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  Evergreens


  


  Chapter One – Ship Approaching


  Robbie Feinstein sat at the captain’s control module watching the blip on the radicon screen growing brighter and brighter as it grew larger.


  “Ship approaching…” a sexy voice purred from the Kraybor 6000’s speakers.


  “Have you made contact with it?” he asked back, smiling at the choice he had made to use his mother’s voice for the Kraybor 6000’s audio output.


  “Yes…it is your mother…do you wish to speak to her?” the Kraybor asked.


  It was an eerie feeling having his mother’s voice ask him if he wished to speak to his mother.


  “Yes, Emma, put her on,” Robbie grinned, feeling goose bumps pop up on his arms. Not only did the Kraybor have his mother’s voice, he had also given it his mother’s name.


  His mother! He hadn’t seen her in a month and a half. It had been that long since the Albatross and the Princess Liah had last docked together out in the emptiness of the cold, black void.


  The Feinstein’s business was thriving, but while it did, it also presented some distinct disadvantages for the family. Brian Feinstein, president and CEO of the business, ran the business back on planet Fierrion. Meanwhile, Robbie and his mother, Emma both had their captain’s licenses and each of them piloted one of the Feinstein’s transporter ships that traveled back and forth between Fierrio and Orrion. The family, his mother especially, was proud that, Robbie, only twenty-two, was one of the youngest men captains ever.


  Robbie’s ship, the Albatross was a huge transporter designed to transport evergreen seedlings from Fierrio to Orrion, while his mother’s ship, the Princess Liah, was a much smaller, faster ship designed to transport Kronyon between the two planets. Kronyon, produced on Orrion, was a mildly hallucinogenic drug that was all the craze back on Fierrion.


  Robbie’s huge ship was capable of carrying ten thousand seedlings. But because of its immense size, it was powered by four massive Solaron thrusters. The Solaron thrusters captured solar light from the far reaches of space, filtered it and magnified it to produce their power. The thrusters were cheap and inexpensive to operate and really the only economical way of powering the gigantic ship. And another advantage of the Solarons was the fact that they could never run out of fuel, because there was always light available, no matter how distant and indistinct. But because of the Albatross’s enormous size, it was slow and ponderous. As a result, even with the throttles at full tilt, the trip between Fierrio and Orrion took Robbie three long months. The round trip taking six months, while his mother’s smaller, faster ship could make the round trip between the two planets in two months.


  “Robbie…” a voice purred out of the speakers.


  “Mom, good to hear your voice…” Robbie spoke back. “Been a long time.”


  “Silly. I know that you rigged your Kraybor to sound like me. So you hear my voice all the time…” Robbie heard his mother laugh. “Although, I must admit that it’s quite flattering.


  “Uh, yeah, I guess. How long before you dock?” he asked her, wishing that the docking was already over and they were together again.


  Robbie found himself missing his mother a little more on every trip he made. He couldn’t explain it, but being alone out in space all by himself all the time made every moment with another living, breathing, talking human being all that much more precious. And when that person was his mother, that exponentially increased the pleasure of her company. But it was also the root of some very disturbing thoughts about her, too, he guiltily thought…


  “About two hours…” Robbie heard his mother say.


  While time was money, Robbie and Emma had arranged their flights so they could dock every month and a half and spend a day together. To accomplish this, the Albatross would continue flying toward Orrion while the Princess Liah would reverse course and dock to the Albatross. When their visit was over, the Princess Liah would undock, reverse course again and continue on back to Fierrion.


  “Can’t wait to see you,” Robbie told her, pushing up out of his captain’s chair.


  “Same here…see you soon,” he heard her purr back.


  Stepping out down the gangway that led down into the tree repository, he set out in search of Tina, Tillie, and Tamantha, the three Robotron 2000 robots he had talked his dad into buying for him.


  They were hardly the R2-D2s and C-3POs of the past, he grinned to himself as he walked along. A Robotron 2000 could be modeled to resemble any person you wished and unknown to his father, Robbie secretly had each of the Robotrons modeled after his mother, Emma. Each of the three robots stood exactly five-foot ten. One inch shorter than his mom, because he knew what a thing his mother had about being the tallest woman in the room. And he had them scaled to try and duplicate his mother’s voluptuous figure. Since he hadn’t known his mother’s exact measurements, he had guessed and given the three robots voluptuous figures to match his mother’s curvaceous, somewhat petite frame. And what a body it was: big beautiful tits; a narrow, tiny waist; voluptuous hips; and a pair of long, long shapely legs. While he’d never seen her completely in the buff, he had seen her enough times in her tiny bikinis to know that he’d come awfully close to the size and shape of her body and her great, big boobies.


  The covering of the Robotrons was just as soft and pliable as a human skin and if you didn’t know the Robotrons were robots, you would be hard pressed to prove it. Even down to similarity of the feel of certain body orifices that the Robotrons were conveniently equipped with. The only striking difference between the statuesque robots was the color of their long flowing hair. Tina was a brunette, like his mother, Emma; Tillie was a blond; and Tamantha was a red head.


  Since it took three robots to tend to the seedlings during the long trip between the two planets, why not let him have Robotron 2000s, he had argued with his father. While they were more expensive than earlier models, their resale value would be much higher when it came time to get rid of them. And besides wasn’t he deserving of them since he had to spend three long months all alone traversing the cold, dark space between the two planets. His father had finally given in and agreed, so now Robbie was the proud owner of three beautiful, state of the art Robotron 2000s…


  Then he spotted them. They were slowly moving through the rows of seedlings, carefully examining each one and making minor snips here and there with their pruning clippers.


  “Girls…” Robbie called out to them and watched each of them turn and start toward him. He marveled at their smooth, graceful moves, so unlike the earlier Robotron models that moved with the grace and agility of a drunken sailor. Each of the “girls” wore a tiny bikini in deference to his mother’s visit today. Usually, there was little need for clothing on-board the Albatross, not that robots needed clothing anyway.


  “Girls, my mother is going to be here soon. I want you to go up to the seedling beds in the bow of the ship so my mother and I can spend some time together alone. Okay?” he asked.


  “Yes, Master,” each of the robots purred and then turned and headed off for the nose of the ship. Even though he knew that they were Robotrons, Robbie couldn’t help but admire the sexy twitch of their asses as they teasingly rolled and twitched them for his viewing pleasure.


  “Very nice, girls,” he snickered, listening to the life-like giggles coming from the robots as they made their way toward the front of the ship.


  The huge plexigon dome stretching out over the fields of seedlings was clear and Robbie could see the faint glimmer of millions and millions of stars through it as he made his way over to the beach. The nearest of the stars was the purple giant, Phallus and it cast an eerie, purple glow over the ship, painting everything and everyone with a faint purplish hue.


  Robbie knew just how much his mother loved the beach so he had constructed a tiny one for her on-board the Albatross. Oh, it was small all right (sand weighed a lot), but it had a small, trickling stream that splashed down over a few synthetically created rocks to form a small (tiny, would be more descriptive) lagoon by the beach. The water for the waterfall and lagoon was used in the irrigation of the seedlings and was re-circulated back to the seedlings when his mother wasn’t using the beach, so the seedlings hardly missed it at all.


  Stepping over to the beach, Robbie pulled open a panel that was hidden behind one of the rocks and flipped a few switches. As he did, the beach was suddenly lit by several glaring lights that simulated Fierrion’s fiery, yellow sun in brightness and heat.


  Listening, he could hear the trickle of the little stream and the faint hum of the Solaron thrusters as they pushed the huge ship through the deep abyss of space. The quiet drone was more of a vibration than an actual sound and being subject to it 24/7, Robbie hardly even noticed it anymore.


  Looking up at the big nodule and enclosed catwalk that clung to the roof of the dome above the beach, he studied them, searching for any clue that would give away their true purpose. Thankfully, he could see none. So, with his Steiner 15x80 binoculars that he kept in the module, he would be able to secretly explore every delicious nook and cranny of his mother’s curvaceous body as she lay sunbathing below the nodule. And she wouldn’t even know that she was being observed.


  “Master Robbie…the Princess Liah is ready for docking,” Emma’s soft, sultry voice whispered through the speakers that were sprinkled through the huge ship.


  “Tell Mom I’ll be right there,” Robbie answered back, quickly striding down toward the docking ports.


  “Does Master wish for Emma to initiate the automated docking sequence?” Emma purred back at him.


  “No, I’ll take over for now,” Robbie grinned, wanting to hurry the docking sequence along so he could see his mother sooner.


  Stepping up to the docking control panel, Robbie pushed the big red button by the lock and watched the doors effortlessly glide open. Stepping out into the lock, he moved over to the docking doors and peered out through the glass windows running along the top of them. As usual, he smiled, his mother had done a perfect job of maneuvering the much smaller Princess Liah up alongside the enormous Albatross. Reaching out, he pushed several buttons on the control panel that ran along the wall beside the massive docking doors. Peering out through the six-inch thick panes of glass, he watched the docking port slowly unfold itself and reach out to the other vessel.


  As the fat, purple portal slowly extended itself out toward the other ship, it perversely reminded Robbie of a gigantic, purple penis hardening and stretching out.


  As this was going on, Robbie could hear the usual loud creaks and groans coming from the ships. Then he felt the comforting thump when the two craft finally met and locked together. Reaching out and punching several more buttons, he heard a loud hissing sound and watched through the window as a cloud of mist formed inside both ship’s docking chambers. Then, he saw it quickly dissipate. Now they were one, both ships locked together and sharing the same air, so he could go on-board the Princess Liah and get his mother.


  Reaching out, Robbie quickly spun the stainless-steel wheel-lock on the door. Then stabbing another couple of buttons, he watched the ponderous doors slowly glide down their tracks as they opened. Stepping on-board the other ship, Robbie looked around for his mother.


  Expecting to see her standing in the door, he was disappointed when he didn’t find her.


  “Robbie…” his mother cried out as she stepped out into the lock chamber almost scaring Robbie half to death in the process.


  “Mom—you scared me—” Robbie gleefully chirped as they rushed together and wrapped their arms around each other.


  Then as they tightly hugged each other, suddenly, before either of them even knew what was happening, their lips met and crushed together in a long, passionate kiss.


  It wasn’t a mother/son kiss, Robbie dizzily thought, shaken down to his toes by the passion and emotion of the kiss. It was the first time they had kissed like that.


  At last, gasping for breath, they broke the kiss and stepped back away from each other.


  “Sorry about that,” his mother grinned. “But I’m just so happy to see you. God, how I’ve missed you…”


  “Me, too,” Robbie grinned back at her, holding her at arm’s length and running his eyes up and down her snug, form-fitting, little captain’s outfit. “You look great, Mom…”


  “Well, I damned well better,” she laughed. “I’ve just about worn out the gym on the Princess Liah trying to stay in shape.”


  Well, she’d damned well succeeded in that, he told himself. Her sexy little captain’s uniform fit her like a second skin. The tight, clinging latex-like material covered her from her neck down to her trim, shapely ankles. A black cunt cap, was cockily perched atop her head, and a pair of four-inch spiked high heels completed the uniform. There was a set of silver wings adorning the front of her cunt cap and another set on her chest, resting on the swell of one of her big tits where it jutted out of her chest.


  The shimmering material fit her like a glove, highlighting every delicious curve and swoop from the jut of her big, pendulous breasts, down over her tight, flat belly, molding itself against the V where her belly met her long, curving legs. The suit was so tight and snugly fit, Robbie could easily make out the jut of her two big nipples sticking out of the centers of her big, oversized mammaries.


  “Well, I certainly think that you succeeded in that endeavor,” he grinned back at her, appreciatively running his eyes up and down her body one last time.


  “You still have that beach thing fixed up?” she asked him as Robbie stepped back over to the docking panel and lifted his hand up to the panel to finish the docking sequence.


  “You know that I do,” he told her. “I made it for you so that you can catch some rays when you visit.”


  “Well, wait a minute. Let me get my things then,” she told him, stepping back into the Princess’s docking bay.


  “You don’t have to dress up on my account,” he grinned at her admiring the way her tight, firm, little ass stuck out against the black uniform as she bent over and picked up her bag. “And there’s no one else on the ship to see you.”


  “What are you suggesting? Are you suggesting that I sun bathe in the nude?” she asked him with a strange, playful look on her face.


  “Why not? I’ll give you your privacy…and like I said, there’s no one else around to see you. I have the girls working up in the front of the ship so they won’t be bothering you, either,” he grinned, hoping she would take him up on his suggestion so he could get in some in the buff viewing with her unaware that he was watching her from his newly constructed viewing nodule.


  “Maybe later,” she laughed watching Robbie stab a few more buttons.


  There were a few more sighs and murmurs from the ships and then only the muted hum of the Solaron thrusters as they pushed the Albatross and Princes Liah through the star-filled abyss of space.


  “Well, let’s go,” Robbie exclaimed, grabbing her hand and tugging her toward the gangway leading back down his cabin.


  Robbie surmised that, by the size of her little bag, it couldn’t be carrying much. And the fact that his mother was noted for the brevity of her bikinis, it was probably going to turn out to be a very enjoyable visit. Most of her bikinis were more like three strategically placed band aids than they were like bikinis.


  “You can have my cabin, like usual. I’ve set up a bunk down in the storage cabin,” Robbie told her as they walked along hand in hand.


  “Isn’t that where you keep the “girls” when they’re not working?” his mother grinned.


  “Uh, yeah, uh, yeah, why?” he asked, his face taking on a reddish glow.


  “Just thinking how convenient it was,” she laughed.


  “Well, well, I’ve, uh, I’ve got to stay somewhere, don’t I?” he muttered.


  “I don’t blame you…I tried to get Brian to buy me a male Robotron 2000, but he was having no part of that. Said he’d be damned if he was going buy any competition in that department. So I’m still stuck with Jeeves, my clanky Robotron 100,” she complained. “And he was made back in the day before they came up with all those fancy add-ons…if you know what I mean…”


  “Mom…” Robbie nervously snickered. “That’s too bad…”


  “Yeah, easy for you to say when all you have to do is call one of them to your cabin and…” she frowned. “Sometimes I get so lonely out here in space, I could just scream…”


  “Sorry, Mom. Wish there was something I could do…” Robbie mumbled, the red on his cheeks darkening another shade darker.


  “Me, too,” she sighed.


  “Well, here you are,” Robbie told her as they stepped up to his cabin door.


  Reaching out to the little, silver panel on the door frame, he pushed a big, red button and with a little hiss, the door whispered open.


  “I see you even tidied up for me,” his mother grinned, looking around his neat, tidy cabin. “I can remember what a disaster area your room was when you were growing up.


  “Yeah,” he grinned.


  Then his mother turned and faced away from him.


  “Would you?” she asked, backing up toward him.


  “Uh, uh, would I…would I what?” he foolishly asked.


  “My zipper…unzip me. It’s so awkward to do by myself,” she giggled.


  “Uh, oh, yeah, sure,” he mumbled, his face now so red, he looked like he’d blown a blood vessel.


  Reaching out, he clasped the little, silver zipper tab at the top of her body suit with trembling fingers and began to slowly ease it down its long track. The zipper track ran from the back of her neck, down the long swoop of her graceful back, out over the swell of her perfect ass, finally stopping just below the rounded swell of the cheeks of her ass.


  The little zipper hummed down its track as Robbie slowly pulled it down. As the opening between the edges of her uniform widened, Robbie could see the growing expanse of smooth, milky flesh show itself. There was no evidence of a brassiere just as he knew there wouldn’t be. Then he paused for a moment at the point where her lower back joined the jut of her firm, tight ass.


  “Thank you,” Emma said, stepping away from him. “I think I can handle it from there…”


  “Are you sure?” he nervously grinned. “Only have a little way to go…”


  “I’m sure,” she softly laughed, stepping into his cabin and stabbing the big, red button on the door panel.


  Stepping out of the way, Robbie watched the big, silver door slide back down its track and close with a loud hiss and a clunk.


  Quickly stepping back to the command module, Robbie stepped over to a port that had “NOT AN ESCAPE PORT” emblazoned across it in big, yellow letters. Spinning the lock wheel, he heard the tumblers inside the door clunk. Pulling the heavy door open, he peered down the long, emptiness of the enclosed catwalk. Stepping out onto the catwalk, he pulled the door closed and gave the wheel-lock a quick spin. The tumblers clunked back into place again as he turned and slowly walked down the enclosed catwalk. He couldn’t see out onto the seedling trees below, but by the same token, no one could see inside either. So his secret wasn’t disclosed.


  At last, he came to the round nodule at the end of the catwalk. Stepping out into it, he looked down and saw that he had a perfect view of the lightened beach below him. Picking up his Steiner 15X80 military binoculars, he trained them down on the beach. They were so powerful that he could almost count the grains of sand on the beach. Perfect, he told himself as he sat down to wait for his mother…


  He didn’t have to wait long as all at once, he caught a movement out of the corner of his eye when his mother came strolling down the gangway toward the beach. She was so fucking beautiful, he deliriously thought as he watched her big tits bobble and bounce with each step she took. As she did, he realized that her bikini, if you wanted to stretch the definition of bikini and call it that, could have easily been stuffed into a thimble with plenty of room to spare. Robbie’s eyes nearly popped out of his head as he trained the binoculars on his mother.


  Stepping up the gangway, she carried a little blanket and a beach towel. As he lecherously ogled her through the binoculars, he saw that she was a spectacular display of beauty in motion. Her big tits were openly displayed with only the darkened tips hidden by the tiny, white cups of her bikini. And the material was so thin and stretched so tightly, Robbie could easily make out the jutting knobs of her big nipples thrusting out against the material. The miniscule top offered no support whatsoever to her mountainous tits as they frolicked and bobbled about freely; threatening to escape from the tiny cups at any moment. Running the binoculars downward over her firm, tight tummy, he saw that there was a diamond in her belly button as the fake sunlight sparkled off it. When had she gotten that, he wondered? She had never worn belly button jewelry before. But, he had to admit, it added a certain air of sensuality to her.


  Then he focused the binoculars on the bottom of her bikini that barely even covered the Y of her belly where it joined her long, lanky legs.


  The top of the V of cloth covering her pussy couldn’t have been more than two inches across at its widest point and the bottom of the V bulged out on each side with a distinct vaginal crease running down its center. And below that, the V narrowed even more, down to nothing more than a string of white disappearing down between her long, luscious legs.


  Robbie felt a spasm of electric excitement fire off in his cock as he watched his mother drop the towel on the beach and then spread out the blanket. As she bent over straightening the blanket, her big tits dangled down below her, flopping about wildly and threatening to escape from their tiny white cups.


  Then, as she dropped down onto her hands and knees on the blanket, Robbie studied the rounded perfection of her ass. As he did, he saw the thong of her bikini curved up between the cheeks of her delightful ass leaving both of them completely bare and exposed to his leering eyes. The only thing that held the bikini secured around her waist were the two tiny little bows that rested on each hip. And speaking of legs, he giddily thought. She was still fucking wearing her high heels! Fucking stiletto heels! A frigging bikini and heels! His mind was in a frenzy trying to keep up with the bounty of curves that the high heels arched her beautiful legs into.


  Then, Robbie watched his mother slip her high heels off and dip her tiny, dainty feet into the pool of water.


  Robbie’s brain was awhirl in the bath of testosterone that was pouring into his blood stream.


  Yes, she was his mother. Yes, she was the most beautiful woman in the whole universe as far as he was concerned. And he shouldn’t be thinking what he was thinking about her. But could he stop himself? NO! No, he couldn’t…


  Then as he watched on in a testosterone-induced fog, he saw his mother look around as if she were checking to make sure she was truly alone and unobserved. After a few moments, she seemed to have convinced herself that she was truly alone as she slowly reached around behind her back and plucked open the little bow that held the top of her bikini secured together.


  Robbie was having difficulty breathing as he watched the back strap of her bikini top spring apart. As it did, her bikini top slid down off her big, pendulous tits exposing them to his leering eyes. Scrunching his eyes down against the eyepieces of his binoculars, he gawked at the dangling treasures in a euphoric daze. They were everything he had imagined they would be and so much more. Big, round globes of soft, quivering flesh, they heavily hung down, pulled down by the ship’s artificial gravity.


  They were perfect! Beautiful! The most beautiful pair of tits he had ever seen, or could ever wish to see. The big round nipples jutting out of the darkened centers of her tits were so big, they reminded him of two, big, ripe, juicy raspberries …and to think, he dizzily thought, he had, had them in his mouth once upon a time.


  Then, as Robbie gawked on in a state of shocked disbelief, he watched his mother toss her bikini top on the blanket beside her and reach down to the little bows that rested on the rounded swell of her hips.


  Oh, God, was she, he feverishly wondered? Was she going to take off the bottom, too? He could only pray she would! And then he saw her pluck at the little bows.


  Focusing the binoculars on the little, white V of cloth covering the secrecy that lay hidden between her long, shapely legs, he watched as the little strips of white went slack and the little V peeled part way down off her smooth, shaven mons.


  He’d been right about that, he giddily thought. She shaved her pussy.


  Holding his breath to steady the binoculars, he watched his mother lift her beautiful, little ass up off the blanket and ease the bikini bottom out from under her. As she did, IT came into view. IT! Her beautiful, pink pussy!


  Refocusing the binoculars, trying to sharpen the image of her pussy, Robbie reverently gawked at the pink slash between her legs. As he did, his mother nonchalantly tossed the bikini bottom on top of the other tiny piece of material lying beside her perfect, round hip. Then, as Robbie gazed on in a fevered daze, she slowly splayed her legs out and ran her hand down over her tight, flat abdomen to her exposed womanhood.


  The pink folds of flesh covering the secrecy hidden between them were glistening wetly in the bright, fake sunlight. Then as Robbie watched on with anxious anticipation, he saw his mother gently prod at the two folds of pink flesh, poking at them and spreading them open to expose the fertile, pink valley between them. With the two semi-circular folds of flesh laying flat against the rounded mounds of her labium, Robbie could see that they seemed swollen and gorged with blood. Then, as his mother brought one of her fingertips up to the swollen jut of her clit, Robbie focused the binoculars on the little, round bulb of flesh protruding up out of the rounded opening of the sheath that hid it when it wasn’t aroused.


  Quickly bringing the binoculars back up to her face, Robbie saw that his mother had her head thrown back, her eyes shut as her head rested on the blanket. And there was a little frown creasing her forehead. She seemed totally concentrated on her finger and clit as they rubbed together.


  What would happen if he sneaked up and caught her pleasuring herself, he sickly wondered? If he caught her playing with herself, it would expose the fragile vulnerability of her feminine side to him. She would know that he knew. That he knew she wasn’t only his mother. Know that she was a woman with needs. A woman with needs and no one to fulfill those needs. No man to fulfill those needs.


  It would be the closest thing to sex that had ever happened between them, he told himself. Could it be the last, final bridge? The final bridge needed to cross over that deep, forbidden chasm that separated fantasy from reality.


  Do it! Do it, the sick, twisted side of psyche urged. What do you have to lose? And look what you might gain…


  But what if she gets angry and leaves, the other side of his brain frantically argued? Leaves and never comes back for another visit.


  But why would she get angry? He could tell her he was just coming down to tell her that dinner would be served at seven. Wasn’t that a captain’s responsibility? His duty to inform the guests of all the amenities available on the ship. And besides, how could he know that she was sunbathing in the nude? Hadn’t she turned down his offer to do so earlier? So he could easily justify his appearance down on the beach, he dementedly told himself as he set his binoculars down and pushed up to his feet.


  His brain awhirl with fantasized possibilities, Robbie hurried back down the catwalk to the command module. Stepping out, Robbie closed the port and ran his hands down over his shorts, trying to hide the big bulge that was jutting out in front. He was partially successful and quickly headed off down the gangway toward where his mother unknowingly lay waiting for him.


  Walking along as quietly as he could, he stopped just out of his mother’s sight. Gathering himself, he took a deep, cleansing breath and stepped out from behind the row of evergreen seedlings that had hidden him from view.


  He felt another surge of excitement fire off inside his brick-hard cock as he feasted his eyes on the naked, supine figure of his mother. She still had her eyes closed and her head resting on the blanket as she frantically fingered herself.


  From his vantage point, he could see that the muscles in her legs and abdomen were tightening, straining as she fingered herself faster and faster. He didn’t want her to have an orgasm, he sickly thought. He wanted to be the one to give that to her…


  “Uh—Oops—Sorry—” he muttered out.


  His mother’s head flew up off the blanket as she gawked at him like a deer caught in headlights.


  “Robbie! Robbie, you startled me,” she gasped, her fingers spreading out to cover her pussy while her other arm and hand flew to cover her big, jiggling breasts.


  “Sorry…” he lied, running his eyes up and down her beautiful body.


  “Turn around—turn around so I can put my bikini back on—” she fussed, trying to hide all of her many charms from his probing eyes.


  “Uh, okay,” Robbie said, grinning and turning around to face away from her. “But you don’t have to, if you don’t want to. There’s no one to see but me, and, and I certainly don’t mind…”


  “I’m sure you don’t,” she smarted back at him, grabbing up her bikini and pushing up to her feet. “But I am your mother, remember!”


  “How could I forget,” he shot back. “And the prettiest one in the world…uh, and space, too.”


  “That’s no excuse, and I’m still your mother…” she complained, fumbling with her bikini, trying to get it wrapped around her once again. “And why did you sneak up on me?”


  “I didn’t sneak up on you,” he lied again. “I just came down to tell you that dinner is at seven. I didn’t know that you would be naked. Earlier, you said you weren’t going to sunbathe in the nude, so I…”


  “Never mind,” she snorted, finally succeeding in getting her bikini back on. “The sun, uh, the lights just felt so warm, I felt like shedding everything. I’m sorry you saw…”


  “Don’t be,” Robbie whispered under his breath.


  “You can turn back around now…I’m decent again,” she mumbled.


  “You were decent before,” Robbie grinned, appreciatively running his eyes up and down her body one more time.


  “I wish you’d stop gawking at me like I’m tonight’s meal,” she laughed, trying to make light of the charged tension sparking around them.


  Don’t go there, he warned himself. Let it go…


  “I’ll try, but it’ll be hard,” he told her, realizing how gross it sounded even before the words were out of his mouth.


  “I’ll bet…but try,” she snorted back at him making a quick glance down at the lump in the front of his shorts.


  Did she just look at my crotch, Robbie dizzily wondered? Maybe there was a chance.


  “Well, I’m off to supervise Rachael,” Robbie told his mother.


  Rachael was another Kraybor 6000A that he had bought with his own money. She was designed to carry out assignments to assist the big Kraybor 6000 onboard computer. She did all the cleaning, cooking, and just about anything else that Robbie could think of.


  “It’s amazing that you ever get anything done around here with all the women you have on-board,” Emma laughed.


  “Aw, Mom, they’re robots for Christ’s sake,” Robbie complained, his face reddening.


  “So are Tina, Tillie, and Tamantha,” Emma shot back at him.


  “Mom, quit teasing me, please,” he whined, his face darkening to an even darker shade of red.


  “But it’s so much fun,” she teased back. “What’s the dress code for dinner tonight?”


  “What you have on will do fine,” he grinned back at her. “You know that we don’t stand on formality around here.”


  “Aye-aye, Captain. A bikini it will be then. Now if you don’t mind, I’m going to get back to my sun bathing…” Emma said with a playful smile on her full, blush-berry-colored lips.


  “Til seven, then,” Robbie told her, then snapping her a sharp salute.


  That went quite well, Robbie smugly told himself. Even better than he had thought it would, he conceded as he strolled back up the gangway toward the galley where Rachael was busily preparing the evening’s meal.


  The night’s menu consisted of: filet mignon; freshly-grown green beans in a butter sauce; asparagus cooked in a cream sauce; a freshly picked salad from their own on-board garden; fresh French baguettes cooked in the ship’s on-board oven; and chocolate-covered strawberries and grapes also grown in the on-board garden for dessert. And to accompany the meal, he had chosen a bottle of the finest Fierrian cherlot. Cherlot was a fortified niwe/mevo blend that not only went down smooth as silk, but packed the kick of a mule. A little help in relaxing his mother couldn’t hurt, he told himself as he popped into the galley.


  Rachael was busily whirling around the small galley and seemed to have everything under complete control, as usual, so he decided to run down and take a quick shower in preparation for the evening’s festivities.


  Soaping up the washcloth, Robbie grabbed hold of his big, limp penis and began to give it a good washing. As he worked the cloth up and down the shaft of his cock, he felt it begin to respond and harden. He kept working the soapy cloth up and down his cock until it was finally jutting out hard and ripe. Look at that damned thing, he proudly told himself as he stared down at his foam-covered penis. Nine inches! Nine inches of hard, throbbing cock meat. Enough to satisfy even the most discriminating of women, he laughed to himself. But would it be enough to impress his mother?


  He had actually stumbled in on his dad while he was showering once upon a time and seen that his father was spectacularly well hung. There was no doubt in his mind where he had gotten his oversized organ from. He had obviously inherited it from his father…


  Finally finished, he aimed the shower nozzle at his big, jutting cock and rinsed off the film of bubbles that coated it.


  Watching the evil monster angrily slash from side to side, he stepped out of the shower and into the drying chamber. Flicking on the rows of drying jets, he felt the warm air blasting off the water, and seconds later he was a dry as a piece of toast.


  Pulling on his captain’s shorts and tee, he decided to forego footwear as he had explained to his mother that it would be an informal meal.


  Padding back down to the galley, he saw that the meal was almost ready. Glancing down at his Rolex, Robbie saw that, as usual, Rachel had everything under control and right on time.


  Stepping on down to the small dining room, Robbie went inside. Reaching for the dimmer switch that controlled the lights, he dimmed them down low. He wanted the night to be as cozy and intimate as possible. It had to be for his sick, twisted plan, if you could even call it a “plan” to have any chance at all.


  He had brought out two of the strongest chaise lounges he had on board and draped them with the finest linens he could find. Now the room resembled a scene from the depictions of Bildarian orgies he had seen in Bildaria when he had visited there once. Two couches on each side of a small, low table for him and his guest of honor, he anxiously thought as he lit the candles on the table.


  The flickering flames sent sinuous, twisting shadows dancing on the walls of the room as he stood back and admired his handiwork.


  Just then, he heard a soft, whirring sound and the door came sliding open.


  “My goodness…” he heard his mother giggle from the door where she stood looking inside the room.” Looks like a scene from a Bildarian orgy. Like the ones you see in the murals painted on the pleasure rooms in Bildaria.”


  How did she know about the pleasure rooms in Bildaria? He thought that only men went to them. Did they have pleasure rooms for women, too, he giddily wondered? Then he felt a pang of jealousy ping through his head as he tried to picture his mother in the arms of some handsome, muscular Bildarian.


  “Uh, I just wanted us, uh, to be comfortable,” he frowned at her, unable to keep from sweeping his eyes down her exquisite figure as he did.


  “Well, it most certainly looks comfortable,” she softly laughed, slowly clacking into the room on her high heels as Robbie met her at one of the lounges and helped her lie down on it.


  “I hope so,” Robbie told her, striding back around the table to his lounger.


  “It might be a little awkward eating lying down, don’t you think?” she asked him supporting herself on one elbow as he eased down onto his own chaise lounge.


  “I had Rachael prepare everything as finger food, so we won’t be needing any dining implements,” he grinned, appreciably eyeing her big, jiggling breasts.


  Suddenly the door whished open. Then Rachael came whirring into the room pushing a covered cart.


  Sweeping the cover off the cart, Rachael quickly filled their glasses with the deep, red Cherlot and then set about setting dishes of steaming food in front of them. The Kraybor 6000A was if anything, quick and efficient and within moments she were finished dispensing the plates of food. Replacing the cover on the cart, she quickly whirred out of the room closing the door behind her.


  Reaching for his glass, Robbie lifted it into the air and gently tapped it against hers as she copied his move.


  “Cheers…to the most beautiful woman alive…” he murmured, lifting the glass to his lips as he stared at his mother over the rim of the glass.


  “Cheers…” she murmured back, tipping her glass and taking a long sip on her Cherlot.


  Setting his glass down on the table, Robbie could already feel the warm glow of the Bevan spreading out from his belly.


  There was little need for conversation as they lay basking in the warm closeness of each other’s company while they leisurely ate. The flickering shadows created by the candles danced and wriggled over the lush curves and swoops of his mother’s beautiful body, highlighting them and making them seem even more sensual than ever.


  Then Robbie watched his mother lift one of the asparagus spears up to her mouth. As Robbie looked on, she opened her mouth and suggestively licked her little, pink tongue up the stem and tip of the spear. Then, she slowly closed her lips down around it.


  “Ummmm…” she suggestively murmured as she gently sucked on the plant.


  Robbie felt a shiver of excitement rush through his cock as he contemplated the simulation of his mother’s suggestive behavior. Was she really leading him on? Or was it all just a figment of his fevered brain, he wondered?


  After the second glass of Cherlot, both Robbie and Emma were feeling no pain as they tipsily chatted and flirted.


  All that remained of the meal were three chocolate-covered strawberries lying on a plate in the middle of the table. With a playful smile, Emma brought one of the strawberries up to her blush-berry-red lips. Deliberately looking into Robbie’s eyes, she eased her tongue out and slowly twirled round and round the berry, licking away its coating of chocolate as she did. Then she slowly eased it into her mouth and gently nipped it with her perfect, white teeth. As Robbie gawked on in feverish excitement, she finally eased it between her full, pouty lips and slowly chewed on it.


  His brain reeling from his mother’s evocative behavior, Robbie reached for one of the two remaining chocolate-covered strawberries. But at the same time he did, his mother leaned over and reached for her glass of Cherlot. Instead of finding a strawberry, Robbie’s fingertips brushed across the bare skin of one of his mother’s breasts. Time screeched to a sudden and abrupt stop as they both froze in place staring into each other’s eyes. Neither of them moved as they continued to stare at each other for several long seconds. Robbie’s trembling fingers were burning everywhere they touched the velvety smoothness of his mother’s soft, quivering breast as he held them pressed against her.


  At last, Robbie reluctantly pulled his hand back and broke contact with her breast.


  “Uh…sorry…” he whispered as they continued to stare into each other’s eyes.


  His mother didn’t say a word.


  Then as she stared into his eyes with her icy, blue eyes, she slowly reached around behind her back. Robbie couldn’t see what she was doing, but all of a sudden, the little straps of her bikini went slack and her bikini slipped down off her big, beautiful breasts. Robbie’s fingertips were still burning from the touch of her skin as he gawked down at the two perfect, round globes of tit flesh.


  Robbie was speechless as he stared down at the dangling, pink, melons. They were fantastic, both capped with a perfectly round circle of dark, pebbled flesh and tipped with a big, berry sized nipple. But then, as he gawked at one of the big, swollen nipples, it began to ooze. As he incredulously watched, a single big drop of pure, white milk formed on the tip of her big, swollen nipple.


  “Milk…” Robbie whispered unable to believe that his mother was producing milk.


  Was she pregnant, he feverishly wondered? No, she couldn’t be with a figure as slim and trim and shapely as hers. So how? How could she produce milk?


  Unable to take his eyes off her oozing nipple, he saw her reach up and slowly wipe a fingertip across the nipple to capture the drop of milk on it as she did. Then she slowly extended her arm and rubbed the dampened tip of her finger across his trembling lower lip.


  “For you…” she softly murmured as another drop of milk slowly began to form on her nipple to replace the one she had stolen from it.


  “But how…” Robbie murmured, licking the tip of his tongue over his lip.


  Marveling in the sweetness of the milk, Robbie tried to reason how his mother could not be pregnant and secrete milk as he watched the drop oozing out of her nipple grow bigger and bigger.


  “One can buy anything on the streets of Bildaria,” she whispered, catching the second drop on the tip of her finger. This time, as she brought her finger up to his lips, he opened his mouth. As he did, she suggestively eased her finger into his mouth. Closing his lips down around it, he gently sucked as he licked the sweet nectar off it.


  As Emma slowly withdrew her spit-covered finger out of his mouth, Robbie reached down and brusquely shoved the little table out from between them. Then rolling off his lounge onto his knees, he shuffled over to where his mother lay looking at him.


  “Mother…” he groaned, staring down at her in a testosterone-induced daze. His cock was so hard and swollen, it was throbbing painfully as he watched his mother gently cup a big, beautiful breast and lift it up toward him.


  Leaning down over her, he quickly pursed his lips around the swollen, oozing pap and began to suck. As he did, he was immediately rewarded when a gush of thick, sweet milk poured out into his mouth. He couldn’t recall ever tasting anything so sweet, so delicious. Sucking harder, he sucked out more and more of her sweet, warm milk as she lay smiling up at him.


  Was there more to this, he frantically wondered? Was this just the prelude to more between them or was she going to bring it all to a halt after he had drained her beautiful tits? Nothing even remotely close to this had ever happened between them before. He wanted more! He had to have more! He had to have her!


  Even swallowing as fast as he could, he couldn’t keep up with the flow of the thick, rich cream spewing out his mother’s soft, squishy tit. And some of the frothy, white nectar leaked out of his mouth and ran down his chin. Some innate primal force was guiding him now as he pushed his face into her breast with rough insistence. As he sucked, he could feel the heaviness of her breast pushing back against his mouth. He couldn’t get enough of her sweet, precious cream as it poured from her breast. Wanting more and more, he unconsciously raised his hand up to her breast, brushed her hand away and began to gently milk the soft, pliant breast.


  “Yessss…” he heard her softly hiss as her arm curled around his head and cradled him against her spewing breast.


  He didn’t know if it was his imagination or what, but as he sucked, he thought he could feel the size of her breast slowly diminishing.


  Reveling in the sheer perversion of nursing his mother once again, Robbie wanted so much more. He couldn’t wait any longer. He had to know. He had to know if there would be more.


  Standing crouched on his knees by her chaise, leaning down over her, Robbie lifted his hand and laid it on her firm, smooth belly. Continuing to hungrily suck and pull on her big, turgid nipple, Robbie let his hand lie on her belly for several long seconds before he began to slowly inch it down toward the bottom of her little, white bikini. When his mother made no move to stop him, he moved quicker. Seconds later he felt his fingertips brush against the top edge of her bikini.


  His brain was on fire. He had never experienced such intense excitement. This was his mother! His beautiful, sweet mother!


  The adrenaline coursing through his blood stream was causing his finger to tremble and shake as he slowly eased them down under the top edge of her bikini. As they began to slide down inside her bikini, Robbie felt the muscles in his mother’s belly tighten as she hollowed her belly to help him slide his fingers down inside her tiny bikini bottom.


  Robbie couldn’t breathe and he stopped sucking as he slipped his fingers lower and lower searching for the moist warmth of her secrecy.


  Then his fingertips encountered moisture as they rested against the soft, dew-covered lips of her womanhood. The roar inside his head was drowning out everything. He couldn’t hear. He couldn’t think. He could barely even breathe.


  Then he remembered the two little bows on her hips that held her bikini secured around her tiny, narrow waist. Easing his hand back out of her bikini, he plucked one bow open and then moved to the other one and picked it loose. With the ribbons holding her bikini bottom together untied, Robbie pinched the top edge of the tiny, white V and slowly peeled it down off the hairless smoothness of her mons.


  The big, swollen nipple continued to ooze out its thick, white milk as Robbie lifted his lips off it and looked down at her pussy. Slowly peeling the little white swatch of cloth down, he saw it was wetly clinging to the fleshy lips bordering her pussy. Once the material had lifted off her pussy, Robbie ogled her exposed womanhood in a euphoric daze. Then he slowly stuck out his middle finger and eased it down into the goo-smeared opening of his mother’s vagina.


  “Robbie…Robbie…” he heard her murmur as her arm lifted away from the back of his head.


  Slowly, Robbie began to slide his thick finger in and out of the tight clutch of his mother’s vagina. Then an electric shock ripped through his hard, throbbing cock as he felt his mother’s hand brush against it through the thin material of his shorts.


  “Take off your shorts…” she mumbled as she continued to rub his cock through them.


  Jerking his finger out of her tight pussy, Robbie fumbled with his shorts trying to get them unbuttoned and pushed down to free his hard, aching penis. Finally getting them unbuttoned, Robbie impatiently shoved them down to the floor and his giant hunk of man-meat sprang out into the open. As it did, his mother immediately curled her hot, little hand around it and gave it a squeeze.


  “So big…so hard…” she whispered as she continued to grope and squeeze his penis while Robbie dropped his hand back down between her legs.


  Robbie dropped his lips down to her oozing nipple and began sucking out more of her rich, warm milk as he gently worked his finger in and out of her hot, slippery cunt. As he did, Emma continued to grope and clutch at his big organ.


  At last the flow of delicious, warm cream began to slowly decrease and within moments stopped all together. Lifting his mouth off her foam covered nipple and areola, Robbie eased his finger out of the clinging wetness between her legs. Reaching down, he unclenched her clawing fingers from around his jutting peter and crawled down around to the end of her chaise lounge leaving his shorts on the floor behind him.


  Standing at the foot of her chaise lounge, Robbie reached down, gently lifted her foot up and eased her black high-heeled pump off her tiny foot. Setting her bare foot back down, he lifted her other foot into the air and gently eased her other high-heeled shoe off it. Looking down at him with bemused look on her face, she wriggled her toes as Robbie lifted one of her bare feet back up. Then he leaned down and slowly, sensuously sucked her tiny, little toe in between his lips. Flicking his tongue back and forth across it, he tickled it for several seconds before letting it slip out of his mouth. Then he moved to the next toe, and the next one, and the next one until he had anointed each of them with a coating of his spit. Lifting her foot higher, he started at her little, round heel and slowly licked his way up along the soft, warm sole of her foot.


  “Ummmmmm…” Emma softly murmured as Robbie eased her foot back down on the chaise and lifted her other dainty foot up into the air. Repeating the process on her other foot, Robbie lovingly worshipped at her tiny, dainty feet. Once her other foot had received its share of his attention, Robbie gently deposited it back down on the lounge and moved higher.


  As his mother lay with her long, shapely legs slightly bent at the knees and turned out so that her tiny toes were pointing out to the side, Robbie moved his lips up, kissing over the slight prominence of her ankle bone and up onto the swell of her calf. Smothering the soft, smooth skin of her calf with a rain of kisses and nibbles, he ever so slowly moved higher and higher leaving a faint sheen of salvia on her skin as he did. Reaching her knee, he dropped back down to the ankle of her other leg and slowly worked his way up over the swell of her other calf. But this time, when he reached her knee, he continued on upward and out onto the soft smooth skin of her milky, white inner thigh. Licking and nibbling at the velvety skin between her legs, he moved higher and higher.


  The pungent fragrance of her arousal grew stronger and more pungent as he approached the forbidden delicacy that lay where the juncture of the pit of her belly and her legs came together to form the Y. Stopping a hair’s breadth from the succulent treasure awaiting him between her legs, he dropped back down to her other knee and started the long, tortuous journey up her other soft, quivering inner thigh.


  Robbie’s fevered brain was swirling in eager anticipation. He could hardly wait to taste the liquid treasure that lay awaiting him. Then he finally felt his lips brush over the soft, slippery folds of flesh that wetly clung together to hide the forbidden delicacy that lay between them. Gently probing the soft, pliant flesh with the tip of his tongue, Robbie tried to part them and expose the succulence of the fertile valley between them.


  While he probed the soft flesh, Robbie saw his mother’s legs part as her feet drifted down onto the carpeted floor of the ship.


  It only took a few moments for him to probe the fleshy lips apart and brush them back away from the juice-filled furrow between them. Warm, sweet nectar continued to seep out of the tiny slit that lay almost hidden between the thick, swollen lips . Dipping his tongue down into the juice-filled furrow, Robbie slowly licked up it gathering the sweet nectar on his tongue as he did.


  Swallowing the warm goo, Robbie found the jutting bulb of her swollen clit with the tip of his tongue. As he raked his tongue across her clit, he felt her shiver as a soft murmur escaped her lips and floated down to his ears.


  Reaching up above her clit, he used his thumb to peel back the little protective hood and expose more of her clit to his tongue. Then as he worried her clit with his tongue, he brought his other hand up under his chin and probed the soft wetness with his fingers. Continuing to annoy and tease her clit with his tongue, he quickly found the slippery opening of her vagina with his fingers. Easing them down inside the hot, tight clutch of her pussy, he began to work them in and out of the gooey hole, pushing them in all the way up to their last knuckles on every deep penetration.


  Emma had her head thrown back against the chaise as she writhed and groaned. Her tight, round ass was pattering up and down on the lounger as she humped herself up against Robbie’s insistent attack. As Robbie’s fingers slid in and out of her, her pussy continued to spew out its thick, viscous juices, coating his fingers and hand with a gooey covering of the hot, clinging goo.


  Murmuring out soft, little mews, Emma was rolling her hips and grinding her clit against Robbie’s lapping tongue as he eagerly lapped at her exposed clit. As Robbie felt the muscles encircling the opening of her pussy tightening down around his fingers, he fucked them in and out of her faster and faster.


  Fluttering his tongue, he licked her clit harder and harder while he felt his mother’s leg spread apart wider and wider, opening herself even more . Her splayed knees were jerking from side to side as she thrust herself against her son’s mouth. Her big, gravity-flattened tits were still leaking, oozing out streams of creamy white milk as they trembled and quivered.


  “Oh—oh—oh—I’m—I’m—oh—oh, Godddddd…” Emma gasped out as her back arched up off the chaise and her legs began to quiver and shake. As they did, her hands flew down to Robbie’s head and her fingernails became claws, shoving his mouth down against her spewing, spurting pussy. Waves of pleasure spasmed through her pussy making it contract down around his thrusting fingers forcing out more and more hot, sticky juice.


  Thinking his mother would never stop shaking, Robbie finally felt her begin to relax and ease back down onto the chaise lounge.


  “God, you don’t know how much I needed that…” she groaned, smiling down at him as he eased his drenched fingers back out of the sopping hole between her legs.


  “Not as much as I did—” Robbie whispered, leaning back down and pursing his lips around her softening clit to give it one last kiss.


  “Oh—oh—no—no—too sensitive—” she fussed, pushing at his shoulders.


  Robbie couldn’t explain what had just happened. There had never been an inkling of this before. Incest! They were now guilty of incest. He had done this to his mother a million times in his dreams, but to have it actually happen? It was unbelievable.


  Slowly pushing up onto his knees, Robbie stood looking down at her, wondering about her sudden transformation how all this had happened. Things on this trip had been different from the moment they met; that first fiery, passionate kiss when they first saw each other; then his mother stripping down to nothing and playing with herself; the teasing, flirting gestures they had traded during the meal; her taking something to make herself lactate for him; letting him nurse her, touch her, bring her pleasure with his tongue. What had made her change, he feverishly wondered?


  “What brought all this on, Mother?” Robbie asked her, reaching down and lovingly running his fingers up the soft, smoothness of her inner thigh as she lay looking up at him.


  “I don’t really know. Maybe it’s just a really bad case of loneliness…” she murmured, reaching down to caress his big, jutting peter with the tips of her fingers. “Always being alone out here in space…no man around…your father never being there for me when I need him. I need a man to give me the love and affection I so want…can you give that to me?”


  “Oh, God yes, Mother! Anything! Anything you want…anything at all…just tell me…” Robbie groaned as he felt his mother’s hands curl around his aching hardness.


  Then gazing on in an ecstatic daze, he watched his mother use his penis as leverage to pull herself up to a sitting position. Sitting, facing him, she let go of his peter and curled her hands around behind his head. Pulling his face to hers, her soft, full lips found his and her tongue dove inside his mouth.


  This passionate, fiery kiss lasted for the longest time before her lips finally left his.


  Then, he felt his mother’s hands on his chest as she shoved him back away from her.


  “God, this is so wrong…so damned wrong,” she muttered, sitting staring deep in his eyes.


  Disappointed and frustrated, Robbie wondered if it was over. Had she come to her senses and was now going to stop their mad plunge into incestuous doom and despair.


  “But I can’t stop it. I’m sorry for what I’m about to do, but I get so damned lonely out here in space all alone. I can’t take it anymore. I want a man! I need a man! And you’re a man…” she wept, tears streaming down her cheeks.


  As Robbie stood on his knees watching her, she pushed up to her feet and reached down for his hands.


  “Come—let’s go to your cabin—” she mumbled, pulling him to his feet.


  As he stood, Robbie felt his cock flounce about wildly. Stepping along behind his mother, he followed her as she pulled him toward the door. Reaching the door, she urgently slammed her palm against the big, red button and watched the door slide open. Jerking Robbie out through the open doorway, Emma pulled him along behind her as they headed down the gangway toward Robbie’s cabin.


  The ship seemed empty and deserted as they raced along the hallway. None of the robots were anywhere to be seen. As they trotted along, Robbie could see his mother’s big tits flouncing and floundering about wildly. Glancing down at his big cock, he saw that it was sticking straight out in front of him, angrily slashing from side to side as he ran along beside his mother.


  “I’m sorry, Brian,” Robbie heard his mother mutter as he followed her into his cabin.


  I’m not, Robbie told himself as he followed his mother over to his giant, captain-sized bed. It was his father’s own fault. He should have taken better care of her. Maybe his father should have let her have the Robotron 2000 she wanted. Maybe then she wouldn’t have been so horny and none of this would have happened…


  Stopping beside his bed, Emma pause to look out the giant viewing port at the foot of his bed. The way the port was situated, when you were lying on his bed looking out it, it was almost like you were floating in space. It was almost as if they were going to be making love out amidst the thousands and thousands of stars he slept with every night. They would be the mute witnesses to the travesty about to unfold in their midst.


  But his mother didn’t seem to have time for pleasantries as she turned and quickly crawled up on the bed. Rolling over onto her back, she held out her arms to him.


  “Hurry, Robbie—hurry and come to your mother—come to your whore mother—” Emma babbled out as her legs flew apart to bare her weeping womanhood to him.


  Robbie needed no further invitation as he jumped up on the bed and immediately crawled up between his mother’s widely-spread legs.


  Raising her head, Emma looked down over her breasts to watch as Robbie grabbed hold of his giant prick and lifted its big, goo-slathered head up to her pussy. Emma didn’t think she’d ever seen a bigger, more impatient cock as Robbie fitted the tapered tip of its head down into the slippery, goo-slickened opening of her vagina.


  He was even bigger than his father, she apprehensively thought as she watched him let go of his cock and slowly dip his hips. She could feel her son’s big, meaty penis spreading her, stretching her pussy and widening the channel of her vagina as it slowly slid down inside her.


  “So fucking big…” she whispered, clutching her pussy down the invading monster.


  “Mother—” he grunted continuing to curl his hips, pushing his big peter deeper and deeper into the tight socket of her cunt.


  “Bigger than your father,” she murmured.


  “Really?” he groaned, sending the last of his nine inches down into the wet, sucking depths of her womb.


  “Yes—bigger—” she wept, dropping her legs over his and hooking the backs of her ankles around the muscular cheeks of his clenched ass.


  Then, holding himself thrust down inside her, grinding against her smooth, hairless mons, he kissed her and felt her arm brush against his as she reached out around her hips to dig her long, sharp fingernails down into the skin of his ass.


  “Give it to me, Baby—give me all of it—” Emma whimpered pulling him into her as deep as he could possibly go. “Fuck your whore mother!”


  Robbie needed no further encouragement Robbie as he jerked his ass back and began to fuck his mother’s tight, hot pussy.


  “Like this? Like this?” he panted as the cabin was suddenly filled with the obscene sound of their bodies clashing together as they fucked.


  “Yes—Yes—Like that—like that—” she grunted, digging her heels into his ass and lunging back at him.


  This was the defining moment in their lives as they bond themselves together in the fiery cocoon of incestuous communion for the very first time. Mother and son, their bodies locked together in the unholy consecration of incestuous wedlock, each of them giving of themselves to the other. Nothing could ever be the same again! They had stepped over the bounds and there was no turning back. They were alone now, treading desecrated soil. In a place no mother and son should have ever ventured.


  Emma loved her son as she could love no other man. It was meant for them to be together like this, she rationalized to herself as she gave herself up to him totally and completely…


  Robbie could feel his mother’s breasts crushing against his chest as they fucked. They were still leaking out streams of her warm milk, coating their chests with its sticky heat.


  “Yes—yes—yes—” Emma hissed out into Robbie’s ear as she dug her claws in deeper, pulling him into her. Robbie could sense the nearness of her orgasm as the tight ring of muscles encircling the opening of her vagina grew tighter and tighter around his pistoning maleness.


  “Mother—Mother—” Robbie gasped, trying to keep the fireball down inside his loins from bursting and filling his mother’s womb.


  “Mother—Mother—gonna—gonna—” Robbie gasped, using the last ounce of his will power to hold it back.


  “Yes—yes—yes—give it to meeeeee,” she wailed out, clamping her pussy down around her son’s thrusting prick as she felt her womb erupt in a blazing burst of pleasure so deep, so intense, she thought she was going to pass out.


  “Mother—Mother—” Robbie sobbed, his ass clenching tightly as he drove his cock into his mother as deep as he could. It felt like a thermo-nuclear bomb went off .inside his penis as the first fiery gush of cum spewed out into his mother’s hot, sucking cunt. His whole body was melting and spurting out into her one fiery gush after another. As it did, her pussy was clamping down around his erupting giant, clutching at it, pulling at it, milking it, and sucking out every last drop of his liquid treasure…


  It seemed to last an eternity, but at last it ended for them. Slowly pulling his wilting penis back out of the cum-filled gorge, Robbie flopped over onto his back beside her.


  “That was awesome…” Robbie gasped, trying to catch his breath.


  “Fantastic…” his mother whispered, slowly rolling over and crawling off the bed.


  Pushing up to her feet, she stood with her hands on her hips as she looked back at him


  “I’ll be back in a minute…so don’t you go anywhere, because I’m not finished with you…not by a long shot,” she murmured…
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  Chapter Two – And Master, there is a ship approaching


  Reaching over to the control panel on his headboard, Robbie twisted the light dimmer switch and lowered the lights down to a dim glow. Then, lying on his back with his arms crossed under his head, Robbie looked out through the viewing port to study the stars as he waited for his mother’s return.


  He still couldn’t believe that it had really happened. It had all happened so fast. One minute they had been having dinner, and then the next minute he had his mouth locked around his mother’s breast nursing her like a baby. He could still taste the sugary sweetness of her rich cream as he fondly thought back on the moment.


  From the moment he had touched her breast, their passion had gained momentum like a gathering storm on Fierrio, building and building until they found themselves locked together in incestuous communion as they made love. Glancing down at his cock, he could still see the evidence of their transgression on his penis as it glistened dully in the dim glow of the lights.


  Just then, the door to his cabin whisked open and his mother came strolling back into the cabin. Rolling her hips like some Bildarian street walker, she quickly made her way back over toward his bed. Basking in the warm, happy afterglow of their lovemaking, Robbie watched her big, heavy breasts softly heaving and undulating as she stepped closer and closer. Then he saw that she had a small, red bottle in her hand.


  “I’m back…” she whispered, bending a long, shapely leg and gracefully sliding up onto the bed beside him.


  “I can see,” he grinned, reaching out and gently cupping one of her big, sagging breasts. “What’s in the bottle?”


  “Oh, just a little something I bought in Bildaria,” she smiled, twisting the cap off the little bottle. “The stuff in this bottle has some rather remarkable qualities.”


  “Such as,” he grinned, pushing up onto his elbows as he watched her lift the bottle into the air above his big, limp penis.


  “For one thing…” she whispered, tipping the bottle and pouring out a little stream of clear red liquid directly onto his penis.


  Robbie felt a strange, tingling sensation tickle through his cock as his mother smiled at him and began rubbing the mysterious fluid into his dormant cock.


  “Wow,” Robbie grunted as he felt a jolt of electricity rush through his peter. Then it began to tingle as it immediately swelled up and hardened. Within moments it was jutting up out of his hairy groin as hard and stiff as it had ever been.


  “I told you,” she softly laughed, slowly twisting the cap back on the bottle. Then she tossed the bottle on the bed beside him and placed her hands on Robbie’s muscular chest.


  “Lie down,” she ordered him, giving him a gentle, but forceful shove.


  Dropping down onto his back, Robbie watched his mother kick a long, shapely leg up into the air and lift it across him. Then, straddling him, she moved up until her big, meaty pussy was directly above his cock. As his rock-hard penis lay on his belly, slowly pulsating with the beat of his heart, Emma lazily lowered her pussy down onto its rounded underside.


  Shoving a pillow under his head so he could watch what was going on down below, Robbie could see that the vestibule of her pussy was resting against his cock while the thick, gorged lips of his mother’s pussy were draped down around the sides of the shaft of his penis. Then, with a mischievous smile on her blush-berry-red lips, she began to slowly rock back and forth rubbing her pussy up and down the rounded underside of his big cock. As her pussy rubbed up and down his cock, it painted it with a coat of the hot, sticky juices pouring out of her pussy.


  Continuing to slowly rock back and forth, Emma leaned down and teasingly swung her big, dangling tits from side to side above his muscular chest letting the big, hard nipples scrape his skin.


  Reaching for the dangling treasures, Robbie gently cupped them in his hands. Fondling and squeezing them, he found their big, jutting nipples and began to tweak and pull on them with his fingers. As he did, breast milk began to flow from them and within moments his fingers were covered with the filmy white milk. After a few minutes of teasing, tantalizing foreplay, Emma pushed up onto her knees and reached down between her legs. Lifting his long, juice-slathered penis up off his belly, she held it straight up in the air and slowly lowered her pussy down, fitting the tapered tip of Robbie’s cockhead up inside the slippery opening of her vagina. Letting go of his cock, she lazily settled her pussy down onto his jutting penis.


  As her pussy sank down onto his cock, Robbie could feel the velvet-soft sheath collapse down around the thick shaft of his stiff penis.


  “Being inside you feels so good, Mom,” Robbie sighed. “You’re so hot…and so soft inside…”


  “I love the way you feel inside me,” she whispered, clutching her pussy down around his cock as she held herself pressed against him.


  “Better than when Dad is inside you?” Robbie jealously asked, roughly pinching her big, rubbery nipples, sending sprays of milk splashing down on the abdomen and chest as she ground herself against him.


  “Yes, better…” she whispered, flexing her long, shapely legs and pushing up, letting his cock slowly slither out of her wet, clinging pussy. She continued to lift her pussy up his jutting cock until only the big, swollen head of his penis remained inside the tight clutch of her vagina.


  “Mother, leave Dad—” Robbie whispered as she slowly sank back down engulfing his cock in the warm moistness of her womanhood. “Leave Dad and come live with me.


  “That’s a pretty big step,” she murmured as she pushed up again and let his big, juice-smeared cock slide back up the tight, clutching channel of her vagina.


  Emma was so wet, Robbie’s big cock was literally soaked with her hot juices as it slithered out of her pussy.


  “But I love you so much,” Robbie groaned, lifting his hips off the bed and thrusting up into her as deep as he could. “I don’t want you to ever leave.”


  “Don’t think about it. Don’t talk. Just make love to me now,” she whispered thrusting herself down around his embedded cock.


  “Mother…” Robbie groaned out, curling his hips up and driving his penis deep inside the hot socket of her cunt.


  Then as his mother slowly worked her pussy up and down on his cock, Robbie reached over to the control panel on the headboard and twisted one of the knobs.


  “What are you doing?” she panted, as sweat was starting to form on her forehead from the exertion of lifting herself up and down.


  “Gravity control,” he grinned as Emma suddenly found herself much, much lighter.


  “Nice,” she grinned.


  Not only did the gravity markedly decrease inside the cabin, but everything now seemed to be working in slow motion as they lazily fucked.


  As Robbie watched on with giddy exhilaration, he saw his mother’s big tits slowly float up, almost striking her chin every time she slowly sank down around his thrusting cock. Then, when she pushed up off him, the big udders slowly floated down gently slapping against her belly. As they struck her belly, the absence of gravity was replaced by the impetus of their downward flight and they shuddered like big bowls of jiggling, pink Jell-O when they struck.


  Effortlessly working up and down on his cock, Emma had to reach down and grasp hold of his waist to keep from flying off his cock every time she thrust back up. Floating up and down in the almost gravity-free cabin, Emma jerked herself down, letting her son’s big, hard cock plow up into her tightly clenched pussy over and over again.


  “I could go on and on and on,” she softly giggled as the force of her downward thrust made her ass jiggle and ripple every time their bodies met. “I could fuck you and your beautiful cock all night long…”


  “Please do,” Robbie grinned up at her as she continued to float up and down on his jutting penis.


  Then, as her big tits floundered up and down, they began secreting out streams of white milk. As the streams of milk shot out of her big, puffy nipples, the streams broke apart into drops. The almost weightless air of the cabin was soon filled with the flying droplets of milk as they flew about leaving white splatters of milk on everything they touched. Expecting to see the white splatters run down the walls, Robbie saw that the globules of milk just stuck and clung to the walls.


  “I’m certainly making a mess,” Emma murmured watching the droplets of milk splatter everywhere.


  “Don’t worry about it…Rachael will clean it up,” he grinned up at her trying to catch some of the tasty nectar in his mouth.


  During thirty minutes of almost effortless fucking, Emma had suffered through four more orgasms and the walls of the cabin were speckled with her thick, white cream.


  Robbie could feel his own impending eruption building down inside his goo-covered balls as his mother continued to float up and down on his cock.


  Then Robbie reached back over to the control panel and gave the gravity-control knob another twist. As he did, they slowly lifted off the bed and floated up into the air. As they slowly lifted off the bed, Robbie gave Emma a twist and rolled over on top of her as they slowly twisted and turned around the cabin. Then Robbie felt his mother’s long legs wrap themselves around his waist while he continued to pound away at her pussy.


  The copulating pair rolled and twisted through the air as they fucked. Oblivious to anything but themselves, they bounced off one milk-smeared wall only to float over to another wall and bounce off it. Floating and fucking, they careened around the cabin like two pink, magnetized pin balls in some weird, obscene pinball game.


  Then, all of a sudden, Emma’s legs shot straight out and began to shake and shiver. As they did, she lost her hold on Robbie and their bodies flew apart at the precise instant Robbie’s big dick began to spurt out thick, ropy strands of jism. The ropes of cum flew out of the head of his twitching, jerking cock and splattered everywhere. Some of the gelatinous cream even struck his mother’s big tits, coating them with a thick film of the creamy goo. More of the gooey cream splattered on the walls to join the splotches of his mother’s milk.


  His cock finally stopped firing off and began to wilt as they both aimlessly floated around the cabin. Finally, Robbie pushed off the ceiling of the cabin and floated back down toward the bed. Reaching it, he grasped hold of the gravity knob.


  “Gonna turn the gravity back on,” Robbie grunted, watching his mother floating in the air above him.


  “Slowly,” she warned him.


  “Yeah,” he grinned gradually twisting the knob.


  They both felt gravity clutch at their bodies and begin to pull them back down. Both of them maneuvered over above the bed as Robbie continued to twist the knob. Then, as both of them floated down to the bed, Robbie twisted the knob to full gravity and they flopped onto the bed.


  Sitting on the bed beside Robbie, Emma ran her eyes over the splattered walls.


  “What a mess…” she giggled.


  “That it is,” Robbie grinned. “Emma, could you please send Rachael down to my cabin… we seemed to have had an accident that needs to be cleaned up.”


  “Yes, Master,” the Kraybor 6000 purred back. “And Master, there is a ship approaching.


  “A ship? Have you contacted it?” Robbie asked with a befuddled look on his face. “Is it friendly?”


  “Yes, Master. It’s your father, Brian…” Emma murmured back.


  “Dad!” Robbie exclaimed.


  “Brian!” Emma blurted out at almost the same instant.


  “What the fuck is he doing out here?” Robbie asked out loud.


  “I don’t know, Master,” Emma told him. “But he said that he wanted to dock in ten minutes.


  “Did you, uh, did you tell him what…what my mother and I were doing?” Robbie fearfully asked.


  “No, I told him you were out working with the seedlings,” the Kraybor softly laughed. “Not planting seeds…”


  “Thank Lothar,” Robbie muttered looking over at his mother. “You’d better put some clothes on. And the more the better I think.”


  “It might help if you put some on, too,” she chided him. “And try to stop looking so guilty. You look like the cat that just ate the canary.”


  Ten minutes later, Emma and Robbie were dressed and standing by the docking bay as they watched Brian’s ship maneuver up alongside the Albatross.


  Five minutes later and the three of them stood in the Albatross’s docking bay.


  “Dad, what are you doing out here? Is something wrong?” Robbie asked him.


  “Yes, but I’ll explain later. Right now I need to talk to your mother…Alone,” Brian told him, reaching for Emma’s hand. “Can we use your cabin?”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, sure,” Robbie mumbled feeling a strange new jealousy that he had never felt before.


  Walking along behind them, Robbie watched them hurrying down the gangway hand in hand as they fled toward his cabin.


  When they disappeared into his cabin, Robbie made his way back to the command module. Dropping into his captain’s chair, Robbie flicked on the ship’s monitoring system. As he did, the master monitor screen flashed on.


  On the monitor screen there were several smaller squares, each with a view of a different part of the ship. Seeing the square that had his cabin in it, Robbie reached out and touched the square with the tip of his finger. As he did, the picture expanded to cover the entire screen and Robbie found himself face to face with his father’s big, hairy ass as it bounced up and down between Emma’s widespread legs.


  A jolt of jealous rage ripped through his brain as he watched his father’s big, juice-smeared cock sliding in and out of his mother’s pussy. Why was she letting him fuck her, Robbie silently railed? Didn’t she love him love him anymore? How could she let him do that to her? Hadn’t last night meant anything to her?


  Staring at the screen, he watched his mother spread her long legs wider and lift them up in the air. As his father’s big, hairy ass continued to jerk up and down above her, Emma was digging her little, round heels into his ass every time he drove his cock down into her.


  Reaching over, Robbie adjusted the volume knob so that he could listen in on what they were saying as they fucked. But he heard no voices. All he could hear were the grunts coming from his father, the soft mewings of his mother, and the loud, obscene sounds of their bodies slapping together every time his father ripped his big cock into her wet, juicy cunt.


  It was almost more than he could take. He wanted to run down to his cabin and jerk his father off her. Jerk him off and beat him to within an inch of his life. But he couldn’t. If he did, then his father would know. Know about them and what had happened between them last night. So all he could do was watch on in an impotent rage.


  Then, all of a sudden, he saw his father’s ass began jerk and jiggle as it tightened and clenched. As it did, his father humped his cock up into his mother’s pussy as deep as it would go. Suspecting that his father was finishing, filling his mother’s pussy with cum, Robbie’s suspicions were shortly confirmed when gooey, white cream began to ooze out around his father’s big embedded cock.


  As his father’s ass finally stopped clenching and began to soften and relax, Robbie saw his father pull his cock back out of his mother. Then backing away from her, his stood up.


  When he did, Robbie saw his father’s skin begin to take on a greenish hue.


  “Brian! Brian, what’s happening?” Emma mumbled staring up at him in shock and dismay.


  “I’m not Brian…” the man said as lines began to form on his skin. Within moments, his body was covered with glistening, green scales.


  “What in the…” Emma gasped staring at the creature in disbelief.


  “I am Gornoth. I am a Krogon from the planet, Krog. Sadly, I am the last of my ancient race and I’m dying…” Robbie heard the creature say in a creaky, tinny voice as a long, scaly tail materialized out of the creature’s ass.


  “But what…” Emma groaned, lying on the bed with her legs still widely spread as a stream of white goo continued to ooze out of her exposed pussy.


  “I had to leave another half-Krogon son to keep the race from dying with me…” Gornoth said as long, white tusks began to form and extend down from his mouth. “Just as Robbie is half-Krogon, so will be your second child. It’s all explained in the letter I left on my ship…”


  “I don’t understand…” Emma mumbled.


  Robbie couldn’t believe his ears as he stared at his father. I’m not a half-Krogon! I’m a human! Just like my mother!


  “I had to impregnate you, and now that it’s done, I am of no use anymore. So, I must go,” Gornoth choked out, staggering back and clutching at his throat.


  Gornoth’s long tail began to slash about wildly as he stumbled and dropped to his knees. Then, suddenly, in a brilliant flash of light, Gornoth disappeared leaving behind a small, smoking pile of light gray ash.


  Robbie and Emma continued to stare down at the mound of ashes for several long seconds before either of them moved.


  Finally, Robbie jumped to his feet and went tearing down to his cabin. Stabbing the big, red button, he watched the door whisk open. Stepping into his cabin, Robbie saw that his mother was still lying on the bed. Her long, shapely legs were still bent at the knees and splayed out to the side as she had pushed up to her elbows and was staring down between her widespread legs at the pile of gray ashes.


  “Mother…” Robbie muttered, not knowing what else to say as he stared down at the gaping, pink wound between his mother’s legs.


  Even with Gornoth’s vile, gray semen leaking out of it, it still had an almost hypnotic control over him and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from it.


  “Are you a Krogon?” he heard his mother whisper, breaking his reverie.


  “No, I’m a human—you know that,” Robbie whined.


  Then he stumbled over to the bed, unbuttoning his shorts as he went. Stopping beside the bed, Robbie urgently shoved his shorts down his legs and freed his big, jutting cock.


  Impatiently crawling up on the bed, he moved up between her widespread legs. Grabbing hold of his cock, he quickly aimed it down at the goo-slathered hole between her legs.


  “Take mine—take my seed—let me impregnate you and replace his seed—” Robbie grunted out as he jerked his hips forward and sent his peter ripping down into the cum-filled channel of her cunt.


  “Yes—yes—yes—” Emma cried out, thrusting herself back at him as their bodies once again became one. “Give me your child—our child—”


  Robbie became a wild man, furiously humping away at his mother’s pussy as he tried to replace the creature’s vile seed with his own.


  “Yes—yes—yes—fuck me—fuck me—” Emma blathered out, kicking her heels up in the air and pounding them against Robbie’s bouncing ass. As they fucked like wild Bilderian dogs, Emma’s breasts began to spew out milk again and within moments her tits and Robbie’s chest were drenched with a thick, clinging film of her warm, white milk.


  But the fiery passion of their fucking was too much for both of them. Emma was the first to acquiesce to the savage attack on her pussy as a flaming, all-consuming orgasm welled up from the depths of her womb. Her whole body stiffened and began to convulse as spasms of pure, electric pleasure ripped through her pussy.


  As her vagina convulsed and clamped down around Robbie’s cock, it triggered a massive explosion down inside his cum-covered balls. Cum, thick, seed-laden cum, began to spew out of his cock and out into her cunt. It felt like gallons of the potent, sperm-filled cream poured out into her hungry pussy as he came and came . But she took it all. Sucking it out into her womb to replace the virulence that Gornoth had already deposited there…


  “Do you think it worked?” Robbie panted, slowly backing his emptied cock back out of her overflowing cunt.


  “I don’t know…but we can keep on trying until it does…can’t we,” she smiled at him.


  “Yeah,” he grinned reaching for the little, red bottle that still lay on the bed where they had left it.


  “No, no, let’s go read the letter first and see what it says,” she laughed pushing him away.


  Not even bothering to dress, they hurried down to the docking locks and went into Gornoth’s ship.


  Stepping onto the ship, they saw that it was filled with hundreds of crates bearing the Feinstein logo.


  “Wonder what’s in the crates?” Robbie mumbled, stepping over to one and running his fingers over it.


  “Open one and find out,” Emma told him, looking around for something to open the crate with.


  “Okay,” Robbie laughed finding a small crowbar attached to the side of one of the crates.


  Hooking the curved tip of the bar under one of the boards, he quickly pried it off. Then he repeated the process until the entire top of the crate was removed. Reaching down to the paper sheeting that covered whatever it was underneath it, he anxiously peeled the paper back.


  “Oh, my, Lothar…” Robbie gasped when he found himself staring down at the stacks of Fierrian one-hundred dinero notes that filled the crate. “There must be a million of them in the crate.”


  “And there are at least four or five hundred crates,” Emma said, greedily running her eyes over the crates.


  “Well, Mom,” Robbie grinned, stepping over and sweeping his mother into his arms. “It looks like all of our problems are solved, doesn’t it? Dad’s gone. We’re wealthy beyond belief…and we have each other. What more could we want? I’ll ask you one more time. Mother, will you come live with me?”


  “Yes! Yes, I will come live with you,” she cried, taking his head between her hands and giving him a long, deep, probing kiss.


  “You want to go to bed and seal the deal?” he grinned as he dropped his hands down to her firm ass, groped it and pulled her against his cock.


  “The letter…let’s find the letter and read it first,” she told him, pushing away from him. “And then we can go back to bed…”


  “Deal,” he laughed, looking around for the letter.


  Then, almost at the same moment, they saw the envelope leaning against the monitor screen of the captain’s console.


  Stepping over to the console, Emma reached down and tentatively plucked the letter off the console. Cautiously peeling the envelope open, she reached inside and somewhat apprehensively pulled the letter out.


  Unfolding the letter, she held it where both she and Robbie could read it.


  


  EMMA AND ROBBIE…the letter began.


  The letter went on to explain that the money on the ship had come from the sale of their business. And it was theirs since Gornoth had no further need of money where he was going. As were the Princess Liah and the Albatross the letter went on to explain. Gornoth had apparently paid them off with some of the money from the sale of the business.


  The letter continued on, explaining that Robbie was indeed half-Krogon. And even though he was only half-Krogon, Robbie, had all the powers of a full-bloodied Krogon. And with that power, he could indeed mutate to any life form he chose. The trick to mutating, the letter said, was focusing all his energy on the life form he chose to mutate into and then commanding his body to mutate into that form.


  Then the letter ended with a big, scrawling Gornoth…


  


  Finishing the letter, Emma refolded the letter and slipped it back inside the envelope.


  “Try it…” Emma said, setting the letter back in its place on the console.


  “Try what?” Robbie asked with a puzzled look on his face.


  “Mutating…” Emma smiled.


  “That’s kind of scary,” Robbie muttered. “What if I can’t mutate back? And you’re stuck with some kind of freaky monster…”


  “Oh, go ahead…I’d love you even if you looked like one of the Horrors from Hades…” she smiled at him.


  “Well, if you say so,” he mumbled, his forehead creasing into a frown.


  Suddenly, there was a blinding flash of light and Emma found herself face to face with a giant, black Hordon.


  “I might have figured,” she laughed, staring at the evil-looking creature standing before her. Then her eyes dropped down to the creature’s huge, dangling penis. Hanging down between the beast’s muscular thighs, the giant organ’s bloated, black head was almost touching the Hordon’s knees.


  Hordons were giant, black creatures that lived on the planet Hornan. The male Hordons were known for the size of their enormous penises and their sexual appetite and prowess. Legend had it that Garthot, the leader of the Hordons, had once fucked non-stop for three Hornanian days and in the process, worn out twenty Hordon women.


  “Well that was easy,” Robbie grinned, reaching down and wrapping his hand around the giant, black thing that hung down between his legs. “Have you ever had any Hordon cock?”


  “NO!” Emma emphatically denied.


  “Would you like to try some?” Robbie laughed, his handsome, black face lighting up with amused smugness as he slowly stroked his hand up and down the shaft of the hardening monster down between his legs.


  “I wonder if all the things they say about Hordon males being such amorous lovers are true?” Emma wondered out loud.


  “Why don’t we go back to my cabin and find out,” Robbie suggested in a deep, resounding bass voice.


  “I’ve always wanted to have my own Hordonian lover,” she giggled, grabbing Robbie’s big, black hand and tugging him out of the ship and back into the Albatross.


  “This is such a new and exciting side of you. A side I never knew existed,” Robbie told her as they hurried along the gangway heading back to his cabin. “I never knew a woman could be so, so sexually charged and exciting.”


  “Being all alone in space all the time gives a woman a lot of time to think. Time to think and fantasize about things…and now my dream has come true…lost in space with the one person I love more than any one. No rules. No one snooping around imparting their silly, inane rules and beliefs on us…I just feel so free to do as I want…” Emma told him.


  But as they walked along, Robbie began to feel his mind being filled with strange, foreign feelings. Robbie felt himself feeling less and less like Robbie and more and more like the Hordon creature whose body he had invaded. He found himself looking on his mother, not as his mother, but just another pussy. Another juicy, pink pussy for him to fuck. Now there was nothing on his mind but pussy. Pussy and sex. This woman’s beautiful, pink pussy and what he was going to do to it…


  By the time they reached his cabin, Robbie’s huge black penis was arching up out of his hairy groin, twitching with evil menace and impatience.


  Stopping in the doorway, Robbie watched the woman as she padded across the cabin to the bed. He could see the muscles in her round, firm ass rippling and quivering with each mincing step she took. As she slowly crawled up onto the bed, the strange, foreign thoughts filled his head with an overpowering urge.


  He would show her. He would show this beautiful, white woman what kind of lover a black Hordon could be. He would fuck her and fuck her and fuck her until she was nothing but a quivering heap of white meat…and then he would fuck her some more. He would show the inferior human race what a superior, black Hordon was capable of.


  Arrogantly striding over to the bed with his gigantic, black cock angrily slashing the air in front of him, he stopped by the bed where the beautiful, white woman lay looking up at him. Insolently leering at her , he reached down and slowly ran his fisted hand up and down the giant, jutting penis arching up from his hairy groin.


  “White woman ready for fucking of her life?” he growled out.


  “Uh, uh, Robbie?” Emma questioned him.


  “Robbie?” the beast asked, a puzzled look on his proud, black face. “Who Robbie? Me, Rathgot!”


  “Oh, no…” Emma whispered, cringing back away from the powerfully built black beast.


  “Woman, spread legs,” Rathgot growled out, reaching for her legs to do it himself if she didn’t comply.


  “Wait—no, wait—put some of this in me first,” she whimpered, grabbing up the little, red bottle, twisting the top off and frantically shoving it at him.


  “What this?” Rathgot asked, holding the bottle in his big, black hand as he studied it.


  “Please—please—just do it—” Emma begged, reaching down and grabbing hold of her ankles. Then, kicking her long legs up in the air, she pulled them up, tilting her pussy and presenting it to the evil, black ogre. She had her legs pulled back so far, she resembled a V lying on its side. The fronts of her thighs were rubbing against her gravity-flattened breasts and her feet were only inches above her face as she anxiously waited.


  With an evil leer on his black face, Rathgot leaned down and slowly jammed the tip of the bottle into the opening of her vagina. Then he squeezed the bottle and Emma felt a tingling sensation flow down through her pussy.


  “More—more—please—” Emma whimpered.


  Smiling arrogantly, Rathgot squeezed harder and more of the magic elixir squirted out into her pussy.


  “That enough?” Rathgot snorted.


  “Yes, yes, that’s enough,” she told him, letting go of her ankles as he pulled the bottle out of her pussy and handed it back to her. Twisting the cap back on the bottle, she tossed it down on the bed and looked up at the big, black beast as he stood between her legs leering down at her.


  “Ready, whitey?” Rathgot grinned down at her.


  Hoping that she could take the massive monster sticking up out of his belly, Emma spread her legs as far apart as they would go as she stared at the jutting, black serpent.


  Standing on his knees between her outstretched legs, Rathgot slowly leaned down over her. As he did, Emma watched his big, black dick twitch and jerk with angry impatience. She had never seen a cock so hard, so evil looking, so angry, so huge!


  “Are all Hordon men as big as you are?” she timidly asked.


  “No…most bigger…” he cackled, wrapping his big, black fist around his huge, black cock. “My cock bigger than human cock?”


  “Yes—oh, yes—much—much, much bigger,” she whimpered, gawking at the throbbing giant as it twitched and jerked with malignant evil.


  Emma could see the beast’s big, black balls dangling down dragging along the bed as he inched forward aiming his cock at the goo-covered gash between her legs. Watching him reach out for her, she felt him slide his hot hands under her thighs. Clutching her legs, he lifted them up into the air as she lay watching her legs rise higher and higher. As they rose, she realized just how vulnerable her pussy was going to be. As her legs lifted, her oozing pussy tilted up and she felt his big balls brush against it. But he continued to push her legs up until her thighs were pressed down against her flattened breasts. Now she lay looking up at him with her ankles resting on his broad, black shoulders and her tiny feet her brushing against his bristly cheeks.


  Looking down between her ivory white thighs, she could see the fat, puffy lips of her vulnerable, pink pussy were stickily clinging together as he slowly backed his hips until the massive purple head of his big, black peter was resting on her pussy. Then, he let go of one leg and curled his hand around the giant, black demon once again. Leering down between her long legs, Rathgot slowly bent his stiff, unyielding penis down to the fat, gorged lips that hid the opening of her vagina from view. Probing at her pussy-lips with the tapered head of his big, black dick, he used it to spread them apart. He continued to rub the purplish-red head of his black dick up and down between her pussy lips until it was glistening wetly with the gooey juice oozing out of the now exposed opening of her cunt. Then, as he fitted the head of his dick down in the juice-slickened opening of her vagina, she grabbed hold of his shoulders.


  “Put it in—put it in¬—put your damned black cock in my pussy—in my little pink pussy,” she muttered, staring up into his handsome, grimaced face as he prepared to impale her with his great, black dick.


  “I will,” he muttered, leaning down and slowly pushing his cock down into her vulnerable pussy.


  “Oh, Sweet Lothar, so big—so fucking big…” she groaned out, as she felt his big, black dick slowly sliding down between the pink, goo-covered lips of her pussy.


  Finally, Emma felt the bristly curls of his pubic hair grind down against the smooth, hairless skin around her stuffed pussy.


  “White woman’s pussy so tight,” Rathgot grunted, thrusting his cock onto her as deep as it would go, “tight and hot…not like Hordon pussy.”


  “And you got the biggest damned dick I’ve ever had,” Emma muttered back, clutching her pussy down around his buried giant.


  Then, she felt Rathgot’s strong, black hands curl around her shoulders. Digging his fingers into her shoulders, he roughly jerked her back onto his deeply embedded peter as he lunged forward and buried it even deeper inside her hot, clutching cunt. Staring up at his sweaty, black face, she saw a look of arrogance and insolence.


  “I think I like white woman’s pussy,” Rathgot smirked down at her as he began to fuck her with deep, penetrating strokes.”


  The giant, black dick was penetrating her so deeply, its great swollen head was breaching the puckered opening of her cervix on every deep plunge. But as it did, the magic elixir was doing its work and it felt like she was getting fucked twice on every deep, bone-jarring thrust. Once at the opening of her vagina and again at the opening of her cervix as Rathgot tirelessly humped away at her pussy…and cervix.


  Looking up at his handsome, black face, she watched her tiny feet waving in the air beside his head as he pummeled her pussy.


  Her big tits were dangling to the side, pulled there by gravity, jiggling and sloshing up and down in rhythm with the pounding attack her pussy was receiving.


  Five minutes, then ten, then fifteen minutes flew by before she felt her first orgasm begin to build and grow down inside her battered pussy.


  Then she felt it welling up from the depths of her womb. The heart-stopping pleasure was so intense and overpowering, she thought she was going to pass out as her body shook and flopped about like a marionette with no puppeteer to control it.


  Sweat painted his face and chest, making his ebony skin glisten brightly in the glare of the lights as he fucked her with deep, teeth-rattling strokes. Emma could feel his sweaty chest rubbing against the backs of her thighs as he savagely ripped his big cock in and out of her battered cunt. Rathgot was grunting and gasping for breath as he pounded away at her drooling pink pussy. Sweat was pouring off his face and chest, dripping down between her thighs and covering her tits and belly with its warm wetness. Her ears were filled with the loud, wet sounds of their bodies lewdly slapping together as they fucked like Bildarian dogs, oblivious to everything but their own gluttonous gratification.


  The sweaty cheeks of Rathgot’s black ass glistened like polished ebony as they tirelessly worked up and down driving his giant penis in and out of her sex. Her bestial rape went on and on as countless orgasms came and went for her with almost clock-work regularity.


  Time seemed to be rushing by as first an hour passed, then two, then three came and went, along with the twenty or more orgasms Emma suffered through.


  Straining, Emma could feel another orgasm gathering down inside her battered pussy.


  “Gonna come…gonna come…” she gurgled, clutching her pussy at his monstrous cock.


  “Yeah—yeah—come—come on my big, black cock,” Rathgot cackled, somehow kicking up the attack to another level.


  Emma had never been fucked with such brutal savagery as the black beast’s gigantic peter flew in and out of her pussy.


  Then, all at once, vivid flashes of reds and yellows danced through her fevered brain as yet another convulsion of pleasure exploded down inside her spasming cunt.


  Never had she felt anything like it as her body began to twitch and jerk in another orgasmic seizure. Eyes clenched shut, head thrown back, she thrust her cunt up at the Hordonian’s hammering rape of her pussy. Her back was arched so tightly she thought it might snap at any second. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. All she could do was gasp for air. The only thing she was aware of was the exquisite spasms of pure, unadulterated pleasure tearing through her pussy and brain as the giant, black cock relentlessly slid in and out of her. There was nothing else. Nothing else mattered to her now except the fevered gratification of her body and mind.


  She couldn’t take any more. She had to stop. She had to rest and repair the burnt out synapses in her brain.


  “Wait—can’t go—no more—too many—” she sobbed pushing at Rathgot’s sweaty chest and trying to get him to stop. “Please—please stop—”


  “Not through!” he angrily exclaimed, continuing to pound away at her battered pussy.


  “Wait—wait—” she pleaded. “Emma—Emma—please—please send the girls to the captain’s quarters at once—please…”


  “Mistress, I felt they might be needed…they await just outside the door,” Emma, the computer purred.


  “Please send them in,” Emma, the mother begged.


  The door suddenly whisked open and the three statuesque Robotron 2000s came strutting into the cabin.


  “Ummm…more white pussy,” Rathgot muttered with a broad, smirking grin on his black face as he slowly backed his monstrous, black penis back out of Emma’s glutinous cunt. As his cock came slithering out, it was glistening wetly and literally dripping with Emma’s thick, viscous juices.


  The moment the giant black monster was out of her, Emma pushed back away from Rathgot and scooted up to the headboard of the bed.


  “Which one…which one do you want?” Emma asked, tiredly leaning back against the headboard of the bed.


  “That one,” Rathgot grinned, poking his finger in the direction of Tilly. “Like hair that color…”


  Tilly didn’t utter a word. She just reached around behind her back, untied her bikini top and let it go floating to the floor of the cabin. As she did, her exquisite, perfect breasts sprang out into the open. The big, berry-sized nipples jutting out of the centers of her tits were hard and swollen, simulating arousal in the Robotron. Then she reached down and hooked her thumbs under the waist band of her tiny bikini bottom. Rathgot’s eyes locked on her big, dangling jugs as they hung down swinging from side to side when she bent down and shoved the bottom of her bikini down her long, curvaceous legs.


  Her pussy, seemingly mimicking Emma’s, was bare and devoid of hair as she stood back up and teasingly twirled her bikini bottom around a long finger.


  “Which of Tilly’s orifices does Master wish to use?” The beautiful Robotron asked, running the backs of the long, plastic fingers of one hand down over her smooth, pink mons. “This one? Or perhaps this one?” she murmured, reaching around behind her ass and running her fingers down the crack of her exquisite ass. “Or maybe this one…” she asked, suggestively circling her tongue around her perfect, pink lips.


  “Pussy,” Rathgot smirked, crawling down off the bed.


  Emma and the two Robotrons watched as the big, black beast stalked over to Tilly.


  Wrapping his big, black hands around Tilly’s tiny waist, Rathgot lifted her up into the air. Then he turned and clomped back over to the bed. Spinning her around, he tossed her on the bed face down. With a guttural growl, he reached down and roughly pushed her long, fake legs apart to expose the glistening, pink opening between them.


  Lifting his glistening, black penis up to the opening, Rathgot fitted its huge, purple head inside Tilly and lunged forward. As his muscular, black ass jerked forward, his giant peter slashed inside Tilly’s pussy, driving in all the way up to the curly black bristles encircling its thick, round base. As their groins smashed together they made a loud, wet smacking sound. But more obscene, vulgar sounds immediately followed as they were quickly generated by the fucking pair.


  Rathgot quickly found out that Robotron pussy was much different from human pussy as he felt thousands of tiny suckers begin to suck on his big, pistoning cock.


  “Um, good,” he grunted, digging his fingers down into the Robotron’s spongy, giving ass cheeks. Clutching her ass cheeks in his hands, he used them as leverage as he savagely attacked the hot, sucking hole between Tilly’s outstretched legs.


  Then he saw Tilly push up onto one arm and reach down under herself to one of her flopping, dangling tits. Looking at her image reflecting back from the plexigon viewing port, he saw her pinch one of her big, knobby nipples between a finger and thumb. Then he saw her give the nipple a twist. As she slowly twisted the big, rubbery nipple, he could feel the intensity of the suction down inside her hot, tight pussy begin to increase. As she continued to twist her nipple, her pussy sucked harder and harder.


  Within moments, Tilly’s hot, little pussy was sucking on his cock so hard, it felt like she was going to suck his big, dangling, black balls into her pussy, too. Her pussy was sucking on him so hard, he could barely overcome the suction to pull his cock back down the tight, sucking channel of her fake pussy.


  Rathgot soon found out that Hordon cock was no match for Robotron pussy as he felt his giant penis jerk down inside the tight clutch of Tilly’s pussy. Then a gigantic spume of thick, creamy Hordon cum came spewing out of his cock and Tilly’s pussy hungrily sucked it down.


  As he erupted down inside the Robotron’s fake pussy, Rathgot felt himself losing control as Robbie fought his way back into the creature’s consciousness. Staggering back away from Tilly, Robbie looked down and saw that his skin was slowly turning from black to pink. And his gigantic cock was slowly wilting back to normal, if you could nine inches normal, he proudly thought.


  Robbie was so tired, he could hardly stand up. His muscles ached from the over-strenuous workout they had received at Rathgot’s hands. Trying to lift his leg up on the bed, he found he was too tired. Then Tina and Tamantha stepped up beside him and gently lifted him up onto the bed. That was the last thing Robbie remembered…


  


  The End
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  I hope that you liked this little story about Evergreens. If you did and would like to read some more of my stories, these are the stories on Smashwords:


  


  Black Friday - Erotica - Whore Queen - The Garden Gates - Trailer Trash


  All Hail – The King I and II - Oreo - Father Gander’s Naughty Tales – I & II


  Mother’s Milk - Love Potion - Different Names - Teacher’s Pet - The Voice


  Boob Job - Escort Service - Everything is Wrong - Cockball - Teacher’s Tales


  The Cheerleader Squad - Daddy’s Little Secret


  The Island of the Goddess
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