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  Déjà vu, (All Over Again)


  


  Chapter One


  


  It was Saturday evening. A rare occasion for Wanda and Dan to have the house to themselves as their eighteen-year-old son, Ron was off on a camping trip and wouldn’t return until tomorrow night.


  Wanda had planned it all out. A quiet, intimate candlelit dinner, music, champagne, a fire in the fireplace, a little more champagne, a little smooching, hugging and playing around and then the climatic end of the evening, making love on the bearskin rug in front of the fireplace.


  She had sent Dan out on an errand earlier and when he returned he had found her in the kitchen wearing a sexy, lace-trimmed half bra, garter belt, sheer, black panties, nylons, her sexy, four-inch stilettos and her long, flowing black chiffon robe that she wore on those “special” occasions as she prepared the candlelit dinner


  Everything had gone just as she planned and she and Dan had had a lovely evening. After all the champagne and lovemaking Dan had fallen asleep, or passed out on the rug in front of the fireplace while Wanda lay beside him listening to the soft snap and pop of burning wood.


  Looking over at the fire, she saw that it was almost out. Being careful not to wake Dan, she had gotten up and quietly put another couple of logs on the fire. It was nice to be able to lounge around like this after making love. There was nothing to hurry them. They had the house to themselves so they didn’t have to rush. It seemed strange to have such freedom without Ron around, she blissfully thought stepping over to the couch.


  As she did, she felt something tugging at her ankle and looked down to see that her whimsical, black panties were still wrapped around one of her ankles. Smiling, she lifted her foot and stepped out of them. Then, bending down, she picked them up and gathered up her gown which had been tossed aside much earlier in the evening. Lastly, she reached over and picked up the towel she had brought down earlier to clean up the remnants of their lovemaking.


  Deciding that the couch would be more comfortable than the rug, she tossed her panties on the coffee table and spread the towel out on the couch so she wouldn’t stain the cushions. Then she eased down on the towel. Leaning back, resting her head on one of the pillows on the couch, she stretched out one long, nylon-encased leg along the bottom of the back of the couch and then spread her other leg out. Bending it at the knee, she hooked the heel of her high-heeled pump on the edge of the couch. As she did, she could feel the warm, gooey residue of Dan’s earlier contribution oozing out of her pussy and down onto the towel under her butt.


  Closing her eyes, she pulled the sheer, chiffon gown across her face to block the glare of the lamp that sat on the end table by the other end of the couch. Basking in the happy afterglow of the evening, Wanda felt herself slowly drifting off…


  ~~~


  It was eleven forty-five and Ron had just returned from the dismal camping trip with his best friends, Tim and Ralph. They had had been planning on returning tomorrow night but a passing thunderstorm had turned the campgrounds into a quagmire of gooey mud so the three of them had decided to call it quits and go back home. Parking his car in the driveway, he saw that both of his parent’s cars were in the garage.


  Stepping out of his car, he looked down at his mud-covered boots and pants. Better not go traipsing through the house like this or mom with have my ass, he laughed to himself as he headed in through the garage. Stopping at the door which led into the laundry room, he dutifully pulled off his mud-sodden boots and set them beside the door. He wasn’t going to take the time to clean them tonight. He’d do that tomorrow when he unloaded his car. Hell, half the stuff he’d taken on the trip was covered in the slimy mud and would have to be washed off.


  Pulling his socks off, he stepped into the laundry room in his bare feet and dropped the socks into the washer. Then leaning down, he quickly stripped off his mucky jeans and dropped them into the washer along with his socks. Looking down, he saw that his shirt was speckled with flecks of mud too so he pulled it off and tossed it in with his pants and socks.


  Maybe I’ll just go up to my room and check out one of my porno movies, he told himself as he groped his cock through his jockey shorts. Maybe “Taboo”. God, Kay Parker was one more hot mama. If only, he sickly thought. If only I had a mom like her. I’d be in bed with her twenty-four/seven/three sixty-five. Not that there was anything wrong with my mom. Hell, she would run Kay a good race in the looks department. But I doubt that she’d jump into bed with me like Kay did with Mike Ranger in Taboo. I’ll bet her tits are almost as big as Kay’s spectacular boobs. Wonder what they look like?


  Just thinking about Kay Parker and his mother nude was having the understandable effect on his cock as it began to swell and uncoil down inside his shorts. Come on, let’s go, he told himself as he stepped out of the laundry room and out into the hallway leading back to his room.


  When he did, he could hear music softly playing in the living room. And he could smell a faint smell of smoke in the air. Wondering if his parents were up at this time of night, he decided to sneak down at take a peek.


  Peeking around the doorframe, he saw that yes, indeed, they had been using the fireplace as he glanced over and saw that there was still a small fire smoldering in it. But nothing could have prepared him for what he saw lying on the fake bear-skin rug in front of the fireplace.


  It was his father. His first instant reaction was wondering if he’d fallen or someone had knocked him out in the commission of a crime or something. But strangely, his father was naked and there didn’t seem to be any blood anywhere. And he was breathing normal, Ron told himself as he watched the even rise and fall of his father’s hairy chest. It was bizarre. What in the hell was his father doing sleeping in front of the fireplace without any clothes on.


  Then Ron’s eyes strayed over to the coffee table and the two champagne bottles on it. One was still standing upright, but the other one had been tipped over onto its side, and there were two wine glasses sitting beside the bottles. And there beside the glasses, there was something else. A wisp of black silk. Was it, he asked himself? It looked like a pair of panties. A pair of sheer, black panties? His mother’s? A shock of electric excitement tore through his cock. His mother, wherever she apparently wasn’t wearing any panties.


  Where was she, he frantically wondered? Then there, on the couch, barely hanging on the edge of one of the cushions was a shoe. All he could see was the sole and heel of the high heeled shoe. From where he stood, he couldn’t see onto the couch, but he could see the shoe. Leaning over a bit, he could see his mother’s knee above the shoe.


  Mother. No panties. High heels. Father naked. Champagne. It all seemed to fit together. His parents must have been partying during his absence. He had to see her. He had to see what she was…or wasn’t wearing. Was she naked, too? His heart was beating like a snare drum. Pitty-pat-pitty-pat-pitty-pat as the fantasized image of his mother lying on the couch naked blossomed into his fevered brain.


  Glancing back over at his father to make sure he was still asleep, Ron stepped out from behind the doorframe and began to tiptoe across the room toward the couch. Crouched down to keep out of her sight if she were awake, Ron slowly raised up and peered over the arm of the couch.


  What he saw nearly gave him a heart attack! There she was. His mother! She was lying on her back with her legs splayed out to the side, one knee resting against the back of the couch and the other leg lying flat on a cushion. Staring down at her, Ron’s eyes were understandably drawn down to the fleshy gash of pink flesh peeking out from below the nest of dark curls covering the tip of her belly. Her pussy! He could see her pussy! His head was spinning and he thought his heart was going to burst out of his chest as he shamelessly gawked at it.


  As he audaciously stared at it, he saw that the fleshy lips were glistening wetly in the glow of the lamp. And there was a little stream of whitish goo slowly oozing out from between the lips and running down to a little puddle of the stuff on the towel she was lying on. All kinds of nasty, depraved thoughts were firing off inside his head as his cock nearly ripped out through his shorts.


  And there was the smell hanging in the air. A smell even stronger than the smell of the smoke. The smell of pussy. The smell of fucking. He knew it well and there was no denying that was what it was.


  Finally, he was able to look away from her pussy and saw that she was wearing nylons and the hose on one leg was still attached to the long, lacy garters stretching down over her hip. The hose on her other leg, the one bent and resting against the back of the couch had apparently come loose from its garters and was bunched up about half way up her thigh. She was wearing a pair of stiletto high heels that had to have at least four inch heels.


  Letting his eyes crawl back up her long, nylon-encased legs, he paused again at the fleshy, pink wound between them for a few seconds before moving up over her belly to the frilly, lace garter belt wrapped around her waist. Studying the lacy belt, he saw that it was decorated with several red satin bows. Then his eyes crept up her belly to the tiny half bra that snaked around her chest to cover her breasts. There was an edging of red lace running along the top of the black half bra cradling the flattened mountains of pale white tit-flesh welling up from her chest. Just as one of her hose had come loose, one of the cups of her bra was slightly askew and a big, puffy nipple was sticking up just above the ruffle of red lace. Ron was mesmerized by the purplish-pink nubbin as it stuck up out of the circle of pebbled flesh like a ripe, red grape softly quivering, rising and falling with each breath she took.


  Looking up from her breast, he saw that her face was covered by a wispy, black gown. All he could make out was the outline of her head and face.


  Ron’s brain was on the verge of shut down as he stood looking down at his mother. He didn’t know what to do. He had fantasized about seeing her like this so many times, it almost seemed like a dream come true. His first instinct was to cover her, but he couldn’t bring himself to do so as he stood committing every exhilarating detail of her scantily-clad body to his memory banks.


  Maybe she was in her forties and was just past her prime, but to Ron’s reeling brain she was a goddess. The most beautiful woman in the world. Paralyzed, unable to move, he came to the realization that his cock was so hard it was aching as it strained out against his shorts.


  Do something, his frenzied brain railed at him. Do what, he shouted back? He wanted to take her in his arms. Hug her to him. Kiss her. Kiss her lips, her breasts, kiss her all over, but he couldn’t. She was his Mother!


  It seemed like he had been looking down at her for hours when he finally found that he could move again. His befuddled brain still didn’t know what to do but he found himself slowly easing down onto his knees beside her foot. What if she wakes up and catches you, he asked himself? He didn’t care! He had to touch her. Do something. What exactly, he didn’t know, but something.


  Reaching out, he saw that his fingers were trembling as he ran his fingers along the slippery smoothness of her stockinged ankle—


  What was that, Wanda groggily asked herself as she struggled toward consciousness. Something had touched her ankle. Was it Dan, she dreamily wondered? Had he woke up? Did he want to make love again? Smiling to herself, she was finally able to open her eyes. Looking down, through the foggy haze of black chiffon, she saw that it was Ron kneeling beside the couch and touching her ankle.


  At first it didn’t register to her that there was anything wrong with that. It was just Ron. Then suddenly, like a hand grenade going off inside her head, it came to her. IT WAS RON! RON! NOT DAN! WHAT WAS HE DOING HOME?


  Her first instinct was to slap her legs together, jump up and run. But it was too late for that. He had already seen her. She had never been so embarrassed, so mortified in her whole life. What could she do, her fevered brain screamed? Nothing. Don’t move. Don’t let him know that you’re awake. He thinks you’re asleep.


  Anxiously looking up, Ron waited for any sign of response from his mother as he let his trembling fingers slowly play up the slippery smoothness of the nylon when he brushed his fingers over slight swell of her ankle bone.


  What is he doing? Why is he touching me like that, Wanda deliriously asked herself? Move your leg. Move it away from him. Pretend you’re just moving in your sleep and move it away from him. Gathering herself, Wanda softly murmured and started to pull her leg away from him. But when she did, the weight of her leg and the slick patent leather of her high heel slipped. Not expecting that, Wanda was unable to stop her foot from sliding off the couch and dropping onto the carpeted floor with a loud thump.


  As his mother groaned and her foot suddenly dropped to the floor, Ron jumped back afraid that he had woke her up.


  Anxiously looking up at her gown-covered face, he saw nothing. Nothing! No movement from her.


  Now look what you did, fool, Wanda raved at herself. When her foot went to the floor, her leg had splayed out wider. Instead of hiding her pussy from him, she had spread it open making it even easier for him to see.


  Looking down at him, she could see that after his startled reaction, he was once against staring down between her legs. She couldn’t lift her leg back up on the couch or he would know. He would know that she was awake and knew that she could see that he was looking at her pussy.


  Then another spasm of terror blossomed in her reeling brain as she felt his fingers tickle up off her ankle onto her calf. No—No—No—not that, she screamed to herself. But that didn’t stop Ron’s fingers as they slowly inched higher and higher. Taking a deep breath to steady himself, Ron slowly ran his fingers up the smooth, silky nylon. She had such beautiful legs, he told himself as his fingers trailed up off the curve of her calf onto the inside of her stockinged knee.


  His heart was misfiring from the electric excitement sparking through it. His fingers felt like they were on fire. He couldn’t go any further. He had to stop before he did something stupid and woke her up.


  Stop! Stop! Please stop—Wanda silently pleaded to whoever would listen as she felt Ron’s fingers on her knee. Don’t do this—just go away. Stop and go away and everything will be okay. No one will know. No one but you and me. And I will never tell anyone.


  Seeing no indication of awareness from his mother, Ron looked down at the beautiful, pink rose that lay awaiting his touch. Could he? Could he touch her there? Dare he? What if she woke? A part of him was terrified and yet another part of him was beyond caring. He had to touch her there. Touch where he had come from eighteen years earlier. It seemed inconceivable that he could have come out through something so tiny, so fragile. But he had.


  But he couldn’t touch her there. Not there. She was his mother—


  The glistening folds of flesh looked so soft. He had to touch it, he swore as his fingers brushed over the scalloped band of reinforced nylon encircling the top of her hose. Then his fingers were on 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—NO—Wanda’s reeling brain shrieked. Stop him! You can’t let him touch you there—but her body was paralyzed as she lay awaiting the touch of his fingers on her cringing pussy.


  Stop—you can’t—you can’t touch her there, a voice in Ron’s fevered brain shouted. It will ruin everything. You’ll wake her up and she’ll know what a fucking pervert you are. But she’s so beautiful—I want her so bad—Stop it fool—Okay, but if I can’t touch her, I have to do something to relieve myself—God, how I ache for her—his reeling mind battled.


  Moving his hand away from her leg, Ron quietly pushed up to his feet beside the couch.


  Thank you, God, Wanda silently gushed. He’s going to leave. Thank you—Thank you—Thank you—but even as she gushed out her praise, her eyes slowly dropped down to the huge bulge in her son’s shorts. He has an erection! Ron has a hard on! And she was the cause of it, she blubbered as she stared through the filmy haze at the bulge. She could even make out the flared rim of the head of the thing. It looked huge—


  I can’t wait until I get upstairs, Ron frantically thought. I have to do it now…or I’ll go crazy. Reaching down, he shoved his hand down in his shorts and dragged his eight inches of hardened steel out into the open. Wait, he told himself, jerking his head around and staring down at his mother’s sheer, black panties lying on the coffee table.


  OHMYGOD—Wanda’s brain screeched at her. What is he doing? Oh, no, he can’t. No, please, not that. Not that. Not here. Not now! But she couldn’t close her eyes. She had to see him do it. Watch him masturbate right in front of her. Then she saw him lean down and grab her panties up off the coffee table. What? What is he going to do with them?


  Ron was so charged up and turned on, he knew that it wouldn’t take more than a few quick jerks as he wrapped his mother’s soft, silk panties around his cock. Then gripping hold of his cock, he began to pump his fist up and down his panty-shrouded penis.


  Wanda’s reeling brain was awash with the sheer perversity of it all as she stared out through the chiffon gown watching her son jacking off no more than a foot or two away from her.


  He was big, she deliriously thought. Very big! Bigger than Dan. His cock was bigger, longer and thicker than his father’s she told herself as she watched his fisted hand and her panties sliding up and down the thick, veined shaft of his penis.


  Glancing up at Ron’s grimaced face, she could sense that his finish was near. He was about to come. What would happen then, she fearfully wondered? Would he leave? He would have to wouldn’t he? What else could he do? Then as his fisted hand jerked up and down, she saw the big, swollen head of his cock pop out of her panties. As it did, she heard Ron grunt as his cock lurched in his hand and a huge wad of creamy, white cum shot out of the tip of his cock.


  Everything seemed to be grind down to slow motion as she watched the gob of cum arc up into the air and then curve down toward her leg. He’s coming on me, her fevered brain screamed as she saw the gooey wad of jism splatter down on her bare thigh just above the top of her crinkled hose.


  As Ron continued to softly grunt, he was somehow able to get his mother’s panties wrapped back around his cock as it jerked and twitched under them. Within seconds, her panties were drenched in the sticky, white goo as long, stringy strands of the viscous cream dripped down and puddled on the carpet.


  Staring down at the clump of viscous, white goo on his mother’s leg, he watched as it slowly began to trickle down her thigh, leaving a sticky, wet trail on her skin behind it.


  Anxiously glancing up at her covered face, looking for any sign of awakening, Ron’s felt like his head was about to explode from all the crazy thoughts swirling through it. What had he done, he guiltily raved? This was his mother. His mother! How could he do anything so gross to her? He felt tears begin to trickle down his cheeks as he tried to excuse what he’d done. He felt terrible. He wanted to kiss her and tell her he was sorry for what he’d done. He wanted to ask for her forgiveness for the horrid thing he had done.


  He’s crying, Wanda told herself as she watched the tears streaming down her son’s cheeks. Why is he crying? What’s wrong with him? Did he hurt himself?


  But by the look on his face, Wanda could see that the pain he was feeling wasn’t physical. It seemed to be emotional. Then she felt another rush of fear as Ron dropped to his knees beside the couch again. Looking up at his mother’s gown-shrouded face for a second, he turned and slowly lowered his head. Wanda couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think as she watched her son’s tear-stained lips slowly descending down toward the cum-smeared lips of her pussy.


  What is he doing, she frantically asked herself as she saw he was softly sobbing? Millions of years of mothers nurturing, nourishing, caring for their children weightily settled down on Wanda’s shoulders as she saw the pain in her son’s face. Even in the whirling maelstrom of emotions and feelings she was experiencing, she couldn’t stop the rush of maternal love that she felt for him. Her son. Her baby. Her child. Even while he was doing this horrid thing to her, she couldn’t help herself.


  Then his lips softly brushed against her pussy. The kiss was so soft and gentle, it was like the wings of a butterfly fluttering down on the lips of her pussy. Although the kiss only lasted a second or two, it elicited the most intense, intimate feeling of love and closeness she’d ever felt.


  Wanda couldn’t explain the feelings washing through her reeling brain. There was something so profound—passionate—loving about the kiss it took her breath away.


  She couldn’t explain it! She’d never felt anything like it before. Her feelings for Ron were all in a tangle. She didn’t know what to think anymore.


  Then with a soft, sobbing grunt, Ron pushed up to his feet and staggered around the end of the couch.


  What had he done, he guiltily raved at himself? He had touched her. Touched his mother down there. He had kissed her. Kissed her on the lips. Kissed her on the lips of her pussy! He would never be able to forget the fiery moment his lips touched hers. The softness. The taste. The scent of her sex. It had been the most exciting, shamefully-filthy thing he’d ever done. And he’d done it to his mother. What had she done to him to deserve that?


  What just happened, Wanda asked herself? Had it really happened? Or had it been a dream? A dream? She could never have dreamed anything like that, could she? With Ron? With her son? No. Never. It had really happened, she told herself as she slowly pulled her gown off her face.


  Nervously, almost afraid she would see Ron standing at the foot of the stairs looking at her, she pushed up onto her elbows and peeked over the back of the couch to see if he was gone. He was nowhere to be seen. Spinning on her butt, she swung her long legs off the couch and sat up. Now what, she asked herself? Sitting with her head in her hands, her elbows resting on her knees, she looked down between her legs and saw that Dan’s copious deposit of semen was still oozing out of her. And Ron had seen that, too, she shamefully thought.


  Wanda was confused by her reaction to what had just transpired between her and Ron. She knew that she should feel something other than what she was feeling. It should have made her feel disgusted, sickened by her son’s behavior. But strangely, she didn’t. In an outlandish bizarre way, she felt almost complicit in the nefarious incident. After all, if she had acted like a grown up and covered herself up, none of it would have happened. Would it?


  It was so confusing. If it had been Dan she might have found it oddly amusing to watch him masturbate on her. But it was her son and that made it different. Very—very different!


  Was the sight of a scantily-dressed woman with her panties off enough to bring on such conduct? Or had there been more? Was it the fact that she was his mother that had brought it on? Did he have those kinds of feelings toward her? Remembering back to her psych class in college, she recalled that Sigmund Freud apparently believed that all little boys had a thing for their mothers in childhood. But they were supposed to outgrow those feelings around the age of six or so. Maybe Ron hadn’t outgrown his.


  Well, whatever had caused it, it was over now, she thankfully thought. But was it? If he did in fact have those kinds of feelings toward her, they were still there. Really, nothing had changed except that now she knew about them. She knew how he really felt toward her. And it was very, very disquieting to know that about your son. But there was nothing she could do about it, was there?


  She was too tired, too befuddled to think about it tonight, she told herself as she pushed up onto her stilettos. Stepping over to where Dan lay on the rug, she could hear him softly snoring. Even that added to the blur of thoughts whirling through her head. Dan had been there too. Lying on the rug not ten feet away while his son jacked off in front of his wife. It was crazy. If he hadn’t been asleep, it wouldn’t have happened. There were so many ifs. If this or if that hadn’t happened, IT wouldn’t have happened—


  But it had happened and now she would have to learn to deal with it.


  Gently tapping the pointy toe of her stiletto against Dan’s arm, she saw his eyes flutter open as he groggily stared up at her.


  “Beddie-bye time, Lover-Boy,” she mumbled, reaching down to help him up onto his feet.


  “What time is it?” Dan grinned, looking over at his wrist watch as he took her hand and pulled himself up onto his feet.


  “Late…Too late…” Wanda tiredly said.


  “Why don’t you go on up to bed while I straighten up a little…in case Ron comes home early,” he laughed, picking up the champagne bottles and glasses.


  Too late for that, too, Wanda wearily thought as she picked up her gown and the towel and started across the room toward the stairs. Slowly stepping up the stairs, she could feel the heavy tug of her breasts pulling at her chest and the sticky wetness down between her legs. She should take a shower, she told herself, but she was just too tired. She needed sleep, or as Shakespeare had put it, ‘sleep to knit the raveled sleeve of care’ or something like that, she muttered to herself.


  Stepping into their bathroom, Wanda looked into the mirror and saw a haggard, worn, forty-year-old woman looking back at her. Why had all this happened to her, she asked as she reached around behind her and unfastened her brassiere? What had she done to deserve it?


  She felt her big, heavy breasts sag down onto her chest as the bra released its hold on them when she unfastened it. Then she pushed the straps down her shoulders and held out her arms to let the bra slide down them. Catching it as it did, she pitched it over on top of the hamper.


  Why couldn’t Dan and I have done it up here in our bedroom? But, no, we had to do it down in the living room, she fumed, reaching down and one by one, undoing the catches on her garter that were still attached. Then reaching behind the small of her back, she unsnapped the clasp on her garter belt. Wadding it into a ball, she threw it over on top of her bra and sat down on the toilet lid.


  Kicking her foot, she sent one of her high-heeled stilettos clattering across the tile floor where it landed against the baseboard with a loud “THUNK”.


  “Everything okay in there?” she heard Dan ask from the bedroom as it did.


  “Yeah, just getting undressed,” she answered back, kicking her foot and sending the other stiletto sliding across the floor.


  “Be careful with those things,” he laughed. “They can become weapons if you aren’t careful.”


  “Yeah—” Wanda snorted. Yeah, and if you don’t shut up, I’m gonna take one of them and smack you up side your head, she silently fumed.


  But why was she angry at Dan? He hadn’t done anything. Well, he was partially to blame. If they, the two of them, hadn’t been fooling around down in the living room, none of it would have happened. But it was your idea.


  Bending one long leg, Wanda stuck her thumbs down under the reinforced top of the nylon and began pushing it down her leg. Pushing the stocking off over her foot, she wadded it into a ball and angrily flung it in the general direction of the hamper, Then she did the same with her other nylon.


  Pushing up off the toilet, she stepped over to the sink and looked into the mirror. Looking down at her breasts, she studied them, looking for any blemish that might mar them. The only thing she saw was the faint red mark stretching across them where her brassiere had struggled to hold them in check earlier.


  Cupping the dangling melons in the palms of her hands, she lifted them, curling her fingers and thumbs up around them and pinching hold of the two big, rubbery nibs sticking out of the oblong of pebbled flesh tipping them. As she did, she was startled to find them swollen and unyielding. Strangely, the first thing that popped into her mind was that they reminded her of the big, stiff erasers on the tips of the oversized pencils Ronny had used in kindergarten when he was learning to write. Why, she asked herself? Why had that analogy come to her? And why was Ron involved in it?


  The whole thing was getting a little out of hand, she told herself. Out of hand, she ludicrously thought as she stood in front of the mirror with both hands full of quivering tit-flesh. I’m going crazy.


  Stop it! Stop this nonsense and go to bed. Get some sleep so you can sort this mess out tomorrow. But then, as things always seemed to go, she felt a tiny pull on the skin of her thigh. Easing her tits back down onto her chest, she looked down at where the tug had come from and there it was. The white, flaky scab of semen that Ron had put there when he ejaculated.


  Angrily, Wanda grabbed a washcloth and stuck it under the faucet. Turning the water on, she soaked the cloth. Wringing it out, she turned off the water and brought the washrag down to the spot. Rubbing, she scrubbed her leg until the skin was glowing red before she finally quit and tossed the cloth down onto the counter.


  Flicking the light off in the bathroom, Wanda padded back out into the bedroom where Dan was laying in bed watching her.


  “Wanna finish what we started earlier?” he snickered, flipping the sheet back to reveal the hard, stiff penis lying on his belly.


  She couldn’t. Not after what she had gone through with Ron. No, not tonight, she just couldn’t. Not until she sorted out what was going on in her mind about that.


  “Can I have a rain check? I’ve got a little bit of a headache. Maybe too much champagne,” she murmured, crawling into bed, slipping under the covers and snuggling up next to Dan.


  “Sorry…” Dan muttered, the disappointment plainly evident in his voice.


  Knowing that Dan hadn’t done anything to deserve the cold shoulder she was giving him, Wanda felt a sudden twinge of guilt and remorse.


  Snuggling closer, Wanda slowly ran her fingers down over his belly to his hard, stiff cock.


  “I’ll do it with my hand…if you want…” she whispered into his ear, nibbling on it as her fingers curled around his peter.


  “Uh, you, you don’t have to…if you don’t want to,” Dan mumbled reaching over and brushing his fingers across one of her nipples.


  “I want to,” she murmured, lifting his cock up off his belly. “I want to make you feel good.”


  “Okay…if you’re sure,” Dan told her as she felt his cock softly twitch when her fisted hand began to slowly work up and down its stiffened shaft.


  Suddenly, Wanda had a flashback to the image of her son standing in front of her jacking his fisted hand up and down his penis. But this time it wasn’t Ron’s hand jerking up and down on his cock, it was hers. It was her hand clutching his peter and jacking him off. The hard, throbbing column of meat her hand was now wrapped around wasn’t Dan’s. It had suddenly morphed into Ron’s cock. It was Ron’s cock she had in her hand.


  Something had gone horribly wrong inside her head and now she was using her husband and his cock to mimic the sick, loathsome thing that could never be allowed to happen in real life.


  Then suddenly she felt an overwhelming urge to take him in her mouth. She wanted to suck him off. Suck on him and show him that she wasn’t mad at him. She wanted to show him that he was still her baby and she loved him as her hand tightened and moved up and down faster. She found herself getting carried away by the perversion of it all. Keeping her hand wrapped around her son’s manliness, she scrambled down, scooting down the bed until her head was beside his hip. Then letting go of Ron’s cock, she grabbed hold of his hip and digging in her clawed fingers, she rolled him over until his huge, stiff penis was sticking out at her face.


  “Rongglomp—” she groaned out as she hungrily sucked her son’s cock into her mouth. Like a tigress feasting on fallen prey, she devoured her son’s cock with an intensity she had never felt before. Sucking and pulling at his cock with her lips and mouth with one hand wrapped around the shaft roughly stroking him while her other hand was clutching and pawing his big balls, she immersed herself in the fantasy.


  Ronny, her baby, Ronny, her hallucinating brain blathered as she sucked and worked on Ron’s cock in an almost hysterical frenzy. Then she felt Ron’s hand on the back of her head. He was gently pushing and hunching at her seemingly trying to get his cock deeper inside her mouth. Did he want her to deep throat him? She’d never done that before. Not to Dan, not to any other man. But she would do it for Ronny, if that was what he wanted. She would do anything to show him that she still loved him, no matter what he had done. In a way, it would be her atonement to him. For what she didn’t know, but she had to be the blame for it all. She must have done something to bring it all on.


  Letting go of his cock and balls, Wanda dug her hand down between Ron’s one hip and the bed and then curled her fingers around it. Clutching hold of his other hip with her other hand, she took in a deep breath, dug her fingernails in and pulled. As she did, she felt the round, rubbery head of her son’s enormous cock thud up against the opening of her throat. Choking back a gag, she kept pulling and felt the spongy knob pop through the opening and down into her throat.


  She was doing it! She’d done it. She’d taken her son into her throat. Everything was a blur, but she thought she heard Ron groan as she pushed forward until her lips were buried in the tangle of curls encircling the base of her son’s enormous cock.


  Her lungs were screaming for air as she rubbed the tip of her nose against Ron’s heaving belly, but she wouldn’t stop as she swallowed, making the muscles in her throat clutch and squeeze down around the embedded giant.


  She’d done it. If that didn’t prove what lengths she would go to for him, she didn’t know what would, she told herself. But now, she had to breathe! Breathe or suffocate—


  With another soft, choking gag, she backed off Ron’s peter as it came slithering out of her mouth with long strings of spit hanging down from it. Letting it slip out of her mouth, Wanda gasped in a deep breath and immediately thrust forward again, driving down on Ron’s cock and taking it up to the hilt inside her mouth and throat again.


  That was apparently too much for Ron and she felt his cock buck as a gush of thick, warm semen spewed out into her throat. Swallowing, she gulped down the first of his gift, but she wanted to taste him. Taste his essence and savor its sweetness.


  Pushing him back, she pulled back until the spurting, spitting head of his penis was in her mouth. Now she could feel the creamy cum gushing out onto her tongue as she greedily sucked and pulled on his cock to suck out every last drop of the sweet cream.


  She could feel the muscles in Ron’s ass clenching as he thrust into her mouth trying to get his cock back down into her throat. But she wouldn’t let him. She wanted him to come in her mouth. Come in her mouth and fill it with his manly essence.


  Sucking and pulling as hard as she could with her lips, she could feel that the spasms working through his erupting penis were diminishing in strength as the flow of cum had dwindled down to a trickle.


  “Oh—God—” she heard Dan groan out. Dan? It wasn’t Ron? What was going on? It had been Ron she had in her mouth, hadn’t it? But now it was her husband’s cock that was slowly softening and dying inside her mouth. She was delirious, confused, and bewildered. What was going on? What had just happened?


  Trying to regain some semblance of the reality of it all, she let the cock slowly slither out from between her lips. Then befuddled, she looked up over his belly to his face. It was Dan— Dan, not Ron! She couldn’t believe it. It had all seemed so real. It had been Ron that she had in her mouth, not Dan.


  Was she going crazy?


  “Wow—” Dan groaned, running his fingers through her hair.


  Shaking her head to get the cobwebs out, Wanda slowly gathered herself and crawled back up the bed.


  Reaching over to the lamp, she quickly pulled on the chain and plunged the room into darkness to hide the blush that she knew must be coloring her cheeks.


  Wanda had just come to a startling revelation! A person’s imagination could be a dangerous and scary thing. Through it, she had just done the unthinkable. She had just fellated her son! Fellated? Was there even such a word as fellate? Well, whatever the right word was, in her mind, she had just sucked Ron off!


  Rolling back over and snuggling up next to him, to Dan, not Ron, she guiltily ran her fingers down over his hairy belly and found the limp, shrunken worm of flesh lying down between his legs.


  “Was it good for you?” she guiltily asked as she distractedly fiddled with the lifeless lump of flesh.


  “I didn’t know you could do that…” Dan whispered, straying his fingers down her belly to the little muff of curls covering her mons.


  “I didn’t either—” she mumbled, reaching over and brushing his hand away.


  “First time in twenty years…why tonight?” he asked.


  “I don’t know,” she lied as the warm flush on her cheeks went up a couple of degrees. “I just wanted to see if I could do it.”


  “It was good…” Dan mumbled. “You can do it any time you want.”


  “Night-night,” she murmured back, now alone with her thoughts about the crazy, muddled evening she had just gone through.


  The quiet, intimate candlelit dinner, the music, the champagne, the petting, and then the lovemaking on the bearskin rug in front of the fireplace. It had all gone so well, just as planned. But then everything was turned upside down when Ron had unexpectedly shown up on the scene. Now she realized that she should have done something instead of pretending to be asleep. But she hadn’t!


  Then there was Ron standing in front of her beating his meat and coming on her! And as if that wasn’t enough, her mind was playing tricks on her, too. Confusing her and tricking her into making her think that it was her son, not her husband she was blowing.


  She couldn’t believe it. Did women really fantasize about their sons like that? Yeah, apparently so. The sick ones, she guiltily told herself. And now to her utter amazement, she found herself to be one of that select group of women. Before tonight, the thought of Ron and her doing anything like that had never crossed her mind. Never!


  But now look at her, she shamefully thought as she felt her nipples swelling, tightening, growing stiff with arousal. This can’t be happening. It just can’t. Not me—not Ron!


  But no amount of denial could disguise the seeping wetness oozing out between her legs. She was aroused. And the arousal wasn’t being brought on by the man lying in the bed next to her. It was caused by thinking of the boy in the room down the hallway. What was he thinking, she sickly wondered? What was he doing? Was he sleeping? Was he pleasuring himself? Pleasuring himself and using her panties? Was he thinking about her while he pleasured himself? Oh, God, why are you doing this to me?


  Stop it! Stop it! She felt like she was on fire as the image of her son’s gigantic penis leapt into her brain…


  ~~~


  Even though he had jacked off not thirty minutes ago, he was already at it again. He had his mother’s cum-stained panties wrapped around his cock as he slowly worked his fist up and down it. The image of his mother lying on the couch downstairs was still fresh in his mind while he slowly stroked his cock and fantasized about her. Her face had been shrouded by her gown so he hadn’t been able to see her eyes, so he didn’t really know if she had been awake or asleep. But she hadn’t moved, had she?


  Wait, his fevered brain muttered. She had moved. She had groaned and her foot had slipped off the couch, hadn’t it? And when it did, it had given him a better view of her pussy. Had she done that on purpose?


  No, she wouldn’t do that. Not in a million years, he told himself. Not his mom.


  Dismissing the thought that his mother might have been awake, Ron ran his mind’s eye down over her breasts. Although they had been partially hidden by the little brassiere she was wearing, there was no denying that they were definitely in the Kay Parker league. But her nipples had seemed larger, fuller than Kay’s.


  Moving down, he studied her pussy again. It was so tiny and so pink. But there had still been a film of cum on it. His father’s cum. That fired off a twinge of angry jealousy inside his brain. She was his mom. He didn’t want anyone touching her.


  This is so sick, he guiltily thought, reaching over and jerking the drawer to his nightstand open. Shoving his mother’s panties into the drawer, he slammed it shut and angrily flicked off his lamp.


  Lying in the dark trying to go to sleep, Ron couldn’t get his mother out of his mind. He knew he was a pervert for thinking the way he did about her, but he couldn’t help it. Why did she have to be so beautiful? Why couldn’t she be like Tim’s mother? Oh, Tim’s mom was pretty, but she was about fifty pounds overweight. She certainly didn’t have a body like my mother.


  What could he do about his obsession with his mom? He knew it was wrong. Sick. And what he had done tonight proved it. How could he ever face her again?


  Finally, sleep came stealing into his room into his room and mercifully took Ron under its spell.


  …


  Ron was too ashamed of what he had done to face his mom. Lying in bed, he heard his father’s car start up and drive off. It was Sunday and his father’s golf day. Now that his father was gone, he and his mom were all alone in the house. The house was eerily quiet. What was his mother doing? She had probably gotten up with his dad and fixed him breakfast. Now she was probably sitting in the living room reading the paper like she did every Sunday.


  Suddenly, Ron’s warped mind came up with an image of his mother sitting in the living room reading the paper. She was sitting on the couch with her long legs crossed, bobbing her foot up and down. She was still wearing her black stilettos and the morning sunlight was glistening off the shiny, black leather as her foot slowly bobbed up and down while she flipped through the pages. She was still wearing the little, black bra from last night except now both of her ripe, plump nipples were poking out just above the ruffle of red lace running along the top of it. And now, unlike last night, all of the garters still attached to the sheer, black nylons she was wearing.. The black chiffon gown that had covered her face last night was now draped over her shoulders and flowed down her body like a sheer, black fog.


  He wanted to jump out of bed and go running down to her. Go to her and take her in his arms. Tell her of his love for her. Tell her that he was sorry for what he’d done last night. Explain to her that it wasn’t his fault. Tell her he couldn’t stop the way he felt for her.


  He wanted to all this…and more. But he couldn’t—she was his mom!


  ~~~


  The next morning, sitting on the couch, Wanda was aimlessly leafing through the paper, but she was just going through the motions as she couldn’t concentrate. Dan was already out on the golf course with his gang of buddies and wouldn’t be home until later afternoon.


  Her mind was on last night. Getting caught by Ron. Then watching him as he masturbated in front of her, on her. Then what had happened when she went to bed with Dan. She had pretended that Dan was Ron. Pretended that it was Ron she was sucking off and not Dan. And she had deep throated him! She had never done anything like that before. It was all so crazy. She felt like she was going to cry. And then she remembered Ron crying last night.


  Why had he cried? And the kiss? He had kissed her pussy. Everything else had seemed lurid and revolting, but the kiss had been so tender and loving. Everything about it had a sick incestuous tinge to it, but the kiss almost blocked the rest of it from her memory. Then to her dismay, Wanda felt a warm glow spread out from between her legs as her juices began to flow and leak out of her pussy. As it did, she realized that her nipples were swollen and achingly-sensitive.


  What was wrong with her, she raged to herself? What was wrong? No mother could ever have those kinds of thoughts about her son. Should she?


  Tossing the paper down on the couch, Wanda pushed up onto her feet and went padding down to her sewing room. Stepping over to her computer, she plopped down in front of it and flicked it on. She mindlessly sat staring at the monitor for several long moments before she finally raised her hands up to the keyboard. Looking at the monitor screen, she slowly typed in m-o-t-h-e-r-s-o-n-i-n-c-e-s-t. Staring at the words, Wanda sat for the longest time before she could find the courage to push the ‘enter’ key. Had she actually typed those words? She couldn’t believe she had as she sat mindlessly staring at them. But she had, and finally, with trembling fingers she poked the button.


  Seconds later, she found herself staring down at the screen emblazoned with a list of topics on incest. Flick it off—don’t go there, she frantically thought. But she couldn’t stop herself and visited several of the sites. As she did, she was surprised to find that incest between a mother and son didn’t appear to be as rare as she imagined.


  Most of the cases however dealt with boys who were sexually abused by their mothers. But in one study, it stated that most liberal, free-thinking adults felt that consensual sex between a mother and son of a legal age should be legalized. Really, she asked herself?


  After reading several more articles, she found that what she had considered incest was actually child abuse, where the parent used his or her power over a child to satisfy their own sick needs. Incest between consenting adult relatives, i.e. mother and son was looked on in an entirely different light.


  And one article stunned her. In “Incest: The Last Taboo”, Philip Nobile stated that Mother-son incest represented about 10 percent of the incidence (of incest) and was 70 percent positive, 20 percent mixed, and 10 percent negative for the son. For the mother it was mostly positive. And Farrell even pointed out the boys didn’t seem to suffer, not even from the negative experiences.


  Of course, individuals with a strict religious upbringing, as expected, were adamantly opposed to incest in any form, regardless of who it involved, while most of those without a religious background agreed that consensual sex between consenting adults was the key and okay, regardless of who the consenting adults were.


  It was all so fucking confusing, she dizzily thought. Some people didn’t see anything wrong with it, while some people thought it was akin to murder.


  Well, that didn’t help, did it, she told herself as she flicked off the computer and stood up.


  Incest? Had she, was she actually contemplating it? How could she? Ron was her baby. Her son. How could she have sex with her baby? Wanda felt like her head was going to implode. How could she? Even thinking about it almost made her sick to her stomach. But the nauseous feeling wasn’t from disgust, it was more from fear than anything else. Fear that she might actually consider doing such a thing.


  Hadn’t she just looked it up on the computer? But had she done that to see what others felt about it, hadn’t she? Or was it to find justification for it? Justification for incest? Could there ever be justification for anything so, so, so what, she asked herself? Disgusting?


  If there was only someone to talk to. Someone she could explain her feelings to. But there was no one. No one…but Ron! How could she even think that? He was the cause for all her angst. How could she tell him how she felt? Expose her true feeling to him just as she had exposed her body to him last night? But that had been an accident. This was no accident. It was crazy.


  Jerking her house robe tighter around her, Wanda went plodding down the hallway like a zombie on one last, fatal mindless mission. How can you do this? This is crazy. Insane—


  Stop—don’t do this. Nothing good can come of it—


  Her hand seemed to lift on its own volition and then Wanda found herself knocking on Ron’s door.


  “Ron, Ron, are you awake?” Wanda heard herself ask. It was like she was having an out of body experience. Her body seemed to be acting on its own as her mind was in chaos and unable to control it.


  Oh Crap, Ron muttered to himself. She’s here. What does she want? Does she know? Then his brain did another flip-flop and he pictured his mother standing out in the hallway outside his door. And again, she was still wearing what she had been wearing last night. Perched atop her four-inch heels, she was dressed in her bra, garter belt, nylons, and long, flowing night gown. And no panties! A charge of electric excitement fired off in his cock making it twitch underneath the thin cotton sheet covering it.


  “Uh, yeah, yeah, I’m awake,” Ron called back, cringing down under the covers as if that could hide the dark, evil secret he harbored down inside his heart of hearts.


  “Can I come in?” Wanda asked.


  I’m—I’m still in bed,” Ron told her hoping to postpone the inevitable as long as he could.


  “I’m coming in—” Wanda blurted out, grabbling hold of the door knob and spinning it.


  “Mom—I don’t have any pajamas on—” Ron fussed, trying to shrink down under the sheet and somehow disappear as he shoved his hand down to hide the telltale bulge under the sheet. But that didn’t stop the door from swinging open and his mother charging into his room.


  “I don’t care—we need to talk,” Wanda groused, feeling like she was going to cry if she held it back any longer.


  “About what?” Ron asked trying to feign innocence.


  “I think you know,” Wanda sighed, the weight of the world settling down on her shoulders as she eased down on the edge of his bed. It was one thing to think about setting everything straight between them, but this was hard. Hard? Hard, she crazily thought. That was what had gotten them into this mess. Ron’s” HARD” cock! Thinking about his cock, Wanda couldn’t keep from glancing down at his crotch. As she did, she could see Ron was trying to cover the swollen lump under the sheet with his hand.


  OhMyGod—her fevered brain gasped when she saw that her son’s hand couldn’t even cover the obvious erection under the sheet. He was hard! And big! Hard again and she hadn’t even done anything to provoke it. Was he hard all the time? Did he have some kind of affliction that caused him to be that way all the time? Maybe I need to have him checked out by a urologist, she crazily railed.


  “Are you like that all the time?” Wanda blurted out, nodding her head in the direction of his crotch.


  “MOM!” Ron winced, his cheeks flaming into a purple blush.


  “I saw you Ron,” Wanda mumbled, unable to keep her own cheeks from reddening. “I saw what you did last night.”


  “You did? I, I thought, I thought you were asleep,” Ron groaned. “I’m sorry—”


  “You woke me up when you touched my ankle,” Wanda said, wishing she hadn’t come down to his room. Why couldn’t she have just let sleeping dogs lie? But she hadn’t and now one of the dogs she had woke might just end up biting her in the ass. She almost knew the next question before Ron asked it.


  “Why—why didn’t you tell me, uh, stop me?” Ron mumbled, mystified by what his mother was telling him.


  “I, I was too embarrassed—” Wanda mumbled, feeling heat from the blush covering her cheeks turn up a couple of degrees. “I thought you might just go away and leave me alone. Why did you do, do, uh, do what you did?”


  The silence was thunderous. The only thing Wanda could hear was the roar in her ears and the kettle drum beating down inside her chest.


  “I don’t know. I, I, you were, oh God, I’m sorry, Mother,” Ron blubbered, tears starting to run down his cheeks again.


  “Why did you do it?” she asked him again, her voice quavering, threatening to break.


  Wanda felt like she was being torn apart by the warring emotions she was feeling. A part of her wanted to run. Run and hide so she wouldn’t have to face his answer while another part of her wanted to take him in her arms and tell him she forgave him. Tell him she still loved him no matter what. No matter how he felt toward her.


  “You, you were so beautiful, Mother—” Ron sobbed, making the whole bed shake with each shuddering sob.


  Maternal love finally won out over fear as Wanda held her arms out to him.


  “Come to Mommy,” she whispered, unable to stop herself.


  Ron shoved up onto his butt and started to wrap his arms around his mother to pull her to him as she did the same. But, unfortunately for them, two things happened almost simultaneously that stopped everything in its tracks.


  As they fumbled to get their arms around each other, Wanda’s hand dropped down and brushed against Ron’s rock-hard cock at the same instant her robe fell open and her big, bare breasts fell out through the opening.


  Neither of them could stop the momentum as Wanda’s big, naked breasts crushed against Ron’s bare chest and her hand ground against his cock.


  “Fuck—” Wanda cursed, yanking her hand back away from her son’s cock. It felt almost like his penis was on fire and she had just burnt her fingers as she flung herself back away from him. As she did, she saw his eyes bulge out, gawking down at her bare, heaving breasts as she struggled to close her robe and hide her breasts from his leering eyes.


  “Ron—” Wanda fussed, holding her robe closed as she pushed up onto her feet beside the bed. “Stop gawking at me like that—”


  “I’m sorry. They, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it, Mom. They’re so beautiful, and, and they, they were just hanging out there right in front of me. I’m sorry,” he apologized, knowing that he wasn’t sorry in the least. They were spectacular! And he was a growing boy, wasn’t he? How could she blame him?


  “Get dressed—” Wanda barked, turning on her heel and stomping over to the door. “We’ll finish this conversation when I get back,” she told him, slamming the door shut after her as she stepped out into the hallway.


  Standing in the hallway with her back leaning against the wall, Wanda tried to comprehend what had just happened.


  Well, she had certainly made a royal mess out of that, she told herself. She had come down to Ron’s room to—to what, she asked herself? To talk, yes, to talk. She hadn’t planned to flash her breasts at him. No. she hadn’t. Had she? Had it been an unconscious move on her part that led to the exposure?


  No, it had been an accident. Plain, pure and simple. An accident—


  Now what, she numbly asked herself? She had gone down to talk to him and try and straighten out what was going on between them. But all she had achieved was making things worse, even more strained. She knew it was an accident, but did Ron? Did he think she had done it on purpose? This whole thing was getting a little scary, she told herself. No, not a little scary…A lot scary! Maybe she really was going crazy. Earlier, hadn’t she been even considering incest? No, no, she told herself. That was just an aberration. She hadn’t been “really” considering it. No mother could do that—


  ~~~


  What had just happened, Ron woozily wondered as he flung the sheet back off and swung his legs off over the edge of the bed? His poor brain was still reeling from the staggering view of his mother’s breasts. They were gorgeous—beautiful—spectacular! Had she done that on purpose? Was she teasing him? Was that what last night was all about? It was baffling. He didn’t know what to think.


  Slipping into a pair of short pants and a tee like his mother had told him, he saw that his hard on was still evident as it tented itself out against his pants. Not wanting to make things worse between him and his mother, Ron got out one of his oversized football jerseys and pulled it over his head.


  Looking down, he saw that it did a lot better job of hiding his problem. What was he supposed to do? Was he was supposed to stay in his room?


  ~~~


  Down in her bedroom, Wanda spread open her robe, peeled it back over her shoulders and tossed it on her bed. Why hadn’t she put on a bra before she went down to Ron’s room? It had been foolish to go down to his room wearing only panties under her house robe. Why hadn’t she dressed? Then none of that would have happened, she berated herself. Well, almost none—Ron would probably have still had an erection and she would have touched it. Then it dawned on her. She touched his cock! It hadn’t been like last night when she had imagined touching it. This time she had actually touched his cock. Touched her son’s penis. She hadn’t done it on purpose. It was an accident—but there certainly seemed to be an awful lot of accidents and coincidences happening to her lately. Didn’t there?


  What was going on? Padding over to her chest of drawers, she jerked open her lingerie drawer and dug through her bras to find the plainest brassiere she could find. She wasn’t into basic lingerie and most of her bras were sheer, half-cup affairs trimmed with lace and other finery. Finally, she pulled out a bra that most women would consider risqué, but to her it was the closest thing to plain she had.


  Wrapping the bra around her chest, Wanda roughly stuffed her ‘girls’ down into the satin-lined cups and fastened the bra. Then she pulled on a pair of shorts and a tee. The tee did little to hide the shape of her big breasts, but then again, there wasn’t much she could do to disguise their size and shape. He’d just have to deal with it.


  Well, let’s go down and get this thing over with, she told herself, slipping her feet into a pair of low-heeled sandals. The sooner the better…


  ~~~


  Just then, as Ron sat at his computer waiting, there was a soft, almost timid knock on the door.


  “Ron, are you decent?” he heard his mother ask through the door.


  No, not really, he told himself. I’m a pervert—


  “Yeah, uh, you can come on in,” Ron told her.


  Nervously watching the door creep open, Ron didn’t know what to expect. As his mother stepped into his room, he saw that his mother was now wearing a pair of shorts and a tee that did little to hide the swell of her magnificent bosom.


  Watching his mother, watching her big, heavy breasts heavily bobbling as she clacked across his room and eased down on the edge of his bed, Ron apprehensively awaited for his reprimand. When he was growing up, it was his mother that always handled the punishment when he had done anything wrong and he knew that this would be no different.


  “So,” Wanda started out, “why did you do that last night? And don’t start crying again, because that’s not going to work?”


  “I don’t know, Mom. I don’t know why I did it…just stupid I guess,” he muttered.


  “Yes,” Wanda agreed. “I think what you did would definitely fall into that category…but you didn’t answer my question. WHY did you do it?”


  Ron was trapped in his own perversion. How could he tell his mother that she turned him on? How could he admit that? That was sick! He didn’t know what to do. What to say, so he didn’t say anything and just sat looking at her, blushing as sweat popped out on his forehead.


  “What is it, Ron?” Wanda asked him, seeing the hesitation and indecision on his face. Would he tell her the real reason? Was it what she thought?


  “I—I don’t know, Mother—” Ron mumbled, tears starting to form at the corners of his eyes again.


  “Is…is it me?” Wanda was finally somehow able to choke out.


  “What? What do you mean, Mom?” Ron gasped, unable to grasp the thought that his mother knew his secret. His horrible, sick, dark secret!


  “Do I…do I turn you on, Honey?” she whispered, as her nipples suddenly became super-sensitive and the wetness down between her legs began to flow again.


  “Oh, God, Mother, I’m sorry—so sorry—” Ron sobbed as tears began to stream down his cheeks again.


  “Is that it?” Wanda went on, not giving him a chance to retreat.


  “Yes! Yes, Mother that’s it,” Ron wept, feeling like a helpless, vulnerable ten-year-old boy who had been caught masturbating by his mother. There was nothing he could do to hide the embarrassment he felt. It was the worst feeling he’d ever felt.


  “How long, how long have you felt that way, Honey?” Wanda asked him, her head spinning and trying to comprehend what he had just admitted to her. He actually did have feelings for her! Those kinds of feelings! Incest. She had been right—


  “A long, long time, Mom,” Ron tearfully admitted when he was finally able to look her in the eye. “I’m sorry. I don’t want to have those kind of feelings toward you, Mother, but they just won’t stop.”


  How could she chastise him? Hadn’t she tottered on the brink of the same feelings a little while ago? But two wrongs didn’t make a right. Especially not in this case. Maybe it was her fault. Maybe she had some kind of recessive, incestuous gene and she had passed it on to Ron? Was that possible?


  “Even though you know it’s wrong…wrong for, for you, for you to think like that?” Wanda asked him.


  “Yes, I know, Mom, but I can’t stop them. I can’t help it. I’ve tried, Mom, believe me, I’ve tried,” Ron blubbered, tears still streaming down his cheeks.


  “Well, Honey, you’re just going to have to try harder,” Wanda told him. Poor choice of words, she told herself, now cringing every time she heard the word “hard.”


  “I, I’ll try, Mom, but I don’t think it will do any good,” Ron sniffed, wiping the back of his hand across his cheek to wipe away the tears. Now that she knew, it somehow made it better. It wasn’t a secret anymore.


  Wanda felt so helpless. Ron was in pain and her instincts told her to do something to help him. Do something to stop that pain. But she couldn’t. There was only one way to stop the pain and she couldn’t do that. All that would do was cause more pain and suffering.


  “You, uh, you won’t tell dad will you?” Ron sniveled.


  “No, I won’t tell your father. This is just between us. You and me,” she told him. “No one else needs to know, know about…” she said, pausing, not knowing how to finish the sentence. Know about what, she asked herself? No one needed to know that her son wanted to make love to her? In a way it was an enigma. If no one else knew about it but the two of them then what harm could it do? It would be incest only if someone else knew, wouldn’t it?


  “Why is it so wrong, Mother?” Ron sniffed. “I love you. You love me don’t you?”


  “Yes, of course, I love you, Honey. You know that I do,” she comforted him. “But…” Wanda said, pausing, searching for the right explanation.


  “If it is so wrong, then why do they call it making love, Mother?”


  “Ronny, now stop this,” Wanda sputtered, feeling her confidence slipping through her fingers. “You know that we can’t and that’s the end of it—” she said, pushing up off his bed. “I don’t know why we’re even discussing it.”


  “I’m sorry…” Ron muttered, unable to keep his eyes from sweeping across his mother’s breast as the heavily lurched under her tee shirt when she stood up.


  “Uh, do you want, uh, want me to fix you some breakfast?” Wanda asked him, wishing that this was the last of it, but knowing that it wasn’t. It was like wading in a crocodile-infested river knowing that like a crocodile, their secret would always be there, lurking just under the surface, hiding there waiting to jump out and consume her when she least expected it.


  “Uh, no, I’m not hungry,” Ron sniffed, standing up.


  “Okay,” Wanda said, not knowing what else to say as she slowly made her way across his room toward the door.


  As she was directly across from where Ron stood watching her, she saw him reach for her. Taken by surprise, she stopped as Ron gently, but firmly grasped hold of her by the shoulders and pulled her toward him. Then, before she knew it, his soft, sensuous lips were on hers.


  The kiss only lasted a moment, but it sent her heart racing. Then Ron let go of her and dropped his arms down to his sides.


  “I’m sorry, Mom, I’ll try harder—” Ron whispered, stepping back away from her.


  Wanda’s brain was in a fog as she stumbled toward the door. Her heart was pounding and her swollen nipples felt like they were the size of ping pong balls. Her pussy was on fire as a gush of juice spewed out of it trying to put out the flames.


  Reeling down the hallway toward her bedroom, Wanda wondered what he had meant when he said he would “TRY HARDER—”


  Try harder to convince her to let him make love to her…or try harder to stop thinking about her that way? Whatever he meant, Wanda was stunned by the effect the kiss had on her. It was even more intimate and loving than the kiss last night, she deliriously told herself. It had made her head spin and made her heart go flip-flopping down inside her chest. She had never felt anything like it before. It was an exhilarating, breathtaking and scary all at the same time. But she knew one thing. She wanted more of that feeling—


  Stepping into her bedroom, the bedroom she shared with Dan, Wanda closed the door behind her and stood trembling as she leaned back against it. What had just happened to her? It had been an epiphany! And it scared her. It was like a jolt of pure, sweet love had been thrust through her heart.


  She could barely breathe, her breaths coming in gasps as her knees threatened to buckle at any second. Staggering across the room, she fell on her bed and lay there trying to rationalize what had just happened.


  Wanda didn’t know how long she lay struggling with her thoughts. Alternating spells of crying, exhilaration, gloom, anticipation and dread washed over her, but when she was finally able to gather her composure and pull it back around her, her wrist watch read two-thirty. Stunned, she realized that she had been in a battle with her conscience, fighting for her very soul for the better part of four hours.


  Then there was a soft tap on the door.


  “Mom—Mom, are you okay?” she heard Ron ask her from outside the door.


  “Yes—Yes, I’m fine,” she lied, sitting up. “I’ll be out in a few minutes.”


  “You sure you’re okay?”


  “Yes, I’m sure…” she announced, pushing up onto her feet.


  “Okay. I’m going to run over to Tim’s. I’ll be back around five or so,” he said.


  “Okay, Honey, be careful—” she thankfully called back. At least he would be out of the house and…and…and what, she asked herself?


  Thank God, she told herself as she stood looking at herself in the bathroom mirror over the sink. Look at you, you’re a mess, she fussed, turning on the cold water. Holding her hands under the water, catching two handfuls, she splashed it on her face to try and wash away the guilt and shame she felt. Several splashes later, she realized that it was a futile gesture and she grabbed the hand towel off its hanger and dried her face.


  Running the brush through her shoulder-length, blond hair, she clicked back out to her vanity and sat down. Staring at her reflection in the mirror, she wondered if Dan would be able to see the stress that was building up inside her. Would he be able to tell what she was thinking?


  Waiting for Dan to come home, Wanda sat on the couch trying to read the paper, but the words were all a blur, clouded by the turmoil roiling around inside her head. She felt like Humpty-Dumpty sitting on a wall fixing to fall as she would teeter first one way and then the other. She knew that she would fall, but on which side of the fence, she didn’t know.


  Finally, she heard a car pull into the garage. Dan was home, she told herself, folding up the paper and pitching it on the couch. Stepping over to the door leading out into the garage, she pulled it open and stood waiting as Dan pulled his clubs out of the trunk and set them on the shelf where he kept them.


  “How’d it go?” she smiled, hoping he couldn’t hear the nervous tension in her voice.


  “Fine. Shot an eighty-nine,” he grinned as he walked toward her.


  “That’s pretty good,” she smiled back at him, stepping back so he could step inside. Then she reached out, pulled him into her arms and planted a big, wet kiss on his lips.


  “Wow—what was that for?” he grinned, reaching around behind her and giving one of the cheeks of her ass a squeeze.


  “Nothing—I just missed you,” she nervously laughed, rubbing herself against the dormant peter hiding down inside his checkered pants.


  “Well, I’m afraid that I have some bad news for you, then,” he told her, breaking their hug and taking hold of her hand.


  “What, you didn’t miss me?” she joked back.


  “Yes, I missed you, but I ran into Hank out at the country club and he told me they’re having some software problems down at the Hampton plant in Charleston. I’m afraid that I’ve got to go help them out,” he told her as they walked across the room hand in hand.


  “When?” she pouted.


  “Tomorrow, I’m afraid. I should be back Thursday,” he explained.


  “Oh—” Wanda mumbled as a spasm of fear tickled up her spine.


  “Why? Is something wrong?” Dan asked her, taking the fear in her voice for disappointment. “We didn’t have anything planned did we?”


  “No, no, it’s nothing…” she said, “I’ll just miss you, that’s all.”


  “I’ll tell you what. We’ll take the per diem I get for the trip and party out on Saturday night. What you say to that?”


  “Okay,” Wanda told him, faking a smile as she gave his hand a squeeze.


  ~~~


  Monday morning dawned with a bright, cheery sun, birds chirping and everything otherwise fine in the world, except for poor Wanda who awoke with a feeling of dread and foreboding. Today she would be alone with Ron and she feared what might happen. Actually, Ron would be at school most of the day and she would be home alone where she ran her consulting business from her computer.


  “What time is your flight?” Wanda asked Dan as he rolled out of bed and stood up.


  “Ten-thirty” Dan told her, stretching out his arms and yawning.


  “You want me to fix you something for breakfast?”


  “Naw, I’ll get a roll or something at the airport.”


  “Are you sure? I don’t mind,” Wanda murmured watching his big, limp cock jiggle and dance as he walked toward the bathroom. He had told her that it was seven inches long once upon a time. If that were the case, she worriedly thought, Ron’s penis had to be what, eight, nine inches? That was big. Big for a teenager—Hell, that was big for a man!


  “Where do you want to go out this weekend when you get back?” she called out, hearing Dan flush the toilet in the bathroom.


  “I don’t care, you pick it out,” he told her as she heard him turn the water on.


  “How about the “Saviogn”?” she asked him.


  “Fine, wherever you want to go…”


  Listening to Dan get ready, Wanda heard Ron’s car start up out in the driveway and drive off.


  “You want me to drop you off,” she asked Dan when he was finally through dressing.


  “Naw, I’ll take mine, I don’t know what time I’ll be back on Thursday.”


  “You sure, I don’t mind.”


  “Well, I guess I’m off,” he told her, leaning down and giving her a kiss and cupping her pussy in his hand through the sheets. “Don’t be giving any of this away while I’m gone, cause I’ll be wanting some of it when I get back home,” he snickered, rubbing her pussy.


  If he only knew what had happened Saturday night, she feverishly thought. He wouldn’t be joking about it like this.


  “What if some guy makes me an offer I can’t refuse?” she half-heartedly joked back. Like our son, Ron, she frantically thought.


  “You better not—” he warned, standing up and heading for the door.


  “I’m waving from here—” she told him watching him step out into the hallway.


  “Love you—” Dan grinned back at her.


  “Love you, too—” she murmured, waving at him.


  Then he was gone and Wanda was all alone. All alone with her thoughts about what might happen while he was gone. Then all of a sudden, the memory of the kiss popped back into her mind. The moment it did, her nipples began to throb and she could feel the wetness oozing out down between her legs.


  Now there was no Dan to stop her from doing something stupid. She had no safety net. She was all alone walking across the high wire stretching across the abyss. Her whole psyche was aching to recapture the feeling she had felt when Ron had kissed her. It had been rapture! There was no other word to explain it. Sweet, joyful rapture—


  Could they recreate that moment? Recreate and prolong it? Make it last and last while they basked in its rapturous glow? But what if something went wrong? What? What could go wrong? Like Ron had said, they loved each other, didn’t they? There was nothing to stop them from sharing that love in the way men and women showed their love for each other was there?


  But she was afraid. Could she actually let it happen? Could she “make” it happen?


  She’d done it! She had let herself admit that she wanted it too. For a single, euphoric moment, it was like the weight of the world had been lifted off her shoulders. But then another set of weights, heavier and harder to support settled back down shoulders as her conscience made one last futile, but necessary stand to convince her of the dire consequences that could come of her irrational decision.


  All day long, the war inside her head waged on until at last, after a day of battling, Logic and Reason were the last standing before her on their knees begging for their cause. But Wanda, after having come this far, would have none of it. Turning her back on them, she let Impulse and Need fall on Reason and Logic and slay them. Impulse and Need would rule the day. The battle was over. She had won…or had she lost?


  ~~~


  The day had gone by in a blur and before Wanda knew it, it was five o’clock.


  But where was Ron? He was usually home by four. Had something happened to him? Had God taken him from her before she could tell him that she had changed her mind? Taken him away from her so they couldn’t consummate the evil, wicked thing that was festering inside her head?


  “Brzzzzzt-Brzzzzzt-Brzzzzzt—” went her cell phone. She had been so deep in thought, it startled her and made her jump. Feeling a little ridiculous at having been frightened by her cell phone, she picked it up and flipped it open. It was Ron calling her.


  “Ron? Where are you?” she anxiously asked into the cell.


  “Uh, hi, Mom, uh, I’m over at Tim’s, uh, were playing with his X-box. Why, is something wrong?”


  “No, no, nothing’s wrong. I, I just wanted to…” she said, pausing, unable to tell him that she had changed her mind. Changed her mind about them! But she couldn’t tell him over the phone. This was something so important, so life-changing, she had to tell him face-to-face.


  “Wanted to what, Mom?” he asked her, almost afraid to hear what she had to say. In reality, that was why he was at Tim’s. He was afraid to go home. His mother was there alone and his father wasn’t there to act as a buffer between them. He didn’t want to chance doing something stupid and ruining things between them forever.


  “Nothing, Honey, it’s nothing. It can wait until you get home,” she told him feeling her heart drop down inside her chest.


  “Uh, you want me to come home now?”


  “No, uh, no, just go ahead and finish your game,” she mumbled, afraid that she might lose her courage if he came home right now. She needed time to prepare. Time to plan out how to go about it. Time to put herself in a situation where there would be no way she could back out of it, even if she changed her mind…


  “Okay, Mom, I’ll see you around eight. Tim’s mom invited me to stay over for supper.”


  “Okay, Honey. Be careful and I, I’ll see you at eight…”


  Slowly closing her cell phone, Wanda set it down on the table in front of her. She knew that she should eat something, but she was too nervous to eat. What to do, she asked herself? Calm yourself down is the first thing on the agenda. A drink. Yes, a drink to settle her nerves and make sure that Conscience rise from the dead and make another last-minute stand to convince her of the error of her ways.


  After the day of battle, Wanda was mentally exhausted as she slowly trudged up the stairs with her drink in one hand and the bottle in the other hand.


  She felt like she was walking on egg shells and if she made a wrong move, she would fall through the fragile footing and find herself mired in the quicksand of feelings and emotions bubbling and boiling below. She couldn’t let herself think too much about what she was doing or she still might chicken out.


  The physical side of their incestuous situation seemed almost secondary to Wanda now. It was the mental part of it that was the biggest turn on for her. But she imagined that it would be different for Ron. After all, although he was her son, he was first and foremost a man! Men were much more visually stimulated than women. Not that women weren’t turned on by flesh, it was just not to the extent men were. So, knowing that the sensory part would probably be uppermost in his mind, it was that was that part of him she would appeal to…for the first time.


  Because of this, she wanted to assault his senses with her femininity. Yes, she wanted him to remember that she was his mother, but she wanted to show him her other side. Her ‘womanliness.’ And to do that, she wanted to dress the part. How would he want her to dress? Like a slut? A streetwalking whore? No, she wouldn’t do that. Not the first time.


  What would turn him on? Well, what she had been wearing Sunday night had worked pretty well, hadn’t it? Why not? The same thing. Wouldn’t that tell him how she felt? She had worn it for Dan, she guiltily thought.


  Okay, enough of that, she warned herself. Don’t go there. This is difficult enough without that. Picking up the bottle of whiskey, she splashed a couple more fingers of it into her glass and tossed the booze down her throat. That’s better, she grinned back at the reflection of the woman sitting on the vanity bench and staring back out of the mirror.


  You go, girl, she tipsily told herself, glancing down at her watch. Five thirty. Two and a half hours, she nervously thought. Get dressed. Yes, she needed to get dressed. Once she had that done, then she would be committed and less likely to back out.


  Standing up, she quickly unbuttoned her blouse, peeled it back over her shoulders and tossed it on the bed. Watching herself in the mirror, Wanda stretched her arms behind her, found the clasp on the back of her bra and popped it open. As she did, the bra sprang forward sliding down her arms to reveal her heavy, pendulous breasts hanging down in front of her, bobbling and wriggling every time she moved.


  Dan said she had beautiful breasts, she guiltily told herself. Stop that—you’re just making things worse. Think about Ron now, not Dan. It would be Ron tonight. Ron touching her breasts, fondling them, caressing them as he once had when he was a little baby. Just thinking about it sent her heart racing again as she reached up and tweaked the two big, rubbery nubs sticking out of the perfectly round circles of dark, pebbled flesh in the centers of her tits. She still had over two hours to go and already her nipples were so swollen and hard they ached.


  She would be a basket case before eight o’clock finally rolled around. Pushing up off the bench to stand up, she quickly pushed the button on the waistband of her skirt through its opening. Then running the little gold zipper down over the curve of her hip, she wriggled her ass and let the skirt go slithering down her legs.


  Looking down at her panties, it wasn’t hard to see the big, wet stain spreading out from their crotch. There was so much of the wet goo, some of it had ran down her inner thighs, leaving them wet and sticky.


  Sticking her thumbs down under the waistband of her drenched panties, she slowly pushed them down over the arcs of her hips. As her panties slipped down, the crotch wetly clung to her pussy for the longest time before it finally cleared her juice-slathered cunt.


  Stepping out of her skirt and panties, Wanda leaned down and swept them off the floor, making her tits flounder and heave. Tossing the skirt and panties on top of her blouse and bra, Wanda spread her legs and looked down between them.


  The gorged labia of her pussy were swollen and dark as they wetly shimmered in the glare of the lamp on her vanity. And not to be left out, the jutting tip of her clit was sticking out if its fleshy sheath, swollen and hard.


  Gently probing the soft wetness, she fingered the gorged lips apart. As she did, she saw a long, stringy strand of juice ooze out of the opening and drip all the way down to the floor.


  Flicking her long, red-tipped forefinger back and forth across her exposed, sensitive clit, she felt a shiver of excitement tickle up her spine.


  Glancing at her wristwatch again, she saw that it was six-thirty and she hadn’t done anything. There was so much to do and here she was lollygagging around and playing with herself.


  Taking another swig on her drink, she set it back down and padded over to her chest of drawers. Pulling the lingerie drawer open, she remembered that she hadn’t washed the bra, garter belt¸ nylons, and panties she had worn on Sunday night. And even if she had, she wouldn’t have been able to wash her panties because they had disappeared with Ron when he left in his tearful exit.


  Not enough time for that, she told herself. Ron will just have to do with clean ones. But I doubt that he will care one way or the other, he’ll probably too busy checking out what’s underneath them, she lewdly thought.


  Digging around in the drawer, she came up with a pair of panties that were a very close match to the ones she wore Sunday night. And she had another garter belt that was black. The only thing, it didn’t have the little, red bows on it. He’ll never know the difference, she tipsily laughed. Pulling out a pair of sheer, black nylons, she tossed everything onto the bed and started for the bathroom. Whoops, I forgot the bra, she nervously laughed digging into the drawer and pulling one out. Everything had to be just right—


  Hurrying, she quickly showered and dried off. Picking up her watch, she saw that it was ten minutes after seven as she slipped it around her wrist. Trying not to let panic set in, she rushed over to her vanity and sat down in front of it. A little lipstick, a few daubs of blush on her cheeks, some perfume in critical locations and she stood up. Watching her big, heavy tits jiggle and wriggle, she ran her brush through her hair and glanced at her watch again. Seven thirty!


  Thirty minutes—thirty minutes—only thirty minutes and Ron would be home. Hurry, hurry, you have to be ready for him she urged herself. You can’t spoil it all by being late.


  Dashing over to her bed, she flounced down on it and began dressing. Her garter belt went on first, then her bra and finally her nylons. After attaching the garters to one nylon, she started to attach them to the other one when she remembered that the garters had come loose on one nylon while she had Dan had been making love. Another stab of guilt washed through her fevered brain. Leave it. Leave it like that so everything will be just like it was the other night.


  Picking up the sheer, black panties, she lifted her leg and started to pull them on. Stopping, she recalled that her panties had been lying on the coffee table when Ron had come home and she hadn’t seen them since.


  Wadding the panties up in her hand, Wanda stood up. As she did, the un-gartered nylon slowly began to creep down her leg. To keep it from falling down, she reached down and attached one of the garters to it. Another quick glance at her watch and she saw that it was seven forty-five as she hurried over to her closet. Fifteen minutes and he would be home.


  She couldn’t ever remember being so nervous as she stepped into her high heels and bent down to secure the little leather straps around her ankles to hold he shoes on. Pulling her long, chiffon gown off it hanger, she slipped it on and then went clacking back over to her mirror.


  Studying herself in the mirror, she made a few minor adjustments here and there before refurbishing her drink, grabbing up the bottle and clopping down the stairs. Setting her drink and panties on the coffee table, she made a little fire in the fireplace and turned on the DVD player to play the same DVD she had been playing on Sunday night.


  Five minutes, she told herself as she scurried out to the kitchen and threw open the fridge. Pulling out a bottle of champagne, she untwisted the little, wire cage that held the cork secured and popped out the cork. Almost in a panic again, she gathered up two wine glasses and clacked back out into the living room.


  Setting the two glasses down on the coffee table, she quickly filled them and then set the bottle down beside them.


  Then she heard the grandfather’s clock out in the foyer begin to chime. Eight o’clock, she told herself as a panicky tenseness washed over her. It was time! Ronny was due any second. Her pounding heart was in her throat. Her swollen nipples were throbbing. She felt like a well spring had sprung up down between her legs as crazed excitement filled her reeling brain.


  Peeling her gown back over her shoulders, she eased down on the couch. Lying down on her back, she swung her long legs up on the couch and splayed them out until the tips of her high heels were almost touching. Reaching over to the leg resting against the back of the couch, she unfastened the one garter holding her hose up and pushed it down just like it had been the other night when Ron stumbled in on her. Then, spreading out her gown, she draped it across her face and shoulders just like she had done on Sunday night.


  Where was he, she frantically wondered? He was supposed to be here by now. Had he had a wreck or something? Looking down through the sheer chiffon, she decided to change it up a little from the other night. Lifting her hands up to the lacy, black bra that held her breasts, she hooked her fingers under the ruffled top edge and pulled the bra down to bare her breasts. Her big, puffy nipples looked like a pair of plump, red raspberries as they jutted up into the air, swollen and hard.


  Hurry, Ron, Hon, hurry, before I lose my nerve, she pleaded. Raising her arm, she looked at her watch and saw that it was ten minutes after eight. Where was he? She felt like every nerve in her body was tingling as she reached down between her legs and gently probed the swollen, gorged lips of her pussy apart with the tip of her finger. She could barely breathe and her heart was pounding a hundred miles an hour as she began to slowly flick the tip of her finger back and forth across her swollen, throbbing clit.


  ““Thump”” went something out in the garage—


  Listening as hard as she could, Wanda stopped breathing. Her finger was motionless, poised just above her clit as she breathlessly waited to see if it was Ron. What if it was Dan, she panicked? What if he had come back early and hadn’t bothered to call her? She wanted to crawl out of her skin and hide under the couch, but she couldn’t move.


  “Creeeaaakkkk,” went the door between the garage and the laundry room. Someone was coming in through the laundry room! That’s where Ron usually comes in. Was it him? Or a thief? Or Dan, she guiltily railed?


  Staring out through the sheer chiffon, she waited. The way the couch was sitting, she couldn’t see the door leading out into the hallway as she anxiously waited. She felt like her heart was going to pound out of her chest and go bounding across the room. Who was it? It had to be Ron! It couldn’t be anyone else, she frantically told herself.


  ~~~


  What the fuck, Ron mumbled to himself as he crept down the hallway toward the living room? What was going on? He could smell the faint fragrance of smoke in the air. And, he could hear music softly playing in the background. This was beginning to eerily feel just like it did the other night when he had caught his mother lying on the couch.


  Peeking around the doorframe, he saw that yes indeed, there was a fire in the fireplace. Crazily, he almost expected to see his father lying naked on the bearskin rug in front of the fireplace. But of course he didn’t because his father wasn’t home. He was in Charleston on business. So what was going on?


  Then Ron’s eyes strayed over to the coffee table and the champagne bottle sitting on it. And there were two full wine glasses sitting beside the bottle. And there beside the glasses, just like the other night there was a wisp of black silk. Panties! Sheer, black panties just like the other night. But it couldn’t be the same ones, could it? Had his mother taken them out of the drawer of his nightstand?


  Then his eyes trailed over to the couch. When he did, he saw a stocking-encased knee hanging over the edge of the couch, another sticking up in the air, pressed against the back of the couch. And there farther up the couch, was her sheer, black gown, trailing over the edge of the cushion and dragging on the floor.


  Ron’s fevered brain was spinning, almost out of control. He had to see her. He had to see what she was or wasn’t wearing. Was she naked? No, she couldn’t be. She was wearing nylons wasn’t she? His heart was pounding like a kettle drum. Ka-Boom-Ka-Boom-Ka-Boom—as the memorized image of his mother lying on the couch in her lingerie Sunday night exploded into his reeling brain.


  Glancing back over at the bear skin rug to make sure his father hadn’t magically reappeared, Ron stepped out from behind the doorframe and began to tiptoe across the room toward the couch. Crouched down to keep out of his mother’s sight, Ron slowly raised up and peered over the arm of the couch.


  What he saw almost gave him a second heart attack in almost as many days. There she was! It was déjà vu! Déjà vu, all over again.


  His mother! She was lying on her back with her legs splayed out to the side, one knee resting against the back of the couch and the other leg hanging over the edge of the cushion. Staring down at her, Ron’s eyes were unavoidably drawn down to the weeping gash of pink flesh peeking out from below the nest of dark curls covering the tip of her belly. Her pussy! He could see her pussy—again! 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 thought rip out through his pants.


  Confused and elated all at the same time, he gawked at her pussy. Just like before, he saw that the fleshy lips were glistening wetly in the glow of the lamp. But this time, the stream of goo slowly oozing out from between the lips was clear, not white. This time it was pussy juice and not cum.


  But what was she doing? Why was she teasing him like this? The words she had declared at their little meeting were still ringing in his ears.


  “You know that we can’t and that’s the end of it—”


  Then what is this?


  She looked so hot…so hot and sexy. And he could even smell her. Smell the heavy ripeness of her sex floating in the air.


  At last, he was finally able to tear his eyes away from her pussy. When he did, he saw that just like before, the hose on one leg was still attached to the long, lacy garters stretching down over her hip. The hose on her other leg, the one bent and resting against the back of the couch had come loose or she had unsnapped it from its garters and it was bunched up about half way up her thigh. She was wearing the same pair of stiletto high heels with the four inch heels and little leather straps wrapped around her ankle.


  Letting his eyes crawl back up her long, nylon-encased legs, he paused again at the fleshy, pink wound between them for a few seconds. Then repeating the journey of the other night, he slowly looked up over her belly to the frilly, lace garter belt wrapped around her waist. Studying the lacy belt, he saw that this belt did not have red satin bows like the one she had been wearing Sunday night. Then his eyes crept up her belly to the tiny half bra that snaked around her chest. But this time he saw that it was hooked under his mother’s spectacular breasts leaving them exposed to his leering eyes. They were stupendous. Even prettier than Kay Parker’s spectacular rack. Somehow seeming even more beautiful than when he had gotten a glimpse of them up in his room.


  The two dark pink nipples sticking up out of pillows of white tit-flesh were so hard and swollen, they looked like they would hurt as they quivered and shook in rhythm with the quickened pace of her breathing.


  At last, he looked up and saw that her face was covered by her wispy, black gown. Just like the other night, all he could make out was the outline of her head and face. He couldn’t see her eyes, but he knew that she was awake. He started to reach up and pull the gown off her face, but instead decided to go along with her crazy, twisted game.


  Ron’s brain was on the verge of burn down as he stood looking down at his mother. He didn’t know where to start, what to do. He had gone back over Sunday night a thousand times in his head, but seeing her like this again was like a dream come true. Tonight, there was no thought of covering her like he had the first time.


  Easing down onto his knees beside the couch, Ron looked up at her gown-shrouded face as he let his fingers slowly play up the slippery smoothness of the tightly-stretched nylon covering the swell of her ankle bone.


  Wanda felt a shiver work up her leg as goose bumps popped out all over her body. The touch was so soft, so gentle, so intimate. Then, with a soft murmur, reminiscent of the other night, she moved her legs. But this time it wasn’t to close them. It was to open them wider, spreading them to bare her wet, weeping pussy to her son’s eyes.


  He knew that she was watching him, waiting for him to make the next move.


  Then a spasm of excitement washed through her reeling brain as she felt his fingers tickle up off her ankle onto her calf. Yes—Yes—Yes—she hissed to herself. Touch me there this time. Touch me with your fingers. Touch your mother where she gave birth to you, she silently screamed into the night as Ron’s fingers slowly inched higher and higher.


  The nylon under his fingers was so slippery Ron marveled as he slowly ran his fingers up the smooth, silky nylon. She had such beautiful legs. Long, elegant, and artfully curved by the arch of her high heels, he told himself as his fingers trailed up off the curve of her calf onto the inside of her stockinged knee.


  His heart was backfiring and fluttering from the electric excitement arcing through it. His fingers felt like tree stumps as they clumsily moved higher and higher. This time he wouldn’t stop. He wouldn’t stop until he ran his fingers over the dew-covered softness between her legs. He wouldn’t stop until he was touching her pussy!


  Yes! Yes! Don’t stop—Wanda 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 stepped over the line. Stepped over it and carried her son with her as 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, Ron looked down at the beautiful, pink rose awaiting his touch down between her legs. This time he was going to touch her there. He was ecstatic! Elated beyond belief. He was going to touch her there. Touch where he had come from eighteen years earlier. It seemed inconceivable that he could have come out through something so tiny, so fragile, so delicate. But he had—thankfully—


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


  The glistening folds of flesh looked so soft. He had to touch it, he swore as his fingers brushed over the scalloped band of reinforced nylon encircling the top of her hose. Then his fingers were on 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—Wanda’s reeling brain shrieked. Touch me! Touch me! Don’t let him stop this time. Every fiber in her body was screaming out for release as her muscles tensed tighter and tighter—she was paralyzed with excitement as she lay 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—


  Finally, Ron’s fingers brushed across the moist, swollen folds of flesh. He felt his mother flinch away from his touch, but probing the soft wetness, his fingers found the tip of the hard, jutting kernel above the lips. The instant they did, he felt his mother flinch a second time as she let out a long, moaning sob and her muscles went stiff as boards. He couldn’t believe it. She was having an orgasm! 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 his fingers leaving them wet and sticky.


  Reaching up, Ron pulled the gown off his mother’s face and saw that she had her head thrown back against the couch. An effort frown was etched deeply into her forehead and her eyes were clenched so tightly, tears were running out of their corners and trickling down her cheeks. She looked like she was in agony as she was making a long choking, straining, grunting sound.


  As she came, Ron probed the weeping softness with his juice-drenched fingers until he found the oozing opening of her pussy. Pushing his fingers down into the contracting gash, he curled them upward and probed the mushy softness until his fingers brushed across a small, bumpy spot. As he rubbed his fingers across the spot, he heard his mother moan and her hips began to lurch and jerk.


  Wanda had never felt anything like it. It was almost like every orgasm she had, had in the past had been rolled into the one gigantic orgasm she was having now. 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!


  Finally, Ron felt the contractions working through his mother’s pussy begin to weaken and grow further and further apart. Easing his fingers back out of the clinging softness, he saw that they were wet and sticky with her overflow. Lifting them up to his nose, he sniffed them then stuck out his tongue and licked them clean.


  Wanda’s eyes finally fluttered open and she saw that Ron was licking his fingers. Licking off the creamy excess of her fiery orgasm. It was such an intimate, loving thing for him to do, she deliriously thought. Her mind was in a punk and she couldn’t gather her thoughts, but she knew one thing, and that was all that mattered. She knew that there could never be a love stronger than the love she felt for her son at this very moment.


  “Ronny…” she softly gurgled, lifting her hand and running her fingers through his hair. “I love you so much—”


  “I love you, Mother—” Ron 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 two-year old.


  “Don’t cry, Baby. It’s okay,” Wanda 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 Ron 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.


  Easing back, Ron slid his hand underneath her back and gently lifted, turning her at the same time. Ron kept turning her until she was sitting up with her back resting against the back of the couch.


  “What?” she dazedly asked him as he stood on his knees beside her legs.


  “I want to make you happy, Mother…” Ron murmured, inching back and then gently spreading her legs apart.


  “But you already have,” she whispered, running her fingers through his hair again as Ron crawled back up between her outstretched legs.


  “Happier…” Ron smiled, kissing the two fingers he had had inside her before. Then he tenderly pressed them against her soft, red lips. Then, reaching down between her legs, he gently ran his finger across the weeping wound between them before reaching over to the wrinkled top of the nylon that was not secured to the garters.


  “You came undone…” Ron told her pinching the front garter between his thumb and finger and pulling it down to the top of the hose. Pulling the nylon and the garter together, he slipped the little, rubber flap on the end of the garter under the hose and the hooked the silver clasp around the nub on the flap sticking up under the nylon.


  Moving his hand around to the side of her hip, he clasped hold of the garter that hung down there, stretched it down to the top of the nylon and attached it to the nylon. Then, slipping his hand under her leg he cupped it and lifted it up off the couch. Pushing it higher and higher, he pushed it up until the front of her thigh was brushing against her high-heeled foot was waving in the air above her head.


  “Hold it—” Ron told her.


  With her long, shapely leg outstretched above her head, the pointy toe of her stiletto pointing at the ceiling, Wanda snaked her arms around behind her leg and held it up while Ron reached down on the couch and retrieved the last garter. Pulling on the garter, stretching it out, creasing the soft, giving skin of her ass, Ron hooked the garter onto the hose.


  “There, all done,” Ron grinned.


  “Thank you,” Wanda smiled, easing her arms out from behind her leg and lowering her leg down until the sole of her shoe was resting on the floor beside Ron’s knee.


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


  Basking in Ron’s attentive adoration, Wanda leaned back against the couch and closed her eyes. This is what she had been waiting all day for and she was going to relish every sweet moment.


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


  She could feel Ron’s fingers slowly teasing their way down over her abdomen 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 from her skin. Then Ron began to slowly tickle his finger 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, Wanda deliriously wondered? From the way he had acted the other night, unable to control himself, she had expected their first time to be a fiery explosion of passion and emotion. And now this? She was finding a gentle, loving side of her son she had never seen before.


  “Touch it…please…touch it…” she gurgled, rolling her hips and trying to find the teasing finger with her aching clit.


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


  “B—aaaaaa—by…” Wanda softly cooed as his finger gently, teasingly slithered down into the wet, sticky opening of her pussy.


  “So, so beautiful,” Ron murmured.


  Wanda couldn’t believe Ron’s self-control. After all, he was a teenager 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.


  Ron was not going to rush this. This was his dream come true and he was going to savor every exhilarating moment of it all. He didn’t care if he ever 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. 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 Ron 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 fired off inside Wanda’s head and she reached down to push Ron’s hand away from her pussy.


  Sensing her hesitation, Ron gently brushed her hand aside and gently probed the soft wetness with the tip of his finger. As he did, the thick, meaty folds of flesh slowly parted to reveal the wet slit running down between them and ending at its bottom where a tiny trickle of clear fluid was seeping out of it.


  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 couch.


  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 it.


  Being as gentle and loving as he could, Ron 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, Ron 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 and tenderly nibbling at them.


  Looking up over his mother’s milky white breasts as they spilled out over the bra hooked under them, Ron saw that she still had her eyes closed and her head was resting against the back of the couch. One hand was clutching hold of the cushion on one side and her other hand was grasping hold of the arm of the couch, digging her long, red nails down into it.


  Bringing his attention back down to 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.


  Wanting to prolong her pleasure and build up her anticipation, Ron avoided touching it, slowly circling the tip of his tongue round and round it as his mother sprawled on the couch, half sitting and half lying. Then he slowly kissed his way up over the smooth softness of her firm, flat belly. Kissing higher and higher, Ron found the indentation of her navel with his lips and tongue. Pausing for a few moments in his journey upward, Ron slowly dipped the tip of his tongue down in the dimple of her belly button. After teasing her navel for several moments, he kissed higher over her quivering belly. At last his lips found the trembling softness of her breast. Kissing up the rounded underside of the soft, pliant flesh, he sought out the rubbery nipple sticking out of its darkened tip. It was already hard and swollen again, but as he tickled his tongue back and forth across it, he felt it growing even harder.


  Snaking his arms around her, he found the back of her brassiere with his fingers. Continuing to nurse and suckle her breast, Ron poked and fumbled with the clasp that held her bra together until he felt it part and the ends of the bra 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, Ron saw them sag back down onto her chest 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, kissing down in the cleavage between her breasts and up onto her other breast to the other big, puffy nipple protruding out of it. Taking the bloated nub of flesh between his teeth, he delicately nibbled at it and felt it hardening just as the first one had.


  Releasing the nipple, he gave 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, Ron 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—” Ron 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, Ron, Honey, please, please lick it, lick me,” Wanda begged, her fingers working in concert with her hunching hips.


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


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


  “Oh, yessssssssssssss—” she hissed out as Ron mercilessly flicked 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.


  Squeezing and kneading her tits, his fingers found the big, rubbery nipples 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. Ron 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—Ron—oh—oh—God—ooh—” Wanda whimpered as she felt the pressure down inside her loins growing hotter and hotter. It felt like a balloon swelling up inside her, expanding, almost bursting with the fiery energy inside it.


  Fluttering his flicking, lapping tongue all over and around his mother’s clit, Ron urged her on as he continued to twist and pluck at her swollen stiff 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 skin 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 soft 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 tightness of his mother’s wet, clinging cunt.


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


  Pushing them into her, Ron thrust inside her all the way until the knuckles of his hand thudded against her pussy. 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 nipples were so hard, Ron thought they might burst at any second as he kept on pinching and plucking at one of them.


  She was going to come—again, Ron feverishly thought. 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 ribs, 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—” Wanda groaned out as the balloon down inside her loins burst in a fiery explosion of pure, sweet pleasure.


  Ron 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 couch under Wanda’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 Wanda’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 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! And they hadn’t even made love yet—


  “Ronnnnnyyyyy…” Wanda 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 couch with a tired, little whimper, Wanda slowly uncurled her fingers from her son’s hair and let her hands tiredly drop to the couch beside her hips as she gazed down at Ron with a dazed, unfocused look in her eyes.


  “My Sweet Child…” she whispered as Ron 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.


  Ron could see that the pupils of his mother’s eyes were widely dilated and had a distant, unfocused look to them…
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  Chapter Two


  


  What a pig you are, Wanda 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.


  Pushing up, scooting back away from the edge of the couch, Wanda reached out to Ron.


  “I’m sorry, Baby—” she blubbered as her fingers began to work on the buttons running down the front of his shirt.


  “Sorry for what, Mom? Wasn’t it good for you?” Ron 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?” Ron 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,” Wanda baby talked, getting the last button on his shirt undone.


  “I will, Mother. I will, but first I want to make you feel good,” Ron 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,” Wanda cooed, pushing his shirt back over his shoulders to bare his hairy, muscled chest. Wanda 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, Wanda 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 couch, between her legs, Ron grunted and pushed up onto his feet in front of her.


  “Ronny—” 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.


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


  Hearing Ron 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 just a child.


  “My Baby…” Wanda 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 Ron’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?” Ron 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.”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I guess… if you want me to,” Ron muttered as he watched his mother pulling his shorts down his hips. The elastic waistband initially snagged on the 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, Ron 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?” Ron 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? Do you want me to have your baby?” she smiled up at him as she gave his balls another intimate, loving squeeze.


  “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.


  Ron felt his cock twitch as her soft, full lips brushed against his 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 twirling her tongue around the head 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 balls and leaned back against the couch. “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 Ron 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, Ron 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 in front of the couch.


  “Come… to mommy,” she softly crooned, extending her arms out to him. The intimation in the pause after she said come was plainly evident to Ron as he shuffled forward and stepped up in front of her. His cock, still granite-hard was twitching, and jerking as it pointed up toward the ceiling. His erection was so stiff, it curved the spine of his cock and made the head of his penis rub against his belly.


  There was something so evil, so intimidating about his cock, Wanda 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 running 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,” Wanda murmured as she ran the palm of her hand up the entire length of her son’s enormous 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.


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


  Slowly, lovingly, Wanda circled her finger around the swollen glans, rubbing the spot where it melded into the shaft on the underside of his cock. Then she lovingly traced 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.


  Looking up into Ron’s eyes, Wanda didn’t have to say a word. His eyes said it all and told her what he wanted. Leaning forward, Wanda eased her tongue out. As her tongue touched the shaft of his penis near the base, she felt his cock 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, she tried to pull it down away from his belly, but it was so stiff and hard she had to struggle to pull it down away from his abdomen. 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 Ron’s prefuck on her tongue.


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


  Although it seemed like years ago, it was only yesterday that he had intimidated that they make love and she had brusquely lambasted him for even thinking such a horrid thing. And now? Now look at them. The poor boy must be so confused and bewildered by her irrational actions.


  Keeping her eyes glued to his, Wanda slowly parted her lips and eased them down onto the throbbing, pulsating head of his penis.


  Ron groaned as her lips slid down over the corona.


  As they did, she felt his hands circle around her head and grasp hold of her long, blond hair. Roughly clutching her hair in his fist, he pulled it back into a ponytail.


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


  Pressing forward, Wanda 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, Wanda let inch after inch of its length slide 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, Ron, Honey. I don’t know if I can, if I can do that…” she whispered, her mind wandering back to Saturday night when she had taken Dan into her throat for the first time ever. She had been fantasizing that it was Ron’s cock, but in reality, it had been Dan’s cock. But, now, in the harsh light of reality she saw that Ron was so much bigger than his father.


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


  “But I want to, Baby—” Wanda whimpered, cupping his balls in the palm of her hand as she kissed and fawned over his achingly-stiff cock. “Mommy wants to show Baby how much she loves him. Just be patient, My Love.”


  The last words were muffled by the head of his cock as she slowly sank her mouth back down on it. Guiding 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 Ron 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, Wanda 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 ever so slightly. Sensing that he was trying to push his cock down into her throat, Wanda gagged again, but nodded her head up and down in agreement at the same time.


  “You want me to push it in, Mommy?” Ron 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, Wanda nodded her head up and down again as she began to pull him into her mouth and throat.


  Wanda 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, Ron began pulling her toward him as she 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, Ron gave out a soft grunt and lunged forward, driving down through the narrow opening to her throat and into the snug, clutching tissue beyond. The thrust had been so quick and hard, Wanda 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.


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


  “Mommy…” Ron 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 that then collapsed back down around the shaft after the head had passed.


  Inch by inch his cock pressed into his mother’s throat as she seemed to eagerly accept it while she pulled him into her. Wanda 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 before his curly pubic hairs finally touched her upper lip and his big balls bumped against her chin.


  “Oh, God, Mommy—you did it—you did it—” Ron groaned out as Wanda 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. The sac holding his balls was soft and flaccid but the two big, walnut-sized testicles inside the scrotum were hard and spongy. Dan’s testes, she guiltily thought, were only the size of almonds. Maybe that’s why they are called nuts, she crazily thought.


  Wanda couldn’t’ believe that she had taken all of him inside her mouth and throat. She’d accomplished what moments before she had thought impossible. Knowing that she could deep throat a penis the size of her son’s excited her. Now she had three places to please him with, and she was going to use everyone on him. There was just something about doing this to Ron. Deep throating her son. It made her feel wild and crazy. She wanted to do everything with him. Take him inside her everywhere and take him over and over again.


  “God, Mommy, that feels so good—” Ron 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, Ron reluctantly began to slowly pull back out.


  Wanda let his spit-covered cock retreat back out of her throat until the big, round head was in her mouth. Then she sucked in a deep, cleansing breath of air around it. 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, Ron 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, Wanda 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 glistened 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,” Ron asked her letting his hands slide over her shoulders and down in front of her.


  “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—” Ron 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?” Wanda murmured, taking his hard, erect penis in her hands and worshipfully caressed it.


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


  “This couch is so small and uncomfortable. Whose bed do you want to use?” Wanda asked him, putting her hands on his belly and pushing him back.


  “Yours. Yours… and dad’s bed,” Ron smiled, extending his hands down to help her up off the couch.


  Another contraction of guilt clutched at her, but it was getting easier and easier to shrug off the shame and guilt she had first felt. Taking her son’s hands, Wanda let herself be pulled up onto her stilettos.


  “Why my bed? Why not yours?” Wanda asked him as she let go of one of his hands and began to tug him toward the back of the house.


  “Uh, I don’t know. I guess it’s kinda crazy, uh, you know, doing it, doing it in the same bed you… you and dad made me in,” Ron self-consciously mumbled.


  “I think that it turns you on to know that you are going to cuckold your father in his own bed,” she smiled at him as they walked down the hallway hand in hand. “Doesn’t it?”


  “I guess so…” Ron softly said, bashfully smiling at her.


  Stopping beside her bed, Wanda let go of Ron’s hand and leaned down. Supporting herself on her hands, she lifted a knee up onto the mattress and started to crawl up on the bed.


  As she did, Ron grasped hold of her waist and stopped her. Then he lovingly ran the tips of his fingers over the perfect roundness of one of her quivering ass cheeks before he let go of her. Lifting her other leg up on the edge of the bed, Wanda crawled onto it, paused, looked back over her shoulder and sassily shook her sexy, little derriere at him.


  “You have a beautiful butt, Mom,” he praised as she crawled onto the bed, rolled over and sat down.


  Looking up at Ron as she sat cross legged, her legs crossed at the ankles, Wanda brazenly exposed herself to her son.


  “Did it hurt much?” Ron mumbled as he stared down at the gaping wound between his mother’s legs.


  “Did what hurt?” she asked him watching his big, stiff penis floundering and waving in the air as he blundered up onto the bed with her.


  “When you had me—” Ron asked as a red glow spread out across his cheeks.


  “Lay down with your head here,” Wanda told him, her own cheeks reddening slightly as she patted one of the pillows at the head of the bed. “Yes, it hurt a whole lot,” she mumbled as Ron followed her instructions and rolled over onto his back, stretching his legs out toward the end of the bed.


  “I’m sorry, Mom, I didn’t want to hurt you,” Ron softly murmured.


  “It wasn’t your fault. I wanted you. I wanted a baby. I wanted a little, baby boy…” she softly chuckled, reaching over and softly scratching her long, red fingernails up the underside of his cock. “And look what I got…”


  “Are you disappointed?” Ron asked her, lifting his hand and flicking his fingers back and forth across one of her stiff, erect nipples.


  “No, I’m not disappointed,” she whispered. “I’m not disappointed at all. I just never, ever imagined that anything like this could…would ever happen. Never in a million years. It, it never even crossed my mind.”


  “I love you, Mother—Mom—Mommy—” Ron whispered, pinching her nipple and then slowly running his fingers down over her belly, over the little nest of curls covering the tip of her belly and finally onto her wet, sticky pussy.


  As Ron fingered the weeping wetness between her crossed legs, Wanda leaned down and kissed him on the forehead. Her long, blond hair fell alongside her head brushing his face as she kissed his eyebrows, the tip of his nose and his sensuous lower lip. Parting her lips, she pushed the tip of her tongue between his lips and into his mouth. The kiss was deep and loving, but only lasted a few moments before Wanda raised back up.


  “Are you sorry that it happened?” Ron asked her as she uncrossed her long, shapely legs. Waiting for her to answer, Ron watched her big, pendulous breasts flounder and thrash around under her as she pushed up onto her hands and knees beside him.


  “No, I don’t think so,” she told him, stopping for a moment, pushing up onto her knees and looking down at him. “I don’t know how it happened. If you asked me why a thousand times, I would probably give you a thousand different answers. I just don’t know. At first the thought of you, you and me, us making love sounded so sick and disgusting, it almost made me sick to my stomach. But then, I don’t know why, or even when, it all changed and I found that I wanted it to happen. I wanted us to share our love in a way that we’re forbidden from doing. Can you understand that?”


  “I think so,” Ron told her smiling, eyeing her breasts, watching them bump and bang together as she dropped back down onto her hands and knees.


  Leaning down, Wanda brushed her lips down his hairy chest, pausing at each hard, swollen nipple to nip and tease it for a few seconds before moving on. Ron responded to his mother’s teasing by lifting his head, softly suckling on her stiff, hard nipples and licking his tongue around the darkened caps. Then as Wanda crawled lower, his tongue licked down her belly while she lifted one long leg and dropped it over him.


  Straddling him, with her head above his belly, Wanda eased out her tongue and twirled it around his belly button. The depth and profundity of the gesture wasn’t lost on Ron. She was touching him, kissing him where they had once been joined as one. Where his body had been linked to hers. Where she had nurtured and nourished him. It was the most touching, intimate moment he had ever endured.


  As Wanda lovingly ran her tongue around her son’s navel, she was unaware of the emotions she was stirring up inside his head. As she did, she could feel the head of Ron’s cock brushing against her forehead leaving a trail of spit and prefuck on it. Finally lifting her lips off his belly button, she eased her hand under his stiff, hard cock and lifted it off his abdomen. Now her eyes were only a lash away from the thing and she could see that the blue blood vessels crisscrossing the thick shaft were swollen and distended out from it. She had never seen anything so evil, so beautiful, so intimidating and she couldn’t wait to get it back inside her mouth.


  Crouched over Ron, standing on her all fours, Wanda’s knees were brushing against Ron’s shoulders and her soaking-wet pussy directly above his face.


  Reaching up, Ron cupped his hands around his mother’s waist and began to slowly guide her drenched cunt down to his lips again. Again, Wanda giddily thought. It seemed he couldn’t seem to get enough of her happy, little cunt, but that was one addiction she was happy he had.


  Wanda’s long, blond hair cascaded down around the base of Ron’s cock giving it the appearance of having a wreath of blond pubic hairs encircling its base.


  She wanted his cock in her mouth again. She wanted to feel it slide down into her throat. She wanted to pleasure her son as no woman had ever pleasured him before. And this time she would steal the creamy treasure that was hidden away down inside his big balls. She would drink his gift and savor its sweetness.


  Reveling in the debauchery of it all, Wanda could feel Ron pulling her pussy down toward his waiting lips.


  Lifting his penis higher, she rubbed its big, rubbery head across her lips coating them with the slippery goo oozing out of it. Then she felt his lips graze the lips of her pussy. As they did, she could feel his rough, inquisitive tongue probing and searching for the source of the juices that covered her womanhood. A soft shudder trembled through Wanda’s body as she parted her lips and sank them down around the swollen head of her son’s cock once again.


  While Ron seemed to be drawn to her pussy, Wanda began to find herself being drawn to his cock in the same sick, twisted way. She loved the feel of it in her hand, in her mouth, and she could only imagine how wonderful it would feel inside her. Inside her pussy, moving inside her.


  Knowing what to expect now, and having learned how to relax the muscles in her throat, Wanda slowly lowered her mouth, letting her lips sink down around the shaft as the head pressed toward her throat. When the head bumped up against the opening of her throat this time, there was no instinctive urge to gag. And this time, the curvature of his penis perfectly fit the bend of her throat and easily slid up into its tight clasp.


  As the tapered head of his penis pushed into her throat, she felt a rush of hot breath blow out across the lips of her pussy as Ron groaned. Ecstatic that it had gone so easily this time, Wanda continued to push as her lips traveled down the shaft of her son’s cock until she finally had the entire length of the massive organ buried down up inside her throat.


  “YESssssss—Motherrrrrrr—” Ron gasped, the muscles in his ass clenching as he ground himself against his mother’s face.


  Wanda gurgled out around the thick column of meat as she felt the curly hairs of her son’s crotch rasping against her upper lip while her chin pressed against his balls. Swallowing, clutching his embedded penis with the muscles in her throat as she slowly backed up his cock, she continued up until only the bloated head remained inside her mouth.


  Feeling his mother’s tongue lazily swirling round and round the head of his penis, he awaited the next plunging descent of his mother’s mouth and throat onto his cock. Breathlessly, he slipped his tongue between the fleshy, gorged lips of her wet, soaked pussy and thrust it inside her.


  Feeling her son’s stiffened tongue plunging in and out of her overheated cunt, Wanda lifted her head and let his cock slip out from between her spit-coated lips. As she did, she saw a strand of saliva obscenely stretching down from her lips to the head of his cock just before she dropped her head and took him back inside her mouth again.


  Strangely, this time Wanda wanted to gag. She wanted Ron to hear her gag and know that she would do anything for him. Anything for his pleasure. Inhaling deeply around the shaft of his penis, Wanda pressed down until she felt the head of his cock thud up against her tonsils. Gagging loudly, she plunged downward and took him back into her throat. It was becoming easier with each descent as she consumed his maleness with her mouth and throat.


  Then Wanda began to jerk her head up and down, making vulgar gagging, choking, slurping sounds as she pumped her mouth and throat up and down on Ron’s cock. As she did, she could feel his penis swelling, expanding in pre-eruptive expectancy.


  Gobs of bubbly spit were coursing down the shaft of his penis, puddling on the curly hairs encircling its base as Wanda frantically pumped her mouth and throat up and down on his cock.


  “Mother—Mother—Stop—gonna—gonna—” Ron groaned out as his hands curled around his mother’s head and his fingers dug down into her hair. Then his hips began to buck up and down as he held her head clutched between his hands and furiously pumped his cock in and out of her mouth and throat. “Don’t Stop—Don’t Stop—Oh, Goddddddddd—” he gasped as he shoved her down on his cock and she felt it lurch inside her throat.


  Then Wanda felt a giant gob of fiery-hot jism spurt out directly into her throat.


  “AAAAh—Ahhhh—Auuhhhhh—” Wanda gagged out around his cock as she strained back against his hands. Yes, she wanted him to come, but she wanted him to come in her mouth. She wanted to taste his essence, to savor its salty sweetness, to feast upon the creamy gift of his loins.


  Ron was beyond caring and didn’t know what his mother was trying to do. Was she trying to push him back out of her mouth? The only thing that mattered to him now was the outrushes of pleasure surging up from his kicking, bucking cock.


  With Wanda straining as hard as she could, she felt Ron’s hands loosen their hold and she jerked her head back, pulling her lips up the shaft of his spewing, spurting penis until only the swollen head was inside her mouth.


  “Mmmmppffff—” she grunted out as she sucked as hard as she could. As she did she was rewarded with gush after gush of hot, clinging cum as it spewed out into her mouth and onto her tongue. Reveling in the salty sweetness of the thick cream, Wanda held his cock in her mouth sucking on it, milking it and savoring the taste of his essence until at last, with one final, feeble twitch, it was over. Ron was finished. He had no more cum to give her.


  Then Wanda swallowed, swallowed again, and again as she drank down her son’s creamy gift. Her only regret was that they had not yet consummated their incestuous tryst. They had both tasted fulfillment, but they had yet to join their bodies in the ultimate sharing of incestuous love.


  Basking in the warm afterglow of satisfying her lover, Wanda felt Ron’s lips close down around her sensitive, tingling clit. A shiver of excitement ran up her spine and trickled out into her brain as Ron began to flick and tease her clit back to hardness. She loved the feel of his soft, full lips encircling her like this as he gently sucked her femininity out from its hiding place and his tongue flicked back and forth across it.


  There was something so intimate, so loving about sharing her body this way with him. And he was such a gentle lover. Never rushing her. Letting her move along at her own pace. Letting her build up gradually, letting the pressure build in her loins until it was at fever pitch and then pushing her over the edge.


  She could feel the tingling approach of yet another orgasm swelling down inside her as Ron patiently coaxed her along with his lips and tongue.


  Lying atop her son, her cheek resting against his limp, soft cock, she could feel his urging growing more insistent. It was as if he could sense the nearness of her impending implosion and was going to help her achieve it.


  Then Wanda felt Ron’s strong, muscular hands on her ass, squeezing, clutching the soft giving flesh as he pulled her down against his lashing tongue. Like being swept along with the current of a flowing river of arousal, she felt herself being sucked toward a roaring waterfall of pleasure. She couldn’t have fought against the current had she wanted to. It was too powerful, too enticing as she let herself be carried toward the roaring cataract. Then she realized that the roaring was inside her head.


  As she was being swept closer and closer to release, Ron continued to squeeze and clutch at her ass while he ravaged her clit. Wanting to prolong the feelings pulsating through her brain, she fought to hold back the surge of pleasure that was building down inside her cunt. As she did, she felt his fingers slide down into the crack of her ass. She didn’t know if it was by accident, or on purpose, but it sent a wave of depravity washing over her reeling, cringing brain when a fingertip brushed against the puckered opening of her asshole. Instinctively, she clenched her anus as Ron’s fingertip gently probed the rubbery opening. There was something so depraved, yet so intimate, so personal about him touching her there.


  Embarrassed by the forwardness of the touch, Wanda momentarily cringed away from the probing fingertip. Then, taken by the gentleness and tenderness of the touch, she pressed back against it.


  Then as he gently probed the pucker of her anus with his finger, he let his other hand stray down to his mother’s dripping wet pussy while he attacked her clit with his tongue and lips.


  It was as if he were touching her, probing her, violating her everywhere as he eased his fingers down inside her achingly-empty pussy. Wanda was teetering on the edge trying to keep her balance as the tip of his finger spread the tight, clenched opening of her anus open wider and pushed inside her. It was all so nasty, so depraved, but she wanted it. She needed it. She wanted to be defiled like this. She wanted to be vilified for what she was doing. She deserved it for being the slut she was as she ground herself back against him and took his finger up inside her ass all the way to the last knuckle.


  Suddenly her bowels and loins erupted in hot, stinging lashes of pleasure as her orgasm washed over her, pulling her down into the rip tide of depravity and perversion underneath it all.


  “Ronnieeeeee—” Wanda gasped as her hips began to twitch and jerk while her spurting cunt spewed out gush after hot, sticky gush of cunt juice onto Ron’s hand, chin and throat.


  Waves of fiery, red pleasure poured over Wanda, sucking her deeper and deeper into the undertow of the passionate moment. Her orgasmic flood of juices flowed from her pussy and flooded over Ron’s chin and fingers, but Ron only took it as a chance to feast on the succulent treat as he licked and sucked every drop of the pungent flood into his mouth.


  Grinding herself against her son’s mouth, Wanda felt like her spasming pussy was going to be blistered by the jolts of sexual pleasure sparking through it.


  “YES—Yes—Yes!” she hissed as she worshipfully rubbed her cheek against his dormant cock. If only, she feverishly thought. If only it were awake again and then they could finish it. They could make love. Make sweet, passionate love. Make more love than any other man and woman on earth were capable of making. But that was not to be, she sadly thought as she gave his limp, depleted penis a soft, lingering kiss.


  When it was finally over, Wanda found she could barely move as she tiredly pushed up onto her hands and knees and wobbly rolled off Ron onto the bed beside him.


  “You’ve just about worn mommy out,” she cooed, slowly scooting around and backing up against him as they snuggled up against one another.


  “Mom, this is the best day ever,” Ron whispered into her ear as he slowly ran his tongue around inside her earlobe. “The very, very best…”


  “Mine, too,” she murmured pressing her back up against him as they spooned. “And I’m happy that I could share it with you. You’ve made me feel so happy.”


  “I’m happier than I’ve ever been, Mom, really,” he told her, slipping his arm under hers, draping it across her belly just below her sagging breasts as he pulled her back against him.


  “Minute…” she murmured, reaching over and plucking down on the little chain hanging down just below the bulb on the lamp sitting on the nightstand. When she did, the room was plunged into darkness.


  They lay unmoving, pressed against one another back to belly as the quiet thief, Night crept into the room and stole their wakefulness.


  ~~~


  Wanda felt herself swimming through the murky depths of her sleep toward the light. Something had roused her from her sleep. Something warm and soft brushing against the nape of her neck. Slowly, cautiously, she broke the surface of consciousness. Paddling and floating on the surface of her consciousness, trying to stay awake as she tried to gather her wits about her she sleepily looked over at the luminous hands of the antique clock on the nightstand. Three o’clock, her drugged mind told her.


  Then she realized that the warm touches brushing against the back of her neck were lips. Soft, warm lips brushing against the soft, vulnerable crook of her neck. And there was a hairy arm draped around her chest, just below her breasts holding onto her, pulling her back against the naked body spooned up against her back. Dan, she sleepily told herself. The entire lengths of their near-naked bodies were touching from head to toe as they lay pressed together, lying back to belly in the early morning darkness. And there was something hard and stiff pressed against the crack of her ass. She could even feel the warm hardness rubbing against the pucker of her anus with every breath Dan took.


  He had a hard on, she giddily thought. Did he want to fuck? Dummy, why else would he have a hard on. Well, he could be having a wet dream or something, she laughed to herself as Dan continued to nibble and softly suck on the skin of her neck and shoulders while she felt his hand crawl up to clutch hold of a breast.


  “Baby…” Wanda crooned out, pressing herself back against Dan and rubbing her butt against his stiff, hard cock.


  “Mother…” she heard him whisper as he rubbed his erection up and down against the crack of her ass.


  Everything was so warm and fuzzy as she lay basking in the intimacy of the moment.


  MOTHER? Why had Dan called her mother, she groggily wondered? Wait! Wait, that wasn’t Dan’s voice. IT WAS RON’S! Ron’s voice! A spasm of panic crackled through her spinning brain as she instinctively flinched. What was going on? What was Ron doing in her bed? And why was he naked? Why did he have a hard on?


  Then, like a cold bucket of water in the face, it came pouring back to her. Like icy, cold water raging over a dam, every moment came pouring into her consciousness. The day of indecision. The capitulation. The—but no, they had not done that. They had never consummated it! They still hadn’t made love—


  In the stark reality of the early morning, without the booze to quiet her nagging conscience, Wanda realized that she was afraid. Afraid to finish it!


  But she realized that they had come too far to stop now. They had both taken the step too far. Neither of them would ever be able to span the chasm they had created between this new life and the old one they had left behind. They could never return to where it had been before. They were both committed to it, for better or worse, she sorrowfully thought.


  She had ruined everything, she silently wept as she felt her son’s hot breath on her skin while he tenderly, lovingly nibbled and kissed the crook of her neck. You can’t go back to the way it was. You can’t make it all go away.


  So finish it! Do what you set out to do. Make love to your SON! Fuck him—Fuck you little, baby boy, she raged at herself. Isn’t that what all this was about?


  Pushing all the guilt, the shame, the self-hatred aside, Wanda rolled her hips, pressing back, rubbing her ass against her son’s steel-hard cock. Then pushing back against him, she slowly lifted a leg up and back over his hip to ease her stiletto-encased foot down onto the bed behind his legs. As she did, she could feel the wet, gooey lips of her pussy stickily spread part. Now she was opened to him, exposed and vulnerable as she turned her head over her shoulder and sought out his lips with hers. As their lips touched, Wanda reached down between her legs blindly searching for the stiff, hard cock pressed against her ass.


  Finding it, she tried to pull her son’s cock out only to find it was trapped between her butt and Ron’s belly. As she continued to struggle with it, Wanda felt Ron scoot his hips back just enough for her to free his peter. Just as before, the steel-hard column of cock-meat was so stiff, she had to strain to bend it down between her legs, but finally succeeded.


  As his cock arched up out of his hairy groin, it curved upward, molding itself to the mound of her curl-covered mons. The big head, oozing out its obvious arousal was rubbing against her belly just a few inches below her belly button.


  Grasping her son’s stiff erection tighter, Wanda pushed down at the same time she tried to scoot up the bed. Then she felt the bed lurch slightly as Ron scooted down and the big, swollen head of his head inched down off her belly leaving a trail of warm, sticky prefuck behind it.


  Pushing down, scooting up, working in unison with her son, Wanda felt the big, rubbery cockhead rub across the jutting tip of her clit and slip down into the juice-slickened gap between the fat, gorged lips of her cunt.


  Scrunching a tiny bit higher, Wanda slowly rubbed the pointy tip of Ron’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, Wanda’s acquiescing brain screamed. This would be the final, fatal thrust into the sweet innocence that had once existed between her and her son. Last night had been the parrying, eluding prelude to this that would 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, Ronny, Baby…” Wanda 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—” Ron gasped, his hand moving down from her breast to her uplifted thigh. Curling his hips upward, holding onto her leg for leverage, Ron began to slowly feed his jutting maleness up into the clutching wetness between his mother’s legs.


  The passion of the moment was so great, Ron thought he was going to pass out as he pushed into her and felt her pussy envelop him. This was the moment he had 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 moment!


  Wanda’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.


  But now she had lifted the ban and was accepting him back. Welcoming him back down into the sacrosanct, welcoming depths of her womanliness. He was back! He was back, back to fill the barren emptiness of her womb!


  Curling his hips, Ron 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.


  Wanda could feel Ron’s hot breath on her back. As she did, she could feel a film of sweat forming, brought on by the raging inferno blazing down between her legs.


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


  “Ronnnieeeeee—” she groaned out, clamping her cunt down around his embedded maleness, clutching and squeezing it, trying to trap it inside her. Then Ron 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—” Wanda begged, straining back against him.


  Sensing his mother’s need, Ron stopped and pushed back into her sending his cock up inside her as deep as he could. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her against him and held her as they lay belly to back 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 Wanda’s pussy as she loving fondled and caressed her son’s buried cock while he lovingly covered her back with soft, loving butterfly kisses.


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


  Feeling the pressure on his abdomen, Ron slowly uncurled his hips backwards and eased 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 belly 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 her shoulder and saw the straining frown on Ron’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, Ron began to fuck her with deep, lunging thrusts as the bed began to lurch and creak below them. The only thing holding him back was the awkward position of their bodies as he pounded into her with impassioned enthusiasm.


  Straining back against him, Wanda wanted to see 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 would cherish it and treasure it forever.


  “Wait—wait—” she gasped, jerking her hips up just when Ron was drawn back the farthest point and making his cock slip out of her.


  “What?” Ron grunted, unable to stop the thrust as his cock grazed across her furry mound and onto her belly again.


  “Want to see you,” Wanda grunted, leaning over and flicking the lamp on the nightstand on. “I want to watch you fuck mommy—”


  Both of them were temporarily blinded by the glare of the lamp as light flooded out over the bed.


  “Get up—” Wanda wheezed, trying to roll over onto her back as Ron lay on his side watching her.


  Rolling over onto his back, Ron started to swing his legs off the bed only to be stopped by his mother’s grasping hand.


  “No. On your hands and knees,” she explained. “Down here—” she murmured, pointing down between her legs.


  Turning over, Ron pushed up onto his knees. As he did, Wanda lifted one of her long legs, bent it at the knee, spread it out to the side and eased it down on the bed on the other side of Ron’s knee. Now she lay spread-eagled with her legs stretched out and Ron stood on his knees between them.


  He was beautiful, Wanda 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, Ron 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!


  Her long, blond hair lay spread out on the bed, encircling her head like a golden 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. They were so large and heavy, gravity was pulling them down to the side and against her arms as the globes of pink flesh rose and fell in cadence with her the rhythm of her rushed breathing.


  Finally, when he was able to tear his eyes off the amazing wonders, he let his eyes wander down off their sloping grandeur, down the contour of her almost hidden rib cage to the sweeping curve of her waist. From there, he let them roam over the flat plane of her belly taking in its smooth flatness that was broken only by the swirled indention of her belly button and the tuft of gold down tipping it where it joined her legs.


  Then, there below it was the most exquisite of all her abundant treasures. Her beautiful, moist, pink pussy. It was the most precious jewel of her treasure trove of riches. As Ron stared down at it in a euphoric daze, he could see that the thick, gorged lips were splayed open and there was a stream of clear goo oozing out of the widely-stretched opening at the bottom of the fleshy wound.


  Reaching down to the fleshy rift, Ron ran his fingers up it, coating them with the clinging goo. Then he slowly ran his fingers down the smooth, bare span of flesh just above the top of her gartered stocking leaving a glistening trail of wet behind them. Pausing there, he lifted his other hand up to her drooling pussy and copied the action of his other hand.


  Letting his fingers slowly trail down her long, curvaceous legs, he traced their outlines all the way down to her black stilettos. Then, retracing his trip down her legs with his fingers, he slowly caressed his way back up the curve of her calves to her knees.


  As Ron stood on his knees between her outstretched legs, Wanda could see that his penis was drenched in pussy juice as it jutted up into the air proudly proclaiming her son’s masculinity. There was so much of the creamy glop, it formed rivulets of as it trickled down the shaft and ran onto his big balls where it coalesced into two long, stringy strands that dripped down onto the sheets below.


  Then she felt Ron ease his hands under her knees. 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 hole between them.


  Seeing what he was doing, Wanda 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.


  Ron 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 initially met resistance but then he felt it slither down between the slippery folds of flesh and slip inside the clutching warmth.


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


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


  He was back, Wanda 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 Ron’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.


  Wanda 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, Ron 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, Ron 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, Ron 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—” Wanda whimpered out as her head twisted from side to side lashing the bed with her long blond hair while her giant tits floundered up and down on her chest brushing against her chin. She could see that Ron 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 Ron 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 strength.


  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—” Ron whimpered, somehow finding another gear as his hips became a pink blur.


  Those words pushed Wanda 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, Ron’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 never wanted it to 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, Ron could feel the burn down inside his balls as they flopped back and forth crashing 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, Wanda could feel the thrusts growing more and more violent as Ron 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, Ron railed to himself. He felt like his balls were about to explode. 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—” Ron 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—” Wanda squealed out, her fingernails digging down into the skin of Ron’s waist as she strained up against him and pulled him into her as deep as he would go.


  Just then, Wanda 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—Ron was coming in her pussy—her baby was coming inside her. She had never experienced such happiness, such joy as she felt at this 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, Wanda 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 was been created and grew. She wanted her baby back inside her! She was frantic as she wrapped herself around Ron, trying to envelop him and absorb him back into her womb.


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


  Then, just as the first rays of morning sunlight began to creep into the room, 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… .
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  Chapter Three


  


  “What a way to start the day,” Ron groaned, leaning back and slowly pulling his cock out of the oozing slit between his mother’s outstretched legs.


  “Mmmmmmm…I wish every day could start that way,” Wanda cooed, bringing her legs together as Ron crawled up the bed and flopped down beside her.


  “If only I didn’t have to go to school, today. That would make it perfect,” he complained, reaching over, cupping his mother’s furry mound in the palm of his hand and rubbing his finger back and forth across her clit.


  “And just what would you do if we could arrange for that to happen?” she asked him, smiling, running her hand down over his belly to his limp, cum-coated cock and lifting it up out from between his legs.


  “We could stay in bed all day and make love,” he grinned, dipping his finger down inside her pussy. “Would you like that?”


  “That sounds like a fantastic idea,” she softly laughed, slipping her hand off his cock and cupping his balls. “Do these have anything left?”


  “For you, Mom, I’ll make as much as you want,” Ron told her, leaning over and giving her a soft, lingering kiss on her rose-petal lips. “As much as you want,” he whispered, easing her finger out of her juicy cunt and lifting it up to his mouth. While she watched on, Ron stuck his finger in his mouth and licked it clean.


  Leaning over, Wanda picked up her cell and flipped it open. Stabbing the speed dial key, she poked another number and lifted the cell up to her ear.


  As his mother held the phone up to her ear waiting, Ron leaned over and slowly licked his tongue around the big, puffy nipple sticking out of the center of one of her sagging breasts.


  “Mmmmmmm—uh, uh, hello,” she said into the phone, gently shoving Ron away from her breast. “Yes, this is Mrs. Hairston, Ronald Hairston’s Mom and I’m calling in to tell you that Ron, uh, Ronald has a bit of an upset stomach and won’t be attending school, today.”


  Then she paused, winking as she listened to whatever it was that the person on the other end of the line was saying.


  “Thank you, I hope that he does, too,” she responded, making a teasing face at Ron.


  “Yes, if he doesn’t I will give you a call tomorrow morning to let you know…uh, yes, I’ll tell him…yes, thank you, and you have a good day, too—” she said into the phone as she flipped it shut and laid it down on the nightstand.


  “What are you supposed to tell me?” Ron grinned.


  “To stay in bed and do what your mommy tells you to do,” Wanda giggled. “Isn’t that a hoot?”


  “Well, that certainly sounds like a plan to me,” Ron grinned, reaching for a breast.


  “First, we need to tidy up,” she said, brushing his hand aside, spinning on her butt and swinging her legs off the bed, “and I think a shower is the first order of business.”


  “Cool…” Ron said, crawling over to the edge of the bed and sitting down beside her.


  Watching his mother lean down to unbuckle her stilettos, Ron saw that her awesome tits were dangling down and her big, puffy nipples were brushing the tops of her stockinged thighs just above her knees. It was such an odd feeling seeing his mother not just as his mother, but as a woman, too as he watched her fingers quickly unthread the tiny leather straps back through the little silver buckles on her ankles. She had always just been “Mom”, but now all that was changed. Now she was a sexy, sensual woman, too.


  With the straps undone on her stiletto heels, Wanda leaned back up and eased her feet out of the shoes. Holding her feet out in front of her, she slowly twisted them around a few times before she set them back on the floor and pushed up onto them.


  “You are so beautiful, Mom,” Ron gushed as he watched her reach down and start to unfasten the garters from the nylons.


  “Thank you,” she smiled as her fingers unfastened the garters one by one until they were all undone. Then she turned her back to Ron. “Undo me,” she said, wiggling her butt from side to side, making it quiver and ripple as she did.


  Unable to resist the temptation, Ron reached out and gently cupped the soft, yielding globes of quivering ass flesh.


  “Mom, you have the cutest, little butt in the whole world,” Ron praised as he longingly fondled and squeezed the cheeks with his fingers.


  “My garter belt—” Wanda softly laughed, thrusting her ass against his groping hand. “Undo my garter belt.”


  “Oh, yeah, sorry, got carried away,” Ron mumbled, letting go of her ass and fumbling with the clasp on the back of her garter belt. At last he felt it come undone as the belt sprung apart and his mother caught it with her fingers.


  “Thank you,” Wanda cooed, pitching the belt on the bed as she sat back down on its edge.


  Then as Ron watched his mother’s big tits bump and knock together, she hooked her thumbs in the top of one nylon and slowly eased it down her long, shapely leg. Slipping the hose off over her pointed toes, she wadded the stocking into a ball and pitched it back over her shoulder where it landed beside the discarded garter belt. Repeating the same thing with the other nylon, she stood up and faced Ron.


  “You ready to wash mommy’s back?” she asked him, leaning down and taking hold of his hands in hers and pulling him up to his feet.


  “I’ll wash whatever you want me to wash, Mom,” Ron grinned, slipping his arms around her waist, cupping the cheeks of her ass in his hands and pulling her against him. “I’ll do anything Mommy wants me to do.”


  “Such a good, little boy,” Wanda purred, rubbing her tits against his chest as their lips met in a long passionate kiss.


  “Come with mommy—” Wanda breathlessly whispered when they finally broke the kiss. Turning in his arms, she broke his hold on her ass and began to tug him across the room toward the bathroom.


  The shower lasted for ten long, caressing, fondling, touching, probing minutes, but at last they were done. Drying each other off with the fleecy, white towels, they shared an intimacy they had never shared before.


  “Why don’t you straighten up the bedroom while I fix us some breakfast,” she told him as they padded back out into the bedroom in their bare feet.


  “Okey, dokey,” he said, reaching down and cupping the mound of her pussy in the palm of his hand. “But I want some of this for dessert,” he chuckled.


  “Deal,” she laughed, reaching down and grasping hold of his half-hard cock. “And I get to have some more cream filling.”


  “Deal—” Ron snorted as she dropped his cock, pushed his hand away from her pussy and stepped away from him. “I’ll be back in a few—”


  “I’ll be here,” Ron smiled, watching her as she turned and slowly stepped across the room sensually rolling her hips making them seductively swish from side to side. Reaching the door, she turned and blew him a kiss before she stepped out and disappeared down the hallway.


  It seemed like hours as Ron changed the sheets and tidied up while he waited for his mother’s return, but at last she came strolling in through the door. She was carrying a tray with a couple of BLTs, a bottle of champagne and two glasses.


  “Champagne and a BLT for breakfast?” Ron chuckled as he ogled his mother’s pert, tight ass as she bent down and set the tray on the nightstand.


  “Why not,” she said, smiling at him as she lifted the bottle and quickly filled the glasses with the bubbly champagne. “We’re celebrating aren’t we?”


  “Yeah, I guess so,” Ron grinned, taking the glass she held out to him.


  “To us, then,” Wanda giggled, reaching out and tapping her glass against his.


  “To us…” Ron laughed, bringing the glass up to his lips, tilting his head back and letting the champagne trickle into his mouth.


  Like newlyweds on their honeymoon, they sat on the bed, giggling and carrying on as they finished the sandwiches and the whole bottle of champagne.


  “I’m the luckiest guy in the whole wide world,” Ron smiled at his mother as he set his empty glass on the nightstand by hers and wiped his mouth with one of the napkins. “A mom that can cook…and…” he said, letting his voice trail off into silence not wanting to say anything that might ruin the quiet intimacy of the moment.


  “You mean baby likes mommy’s cooking…too?” she softly laughed making her big tits jiggle and bob as Ron appreciatively ogled them.


  “Yes…I like that, too,” Ron told her unable to stop the blush that spread out across his cheeks.


  “Oh, how sweet. You’re blushing—” she smiled, slowly running her hand up his hairy thigh toward his cock that was struggling to lift its big, goo-covered head up out from between his legs.


  Then Ron saw a mischievous twinkle in his mother’s eyes as her hand stopped moving up his leg and reached over to pick up her discarded garter belt.


  “Did you think you would ever see Mommy wearing one of these things?” she asked him, letting the frilly belt dangle down from her extended forefinger.


  “What do you mean?” Ron grinned, watching the six long, elastic garters hanging down from the belt jiggle and twitch with every movement of his mother’s finger.


  “When you used to sneak in my bedroom and look in my lingerie drawer, did you ever think you would get to see mommy wearing a garter belt?” she smiled, slowly twirling the garter belt around her finger.


  “You knew?” Ron mumbled as the blush painting his cheeks darkened.


  “Of course, mommy knew. I think all little boys sneak around and peek in their mommy’s panty drawer,” she softly laughed. “Did you ever put on any of mommy’s panties?”


  “Mom—” Ron fussed, feeling more like that little ten-year-old boy who had prowled through his mother’s bras and panties than the eighteen-year-old boy who was sitting on the bed with his naked mother.


  “Did you?” she asked him with a determined look in her eye.


  Seeing that he was trapped by his own perversion, Ron saw no way out of it. Mothers, it seemed, always knew when their little boys lied.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, maybe, maybe once…or twice,” he mumbled, his voice so soft his mother could barely hear him.


  “Did you like it? Did it make your pee-pee hard knowing that your cock was rubbing against mommy’s panties right where mommy’s pussy rubbed against them?” she smiled, pitching the garter belt down on the bed and swinging her long, shapely leg around over the edge of the bed.


  “Uh, what are you doing?” Ron nervously asked as he watched her push off the bed and up onto her bare feet.


  “Mommy wants to see what her naughty, little boy looks like in a pair of panties,” she giggled.


  “Mom—” Ron complained, his face now the color of cooked beets.


  “I have just the pair for you,” Wanda laughed as she strutted over to her chest of drawers. “Your dad bought them for me, but I’m sure he won’t mind if I loan them to you for a little while,” she snickered, stopping in front of the chest of drawers and pulling open her lingerie drawer.


  “Mom, I don’t want to do this,” Ron mumbled, feeling more like a two year old now.


  “But mommy wants you to,” she said, reaching down into the drawer and pulling out a pair of sheer, pink panties. “See, she laughed, stretching her arms out and holding the panties out in front of her so he could see them.


  Studying the panties, Ron saw that they had lacy ruffles running around the leg holes. And there were two matching strips of lace running from the waistband in front, down under the crotch and up to the waistband in the back. Crotchless! They were crotchless panties. The thought of his mother wearing crotchless panties to show off her pussy and ass was strangely evocative as Ron felt a shiver of excitement tickle up his slowly-hardening cock.


  “They’ll work perfect,” she told him, running a hand down inside them and suggestively sticking her finger out through the lace-edged opening running down the front of the panties. “See—” she laughed.


  Ron thought he was going to die of embarrassment as he watched his mother come walking back to the bed, jiggling and bobbling as she wiggled her finger around through the opening in the panties.


  Stopping in front of her son, Wanda held the panties out for him to take.


  “Mom, really, do I have to do this?” Ron whined, looking at the sheer, pink panties hanging down from his mother’s hand.


  “Don’t you want to make mommy happy?” she frowned, pouting out her lower lip.


  “But I don’t want to, Mom—” Ron fussed, realizing that he would have to put them on or risk ruining everything.


  “Pretty pweese—” Wanda baby talked, continuing to hold the panties out to him. “Mommy will give you a prize if you do.”


  “A prize?” Ron asked, wondering what the prize could be. “What kind of prize?”


  “You’ll like it,” she purred, reaching out and waving the panties under his nose.


  “What?” Ron grinned, feeling a little less uncomfortable.


  “Put the panties on first,” she told him, letting go of them. As she did, the pink crotchless panties fell down into his lap and suggestively draped themselves across his semi-hard cock.


  Reaching down, Ron picked up the panties and stretched open the little, elastic waistband. Then holding the panties between his hands, he leaned down and lifted one foot off the floor. Pointing his toes, he stuck his foot down into the panties and out through the lace-edged leg hole. Then with the silk panties wrapped around one ankle, he lifted his other foot and slipped it into the panties. Still leaning down, holding onto the panties, he slowly stood up pulling the panties up his hairy legs as he did.


  As he pulled the panties up over the curves of his hips, he saw his big, half-hard cock flop out through the opening running down the front of the panties.


  “See, works perfectly—” Wanda giggled, reaching down and flicking the goo-covered head of his cock with a finger.


  “Yeah, I can see—” Ron muttered, watching his peter jiggle and bob as he pulled the panties up around his waist.


  Then Wanda put her hands in the middle of his chest and pushed him back down on the edge of the bed. As Ron sat watching her, she leaned down and picked up the nylons she had dropped there earlier when she was undressing for her shower.


  Standing back up, she held the dangling, silk stockings out to Ron. “Put these on too,” she mischievously smiled, moving her arm back and forth and making the long, wisps of black nylon waft back and forth in front of him.


  “Mother—” Ron fussed, leaning back away from the nylons as she waved them in front of him.


  “No prize if you don’t,” she threatened.


  “You’re just trying to embarrass me now,” Ron complained, grudgingly reaching out and taking the nylons from her hand.


  “Now why would mommy want to embarrass her naughty, little boy?” she asked him.


  “To get back at me for peeking in your drawers?” Ron muttered, pitching one of the nylons on the bed and holding the other one out in front of him.


  “Now why would I do that?” Wanda grinned, watching as Ron lifted his leg up and bent it at the knee. Then pointing his toes again, Ron eased them down into the reinforced opening of the hose. Slowly, careful not let them snag on anything, Ron pulled the long, sheer nylon up his leg until the dark band of doubled nylon at the top of the hose was wrapped around the thickest part of his thigh.


  Looking up at his mother as he picked up the other stocking, he saw that she had an amused smile on her lips.


  “How does that feel?” she asked him, reaching down and running her fingertips down the shimmering, black nylon.


  “Funny. Kinda good, I guess,” he grumbled, slowly pulling the other hose up his leg.


  “Good,” Wanda told him seeing that he had both nylons on. “Stand up…”


  “Now what?” Ron carped, slowly pushing up onto his stockinged feet.


  “You don’t want your nylons falling down do you,” she snickered, leaning down over the bed and picking up the wispy, little garter belt.


  “Aw, Mom, please—” he fussed. “Not that, too.”


  “Hush, and turn around,” she ordered.


  “Fuck—” Ron cursed, slowly turning around to face away from his mother.


  “Such language,” she laughed. “Maybe mommy ought to take her naughty, little boy over her knee and give him a paddling for using such a naughty word…and right in front of his mommy.”


  “Sorry—” Ron mumbled as the blush covering his cheeks brightened.


  “You should be,” she scolded, reaching around in front of him with the garter belt in her hand. Then she caught hold of the belt with her other hand and stretched it across his belly. As she pulled it around his waist, Ron could feel the long, elastic garters hanging down, brushing against his skin while his mother stretched the belt around behind his back and fastened it. Then as he waited, she eased down onto her knees behind him.


  Then, slowly, teasingly, she stretched one of the garters down over one of the cheeks of his ass. As she did, Ron could feel the stretchy elastic digging down into the skin, creasing it as his mother hooked the garter onto the hose.


  “How does that feel?” she asked him as she pulled another garter down over the other cheek of his ass and attached it.


  “Funny—” Ron told her, trying to look down at her over his shoulder. As he did, he felt his mother stretching the garters out away from his ass. Then he heard a couple of muffled slaps and felt the garters the garters snap up against the cheeks of his ass.


  “Turn a little…to the left,” she snickered, holding onto his hips and turning him to the left.


  Shuffling his stockinged feet on the carpet, Ron turned to the left until his hip was in front of his mother. Looking down, he watched as she stretched the long, black garter down and fastened it.


  “Turn more,” she told him. As he turned to face her, his big, almost fully hardened peter swung around and nearly struck her in the face.


  Flinching to avoid the blow, Wanda looked up at Ron and laughed.


  “Be careful with that thing, you almost poked mommy’s eye with it,” she snickered as it stopped slashing back and forth and stuck straight out at her.


  “Sorry—” Ron told her watching her pull the long, black garter hanging down beside his cock down to the top of the nylon and attaching it. Then she reached over to the other garter and pulled it down.


  Now all six garters were stretching down over his ass cheeks, hips and groin to hold up the hose.


  “There, all done,” Wanda said, holding onto his hips and pulling herself back up onto her feet.


  “There’s no way I’m wearing a bra, Mom—” Ron declared. “No bra—”


  “You don’t have to,” she laughed, running the tip of a long, red fingernail around one of his tiny nipples and then cupping her hands under her big tits and lifting them up off her chest. “You don’t have anything to put in a brassiere like mommy does,” she giggled, pinching her big, swollen nipples between her fingers and thumbs and roughly twisting them.


  “You’ve got the prettiest tits in the whole, wide world, Mom,” Ron praised, leaning down and flicking his tongue across one of the stiff, erect buds while she twisted it to hardness.


  “You really liked mommy’s titties when you were a little boy,” she purred, letting go of the nipple and thrusting it into his mouth. “You wanted one of mommy’s titties in your greedy, little mouth all the time.”


  “I was no dummy,” Ron laughed.


  “I think you even made your daddy jealous the way you sucked and played with mommy’s tits all the time.”


  “Why are you baby talking to me?” Ron asked her, running his hand up her thigh toward her pussy. “I’m not a baby anymore—”


  “Mommy can see that,” she laughed, running her hand back down to his cock and giving it a playful squeeze. “Why? Don’t you like for me to baby talk to you?”


  “I don’t know. It just feels kinda funny,” he told her.


  “Would you rather I talk nasty to you?” she asked, squeezing his cock harder. “You want your mommy to talk filthy to her naughty, little, baby boy?”


  “Yeah, Mom, talk dirty to me,” Ron grinned.


  “So, what does mommy’s naughty, little boy want to do now?” she asked him, planting her hands in the middle of his chest and pushing him down onto the bed. “Scoot back—”


  Digging his elbows and heels down into the mattress, Ron started to push himself away from the edge of the bed but found his elbows were the only thing that worked as they nylons on his heels slipped and slid on the sheet.


  Then Wanda crawled up on the bed beside him and sat down on her butt.


  “Roll over on your belly,” she told him.


  “Why? What are you going to do?” Ron inquisitively asked, wondering just what his mother had planned for him now.


  “Roll over on your belly,” she ordered again, her voice a little sterner this time.


  “You aren’t going to spank me, are you?”


  “Roll over and you’ll see,” she laughed.


  Hesitantly, not knowing what to expect, Ron struggled over onto his belly.


  As he did, Wanda reached out and popped him on the ass with her open hand.


  “Maybe mommy should give baby a spanking,” she joked, crawling over his leg and up behind his panty-covered ass.


  Then Ron felt his mother’s hands clutch down around his hips and pull on them. Guessing she wanted his ass up in the air, Ron struggled up onto his knees and thrust his ass up.


  “Yeah, that’s what mommy wanted,” she purred, reaching down to the opening in the back of the panties. As she did, Ron felt her fingers slowly ease the opening apart to bare his upthrust ass.


  What was she doing, Ron frantically asked himself as he felt the tips of his mother fingers slowly tickled down the crack of his ass. Embarrassed by the intimate touch, Ron didn’t know what to think as his mother’s hot, little hand crept down to his big, dangling balls and cup them.


  “Baby’s balls are so big,” Ron heard his mother tell him gently squeezing the fleshy sac hanging down under his upthrust ass. “Would baby like for mommy to suck on baby’s big balls?”


  “Yeah, uh, yes, Mommy…” Ron groaned out, tilting his butt and trying to push it higher.


  Just then, Ron felt a hot breath brush across his vulnerable, exposed gonads. She was going to do it. His mother was going to take his balls in her mouth, he feverishly thought. What if she bit them off? She would never do anything like that, Ron hopefully told himself as he felt her soft, warm lips brush up against the dangling sac of his masculinity.


  Then as he felt his mother’s lips slowly envelop his balls, she wrapped her hand around his stiff, jutting cock and began to stroke it. It was crazy. His mother had his balls in her mouth, sucking on them while she was fisting his cock with her other hand.


  “Mother…” Ron groaned out as he felt his mother’s soft, full lips finally back off his dangling, spit-drenched ball sac.


  Then as his mother continued to work her clenched hand up and down the shaft of his penis, Ron felt a hot breath brush across his cringing asshole.


  “Would baby like for mommy to lick his little asshole and fuck it with her tongue?” she whispered, letting her fingers play down the crack between the muscled cheeks of his ass.


  Ron was stunned! He couldn’t believe the words coming out of his mother’s mouth. He couldn’t believe she had just asked him if he wanted her to lick his asshole! Lick it and fuck it with her tongue. Shocked, Ron didn’t know what to do as he stood on his knees with his ass waving in the air right in front of his mother.


  “Well?” she asked him, blowing on his puckered asshole and twisting her fisted hand up and down his cock.


  “Uh, yeah…” Ron muttered.


  “Yeah, what?” she whispered. “Tell mommy what you want mommy to do.”


  This must just be another part of the sick, twisted game she was playing with him. First the baby talk and now dirty talk. And she wanted him to talk dirty, too. It was crazy, but it did add another element of degeneracy to it all.


  “Lick—lick me—lick my, my, lick my asshole—” Ron was finally somehow able to choke out as he felt another hot breath brush across his puckered anus.


  “Such a naughty, naughty little boy,” Wands softly laughed, letting go of his cock and lifting both of her hands up to his ass. “Talking to mommy like that,” she told him as she grasped hold of the cheeks of his ass. Digging her thumbs down into the clenched muscles of his ass she slowly spread the cheeks apart to bare the round circle of darkened flesh between them.


  Leaning down, Wanda blew another breath across his asshole and then eased her tongue out. Slowly, she teased the tip of her tongue up his ball sac and across the almost hairless stretch of skin that separated his balls from his puckered asshole.


  Ron couldn’t believe that anything this crazy was actually happening as he felt the tip of his mother’s hot, little tongue circling around his asshole. He wanted her to lick his asshole, but still he couldn’t keep from clenching the muscles around it, tightening them as he waited for the touch.


  “Why is baby’s asshole so tight? Is baby afraid mommy is going to hurt it?” Wanda murmured, blowing another soft breath across it.


  “No—no—lick it—touch it, Mommy—” Ron begged, rolling his hips and trying to get her to lick his asshole.


  “Like this—” she whispered, finally licking her tongue across the rubbery pucker. As he felt his mother’s tongue lick across his anus, Ron felt a jolt of electric excitement fire off in his cock making it twitch and buck. Then his mother’s hands left his ass and curled around his jutting prick as she buried her face down in the crack of his ass and attacked his cringing asshole with her tongue.


  “Oh God—” Ron groaned out as his mother stiffened her tongue and stabbed it down in the center of the fluted opening of his anus. As she probed and prodded the tight pucker, she roughly shucked her hands up and down his cock. Ron could feel the tips of her hair brushing against the cheeks of his ass and the soft smoothness of her cheeks rubbing against them as she buried her mouth between them and raped his asshole with her hot, probing tongue.


  As his mother fucked his asshole with her tongue, Ron could feel warm, wet gobs of bubbly spit running down onto his balls. He felt like he was drenched with spit from his waist down as his mother shamelessly licked and lapped his asshole.


  Finally, she leaned back away from him and blew one last breath across his spit-covered ass.


  “Did that feel good?” she asked him letting go of his cock and slowly tickling the tip of her forefinger around his wet, puckered anus.


  “Yeah,” Ron grunted, as he felt the tip of her finger slowly digging down into his asshole.


  “You want to lick mommy’s little asshole, too?” she purred, pushing her finger down into the spit-slickened opening of his anus.


  “Yes—” Ron hissed, rocking back and taking her probing finger deeper inside his ass.


  “You want to fuck mommy in the ass, too?” Wanda murmured, pushing her finger deeper and working it around inside his ass.


  “Oh, God, Yessssss—” Ron groaned as a spasm of electric anticipation sparked through his cock.


  Ron’s heart was doing flip-flops. He’d never had a real piece of ass as he was always told his was too big. But this wasn’t going to be just any piece of ass. This was going to be a piece of the hottest ass in the whole world. A piece of his mother’s hot, sexy ass. He still couldn’t believe it. The most beautiful ass in the whole world and he was going to get to fuck it!


  Easing her finger out of her son’s asshole, Wanda crawled over Ron’s leg and dropped down on her hands and knees. Then, as Ron watched her, she slowly crawled up beside him. Like a bitch dog in heat, Wanda rubbed her hip against his in the age-old invitation to show her readiness to be mounted. Mounted by her son. Showing him that she was his to take any time, anyway, anywhere he wanted her.


  Pushing up onto his knees, Ron scrambled around behind his mother in a heartbeat. As he did, Wanda lowered her head and shoulders down onto a pillow and thrust her stunning ass up into the air in front of him.


  Dropping down onto his belly, Ron began to kiss and lick the soft skin of his mother’s upper thighs leaving them wet with his saliva as he gently licked his way higher, kissing and sucking the smooth, warm skin as he went. The air around him reeked of his mother’s excitement as Ron’s lips neared the swollen, gorged lips of his mother’s vagina. Putting his hands on her thighs, he forcefully pressed them wider apart.


  Ron felt his mother’s hips tilt up as she offered her sex to him and he enveloped the swollen lips with his mouth.


  “Oh Godddddd—” Wanda groaned out as she felt Ron’s mouth and lips closed down around her sex.


  Ron moaned, reveling in the sweet taste of the juice flowing from his mother’s overheated pussy. His mother’s response to his thrusting tongue drove him to work even harder as he feasted on her sex. Pressing his tongue in as deep as it would go, he pulled it back out and then let his tongue worry her jutting clit before closing his mouth down around her lips and sucking them inside.


  Wanda was softly moaning, tilting her hips higher and higher to give him access to the wet, oozing hole between her legs.


  Ron licked and sucked and kissed his mother’s weeping sex as he felt her excitement growing and he could sense that she was close to a climax.


  Stopping, Ron pulled back and heard a loud moan of frustration escape from his mother’s lips.


  “Don’t stop now—” she frantically gasped, thrusting her hips back, trying to find his mouth again.


  As she rolled her hips, pushing back at him, Ron pushed up on his knees behind her and grasped hold of the cheeks of her upthrust ass. Digging his thumbs down into the soft, giving flesh, he spread open the cheeks of her ass, exposing the tiny rosebud of her anus. As he did, he saw that the little opening was pulsing, contracting, almost inviting him to touch it. Bending down, Ron began to slowly, teasingly circle his tongue round and round the fluted opening.


  Trembling with anticipation, Wanda waited for the touch of her son’s tongue on her tight, little hole.


  “Oh—God—touch it—lick it—” she begged, pushing back, trying to find the circling tongue with her achingly-sensitive anus.


  That was what Ron had been waiting for as he centered the tip of his stiffened tongue on the rubbery pucker and pressed into the tight hole.


  Wanda’s whole body was tensing, trembling as she felt her son’s stiff, probing tongue worm its way into her ass. She had always liked to have her ass played with, but Dan always shied away when she offered it to him. But now, now with Ron it made it seem even more exciting. As Ron’s hot, slippery tongue probed deeper into her ass, Wanda felt herself slipping toward release. The nerve endings in her ass felt like they were on fire as Ron’s tongue slithered deeper and deeper. Ron was insistent and wouldn’t let up as he reamed his mother’s anus with his twisting, probing tongue while she writhed and squirmed under him. Finally his tongue was in as deep as it would go.


  Suddenly, fireworks started to go off in Wanda’s head.


  “Godddddd—” she gasped as her ass began to shake and jerk.


  Sizzling jolts of pleasure rushed up and down her spine as an earth-shattering climax washed over her.


  Ron felt like his mother’s tight, contracting anus was going to snip his tongue in two as the taut ring of muscles constricted down around it. Every spasming contraction that worked its way through his mother’s orgasming cunt could be felt in her anus as it opened and closed around his tongue.


  Then the room became deathly quiet as Ron finally felt the muscles in his mother’s ass begin to soften and relax.


  “Oh, Baby—Baby—Baby—” Wanda wept, breaking the silence while Ron slowly eased his tongue out of the loosening ring of muscles.


  “Fuck mommy…fuck mommy back there,” heard her moan.


  Ron was trembling with anticipation as he leaned against his mother, rolling his hips and working his hard, stiff penis up and down the crack of her ass.


  “Put it in, Baby—put it in mommy’s ass—” she blubbered, pushing back and working her ass up and down the stiff pole of meat rubbing against her ass.


  Leaning down over her, Ron kissed his way up her back leaving a trail of saliva on her skin as he reached down under her and clutched hold of her big tits.


  Kneading and fondling the dangling wonders, Ron rubbed his cheek against the smooth, flawless skin of her back. He loved his mother so much. And now, he was almost afraid to fuck her down there. He didn’t want to hurt her…ever—


  Inching higher, Ron nibbled on her ear for a second before whispering into it.


  “Mother, are you sure? I don’t want to hurt you…and I’ll understand if you don’t want to do it…do it this way—” Ron whispered finding her swollen, stiff nipples with his fingers and thumbs.


  “Yes, Honey, yes, I want it this way. Please, Baby, I want you to fuck me this way,” Wanda groveled out, twisting, turning her head over her shoulder and finding Ron’s lips with hers.


  Ron had never been kissed so sweetly, so intimately, his lips burning from the sparks arcing from the point where their tongues touched. The depth and passion of his love for his mother was melting his heart. But not even that could blunt the driving urgency of the need that filled his loins.


  Inching back until the round, tapered tip of his jutting penis slipped down into the crack of his mother’s ass , Ron eased down onto his knees and reached down to grasp hold of its shaft. He could see that the bulbous, purple head was glistening with a coating of clear, wet prefuck. Slowly, he gently rubbed the tip of his cock around the puckered opening of his mother’s anus to paint it with the slippery goo.


  Wanda couldn’t explain the need to have her ass defiled by her son. It was almost as if it would be remuneration for the wickedness she had visited upon them.


  Fearfully waiting, she felt the round, rubbery head of her son’s cock slowly circling her tiny rosebud leaving a coating of warm, slippery goo behind it.


  Holding the head of his cock against the circle of darkened flesh, Ron could feel the heat pulsing from it as he struggled to keep from plunging his penis down into the hole between the quivering cheeks of his mother’s ass.


  “Baby—” Wanda groaned out as she pushed back against the tapered knob.


  Drawing on a patience he didn’t know he possessed, Ron waited and felt his mother begin to push back against his cock.


  “Push, Honey—push it in mommy’s ass—” he heard her groan as Ron looked down and watched the swollen head slowly spreading the tight, little sphincter, stretching it and slowly slipping inside the tight opening.


  More and more of the big, round knob disappeared down inside the breach until all at once it slipped inside and the tight sphincter clamped down around the shaft of his cock just below the flared rim of his cockhead.


  “Oh Goddddd—So big—” Wanda gasped, trying to control the instinctive response to jerk away from the flash of pain that filled her ass. It only took a few seconds to become used to the giant penis buried in her ass as she pushed back to take even more inside her ass. Now that it was in her, she wanted more.


  Letting go of his cock, Ron slowly pressed forward as he pushed down into the strangling tightness of his mother’s ass. Watching on in fascination, he watched more and more of the shaft disappear down into the widely-stretched ring of flesh. This was his first time for anal and it was already incredibly exciting, but the fact it was his mother’s ass made it mind-boggling. Ron’s legs began to tremble with excitement as his heart pounded a mile a minute in his chest and he watched inch after inch of his long shaft disappear down inside his mother’s ass.


  Wanda couldn’t catch her breath. Her heart was pounding, her head was spinning wildly as she grasped hold of the pillow under her, biting it to block the scream that was fighting to escape from her lips. She could feel every inch of Ron’s hard, throbbing shaft as it stretched the canal of her rectum and slipped ever deeper into her ass. She had only done anal a few times and Ron’s enormous penis was much bigger than anything she’d ever had up her ass. A lot bigger—


  How much more was there, she frantically wondered? It felt like he already had more than a foot of hard, stiff peter in her ass, but it just kept on sliding in.


  Grunting, Wanda hunched her hips back at him, taking the last of the long, thick penis into her ass as she felt Ron’s belly nudge up against her ass and his balls slap up against her empty, oozing pussy.


  She had taken all of him, Ron giddily thought as not a fraction of his penis could be seen down between the cheeks of her ass. How was that possible? How could she take all of him up her ass?


  It took incredible willpower not to begin to pound into the tight, clutching hole, but somehow he was able to hold back, impatiently waiting as his mother’s rectum adjusted to the length and width of his oversized penis. It felt as though his cock was clenched down inside a slick, wet hand as the channel clamped down around his penis. It was the most exquisite feeling he had ever felt as his mother’s supple, tight rectum molded itself down around him, squeezing and massaging every square inch of his penis.


  Suddenly, Wanda jerked forward and then lunged back at him taking all of him back inside her ass.


  “Fuck me! Fuck mommy’s ass—” she gasped, throwing her arms down by her side, reaching back and clutching hold of the backs of his thighs. Then her hips began to jerk back and forth, her ass slapping against Ron’s belly as she pulled him into her. It was like nothing she had ever felt before.


  Ron began to move slowly at first, taking his time in order not to hurt her. That was the last thing he wanted to do. But as she willingly accepted him inside her hot, clinging ass, he gradually realized that she was more than ready for him. Moving faster, he felt her anus stretching, clinging to his cock and easily sucking him back inside. Soon, he was pounding into his mother with a passion, his hips a pink blur.


  She couldn’t seem to get enough of his cock as she rocked back and forth under him, taking him up to the hilt on every plunging thrust.


  “Yes—Yes—Oh, God—Yesssss—” she hissed as she rocked back and forth.


  Wanting to give her what she wanted, Ron grabbed hold of her around the waist and barely even breaking the rhythm of their fucking, struggled up onto his feet. Now crouched over her back, his hips jerking back and forth wildly, Ron was able to drive even deeper into the clutching, sucking hole between her ass cheeks.


  Wanda screamed as electric pulses of pleasure began to ripple up and down her spine as her son pummeled her ass with reckless ferocity. Within seconds she was climaxing as thick, hot gushes of cunt juice spewed out of her spasming pussy and flowed down her legs. She had never come so hard in her whole life. It was crazy fantastic.


  Ron continued to pound into his mother as he waited for her climax to end. But it didn’t! As he pumped into her, just when one climax would begin to weaken, another one would start and build to a peak before it began to weaken, only to repeat the process again and again.


  The naked energy pouring through her ass and cunt were leaving her gasping for air as she felt her legs beginning to give way.


  Sensing his mother’s predicament, Ron dropped down and rolled to the side taking his mother with him as he did.


  Rolling with him, Wanda somehow managed to never let his penis leave her clenching, clutching ass.


  Ron kept turning until he was laying on his back, his mother sitting on top of him impaled on his giant fuck-pole jutting up out of his groin. She had a crazed, almost maniacal look on her face as her lust-glazed eyes unseeingly stared off into the distance. Then she began to move. Up and down, up and down, she pumped on his cock, taking him to the limit on every plunging, downward thrust. In this new position, Ron’s penis was forced even deeper up inside her ass.


  “Oh, God, oh, God,” she gasped, pushing up until only his cockhead remained inside her ass before falling back down the shaft and taking all of him back up inside her.


  “Fuck me—Fuck mommy’s ass—Fuck my ass—” Wanda blathered out as her thighs slapped down on Ron’s and her big, flailing tits slapped flounced up and down, slapping up against her chin every time she dropped back down onto his cock.


  Finally, Ron couldn’t take anymore.


  “Gonna come—gonna come—Oh God, Mom, gonna come—” he warned.


  “Yes, yes, come in mommy’s assssss—” Wanda shrieked.


  Plunging down on his cock, Wanda took him in her ass as deep as he would go. In her fevered state, she imagined she could even feel the head swell up inside her ass. Then Ron’s cock twitched and she felt a wet, soothing warmth spew out into her bowels as Ron grunted and thrust up into her clutching, sucking heat.


  He could still feel his balls scrunching up against the base of his penis, clenching, pumping as they emptied their frothy contents into his mother’s gluttonous ass.


  At last it was over. Ron had no more to give her. Her tight, greedy ass had sucked him dry.


  To Ron, it felt like she had sucked his poor balls inside out in her quest to get every last, single sperm out of them. He had never felt so drained.


  “Was it good?” Wanda softly cooed, leaning down over him and rubbing her big tits against his hairy chest as she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek.


  “It was awesome, Mom,” Ron grinned, clenching the muscles around the base of his cock and making it twitch down inside her cum-filled rectum.


  “I didn’t know if I could take one as big as yours,” she murmured, sitting back up on his lap with his softening penis buried up in her ass.


  “I wasn’t the first?” Ron jealously asked.


  “I’m no saint,” she smiled down at him.


  “But you’re my mommy…and mommies aren’t supposed to do things like that,” he told her, watching her push up and let his cum-slathered cock slowly reappear out of her widely-stretched anus.


  “This mommy did—ouch—” she winced as the big, swollen head of his penis popped out of her asshole. “Why are you so damned big?” she complained as Ron’s limp cock flopped down on his goo-covered belly.


  “Don’t blame me, you made me that way,” Ron grinned as she crawled off him and flopped down on the bed beside him.


  “And I’m glad I did,” she softly laughed, leaning over and giving him a kiss as she slowly trailed a fingernail down toward his cock….


  The End
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