socks on.


  Deciding that it was time for him to beat a hasty retreat, Seth slowly slunk back down the stream leaving his mother, Catherine unaware that she had been the focus of his attention for the last fifteen minutes.


  Seth found it extremely difficult to slink away quietly with his penis thrusting out of his crotch like a steel rod. Finally after some rough manipulations, he was able to maneuver its granite-like hardness to a position that would allow him to walk without pain. Stealing through the brush with a cock the size and length of a baseball bat in his pants wasn’t an easy task, he thought to himself as he stumbled into the next grove of trees. Rushing about, trying to find as much firewood as quickly as he could, he pictured his mother strolling back to the camp with her big, beautiful tits bobbling about freely under her shirt. He couldn’t believe how bad he was, thinking about his mother the way he had been.


  Finally he had enough wood to make his trip seem plausible and headed back for the camp. As he neared it, he could see his mother standing by the fire with her back to him. His eyes involuntarily dove down to her pretty ass, drinking in its rounded loveliness through her tight, short pants. But knowing that it was devoid of panties under the thin material somehow made it all that much more exciting.


  “Oh, there you are,” Catherine said turning as she heard him clomping up, “I was getting worried about you.”


  “Uh, there wasn’t as much wood down there,” he lied, diverting his eyes away from her and feeling another blush fan out across his cheeks, “but I think I finally found enough to get us through the night.”


  “Good,” she smiled, watching him as he dropped the load of firewood by the fire, noticing that his face was once again bright red, “it looks like it might be cold tonight.”


  Feeling his face flush with embarrassment, Seth turned away and walked over to his backpack. Stooping down, he rifled through it, hoping he could hide his shame.


  “Your father just left a couple of minutes ago.”


  “He did,” he blurted out, pulling out some clean clothes and standing up. Had he seen him?


  Turning around, he saw his mother squatting down by the fire, leaning over stirring the contents of one of the pots. She didn’t seem to realize that her blouse was billowing out giving him a repeat viewing of her splendid cleavage. Unable to keeps his eyes off from the expanse of naked flesh, he stood staring at her until she looked up to see why he hadn’t left yet.


  “Why, uh,” she started to ask until she saw him gawking down at her exposed breasts.


  Glancing down at her blouse, she saw that he could see right down inside her blouse to her breasts.


  “Oh, Whoops,” she mumbled, reaching up and jerking her blouse together and quickly buttoning it. “I didn’t mean to spill out like that.”


  “Oh, uh, I’m, uh, golly, bye,” he stuttered, shuffling backward, stumbling blundering off toward the pool as quickly as he could, embarrassed beyond belief.


  Kneeling by the fire absently-minded stirring the stew, Catherine realized that Seth had been blushing almost the whole time they had been at the camp. She could see why he had been embarrassed when she caught him staring at her breasts just now, but still, that didn’t explain his blushing episodes earlier. Maybe he was just sunburned, she thought, but doubted that that was the reason.


  Speaking of embarrassing, she thought, walking along all day with her short pants rubbing against her clit had her in a dither. She was so horny, she was thinking about asking Seth to sneak away with her so she could have a little of his prodigious equipment. Too bad they were all sleeping in the same tent, or she would definitely seduce him. Wishfully thinking about how well her husband was hung, she could almost imagine how good his big cock would feel inside her.


  Growing hornier by the minute as she fixed supper, at last she had it ready. Waiting on the men, she moved everything around so it would stay warm and wouldn’t burn, then stood up and stretched out her tired muscles. Stepping into the tent, she opened her backpack and rummaged around inside it until she found the little vial of perfume she had packed, just in case. Pouring out a little dab on her fingers, she quickly ran it up her inner thighs, then more down between her tits and a couple of daubs behind the ear before twisting the cap back on and looking down in the direction of the pond. She didn’t see anyone and wondered if she should call them. Then as she started to yell out, another lewd, lecherous thought popped into her head.


  Why not sneak over and see if she could sneak a glimpse of her husband’s cock before supper? Quickly checking the food once again, she hurriedly strode out of the camp toward the pool. Moving quickly, she didn’t realize that she had forgotten one fatal flaw in her little plan. In order to spy on hubby, she might just see her son in the process. But in her aroused state, that never crossed her mind as she hastily made her way over to the stand of trees. Carefully threading her way through the tangle of bushes, making as little noise as possible, it took her several seconds but she finally made it to the pool. Staying back away from it, she looked for a place she could spy out on Brian. As she did, she caught a glimpse of him through the bushes.


  Unknowingly choosing the same bush Seth had used earlier, she secretly moved up behind it and furtively peeked out at her husband. But as she did, she saw both men standing in water that only came up to their knees. As she peered out, she saw that Brian was facing her and her eyes quickly dove down to his big dangling penis. Just the sight of it was enough to send spasms of excitement coursing through her overheated pussy. She was still surprised every time she saw it. It was huge. Even soft like it was now, dangling down, it had to be at least six or seven inches long as it flopped about slapping against his thighs. As impressive as it was soft, she could picture it hard, standing at least eight or nine inches tall. She could feel herself getting wet down between her legs as she thought about how good it would feel to have it inside her. Hoping that the wetness down between her legs wouldn’t show, she glanced over at her son. Feeling a rush of guilt, she couldn’t help admiring her son’s muscular back. He certainly had a lovely behind, she thought to herself. Tight, firm, well-muscled, it was easily a match for Seth’s, she smiled as she let her eyes wander down his back over his hard buns and powerful legs. He had turned into quite a well-built young man.


  Then just as she started to return her attention back to Seth, she saw her son slowly turn around until he was facing away from his father and directly facing her. She was stunned. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She nearly gasped out loud in disbelief as she found herself staring at her son’s enormous penis. The mammoth cock, engorged with blood hung down from his belly like a huge evil snake. She couldn’t believe how big it was. Not only that, it looked like he was getting a hard-on. But at the moment, it was still soft enough to flop about as he brushed his hand across it. Even in its present state of engorgement, it was at least an inch or two longer than his father’s oversized organ. But it was growing rapidly as it protruded out from his hairy groin. She knew she shouldn’t even be looking, but she couldn’t bring herself to look away.


  Without warning, she felt her knees growing weak and she had to hold onto the bush to keep from falling as she felt a rush of blood rush engorge her vagina. Then as if to confirm her depravity, she felt a stream of hot, sticky juice trickle down her thigh. She couldn’t ever remember spraying herself at the sight of a cock. But even worse, she was devastated to know that her son was the reason for it.


  Still, she couldn’t make herself look away. Then to her dismay, she watched him wrap his hand around it and roughly squeeze it.


  Could he see her? Did he know she was watching him and was putting on a show for her? Her head was spinning out of control. Her heart was pounding. The roar inside her head was deafening.


  Unaware he was being watched by his mother, Seth glanced over his shoulder to see if his father was watching him. When he saw that his father wasn’t, Seth slowly began to stroke his cock.


  To his mother’s horror and dismay, she watched on as Seth’s cock began to grow even larger and more potent.


  Then she almost jumped out of her skin when she heard Brian call out to Seth and tell him that he was going back to camp.


  “Uh, I, Uh, Okay, Dad,” Seth stammered as he quickly sat down in the water to hide his jutting cock, “I’ll be up in a few minutes.”


  Catherine saw that while she had been so intent on watching Seth, Brian had walked to the edge of the pool and was stepping out onto the grass. Hoping that her legs would still work, she silently stumbled back away from the bush and began to make her way back to the camp. It seemed to take her forever to reach the edge of the trees, but at last she was out in the open and hastily beat a retreat back to the safety of the camp.


  Arriving at the camp, she hurriedly bent down over the campfire and tried to look as if she had been there all along. Suddenly, she remembered that she had wet her shorts and looking down, she saw that the whole crotch was wet with her overflow. Quickly looking around for something to hide the telltale stain, she grabbed a canteen and quickly dashed water all over her pants. Standing up and brushing off the excess water she heard someone coming up the path toward the camp.


  “Oh, Great,” she exclaimed for the benefit of whoever it was.


  “What’s wrong?” Brian asked as he walked up to her.


  “Oh, I just spilled water all over my shorts,” she whined, running her hands over her wet shorts.


  “Oh, are you sure you didn’t wet yourself?” Brian joked.


  “You men can be so gross sometimes,” she complained, bending down by the fire, smiling to herself satisfied that her ploy had worked.


  “Where’s Seth?” she innocently asked, “I thought he was with you.”


  “Oh, he said he would be up in a few minutes,” Brian said, sticking a finger into one of the pots and tasting its contents. “Mmmmm, that tastes good.”


  “Get your finger out of our supper,” she ordered him, “and get the dishes out.”


  Suddenly realizing how famished she was, Catherine dished up supper for Brian and herself. Sitting down under the tree, they opened a bottle of wine and began to eat. They had almost finished before Seth finally came tramping into camp. Incapable of resisting the temptation, she furtively glanced down at his crotch. While he wasn’t sporting an erection, the bulge was still quite impressive. He must have beat off, she sickly thought.


  “Your supper’s on the fire,” she told him, making a conscious effort to keep from looking at him and betraying her guilty feelings, “you’re late so you have to dish it up yourself.”


  “Okay,” he muttered, going about filling his plate.


  They all ate their fill in silence, each of them buried in their own thoughts.


  ~~~


  “Seth, take these dishes down to the pool,” Brian told his son, handing him a flashlight, “and give them a good rinse while we get ready for bed.”


  “Okay,” Seth said, flicking on the light and starting down the path toward the pool carrying the pot with all the supper dishes in it. “I’ll be back in a little while, if the bogey-man doesn’t don’t get me,” he snickered as he went clanging down the path toward the brook.


  “Be careful, there might be snakes out,” his mother told him, not realizing the significance of her statement until it was out of her mouth.


  “Yes, Mother,” Seth said sarcastically smarted back as he strolled away.


  The instant Seth was out of their sight, Brian pulled Catherine to him and gave her a long, wet kiss, driving his tongue deep into her mouth.


  As he hungrily kissed her, Catherine ground her big, soft breasts into his chest and forced her hand into his pants. She quickly found his jutting hardness and wrapped her hand around it.


  “My, God, I’m horny,” Brian finally gasped as he quickly unzipped his pants. “It’s too bad we only brought one tent. I would like to make love to you tonight.”


  “I’ve been thinking about how good it would feel to have this big guy inside me all day long,” she murmured, running her hand up and down his swollen manhood


  “Come on, quick, we have a few minutes before Seth comes back,” she panted, grabbing his hand and tugging him into the tent.


  Once inside the tent, she pulled him down and recklessly attacked his shorts, jerking them down around his knees. As his pants went down, his great cock sprang out into the open hard and stiff. Without a pause, Catherine swiftly bent down and sucked him into her hot, greedy mouth, consuming half of him in one savage suck. She heard him gasp with pleasure as she wrapped her hand around his cock and began to furiously beat his meat while she hungrily sucked on him. The savagery of her attack surprised him and rapidly drove him to the boiling point. Like a woman possessed, she brutally drove her wet, sucking mouth up and down his throbbing cock while her hands frantically stroked his cock urging him toward a cataclysmic eruption. Up and down, up and down went her head and hands, stroking him nearer and nearer to his orgasmic climax. Then, suddenly, she felt his cock swelling out with pre-ejaculatory anticipation. He was going to come.


  All at once, Brian felt his balls lurch and spurt out a gusher of his thick, sticky cream into his wife’s ravenous mouth as he felt Catherine thrust herself down on him, taking his entire cock into her mouth and throat.


  “OH, MY, OH, FUCKING, OH, MY, FUCKING, SHIT,” Brian gasped as his cock jumped and jerked spewing out gusher after gusher of his dense, virulent semen out into Catherine’s throat.


  Reacting uncontrollably, his hips thrust up time and time again, driving his huge, spurting cock deeper and deeper into his wife’s throat, until at last, the pleasure became too intense and he had to jerk his cock out of the gripping confines of her throat.


  Feeling him pulling his cock out of her throat, she let it slide out and sucked in a deep, lung-filling breath of air. Then she dropped her lips back down around it and biting down on the barrel just below the swollen rim of his cockhead. Gently nipping it, she kept his cockhead imprisoned in her mouth letting it spit out the last few trickles of cum.


  “MOM, DAD, I’m back,” they heard from outside the tent, “and the bogey-man didn’t get me.”


  “Oh, Fuck,” Brian cursed under his breath.


  Catherine quickly spit out his cock and sat up with an evil grin on her face.


  “You missed some,” he grunted as a trickle of his cum dribbled down her chin.


  Quickly jerking his shorts up, trying to hide his obvious deformity, he groaned in quiet misery.


  “That’s good,” Catherine called out to Seth, running her hand across her chin, wiping off her husband’s offering, “just put the pots and pans in your father’s backpack. We’re just getting ready for bed, so it’ll be a couple of minutes, okay?”


  “Sure,” Seth complained, “go ahead and treat me like your slave.”


  They heard the rattling of pots and pans as Seth went about cramming them back into his father’s backpack while Brian made sure that the flap to the tent was closed. Smiling mischievously, Catherine slowly slipped her tongue out and lewdly ran it around her mouth, licking the rest of his discharge from her lips.


  “Yummy, yummy,” she whispered, “in my tummy.”


  “You’re too much,” Brian chuckled, sticking his feet into their sleeping bag and easing his body down into it.


  Unbuttoning her blouse, she carefully folded it and laid it down by the edge of the sleeping bag. Knowing that Brian was watching her, she made sure that her big tits wiggled and jiggled as much as possible as she leaned down and slipped her shorts off.


  “Damn, woman,” Brian grunted in surprise, “you don’t have any panties on. You’re nothing but a shameless hussy running around like that.”


  “I didn’t hear you complaining while ago,” she softly laughed.


  Since her shorts were still wet, she laid them out by themselves so they would dry. Finally sitting in the middle of the tent bare-assed naked, she slipped her feet into the sleeping bag and snuggled down next to her husband.


  “Are you going to sleep without any clothes on with Seth in the tent?” he asked in disbelief.


  “Sure, he can’t see through the sleeping bag,” she grinned at him as she rubbed her big, soft butt up against him.


  “I don’t know if this is a good idea,” he told her pulling her to him, “we might end up waking him up later, if we’re not careful.”


  “That sounds inviting,” she purred over her shoulder.


  “SETH,” she called out, “you can put the fire out and come to bed now, we’re both in our bag.”


  “Okay,” he said, pouring a bucket of water on the fire, “I’ll be there in a minute.”


  Reaching behind her, she found Brian’s cock and gently toyed with his limp organ while they waited for Brian to come inside. She was still aroused by what she had seen earlier, and love juice still oozing out of her tingling womanhood. She wished that she could have Brian’s cock inside her, but that would have to wait. Maybe, after Seth was asleep she could persuade Brian to diddle her. She would have to wait and see.


  Finally Seth stumbled into the tent.


  “It sure got dark when I put out the fire,” he fussed.


  “Really,” she laughed. “That’s why you have a flashlight, dummy—” she snickered.


  “Uh, oh, yeah, I forgot,” Seth mumbled, thankful for the darkness to hide his blush as he sat down on his sleeping bag and started stripping down to his shorts. This all had an eerie familiarity about it, Seth thought to himself as he undressed. It was almost like back when he was a little boy. Three or four, he couldn’t remember, maybe even five. When Brian was away on one of his business trips, he would build a tent out of quilts and chairs and his mother would let him sleep in it. But the best part was when she would sleep with him. It was all fuzzy and distant in his head, but he could remember how soft and warm she had felt when he snuggled up next to her before he went to sleep. And the fascinating fragrance of her perfume. And he could even smell it now, faint and distant, like his memories, but he could smell it.


  Catherine and Brian listened as Seth readied himself for bed and at last they heard him slip into his sleeping bag and zip it up.


  Waiting for Seth to go to sleep, Catherine thought back to the afternoon when she had watched the men in the pool. First, she couldn’t believe that she’d spied on them. And then she still couldn’t believe that Seth’s penis was so big. So big, in fact, it was even larger than his father’s. And God knows, Brian’s was huge. Maybe Seth had gotten his size from his father, but she had added her own genes to improve on it. That being the case, how big was her father, she sickly wondered? Stop it, she told herself. Just stop it. She hated herself for thinking about his cock, but she couldn’t get it out of her mind…


  Finally, fatigue won out and she felt herself drifting off to sleep.


  As she slept, she began to dream. In her dream, she was asleep in the woods by a softly flowing stream. After a while, she awoke and found herself thirsty. Walking down to the stream to quench her thirst, she suddenly realized that she was naked. It was odd. Naked and wandering around in the woods, but curiously, it didn’t seem that odd. Just strange. Then she heard something splashing in the water downstream.


  Listening, she pulled her long, brown hair down over her breasts trying to hide her nakedness as she tiptoed down the stream toward the splashing sound.


  At last, she could hear that whatever it was making the noise was right in front of her, hidden by one of the bushes growing along the edge of the stream. Creeping up behind the bush, she reached out and slowly parted the branches. Peering out onto a large, shallow pond, she saw a naked man standing in the middle of it facing away from her. He was standing in water that came up to his powerfully-muscled buttocks. Because he was facing away from her, she couldn’t see what he was doing to make so much noise, but it looked like he was fighting with something in front of him. Catherine suddenly realized that the man was her son Seth. Then as she watched him with depraved curiosity, he slowly turned and faced her. She could now see that he wasn’t fighting with anything. He was masturbating! But why it looked like he had been fighting with something was the size of his enormous penis. It was so large, it took both of his hands to encircle its gigantic circumference. Gasping in disbelief, she stared at her son as he tried to stroke his monstrous penis. It was so long, its great purple head was even with his mouth. Staring at her son as he beat his gargantuan cock, she saw him lean forward and suck the great cockhead into his mouth. Suddenly, she felt like her pussy had caught on fire as she watched Seth sucking himself at the same time he masturbated. The heat from the ungodly flames inside her cunt was engulfing her whole body as she watched Seth slowly suck more and more of the elephantine cock into his mouth. As the burning agony spread out from her loins to her breasts, it set her nipples ablaze and she saw that he had consumed his entire cock. Her son’s enormous pendulous balls seemed to dangle down from his mouth and he was bent almost in double as he took his cock into his mouth.


  He looked like an evil gargoyle one might find leering out from the arches of some medieval building in Europe. Suddenly, she saw that her son was staring back at her as she hid behind the bush. As he glared at her, she felt the bush fall away, leaving her standing before him naked. Trying to hide her nakedness from him, she saw that he was raising his head and letting the gigantic, evil looking penis slowly slither out of his mouth. She stopped trying to hide herself from him as she became transfixed on the malignant, pink cylinder of hard, unyielding cock sliding out of her son’s mouth. At last, only the monster’s bulbous purple head remained inside his mouth as he quickly began to masturbate it again. As he violently stroked the malevolent ogre, he slowly waded across the pool toward her. Suddenly, she found herself lying on her back with him standing over her, between her outstretched legs. Breathlessly waiting, she stared up at her son towering above her stroking his gigantic penis. At last, Seth spit out the head of his cock and bent it down toward her. Watching on in horror, she saw his cock begin to gush out a river of thick, creamy white milk. She felt the fiery milk splash onto her skin, scalding her with its blistering incandescent heat. More and more of the thick, glutinous goop spurted out of his cock, quickly covering her with its blistering, clinging stickiness. Still it wouldn’t stop and she felt herself drowning in her son’s hot, syrupy semen.


  ~~~


  Gasping for breath, she woke. It took her several seconds to gather her senses. At last she realized where she was. The dream had been so vivid and realistic, she didn’t know if she was asleep or awake. She felt like her whole body was burning with a fever and her forehead was drenched with perspiration.


  Lying there, breathing hard, she felt something crawling over her sleeping bag.


  She was terrified. What if a snake had gotten into the tent? She stopped breathing, afraid that she would spook the snake or whatever it was. Waiting in terror and dread, she wished she could wake up again and it would all be over. Whatever it was, it was determinedly crawling up over her breast, heading for the top of the sleeping bag. Her heart was racing, beating a thousand beats a minute as she felt the thing moving higher and higher.


  Suddenly, it slipped down off the sleeping bag and onto her shoulder. It was a hand! Then as the fingers slowly crept down under the sleeping bag, a rush of relief washed over her. Thank God, she praised. Brian! It was probably just Brian ready for some more fun and games. After all, he had insinuated that they might wake Seth up later in the night.


  Basking in her post-adrenaline afterglow, she felt the fingers slowly steal down from her shoulder onto the slope of her breast. All at once, they brushed across her now swollen and tender nipple. As appalling as it was, she found herself becoming sexually aroused. Gently squeezing, the fingers tenderly rubbed her nipple, twisting it pulling on it. As they did, she could feel the sizzle of excitement tickling down to her throbbing clit. It felt so good, she dreamily thought, squirming, pressing her breast up against the insistent fingers.


  As she lay enjoying the intimate fondling, a tiny nagging thought crept into her mind. What, she asked herself. Something was wrong. She knew that something was wrong, but she couldn’t figure out what.


  Wait, she told herself. Then it came to her like a splash of cold water in the face! The hand was on the wrong side! Brian was laying on her right side and the hand was on her left breast. Suddenly, she realized that it couldn’t be Brian’s hand. What was happening? It was crazy. Then it came to her. SETH! IT WAS SETH’S HAND!


  How could she feel aroused by her son’s fingers? It should have been repulsive. Being touched like that by your own son? She didn’t move. Unbelievably, she just lay there allowing her son to gently fondle and caress her nipple as she felt it begin to respond, growing puffy, stiff, and almost painfully sensitive.


  What was he doing? Was he groping her in his sleep? She didn’t know what to do. She knew that she should stop him. But she didn’t want to startle him and cause a big commotion. If he was asleep, it didn’t really matter, she tried to reason, and if he was awake? No, she couldn’t even go there. He would never do such a thing if he was awake.


  So she lay unmoving, trying to figure how to handle the crisis. But then she felt his fingers slip down off her breast and onto her belly. As she felt his hand slip lower and lower it seemed to be on a mission. It wasn’t the aimless wandering of an uncontrolled hand.


  Almost afraid to even breathe, she finally felt his fingers move down off her tingling nipple and down onto the skin below her breast. Her heart was pounding so hard, she knew that he could feel it as he tried to push his fingers lower. Thankfully, the zipper on the sleeping bag stopped his hand. Thinking she had been rescued, she felt Seth’s fingers retrace their path back up over her irritated nipple and back out of the sleeping bag.


  Grateful for her pardon, she anxiously waited to see what he would do next. Then she heard something. A familiar sound, but she couldn’t place it. Suddenly, it came to her. It was the soft purl of the bag’s zipper being unzipped .


  She had thought he would give up, but now he was growing even bolder. Wishing she had done something to stop him earlier, she begrudgingly respected his perseverance. Apparently he wasn’t giving up. He seemed determined to finish whatever it was he had set out to do.


  Waiting for Seth’s next move, she was torn between revulsion and excitement. It was so wrong, but it was so exciting. What should she do? She knew that if she didn’t do something soon Seth would have his hand exploring places he had no right to explore. Like he had a right to touch your breast, she railed at herself? What was she to do? If she fought him and woke up Brian, then what? Having to explain to your husband that your son was groping you might not set too well with his father.


  Finally, deciding to move, she groaned and rolled over.


  She could hear Seth huff in panic as he quickly retreated back away from her. Faking sleep, she waited to see if she had frightened him off, hoping that she had while another part of her sickly hoped she hadn’t.


  Nothing happened for several minutes as she lay trying to breathe normally and not let on that she was awake. Then she felt a soft breeze of cool air on her skin. Seth had opened her sleeping bag again!


  She felt like she was lying on pins and needles as she waited for his next move. Then it came as she felt his fingers gently skim over her thigh. Then for a second, he backed away as if he were afraid he would wake her. When she didn’t move, she felt his hand return and with more boldness, gently brush against her thigh again. When she didn’t move a second time, he grew bolder and softly caressed the warm smoothness of her inner thigh.


  His fingers were only inches away from her secret place. As his fingers fluttered over her upper thigh, she sensed that he wanted to touch her there. Touch her where he had once come from.


  As if to validate her thoughts, his fingers slowly crept up and over her thigh, over her hip circumvent her sex until they finally found her curly patch of pubic hair covering her mons. The instant his fingers reached the silky curls of fine hair that covered her womanhood, she heard his breathing become more labored. Knowing that he was trying to move as secretly as possible, she could still feel the charged excitement that was flowing through his fingers. She had almost forgotten that he was her son and was enjoying the sheer excitement of the forbidden thing they were doing. She felt like a teenager on her first date, waiting for her date to touch her in that place, for the very first time. Even as she surrendered herself to this moment of illicit passion, she knew that it was taboo and it would be disastrous for her to let it continue. Still, she was powerless to stop it.


  She was having trouble keeping her own breathing rate steady as she felt her son’s fingers slowly move down through the tangled forest of hair to her wet, waiting womanhood. Her cunt was overflowing in impatient anticipation of the arrival of his fingers. She knew she must stop it, but her whole body was paralyzed by the intense passion that was coursing through her nervous system.


  Suddenly, she felt a spasm of electric excitement tear through her clitoris as his finger brushed over the painfully sensitive little knob of flesh. She felt as if she were going to faint. She was lightheaded, dizzy. She had never felt such wicked, evil pleasure. Then he tenderly rubbed his finger back over her clit again, tickling it as she felt herself almost yielding to the lustful feelings pouring from her throbbing love wound.


  Finally, after several moments, she felt his fingers migrate farther down, gently grazing the soft, limp lips of her vagina. Then his fingers found the weeping core of her sex as a flash of heat burst through it. It was all she could do to keep from screaming as he curiously explored the hot, dripping wetness.


  Gently playing with the bloated lips of flesh surrounding the deep, wet chamber, Seth finally slipped a finger down into the opening. Then he paused, hesitating for a moment, waiting for a reaction from her. When she didn’t respond, she felt him cautiously ease his finger into her, deeper and deeper.


  At last she could restrain herself no longer.


  Moaning softly, she spread her legs apart and opened herself wider as she took hold of his hand and pushed his probing fingers deeper inside the scorching sheath of her quivering cunt.


  “Oh, Brian, Baby,” she whispered softly so that only Seth could hear, hoping to make him think she thought he was Brian. It was the only way she could think to continue their illicit little game.


  His hand froze for several moments. She stayed still to see if she had fooled him. Then she felt it. His fingers gradually began to slide in and out of her as he gently finger-fucked her.


  She was enjoying the feel of his fingers inside her, but as sick and depraved as it was, what she really wanted was his giant cock inside her. Even wanting him as badly as she did, she knew down deep inside her heart of hearts, she couldn’t let that happen. Even if there was a way they could bring that off.


  Hoping to get enough gratification from Seth’s fingers, she lay motionless letting him finger-fuck her. She knew his fingers must have been dripping with her juice. Still, they wickedly sloshed in and out of her sopping slit.


  She felt herself slipping toward an orgasm, but knew that it would take forever for her to finish this way. Finally with a fatalistic purposefulness, she decided to take the risk.


  Ever so carefully, she painstakingly eased her hand out of her sleeping bag and down into Seth’s sleeping bag. Then ever so slowly, she stealthily inched her hand down until it was near where she imagined his cock would be waiting.


  Taking a deep breath, she sent her hand hurriedly searching for his manhood as she turned away from him and thrust her big, soft bottom toward him, pulling his fingers out of her in the process.


  How could she be doing this, she railed at herself. This was her son. She wanted her son to fuck her? It was insane. Fucking her son was despicable. Abhorrent! And doing lying not three feet away from his father? Ridiculous! Preposterous!


  “Oh, Brian, Baby,” she whispered over her shoulder so softly only Seth could hear her, “I need you, baby,” she quietly gasped over her shoulder as her hand found her son’s huge pole jutting out from his crotch.


  It was so big, she couldn’t even wrap her hand around it. Maybe she had made a mistake. Maybe his gigantic cock was too fucking big to fit inside her tight cunt, but it was too late now. She had invited him to fuck her.


  Holding onto Seth’s bounding monster with one hand, she lifted up the flap of his sleeping bag with her other hand. As discretely as she could, she slipped from one bag to the other, trying to fool Seth and not wake Brian. Scooting back against her son, she could feel his great cock jumping and jerking with impatient excitement. Hoping that he wouldn’t ejaculate before she had him inside her, she quickly shoved his massive prick down between her legs. Her legs were tired, but she lifted one and guided the bulbous cockhead of her son’s prick down to the steaming core of her overheated womanhood. Eagerly pushing her hips back, she suddenly felt herself brutally impaled by the enormous head of her son’s penis. She heard him grunt as his maleness knifed up inside her. She fought to hold back the orgasm that was swelling down inside her womb as she felt her son’s enormous cock penetrate her femininity.


  Forcing his way into the soft, burning quick of his mother’s cunt, Seth lost it and felt his cock erupt.


  Catherine felt Seth’s cock buck and twitch as she was suddenly filled with her son’s warmth. He was coming! Seth was coming in her pussy! It was unbelievable! It was catastrophic!


  She couldn’t stop herself as she quickly rocked her hips back and forth, milking and pulling on her son’s cock as it emptied it load of virulence down into her eagerly-accepting womb. Then her orgasm exploded inside her brain, blocking everything else out as wave after wave of white-hot pleasure washed over her drowning her in its addictive obsession. Then everything went black—


  ~~~


  Catherine woke with a start—


  What was wrong? Something was wrong—What?


  Dawn was just creeping over the meadow as the darkness was being chased away by the first few rays of sunlight. Then she heard the snap, crackle of a fire outside the tent.


  Looking over, she saw that Seth was gone. Then, like a nightmare, it all came rushing back into her head like an oncoming freight train.


  SETH HAD FUCKED HER! Her son had fucked her last night!


  But nothing seemed different. The sun was still coming up. She was still breathing. She hadn’t been struck dead by a bolt of lightning or anything. Life was going on.


  “Morning—” she heard Brian whisper into her ear as he nibbled on it and snuggled up against her back. “How about a little?”


  Trying to wrap her frantic brain around what had happened, Catherine felt the head of Brian’s big dick work its way down between her legs. He wanted to make love. Would he be able to feel Seth’s semen inside her? She felt so guilty. It had all seemed so exciting and exhilarating last night, but now, today, all she felt was guilt and self-reproach. Could Brian tell she’d been untrue to him? With his SON?


  Leaning back against Brian, she ground her butt against him, lifting a leg up and draping it across his, opening herself to him. Penitently, she reached down between her legs and quickly seated the big, tapered tip of Brian’s oversized penis into her drooling womanhood. Then she heard Brian give out a soft grunt and felt his cock go sliding up into the cum-filled depths of her pussy. Clenching her tenacious cunt muscles down around her husband’s cock, she thrust herself back at him and took him inside her. As she wallowed in her own self-loathing, she felt Seth begin to slide his cock in and out of her.


  Burying his massive love-weapon inside her all the way to the hilt every time he rammed it inside her, he was making soft grunting sounds and Catherine hoped that Seth wouldn’t hear. Why, she asked herself? Why didn’t she want Seth to hear? Bizarrely, she felt like she was cheating on him and didn’t want him to hear. Then Catherine felt Brian’s big, hairy arm curl around her as he grabbed hold of a softly-undulating breast. As he fucked her, Brian was roughly squeezing and massaging her breast. He didn’t know! He didn’t know about them.


  To her amazement, she felt a climax nearing as her husband fucked her deep and hard.


  Then abruptly, she felt him shudder and his whole body went rigid. His colossal cock swelled up even larger and immediately exploded inside her cunt. Consumed by the sheer eroticism of what they were doing, she was swept away on the wings of her climax. As she felt the waves of pleasure wash over her, she felt a torrent of her husband’s superheated semen spurt out onto the delicate walls of her vagina. As she gloated on her own rush of self-gratification, she could hear Brian grunting and snorting behind her while he emptied himself down into her loins.


  His cock felt like a huge Roman candle shooting out load after load of his potent cream into her over-flowing vagina filling it to overflowing in moments. Sickly, she could imagine Brian’s thick, creamy cum spurting out into her, mixing with the cum already there, deposited there by their son, Seth. It was crazy.


  Her climax had been intense but ended quickly. Even as she crashed back down to earth, she could hear her husband panting as he continued to thrust himself into her, filling her with his seed.


  After a few seconds, she felt Brian’s depleted manhood begin to wilt and die down inside her.


  “Oh, Brian,” Catherine mumbled over her shoulder as a rush of guilt spasmed through her reeling brain, “that was wonderful. I loved it.”


  “So did I,” Brian grunted as Catherine felt him slither out of her overflowing pussy.


  Catherine felt so guilty. But she had to hide it. She had to hide it from her husband…and even hide if from her corrupt, complicit co-conspirator. Seth. She couldn’t let him know that she knew.”


  Pulling away from Brian, Catherine stretched her arms out, yawned and sat up.


  Just as she did, Seth’s head suddenly appeared through the opening of the tent.


  “SETH—” she shrieked, grabbing for the sleeping bag and jerking up over her bobbing, floundering breasts to hide them from his gawking eyes.


  “Uh, sorry…” Seth mumbled, ducking back out through the opening and zipping it shut. “Uh, coffee’s on—”


  “Thanks,” Brian snickered, reaching under the sleeping bag and giving one of her breasts a rough squeeze. “He’ll get over it—” he laughed, pushing out from under the bag and pushing up onto his feet.


  Catherine wanted to run somewhere and hide. She’d never felt like this before. Guilt. Embarrassment. Humiliation. Shame. They were all swirling around inside her head, trying to take control as she watched Brian’s big, limp prick flopping every which way down between his legs as he pulled his shirt on.


  “Aren’t you going to get up?” Brian asked, leaning down and retrieving his short pants.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess so,” she complained, letting the sleeping bag fall down off her quivering breasts and reaching for her brassiere.


  “Shame you have to cover those things up,” Brian told her, leaning down and giving one of them a quick grope.


  Damn it—Damn it—Damn it—Catherine blathered to herself. Brian was acting as if nothing had happened. Could he see how guilty she felt? Her poor brain was at war with itself. One side wanting to confess her sins and have it over with and the other side wanting to keep the secret she and Seth shared from him. She felt like she was going crazy.


  “You’re right,” she laughed, tossing the brassiere down and grabbing her blouse. “Why not?” she smirked, pushing her arm through the arm holes of her blouse and pulling it up over her shoulders.


  “Really?” Brian chuckled. “Really? You aren’t going to wear a bra?”


  “No, I’m not going to wear a bra—” she angrily declared. “You have a problem with that?”


  “Uh, no, no, not at all…I just hope you don’t break a knee or poke yourself in the chin out on the trail,” he laughed, giving one of her breasts another rough grope.


  “Are you insinuating that my breasts are too saggy?” she snarled, thrusting them out at him.


  “Shhhhhh—” he shushed her, glancing over at the front of the tent. “Seth might hear you.”


  “Are you?” she indignantly whispered.


  “No, I was just wondering what Seth’s going to think,” he frowned.


  “Why should it bother him? He’s already seen them, hasn’t he?” she grumpily retorted.


  “What do you mean?” Brian scowled.


  “When he stuck his head in the tent while ago. There they were sticking right out right in front of him,” she fussed.


  “Oh, yeah, guess he did get an eyeful,” Brian chuckled, buckling his pants and reaching for his boots…
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  Chapter Two – The Visitor Returns


  


  It was late on a Friday afternoon and it had been almost a week since the Dempseys had returned from their camping trip. Luckily, Catherine had been called away on an assignment and hadn’t had to face Brian and Seth. But there hadn’t been a minute go by that she hadn’t thought about what had happened. Somehow she’d been able to block it out enough to finish her work before she returned home.


  Brian and Catherine were planning on going to a movie and were dressing when the phone rang. With a scowl on his face, Brian answered it. After talking with whoever was on the phone, Brian slammed down the phone back in its cradle. Turning to Catherine, he told her that he had been directed by his company to visit England and straighten up some problems that had developed with their new computer.


  “Damn,” he cursed, “and I was planning on a wonderful weekend with you now that you’re back.”


  “How long do you think you will be gone?” Catherine asked him as he dialed the airlines to book his flight.


  “It will be at least Friday before I can start back,” he told her.


  After talking to the airline for a few moments, he hung the phone up and told her that he had to make it to the airport within an hour to catch the next flight out. Both of them rushed around, packing and getting everything he would need for the trip. At last, when he was packed, they sped to the airport and made it just in time for him to catch his flight.


  After seeing Brian off, Catherine got in her car and within minutes was once again on the freeway. Driving along, she found herself thinking about Seth and the recent camping trip. She didn’t know what to think? He had fucked her! Her son had fucked her! Luckily, she had been gone and hadn’t had to face him. But now? With Brian not around to protect her from herself, she didn’t know what was going to happen. Now that Brian was gone and she and Seth would be alone, she couldn’t block it out anymore. It had happened. Even as she felt her face growing warm with shame, she still couldn’t stop from remembering that she had actually orgasmed. And even now, she felt herself growing warm and wet down between her legs.


  Trying to rationalize it all, she tried to tell herself that he hadn’t actually fucked her. He had only put his cock inside her and had an orgasm. There was no real fucking. So, was it really even incest? He’d only done it that one time and it was over almost before it began. But even as she tried to excuse it, she felt a tingle of perverse excitement as she remembered what Seth had done to her. She still couldn’t believe that she had let him do that to her. It was so depraved and wicked, she sometimes felt like it was a nightmare she had, but deep inside she knew it was real and she had let it happen.


  She assumed that Seth didn’t realize she had been awake. She seemed to have fooled him with her act because Seth hadn’t shown any indication that he knew. Thank goodness for that, she thought as she looked down at the speedometer and realized, with a start, that she was doing ninety mile an hour. Jerking her foot off the accelerator, she let the car slow down to seventy. Sweating and shaking, she drove the rest of the way home carefully watching the speedometer. But she still couldn’t stop thinking about that night.


  Finally, she exited off the freeway and turned down her street. Driving up to the house, she was a little surprised to find Seth’s car sitting in front.


  Feeling more than a little self-conscious about what she had been thinking, she parked her car in the driveway and got out.


  Still warmly blushing, she wondered if Seth had a date for tonight? The way she was behaving, it might be a little awkward if they had to spend the evening together, alone.


  Looking around on the first floor for Seth, she didn’t find him. She was almost afraid to confront him. She’d been able to hide her secret from him all this time, but could she keep the subterfuge up…or would he see through it and realize that she had been awake? Awake and knew that it was him that had fucked her. With Brian gone, it would be natural for her to invite Seth to have dinner with her, but…


  Finally, deciding to take the bull by the horns and ask him to join her, she trudged up the stairs to find him. As she did, she was acutely aware of the way her big, pendulous breasts were tugging at her chest. Almost as a reminder that she had let Seth play with them too. She could feel her big sensitive nipples were swollen and hard as they rubbed against her brassiere.


  Impatiently striding down the hallway, she stopped at the door of her son’s room and stopped. Taking a deep breath to steel herself, she peeked inside. She didn’t see him, but she could hear his shower running. Stepping back, she pulled the door closed until there was only a tiny crack between it and the doorsill. Realizing what she was doing, she felt her face grow hot with shame and guilt. How could she be waiting outside her son’s room, peeking inside hoping to see him naked?. She was turning into a brazen slut. How could this be happening? Then her thoughts suddenly flashed back to watching him bathing in the pond during their camping trip. She would never forget that afternoon and how surprised she had been. It had been accidental that afternoon, but she knew exactly what she was doing now and even knowing how wrong it was, she couldn’t stop herself from peering through the crack, waiting for him to step out of the shower. As she waited, the image of him standing in the pond, slowly masturbating himself once again filled her mind. Anxiously waiting for him to appear, she could feel her heart beating so hard, she knew he would be able to hear it when he stepped into his bedroom.


  Suddenly, with a rush of unnatural excitement, she saw him step out of the bathroom. Standing in the doorway between his bathroom and bedroom, he stood there for several moments drying his hair. Ogling her son’s nakedness, she felt her eyes immediately drawn down to his dangling manhood. Her heart skipped a beat. She felt like it was going to explode out of her chest as she stared down at his huge, fat manhood dangling down from his crotch jiggling this way and that as he dried. She didn’t think it was possible, but his cock seemed even larger than she remembered it. Her eyes hungrily devoured its hugeness as it hung down between his muscular legs, wriggling about like a giant, evil snake. Then, she suddenly felt herself growing warm and wet down between her legs as her juices began to flow just as they had at the pond. Wickedly, she watched his heavy maleness flop and flounce about as he scrubbed his hair with the towel until he finally finished drying his hair. Still unaware that he was being observed, he slowly ran the towel over his body until he was dry. Finished, he walked over to his bed and tossed the towel on down onto it. Crawling up on the bed, he flopped down and rolled over onto his back. Grabbing the towel, he pulled it over his belly and then, to Catherine’s horror, he began to slowly run his hand up and down the half-hard slab of male flesh. Knowing it was horribly wrong, she still couldn’t bring herself to leave as she watched with perverse fascination while his magnificent penis began to harden and stiffen right before her eyes. Just watching him play with himself, she became so wet, her juices saturated the crotch of her panties and began running down her inner thighs.


  How depraved could she be, she brooded? Still, she still couldn’t bring herself to look away from him as he continued to slowly stroke his thick, stiff cock. Even if she had wanted to leave, she couldn’t because her legs weren’t responding to her commands. Then to her shock and dismay, she saw his hand begin to stroke his cock faster and harder. Soon she could hear the pounding slap of his hand striking his stomach as he beat his meat harder and harder. Finding it difficult to breathe, she suddenly felt a perverted desire to feel his gigantic penis inside of her again. It was so big, and hard, and hot, she felt herself growing faint with longing for it.


  Suddenly, she knew she had to leave before she gave herself away. Staggering back from his door as quietly as she could, she clumsily shuffled down the hallway to her room fearful that she would fall or make some noise that would alert him. Finally reaching her door, she rushed inside, slapping at the door to close it as she rushed over and fell onto her bed. Hurriedly kicking her shoes off, she jerked her skirt up and with one rapid lunge jerked her panties down her long, tanned legs. Flicking them aside with her foot, she watched them fly across the room. With the image of her son’s giant prick dancing in her head, she hurriedly spread her legs apart and shoved her hand down between her them. Finding her jutting clitoris with her finger, she feverishly began to rub it as fast and hard as she could. The throbbing little marble of flesh responded to the vicious attack and within moments, she was on the verge of climaxing.


  Little did she know, that when she had fled to her room, Seth had heard her stumbling down the hallway and followed her. As he sneaked up to her door, he found it ajar and he now stood outside her room, watching her. Just as she had watched him earlier. Standing outside her door with his towel wrapped around his waist, he could still feel his giant penis bulging out hard and stiff under the towel as he watched her masturbate herself. His cock was so hard, it felt like it was about to burst.


  Then as she felt the pleasure of her climax wash over her body, she couldn’t keep from crying out.


  “Oh, Seth,” she wept, “I wish it could have been you again.”


  When Seth heard her say she wished she could have him, again, he nearly spurted his load right there on the spot. He couldn’t believe his ears. She had known after all, he thought. She must have been awake when he fucked her. But why didn’t she stop him, he pondered as he stood watching her gently rubbing her clitoris as she basked in the warm afterglow of her orgasm? As she lay there with her legs spread apart, he could see her pussy gaping open, contracting and dilating as he gluttonously gaped at the deep, glistening wound of love.


  Remembering how wonderful her hot, wet pussy had felt when he had fucked her, he turned and painfully lurched back down the hall to his room. Stumbling along, he could hear his heartbeat pounding in his ears as he felt lightheaded and almost drunk with desire for his mother. Trying to walk quietly was almost impossible as the hardness of his cock made any movement difficult.


  As he was lurching back to his room, he stumbled against the wall and Catherine heard him. Self-consciously slapping her legs together, she looked over at the door and was horrified to see that it was slightly ajar. With a rush of horror, she realized that Seth must have been outside watching her just as she had watched him. It was ruinous that he had seen her. But had he heard her say she wanted him again? Oh, God, what a fool she was.


  The whole degenerate affair was rapidly deteriorating and spinning out of control around her, she crazily thought as she cursed herself and staggered to her feet. Brushing her skirt back down around her thighs, she shamefully crept over to the door. Slowly easing it open, she apprehensively peeked outside. Thankfully, she found the hallway empty. Maybe she had imagined the sound, she thought, wishing it were so. Wanting to be sure, she carefully tiptoed back down to Seth’s room and found his door still slightly ajar. Taking a deep breath, she peeked into his room once again.


  Seth was lying on his bed masturbating again…or still? Wondering if he had made the noise, her eyes searched the room for a clue and suddenly she realized that his towel now lay under him as if he had had it wrapped around his waist instead of draped across his belly as it had been earlier. He must have wrapped his towel around himself before he crept down the hall to spy on her, she conjectured. So he had seen her. But had he heard her? She felt a warmth spread out from her pussy as she grasped the gravity of the situation. Her son had just watched her masturbate herself to an orgasm. How totally depraved they were, she thought to herself as she stood watching her son roughly stroking himself cock toward an impending eruption


  Then, even though she had orgasmed only moments before, she felt herself yearning to feel her son’s gigantic penis inside of her again. Looking on in horror and lechery, she wished she had the courage to join her son in his bed as she watched from behind the door. She saw the muscles in his legs begin to tighten as his hand moved up and down his huge cock faster and faster. Then suddenly, she heard him groan and stop stroking himself. When his cock didn’t erupt, she sensed that he had stopped just short of coming. Even though he had stopped beating the giant penis, it still jutted up, pulsating up and down as it threatened to explode of its own accord at any second.


  She anxiously watched his gigantic prick jump and tremble for several moments, hoping, for some perverse reason that he wouldn’t spurt out his load. Then it dawned on her that she wanted him to save it for her. Aghast at her depravity, she felt gladdened when the fitful movement of his cock finally began to weaken. She knew that if Seth touched it, it would probably explode in his hand. But, why had he stopped, she wondered? Why didn’t he go ahead and bring it to an end? Perplexed by his actions, she looked on as his cock slowly began to lose some of its tenseness and slowly ease back down onto his belly.


  Finally able to make her legs work again, she turned and quickly stumbled down the hallway back into her bedroom. This time, she started to make sure that her door was closed, but suddenly a wicked notion flashed through her mind and she stopped, leaving it slightly open.


  Turning away from the door, she purposefully strode across the room, once again acutely aware of her breasts wiggling and jiggling underneath her blouse. Stopping in front of her dresser, she slowly began unbuttoning her blouse. As she did, she sneaked a peek into the mirror to see if Seth was once again back at her door. This time, she didn’t see him, but she continued to unbutton her blouse. With it unbuttoned, she peeled it over her shoulders and tossed it onto the bed, taking another secret glance at the door. This time she saw that Seth was now lurking outside her room with his eye glued to the crack.


  Smiling to herself, she reached behind her back and ever so deliberately unfastened the catch of her brassiere. Almost like a stripper, she tarried for a few moments, holding the straps together before she suddenly shrugged her shoulders and let her frilly bra slide down her arms. As the lacy brassiere fell away, her big, beautiful breasts suddenly spilled out into the open. Knowing that Seth could see her big, pendant breasts in the mirror, she reached up and began to softly squeeze and massage the heavy mammaries. Then, slowly turning around until she directly faced the door, she made a great show of inspecting each large, round breast. First, she lifted one of the heavy melons with one hand and with her other hand, gently fondled it as she looked down at it. After a few moments, she lifted it higher until she was able to lick the giant, strawberry sized nipple with her tongue. Making sure that her son could see what she was doing, she flicked the sensitive papilla with her tongue for several moments. Finally, she lowered it back down and repeated the process with her other big, pendulous tit.


  Sneaking another furtive glance at the door and making sure that Seth was still there, she moved her hands away from her breasts. Bending over slightly, letting her big, heavy tits dangle down, wiggling and bobbing erotically, she slipped her thumbs under the waistband of her skirt. Quickly bending over farther, she stripped her skirt down her long, statuesque legs as her drooping mammaries wiggled and jiggled wildly. Dropping her skirt on the floor, she stood back up and stepped out of the puddle of bright red material. She now stood in front of her son as naked as the day she had been born. Sensuously running her hands down over her flat, hard stomach, she paused for a few seconds to teasingly toy with clitoris once again. After rolling the round little marble around with her finger for a few moments, she moved her hands away from her womanhood and ran them around behind to her round, hard derriere. Clutching the cheeks of her buttocks in her hands, she softly squeezed and kneaded the muscular roundness for several moments. Then, looking over her shoulder down at her butt, she clenched her buttocks tightly and arched her legs. She admired the rounded perfection of her perfectly-rounded ass cheeks and long, statuesque legs as she posed for her son’s benefit.


  At last, she relaxed her legs and strolled over to her chest-of-drawers. Bending down, she opened a drawer and rummaged through if for several moments giving her son a delectable view of her ass before she finally stood back up. Picking out some clothes, she walked back over and sat down on bed facing the door. Laying the clothes down for a moment, she casually spread her legs apart. Reaching down between her outstretched legs, she gently fingered the heavy, drooping lips of her vagina apart until her deep, secret place yawned open, wet and pink. Running her finger up the glistening wetness of her open love-wound for a few seconds, she once again moved up to her clitoris and rubbed it for a few seconds. Finally, she reluctantly stopped and closed her legs together.


  Reaching over, she quickly slipped a short, clinging skirt up her delightfully long legs. Making sure that her son had seen that she hadn’t put on any panties. Then she ran her hands over her wiggling, wobbling breasts, quickly flicking the big, mauve nipples with her fingers one last time. Moving her hand away from her breasts, she reached down and picked up her shirt. Raising it over her head, she let it slip down until it covered the beautiful spectacle of her bare bosom. Pulling it down tightly, she saw that it barely covered the giant mountains and left little to the imagination as her big, heavy breast wiggled freely under the thin material.


  Glancing over to the door, she was disappointed to see that Seth was gone. Getting up, she quickly slipped over to the door and peeked out into the hall. Regretfully, she found it empty again.


  Wondering how much longer they could continue their game of seek and peek, she crept down the hallway to his room one more time. Arriving at his door, she saw it was still slightly ajar. Furtively peeking into his room, she saw that he was standing in front of his own dresser. Staring at his reflection in the mirror, she could see that he had his hand wrapped around his enormous penis and was slowly stroking it. As she watched, he slowly turned around until he was facing her as she hid behind the door. He continued to slowly stroke his cock as he stood facing the door. It seemed obvious to Catherine that he was aware of her presence. There was no other reason for him to stand facing the door while he proceeded to masturbate himself. As perverse as it was, Catherine felt another spasm of distorted desire twitch through her body as she watched her son run his hand up and down his thick, beautiful penis.


  What should she do? She knew that the depraved game they were playing couldn’t go on much longer. It could only lead to something wickedly sinful. Knowing that she should stop it now and break the cycle before something reprehensible happened again, she found herself powerless to move. As she stood watching her son slowly beating his cock with his hand, she knew that letting him make love to her the first time had been a horrendous mistake. But as disgusting and deplorable as it had been, she felt herself wanting him again. How could she be so depraved, she disgustedly wondered?


  There was no explanation for her sick, depraved desire. She loved her husband. She hadn’t come from a broken home. Her mother and father had been loving, caring parents. She had never been abused as a child or an adult, so why was she acting this way? Disgusted with herself, she wondered, how could she be so evil? She had always loved her son, Seth. But before the camping trip, that love had been normal and decent. Although her love for him had always seemed right and proper, she had felt that it was too strong at times. Sometimes she felt her love for him was so deep, she wanted to take him in her arms and hold on to him forever. Maybe the strength of this intimacy had mutated into an insane erotic desire when she had seen him naked in the pond.


  She had been highly aroused that night. The heat, walking in tight shorts all day long, seeing Seth naked, the frustration of bringing Brian to an orgasm without having a climax herself all combined to drive her a little crazy. Apparently crazy enough to allow Seth to make love to her. It had been such an erotic night, she still had difficulty separating the reality of that night from the dream part of that night.


  She knew that she would have to make that choice in the next few moments as she watched the transparency of her son’s actions. She must turn and walk away from him now, hoping that she would be able to keep from straying from the righteous path of morality ever again. Or she would give in to the irresistible craving to have him inside of her once again. It was clearly apparent which direction Seth wanted to go. But she must be the one to make the decision whether they would disregard the consequences and move on to a higher level in their incestuous affair or end it here and now.


  But even as she tried to fool herself into thinking that there was a choice, she already knew the answer. It had been answered that night on the camping trip. She had allowed him to make love to her under the most difficult of situations, risking it all. Now they must take the next step. She knew that she must follow the path fate had chosen for them no matter where it led. They could never erase the past. It had happened and now they must see what the future held for them.


  She would never be able to experience that virtuous, innocent love of a mother toward her son again without thinking back on that night. Her love for him must now metamorphose and become the love of a lover. The incestuous love that they would create must somehow grow to be as deep and strong as the maternal bonding they shared before. It was all they had left and she realized that she mustn’t let that slip away, too.


  ~~~


  Finally, she took a deep breath and pushed the door open.


  “OH, MY LORD,” she gasped with simulated shock as she stood in the doorway gawking down at his jutting maleness.


  Seth, surprised by the suddenness of his mother’s brazen appearance, didn’t move for several seconds as he stood gaping back at her.


  Catherine, suddenly caught up in the play acting, stood transfixed, staring down at her son’s giant cock as he stood holding onto it, not knowing what to do or say.


  “SETH DEMPSEY, WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU ARE YOU DOING?” Catherine loudly demanded finally breaking the impasse, knowing that she must take command of the situation if she was to guide it to an appropriate and acceptable ending.


  “What, uh, What do, uh, OH SHIT,” Seth blurted out grabbing for the towel lying on his bed, “GOD, MOM, CAN’T YOU KNOCK?”


  “Well, I didn’t think,” she stammered as she watched him wrap the towel around his waist, trying to cover his maleness from her prying eyes, but finding he was unable to hide the tell-tale bulge, “that you would be, be, uh, be masturbating. I’m sorry.”


  “Well, I, uh, I’m, uh, I’m sorry that you, uh, that you saw me,” he stammered and blushed as he wondered what to do next.


  “I, am, uh, too,” she blushed back at him, “I was just going to invite you down for a sandwich or something, but I don’t want to interrupt anything.”


  “God, Mom,” he groaned, turning even redder.


  “I’m sorry,” she softly smiled, “I shouldn’t have teased you.”


  “Do, Uh, well, uh, do you still, uh, still, uh, still want me to eat, uh, with you?” he muttered.


  “Of, course I do,” she told him, smiling nervously, “But I think you’d better put on some clothes first, don’t you?”


  “AW, Mom,” he complained, “Quit teasing me?”


  “Okay,” she softly laughed, turning and walking out of his room.


  Seth didn’t know what to do now. He had thought that he and his mother had been playing a game of hide and peek, but now he didn’t know. He thought she had undressed herself knowing that he was looking on, but now he was unsure. Maybe he hadn’t heard her say that she wished she could have him again. Confused and bewildered, he wondered if he shouldn’t finish the job he had started so he wouldn’t feel so aroused around her.


  “SETH, ARE YOU GOING TO STAY UP THERE ALL NIGHT?” Catherine called out.


  Hearing his mother call to him, he hurriedly pulled on a pair of shorts and rushed down the stairs. Walking into the kitchen, he saw that she had supper on the table and was already eating. As he walked over to the table, he saw his mother’s eyes quickly dart down to the clearly visible bulge in his shorts.


  Blushing, he sat down across from her and began to eat his sandwich.


  “Uh, Where’s Dad?” he asked her, taking a swallow of milk to wash down a bite of the sandwich.


  “He got called away to England this afternoon,” she told him, “Something was wrong with the computer they just put in and he has to fix it. I imagine that he will be gone all week.”


  “Oh,” Seth uttered, realizing that they would be alone all week.


  The temperature in the small kitchen went up another fifty degrees and was so charged with anticipation, it seemed as if anything would set it off, so neither of them spoke until they were almost finished eating.


  “Uh, I’m sorry that I burst in on you like I did,” she finally told him, “I didn’t realize that you were, uh, you were, uh, masturbating.”


  “GOD, MOM,” he complained, turning beet red again. “Are you TRYING to embarrass me?”


  “No,” she smiled, slowly getting up, “I just didn’t expect to find you, uh, you know, uh, doing it.”


  “GOD, MOM, PULLEASE,” he groaned unable to keep himself from watching her big, soft breasts cavort freely underneath her blouse as she leaned down and picked up her dishes, “Could we just drop it, PLEASE.”


  “Not yet, I’m afraid,” she smiled at him, walking over to the sink and putting her dirty dishes into it.


  “What now?” he asked her as he finished his sandwich.


  “Are you through?” she asked him, leaning down to take his plate and letting the soft heaviness of one of her breasts brush against his shoulder.


  “Uh, Yes, uh, sure,” he loudly gulped, swallowing the last bite of his sandwich and almost choking on it.


  How was a boy supposed to act around his mother after he had had sex with her? He was afraid to turn around and see what his mother was doing as she moved away from the table, so he waited nervously for her explain herself.


  “Uh, what else did you, uh, want to talk about, Mom?” he apprehensively asked, unsure of where the conversation might lead.


  “I wondered if you would like to go camping again,” she softly said, moving up behind him and lightly running her fingers through his hair.”


  “Uh, Gosh, Uh, Mom, I don’t know,” he stammered, “It’s sort of short notice, isn’t it?”


  “Well, I’m afraid that I have sort of a confession,” she softly mumbled “and a question that I need to ask you. And if I’m right, maybe we can just pretend we’re camping like we were last week.”


  “Uh, well, uh, Mom, what do you mean?” he hesitantly asked, feeling himself suddenly aroused, intoxicated by erotic aroma of her perfume and her nearness.


  “Do you remember the last time we went camping?” she asked him, running her finger down around his ear, toying with it.


  “Uh, Yeah, of course, uh, it was only a week ago,” he muttered finding himself becoming more and more aroused.


  “That night, I had a dream about you,” she said.


  “Oh…”


  “Well, I thought it was a dream,” she lied, “until I saw you upstairs while ago.”


  “MOM,” he complained, loudly.


  “No, really, I, uh, I dreamed that I, uh, well, I dreamed that I saw you doing the same thing I saw you doing earlier,” she told him, blushing in spite of her deception. “Down at the pond.”


  “GOD, MOM, you saw me. You saw me down at the pond? You’re embarrassing the hell out of me again,” he groaned, turning around.


  As he turned, he suddenly found himself staring directly into her big, jutting breasts thrusting out against the material of her blouse.


  “It’s the truth,” she told him, stepping back a step so that her breasts weren’t mashed up against his face, “but I thought that I also dreamt that your Dad made love to me after I had the dream.”


  “MY GOD, MOTHER, WHY ARE YOU TELLING ME THIS?” he blubbered, wondering what she was leading up to, “What’s that got to do with me. Are you just trying to embarrass me again?”


  “Now, I…” she paused, staring down at him, wondering if he would admit his culpability, “I, uh, I think it was you that made love to me that night.”


  “WHAT THU,” Seth gasped out in fear and panic.


  “I couldn’t understand why Brian could feel so big, but when I saw you, I knew that it had to be you. You are so big.”


  “OH, GOD, MOTHER,” he blurted, crying like a baby, “I’M SO, SO SORRY THAT I DID IT TO YOU.”


  Just hearing him admit his responsibility in their brush with incestuous infidelity made her feel better. It somehow lessened the load of guilt that had been resting squarely on her shoulders. So much so, that she stepped forward and pulled his face into her bosom.


  “It wasn’t all your fault,” she tried to explain to him, “I should have realized that it wasn’t Brian. And when I knew that it was you, I should have stopped you, but I didn’t want to. So in the end, I suppose it was just as much my fault as it was yours.”


  “Oh, Mother, can you ever forgive me?” he blubbered, burying his face in the comforting warmness of her big, soft breasts.


  Catherine could see that Seth was so distraught with guilt, he hadn’t even heard what she said. His guilt seemed to be foremost on his mind. He hadn’t even heard that she was to blame too.


  “I already have,” she consoled him, holding him close to her, “What we did is done. Nothing either of us can do will undo it.”


  “I’m sorry, Mother,” he sobbed, his tears spilling out and wetting her blouse.


  “It was wrong,” she comforted him, “but we did it, knowing that it was wrong, didn’t we?”


  “You mean, you mean, you knew, too?” he sniffled, trying to hold back the tears finally hearing what she had been trying to tell him.


  “Yes, I knew that it was you,” she admitted, releasing her hold on him.


  Astonished, he leaned back away from her and looked up into her eyes.


  Their eyes met and fused together for several moments. As they stared into each other’s eyes, the love flowing between them was almost palpable.


  Then abruptly, Catherine reached down and quickly pulled her blouse up over her head letting her great, pendant breasts spill out into the open.


  “OHMYGOD,” Seth groaned as her magnificent, bare breasts tumbled out into view not more than six inches in front of his face.


  “Do you still like my breasts?” she asked him, thrusting them toward him slightly. “You used to love to suck on them when you were a baby.”


  “OH, Mother,” he murmured, “They are so beautiful.”


  Pulling her son’s face into her bosom, she felt his mouth hungrily seek out one of her aching nipples and lock onto it. Holding his face pressed against her breast, she reveled in the feel of him greedily sucking and pulling on her tingling nipple. In some sick, twisted way, it was like having him nursing from her breasts again.


  Not wanting him to stop, she stood in front of him relishing the feel of his lips as they pulled and tweaked her nipple and his tongue tickled it for the longest time. Then with a rush of excitement, she felt him slowly slip his hand up under her skirt. Remembering she wasn’t wearing any panties, she waited breathlessly as she felt his hand deliberately inch its way up the inside of her leg until she felt his fingers brush over her the sodden, juice-coated lips of her sex. Then she almost fainted when she felt his hot, probing fingers began to explore the soft, limp folds of flesh surrounding her most secret place.


  “No panties—” Seth gasped out around her nipple as he gently fingered her dripping sex.


  “Oh, God,” she muttered, holding her breath, waiting, waiting for him to find the opening of her femininity.


  As his fingers tentatively fumbled over the soft, fleshy lips, Catherine slowly spread her legs apart as wide as possible within the tight constraints of her skirt and still remain standing. Her breath was now coming in soft pants as she felt her son’s fingers exploring the throbbing wetness down between her legs. Then he found it. Suddenly, she couldn’t breathe as she felt Seth’s thick, probing finger slowly penetrate the slipperiness of her salivating cunt.


  While he continued to suck and tease her big, sensitive nipple with his lips, he slowly pushed his middle finger up into his mother’s fiery slit, easing it in all the way until his knuckles brushed up against his mother’s down-covered mons.


  The excitement swirling around them was almost suffocating, he deliriously thought. He actually had his finger inside of his mother’s vagina. Her pussy. Her cunt. He was almost afraid to move, afraid if he did, she would come to her senses and go running away as he gently pushed, thrusting his finger even deeper into the clutching heat of her hot, sucking hole. But finally, when she made no move to escape, he began to move his finger around inside the squishy meatiness of her womanhood, exploring the wet mystery of the forbidden cleft.


  After several moments, Catherine felt his finger stop moving inside her. Then without warning, he eased his finger back out of her aching emptiness. Disappointed, she felt his damp fingers trail back down her inner thigh as he slipped his hand out from under her skirt and let it fall back down around her thighs. Why had he taken his finger out of her so quickly, she wondered waiting to see what he would do next?


  Her wait was short lived as Seth slipped his arms around her and pulled her against him. Holding her in his arms, he planted a deep, crushing kiss on her lips. The kiss took her breath away—


  Passionately holding onto one another, they kissed for the longest time before she felt him forcing her to turn. Wondering what he was doing, she turned with him until she felt the edge of the table dig into the back of her thighs. Then, even as they kissed with intensifying desire, their tongues intertwining, snaking around each other, Catherine felt Seth slowly forcing her back down onto the table..


  As she leaned back farther and farther, she finally felt him abruptly lift her up onto the table.


  In the heat of the moment, Seth hardly seemed to strain as he finally broke the kiss and gently, but forcefully, forced her down onto her back with him standing between her outstretched legs.


  Looking up at him, her eyes filled with desire and love, she watched as he reached down. Slipping his thumbs under the hem of her short skirt, he slowly pushed it even higher up her bronzed thighs.


  Then as the beautiful, shimmering wetness between her legs was finally revealed to him, Seth felt his cock lurch excitedly, threatening to erupt. The focus of hundreds of wet dreams now lay before him, vulnerably exposed and waiting. Gawking down at the beauty of the alluring soft pink gash before him, he was overwhelmed by its fragile delicacy. The sheer intensity of emotions that were coursing through his body was so great that he was unable to move for the longest time.


  Then suddenly he bent down and buried his face in the bubbly wetness. Luxuriating in the smoothness of the satiny skin surrounding her pussy, Seth wallowed in it, kissing it, licking it and smearing its musky sweetness all over his face. As he did, he was engulfed by the pungent fragrance of her musk as it welled up out of her over-ripe femininity. Groveling in the weeping stickiness of the slit between his mother’s long, shapely legs, Seth felt his cock twitching up and down with bounding excitement. Finally, he was able to pull his face out of his mother’s hot, dripping womanhood and stumble backward. Feverishly, he grabbed for his shorts and shoved them down around his ankles.


  Stepping out of his shorts, he carelessly kicked them aside and staggered back up between his mother’s long, willowy legs.


  As Seth stopped and stood looking down at her, Catherine realized that he was naked! It seemed ironic she had once expelled him out from her sex naked and vulnerable and now he was back to reclaim that which had once been his and his alone. Even though she had seen it before and even felt it inside her, she was still alarmed at the size of the thing. Unable to keep her eyes off it, she studied it from the great swollen plum perched atop it, down the vein-shrouded shaft all the way down to his big balls hanging down under it in their fleshy pouch. It was enormous, jutting up out of his groin like a gigantic, pink snake with a giant purple head and one great evil eye leaking out its malevolent readiness. As she gawked down at his great one-eyed monster, she felt a perverse excitement as a stream of his pre-fuck juice dribbled out of the slit and ran down along the underside of his cock. She realized that he was so aroused that his great cock was literally dripping with readiness. Knowing that she was the cause of his excitement was so stimulating, she felt lightheaded as she fearfully awaited the second consummation of their incestuous love.


  Groaning with effort and desire, Seth leaned toward her again. Quickly slipping his arms under her beautiful legs, he hooked his elbows underneath them. Grunting, he quickly lifted her legs, spreading her and baring the froth-covered, drooling pit.


  Leaning into her, Seth curled his hips and eased his cock up to the drooling opening of her wet, waiting sex. As his giant cockhead touched the soft, satiny skin of her pussy, Seth felt such a rush of perverse excitement spasm through his cock making it twitch and jerk, threatening to belch out its fiery load any second.


  Grasping hold of the edge of the table, Catherine closed her eyes as she felt the giant head part her lips and slowly slither down inside her waiting softness. She could see that the tendons in Seth’s neck were straining out as his whole body trembled with anticipation.


  Finally he was about to make love to his beautiful mother. Not just a single penetration as before. This time he was actually going to put his cock inside her. Inside the very same chamber he had been created in. He was returning to his birthplace. But this time, not only was he going to fuck her, but she was readily accepting his maleness back into the very core and soul of the motherhood that had created him.


  While it was overwhelmingly exciting, at the same time, it was frightfully dangerous. He was flinging both of them into a place that neither of them had been before. They were now treading in the forbidden territory of incestuous love. Nothing would ever be the same between them again, but it was too late to stop now as he watched her take his throbbing maleness inside her barren womanhood.


  Watching the evil, purple-hooded gargoyle disappearing down inside her, Catherine reached down and let her fingertips tickle down its shaft.


  “So big—” she softly cooed, while Seth slowly leaned into her, feeling the hot clinging flesh of her pussy slowly wrap itself around his penis. Deeper and deeper into the hot, forbidden depths he went until the huge malignancy was buried inside her.


  “OH, MY, GOD, SETH,” she gasped as she felt his cock filling the achingly-empty void between her outstretched legs.


  She could feel her vagina stretching, dilating almost beyond belief to accept all of him. Then suddenly, his hard belly nudged up against her mons and she knew that she had taken all of him. Never had she been stretched so wide, her pussy tightly compressed and compacted around her son’s invading maleness. Seth had filled her to her limit and then a little more.


  “Oh, Mother, I LOVE YOU SO MUCH,” Seth blubbered out as he held himself thrust against her, grinding himself into her hot, soft, warmness.


  “OH, GOD, Seth,” she wheezed, squeezing down on his cock with her cunt muscles.


  Pausing for only a moment to savor the tight, clinging wetness of her wet sheath, Seth quickly began to fuck his mother. Within moments, he was sawing his immense penis in and out of her with deep, teeth-rattling thrusts.


  He could only maintain the slow, fluid rhythm of their fucking for a few moments before he began hammering his prick in and out of her hot, wet socket like a madman. He was no longer able to control himself and he began to grunt and snort like a crazed animal as he pounded his cock into his mother’s lathered slit. The total depravity and wickedness of their insane coupling was so overwhelming that the ferocity and violence of his attack quickly drove her to the edge of a cataclysmic orgasm.


  “OH, GOWWDDDD!” she screamed out as she felt the first throes of her orgasm spasm through her abused cunt.


  As Seth fought for control, he continued to slam his cock into her violently. Then abruptly, he saw his mother begin to shake and flounce about on the table uncontrollably. Unable to stop fucking her, he watched as she-flailed about so wildly, he was afraid that she would hurt herself. Guilt ridden that he couldn’t stop, he continued to hammer his cock into her as she writhed about underneath him. He was so close to spewing out his huge gusher of his hot, burning cream into her, he couldn’t stop driving his cock into her. Disregarding her danger, he greedily chose to fulfill his own gratification first as he continued to pound his great cock into the convulsing, clutching, clenching core of his mother’s convulsing cunt.


  Wheezing and gasping for breath, he was fucking her with such force, he was afraid he might hurt her even if she didn’t hurt herself. But still it didn’t stop him as he drove his giant cock in and out of her mercilessly.


  The table underneath his mother’s writhing body was creaking and groaning so loudly under the punishment of his assault, it seemed ready to collapse at any moment, but still he pounded his cock into her with wild abandonment.


  Suddenly, all at once, he felt a horrific stabbing pain tear through his balls. His balls felt like they had burst and sent out a gusher of liquid fire so hot it was scalding his cock as it tore down through it. The pain in his cock was so great, he knew that the spout of burning hot cum must have scorched the delicate lining of his cock as it spewed through it on its way out into his mother’s waiting cunt. Then just as the spout of boiling, scorching cum spurted out of his cock, he felt such a contraction of pleasure wash over him and nearly lost it.


  “AWWWW FFUUUuuucccckkkkk,” he bellowed out as he thrust himself into her with all his might, driving his great prick deeper into her pussy than he had ever had been.


  Lying under her son, Catherine had never taken a man as deep as she was taking her son. She was feeling his fiery-hot jism splashing out onto flesh that had never known the touch of cum. Every last millimeter of his long ,iron-hard, jerking, spurting cock was buried inside of her. It was as if their minds and bodies had become one welded together by the blasphemous heat of their wicked, unholy union.


  Groaning and muttering unintelligible animal-like sounds, Seth held his cock thrust down inside his mother as the gigantic, fleshy cannon fired again and again and again. With every volley, it sent another tidal wave of his boiling, viscous syrup spurting out into the deep core of her hot, clinging cunt. Time ground to a stop. Nothing else mattered now except his giant engine spurting out load after load of burning, frothy man-cream inside of her hot, accepting womanliness, filling it to the point of overflowing. Filling the place of his birth, Seth was trying to recreate himself inside of her as he held himself inside of the fiery, clutching depths of her convulsing pussy.


  While her son continued to pump his life essence into her, she felt herself finally begin the slow descent from the mind-bending high of her climax. There was an air of unreality about it as she lay with her back on the cold kitchen table, looking up at her son standing between her legs with his bare belly shoved against her own nakedness. She could tell by his facial contortions that he was still being consumed by the passion of his orgasm as she felt him continue to grind himself against her. What kind of monster had she created, she wondered as she pushed herself back at him, trying to take every last millimeter of his huge cock inside her.


  Seth could feel the tensed muscles in his back and legs begin to ache and quiver with fatigue as the intensity of his ejaculations finally began to weaken with every pleasurable spasm that coursed through his cock. The intensity of his orgasm was almost excruciatingly pleasurable and the strain of holding his cock buried inside of his mother’s sucking cunt, was taking its toll and draining his legs of energy. It felt like he had already spewed out a gallon of his thick, gummy semen into his mother’s hot, clutching cunt. It felt as if his body’s energy was rushing out of his cock and into his mother. But it was as if his cock had a mind of its own as it continued to jerk and twitch inside of her. He had spewed out so much, he could feel it dripping out of her and running down his legs. Still his great prick pumped away inside her as he held himself thrust up against her soft, warm underbelly.


  He wished it would never end, but he knew it had to. Finally, with one last feeble shudder, his cock spit out its last little dollop of cum inside of the drenched core of her cunt.


  “OH, FUCK,” he groaned as he felt his legs give way and he fell to his knees between his mother’s widespread legs, wrenching his giant cock out of her flooded cunt as he fell.


  “Oh, Baby,” she winced, as his giant peter popped out of her cunt.


  Standing on his knees between his mother’s legs, Seth found himself staring directly into the gaping hole of his mother’s beautiful love-wound. Staring into the deep, yawning opening of his mother’s cunt realizing that was still dilated and stretched wide open from the invasion of his huge, bloated cock, he watched his cum slowly ooze out of it and drip down to the floor between his knees. He couldn’t believe he had stretched her so wide. How could her pussy be so little, yet stretch enough to take his big cock, he wondered? Staring into the weeping gash, he watched with fascination as it ever so slowly relaxed and constricted back down to normalcy. Enthralled by the deep, fleshy gash trickling out the evidence of their incestuous love, he leaned forward and buried his face in its warm, sticky wetness.


  “OH Baby—” Catherine murmured as she felt his tongue tickling and licking her cunt.


  Reveling in the feel of the satiny soft woman-flesh, he ran his tongue over it, licking at the syrupy coat of foam covering it. As he poked and probed her softness with his tongue, he savored the exciting, musky, woman smell exuding from gaping love-wound. Still drunk from the emotional drama he had just participated in, he lovingly kissed and tongued the soft smoothness of her weeping pussy for the longest time.


  Finally, giving her clitoris one last kiss, he lurched back up to his feet. He was so happy, he almost felt like crying as he stood between her long, beautiful legs, looking down at her exposed vulnerability. He had never felt such passion, such strength, such power before. He still loved his mother with the warm, protective love of a son, but now it was so much more than that. He now loved her the way a man loves a woman. The two loves had coalesced and mutated into a love so deep and desperate, it was almost too much for him to bear. Staring into her eyes, he felt as she was drawing his soul into her mind. The love that flowed between them was all consuming and neither of them could control the emotions that were washing over them like huge, mountainous waves crashing onto a beach.


  Looking back down at her waiting womanhood, he was shocked to see his cock sticking straight out, hard and ready once again. He didn’t know if it had shrunk and re-hardened as he had consumed his mother’s pussy, or if it had just stayed hard the whole time. It didn’t matter, he thought, as he felt it throbbing and jutting out from his groin like a great, wicked, malignancy.


  Catherine had also become aware of her son’s conspicuous hardness as she lay on her back looking up at him. She was waiting to see what he would do next, when she watched him lean down and hook his arms underneath her legs once again. Preparing for him to make love to her again, she was surprised when she felt herself being lifted up off the table. She was amazed at his strength as he lifted her completely up off the table. With her legs draped over his arms, the back of her knees nestled in the crook of his arms, she saw that her bared femininity dangled directly above his huge, stiff cock. As he pulled her to him, she reached out and wrapped her arms around his neck. Then as she breathlessly waited, she felt him lowering her down onto his giant, jutting cock.


  “Oh, My, God,” she gasped out in disbelief and pleasure as she felt his great stiff penis slowly penetrate her hot, waiting womanhood once again.


  Gently this time, he lowered his mother down onto his rigid, hard cock, inch by inch. As he did so, he felt her gluttonous pussy devour his prick until at last, he felt his belly touch the back of her soft, bronzed thighs. Proudly, he stood there, holding her in his arms with his cock completely buried up inside her, as their groins ground against each other.


  Then, ever so carefully, he turned slowly and started walking toward the stairs even as his cock was buried deep inside her. As he shuffled along, her long statuesque legs were still draped over his arms bobbing up and down with each step he took.


  She couldn’t believe he was strong enough to perform such a feat as he struggled over to the stairs. The fact that he was strong enough to carry her and fuck her at the same time was astounding. Love was a stimulant in itself, she thought as she felt his gigantic cock filling her womanhood to its limit once again.


  “Ohh, Anhhh, Ohhhhh, Sethhhh, Anhhhh,” Catherine bubbled and gushed as he carried her across the room.


  Stopping for a second at the bottom of the stairs, Seth strengthened his hold on her and slowly started up the steps.


  “Oh Seth,” Catherine blurted out as she felt his giant penis poke even deeper into the tender depths of her vagina that were unused to feeling a man’s hardness, “Baby, don’t give yourself a hernia, Please. I want you to be able to make love to me all week long, Darling.”


  “Uhnhhh,” he grunted stepping up to the next step and driving his cock even deeper into the aching core of her pussy.


  “Oh, My Baby, you’re so, so big,” she exclaimed as he took another step and stabbed himself into her once again.


  Lurching up the stairs like some erotically deformed creature with two heads and two bodies wickedly entwined and joined, they finally made it to the top of the stairs. Stopping at the top of the stairs, Seth was huffing and puffing like he’d just finished a marathon.


  “Honey, don’t have a heart attack,” Catherine warned him, “I can walk, you know.


  As she spoke, she mischievously wiggled her butt and clenched his penis with her cunt muscles.


  “There is no reason to hurry,” she softly cooed leaning forward, crushing her big tits against his chest and brushing her lips across his, “we have all week long.”


  “I know,” he panted, starting to stagger down the hall toward his mother’s room, “But I want you so much, I just can’t stop myself.”


  “Oh, you Dear little man,” she murmured as Seth careened down the hallway, stumbling, lurching, and bumping against the walls.


  Their arousal was exceedingly obvious as their groins wetly slapped together while Seth carried her down the hallway. It amazed her that she was already pumping out pre-fuck juice again after having climaxed only minutes earlier. Such was her love and desire for her son.


  It seemed like it had taken hours, but Seth finally stumbled into her room. Staggering like a drunk, he tottered over to the bed. Bending down, keeping his belly thrust up against her, he slowly laid his mother down onto her bed. Standing between her outstretched legs, looking down at her beauty, he couldn’t believe that all this was actually happening.


  Staring up at him adoringly, she watched in fascination as he ever so slowly withdrew his huge, wet penis from her throbbing womanhood. As it slowly slithered out of her, she could see that it was wet and glistening with her juices. She didn’t remember ever being so wet, she thought as she saw that her woman-juice was literally dripping off his giant peter.


  Then with a little slurp, she felt the enormous head of his cock pop out of her pussy.


  “Oh, Baby,” she complained wanting to have him back inside of her.


  “Mommy, would you, uh, could you, would you, uh, please,” he stammered as he stood between her legs, his giant penis bobbing up and down in time with his heartbeat.


  “What, Baby, what do you want, Baby,” she asked him.


  “Would you, uh,” he stuttered again, unable to mouth his desire, but trying to show her by putting his knee on the bed and starting to crawl up on the bed.


  “Oh, Baby, would you like for me to suck you?” she asked him, seeing his eyes light up with expectation as she spoke.


  “Yes, Mother—” he gushed, straddling her and crawling up the bed with his great cock bouncing up and down wickedly.


  Staring up at her son’s approaching colossus, she reached up to guide the jutting, swaying perversion down to her mouth.


  Straddling his mother, Seth finally stopped and stood on his hands and knees with his mammoth cock wickedly bouncing up and down just above her face. Staring back down at her, he felt his heart skip a beat as he saw her full, red lips open.


  Ever so slowly, she took hold of his prick and deliberately bent it down toward her mouth. Pulling on it, she brought it closer and closer to her open mouth and finally sucked the great cockhead inside her hot, sucking mouth.


  “Oh, My, God, Mother,” he groaned as he watched her lips slowly encircle his cockhead and suck it into her mouth.


  Twirling his great, round cockhead around inside the hot, tightness of her mouth, she could feel his muscles tense almost immediately. With his cockhead securely imprisoned in her hot, sucking mouth, she reached around behind him and grabbed the cheeks of his ass. Slowly pulling him down toward her, she sucked more and more of his stupendous cock into her sucking mouth as she tongued and licked the petrified monster. She could sense that he was losing control as his breath was coming in jerking gasps and his whole body was beginning to tremble. Ignoring the imminent eruption, she grabbed hold of his huge, dangling balls and began to squeeze them roughly. Still pulling him into her with one hand, she tugged and toyed with his balls with the other hand.


  “Oh, Fuck, Oh, Shit, Oh Mommy, Oh, God,” he panted as he tried to hold back the flood of cum that was that was threatening to erupt from his cock at any moment.


  “Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, MOOOOMMMMIIIIEEEEE, GOWWWDDDD,” he wailed as his cock finally gave a great jerk and sent a thick, gelatinous geyser of his hot, viscid cream spurting out into his mother’s sucking, pulling mouth.


  Even though she tried, she couldn’t swallow the tidal wave of thick, frothy cum that came spewing out of his cock. There was too much and it gushed out around the thick shaft of his cock, spilling down her chin. Even before she could swallow the first spout of cum, another gigantic gusher of his thick, white cream came spurting out of his cock, overflowing her mouth again. Sucking and swallowing as fast as she could, she couldn’t keep up with the erupting flood of cum that spewed out of him like water out of a broken water main.


  Even as she sucked and pulled on his great cock, Seth groaned and blubbered like a baby. He was so out of control that he didn’t know what he was doing and all of a sudden he unknowingly hunched himself into his mother’s face driving his gigantic, spurting, jerking penis down into her throat.


  “Argghhhhhhh,” she gagged as her son’s enormous penis slammed into her throat. Gagging on its hugeness, it took all of her will power to keep from throwing up, but after a few nauseous moments, the reflux stopped and she began sucking and pulling on him again.


  Having penetrated the tight opening of her throat, his thrusts quickly buried his entire cock into her mouth and throat.


  Holding onto his balls, she continued to pull him into her as his cock emptied itself down her throat. Again and again, it jerked, bulged out and ejaculated. It was now buried so deeply inside of her, it felt like it was spurting its milky load directly into her stomach. Fighting to keep from throwing up and feeling herself growing faint from lack of oxygen, she still kept sucking on his erupting penis.


  Finally, mercifully, she felt his cock give one final lurch and quickly begin to shrink and soften. Quickly, she pushed back against his belly, letting his rapidly deflating manhood slowly slither back up her throat and at last, out into her mouth. Quickly spitting his cock out, she gasped in several deep, sweet, life-restoring breaths. Then as Seth stood on his hands and knees above her, quivering in post-ejaculatory elation, she softly sucked his softening maleness back into her mouth.


  “Oh, God, Mother,” Seth finally groaned.


  His cock was becoming smaller and smaller as she twirled it around inside her mouth, toying with it. Licking and tickling his maleness with her tongue, she felt his dick finally stop its retreat and begin to grow again.


  Letting his manhood, slip out of her mouth, she waited for him to crawl off her. Lifting his leg, he rolled off her and flopped down to the bed in the same movement.


  “That was a delicious dessert,” she smiled at him, “and I ate so much my tummy feels like it is going to burst.”


  “I’m sorry, Mom,” Seth murmured.


  “I’m not complaining, dear,” she softly said as she slowly sat up, “I don’t know of many men who could have carried me up the stairs the way you did and still be able to do what you did. And, I’ve never seen any man ejaculate so much semen. And you did it twice. I am touched that you find me so exciting.”


  “Mom, there is no other woman in the world that can even come close to you,” he tiredly grinned, “not in looks or brains or, or, or anything. You’re the most perfect woman in the world.”


  “My, My,” she blushed.


  “It’s true.”


  “Well, you look tired,” she smiled, getting to her feet, “So why don’t you take a little nap and we’ll, uh, see what happens later tonight. Okay?”


  “You bet,” he yawned.


  Padding over to the bathroom, she could feel the sticky coating of their love-cream on her inner thighs. It was starting to dry, making her skin feel itchy. She was still amazed at how much semen her son had produced. Stepping into her bath, she looked into the mirror. As she looked at herself, she wasn’t surprised when she saw that her chin and throat were covered with a thick, glistening glaze of Seth’s rich cream. There was so much of it, there was one long, stringy strand stretching down from her chin to her tits. Reaching for a washcloth, she realized that there was too much for that and a shower would be the only way to remove it.


  Quickly, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Stepping out of it, she saw that her furry mat of pubic hair was plastered down with another coating of her son’s thick, glutinous cum. Spreading her legs, she saw that her inner thighs glistened wetly with more of the thick, rich semen. Shaking her head in disbelief, she leaned in and turned on the water. Waiting for the water to warm, she thought back on their afternoon rendezvous. Reflecting back on her son’s virility, she felt warm and happy inside for a moment before the reality of what they had done came back to her. Why had she let her son fuck her, she wondered? And now that it was over, why did she feel it was so natural and right? She realized that most women would feel desecrated, defiled, and unclean after being seduced by their son, but strangely, she felt venerated that her son had found her so desirable.


  For whatever reason, she was going to cherish the wicked sensuality of making love to her son as long as it lasted, she thought, as she reached in to test the water,


  Stepping into the shower, she let the hot, stinging spray wash away the thick, potency of her son’s gift from her face and throat. Then spreading her legs, she let it cleanse away the drying stickiness of his earlier gift. At last, after a general scrubbing, her skin once again felt squeaky-clean.


  Stepping out of the shower, she toweled herself dry and started to wrap the towel around herself. Stopping, she laughed softly wondering why she should bother. She didn’t need to hide her nakedness from Seth anymore.


  Stepping back out into her bedroom, she looked over at Seth and saw that he was asleep. Walking back to the bed, she stopped and she stood looking down at her son, looking for any signs of wakefulness. He was lying on his back with his arms and legs sprawled out lifelessly. She couldn’t keep herself from looking down at his limp penis. How different it looked when it slept, she reflected. It was soft and limp now, but even in its present state of dormancy, it was at least six inches long, and still gorged with blood. Lying there, thick and puffy, it looked like it was almost as big around as her wrist and still bore the evidence of their lovemaking.


  Feeling a sudden warmth sprout down between her legs as she stood looking down at her son, she quickly crawled onto the bed. Reaching down, she pulled the covers up over both of them. Glancing at her watch, she saw that it was only seven o’clock, but the afternoon had seemed to last forever. Maybe they could take a nap and resume their investigation of the dark realm of incestuous love later that night.


  Snuggling up next to Seth, she closed her eyes and before she knew it, she was asleep.


  ~~~


  Slowly, she began to waken. She didn’t know how long she had been asleep, but she felt groggy and vaguely uneasy about something. Wondering what had woke her up, she suddenly felt something hot and hard pressing up against her womanhood. She wondered how a man could be entering her as she lay on her stomach and then she felt her hips being lifted up off the bed as the hardness slowly began to penetrate her unprotected vagina.


  Smiling sleepily, she looked back over her shoulder expecting to find her husband, Brian, but was terror-struck to see that it was her son, Seth.


  Shock and fear washed over her, leaving her filled with disgust and loathing for him. How could he do this to her she asked herself? Suddenly, she felt sick to her stomach. Shaking her head, she tried to clear the away the cobwebs of sleep and understand what in the world was happening. How could Seth be fucking her? Had he gone crazy? Outraged, she started to pull away from him and scream. Just as she opened her mouth, she remembered the afternoon and her mind began to function as reality washed over her like a warm shower.


  How could she have forgotten what they had done that afternoon? Then she felt Seth slide his hand under her belly and gently lift her buttocks higher into the air.


  Thankful that she had remembered in time, she cooperated by spreading her long, perfectly shaped legs apart for him as he gently he lifted her buttocks farther up into the air. She felt him respond by continuing to force his huge maleness even deeper into her pussy. As his cock easily slid into her, she was surprised to find that she was wet and ready for him.


  As he continued to lift her hips higher, she scooted her knees up under her body and pushed herself back at him. In doing this, she felt his cock burrowing itself deeper and deeper into her hot wetness.


  “Oh, My Baby,” she groaned as she felt him pushing himself into her.


  His hugeness still amazed her. How could a cock the size of his ever fit inside of her tiny, tight little slit?


  Thrusting herself back against him, she could feel herself being filled to the limit by his monstrous cock as it slid deeper and deeper into her cunt. Then, just as before, just when she felt like he was about to split her in two, she felt his hairy belly softly thud up against her soft, upturned butt.


  Pressing herself back against him, she reveled in the feel of his thick, heavy love sword penetrating deep into her aching cunt for a few moments. Then she quickly lifted herself up, letting his mammoth cock slither back the channel of her wet, weeping slit, stopping only when the great bulbous head of his cock rested in the opening of the slit. Pausing only for a second, she suddenly launched herself back down onto him, swallowing his entire penis cock back into her womanhood with in one rapid gulp.


  “Oh, Fuck,” he grunted as he felt his mother’s burning gash envelop his thrusting maleness in one lightning lunge.


  As she rocked away from him a second time, he leaned down over her, reaching under her and taking her huge, dangling breasts in his hands. This time, as she thrust herself back onto his great distended penis, he hunched himself into her and their bodies crashed together like two battling rams.


  “Oh-Fuck—” she gasped as she felt his cock knife back into her pussy so deep that it felt like it was about to come out of her mouth, “You’re too fucking big.”


  “I’m Sorryyy,” Seth groaned, stopping in fear that he had hurt her, “Do you want me to stop?”


  “No, oh, No, Don’t Stop, don’t ever stop—” she blubbered, pushing herself back against him and wriggling her butt, “Fuck me, Fuck me, lover.”


  Responding to his mother’s pleading appeal, he immediately began to saw his hardness in and out of her soft, slippery womanhood with a vengeance. As he pounded his cock into her, she struggled up to her hands and knees so that he could fondle her perfectly shaped breasts as he fucked her. Leaning down over her, he teased and pulled on her great dangling paps as he lovingly fucked her from behind.


  As he hammered his great cock in and out of her throbbing cunt¸ she quickly felt herself being rising toward another exquisite orgasm. Her whole essence seemed to be centered on the fleshy portal that was now wrapped around her son’s cock. It was as if every nerve ending in the tight, hot channel had been overcharged and was now pulsating with pleasure. Seth’s immense penis was once again battering places inside her pussy that had never felt the hardness of a man’s cock before this day. It was unbelievable that he was such a perfect lover at such a young age, she thought as she felt herself tottering on the edge of another cataclysmic orgasm. In and out, in and out, she felt his cock stimulating the entire length of her drenched love gash. It seemed like his cock was growing larger and larger with each stabbing penetration. Then, beginning with a tiny little tingle so deep inside her pussy she didn’t think it would ever make it out, a tidal wave of pleasure washed over her.


  The intense pleasure was boiling up out of her pussy like lava from a volcano with its core in hell. She had never felt anything like it before.


  Just as before, Seth felt his mother begin to quake and shake below him as he continued to slide his cock in and out of her. As their bodies slapped together, her wetness coated his thighs and he could hear the wet, lewd sound of their bodies slapping together.


  “Oh, My, Fuck, Oh, My, Babbiee, oh, my, fuck, OH, Lord, Oh, Seth,” she blubbered like a crazy woman as she tossed head back and forth sending her long, cinnamon-colored tresses flying in all directions.


  Wiser this time, Seth didn’t hesitate as his mother writhed and groaned below him. With steady, rhythmic strokes, he sawed his colossal cock in and out of her salivating slit as she climaxed below him.


  At last, the throes of her orgasm faded away.


  “Oh, unh, Honey, unh, that, unh, was, unh, wond, unh, er, unh, ful,” she stammered out between the jarring thuds of his attack as he fucked her.


  “Unhhhhhuh,” he mumbled, releasing her tits and taking hold of her hips, roughly pulling her back against him every time he slammed his cock back into the hot socket of her pussy.


  Basking in the warm, fuzzy afterglow of fulfillment, she spread her lovely legs apart wider and wider to accommodate him, taking him into her deeper and deeper. It seemed as if every stabbing thrust of his giant cock sent his cock into virgin depths of her vagina. Places that had never known the touch of a man before. She felt like a girl on her first date with the high school quarterback. She wanted him to love her and she wanted to give him so much.


  Her excitement was evidenced by the amount of lubricating juice that was flowing out of her cunt. She knew that it must be all over Seth’s stomach and legs, too as she heard the slap of his belly up against her upturned butt every time he hammered his cock into her.


  Time seemed to be suspended as the incessant sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room.


  Dazed and reeling from her body’s response to her son, she could feel the burning tingle of another orgasm beginning deep inside of her pussy again. She had already had three orgasms and now another one was building inside of her battered and abused pussy.


  “God, I, Love, YOU,” she gasped as she felt the flames of her estrous growing higher and higher.


  Even as she felt herself being propelled up toward the peak of another climax, she could feel him gripping her hips tighter and tighter as he pulled her into him harder and harder with each hammering impalement. Almost imperceptibly, the rhythm of his attack on her cunt had grown faster and faster.


  Grunting and straining, they climbed the long, steep grade toward the peak of perverse gratification.


  Moaning her approval of his efforts, Catherine thrust herself back on him every time he sent his giant cock knifing up into her cunt. She was taking the entire length of her son’s great bloated cock with every hammering penetration and loving it. Unable to stop herself from concentrating on the feel of her son’s huge cock plunging in and out of her throbbing cunt, she felt herself abruptly consumed by another orgasm.


  “OH, BABIEEEE,” she blabbered as her body shook and trembled.


  Seth felt his mother’s tight, hot cunt clamp down around his plunging cock making penetration of her tightly grasping cunt more and more difficult. But, even as tightly clenched as her pussy was, the abundance of fuck juice flowing from her lubricated the smooth, slippery walls of her cunt enough that he could still drive his cock into her although it was becoming more and more exhausting.


  Catherine slowly felt her senses returning to her. As they did, the muscles around her cunt began to relax and she felt her son respond by fucking her faster and faster. His endurance was demonic, she thought as he continued to hammer his cock into her mercilessly. Then, astonished, she felt the telltale tickle of another orgasm begin deep inside her battered pussy. Had Seth broken something inside of her making her unable to stop having orgasms, she wondered? Surprised by her own sexual capability, she felt the need for another orgasm growing as he continued to brutally fuck her from behind.


  “OH, Fuck ME,” she begged, wanting to feel the exquisite pleasure of another climax.


  She thought it was impossible, but Seth responded by increasing the tempo of his fucking to another level that she didn’t know existed. His mammoth penis was tearing in and out of her slavering cunt so fast that it felt like a great, immense vibrator drubbing the insides of her drenched cunt.


  His prick was so huge every time it tore into her pussy it pulled her clitoris down against the top of his cock nearly driving her wild with pleasure.


  Then the tiny tickle inside of her cunt exploded into another full blown orgasm as she began to shake and shudder uncontrollably.


  Even as she climaxed, she could sense that her son was finally nearing an eruption as the tempo of his fucking was quickly growing more and more erratic.


  Then, after several moments, when the intensity of her orgasm should have started abating, she was shocked to feel the level of pleasure flowing from her pussy slowly building as Seth continued to fuck her. It was growing so strong, she didn’t know how much longer she would be able to bear the strain on her senses. Then just when she felt like the intensity of the pleasure was too much to withstand, she felt Seth suddenly hunch into her ferociously, driving his monstrous penis into her deeper and harder than he ever had before.


  “CCUUUMMMMMIIIINNNNNN,” he bellowed out almost as if he was pain.


  As he held his malignancy thrust up inside of her convulsing cunt, Catherine felt it balloon out so large it felt like she was giving birth to a baby. It felt like it was going to split her apart and her thoughts raced back to when she had birthed Seth. Then she was instantly returned back to the present when she felt him release a boiling, rushing gusher of white-hot seed-laden cream into her pussy. The wonderful flow of pleasure that was welling up from her pussy only increased as she felt his cock jerk and spew out stream after stream of his thick, viscous milk. Within moments, her pussy was so saturated with his cum, she began to taste him inside her mouth. Still his great engine of love continued to jump and spurt inside of her drenched cunt. She felt like she had had a fire hose shoved into her pussy and someone had turned it on full force as it jerked and bucked inside her.


  Then, at last, it stopped.


  “OH, FUCK,” Seth gasped as he fell back away from her, once again rudely jerking his enormous cock out his mother’s flooded cunt.


  “Ouch,” she yelped as the thick hugeness of her son’s cock departed from her pussy with a loud, lewd slurping sound.


  “Sorry—” he mumbled as he flopped onto the bed, exhausted.


  “That’s all right, Baby,” she whispered, turning around, “Are you okay?”


  “I don’t know,” he tiredly sighed.


  As she lay pressed against him, she glanced down at her watch and saw that it was ten o’clock. Looking over at the window, she realized that it was dark outside.


  “I guess that we’d better go to sleep,” she sleepily murmured. “There’s so much I want to do to you tomorrow…”


  “I can hardly wait,” he grinned, gently cradling one of her big, droopy breasts in his hand.


  ~~~


  And so it went. Catherine and Seth found themselves being sucked deeper and deeper into the swirling maelstrom of their incestuous bond. Brian returned home and noticed a difference between the two of them, but didn’t say anything for the longest time. But when he finally did confront them about it, he was completely taken by surprise by Catherine’s explanation…and suggestion as to how they could deal with it…


  But then, that is a whole different story…


  


  The End
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  Black Friday - Erotica


  Whore Queen - The Garden Gates


  Trailer Trash - Oreo


  All Hail – The King I and II


  Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  Mother’s Milk - Love Potion


  Different Names - Teacher’s Pet


  The Voice - Boob Job - Escort Service


  Everything is Wrong - Cockball


  Teacher’s Tales - The Cheerleader Squad


  Daddy’s Little Secret - Confession


  The Island of the Goddess - Evergreens - Alien


  Home Again – Home from the War


  Marooned - Nipples - The Voodoo Doll


  Airey Putter and the Golden Dildo


  Airey Putter and the Wishing Mirror


  The Train Ride - The Wedding


  Andria’s Dream - Nymphomania: A desire to…


  Tornado - The Colonel’s Wife - Family Secrets


  Déjà Vu: All Over Again… - Affliction


  The Evil Within - House of the Rising Sons


  Infatuation - The Ride - Trading Spaces


  The Voyage of the Molly Be Bad


  Sledge Hammer –Private Dick (The Cold Case)


  All Alone - Panties - Love-Thirty


  Birthday Girl - Best in Show


  The Queen and the Prince - Safari


  Forbidden Love - The Prostitute - Recipe for Disaster


  A Visit to the School Nurse - The Last of the Dragons


  The Stash - Heaven…or Hell… - Something Pretty


  Prescription for Pleasure - My Sister’s Milk


  The First Time - Back from the Beyond - A Love Story


  Blackmail on the Prairie - Home on the Range


  The Beach House - One Stormy Night
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