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  Christmas with Mom


  Chapter One


  


  The fire in the fireplace made the room comfortably warm. The house smelled like, well like Christmas. The smell of the wood burning in the fireplace; the cinnamon; the cloves; the peppermint; the posole; and all the other goodies from the kitchen gave the house that same warm, comfortable feeling Robbie had known since he was just a little boy on Christmas Eve. It all felt right somehow. And he was home for Christmas. Home for Christmas with Mom…


  Robbie had a full tummy after two big bowlfuls of posole, a Christmas tradition that had been around for as far back as he could remember. It was seven o’clock and outside it had just begun to snow. A soft, feathery Christmas snow. Big flakes, soft as duck’s down came floating down from the dark, wintery dusk sky to land outside without so much as a whisper. Santa would certainly need Rudolph tonight if the snow got any worse, Robbie smiled to himself as he stood looking out the big bay windows onto the front lawn of his mother’s house. The quiet that always accompanied the snow was blanketing the streets as a lonely car crept along the street outside, its lights sending out a pair of beacons in front of it as if were lost and had nowhere to go. The snow had given all the Christmas lights and decorations on all the houses that soft, fuzzy look like one of the Christmas cards you always like to get.


  Stepping back away from the windows, Robbie pulled the curtain closed and looked around, he saw that instead of the big tree his mother and father had always decorated, it had been replaced by a much smaller, but just as elaborately decorated one. And it still smelled like a Christmas tree, he grinned listening to his mother in the kitchen. All the other decorations were still there. The reindeer his grandmother had always put up on her mantle now sat there on the mantle in all its yuletide glory. The little gold Santa and eight tiny reindeer his father had bought his mother for Christmas one year sat beside it. It all made Robbie feel warm and fuzzy inside and a little sad and melancholy at the same time. His father had been gone for three years now and Robbie missed him. His mother did too.


  Then his mother, Laurie came walking out of the kitchen with a steaming pitcher of dark red mulled wine and two glass mugs on a Christmassy tray.


  “It wouldn’t be Christmas without mulled wine…” his mother smiled. Then she leaned down, slid the tray on the coffee table in front of Robbie over and picked up the pitcher. As she did, Robbie guiltily found his eyes wandering down to the swooping neckline of the little green dress she was wearing. There seemed to be something different about her breasts tonight. They seemed somehow bigger, fuller or was it just him? Come on, Robbie, for Christ’s sake, man, that’s your mother, he berated himself, blushing as he tore his eyes away from her breasts and watched her filling the cups with the dark red wine.


  “No, it wouldn’t,” Robbie self-consciously mumbled, taking the cup she was offering him and lifting it up to his lips as his mother eased down onto the couch next to him.


  Sniffing, Robbie could smell the apple cider, the wine, the honey, the cloves, the hint of orange and anise. Memories of his first taste of his mother’s mulled wine came flooding back into his head. He had been eleven, or was it twelve? Whichever, it didn’t matter. He had always wanted to try the wine, but it being an alcoholic beverage, he hadn’t been allowed until that special Christmas his mother had prepared him a special cup of the Christmassy brew. And he remembered how spicy and sweet it was. And how warm and sleepy it had left him. It had made falling asleep so easy that Christmas and he had looked forward to his cup from that Christmas forward…


  “It tastes like Christmas,” he murmured.


  “Yes, it does…I just wish your father was here to share it with us,” she sadly said, taking a tiny sip and setting her cup on the coffee table in front of them.


  They were sitting only inches apart and Robbie suddenly became aware of this as the soft, reassuring fragrance of his mother’s Channel No. 5 brushed across his nostrils. The perfume, soft, subtle and expensive seemed to fit his mother’s personality. His mother was a small woman. Five feet four, maybe five. She had a cute pixyish face that didn’t belie her fifty years with her big, blue eyes and little upturned nose. Her breasts, on a larger woman would have seemed small, but on her, they looked large. Her waist had thickened a little over the years, but she had always had an almost boyish figure and she still maintained it. He don’t know if she worked out or what, but a lot of thirty and forty year-old-women would have been jealous of her figure.


  Robbie didn’t know if it was by design, and he couldn’t see why it would be since he was the only guest, but tonight the low-cut dress that she was wearing seemed to amplify and highlight the size and shape of her breasts as they swelled up from the scooped neckline. And maybe it was just him, but her dress also seemed to be shorter than she usually wore showing off a little more leg than he was used to seeing from his mom. Not that she shouldn’t have been proud of her legs because they were show stoppers. Like her bosom, on a larger woman, her legs would had seemed, well, normal, maybe even short, but on her petite frame, they looked long and svelte in the clinging black nylons she wore. And the tall, four-inch high heels did everything they were supposed to do in shaping and molding her legs into symmetric perfection. Yes, all in all, his mom was quite a handsome little package, or maybe it was just his heightened sense of awareness. He’d been pretty busy as of late and hadn’t had a lot of time for socializing or mingling with the opposite sex, so he was a little bit more than horny.


  “Uh, that a new dress?” Robbie asked, taking a little sip of the wine.


  “Yes, it is,” she smiled. “I was wondering when you would notice. I bought it especially for you…”


  “For me?” he questioned.


  “Yes, for you. Do you like it?” she smiled, leaning back so he could see. Robbie couldn’t tell for sure, but she seemed to thrust out her chest ever so slightly, making her breasts push out against the restricting material and extrude higher out of the swooped neckline. She had bought this revealing dress for him?


  This gave Robbie an excuse to check out the dress and the willowy body underneath it. But even as he did, he couldn’t stop the blush that crawled out across his warm cheeks.


  “It’s nice…uh, it, uh, it makes you look, uh, different…” he told her, searching for another word, but finding his vocabulary lacking in that department.


  “Different?” she smiled, leaning back forward, letting her breasts sag back down against her chest as she reached for her cup of wine.


  Robbie wanted to say younger, but he knew that wouldn’t go over well as he frantically searched for another word.


  “Uh, more, uh, buoyant…” Robbie fumbled, hating his choice of words as soon as it was out of his mouth.


  “Buoyant?” his mother smiled, glancing down at the tops of her breasts then back up at Robbie. She seemed amused by his embarrassment.


  “Uh, fuller—” he blurted out, knowing that fuller was even more damaging that buoyant was as soon as he said it.


  “Then you like it?” she softly laughed, running the tip of her finger down the swoop of the neckline as Robbie floundered around in his own embarrassment.


  “Yes, yes, I like it…a lot…” he mumbled, taking another sip on his wine to try and hide his humiliation. “Uh, it’s snowing,” he fumbled on, trying to divert the conversation away from his mother’s dress and the obvious inference to her breasts.


  “Oh?” Laurie said, looking over at the front window where Robbie had been standing earlier. “There’s just something about snow on Christmas Eve,” she murmured, setting her cup on the coffee table and pushing up onto her high heels. “It’s almost magical…like everything is well with the world. Like there was no suffering and pain…” she softly said, slowly stepping over to the window.


  As she did, Robbie let his eyes wander down her body. Yes, the dress did make her seem younger the way it clung to her figure, highlighting the curves of her hips and her long graceful legs. She almost seemed like a little girl on Christmas Eve, amazed and captivated by the snowy scene outside as she stopped, opened the curtains and looked out. But regrettably, she didn’t have the body of a little girl, Robbie guiltily thought. What was wrong with him? What was going on? It’s Christmas Ever for Christ’s sake…get your mind out of the fucking gutter.


  “Yeah, it does…” Robbie agreed with her, feeling strangely unsure of himself.


  “It’s beautiful…” she murmured.


  “Just like you, Mom,” Robbie told her, not knowing where the words had come from as he spoke them.


  After he spoke, he saw his mother turn and look at him with a strange, questioning look on her pretty face. Neither of them spoke for several long, pregnant seconds as they stared into each other’s eyes.


  “Thank you…” Laurie finally murmured, turning and looking back out the window.


  It was deathly quiet in the house. The only sounds were the ticking of the grandfather’s clock out in the foyer and the soft snap, crackle of the fire in the fireplace. What had just taken place, Robbie dizzily wondered? It was if something mystical had taken place between them. A sharing of something.


  Then his mother let the heavy brocade curtains fall back into place, turned and came slowly walking back toward the couch. Robbie couldn’t keep from watching the soft bobble of her breasts down inside the neckline of her dres and the seductive sway of her hips as she did.


  “Uh, still snowing?” Robbie mumbled, blushing again when he saw that his mother had seen him looking at her breasts for the umpteenth time.


  “Yes, it’s still snowing,” she murmured, easing down on the couch, slipping her high heels off and folding her long legs up under her. “I’m glad you’re home safe and sound…tonight would not be a good night to be out on the roads.”


  “Me, too,” Robbie smiled, watching his mother reach for the remote lying on the coffee table.


  “Shall we?” she smiled, pointing the remote at the TV and turning it on.


  “Let’s…” he grinned, snuggling back in the couch and watching the television come to life.


  “You can put your feet on the coffee table and make yourself comfortable, if you want,” Laurie told him smiling as she leaned back, laid her arm on the back of the couch and rested her hand on his shoulder. “Your father always did it when no one else was around.”


  Easing his feet out of his loafers, Robbie lifted them up onto the coffee table, being careful not to knock the pitcher of wine off.


  “Uh, thanks…” Robbie smiled, starting to reach over and lay his hand on his mother’s thigh, but changing his mind at the last second.


  Then he saw Ralphie sitting at the table daydreaming and the Red Ryder BB gum with a sundial in the handle. This was another family tradition that went way back. Watching A Christmas Story on Christmas Eve.


  “I think I know this movie by heart,” Robbie laughed as Ralphie was proclaiming his Christmas wish for a real Red Ryder BB gun with a sundial in the handle to his mother.


  “You’ll shoot your eye out,” she told him and Ralphie was crestfallen. Then there was the part where he wrote an exquisite essay on the benefits of owning a BB gun. His elementary school teacher, Miss Shields gives Ralphie C+ and writes the same objection across the top of the paper. Then there was the kid getting his tongue stuck on the pole out in the playground and Ralphie asking a local department store’s Santa Clause for a Red Ryder BB gun, but Santa repeats the same objection.


  Then on Christmas morning, Ralphie looks frantically for a box that would hold the BB gun to no avail. He and his brother Randy received several presents, but he is disappointed because he did not get the gun. As he sits with his parents, his father points out one last half-hidden present, ostensibly from Santa. As the joyful Ralphie unwraps the BB gun, Mr. Parker explains the purchase to his surprised wife, stating that he had one himself when he was 8 years old.


  Ralphie goes out to test his new gun by shooting at a paper target perched on top of a metal sign. A ricochet from the metal sign hits his cheek and sends his glasses flying. While searching for the glasses, Ralphie inadvertently steps on them and crushes the lenses. He concocts a story about an icicle falling on him and breaking his glasses, which his mother believes. Then the dogs stole Christmas dinner and they had to eat in a Chinese restaurant and the film finally ended with Ralphie lying in bed on Christmas night with his gun by his side. The voiceover states that this was the best present he had ever received or would ever receive…


  “I’ll never get tired of watching that movie,” Laurie laughed as she pointed the remote at the TV and flicked it off.


  “Yeah, leaves you feeling all happy and warm inside,” he smiled, looking down at his wrist watch and seeing that it was eight-forty. “Wonder if it’s still snowing,” he remarked, setting his empty wine cup on the coffee table and pushing up onto his stocking feet.


  “Probably,” Laurie smiled up at him, leaning over and picking up the pitcher of wine. “It’s cold, you want me to warm it up?”


  “No, that’s fine…” he told her, slowly padding back over to the window. Holding back the curtains, he peered out into the winter wonderland that had appeared while they sat watching A Christmas Story. The snowflakes were still quietly floating down from the dark sky, but seemed bigger, heavier. Where there had been cars and trees before there were now silent, hulking snow gnomes silently watching the house. As he stared at the wintery scene he heard the tinkle of glass against glass as his mother filled their cups with more of the mulled wine. The pitcher was only a quarter full now as they had imbibed the rest of it while watching the movie. Robbie had a tiny, fuzzy little buzz that softened everything and gave it a dreamlike quality. He couldn’t remember being this comfortable and happy and content in a long time. Yet, at the same time he felt strangely keyed up. There was something eerie about the whole thing. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but something was different about tonight. Was it some kind of Christmas magic?


  “Is it still snowing?” he heard his mother ask.


  “Still snowing,” he told her, turning and looking over at her. As she sat with her long legs tucked up under her, she innocently smiled back at him. He didn’t know if she realized that her short dress had ridden up her thigh to reveal the top of her nylon or not, but it sent a jolt of perverse excitement sparking down his spine and into his limp, dormant penis. The dress had ridden so high, another two or three inches and he would have been able to see her panties…if he wanted to. Stop it, he shouted at himself.


  “Uh, yeah, still snowing…” he mumbled, repeating himself, blushing again, hoping that it was hidden by the darkness by the window. “Looks like two or three inches…” realizing that that was just about the same amount of space between the bottom of his mother’s dress and her panties as the blush burned deeper into his cheeks.


  “I wish your father was here to see it,” Laurie sadly said. “He so loved the snow…”


  “Yeah, he did,” Robbie agreed with her, stepping back over to the couch so he could sit back down and hide the telling problem that was developing down inside his shorts. He could never let his mother know that he was getting an erection. It would ruin everything. It would be disastrous if his mother knew. Anytime. But especially not on Christmas Eve and specifically not with her. What was wrong with him?


  “So what do you want to do now?” he heard his mother ask him.


  “Uh, I don’t know, uh, play some cards, uh, dominos?”


  “I’m not really in the mood for cards or dominos,” she said, laying her hand on his thigh. “It’s Christmas Eve. Why don’t you open the curtains and let’s just watch it snow…” she suggested.


  “Uh, okay, yeah, sure, that sounds cool.”


  As Robbie stepped over to the window, he saw that glow from the lamp was dimming down to a faint glow, barely leaving him with enough illumination to see where he was going.


  “Is that enough light?” he heard his mother ask him as he grasped hold of the curtains and gave them a tug to spread them open.


  “Yeah, sure, I can see—” he told her spreading the curtain wider as he looked out onto the wintery scene. The street lights were softly glistening off the new-fallen snow, turning it into silvery sparkles


  “Almost takes your breath away,” Laurie murmured as Robbie stepped back away from the window. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen prettier snow. It has to be something magic…”


  “Yeah, magic…” Robbie agreed, turning to step back over to the couch only to see that his mother had stretched her legs out from under her and was resting her feet on the table.


  But in the process, her dress had ridden up another inch or so and the bottom of it was only an inch or so below the Y of her tummy and legs. Didn’t she know what she was doing? Or did she just not care? Or was she tipsy? Whatever the reason, none of them mattered to Robbie. All that mattered was the fact that his mother’s panties were almost on display as another spark of electricity shot down his spine to his rapidly uncoiling cock.


  Then his mother smiled and patted the couch right beside her hip.


  “Come sit…” she murmured, reaching down and plucking at the hem of her dress but failing to push it down at all. The gesture was all show and no substance as Robbie fought to keep from staring down at the juncture of her belly and legs. What if she wasn’t wearing panties, he frantically wondered? No, that couldn’t be. Not his mother. She would never walk around the house without panties on. Never—


  But what is she did, his fevered brain railed? He was only moments from finding out if she moved again, he sickly thought as he eased down onto the couch where she had indicated he was supposed to sit.


  “Isn’t it pretty?” she smiled, reaching over and resting her hand on his thigh about two inches away from the catastrophe forming inside his shorts.


  What would she do if she realized that he had an erection? Would she kick him out of her house? What son could ever do anything as vile and disgusting as that? Only a pervert, he loathsomely thought. A sick, depraved pervert. Like him—


  Robbie had never felt so awkward, so self-conscious. He wished there was a hole for him to climb into. Climb into it and have someone shovel dirt over him to cover him up and hide his despicable behavior. Now what? He didn’t know what to do with his hands as he sat awkwardly looking out the window at the falling snow. The mirroring glare from the lamp was etched onto the window interfering with the wintery scene outside the window as they sat in the semi-darkness looking out. Then Robbie felt his mother lean away from him and suddenly the room was plunged into darkness.


  “That’s better…” he heard his mother murmur as she leaned back up against him.


  “Yeah, now we can see outside,” Robbie agreed, still feeling awkwardly self-conscious. This was the first time he had been on such close terms with his mother. Sitting in the dark together, their hips brushing, shoulders touching, her hand on his leg just above his knee, it was a closeness he’d never felt before. Maybe it was Christmas magic, Robbie anxiously thought.


  Maybe his mother was lonely, too. She didn’t have anyone either. They were both alone on Christmas and had no one else to turn to except each other. Wasn’t that natural? A mother and son sharing Christmas, together? But not that way, he sickly thought.


  Outside, the snow continued to fall. Big, fluffy flakes falling like manna from heaven. The snow slugs grew fatter and fatter as they feasted upon the manna as Robbie and his mother sat watching.


  It was awkward as they sat with their arms pressed against one another, Laurie with her hand on his leg and Robbie with his hand down between them pressed against his mother’s hip. It felt like his arm was going to sleep and he had to move it.


  “Arm’s going to sleep…” Robbie mumbled, excusing himself, lifting his hand, opening and closing it to get the circulation flowing again.


  “Stretch your arm out…on the back of the couch,” his mother whispered, snuggling up against his side in the empty space left when he moved his arm.


  Following his mother’s suggestion, Robbie slowly stretched his arm out along the back of the couch. Now the crook of his elbow rested against the back of his mother’s neck as she leaned her head back against his arm. With nowhere else to put it, he let his hand dangle down alongside her arm.


  “This is nice…” Laurie murmured, snuggling up closer.


  Yes, there was something magic about this Christmas night, Robbie told himself. And something was going to happen. He didn’t know what, but something was about to happen. He could sense it. Maybe it just needed a little boost, he thought. The feel of his mother’s warm body pressed against him, the beguiling fragrance of her perfume, the brush of her hair against his cheek were all sending messages down to his rock-hard cock. He couldn’t help it. He was only human.


  Gently brushing his fingertips along his mother’s arm, he surreptitiously moved it toward the swell of her breast as it jutted out against her arm. What would she do if he touched her breast? Would she move away? If she did, he would stop he told himself. He would excuse himself and say it was an accident. Was he really going to do it? He could feel his heart pounding down inside his chest as he held his breath and moved his fingers closer.


  He could feel his mother’s long, dark hair brushing against his arm as he moved his fingers ever closer. Then a spark shot up from his fingers, up his arm and exploded into his frantic brain. He was touching her. Touching her breast. And even though it was protected by the thin material of her dress and the restricting constriction of her brassiere, he could still feel how soft and cushy it was.


  What was he doing, Laurie wondered? His fingers were touching her breast! Was it an accident? Did he know it was her breast he was touching? Was he doing it on purpose, she wondered when his fingers did not move away. Instead, the pressure against her breast grew harder.


  She hadn’t moved away. Was that her way of saying it was okay, Robbie anxiously wondered? Growing bolder, Robbie pressed his fingers against the soft, giving resiliency harder.


  He’s not moving his hand away. Doesn’t he know that he’s touching my breast, Laurie feverishly wondered?


  Laurie thought her heart had stopped. She couldn’t breathe as she closed her eyes and waited to see what Robbie would do next.


  Sneaking a glance at his mother out of the corner of his eye, he thought that she had her eyes closed, but he couldn’t really tell in the dark. The only light in the room was coming from the ghostly reflection of the street lights off silvery-white snow outside


  Then he felt his mother’s soft breast press harder against his fingers as she took in a slow, deep breath. His poor cock was so hard, he hoped it didn’t come ripping out through his pants as he contemplated his next move. He had come this far, could he slip his fingers down inside the swooped neckline of her little green dress? Would she let him do that? His heart was in his throat as he slowly inched his fingers higher up over the swell of his mother’s breast. Then his fingers brushed across the neckline itself and onto soft, quivering flesh.


  He knows, Laurie desperately thought. It is no accident. He knows he is touching my breast. Oh, God, now what, she gasped to herself as she took in a ragged breath of air making her breast quiver and thrust up against his intrusive fingers.


  Robbie felt his mother take in a shuddering breath. He knew he should stop, but he couldn’t. The silence closed in around them. The only sound was the occasional soft crack from the dying fire in the fireplace and the monotonous, unvarying tick-tock of the grandfather clock.


  Robbie’s fevered brain was spinning, almost out of control. He was touching her breast…and she hadn’t done anything to stop him. He had to see how far she would let it go. His heart was pounding like a kettle drum. Ka-Boom-Ka-Boom-Ka-Boom—as he gently pressed his finger down under the edge of her neckline.


  His head was spinning, his heart was pounding, and his cock was painfully throbbing down inside his shorts. It was already so hard and stiff, he could have driven nails with it.


  Confused and elated all at the same time by his mother’s unresponsiveness, Robbie continued to push his finger down inside her dress. Then his fingers brushed up against the lacy top of her little half bra. Still nothing from her, he deliriously thought.


  His eyes were growing used to the scant light coming in through the window and he could see that his mother did have her eyes closed as her head rested back against his crooked arm.


  Why was he doing this, Laurie frenziedly wondered? She knew that she should stop him, but she didn’t. Did she want him to touch her? Was there something down deep inside her that wanted what he wanted? Wanted not to be alone on this Christmas night? Was she tired of being alone on this night of all nights? Did she want to share this night with him, her son? She missed Charles. Could Robbie replace his father? Just for one night. One night they could be happy together…as man and woman, not just mother and son?


  As Robbie’s fingers slipped down under the lacy top edge of the little brassiere, they touched a hard, rubbery nipple. He couldn’t believe how hard and swollen it was as it rubbed against his fingers when his mother breathed.


  Laurie felt a shiver of excitement sparkle out from her nipple as goose bumps popped out all over her body. The touch was so soft, so gentle, so intimate. Then, with a soft murmur, she tried to protest, to tell Robbie to stop, to tell they couldn’t, but nothing came out of her mouth but a soft, confusing whimper.


  He seemed hesitant, pausing, waiting as if he were waiting for her to tell him to stop.


  It had been so long since her breasts had felt the touch of a man and no matter who the man was, it was provoking. Suddenly there was an awakening of senses that she had long held in check. It still felt good—


  They had shared one other defining moment in their life between the two of them. A moment that no two other people could ever share. They had shared in his birth!


  Holding his breath, Robbie apprehensively waited. Waiting for her to stop him. Waiting for her to move away. But she didn’t


  Then in the dim light, he saw his mother slowly turn her head to face him. The muted glow of the street lights outside softly glimmered off her eyes as she stared back at him. He couldn’t decipher the look, but her lips looked so soft, so full, so kissable. And if he did kiss her, it would be all out there in the open. There could be no disguising it anymore. It would be telling her what he wanted and she would have no choice then. She would either have to give in and liaise or tell him to stop. To leave her alone. His heart was pounding like ten freight trains thundering down the track as he slowly leaned toward her. His breath caught in his throat, block there by his pounding heart as their lips drew closer and closer.


  Laurie could feel Robbie’s warm breath on her cheek and lips as he began to lean toward her. He was going to kiss her! Kiss her on the lips! Her brain went into shutdown mode. She couldn’t think. She couldn’t breathe. Her heart was doing flip-flops, her pulse racing as Robbie leaned closer and closer.


  Sparks flew making her lips tingle and sting when their lips finally met. Both their eyes fluttered shut, blocking out view of the sinful wickedness of the kiss. Their lips were barely touching, yet, it was like they were being welded together by the searing heat it produced. Soft and gentle and so loving, the kiss grew in passion as their lips pressed together harder. Angels were singing, trumpets blaring inside Laurie’s reeling brain as she fought to comprehend what was happening. The love inside her heart was swelling up, threatening to explode it as the kiss grew in fervor and she felt Robbie’s clutching fingers ease deeper down inside the cup of her bra. Then his fingers curled down around her breast lovingly squeezing and fondling it.


  Robbie was growing braver and braver with each passing moment as he laid his other hand down on his mother’s shapely leg, just below the hem of her short dress. Gently grasping her thigh, he thought he felt her legs move.


  Then a spasm of excitement washed through Laurie’s numb brain as she felt his fingers tickle up off her knee and onto her thigh. Yes—Yes—Yes—she hissed to herself. Touch me there too. Touch me with your fingers. Touch your mother where she gave birth to you, she silently screamed into the darkness as Robbie’s fingers slowly inched higher and higher.


  The nylon under his fingers was so slippery Robbie marveled as he slowly ran his fingers up the smooth, silky stocking. She had such beautiful legs. Long, elegant, and artfully curved, he told himself as his fingers trailed up inside of her thigh.


  His heart was backfiring and fluttering from the electric excitement arcing through it. His fingers felt like tree limbs as they clumsily moved higher and higher up the curve of her thigh. He couldn’t stop. He wouldn’t stop. Not until he ran his fingers over the waiting softness between her legs. He wouldn’t stop until he was touching her there!


  Yes! Yes! Don’t stop—Laurie silently begged. Every muscle in her body was straining, tensing for the touch. She felt like a spring stretched to its limit and knew that the moment her son touched her there, she would snap. She had never ever felt so aroused. So keyed up. Like a rubber band stretched to its limit—


  They had stepped over the line. They had stepped over it and now they were being swept along with the raging current without a chance for escape even if they had wanted to. She felt his fingers moving ever higher. They had murdered the sweet innocence a mother and son share. Nothing would ever be the same between them after this.


  Feeling his mother tensing, gathering herself, Robbie pulled her closer to him as he softly fondled her breast and pushed his hand higher up under her dress. He couldn’t believe he was actually going to touch his mother down there. He was ecstatic! Guilt-ridden and elated beyond belief at the same time. He was going to touch her there. Touch where he had come from twenty some odd years earlier. It seemed inconceivable that he could have come out of her down there. But he had—thankfully—


  Tension was sparking around the room. Sparks were flying like from a short circuit. The air was so charged and electric it was hard to breathe—


  Outside, the snow had stopped as the world seemed to be breathlessly waiting. The snow gods seemed to have paused in their work to turn and look, watching and waiting to see what they would do next.


  He had to touch her there, he swore. Then he felt her spread her legs wider apart as his fingers brushed across the expanse of bare flesh just above the top of her nylon. Her skin was so soft, so warm, so smooth his frantic brain screamed as his fingers crept higher and higher, ever closer to the succulent wetness that lay awaiting him.


  “Oh—God—YES—” Laurie’s reeling brain shrieked. Touch me! Touch me! Don’t let him stop. Every fiber in her body was screaming out for release as her muscles tensed tighter and tighter—she was paralyzed with excitement as she sprawled back awaiting the touch of his fingers on her throbbing achingly-empty pussy. Trembling with anticipation, she knew she was only moments from complete and total perdition—


  Suddenly his fingers brushed across a swath of soft silk and a jolt of electricity shot up them, arcing up his arm and bursting inside his head in a brilliant display of flashes and sparks. He had just touched her panties. The damp, moist crotch of his mother’s panties—


  He felt his mother flinch from his touch. But Robbie pressed harder, probing the slippery silk, his fingers finding the nub of hardened flesh under the thin panties. The instant they did, he felt his mother flinch a second time as she let out a long, moaning sob and her muscles stiffened.


  Laurie couldn’t believe it. She was having an orgasm!


  Neither could Robbie—


  All he did was touch her and she was orgasming. It was crazy, but there was no denying it as he watched her tremble and shudder while a gush of hot, clinging pussy-juice spewed out onto the crotch of her panties leaving it wet and sticky with her overflow.


  Breaking the kiss, Robbie could hear his mother gasping for air as her long, sharp fingernails dug down into his leg while she fought her way through her release. She had her head thrown back against his arm and in the dim light, he could see that her face was grimaced into an agonized frown. Her eyes were clenched so tightly, tears were being squeezed out of their corners and trickling down her cheeks. She looked like she was in agony and she was making choking, straining, grunting sounds.


  As she came, Robbie frantically rubbed the little nub with his juice-coated fingers. As he rubbed his fingers across the spot, he heard his mother moan and her hips began to lurch and jerk.


  Laurie had never felt anything like it. It was almost like every orgasm she had ever had all rolled into one gigantic, soul-rending orgasm. And all he had done was touch her clit. What would it be like if he made love to her? If? If he made love to her? No, no, no—WHEN—WHEN he made love to her!


  Her mind was in a punk and she couldn’t gather her thoughts, but she knew one thing, and that this was all that mattered now. She knew that there could never be a love stronger than the love she felt for her son at this very moment.


  “Robbie…” she softly gurgled, unclenching her fisted hand, lifting it up to his temple and running her fingers through his hair. “I love you so much—”


  “I love you, Mother—” Robbie choked out, fighting to hold back the tears but failing miserably as they began to course down his cheeks.


  Why am I crying, he asked himself? He’d never been happier in his whole life and here he was blubbering like a baby.


  “Don’t cry, Baby. It’s okay,” Laurie murmured feeling completely overwhelmed by the utter enormity of what was taking place between her and her son. Her son! Her child! The child she had carried inside her. Inside her—she had carried him inside her womb and now he was going to return to it! He was going to be back inside her—moving inside her—filling her motherly emptiness with his maleness. She couldn’t remember ever wanting anything as much as she wanted this. And yet, at the same time she was terrified. Afraid to show Robbie the side of her that a son should never be allowed to see. She was his mother! And that was what she had always been to him. His mother! But now, she was going to tear away the thin veneer of motherhood and expose the Woman that cowered underneath it.


  Then she felt Robbie easing his hand back out of the little brassiere that encased her breasts. As he did, she felt his hand go whispering back down her thigh and out from under her dress. Where was he going? She didn’t want him to leave—


  Suddenly, he was standing by the couch, looking down, holding his hands out for her. Nothing else was said as she looked up at him and took hold of his hands. Then, with a soft, gentle tug, he pulled her up onto her feet. Neither of them spoke as Laurie held onto his hands, pointed her toes and eased her feet back into her high heels while Robbie stood waiting.


  Then, without a word, Robbie turned and began to gently pull her across the living room toward the hallway leading back to the bedrooms.


  She need no encouragement as she docilely let herself be pulled along. She knew where they were going. What they were going to do and she welcomed it with open arms. She wanted it too!


  Moments later, they were in her bedroom, standing beside her bed as Robbie gently grasped her around the waist and turned her until she was facing away from him.


  Reaching up, he quickly found the tiny, gold tab of the long zipper running down the length of her back. Pinching it between his finger and thumb, he began to slowly ease it down its track as his mother stood with her hands hanging down at her sides waiting.


  As the zipper stole down her back, the green cloth parted leaving a triangle of bare flesh above it. As the zipper crept lower, the strap of her brassiere showed itself, then finally, the waistband of her sheer, black panties came into view.


  Admiring the long, graceful sweep of his mother’s back, Robbie reached up to her shoulders and gently pushed the shoulder straps of her dress down off them. As the dress fell down in the front, it caught on her hips and Robbie had to give it a little push to get it to drop down her legs to the floor. Now his mother stood before him wearing only the little black half-bra that encircled her chest and her black panties. She was beautiful…


  Leaning down, she balanced herself on the bed as she slowly stepped out of the dress. Then she felt Robbie’s hands grasp her around the waist as he turned her around until the backs of her legs were brushing against the bed.


  “What?” she softly asked him as he slowly kneeled down onto his knees in front of her.


  “I want to make you happy, Mother…” Robbie murmured, inching back and then gently, but firmly forcing her down onto the bed behind her


  “But you already have,” she whispered, running her fingers through his hair again as Robbie letting his hands trail down the curves of her hips.


  “Happier…” Robbie smiled at her as she felt his fingers on the waistband of her silk panties. Then, his fingers were brushing against the skin of her waist as he dug them under the stretchy waistband and began to slowly tug her silk panties down over the curves of her hips. Dropping her hands down onto the edge of the bed, she pushed, lifting her butt and freeing the panties as Robbie quickly pulled them down her thighs, over her knees, down the swell of her calves and finally off over her high-heeled pumps.


  Wadding his mother’s little silk panties into a ball, Robbie lifted them up to his nose and sniffed them.


  The smell was unmistakable. It was almost like a neon sign flashing on and off: Aroused-Aroused-Aroused!


  Then dropping her panties onto the floor, he gently eased his hands down between her knees. He could feel the slippery smoothness of the nylon on his fingers as he gently forced his mother’s legs apart.


  As her legs parted, Robbie stared down at the Y watching her delicate, pink-lipped treasure come into view. He couldn’t believe it. There it was. His mother’s pussy!


  Lifting his hand up, he kissed two fingers and tenderly pressed them against her soft, red lips. Then, reaching down between her legs, he gently ran the finger across the weeping wound between them.


  “Robbie…” Laurie smiled, looking down at Robbie standing on his knees between her outstretched legs. As she did, she could feel the insides of her high heels brushing against the outside of Robbie’s knees.


  Reaching out, Robbie placed his hands on her legs just where the tops of her nylons circled around the thickest part of her thighs. Softly pushing, Robbie kept pushing, spreading her legs apart until her calves were brushing against the edge of the bed. Now she was spread out, the weeping slit between her legs completely exposed to his leering eyes.


  Basking in Robbie’s reverent adoration, Laurie leaned back on the bed, resting her weight on her elbows, dropped her head back and closed her eyes. She was going to relish every sweet moment.


  The first time for everything was always the sweetest, she told herself. The one you remembered most when it was all over, she reveled.


  She could feel Robbie’s fingers slowly teasing their way up the insides of her thighs toward her pussy. She could feel the muscles in her abdomen tightening, growing tauter as the fingers drew closer and closer to their target. Then all the fingers but one lifted away as Robbie began to slowly tickle it around her obviously swollen clit, drawing closer and closer, then moving away, then closer, but never touching it.


  “So soft…so beautiful…” he whispered.


  Where had he learned this, Laurie deliriously wondered? What woman had taught him how to treat a woman? She was jealous—


  She was finding a gentle, loving side of her son she had never seen before.


  “Touch it…please…touch it…” she whimpered, rolling her hips and trying to find the teasing finger with her aching clit. “Touch it again. Make me come, again…”


  “I want to make it last for you, Mother,” she heard Robbie whisper as she felt the tip of his finger slither down between the thick, fleshy lips of her pussy to the oozing slit at the bottom.


  “Babyyyyyyy…” Laurie softly cooed as his finger gently, teasingly slithered down into the wet, sticky opening of her pussy.


  “So, so beautiful,” Robbie murmured.


  Laurie couldn’t believe Robbie’s self-control. After all, he was a young man, at the peak of his sexual maturity and she had expected more— more what, she asked herself? She couldn’t answer her question. It was just so different than she had thought it would be.


  Robbie was not going to rush this. This was a fantasy come true and he was going to savor every exhilarating moment of it all. He didn’t care if he never came if he could make his mother happy. He knew that it would happen eventually, but right now he just wanted to enjoy the journey. Savor getting to know this woman he had found hidden under the façade of motherdom. This woman who had always been his mother…and was now his lover.


  Slowly working his finger in and out of the wet, pink wound between her legs Robbie could already taste her sweet pungency on his tongue. He loved the taste of sweet, hot pussy, but he knew that his mother’s pussy would taste the sweetest of them all as he slowly eased his finger out of her and gently ran his trembling fingertips over the soft, pink folds of flesh.


  The air around him reeked of her. The cloying fragrance of her estrous told of her need.


  A sudden, unexpected stab of guilt suddenly fired off inside Laurie’s head making her reach down to push Robbie’s hand away from her pussy. Why was she letting him do this to her? How could she? She was his mother. She couldn’t let it go on…


  Sensing her hesitation, Robbie gently brushed her hand aside and gently probed the soft wetness with the tip of his finger. As he did, he could see the wet slit running down between her fat, gorged lips was filled with the ooze seeping out of her.




  Chapter Two


  The twinge of guilt was quickly overcome by the current of pleasure that was welling up from below her waist as she relaxed back down onto the bed.


  The sweet fragrance of her sex rising up from the precious treasure was so strong, it almost took his breath away as he leaned down over the dew-covered flesh.


  Being as gentle as he could, Robbie eased his tongue out and slowly licked it up the lush valley between the two meaty folds of flesh bordering his mother’s sex. She tasted of pussy, sex, and arousal, Robbie giddily told himself.


  Savoring the sweet taste of her sex, moving his tongue to the side, he ran it over the smooth softness of her pussy lips, gently sucking on them, tenderly nibbling at them, pulling them out from her mons.


  Looking up over the swell of his mother’s tummy and breasts cupped down inside the little bra, Robbie saw that she still had her eyes closed and her head was resting on the bed. One hand was clutching hold of the bed sheets and her other hand was clenched into a fist, lying beside her hip.


  Focusing his attention back down on her pussy, he saw that the little, pink nub of her swollen clit was sticking up out of its little, fleshy sheath. It looked so fragile and delicate, he was almost afraid to touch it for fear that he might damage it in some way.


  Wanting to prolong her pleasure and build up her anticipation, Robbie avoided touching it, slowly circling the tip of his tongue round and round it as his mother sprawled out on the bed, her hips softly squirming as she waited for his touch. Then he slowly kissed his way up over the smooth softness of her firm, flat belly. Kissing higher and higher, Robbie found the indentation of her navel with his lips and tongue. Pausing for a few moments in his journey upward, Robbie slowly dipped the tip of his tongue down in the dimple of her belly button. After teasing her navel for several moments, he slowly pushed up onto his feet as he kissed higher over her quivering belly. At last his lips brushed over the bottom edge of the bra. Reaching up, he dug his fingers under the top of the strapless restraint and tugged it down, hooking it under her flattened breasts. Kissing up the rounded underside of one of the soft, round globes of pliant flesh, he sought out the rubbery nipple sticking up out of its darkened tip. It was still hard and swollen, but as he tickled his tongue back and forth across it, he felt it growing even harder.


  Snaking his arms around her, pushing his hands under her, he felt her arch her back, lifting it off the bed as he found the back strap of her brassiere with his fingers. Continuing to nurse and suckle on her swollen nipple, Robbie poked and fumbled with the clasp that held her bra together until at last he felt it spring apart. Letting her stiff, rubbery nipple slip out from between his lips, he leaned back and pulled the bra out from under her breasts. As the brassiere slipped out from under her breasts, Robbie saw them sag back down onto her chest further as they quivered and softly jiggled. They were still spectacular. It was hard to believe but they were even prettier than Kay’s and he had always thought that Kay’s were the most beautiful breasts in the world.


  His mother seemed to be in a daze as he fawned over her breasts, kissing down in the cleavage between them and up onto the other one to its big, puffy nipple. Taking the bloated nub of flesh between his teeth, he delicately nibbled at it and felt it hardening just as the first one had.


  Finally, after a few seconds, he reluctantly released the nipple, giving it one last kiss before kissing his way down off her breast back onto her taut, flat belly. Pausing once again at her navel, he teased it a few seconds before continuing his downward plunge toward the succulent treasure that awaited him down between her legs.


  Kissing his way through the little nest of soft, silky curls above her pussy, Robbie stopped just above the hard, swollen nubble of flesh sticking up out of its little sheath. Then he heard his mother softly moan as he slowly licked around it in tiny circles, moving closer and closer but still not touching it.


  “Touch it—touch me—touch me there—please—” Robbie heard his mother whisper as she rolled her hips chasing his circling tongue with her clit.


  Then he felt his mother’s fingers dig down into his hair as she held onto his head and guided his kissing, teasing lips and tongue toward her clit.


  “Please, Robbie, Honey, please, please lick it, lick me,” Laurie begged, her fingers working in concert with her hunching hips.


  Finally deciding that he had teased her long enough, Robbie raked the tip of his tongue across the little knob of swollen flesh.


  As his tongue rasped across the swollen nub, Robbie felt his mother flinch and an agonized groan escaped from her lips.


  “Oh, yessssssssssssss—” she hissed out as Robbie began to mercilessly lash his tongue back and forth across her squiggly clit. Then his mother’s hips began to rock back and forth as she dug her fingernails into his scalp and rubbed her clit against his slashing tongue. The little nest of curls above his mother’s pussy was tickling his nose as he ravaged the plump pearl below it. Running his hands up over the taut firmness of his mother’s belly, he grabbed hold of two handfuls of soft, yielding tit-flesh.


  Roughly squeezing and kneading her tits, he found her big, rubbery nipples with his fingers and began to roughly twist and tweak them while he eagerly lapped away at his mother’s clit.


  The smell of his mother’s musk was almost overpowering as it welled up from the oozing gash of flesh pressed against his chin. Robbie could sense her excitement was reaching a fever pitch as her hips jiggled up and down while she raped his lips and tongue with her clit.


  “Oh—yes—oh—Robbie—oh—oh—God—ooh—” Laurie whimpered as she felt the pressure down inside her loins swelling, growing hotter and hotter. It felt like a balloon swelling up inside her, expanding, almost bursting with the fiery energy inside it as the pressure built and built.


  Fluttering his flicking, lapping tongue all over and around his mother’s clit, Robbie urged her on as he continued to twist and pluck at her stiff swollen nipples. The jerking, jiggling motion of her hips was becoming more and more frantic and demanding as she humped herself against his tongue. Her fingers had turned into clawed talons as she dug her nails into his scalp and held his head imprisoned between her hands.


  He could feel her high heels bumping against his knees as her legs pitched back and forth slapping against his ribs.


  Pulling one hand back away from his mother’s breast, he dropped it down under his chin and extended two fingers. Probing the weeping wetness between her puffy, gorged pussy-lips, he quickly found the slippery opening of her pussy. Pushing, he felt the tips of his fingers slip down inside the clutching heat of his mother’s wet, clinging cunt.


  “Nnnnnhhhhh…” Laurie murmured out as Robbie continued to push his fingers down into the moist warmth of her pussy.


  Pushing them into her, Robbie thrust inside her all the way until the knuckles of his hand were pressed against the soft, slippery lips. Wriggling his fingers around inside the clutching tightness of her vagina, he slowly withdrew them and added a third finger as he licked and lapped at her clit. Pushing them back inside her, he began working them in and out of the oozing, juice-slathered opening of her cunt while he ravaged his clit with his lapping tongue.


  This was better than he could have ever imagined it would be. His mother was loving it. She was moaning and groaning as her head twisted from side to side. The muscles in her belly and legs were hardening, growing tighter and tighter with each passing second. Her big, stiff nipple was so swollen, Robbie thought it might burst at any second as he kept on pinching and plucking at it.


  She was going to come—again—


  He was going to make her have another orgasm with his fingers and mouth. How fucking hot was that? He could feel the muscles in her legs beginning to quiver and tremble as they strained against his rib cage, squeezing him like a vice between them. And the muscles encircling the opening of her vagina were squeezing tighter and tighter around his fingers as he thrust them in and out of her faster and faster.


  Then, all of a sudden, her legs slammed against his ribs so hard, it almost knocked the breath out of him as she began to gasp and moan.


  “Oh—Oh—GodohGodohGod—” Laurie groaned out as the balloon down inside her loins burst in a fiery explosion of pure, sweet pleasure.


  Robbie could barely breathe as his mother roughly shoved his face into her pussy and ground her clit back against his licking, lapping tongue while his pistoning fingers slid in and out of the clutching, oozing hole below his chin.


  As she came and came, the bed under Laurie’s tight, little ass was covered with the syrupy goo that was dripping down from her son’s fingers and hands in stringy strands as they plowed in and out of her gushing pussy.


  Bursts of orange, red and yellow ecstasy flashed through Laurie’s reeling brain as she exulted in the rush of pleasure welling up from her spasming pussy. It was good, she deliriously thought. Incest was good. The fact that it was her son bringing her such joy and indulgence only seemed to intensify the feelings, magnify them and make the even more overwhelming. This was sex as she had never imagined it could be, she giddily thought as goose bumps jumped out all over her body. She had never felt so alive, so invigorated, so fulfilled! And they hadn’t even made love yet—


  “Robbieeeeeee…” Laurie softly murmured as she finally felt herself floating back to earth from her soaring ride through the clouds of orgasmic delight.


  Melting back against the bed with a tired, little whimper, Laurie slowly uncurled her fingers from her son’s hair and let her hands tiredly drop to the bed beside her hips as she gazed down at Robbie with a dazed, unfocused look in her big, tear-rimmed eyes.


  “My Sweet Child…” she whispered as Robbie released his pinch-hold on her softening nipple and slowly raised his face out from between her legs. His lips and chin were glistening wetly with a coating of her warm, sticky juice as he looked up into her eyes with a loving look that could have melted steel.


  Robbie could see that the pupils of his mother’s eyes were widely dilated. Her soft, blue eyes had a distant, unfocused look to them…


  What a pig you are, Laurie raged at herself. You’ve already come twice and you haven’t even touched him. This was supposed to be about them wasn’t it? Not just her.


  Suddenly coming to life, pushing up to sit, she scooted back until the crook of her knees were resting on the edge of the bed.


  “Oh, Robbie, I’m sorry, Baby—” Laurie blubbered, reaching out to Robbie as her fingers began to work on the buttons on his shirt.


  “Sorry for what, Mom? Wasn’t it good for you?” Robbie asked her with a puzzled look on his handsome face as he looked down at her fingers fumbling their way down the front of his shirt.


  “Oh, God, Yes, Baby. It was fantastic. It was the best one I’ve ever had, but, but you…” she whimpered.


  “Me? What about me?” Robbie asked her, reaching down and cupping her heavy, pendulous breasts in the palms of his hands as she worked on the buttons.


  “Mommy wants her Baby to come, too,” Laurie baby talked, tugging his shirt tail out of the waistband and getting the last button on his shirt undone.


  “I will, Mother. I will, but first I want to make you feel good,” Robbie told her, lovingly squeezing and fondling her breasts as she grabbed hold of the edges of his shirt and roughly jerked it open.


  “Oh, Baby, you have—you have—you made Mommy feel really, really good,” Laurie cooed, pushing his shirt back over his broad shoulders to bare his hairy, muscled chest. Laurie didn’t know why she was baby talking, but somehow it just added to the perversion of it all. Made everything seem even more of a taboo. It was like she was reminding him, reminding both of them that she was still his mother and he was still her baby, no matter what else was going on between them.


  Looking him straight in the eye, Laurie leaned toward him and reached up. Wrapping her hands around his neck, she pulled his face down to hers. Keeping her eyes open and locked on his, she pressed her lips against his. As they kissed, she slowly, sensuously ran the tip of her tongue along the gap between his lips and then leaned back. “Stand up, Honey—” she told him.


  Reaching out, grasping hold of the bed, between her legs, Robbie grunted and pushed up onto his feet in front of her.


  “Robbie—” she whispered, her voice quavering with emotion. “No matter what happens between us, please never forget that I am your mother, too,” she told him.


  Robbie was confused. Why did she say that? And why was she talking to him like he was still a little boy? Did it make it more exciting for her? Well if it did and that’s what she wanted, then he would play the game, too.


  “I won’t, Mommy,” Robbie murmured as he felt his mother’s fingers tugging on the button at the top of the fly on his pants. “I won’t ever forget that you’re my mot—Mommy…too.”


  Hearing Robbie call her mommy sent a perverse thrill twirling through her head as she felt his pants pop open. He hadn’t called her mommy since he was a child.


  “My Baby…” Laurie whispered, her fingers trembling as she pinched the edges of his fly and slowly, expectantly spread it open. Yes, yes, she dizzily gushed to herself when she saw the outline of Robbie’s hard, stiff cock jutting out against the thin, white cloth of his Jockey shorts.


  “Honey, would you do mommy a favor?” she asked him as she shoved his pants down around his knees and ran her fingers down the bulge of his cock.


  “What, Mommy?” Robbie asked as he felt his mother’s fingers brush against his achingly-hard penis.


  “Would you stop wearing Jockey shorts?” she murmured, hooking her fingers down under the stretchy waistband of his shorts and pulling it out from his waist as she started to ease them down over the curves of his hips. “In fact, Honey, why don’t you stop wearing boppies all together?”


  This was crazy, Robbie dizzily thought. Here in the middle of the most monumental event of his life and he and his mother were discussing the fact he was wearing jockey shorts?


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I guess… if you want me to,” Robbie puzzled as he watched his mother pulling his shorts down his hips. The elastic waistband initially snagged on the pointy head of his cock as she tugged them down, but she insistently kept tugging until all at once, the snagged waistband broke free and his big, stiff peter flopped out into the open. “Uh, why?” he asked her looking down at his cock as it twitched up and down and pointed right at his mother’s face. “Why?”


  “Because they trap the heat in your balls and kill your little spermies,” she smiled, easing her hand under his big, dangling balls and giving them a gently squeeze. “We don’t want to kill off the little fellows before they get a chance to do their work, do we?”


  What did she mean by that, Robbie giddily asked himself? Spermies? His sperm? Did she want to have his baby? The thought of his mother having his baby sent his brain reeling dangerously close to shut down. His mother! A baby! His baby!


  “You—you want to have a baby? My, my baby?” Robbie gasped as his mother continued to cup his balls in one hand as she struggled to shove his pants farther down with her other hand.


  “Do you want me to have your baby? Do you want Mommy to have your baby?” she smiled up at him as she gave his balls another intimate, loving squeeze and felt his cock twitch.


  “I—I don’t know. I guess…” he told her, his fuzzy mind unable to fully grasp the enormity of what she was intimating as he reached down and intimately ran his fingers through her hair. “Do you—do you want to have my baby, Mommy?”


  “I don’t know, Baby. Everything is just happening so fast. Mommy doesn’t know what she wants. Why don’t we wait and see what happens,” she said, leaning toward him and placing a soft kiss right on the goo-coated head of his penis.


  Robbie felt his cock twitch again as her soft, full lips brushed against its hypersensitive cockhead. Almost every emotion he had ever experienced in his short life was spinning through his head. His pounding heart was in his throat and he expected it to jump out any second. His knees were weak and wobbly as he stood quaking and watching his mother slowly twirl her tongue around the glans of his penis to lick away the slippery goo oozing out of it.


  Nothing could be more erotic, more sensual as he watched her sinuous, pink tongue slowly swirling and twirling around the bloated head in between the soft, sucking kisses she was raining down on it.


  Then she eased her hand out from under his ball sac and leaned back on her elbows. “Take them off—” she whispered, looking up at him with her smoky, blue eyes as she seductively ran the tip of her tongue around her glistening lips.


  It took several seconds for what she said to sink in as Robbie stood gawking down at her in a daze. Then it dawned on him as he reached down and started shoving his pants and shorts down his legs. Stumbling and staggering around on one foot, Robbie was finally able to get his pants and shorts off as his mother sat watching him with an amused look on her pretty face.


  Naked, he stood facing her with his clothes strewn around on the floor beside her bed.


  “Come…to Mommy,” she softly cooed, reaching out to him. The intimation in the pause after she said come wasn’t lost on Robbie as he shuffled forward and stepped up in front of her again. His cock, now granite-hard was twitching, and jerking as it pointed its purple glans up at the ceiling. His erection was so stiff, it curved the spine of his cock making the head of his penis rub against his belly.


  There was something so evil, so intimidating about his cock, Laurie told herself as she studied it. It was so big! She knew that it was her imagination, but the thing looked like it was at least a foot long as it jutted up into the air in front of her. The thick, blue veins bulging out along and around its shaft seemed to pulsate and throb with blood as it bobbed up and down right in front of her face.


  “Beautiful,” Laurie murmured as she curled her slender fingers around it and slowly ran her fisted hand up the entire length of her son’s rigid phallus. Stopping at the bloated, purple head, she wrapped her long delicate fingers around it and found that the swollen knob was so large, her thumb and index barely touched. Slowly dropping her fisted hand back down to the hairy base of the shaft, she began to slowly stroke it.


  There was something incredulous about holding her son’s cock in her hand. He had, had erections even when he was a baby, but most of the time, she took cover when she saw one because it was usually the precursor to a pee shower. But now, this—this was so, so different. It was almost mesmerizing, holding the hot, thick shaft of meat in her hands, feeling it pulse and throb with the energy coursing through it.


  Robbie moaned as his mother’s fingers wandered up and down the shaft of his penis memorizing every inch of its impressive size and girth.


  Slowly, lovingly, Laurie circled her finger around the swollen glans, rubbing her thumb back and forth across the spot where it melded into the shaft on the underside of his cock. Then she lovingly traced the tip of her finger around the line of the scar where he had been circumscribed.


  She had always thought that circumcision was such a tragic thing to inflict on a baby boy. Fresh from his mother’s womb, reeling from being ejected out from his warm, safe home and then having half of his penis sliced off. It must have been horrific. Thankfully, she was a woman and had not had to endure such a travesty…


  Looking up into Robbie’s eyes, Laurie didn’t have to say a word. His eyes said it all and told her what he wanted. Leaning forward, Laurie eased her tongue out. As her tongue touched the shaft of his penis near the base, she felt it twitch. Then slowly, sensually, she licked her tongue up along the entire length of the ridge of flesh running along the underside of his cock until she reached the head. Curling her long, slender fingers around his cock again, she started to pull it down away from his belly, but it was so stiff and hard she had to struggle to do so. Finally, holding onto his cock with both hands, keeping it from springing back up against his belly, she circled her flattened tongue around the flared rim of the cockhead. Licking up to the tapered tip, she pressed the tip of her tongue down into the oozing slit. As she did, she could taste the salty, sweet taste of Robbie’s prefuck on her tongue.


  “Mother… Mommy…” Robbie groaned out, his knees trembling, threatening to crumple. Laurie could only imagine what must be going on inside her son’s head.


  The poor boy must be so confused and bewildered by her irrational actions.


  Keeping her eyes glued to his, Laurie slowly parted her lips and eased them down onto the round, swollen head of his penis.


  Robbie groaned as her lips slid down over the corona.


  When she did, she felt his hands circle around her head and grasp hold of her long, dark hair. Roughly clutching her hair in his fists, he pulled it back into a ponytail.


  “Suck me, Mommy—” Robbie whimpered, his hips twitching forward the tiniest bit.


  Pressing forward, Laurie let the head of his curved hard-on rub along the roof of her mouth as he gently pushed against the back of her head with his hands. Letting her son guide his erection between her lips, Laurie let it inch into her mouth until the big, rubbery head nudged up against opening of her throat. Softly gagging, she pulled back and let his saliva-drenched penis slither out of her mouth.


  “You’re so big, Robbie, Honey. I don’t know if I can…if I can do that…” she whispered.


  “It’s okay, Mommy,” Robbie murmured, letting go of her head and compassionately running his fingers through her hair.


  “But I want to, Baby—” Laurie whimpered, cupping his balls in the palm of her hand as she kissed and fawned over his achingly-stiff cock. “Mommy wants to take all of Baby’s cock in her mouth,” then she paused for a second before continuing on, “and throat—”


  The last two words were muffled by the head of his cock as she slowly sank her mouth back down on it. Guiding the tapered head of her son’s penis back towards her throat for a second attempt, she felt the spongy head scraping along the roof of her mouth until once again it bumped up against the opening of her pharynx at the back of her mouth. She wanted to deep throat Robbie so bad but she couldn’t withstand the compelling urge to gag again when the oversized head of his penis nudged up against her tonsils.


  As the soft gag escaped out around the shaft of his cock, Laurie let go of his balls and curled her hands around his hips. Digging her long, red nails into his ass cheeks, she felt his buttocks clench as they inched forward slightly. Sensing that he was trying to push his cock down into her throat, Laurie gagged again, but nodded her head up and down in agreement at the same time.


  “You want me to push it in, Mommy?” Robbie asked her as his hand crept down around the back of her head again.


  Fighting back another gag, preparing for her son’s massive cock to push into her throat, Laurie nodded her head up and down again as she gagged again and began to pull him into her mouth and throat.


  Laurie felt his hands grasp her hair into a ponytail again as he gripped it tighter. Then his other hand slid up under her chin, tilting it up and straightening the bend in her pharynx.


  Grasping his mother’s hair, Robbie began pulling her toward him.


  Laurie tried to relax her throat to accept the bloated head of his cock.


  As the tapered head of his penis spread the opening of his mother’s throat, Robbie gave out a soft grunt and curled his hips forward, driving down through the narrow opening and into the snug, clutching tightness of her throat. The thrust had been so quick and hard, Laurie didn’t have a chance to gag as her throat muscles stretched to accept the thickest part of his engorged cockhead that was pressing deeper and deeper down her throat.


  Robbie moaned with sheer perversity of it all as he buried his peter down into his mother’s throat.


  “Mommy—” Robbie gasped as he stared down at his mother in incredulous disbelief. No woman had ever done that to him. Some had tried but they all had quit saying that he was just too big. But SHE was doing it. His mother! His mother was deep throating him—


  Once the bloated head passed through the narrow opening, swallowing him down into her throat somehow seemed easier. She could feel the oversized head spreading her throat as the opening closed down around the shaft.


  Laurie could feel her eyes tearing up as her son pressed the last of the thick, throbbing shaft into her mouth. Then she felt his belly nudge up against the tip of her nose just as the curly pubic hairs encircling the base of his penis finally touched her upper lip and his big balls bumped against her chin.


  “Oh, God, Mommy—you did it—you did it—” Robbie groaned out as Laurie eased her tongue out between her pouty lower lip and the rounded underside of his cock. Licking down, she licked his balls as they pressed against her chin. Deep throating her son. It made her feel wild and crazy and a little dizzy all at the same time. She wanted to do everything with him. Take him inside her everywhere and take him over and over again. She would never let him leave her…


  “God, Mommy, that feels so good—” Robbie groaned flexing his hips and trying to push even deeper into the tight clutch of her throat.


  Knowing that her windpipe was blocked by his long, thick peter, and not wanting to choke his mother, Robbie reluctantly began to slowly pull back out.


  Laurie let his spit-covered cock retreat back out of her throat until the big, round head popped back out into her mouth. Then she sucked in a deep, cleansing breath of air around the shaft. The moment she did, she dug her fingernails into his ass and pulled him back into her all the way until her nose was buried in his curly pubic hairs once again. She was so pleased with herself that she could deep throat him, she wanted to let her throat become accustomed to his cock so she could deep throat him anytime he wanted her to.


  Seeing that his mother wanted to take control, Robbie slowly released his hold on her hair and let his hands come to rest on her shoulders. Digging her long, sharp fingernails down into the flesh of his ass cheeks to pull him deeper, she heard him groan out in pain. Growing accustomed to having eight-inches of hard, throbbing cock-meat buried in her throat, she found that the only uncomfortable part of it all was the fact that the curvature of his penis was the opposite from the natural curvature of her mouth and throat.


  Finally, slowly backing her head, she pulled off him, sucking hard as the head slipped back out of her throat and into her mouth. Continuing to back, Laurie let her son’s saliva-lathered cock slip out from between her lips with a loud, popping sound followed immediately by a loud, wet slap as it smacked up against his belly.


  The entire length of the evil thing, from the hairy base up to the great, bloated head was now glistening wetly with her saliva as gobs of it slowly trickled down the thickly-veined shaft.


  “How did you do that, Mommy? No other woman could,” Robbie asked her letting his hands slide off her shoulders and down in front of her to cup her breasts.


  “I don’t know, Baby,” she proudly smiled. “I just swallowed and let you slide into my throat,” she told him, slowly, flirtatiously running the tip of her tongue around her lips. “Did you like it?”


  “Awesome—it felt awesome—” Robbie bubbled, cupping her breasts in his hands and lovingly fondling them as she sat looking up at him with motherly adoration.


  “Do you want me to do it some more…or do you want to make love to me?” Laurie murmured, taking his hard, erect penis in her hands and worshipfully caressing it.


  “Both—” Robbie whispered, roughly pinching her big, puffy nipples as they swelled and hardened under his fingertips.


  Digging her elbows down into the springy mattress, Laurie scooted back until her ankles were rubbing against the edge of the bed. Then she watched as Robbie slowly, almost timidly crawled up on the bed between her outstretched legs. Her eyes were drawn down to the evil, protruding presence jutting out from the pit of his belly as he slowly crawled up her legs until it was sticking out above her empty, slavering pussy. Reaching down between them, Laurie gently grasped it. Bending it down, she rubbed the big, rubbery cockhead back and forth across the jutting tip of her clit and then pushed it down into the juice-slickened gash between the fat, gorged lips of her cunt.


  Scrunching a tiny bit higher, Laurie slowly rubbed the pointy tip of Robbie’s cock up and down her pussy to coat it with the juices that were freely flowing out of the gaping opening of her sex.


  This was it, Laurie’s acquiescing brain screamed. This would be the final, fatal thrust into the sweet innocence that had once existed between them. All that had gone on before had been the parrying, eluding prelude to this. This, was to be the fiery, climatic conclusion to their incestuous communion. And now she would accept him back inside her. Inside her where she had created him, nurtured him, nourished him with her own bodily fluids. And now he would return to the warm, clinging emptiness he had left so long ago and repay the favor by giving back his own bodily secretions.


  “Oh, Robbie, Baby…” Laurie groaned out, fitting the head of her son’s cock down into the wet, slippery opening of her weeping womanhood. The waiting was over and now it would be done. “Put it in Mommy—” she softly gurgled, hunching downward and letting the head of his penis slowly slither up inside the clinging warmth of her womanhood.


  “Mother—” Robbie gasped. Pushing his hands up under her back, he cupped them around her shoulders and pulled her down, curling his hips upward at the same time. He could feel his jutting maleness slowly pushing into the clutching wetness between his mother’s legs. He was doing it! He was fucking his MOTHER! The passion of the moment was so great, Robbie thought he was going to pass out as he pushed into her and felt her pussy envelop him. This was the moment he had unknowingly waited his whole life for. The moment that could never happen. The moment that was being seared into his brain and would forever be locked away in his memory banks. And if he lived to be million years old, he would never forget this fateful moment!


  Laurie’s heart was melting with love for this boy—this man—her son. She could feel it liquefying like molten lava, pouring down her body to her womb where he had once lived inside her. She felt as if she had once unjustly expelled him out into the world from her loins. And once this was done, he had been unfairly banned from ever returning to that place inside her.


  And yet, now she had lifted the ban and was accepting him back inside her. Welcoming him back down into the same sacrosanct, welcoming depths of her womanliness. He was back! He was back—


  Back to fill the barren emptiness of her womb with his presence!


  Curling his hips, Robbie thrust deeper and deeper into the channel of silken flesh between his mother’s legs as she pressed back against him, willingly, eagerly accepting him back inside her.


  Straining against one another, their groins finally ground together in the fiery culmination of the defilement. It was done. Now they were no longer just mother and son, they were lovers locked together in a bond so strong, so deep-seated, no mere mortal would ever be able to break it apart.


  Laurie could feel Robbie’s hot breath on the crook of her neck where it joined her shoulder. As she did, she could feel a film of sweat forming on her brow, brought on by the raging inferno blazing down between her legs.


  Overwhelmed by the passion of the moment, Laurie could barely breathe as she gasped out his name.


  “Robbieeeeeee—” she groaned out, clamping her cunt down around his embedded maleness, clutching and squeezing it, trying to trap it inside her. Then Robbie gave a soft grunt, thrust into her deeper and started to pull back.


  “No—No—no, don’t take it out—stay in me—never leave me—” Laurie begged, straining back against him.


  Sensing his mother’s need, Robbie stopped and pushed back into her sending his cock up inside her belly as deep as he could. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her against him and held her as they lay belly to belly, their bodies interlocked at the loins by the fiery fusion of their incestuous love.


  Time seemed to stop. The only movement in the room was the spasmodic clutching, grasping constrictions of Laurie’s pussy as she loving fondled and caressed her son’s buried cock while he lovingly covered her neck and shoulders with soft, loving butterfly kisses.


  Neither of them knew how much time had passed before Laurie finally relented and gave into the building cravings down between her legs. Easing her hand down between them, she gently pushed against his belly.


  Feeling the pressure on his abdomen, Robbie slowly uncurled his hips, backing, easing his cock back down the tight, clutching channel of his mother’s pussy.


  Then, when only the head of his peter remained inside the silken purse, he felt his mother’s hand crawl up his hips, over his waist and down behind his back. Roughly pushing with her fingers, she coaxed his cock back up inside her pussy again.


  Turning her head, she looked over at the straining frown on Robbie’s face as he struggled to hold back.


  “Fuck Mommy…” she whispered, thrusting back at him and taking him up to the hilt inside her.


  Like a racehorse breaking from the gate, Robbie began to fuck her with deep, lunging thrusts as the bed began to lurch and creak below them. There was no holding him back now—


  Straining back against him, Laurie frantically watched his face. She wanted to watch him as he fucked her. This was their first time and she wanted to lock every frenzied moment of their lovemaking away inside her head where she could cherish it and treasure it forever.


  He was gorgeous, Laurie deliriously thought as she looked up at him with love-filled adoration. An Adonis! Handsome, broad-shouldered, chiseled chest, six-pack abs, a beautiful penis, stout, muscular legs—Yes, an Adonis. Her Adonis—her son—her lover! She was so overtaken with love for him, she could barely think—


  Pausing, Robbie eased his arms out from under her back and pulled back out of her.


  “What? What are you doing?” she frantically asked staring up into his eyes with a panicky look on her pretty face.


  “You’re so beautiful…” he softly murmured, hooking his arms down under her knees as gazed down at the beauty spread out on the bed below him. How could he ever be so lucky? Not only was she the most beautiful woman in the whole world. She was his MOTHER! And now she was HIS! Totally and unabashedly HIS—


  Her long, dark hair lay spread out on the bed, encircling her head like a halo emphasizing and accentuating the consummate perfection of her face. Below her face, her graceful, almost swan-like neck led down to the delicate slope of her shoulders and further down to the pillowy mountains of quivering breast-flesh that lay flattened out on her chest.


  Leaning down over her he gently lifted her legs, letting his arms slide under them until the backs of her knees were hooked on the crooks of his elbows. Looking down, she saw that her legs were splayed out to the sides and her hips were tilted up to bare the wet, drooling slit between them.


  Seeing what he was doing, Laurie shoved her hands down between her splayed-out legs and groped for his cock. As he leaned lower, crouching over her, she found his penis and bent it down, guiding it down to the succulent wetness awaiting him between her legs.


  Robbie could feel his mother’s fingers on his cock, pushing it down as he dipped his hips and let her guide it down to the sopping wetness of her pussy. Then the big, bloated head brushed against the yielding flesh. Pushing with his hips, he felt the head of his cock slither down between the slippery folds of flesh and slip inside her clutching warmth.


  “Mother…” Robbie groaned, rolling his hips and pushing deeper into the soft, clinging wetness of her accommodating cunt.


  “Babieeeeee…” Laurie purred, hunching back at him as his penis penetrated deeper and deeper into the forgiving softness.


  He was back, Laurie groveled in the delirious ecstasy of their perversion. Her baby was back. Back inside her where he belonged. Back inside her filling the emptiness that had once been his sanctuary. It was incredible.


  Then Robbie’s groin ground up against hers and they were united once again, totally and completely, as close to one as they could ever become again. Mother and son rejoined in a celebration of incestuous compassion and love. The circle was complete. From his expulsion to his return, they were one again.


  Laurie had never seen such a look of love in a man’s eyes as he gazed into her eyes while he crouched over her, buried inside her deeper than any man had ventured before.


  “Oh, God, Baby, I love you so much—” she groveled, reaching up, curling her hands around his neck and pulling his face down to hers. Their lips met in a crushing kiss as their twisting, probing tongues intertwined and curled around one another.


  This was his fantasy come true—only a hundred, no, a thousand, no, a million times better, Robbie giddily thought as he tongued his mother’s mouth. He could feel her sucking on his tongue, nipping at it with her teeth as he twisted it around inside her mouth and thrust his cock down into her cunt as deep as it would go.


  Finally their lips broke apart and the kiss ended. Drawing his hips back, easing his cock back down the silk-lined channel of his mother’s cunt, Robbie grunted and rocked forward sending his peter slashing back down into the silky softness. Something inside his head snapped and he lost it as he began to rock back and forth like a madman. In and out, in and out, in and out pounded his cock as the clenched muscles in his ass drove it in and out of the goo-slathered opening of his mother’s cunt. Nothing could stop him now, he madly thought.


  The bedsprings were creaking and groaning so loud, Robbie thought the bed might collapse under their weight as he hammered into his mother faster and faster. Her legs were swinging back and forth so wildly, the soles of her stilettos were brushing against his butt on every pile-driving stroke.


  “Oh—God—Baby, oh, God, yes, Baby, Baby, oh, God—” Laurie whimpered out as her head twisted from side to side lashing the bed with her long hair while her tits floundered up and down on her chest brushing against her chin. She could see that Robbie was out of control as the light glistened off the sweat pouring down his chest and belly. His once-handsome face was contorted into a devilish mask of unbridled lust as he fucked her with demonic strength. She had never been fucked so hard, so violently, but she wanted it. She wanted him to fuck her until she came and came and came.


  As Robbie fucked her, she could hear the wet slap of his hairy legs smashing against the backs of her uplifted thighs as he drove into her with almost maniacal energy.


  She could feel the explosion down in her loins gathering itself, the pressure expanding, building, growing hotter and hotter with each pounding stroke. She was going to come—


  “Now, Baby, now. Come, Baby—Come in Mommy—Come with Mommy—” she blathered out, begging, as her hands clawed and scratched up and down his back, coaxing, urging him on.


  “You—You come—Mommy—” Robbie whimpered, somehow finding another gear as his hips became a pink blur.


  Those words pushed Laurie over the edge and she went diving down into the sea of pleasure that welled up from her loins, engulfing her in its narcissistic clutch. Nothing else in the world mattered to her now as she dove and frolicked in the sweet, all-consuming pleasure that enveloped her. But even as her cataclysmic orgasm wore on, Robbie’s pistoning cock was driving her deeper and deeper into the clutching, clasping depths of her orgasm. She was filled with an ecstasy she had never felt before. She wanted it to never end. She wanted it to go on and on and on until she was no more because she felt there would be no reason to live if it ended.


  As his mother writhed and twisted below him, Robbie could feel the burn down inside his balls as they flopped back and forth smashing against his mother’s upturned ass every time he rammed his cock back into her. Like a fiery, swelling knot inside his testicles, he could feel it expanding, growing hotter and hotter every second.


  Then his balls began to scrunch up around his cock.


  Even lost in the ecstasy of her own orgasm, Laurie could feel the thrusts growing more and more violent as Robbie huffed and heaved atop her. He was going to come! Her baby was going to come inside her, she feverishly thought. A part of her was terrified by that thought while another part of her had never wanted anything more in her whole life.


  So close—so God-damned close, Robbie railed to himself. He felt like his balls were about to burst. They were so full of cum. There was so much pressure, there must be gallons inside them. They were so full they ached as they drew up tighter and tighter.


  “OhhhFuuucckkkkkk—” Robbie gasped as he felt a hand grenade explode down inside his aching balls. As it did, his hips lunged forward and he buried his cock as deep as he could down inside the clutching, spasming abyss between his mother’s outstretched legs.


  “Yesssssbaaaabbbieeeee—” Laurie squealed out, her fingernails digging down into the skin of Robbie’s waist as she strained up against him and pulled him into her as deep as he would go.


  Just then, Laurie felt her son’s penis jerk as a sticky, wet warmth gushed out into her contracting cunt. He was coming—he was coming in her—Robbie was coming in her pussy—her baby was coming inside her. She had never experienced such happiness, such joy, such elation as she felt at that very moment. It was as if she had been waiting for this moment her whole life. And now it was here! Wallowing in the depravity of it all, Laurie clutched down around his spewing, spurting cock, milking it, sucking it as hard as she could.


  If only, she deliriously raved. If only I could suck him back inside me. Take him back inside me where he had been created and grew. She wanted her baby back inside her! She was frantic as she wrapped herself around Robbie, trying to envelop him and absorb him back into her womb.


  Robbie had never felt such power, such pleasure, such potency as he thrust into the hot, sucking emptiness between his mother’s legs while they strained against him trapping him between them. His balls were melting and being pumped out into his mother by his ejaculating cock gush after fiery gush.


  Then, it was over. They had done it. They had finally consummated their incestuous wedlock. But where would it lead them? Heaven…or hell? Who knew? Only time would tell…


  Neither of them could move. They were paralyzed by the frenetic passion of it all as they lay interlocked, gasping, trying to catch their breath. The minutes slowly passed until Robbie finally was able to gather enough strength to push up off his mother and roll over onto the bed beside her. Seeing that her eyes were closed, he reached down and pulled the covers up over them…


  

  The End
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