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Gerald watched the azure water glide by
underneath the plane. Seeing an occasional whitecap break the
surface of the water, he wondered what it would be like to be out
on a boat in the ocean. But those thoughts only occupied his mind
for a few moments, before he returned to his son's family. It had
been five years since he had seen Bob and Ann. Wondering how much
they had aged, he recalled how pretty his son's wife, Ann was. And
his granddaughter Julie, looked stunning in the occasional picture
he had received from them. She had been away at summer school the
last time he had visited, so he hadn't seen her for seven years.
She had only been thirteen the last time he saw her, but even then
already a budding beauty. Way back then, he could see Emily in her
looks. Dear, sweet Emily, he thought. She'd been gone for eight
months now. And he missed her terribly.

Choking back a sob, he turned his eyes back
to the ocean…

Listening to the screech of the tires on the
tarmac, he felt a shudder run through the aircraft as it quickly
slowed. Watching the landscape flash by outside the window, he
realized he was a little apprehensive about seeing Bob and Ann.
Wiping his sweaty palms on his pants, he felt the plane swerve off
the runway as it headed for the docking chute.

Before he knew it, he was walking down the
concourse, scanning the waiting crowd for Bob and Ann.

Suddenly, his heart skipped a beat as he
spotted Emily in the crowd. It was really her, he told himself.
Only she was a much younger Emily. Only twenty or so. Then she
waved at him, and he realized that the woman must be his
granddaughter, Julie. She was smiling from ear to ear as he went
around the barrier and stepped up to her.

"Granpa Lane," she bubbled, "welcome
home."

"My goodness, Julie," he smiled, pulling her
to him and giving her a big hug. "You're all grown up."

"I'm afraid so," she laughed, hugging him
back.

It was then that he became uncomfortably
conscious of her breasts. They were big. Very big, he thought as he
felt them pressed against his chest. Ashamed that he had even
noticed them, he quickly released her and stepped back.

"Uh…where's Bob and Ann?" he asked, a slight
blush coloring his cheeks.

"Dad, got called down to Jamaica to fix a
glitch in one of the computers," she smiled, taking his hand and
leading him toward the luggage carousel. "And you know mom. Not one
to pass up a free vacation, she tagged along with him. They'll be
back on Monday, so I guess that you're stuck with me for the
weekend."

"You know that you look just like your Nana
Emily did back in the day," he told her. "Why I thought you were
her when I saw you. I can't get over how much you look like
her."

"Why, thank you," she smiled giving his hand
a little squeeze. "I always thought Nana was so pretty. I'm sorry
she's gone, Granpa…"

"Me, too," Gerald mumbled, choking back
another sob. "But back to you. You're a beautiful, young woman," he
told her.

He had such a bizarre feeling, standing by
his granddaughter waiting for his luggage. It felt like he was
standing by Emily. Dear, sweet Emily. He missed her so much. He had
an almost overpowering urge to take this younger Emily into his
arms. Take her into his arms and bring her back.

Steeling himself against the urge, he felt a
tear trickle down his cheek.

"What's wrong, Granpa?" Julie asked,
reaching up and wiping the tear off his cheek with the backs of her
fingers.

Unable to stop himself, he grasped her hand
and gently kissed her soft fingertips.

"You just look so much like Emily," he
murmured as she looked back at him with a confused look on her
pretty face.

They finally got his luggage and made their
way out to Julie's little sports car. Carefully maneuvering his
suitcase into the tiny trunk of Julie's car, Gerald then quickly
stepped around to the passenger side of the car and graciously
opened the door for his granddaughter.

"Well, aren't you the gentleman, Granpa…"
Julie softly giggled, stepping into the car and sliding down into
the bucket seat behind the wheel. As she did, her short skirt rode
up so high on her perfectly-tanned thigh, he could almost see her
panties. "A girl doesn't get that kind of treatment much this day
and age…"

A blush spread out over Gerald's cheeks as
he chided himself of even looking at his granddaughter's shapely
legs as he closed the door and stepped back.

"Come on, Granpa," she laughed at him,
looking up at him, seemingly unconcerned about the large expanse of
exposed flesh she had exposed to his leering eyes.

"Uh, uh, okay," he gibbered, stumbling
around the back of the car, opening the passenger door and sliding
in beside her.

As he did, he saw that Julie had made no
effort to push her skirt back down and there was still a vast
amount of bronzed thigh visible below the hem of her short skirt.
Maybe he was her grandfather, but Jeez, he told himself, he was
human too. It was too much of a temptation and he was glad he was
wearing wrap-around sunglasses.

Gerald couldn't help but notice that her
skirt was riding up higher and higher up her shapely thighs as she
shifted through the gears on their way out to the freeway. Then,
just as they were coming off the ramp onto the freeway, she shifted
up into sixth gear and Gerald felt a sudden jolt of adrenaline
spark through his cock as he caught a glimpse of black silk. He
could see her panties! Either, she was completely oblivious that he
could see her panties…or she didn't care.

I may be her grandfather, he told himself,
but I'm a man, too. Looking away, he tried to control the stirring
down inside his pants, but nothing seemed to help as her gorgeous
legs kept drawing his eyes back to them. And before long, his
deviant interest in her was evident, pushing up against the front
of his pants. You're one more sick son of a bitch, he cursed
himself. How can you let yourself get aroused by your own
granddaughter? Sick…sick…sick…Bastard—

Gerald had been so preoccupied by his
granddaughter's stunning legs, he hadn't even noticed that they
were off the freeway and driving down the street that Bob and Ann
lived on. Then Julie was downshifting and braking to a stop in
front of the house. This caused such a ruckus with her skirt,
almost the entire crotch of her panties were in view. And, maybe it
was his sick, twisted imagination but it seemed to him that the
crotch of her panties was damply glimmering in the bright
sunlight.

"Well, here we are," she told him, reaching
down and turning the car off.

"Uh-huh," he foolishly muttered, watching
her throw the door open and step out of the car.

Looking back over at him, she grinned and
made a show of shoving her skirt back down her legs and running her
hands down over her hips to straighten out the wrinkles.

"Aren't you going to get out," she laughed,
as Gerald saw her sparkling blue eyes brush across the obvious
bulge tenting the front of his pants.

"Uh, yeah, yeah," he muttered, shoving his
door open. Gerald was mortified. He had a freaking hard on and his
granddaughter had seen it. She must think he was a fucking
pervert.

Struggling up out of the bucket seat, he
held his hand in front to try and hide himself from her as he
stumbled around to the back of her car. Jerking the bonnet open, he
tugged his suitcase out and held it up in front of him to hide the
obvious bulge. As he did, she heard her give out a little giggle
and start up the sidewalk toward the house.

Humiliated by his condition, Gerald suddenly
found himself mesmerized by the delightful view of his
granddaughter's tight, little butt seductively twitching from side
to side as she went strutting up to the front of the house.

"Come on, Granpa," she said over her
shoulder, "It's hot out here."

"Too damned hot," he muttered under his
breath, slamming the trunk shut and starting after her…

What in the hell was wrong with him? Julie
was his granddaughter for Christ's sake. And he was acting like she
was some hot, little thing that had just picked him up or
something. He should be ashamed of himself…and he was…

When they finally made it into the house,
Julie showed him his room and told him she was going to get
freshened up and put on something a little more comfortable.

"Bathroom's down the hallway if you need
it," she told him and then, with a toss of her long, black hair,
she set off down the hallway toward the back of the house.

Setting his suitcase down on the bed, Gerald
looked around the room. It felt odd, and more than a little
discomforting to be all alone in the house with his beautiful,
twenty-year-old granddaughter. He didn't really understand it. He
had never felt like that around her before. But then she hadn't
been beautiful and twenty years old either, he told himself.

Opening up his suitcase, he started
transferring his clothes over to the chest of drawers when he
suddenly came to the realization that he needed to pee. And bad.
Damn, I gotta pee like a race horse, he told himself as he hurried
over to door and stepped out into the hallway. Heading down the
hallway to the door that Julie had pointed to earlier, he saw that
the door was partially open. Quickly reaching down to the knob, he
pushed the door open. Suddenly, his eyes flew open and his chin
dropped as he gawked at the beautiful, naked woman standing by the
shower with her back to him.

Amazingly, the first thing that popped into
his reeling brain was that the woman was somehow Emily—

"Emily!" he grunted. "Emily!"

How could she be here, he frantically asked
himself? He couldn't take his eyes off her beautiful backside.

"Granpa Lane," he heard the woman
shriek—

It wasn't Emily…it was Julie…his
granddaughter, Julie, he dizzily thought as he continued to
stare.

"My, God," he grunted as a jolt of
electricity sizzled through his cock making it twitch. At the same
instant a jolt of shame tore through his mind. This was his
granddaughter he was gawking at like some love-struck teenager, he
admonished himself.

"Granpa Lane," Julie complained, spinning on
her bare foot and turning to face him.

"Damn, Julie, I'm sorry," he muttered, still
standing in the doorway with his hand on the knob staring at her.
Starting to step backwards, he couldn't keep his eyes from sweeping
over her bald, hairless pussy and then up to the most beautiful
pair of breasts he had ever seen on any woman.

Julie made no effort to cover herself as he
stumbled backward. All she did was give him a timid, little smile
as he was finally able to stumble back out of the bathroom,
slamming the door closed behind him.

He'd known she was a pretty girl, but this.
This was beyond belief. She was the most beautiful woman, he'd ever
seen. Bar none. Even more beautiful than his dear Emily

And the image of her naked body was now
indelibly seared into his brain. He would never be able to forget
the sight of her big, perfectly shaped tits jutting out at him.
They were unbelievably perfect.

You old pervert, he chastised himself. She's
your granddaughter for Christ's sake. The fruit of your loins,
twice removed. But no matter what his brain said, his body was
instinctually responding to the gorgeous, naked creature standing
in the room on the other side of the door.

"Julie, I'm sorry—" he hollered out to her
through the door. "I didn't know you were in there—"

"It's okay, Granpa—" he heard her laugh back
at him through the door.

Gerald's face was the color of liver as he
went staggering back down to his bedroom. Amazingly, the shock of
seeing his naked granddaughter had somehow resolved his need to
urinate. But the weirdest part of the whole thing had been Julie's
reaction to his sudden appearance. She hadn't seemed concerned in
the least. In fact, she had seemed to enjoy his stupefied
adoration. He didn't know what to think.

Then he heard Julie call out to him from
back down the hallway.

Turning, he saw that she had her head
sticking out through the doorway.

"Granpa," she laughed as her bare arm came
snaking out and she pointed to another door farther up the hall.
"There's another bathroom in there," she told him and then
disappeared back inside her bathroom.

Stumbling down to the other bathroom, he
hurriedly stepped inside and closed the door behind him. His urge
to pee was suddenly back, but now found he couldn't, as his big
cock had stiffened into pee-blocking hardness.

Straining, he tried to make his cock
cooperate, but every time it started to soften, the picture of his
naked granddaughter popped into his head, making his prick stiffen
again. Finally, he splashed enough cold water on it to subdue
it.

At last, he could pee. It seemed like he
peed for five minutes before his bladder was empty.

Finished, he zipped up and flushed the
toilet. Now what, he asked himself. How could he face his
granddaughter again?

Wishing he could blot out the image of his
beautiful granddaughter from his mind, he stepped back down to his
room. He couldn't explain the bizarre thoughts that filled his
head. He had never had any sick feelings like this toward his
granddaughter. But1 she hadn't been the stunningly beautiful young
woman she was now either.

That and the fact she looked so much like
his dear, sweet Emily. A beautiful, youthful Emily. It was almost
as if Emily had come back. Come back to haunt him with her alluring
beauty. He had never believed in reincarnation, but now he began to
wonder…

Realizing that he was hungry, he got up and
made his way down to the kitchen. He didn't know what he would say
to Julie when he saw her again.

When he stepped into the kitchen, he found
Julie sitting at the table, eating a bowl of cereal.

"Julie, Hon, I'm sorry," he mumbled, feeling
like a tongue-tied ten-year-old boy instead of Julie's grandfather,
"I should've knocked. I shouldn't have burst in on you like
that."

"Forget it, Granpa Lane," she laughed,
staring up at him through her tortoise shell, wire-framed glasses.
"It's really not that big a deal. Don't get yourself into a lather
over it. I know that you didn't do it on purpose."

"You're right, I didn't do it on purpose,"
he blushed. "I just want you to know that."

"It's okay…really," she said, shoving
another spoonful of cereal into her mouth.

"Just so you know," he said, shuffling over
to the fridge.

"Anyway…what did you think?" she asked him
with a mischievous glint in her eye as she slowly chewed on her
cereal.

"Think? Think about what?" he asked her,
opening the fridge.

"Me, my body! Do you think I'm pretty?" she
grinned.

He had seen that grin a million times. It
was the grin Emily used on him when she was teasing him. And now,
here it was again…

"Wha-What-Julie, why I never," he groaned,
his face beet red.

"Oh, come on, Granpa Lane. Don't be a prude.
I saw you looking," she laughed. "Tell me what you thought."

He was shocked by her casual attitude about
their encounter. He didn't know what to do as he stood staring at
her in open-mouthed confusion.

"Am I as pretty as Nana Emily was?" she
asked him, nonchalantly dipping her spoon back into her cereal.

Where was all this leading, he dizzily asked
himself? Baffled by it all, he just stood staring at her in shocked
silence.

"Well?" she grinned up at him casually
chewing on the cereal.

"Yes…prettier," he finally choked out.
"But…but I can't believe we're having this conversation. You…you're
my granddaughter! I'm not supposed to, supposed to…you know…"

"Not supposed to what, Granpa Lane?" she
smiled.

"What? What did you say?" he sputtered,
staring at her in disbelief and shock.

Who was this girl, he asked himself? Who was
this girl who had replaced his dear, innocent granddaughter, Julie?
It must be Emily, he crazily thought. Why else would she tease him
like this? Julie would never do or say anything so suggestive…
Would she? He must admit, he didn't know the girl. Why he hadn't
ever seen her in seven years. Such stretches of absence certainly
didn't lend itself to close ties. But no matter what, it didn't
account for her casual attitude toward their relationship. They
were still granddaughter and grandfather. He couldn't let anything
happen between them. He was, after all the adult. But then, he
realized that they were both adults. Even though he was sixty-five,
she was twenty-two, so whatever happened between them would be
between consenting adults, wouldn't it?

"If you're having so much trouble trying to
figure what it is you're not supposed to do, would you like to see
them again?" she smiled, shaking slightly and making her big tits
lurch heavily under her Dallas Cowboy jersey.

"What? What did you say?" he grunted,
staring down at her tits as they wiggled and jiggled under the
jersey.

The way they moved around, it was obvious
that there was nothing restraining their movement. She wasn't
wearing a brassiere—

"Here," she laughed, putting her spoon down
in the bowl and casually reaching down to the hem of the shirt.

"Emily…" he choked out, watching her slowly
lift the jersey up off her beautiful breasts.

"No, I'm Julie…remember…" she laughed. "Do
you still think they're prettier than Nana Emily's?"

Gawking down at the priceless treasures, he
studied them with a deep reverence. They were certainly the most
exquisitely shaped breasts he had ever seen. Full, heavy, perfectly
rounded, as they jutted out at him in all their naked glory.

"Well?" she murmured, still holding the
jersey above them as she mischievously smiled at him.

"Yes…yes…the prettiest I've seen…ever," he
groaned.

"Would you like to touch them?" she asked,
thrusting them out at him.

"Julie…what are you doing? Why are you doing
this? Why are you taunting me like this? You know that we can't…we
can't do this! You're my granddaughter for God's sake. It's
wrong!"

Then to his astonishment, she quickly lifted
the jersey up over her head and dropped it onto the table beside
her bowl of cereal.

"Emily…Emily…Please," he wept.

"I'm not Emily," Julie said. "I'm your
granddaughter…your granddaughter Julie, don't you remember,
Granpa?"

"Emily…Julie," he groaned, "God, you're
making me so confused."

"You miss Nana Emily a lot, don't you,
Granpa?" she asked him, the taunting, amused look on her face
turning to one of compassion.

"Oh, God, Yes—" he hissed, wishing he could
take his eyes off his granddaughter's jiggling, bobbling breasts.
But he couldn't.

"Why don't you pretend then, Granpa?" she
smiled, slowly tracing the tip of a long, slender finger around the
darkened tip of one of her breasts.

"Pretend? I don't understand," he choked out
feeling like he was about to have a heart attack.

"Pretend, then…pretend that I'm Nana Emily,"
she murmured.

"Pretend that you are my Nana? How could I
live with myself if I did anything to you? You're my
granddaughter"

"I think we've established that," Julie
laughed, pinching her big, puffy nipple between her finger and
thumb and gently twisting it back and forth. "But what if I wanted
you to, Granpa? You always did everything little Julie wanted you
to do before. What about now, Granpa? Will you still do everything
Julie wants you to do?"

"Oh, God, Julie, why are you doing this to
me? Why me? With your looks, you could have any man you wanted. Why
me?" he asked her, trying to stop his pounding heart from bursting
out of his chest. "How can you feel this way toward me…me, your
grandfather of all people…it's wrong, Julie."

"How…how can something between consenting
adults be wrong?" she asked him.

"But I'm your grandfather for God's sake,"
he wept, "How can we?"

"I don't know," she cried out. "Why does the
Sun come up every morning? Why is the sky blue? Why did Nana Emily
have to die? Why are you and I all alone? Why do I want to hold you
and comfort you? Why do I want to fill the void in your life? I
don't know why! There are no answers to any of those questions.
That's just the way it is…"

"God!" he groaned, feeling himself losing
all control and stumbling toward her.

Fearing that his heart might burst or a bolt
of lightning would flash down from the sky the moment his fingers
touched her quivering breasts, he stopped in front of her. Reaching
down to them with numb fingers, he delicately cupped the heavy
globes of flesh, cradling them gently in his palms as if the touch
of his hands would destroy them. Adoringly, he fingered the nipples
sticking out of the tapered, pink cones tipping her breasts.

Watching him, she stared down at his
caressing hands.

"So soft…so smooth," he mumbled, rubbing his
thumbs back and forth across the hardening buds sticking out at
him.

"You know, Gerald…Granpa Lane," she said,
looking up at him and running the tip of her tongue over her lips,
"You always brought me a big sucker when you visited before! A big,
purple sucker!

"Uh, yes, I remember," he mumbled,
delicately teasing her nipples with his thumbs as she looked up at
him, a coy smile playing at the corners of her full, red lips.

"Did you bring me one this time?" she asked,
lifting her hand up to the obvious swell jutting out against the
front of his pants.

"Huh," he grunted numbly as her fingers
brushed across the bulge.

"Is this it? Is this the sucker you brought
me, Granpa Lane?" she softly laughed.

"Uh…yes, yes, if you want it," he stuttered,
slowly easing her breasts back down onto her chest and taking a
step backwards.

"Yes, I want it," she smiled, expectantly
dropping her eyes down to it. "I want to lick your lollipop..."

"Oh, God," he groaned, hoping he wouldn't
faint dead away the moment her tongue touched his throbbing
cock.

"It looks so big, sticking out like that,"
she murmured, reaching to it and rubbing it through his pants.

Then Gerald felt himself growing
light-headed and realized that he wasn't breathing as she slowly
unzipped his pants.

Spreading his pants open, she gawked at the
big bulge pushing out against white, cotton shorts.

Looking down at her in a
testosterone-induced fog, he watched her ease her fingers down
under the waistband of his jockey shorts. Then, she gave out a
soft, little snort and jerked them down his legs, freeing his
oversized cock.
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"Oh…oh…Wow, Granpa—"" she gasped, staring
down at the big, eight-inch cock standing at attention, jutting up
out of his groin, pointing straight up at the ceiling. "It's…it's
so big…Wow!"

"It's not what you were expecting?" he
grunted, looking down at her as she stared at it.

"I…I didn't think it would be that…that
big," she mumbled. "It's a lot bigger…bigger than any I've ever
seen before."

Strangely, a spark of pride intermingled
with jealousy fired off in his brain. It was difficult imagining
her with another man.

"Can I touch it?" she asked him, reaching
out at it.

"You know that we're probably going to be
struck dead for what we're doing," he grunted as her hot fingertips
brushed against his cock, making it twitch and jump.

"It's so hot…hot and hard," she murmured,
slowly running her fingertips down it.

"This is so fucking wrong," he groaned as
she curled her hand around his cock. "How could I be such a
pervert? Letting you, you, my sweet, dear granddaughter touch
me…touch me like this? I'll roast in hell!"

"I'm going to do more than just touch you,
Granpa," she said, easing herself down onto her knees in front of
him.

"Oh, no…" he groaned, his cock twitching and
jumping with anticipation.

"I want to lick my big, purple sucker,
Granpa," she grinned.

As he watched on with perverted expectation,
he saw a big, shimmering drop of pre-fuck bubble up from the slit
in the big cock-head and slowly drizzle down it.

As it did, Julie leaned down and flicked out
her little pink tongue. Running the tip of her tongue over the
slit, she quickly licked away the glistening bubble of juice. Then
her little tongue moved from the slit and slowly twirled round the
head of his bloated cock for several moments. At last, she pursed
her lips. Tilting her head down farther, she pressed her lips down
around the rounded tip of his cock-head, easing her full, red lips
down until they were encircling its flared edge. With only the head
of his cock between her lips, she began to suck and run her tongue
up and down over it as more pre-fuck oozed out of it.

Unable to stop himself, Gerald gently thrust
his hips forward, trying to force more of his giant cock into his
granddaughter's hot mouth. But, she denied him, keeping her lips
locked down around his achingly-sensitive cock-head.

Leaning back, she raised her lips up off his
cock head.

Smiling, she cupped his big, dangling balls
and gave them a gentle squeeze.

"Are these filled with your hot cream?" she
asked.

"God, girl…you're going to give me a fucking
heart attack," he gasped, thrusting his cock forward up against her
lips.

With perverse anticipation, he watched her
open her lips this time, easing them down over the bulging head of
his cock and onto its thick, blue-veined shaft.

"Oh…fucking God," he groaned out as her hot
lips closed down around the twitching shaft. "Fucking God!"

Then he felt the sudden suction as she began
to pull at his cock with her hot lips. Her cheeks hollowed as she
sucked on him. Lifting his big, dangling balls in the palm of her
hot, little hand, she plucked and pulled on them as if she was
urging him to empty their contents into her mouth.

"Ummmmmmmmmm," she murmured out around his
cock as he began to slowly fuck her mouth.

Fucking my granddaughter's beautiful mouth,
he groaned to himself. I'm pure evil…a fucking pervert! Fucking my
own granddaughter's mouth.

Reaching down, he gently grasped her head
between his hands and held it still. Working his hips back and
forth, he slowly stroked his cock in and out of her sucking mouth.
Below her chin, he could see her delicate, gold cross resting down
in the deep cleavage between her spectacular breasts. The cross, a
symbol of all that is good and pure was almost a joke as her
breasts softly jiggled in rhythm with the fucking her mouth was
receiving.

Then he felt her fingers on the cheeks of
his ass, grasping him. She gently pushed and pulled on him, guiding
his big cock in and out of her mouth with determined slowness. Her
lips, painted a deep red, clutched at his pistoning peter as his
big, dangling balls gently slapped up against her chin.

His heart was pounding so hard, he thought
it would quit any second.

The fiery passion of the moment was
overpowering. It wouldn't be long, he dizzily thought, feeling the
rough rasp of her tongue along the underside of his cock.

While, at his advanced age, he could usually
control his emotions and hold back his ejaculation until the moment
he wanted to release it. But this, this was not the case now, he
dizzily thought. Just the thought that it was his beautiful
granddaughter sucking on his cock had already primed him. And now
he was quickly rushing toward the moment. That glorious moment of
eruption when his whole body would melt and flow out through his
cock in a joyous celebration of gratification.

"About to…gonna…gonna come…gonna come…" he
panted, working his hips back and forth faster as she sucked on him
harder.

"Unnnnnn-huuuuhhh," she blew out around his
cock, keeping her mouth locked around his pistoning giant.

"Fuckkkkkkkkkk," he groaned as he felt his
balls explode into a fiery eruption of pleasure.

The jolt of pure electricity sparked up
through his cock, blistering its delicate lining with its intensity
as a powerful, pulsing spurt of hot, creamy cum shot out into her
mouth and onto her tongue.

He was coming in his granddaughter's hot,
sucking mouth. Coming in his beautiful granddaughter's mouth. It
was unbelievable! He was a monster! A pervert. A sick old man. A
dirty, sick old man--

Pushing his cock deeper into her sucking
mouth, he felt another jolt of pleasure rip through it as a second
gob of thick cum spurted out into her mouth. Seeing her swallow the
gooey spunk down gave him such a perverse thrill, he thought he was
going to pass out. She had freely and willingly accepted his creamy
gifts as his balls continued to pump gusher after gusher of thick,
creamy semen into her mouth.

Finally, his prick stopped pulsating and
began to wilt inside her cum-filled mouth.

Swallowing, and swallowing again, she looked
up into his eyes and let his cock slowly slither out of her mouth,
leaving a trail of his gooey semen glistening wetly on her soft,
full lips. Then he saw the bulge of her tongue poke out against her
cheeks as she ran her tongue around the inside of her mouth.

"God, Julie…God…God," he panted, releasing
his hold on her head and trying to catch his breath.

"I hope it was good for you," she said,
running her tongue over her lips, licking away the trail of
cum.

"God, yes, Em…Julie," he groaned, trying to
get his mind to work properly again.

"Good…" she said, leaning down and slowly
untying his shoes.

"I never knew," he breathlessly muttered as
she slipped his shoes and socks off.

He watched her slowly stand, her beautiful
tits jiggling heavily as he stepped out of his pants and
shorts.

"Come, let's go up to my bedroom?" she
murmured, stepping over toward the stairs.

"I can't believe you did that," he told her,
watching the bob of her cute butt, covered only by her tight, black
panties. "What we've already done is enough to send us both the
hell. How could I let myself do anything more? It's so wrong…"

"No! Come…we'll make it right," she
murmured, hooking her forefinger and motioning him to follow
her.

What did he have to lose, he asked himself.
He had already lost all of his self-dignity and respect as he
stumbled along behind her, letting her blindly lead them down the
path toward the incestuous abomination they were about to commit.
Guiltily unbuttoning his shirt, he shuffled along behind her like a
mindless slave. He knew that he should stop it, but she had taken
his gift to her and now he had to repay her. He had to give to her.
Give to her in the same way she had given to him.

As they stepped into Julie's bedroom, she
skipped over to her bed and jumped onto it. Standing on her knees,
she slid her fingers down under the waistband of her black panties
and began to tease them down off her rounded hips.

Gerald watched on in feverish anticipation.
As she mockingly pushed the black, silk panties down her thighs,
her hairless, almost prepubescent pussy come into view. He had
never seen a pussy so vulnerable, so fragile, so delicate. He
wanted to touch its softness, but he was almost afraid to. Afraid
he would damage the precious treasure. Surely, just the touch of
his befouling fingers would disfigure it. Defile it and cause it
ruinous harm.

"No hair," he choked out, gawking down at
the almost infantile cleft.

"Unh-huh," she murmured, pushing her panties
down as she rolled onto her butt and shove them down over her tiny
feet.

At last, her panties were lying on the floor
by her bed as she grinned up at him.

"This must be our secret," he was finally
able to choke out. "No one else must ever know. Never…"

"Cross my heart, hope to die," she murmured,
running her fingers over her jiggling tits, making the sign of a
cross before slowly melting down onto her back.

She lay on the bed with her legs bent at the
knees, her dainty feet resting on the floor as Gerald stared down
at her. His tired, old eyes had never seen such beauty.

Leaning down over her, he let his lips brush
over her hard, jutting nipples. Then he began to tease them with
sucks and tickles and licks and nips, as she writhed beneath
him.

"Oh, Granpa, oh, feels so good," she
murmured, reaching up and running her long fingers through his
graying hair.

How could this beautiful creature be
attracted to him, he sickly wondered? She was a goddess and he was
a balding, sixty-five year old, with the beginnings of a belly, and
muscles that were becoming slack. But the most disconcerting thing
was the fact he was her grandfather. What child could find her
grandfather sexually attractive? Maybe she was as sick as he
was.

Her nipples were so hard by the time he
finished, he expected milk to come squirting out of them, even
though she wasn't pregnant. YET, he sickly thought!

Reaching down, he ever so gently pushed her
shapely legs apart to bare the soft, pink cleft hidden between
them. As he did, her beautiful pussy slowly unfurled and spread
itself, displaying its fragile sweetmeat to him. Then he returned
his lips to her nipples. Teasing them for a moment, he slowly
kissed his way down off her jiggling breasts, onto her flat belly,
all the while gently pulling her down the bed until her juicy pussy
was within reach of his mouth. Once it was, he dropped to his
knees, between her legs. Looking down, he studied the delicate
treasure that was spread out before him, awaiting his
attention.

"So beautiful…" he murmured, lowering his
lips down onto the succulent lips encircling her youthful
womanhood.

Easing his tongue out, he dipped it down
into the weeping slit at the base of her pussy. Savoring the tart
sweetness of the juices flowing from it, he slowly licked his
tongue up the dew-filled valley between the soft folds of flesh
bordering it. Up and up he went, licking up toward her youthful
clit.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she murmured softly, gently
pressing her fingertips down on his head, forcing his mouth down
onto her pussy.

Easing his fingers under her thighs, he
lifted her legs up until her heels were resting on his shoulders,
exposing her pussy and making it vulnerable to his attacking
tongue.

"My clit, Granpa, my clit…please…please,"
she groaned.

"Yesssss," he hissed out into her pussy,
finally finding the little nub poking out of its fleshy hood.

Quickly sucking it between his lips, he
flicked his tongue across it.

"OhGod!" he heard her gasp as he flicked his
tongue across the exposed bundle of raw nerves again and again.

The subtle fragrance of soap still lingered
on her freshly washed skin, but it was quickly masked by the heady
scent of her aroused womanhood. His nostrils were filled with the
perfume of her excited anticipation. Soft mews escaped from her
open lips, expressing her consent to him as he tenderly lapped at
her swollen clit,

Pressing down on his head, she forced his
lips down against her pussy and gently rubbed it against him.

He felt the hot, smooth skin of her thighs
slowly pressing tighter and tighter `against his cheeks as she
began to squeeze her legs together, imprisoning his head between
them. Her legs were quivered as she strained for her climax, but he
didn't change the pace of his licking tongue. He continued to
slowly, determinedly flick his tongue across the hardened thrust of
exposed flesh jutting out from its fleshy sheath. He could feel her
slipping closer and closer to the edge.

Then all at once, she gave out a long,
groaning moan, arching her back and thrusting her pussy up against
his mouth. Her butt began to quiver and shake and he could feel the
tension in her thighs as she squeezed them against him. While the
fiery waves of her orgasm raged through her body, her hot juices
poured out of her spasming pussy. It spewed out in hot gushes,
coating his chin with the sticky goo as she came and came and
came.

Finally, with a last agonized gasp, she
slowly began to relax back onto the bed.

Her hands lifted from his head and
lifelessly dropped to the bed beside her hips as her back
straightened, her tight, little ass softening and melting back down
onto the bed. Her big tits, flattened by gravity, still heaved up
and down as she breathed heavily, trying to catch her breath.

"Oh, Granpa," she wheezed, "that was
wonderful, just wonderful."

The excitement and satisfaction of watching
and making his granddaughter orgasm had a telling effect upon
Gerald. And now, as he looked down, he saw his cock sticking out
from his groin straight and true. He couldn't remember the last
time he had gotten hard again, so quickly after an orgasm. But then
again, he didn't recall the last time he had eaten his
granddaughter's sweet pussy, either, he sickly thought.

Then, still standing on his knees beside the
bed, he watched Julie push herself back out toward the middle of
the bed, using her elbows and heels. As she did, he struggled up to
his feet and crawled onto the bed after her. Leaning down, he
crawled up between her legs until his head was above her pussy once
again. Tilting his head down, he gave her shrunken clit a soft
butterfly kiss, causing Julie to give out a little mew. Then
working his way up over the smoothness of her clean-shaven mons, he
showered it with soft, flitting kisses as he made his way across
her taut tummy to her belly button. Easing his tongue out, he
dipped its tip down into the little depression and gently reamed
it. Then he continued his journey upward, still raining soft kisses
down on her smooth skin. Pausing at first one, then the other of
her jutting nipples, he gave each a slow, lingering kiss and suck
before kissing his way up her arched neck, over her chin and onto
her pouting lips.

Then, as they longingly kissed with open
mouths, he felt her hot fingertips brush across his bobbing cock.
Another rush of excitement washed over him as he felt her bending
his cock down toward her waiting cunt as her tongue slashed around
inside his mouth. Easing his hips forward, he felt the soft embrace
of her pussy-lips on the head of his cock as the slippery dampness
between her legs slowly enveloped him and pulled him down inside
her. Sliding into her, his cock slid between her delicate lips into
the wet heat of her sex, burrowing on until the entire eight-inches
of its length were buried down inside her.

"So big," she whispered, grinding herself up
against him, clutching at his cock with her pussy at the same
time.

"So soft…" he murmured, holding his cock
down inside the drenched channel of her womanhood. "So soft…"

He could feel her hard nipples brush against
his chest as he leaned down over her and kissed her on the lips. He
couldn't believe the incredible tightness of her pussy as it
caressed his cock.

Slowly rocking his hips, he forced his cock
in and out, between the softness of her almost virginal pussy lips.
Breaking their passionate kiss, he watched her hands float up to
her undulating breasts. Clutching them, she squeezed and clawed at
them with her hands, while down below she squeezed and clutched at
his cock with her hot pussy.

Tirelessly, Gerald began to fuck his
granddaughter while she writhed below him. Then he watched as she
slid a hand down between them. Finding the firm nub of her clit
with her finger, she gently rubbed it while he deliberately fucked
her with deep, thrusting strokes.

Julie was now breathing quickly again,
inhaling with short, shallow pants and exhaling in small gasps.

Gerald's hips began to work faster and
harder, pacing their rhythm with that of her rushed breathing.
Julie began to meet his downward strokes with upward thrusts of her
own. Faster and faster the strokes came, until at last, another
explosion tore through his peter. As the first rush of release
welled up from his groin, Julie gasped, thrust herself up hard, and
gasped again. With his cock buried deep down inside her spasming
cunt, Gerald could feel his seed-filled semen spurting out into the
almost virginal chamber of his granddaughter's spasming pussy.

As it spewed out of him in hot clinging
gobs, Julie cried out, then cried out again, her whole body
shuddering and shaking. Holding him clutched to her body, she
moaned out her satisfaction as more and more of his thick goo
spewed out into her pussy. Grinding herself up against him, she
rode out their simultaneous orgasm, as Gerald groaned and grunted
atop her.

Finally, spent and exhausted from fucking
and the emotional drain, Gerald backed his cock out of her and
flopped down beside her.

"Wow, Granpa," she huffed. "You old guys
sure know how to fuck. You know where to go and what to do once you
get there. Not like the young guys who like the hop on and ride
technique."

"How could you do that and ignore the beauty
of the scenery along the journey," he smiled, gently ticking one of
her big, swollen nipples with the tip of his finger. "And such
beauty it is."

"So, Granpa, what now?" she asked him,
running her fingers over his hairy chest and toying with his tiny
nipples.

He knew that he should never feel what he
was feeling toward her. Their lovemaking had kindled a new and
frightening emotion down inside his heart of hearts. This was his
granddaughter, but what he felt for her was not the way
grandfathers should feel for their granddaughters. She was no
longer his granddaughter only. Now she was his lover. A lover he
had to have forever…

"What do you mean?" he asked, not
understanding the new possessive feeling toward her.

"What do we do now?" she smiled, leaning
over and kissing him gently on the lips. "Was this it? Or can we go
on from here? I love you…and I want to be with you…"

"What?" he groaned. "I'm an old man. You're
a beautiful young woman. A woman who could have any man she wanted.
Why me?"

"I don't know…I don't care…I just know that
I want you…" she murmured.

"You…you could come to live with me in
Europe," he finally groaned out. "If you want…we can keep it a
secret from them, if, if you want."

"Yes…yes, Granpa," she gurgled. "Yes, I
want…"
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It was three o'clock on a sultry Saturday
afternoon. Sarah sat in the chair at her vanity table, still
wearing her sheer, red dressing gown, sipping on an Iceberg.

"What a delightful drink," she thought.
"Peppermint Schnapps and vodka. Gets you high, keeps your breath
sweet, and holds all those worrisome problems at bay, all at the
same time."

"But you better take it easy," she spoke
aloud to the reflection of herself in the vanity's mirror. "You
don't want to be too tipsy, if you're going over to play gin rummy
with Wade tonight."

She pondered the reflection for a moment,
smiling.

"Who?" she asked her image. "Who is that
good-looking broad, looking back at me?"

She pondered the question in silence while
gazing at her reflection, mentally running through the list of all
that she was: a woman, a widow, a mother, and a grandmother.

A grandmother? Sarah? A grandmother? No, it
couldn't be. No woman with my looks could possibly be a
grandmother, could she? Grandmothers were short, plump, grey-haired
women who went around wearing conservative summery dresses with
aprons tied around their pudgy bellies. That certainly wasn't the
image gazing back at her from the depths of the mirror! Not at all!
The figure staring back at her was a woman – all woman! – with a
full head of silver-blonde hair and a pretty face. She had curves
galore – a show-stopping figure with a pair of lovely, shapely legs
that stretched out below her seemingly for miles and miles!

But, alas, the woman looking back at her
looked very lonely.

Widowed a year earlier, she now lived alone
in the huge house where she and her late husband, Henri had spent
so many happy years together. Henri had been successful – very
successful! – in real estate. His success had made him, them
independently wealthy, able to take off at the drop of a hat and
fly anywhere they wanted. The kicker had been his taking her on
those jaunts as his 'personal assistant', and making a point to
meet at least one local realtor and look at some property or other.
That had allowed them to call such jaunts 'business trips', and
write all the expenses off on their taxes at the end of the year!
Henri had been a shrewd businessman that way, knowing all the
little tricks, and it had only served to increase their wealth.

It had been a good life, she told herself.
They had enjoyed each other's company so much. In fact, they had
been so wealthy that there was no reason for her to work. So she
had spent most of her time socializing with other socialites in
their rich circle of friends and accompanying Henri on his many
business trips.

But when Henri passed away, all that
changed. She found herself shunned by those same women who had once
called her 'friend'. Now that Sarah was single, both her widowed or
divorced girlfriends, along with the ones who were still married,
viewed her beauty and grace just a little too much competition,
especially at the lavish parties they threw. They felt that they
were tempting fate to bring such a beautiful, widowed woman with no
'attachments' around. Such a woman could easily seduce their
husbands or gentlemen friends away from them, if she so
desired.

She could hardly blame
them though. She had always been smugly proud of her beauty and
didn't care who knew it. Any attention she received was richly
deserved, she thought. No matter what the age or source of
attention, as long as it was a male. And on top of this, she had
been quite the flirt. Now, even this came back to haunt her. In
fact, that was the only contentious thing that had ever come
between her and her Henri. He had been extremely jealous of her,
and showed it. So now, Sarah found herself a social outcast, on the
outside looking in on her old circle of so called
friends… left to her own
devices to find happiness for herself. She had never felt so all
alone in her whole life…

She still had her looks, though, and those
looks still attracted attention wherever she went. Sarah had taken
particular care of herself over the years, and now only a few,
faint wrinkle lines marred her smooth, almost perfect skin. She
worked out daily, almost religiously, in the room that Henri had
fitted out as a home fitness center, and her diligence had paid off
handsomely. Even though she was closing in on fifty-five, she had
the figure of a much-younger woman. In fact, when people saw her
and her daughter together, many commented on what a pretty pair of
sisters they were – a constant source of flattery to her, and one
of grudging annoyance to Emily, her thirty-five year old
daughter.

Stepping over to the full-length mirror
beside her dresser, she looked at her reflection.

Her bouffant hairstyle, emphasized by
silver-blond highlights, framed her pretty face with swirling
curls. Her lips, painted rich, ruby-red, were Botox-full and
luscious. But not too full, just right. Still, the warm brown eyes
in the mirror held a tinge of sadness as they stared back at
her.

Peeling her gown open, she slowly ran her
hands across her flat abdomen and up to her large, pendulous
breasts. Stopping to cup them, she savored their heaviness as she
studied their smooth perfection for several seconds. They were more
than enough to turn heads when she entered a room, and she had
always purposefully dressed to show them off. Uplift brassieres and
a little magic from the surgeon's skillful fingers made them
objects of adoration, eliciting looks of lechery from the men and
stares of envy from the women.

They are quite lovely, she thought, smiling.
Even after all these years. Why, even my grandson, Wade, still
finds them fascinating!

At least he appeared to, the way he ogled
them whenever he was around her. But that wasn't anything new, with
him. She knew that he had sneaked around trying to steal a peek at
her body ever since he'd discovered the difference between boys and
girls. Her mind slipped back…back to the summers that he had spent
with her and Henri.

It had started back when Wade was around ten
or eleven, she recalled. She and Henri had invited him to stay with
them, to give his parents a chance to travel. Of course, Henri was
working most of the time, either checking up on his properties or
taking trips to other cities looking for new purchases, so it was
just her and little Wade left to occupy themselves. They went
swimming in the huge pool Henri had added to the backyard, played
pool and countless hands of gin rummy and, in general, just had a
good time.

One day, after she had
finished her shower, she saw the shadow of Wade's feet in the open
space under the bathroom door. She knew that he was peeking through
the keyhole at her as she toweled off. It was a strange feeling to
know that her own grandson was a peeping Tom. It was even more
bizarre to know that she
was the object of that attention. She knew that
she should have felt angry, but she didn't. In her vanity, she felt
curiously smug that her young grandson found her attractive. Of
course, men found
her attractive, but to know that a young boy barely beginning
puberty did too was somehow titillating.

So, from that day forward, she made it a
point to take a shower for her young grandson every day that Henri
was absent. And she took particular care to stand in just the right
place to dry off, so he could get an eyeful every time. This little
cat and mouse game had gone on until Wade was sixteen and his
parents saw no need for continuing the summer visits, much to
Wade's disappointment she imagined. She had sort of missed the
intimacy of their little secret, but she had kept it just that…a
secret…their secret – their secret that she had shared with no one,
not even Henri or Wade.

Strangely, the thought of Wade seeing her
naked had sparked a tremor of excitement inside her. As it did, her
hand drifted downward over her trim, flat abdomen, rightly earned
by the thousands of crunches and bow-flex workouts.

Then arching her leg, she admired its
shapely curves and smooth, tanned countenance.

Yes, she could definitely see what men saw
in her, she smugly told herself as her fingers strayed across her
tingling clit. And the thought that Wade, her grandson could find
her…find her sexually attractive, triggered another spark of
excitement down below her waist…down between her long, shapely
legs.

No…No…No…Don't even go there!" she warned
herself, jerking her hand away from her clit. You're going over and
play gin rummy with him, tonight. So forget about that. You can
take care of it tomorrow. Call up Harvey, the pool boy, and tell
him that there was something wrong with her pool. Ask him if he
could please come over fix it like he's already done on several
occasions."

She smiled to herself. Just the thought of
the handsome, young stud pool boy was making her all warm and happy
down there.

While Henri was around, she had been the
absolute faithful wife. After all, who wouldn't be? She'd wanted
for nothing, materially, due to the money he had brought home.
Companionship? Hell, they were always together, and he had loved to
surprise her with sudden romantic trips. And, of course, there was
the sex. Henri's sex-drive was as strong as hers, and if they'd
ever done it less than three or four times a week, it was because
one of them was feeling under the weather and even that didn't stop
them, most of the time. As often as not, a good romp on the
mattress or the couch, or the dining room table, or the island in
the center of their kitchen, or in the hot tub had been just the
'medicine' they needed.

After Henri's demise, she had tried to be
the prim and proper grieving widow for a while, but being used to
having sex with Henri three or four times a week, she missed it. Of
course, she missed Henri…but she missed the sex, too. While Henri
was still alive, she had paid no attention to the trim, muscular
teenage boys employed by the various services Henri had contracted
to do their yard work or clean the pool. They'd made their weekly
visits and done their tasks unnoticed by her. However, as time
passed, she found herself taking more and more interest in the
gardener, Ashley, and the way his eyes always seemed to be gazing
her way when she was sitting on the patio with coffee or a drink.
And she began finding more excuses to sit out by the pool when he
was working.

And, of course, there was Harvey, the pool
boy. She giggled at the notion of calling any nineteen year old
male with a body like Harvey's a 'boy'. He'd had eyes for her, too,
she'd come to discover – eyes that were always seeming to be trying
to remove the modest bathing suit she wore when sunning herself by
their pool.

Finally, she had given in to her needs.
Ashley visited on Tuesdays and Harvey came by on Thursdays. She
chuckled briefly at the memory of how they managed to complete
their regular tasks in about half the time they'd been taking
previously, when they found out that they could spend the remaining
time between her svelte thighs. As time passed, she came to focus
more and more of her 'attentions' on the younger men. They were a
lot more predictable and far less complicated than the few men her
own age she'd dated in the wake of Henri's passing. They were a lot
easier to control, too. They'd do just about anything she asked, in
return for the chance to slip between her legs and pleasure her
while pleasuring themselves in the process. And, too, there was the
fact that they were all a lot like the Energizer Bunny on TV,
always going and going and going. Henri had so loved to pleasure
her, but not even he could manage the stamina of an Ashley or a
Harvey without the aid of one of those little blue pills.

So, between the two well-hung, horny
nineteen-year-olds, they could almost keep her physically
satisfied. But there was something missing that she had when Henri
was around. She always felt a little empty and a little 'used',
after Ashley or Harvey had pleasured her and gone. Eventually,
she'd come to figure out why. She missed the emotional attachment
that went along with the good sex. She wanted more…but what? And
where could she find it?

Pulling her gown back around herself, she
shivered and stepped back away from the mirror…

 


~~~

Wade was in his room, watching a porn flick
and jacking off, as usual. It seemed that he was always beating off
when he was alone. He couldn't help it. He was so frigging horny
all the time, whacking off was the only thing that could keep
things down there in check. He felt as though, if he didn't, he
would lose control and rape some woman.

Then, just as he felt the burn begin, the
doorbell rang.

"Fuck!" he grunted out loud, wondering who
it was that was ruining his jack-fest. "Who the hell could that
be?"

Jerking his board-shorts up and into place,
he looked over at the clock and saw that it was five-fifteen.

Almost
suppertime, he
thought, stumbling over to the window. Peeking out, he was
surprised and thrilled to see his grandmother, Sarah's bright, red
Escalade parked out in front of the house.

"Wonder what she's doing here?" he asked
himself out loud, shuffling across the room as the doorbell rang
again.

He shut off the video and the television,
and headed out of his room.

"Coming," he called out, starting down the
stairs.

He knew that she'd been coming around a lot
since his grandfather had passed away a year earlier. She said it
was lonely around her big house with Grandpa Henri gone, and she
just wanted to be around people.

That was fine with Wade because, in addition
to being his grandmother, she was one truly fine-looking woman,
definitely a 'hottie'. Hell, even the guys on the football and
basketball teams that he played on, had seen her at the games and
commented on her good looks. A few of them had even referred to her
as a MILF at least they had until he'd told them to "watch it;
that's my grandmother you're talking about!" Secretly, though, it
made Wade feel rather proud to know that he had a hottie for a
granny.

She was in her mid-fifties, but you wouldn't
know it, to look at her. Hell, stick her and his mother side by
side, and the only thing that gave a clue to which woman was older
was the way his grandmother always wore her billowing,
blondish-gray hair piled up in a swirling mass atop her head. What
did she call it? A 'bouffant' hairstyle?

She stood around five feet nine or ten in
the high-heels that she seemed to wear all the time. And her face?
It was pretty enough to stop a charging bull at twenty paces, he
thought. He sure as hell knew it would stop him.

And her tits? A man could kill or die for a
chance to bury his face in a pair like that! As he slowly made his
way down the stairs, he used the time to adjust his cock inside his
shorts and get the belt properly buckled to hide his hard on. Then
he found himself thinking back to the days he used to spend at her
house, during the summers, and all those showers she would take.
The view through the keyhole had been the fodder for countless
hours of masturbation. His fantasies had been filled with images of
those tits, along with her knock-out figure and legs that were so
long and shapely, they seemed to stretch down forever. Yes, she was
his grandmother and he knew that he shouldn't be thinking about her
like that. But Jeez, he was only human. You couldn't blame him if
she was so fucking good looking…

It was strange, but he had always felt all
hot and tingly whenever he was around her.

Probably just hormones, he told himself,
reaching down for the doorknob. Besides, that's no way for a guy to
think about his grandmother!

Throwing the door open, he saw his
grandmother standing on the front porch, smiling back at him.
Glancing down, he saw that she was holding an overnight case in her
hand. He wondered, briefly, what she had in mind, as he stepped
back to allow her inside.

"Ma-maw," he grinned, wrapping his arms
around her and giving her a little hug as she stepped by him.

"Wade, Honey…" she murmured, hugging him
back with one arm.

"So, what brings you over here, Ma-Maw?" he
asked her, leading her another step inside, so that he could close
the door behind her. "Mom and Dad are spending the week up at the
cabin."

"I know, honey," she smiled, putting her
overnighter on the bench in the hallway. "I just thought I would
spend some time with my favorite grandson."

"I'm your only grandson, Ma-Maw," he
snickered, breathing in the fragrance of peppermint wafting in the
air.

"I know, but you're still my favorite
grandson, too," she smiled, looking into his eyes.

Then her lips took on a very gentle
frown.

"Is something wrong, Ma-maw?" he asked
her.

"One thing," she nodded slowly, then took a
deep breath. "Wade, you're eighteen, now, and it sounds a little
childish for you to still call me Ma-Maw all the time. Not to
mention that it makes me feel so old. So how about you call me by
my name - Sarah?"

"Really?" he asked.

"At least while we're alone, honey. When
we're around your parents, or anyone else who knows that you're my
grandson, you can call me 'Grandma' or maybe just 'Gram'. Think you
could do that for me?"

"Sure…I can do that for you," he grinned,
watching her hips sway as she stepped over to the couch. "It's nice
to know I'm still your favorite grandson. Even if I'm your only
one. And just to let you know, you're not old, Ma, Gran, uh, Sarah.
At least, you sure don't look old! You look great…"

He managed to let the last sentence trail
off, unfinished. At least he'd caught himself before letting slip a
comment on how hot he thought she looked.

"Why thank you," she
simpered. "And thanks for not capping that phrase with
'for your age…'.

"You're welcome," he grinned back at her
like a love-sick kid.

Now could you fix your grandmother a drink?"
she asked him, sitting down and crossing her long, shapely legs.
"She's thirsty, after that long drive over here."

"It's only a ten minute drive…on a busy day,
Ma-, uh, Sarah," he laughed, crossing the room to the dry-sink.
"What'll it be? The usual?"

"Yeah, the usual. An Iceberg."

"Coming right up," he said, picking up a
tumbler and stepping into the kitchen briefly.

After fetching some ice in the glass, he
returned to the living room. The dry-sink his folks used for liquor
storage was tall, with a mirror in the space between the
counter-top and the overhead stemware rack, and he took a long look
at his grandmother's reflection as he selected the bottle of Stoli
and the peppermint schnapps to make her drink. He couldn't help but
appreciate the curve of her legs arcing out from her short skirt.
They were perfectly shaped by the tall high heels she wore. And, as
he sneaked another quick look, she drew even more attention to them
by bobbing her foot and making the shoe jiggle up and down.

"It's just so lonely at my house," she
complained as he popped open a beer for himself and took her drink
to her. "I thought we could play a little Rummy, like we did back
in the old days when you were just a wee lad. Back when you came to
visit me every summer."

"Sure, but I gotta warn you, I ain't no kid
anymore," he said, handing her drink to her.

"I can see," she said, suggestively running
her eyes down his body.

"You know how big…how big it is," she said,
gazing at him as he sat down at the opposite end of the couch. A
brief burst of panic hit Wade, and he risked a quick glance down at
his crotch to reassure himself that his erection had withered to
the point where it was only a small bulge in his shorts.

"How big the house…how big the house is,"
Sarah continued, explain her comment. "I was thinking of selling
it! It's so big, I just rattle around in it, day after day, like a
single pea in a can."

"Oh!" he exclaimed, letting his eyes wander
down to the intoxicating swell of her bosom. He was relieved to
learn that she'd been referring to her house, and not a bulge in
his board-shorts. And yet, he found a part of himself wishing that
it had been the other way 'round.

"Yes," she said, smiling, amused at the
fondling caress of his eyes on her breasts.

Still the same old Wade, she laughed to
herself.

"I've been looking around, and I think I may
have found the perfect house," she said, lifting her glass up to
her pouty lips and taking a long sip. "It's out near Brighton
College."

"Hey, that's where I'm going to go to
school!" he said, his eyes lighting up with the knowledge that he
would be able to pop in on her every so often.

"I know," she laughed softly. "That's one of
the reasons I'm considering this house. You see, it's quite a bit
smaller than the mansion your Grandpa Henri had us living in, but
it has a servant's quarters up over the garage. It's got a living
room, eat-in kitchen, bedroom, and bath. I was thinking that maybe
you would like to stay there and save yourself some room and board,
instead of living in a cramped dorm room. Besides it would be nice
to have someone around to talk to, every once in a while. And play
gin rummy with…"

"Wow!" he exclaimed, grinning from ear to
ear. "You mean it? You really mean it? You want me to live with
you?"

"Of course," she smiled, sipping on her
drink and batting her big, brown eyes at him. "It's the least I can
do for my favorite grandson…"

"Wow!" he yelped again, unable to believe
his good fortune.

His college fund would just about cover
everything, but subtracting room and board would give him a tidy
sum of spending money. It would certainly make life a lot easier,
if he didn't have to constantly watch his pennies. And he would
have a place – an actual apartment, not a cramped dorm room – all
to himself. His own place, that he would not have to share with any
roommates. His grandmother was a godsend!

"Well?" she asked. "Do I buy it?"

"You're waiting on my answer to buy it?" he
asked not believing that she was actually waiting for his approval
before she bought herself a new house.

"Well, yes. If you don't want to live with
me, I'll find some other place…"

"Sure…yeah…of course…" he grinned.

"Don't you even want to look at it?" she
laughed.

"Uh, I don't know…I guess, uh, when? Now?"
he asked, giddy with excitement.

"No…no," she said, pushing up off the couch
and strolling toward the bar. "It's too late to take a look at it,
today. Tomorrow, we can go there…"

"Great," Wade exclaimed, watching the
seductive roll of her hips as she stepped over to the dry sink.

"Well, I guess that it's all set then…if
your mom and dad don't have any objections," she said. "I'll feel
so much safer, and it will be nice to have a man…a man around the
house to talk to and do all those manly things that men do."

"Uh, yeah, yeah," he muttered, running the
possibilities through his mind.

"And of course, as any grandmother would, I
would dote on you and spoil you rotten," she told him stirring her
newly-minted Iceberg.

There were so many possibilities and, from
Wade's point of view, all of them were good. Maybe one of them
might even turn out to be better than good...

"I think I would really like to live with
you," he said, getting up and joining her at the bar. "Want me to
break out the cards?"

"Sure," she said, leading the way to the
small table in the breakfast nook off the kitchen, knowing that her
grandson's eyes were following every move she made, especially
those of her hips as she seductively swayed them from side to
side.

After three and a half hours, five more
Icebergs for Sarah, and six more beers for Wade, they tipsily
decided to call it a night after one more hand.

Then, as Wade dealt the hand, he felt Sarah
intimately run the tip of her toe up his leg, under the table. It
was suggestive, on the one hand, but it could just as easily have
been an accident. Wade wanted to respond in kind, but he was afraid
– afraid she might consider it inappropriate, if her touch had been
an accident.

Was she flirting with him, he giddily
wondered? She flirted with everybody else – or, did she, really?
She was overly congenial and outgoing and, in some instances, that
could be misconstrued for flirting.

He decided that he'd be better off if he
waited for her to repeat the touch, but she made no further
overtures as they played out the last hand.

They spent a few minutes chatting as they
cleaned up and then said their good-nights. Wade carried Sara's
overnight bag upstairs to the guest room and set it on the low hope
chest at the end of the double bed, gave her a quick goodnight kiss
on the cheek, and retired to his own bedroom a few doors down the
hall.

Once inside and the door closed behind him,
Wade stripped out of his shorts and tee shirt, turned on the
television with the volume low for background noise, and slid
between the sheets. He couldn't get to sleep, though. He tossed and
turned in his bed as his mind ran over all the possibilities of his
new quarters and the new relationship with his grandmother.

Finally, around eleven, he rolled out of bed
deciding to go down and have a shot of whiskey as a tranquilizer.
As he padded down the stairs, he thought he caught a slight whiff
of peppermint in the air, but couldn't be sure. Walking over to the
bar, he flicked on the night light and made himself a strong drink.
Throwing it down, he waited for the warm glow of the alcohol to
spread out from his belly before he made another and downed it.
Putting the bottle away, he turned off the light, made a brief
detour to the kitchen to slip the tumbler into the dishwasher, and
tipsily started back for the stairs.

Then, as he walked by the door to the
recreation room that opened out onto their patio, he smelled
another whiff of peppermint. This time it was stronger.

Thinking that, perhaps, Sarah couldn't sleep
either, he casually peeked around the door. It was then that his
heart did a flip-flop, and his cock twitched!

She was standing at the sliding door,
looking out into the back yard. She had turned the backyard
floodlight on, and its illumination silhouetted her body through
the sheer, wispy gown she wore, highlighting each delicious curve
and valley. He had a drink in one hand and the other hand was
resting against the back door as she leaned against it.

He couldn't explain the feeling that washed
over him. She was his grandmother but, at that moment, she was much
more. She was a delicate, fragile flower that he wanted to hold –
hold and show his love for her in a way totally indecent for a
proper and respectful grandson to do. He wanted to take her and
make love to her…

Hormones raging completely out of control,
and the night's alcohol quieting his conscience's objections, he
slipped across the room on silent feet and came up behind her.
Suddenly, he lost it—

"Sarah…" he wept, wrapping his arms around
her and pulling her to him. "I want you, so much…"

He felt a momentary stiffening of her body
as she gasped softly. But then he felt her melt back down against
him, gently pressing back at him.

"My child," she whispered, arching her neck
back, resting her head on his shoulder and turning to kiss his
cheek.

Then she let her head move forward slightly
as she nestled her warm, soft body back against him. The air around
them reeked of peppermint and strawberries as Wade nibbled on the
crook where her neck and shoulder met.

His hands, almost as if they had a will of
their own, found her breasts through the wispy material of her
gown. Lovingly…gently…reverently, he cupped the big mounds of soft,
pliant flesh. Wade had never felt such softness. Running his
fingertips over the priceless treasures, he could feel the hard
knots of her nipples jutting out against the material and his
fingers. He could feel the warmth of her heavy breasts exuding
through the sheer material. Then her hand was on his, pressing it
more tightly against her breast.

He had to have her. Have her and taste of
the delicate, forbidden fruit that lay ripening down between her
beautiful legs. More than that, though, he wanted to give her
pleasure – the pleasure he thought she'd probably done without ever
since his grandfather had passed away. He'd done his share of
snooping around their house, over the years, and noted the bottle
of Viagra in the medicine cabinet in their bath. It hadn't taken
much to put two and two together and know that, even at their age,
his grandparents had been sexually active.

His cock had turned to rock, jutting up
inside his pajama bottoms. It had never been so hard.

"Ma-maw…" he groaned, pulling her back
against him and gently pressing his cock into the crack of her
ass.

In turn, her hips swayed, as if she was
trying to spread her cheeks a bit to nestle him more deeply against
her.

"I'm so lonely, my child…so lonely," she
murmured, pressing her butt back against his obvious arousal.

Leaning down, he slowly kissed his way up
her graceful neck.

"I'm no child, Sarah—" he whispered.

"Mmm," she murmured, swaying her buttocks
against his hardness as a reply. "Yes, you're definitely not a
child, any more, Darling…"

Resting her head on his shoulder, she bared
the vulnerable underside of her throat to him.

Licking and kissing his way up to her ear,
he drank in the sweet fragrance of roses and peppermint as she
murmured out her permission.

"Mmm, yes; love me, Darling…"

"Make…make love?" he whispered, gently
nibbling on her ear lobe.

"Yes…yes…" she whispered back, gently
pressing herself back against him. "Yes!"
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Wade was ecstatic. His grandmother! He was
about to make love to his dear, sweet grandmother! Make love to
Sarah! Of all the women in the world? Never this. Not his
beautiful, sensual, sophisticated grandmother. Her! His
grandmother! His beautiful, loving grandmother! She was the last
woman on earth he would have imagined…

Holding her tightly, he felt her hand drop
away from his.

Then, he felt her lean away from him, ever
so slightly, briefly breaking the contact of their bodies for a
moment. But then she slipped her hand back around her hip, down
between them as her clutching fingers quickly found his throbbing
cock and curled around it.

"Oh…" she softly cooed, gently squeezing,
kneading and exploring its rock-hardness through his pajamas with
her probing fingertips, "So big…" she whispered.

"For you, Ma-Maw…" he whispered, feeling her
fingers fumbling and then slipping inside the opening of his
pajamas.

"So hard…so warm…" she murmured, gently
squeezing his cock with her hot fingers.

"I want to put it inside you, Sarah," he
mumbled.

"My special place," she breathlessly said,
"A special place just for it. Would you like to see it?"

"Yes…please…show me your special place,
Sarah," he said, slowly releasing his hold on her breasts and
stepping back.

As he did, her hand uncurled from around his
throbbing cock and slipped back out through the opening of his
pajamas. Turning, she faced him and softly smiled. Reaching up to
one of the shoulder straps of her gown, she gazed deeply into his
eyes while she eased the strap down over the creamy skin of her
shoulder. While he watched on in a testosterone-induced trance, she
changed hands with her drink and reached up to her other shoulder
strap and gently pushed it down off her shoulder. The moment the
strap cleared the slope of her shoulder, the gown suddenly went
whispering down her body to puddle on the floor around her
feet.

Gawking on with eager anticipation, he
thought back to all those hot, sweaty, summer days when he had
spied on her. She had hardly changed at all, as she stood before
him as naked as the day she had been born. She was shamelessly
letting him feast his eyes on her beautiful body, just as she had
on those memorable summer days. Now he knew. All those times had
been no accident. She had done it on purpose. Strangely, all those
times had been leading up to this night. Tonight, the GRAND
FINALE!

Watching her, he saw her slowly turn,
letting his eyes caress her nakedness. Even in the dim light, Wade
was entranced by her beauty.

As she continued to turn, he kept staring
and fumbling with the snap on his pajama bottoms. Finally, he got
them open and let them go slithering down his muscular legs.

"So! Do you still want to come and live with
your old grandmother?" she teasingly asked, smiling over her
shoulder as he gawked down at her pretty, heart-shaped butt.

"No," he answered, and she paused in her
turn.

"But?" she mumbled.

"I want to come and live with my beautiful,
vivacious, foxy, and totally hot grandmother!" he murmured. "No
woman with a body like yours should EVER be accused of being
'old'!"

"So you want to come and live with me, and
see this body more often?" she asked, resuming her slow, deliberate
pirouette around in a small circle.

"God, yes," he groaned, as she stood facing
him when she finished the turn.

He was surprised to see her pussy was
clean-shaven except for a tiny tuft of curly, whitish-blond hairs
at the very top of her mons. It was almost as if her clit was
wearing a curly little wig.

"My, my…" she murmured, staring down at his
hard, erect penis. "It's beautiful…"

"So is yours," he said, staring down at her
almost hairless pussy.

"Strange…" she mumbled, looking back up into
his eyes. "I had never thought of you as a lover…that is until this
afternoon…"

"What changed your mind?" he giddily
asked.

"I don't know…I was just sitting around all
mopey and lonely. Then I decided to come over and play some rummy
with you, and suddenly, I didn't feel lonely anymore, knowing that
I would be around you. It just made me feel so good to know that I
was going to be with someone I really care about. It made me feel
whole again…made me feel like a woman again. It made me feel like I
felt when Henri was around. And I knew how good Henri could make me
feel, make me feel in those 'special' ways, too."

Then, she tentatively reached out and curled
her hand around his jutting giant.

"Why me?" he asked her, softly caressing her
breast with his fingertips. "You could have any man you wanted, you
know."

"Perhaps," she smiled, her grip on his cock
growing tighter. "But I wanted you. My handsome grandson. I wanted
to share my love with you. I know what we're going to do is
something that many would see as sick and twisted. A grandmother
and a grandson. Why, who could even think of such perversity? But
I've been so lonely, I wanted someone I could love. I know that
fifty-four isn't ancient or anything. But I didn't want to be alone
any longer. Alone and looking around to find someone I could love
and trust, someone to love me the same way I loved him. I'm just so
damned lonely. I love you and you love me. And I know that you've
always been attracted to me…well, to my body, anyway..."

"You knew—" he smiled. "I'm sorry…"

"Don't be," she smiled, giving his cock
another squeeze. "I even let you watch me after all those showers.
That's why I took a shower every time Henri was gone – so that you
could have your little show. So, let's just ignore everything else
for the time being and see how this works out. Do you think we can
do it?"

"I'll give it my all," he told her.

"We can never, ever share this secret with
anyone else…never…ever."

Wade could see the love in her warm, brown
eyes as she spoke.

"I know, never," he solemnly said.

"The hardest part, I think, is going to be
the play-acting we're going to have to do when anyone else is
around," she told him. "It'll be simple when we're alone. Just like
right now…we just do what comes naturally. No play-acting—"

"Speaking of what comes naturally," he
softly smiled, taking her hand in his. Then he began to gently lead
her across the recreation room and down the hallway to her
guestroom.

Stopping by the bed, he watched her set her
drink on the nightstand and then turn to face him. Reaching out,
she slowly began unbuttoning his pajama top, button by button as
she intimately gazed into his eyes.

Pushing his pajamas back over his shoulders,
she thrust her big, soft tits into his chest, grinding herself
against him as she did. Wrapping her arms around him, she lustily
pulled him to her. Their lips touched as Wade snaked his arms
around her, running his hands down her back, clutching at her
pliant ass, pulling her against his rock-hard cock.

The kiss was soft and gentle at first, as he
eased his tongue between her parted lips. Tasting her
peppermint-flavored saliva, he began to gently probe her mouth with
his tongue. Then his excitement surged as her tongue found his.
Their tongues twirled and intertwined, greeting each other in a
deep, sensual, kiss.

We're
french-kissing, he feverishly
thought. I'm french-kissing my own
grandmother, and she's0 frenching me back! How goddamned exciting
is that?

His mind grew giddy with the thought as
their bodies intimately touched, molding themselves together along
all planes. Continuing the kiss, they pressed and thrust against
each other for several long, breathless moments.

As they broke the kiss, he saw that her eyes
were teary when they finally fluttered open.

"Come to Sarah," she said, dropping to her
knees on the thick, furry rug by the bed…pulling him down with
her.

Lying on her side, looking up at him, he
could see the need in her eyes.

Then, she slowly rolled over onto her back
and leisurely pulled her knees up to her chest, pressing them down
on her jiggling tits. As she did, he crawled over her, his big cock
jutting out at her up-tilted pussy. With a little grunt, she threw
her feet up, hooking her ankles over his shoulders while he eased
forward. Aiming his cock down at the juice-slickened slit between
her long legs, he moved forward. Supporting his weight on his
hands, he leaned over her with his hands on either side of her
shoulders. Looking down into her lust-glazed eyes, he slowly pushed
his cock down into the clutching tightness of her hungry pussy.

God, he groaned to himself. I'm doing it!
I'm fucking my grandmother. I'm really fucking my grandmother—

He hoped his heart didn't give out from the
excitement of the wickedly perverse act.

"Slow…easy…" she murmured, looking down
between her legs as his cock eased down inside her.

It was all Wade could do to keep from
immediately shooting his wad as eased his cock down into her warm,
slippery pussy. He'd heard that women who were past menopause were
supposed to be dry, but that definitely wasn't the case with his
grandmother. She was so slippery and wet, he was sliding right in,
easily penetrating down into the forbidden depths of her clutching
cunt.

As his hips met her upturned butt and he
bottomed out in her, Sarah squeezed herself down around his
invading peter. She'd practiced her Kegel exercises daily, one
hundred contractions morning, noon, and night, ever since she'd
first learned about them as a teenager. Henri had always loved the
way she could make her cunt clutch at his cock and squeeze it. She
was certain that her grandson would come to love it, as well.

And love it, he most certainly did! He
wasn't sure quite what it was, that she was doing, but he groaned
with delight, arching his head backward and rolling his eyes as she
rhythmically clutched at him, milking him with her pussy. As the
line of his sight chanced across the night-table by the bed, he
spied the true source of her slickness. Suddenly, the degree of her
planning was revealed in all its clarity!

A bottle of vaginal lubricant. She had used
a vaginal lubricant! He was right. The way things all worked out so
easily, he had been suspicious that she had planned this, all
along. She had desired him, and planned to seduce him and make him
hers. And he came along eagerly, willing to be her slave. Willing
and eager to be her love slave!

He realized that her planning didn't matter
now as his belly finally brushed down onto the backs of her thighs.
He was fucking his grandmother! His sweet, hot, beautiful,
wonderful Sarah. That was all that mattered. Savoring the sheer
ecstasy of the moment, Wade held his cock thrust down inside the
tight, clutching socket of her vagina for the longest time,
enjoying the sensation as her heated tunnel pulsed around him.

"It's been soooo long," she lied to him, not
wanting him to know of the other boys, clutching her pussy down
around his cock as she reached up and ran her fingers through his
hair. "I've missed your grandfather for so long, but now…now I have
my grandson to fill that lonely void."

Wade's cock was a rock as he gently ground
himself into her, twirling it around inside the warm mush of her
pussy. Holding it thrust down inside her, he leaned down between
her thighs and found her mouth with his. Plunging his tongue into
her mouth, he kissed her long and deep before finally jerking his
lips up off hers. Then he began to fuck her with slow, deliberate
strokes, filling her to the limit on every thrust. Staring down at
her pretty face, he watched her eyes glaze over and then close as
she thrust herself up against him. He could feel her soft calves
pattering up and down on his back and shoulders as he fucked her.
Then after several deep, bone jarring blows, she ran her arms
around her thighs and down to where Wade's cock was effortlessly
sliding in and out of her pussy.

He felt her long fingernails tickle along
the shaft of his cock as he worked it in and out of her pussy.

"Now, Darling, now," she murmured, humping
herself up at his slowly pistoning prick. "You can fuck me
fast."

Wade immediately shifted into a higher gear
and began to hammer his cock into her. Soon, he was fucking her for
all he was worth as she groaned and moaned out her pleasure under
him. Pumping her harder and faster, he could feel her hips raising
off the rug as she rose to meet him on his every down-stroke. The
notion thrilled him to his core. Not only was he fucking her, but
she was also fucking him back!

As she gasped for breath, Wade saw that she
was giving as good as she was getting. She might be his dear, sweet
grandmother to everyone else, but to him, she was a snarling
wildcat as she clawed and scratched at him with her long nails.
Wade's whole consciousness was focused on her and the sweet,
sucking hole between her accordioned legs.

Wade could feel the burn down deep inside
his slashing balls growing hotter and hotter as he pumped his cock
into her even faster. Suddenly, he couldn't stop it. The gigantic
fireball burst and he began shooting cum into her hot, sucking cunt
in thick, fiery spurts.

"Oh, Baby, Baby, Baby," he heard her gurgle
as her knees slapped up against his cheeks and she began to shudder
and shake.

Jerking her quivering ass up off the rug,
she thrust herself up against him, letting his twitching cock
unload its payload of superheated cum down into her sucking
manhole.

"Yes…yes, fill your grandmother's pussy with
your hot, sweet cream," she murmured out, milking her hot cunt down
around his cock, sucking out every last sperm from him.

Wade was wandering in a fog of euphoria as
he leaned down and gave his grandmother a long, lingering kiss. As
he did, he could feel his wilting prick slowly retreating back down
the velvet-lined sheath of her pussy.

The warm, cum-filled channel was gently
clinging to his cock as it slowly shrank back down to normalcy. And
at last, it slurped out of her. As it did, it was followed by a
stream of thick white goo that trickled down the crack of her ass
onto the rug below.

"That was wonderful," she dreamily smiled up
at him, lifting her legs up into the air to let him back away from
her.

Disentangling himself from her, he quickly
flopped down onto his back as she lowered her legs back onto the
rug.

"Awesome…" Wade grunted. "I still can't
believe we did that. You and I…I never dreamed in a million
years…my grandmother…"

"Neither did I," she smiled. "Until this
afternoon, that is!"

When she finally caught her breath, she
raised herself on her elbow and gave Wade a sweet kiss.

"I know that I should feel guilty for
seducing you like that," she murmured. "Seducing my own grandson.
What a slut I am."

"Well, you didn't have to hold a knife to my
throat, that's for sure," he mumbled. "I'm just as guilty as you
are. I was just as hot to fuck you as you were, to fuck me, and I
enjoyed it just as much as you did. We're both equally guilty.
Guilty of bringing pleasure to each other…"

"But I'm your grandmother. And I'm
fifty-four years old," she complained. "Why…why you're just a boy.
Just a young, hormone-driven boy who's probably horny 24/7 anyway.
You'd probably do any woman at the drop of a hat. No, no, it's my
fault."

"Sarah, what difference does it make? Who
cares who started it? It's done," he said. "So don't feel guilty.
Anyway, this is just the beginning! Remember, I'm coming to live
with you…"

"You're right," she sighed. "I had this all
planned from the start."

"I know, Sarah," he said, reaching over and
picking up the bottle of vaginal lubricant.

"Yes, even that," she smiled, watching him
put it back.

"I like strawberries," he grinned.

"I'm going to clean up a bit," she said to
him, looking down at her drooling cunt. "You made quite a mess down
there."

"Sorry," he grinned sheepishly.

"For what?" she laughed, getting to her
feet. "What would be the purpose of it all, if you didn't
come?"

"I guess so," he blushed, watching her head
for the bathroom. "But I don't want to hear you ever calling
yourself a slut, again!" he called after her.

Gazing at the round perfection of her ass,
he saw it quiver tightly with each jarring step. She paused at the
door to the hallway and turned partially to look at him.

"Will it bother you, if I occasionally act a
little like one, Darling?" she coyly asked him.

"Not if it's with me," he told her.

There was a chuckle in his voice, but the
expression on his face was a serious one. Already, he was starting
to think of her as 'his'.

"Only with you, baby, she reassured him,
then turned and disappeared into the hall.

Getting to his feet, he crawled up on the
bed and lay waiting for her to return.

After about 15 minutes, he saw her come
strolling back into the room, freshly showered, with a towel
wrapped around her waist. Fascinated by her big, jiggling tits, he
watched them wobble and flop with each step.

"I was beginning to wonder," he said, as she
reached the side of the bed and stood looking down at him.

 

"I just wanted to be clean for you," she
smiled.

Wade could smell the fresh, clean smell of
soap in the air as it mingled with the lingering fragrance of
strawberries and peppermint. Getting up, he walked on his knees
over to where she stood. Reaching out, he wrapped his arms around
her. Crushing his mouth down on hers, he gave her a deep,
passionate kiss, thrusting his tongue in between her partly opened
lips. The taste of peppermint was stronger, now, and he knew she
must have had another drink. As their tongues intertwined, probing,
touching, his fingers found the knot holding her towel together and
tugged it open.

Breaking the kiss, Wade leaned back away
from her, freeing the towel to drop to the floor as he swept his
eyes up and down her beautiful body.

Staring at her full, pendulous breasts, he
was surprised by their firmness. Watching them jiggle softly with
each breath she took, he gently pulled them so that their tips were
close together. Then he leaned down and delicately ran the tip of
his tongue over her nipples. Toying with the pink buds, he could
feel them hardening as he brushed his tongue back and forth across
them. He felt her hands curl around behind his head, fingers
twining themselves in his hair as she drew him closer to her and
forced one of her jutting nipples deeper into his mouth. Pursing
his lips around the rose bud, he gently sucked on it while he
flicked the tip of his tongue back and forth across it.

After a few moments, he leaned back away
from her, letting her spit-coated nipple slither out of his mouth.
Letting his eyes flow down over her slightly rounded belly, he
noticed that a delicate, gold chain that now encircled her
waist.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured as he
brushed a finger over her adornment, his eyes wandering lower to
her pussy. "Oh, you shaved it all off…"

"For you," she smiled, spreading her long,
statuesque legs and running her finger down the furrow between her
puffy pussy lips.

"I like it," he said, grinning and sweeping
his eyes down her long, firm legs to her dainty feet, now resting
in a pair of tall high heels.

The heels shaped her legs into two towering
monuments to the beauty of womanhood. That was more like her, he
dizzily thought. He rarely saw her without her high-heel pumps. And
her legs weren't fifty-four year-old legs, he dizzily thought. They
were ageless, beautiful legs and he couldn't wait to have them
wrapped around his waist. He slowly began to stiffen as the image
of him fucking her again formed in his mind.

"Oh, he's waking up again," she murmured,
reaching out and lifting it in her hand.

Squeezing and pulling on his cock, she
quickly had him at full erection once again. Their mouths met again
in another long, peppermint-flavored kiss as she thrust her breasts
into his chest.

"Come, Darling Sarah!" he whispered, backing
away from her. "Come and let me make love, to your special place,
with my mouth."

"Oh, my, a romantic," she cooed, putting her
knee on the bed.

As she crawled up on the bed, Wade grabbed
the two pillows and leaned them up against the headboard.

With an expectant smile, she crawled over to
them and tilted back against them. Still smiling at him, she
scooted down until only her back and head were propped up against
the pillows. And her butt was resting on the bed.

Wade stood on his knees watching her, with a
lecherous smile on his lips. He watched her long, shapely legs
slowly part as the fleshy, pink wound between them unfurled itself,
opening to him.

"So pretty," he mumbled, leaning down and
palming her soft mound.

Cupping its warmth, he eased a finger down
between the warm, damp lips. Then, he gently eased the finger on
down into the entrance of her pussy. Slowly working it in and out
of the delicate opening, he saw her hand wander down over her
belly. There was something so erotic, he thought, about a woman
touching herself. Touching herself in such an intimate way as he
watched her lazily finger her clit.

Sinking his finger in deeper, he saw her
spread her legs wider to give him easier access to her hot sex.
Gazing into her eyes, he continued to slowly slide his finger in
and out of her pussy while she teased and toyed with the swollen
nub of her clit. Closing her eyes, she leaned her head back against
the pillows and rubbed her fingertips across and around the small,
protruding nub.

Finally, he eased his finger out of her cunt
and rolled over onto his belly between her outstretched legs. When
he did, she lifted her legs and gently stretched them out onto his
back.

Scooting up the bed, he tickled and kissed
his way up her smooth, satiny inner thigh until his mouth found the
soft, pliable lips surrounding her special place. Dipping his
tongue down in between her fat, puffy pussy-lips, he licked it up
the valley between them. Then, he tasted strawberries on his
tongue. Strawberries? He had thought the lubricant was only
strawberry scented, not flavored.

Sensing his hesitation, she opened her eyes
and looked down at him.

"What's wrong?" she softly asked.

"Strawberries…you taste like strawberries,"
he smiled up at her.

"Would you prefer a different flavor?" she
innocently asked him. "I have several different ones. Tangerine,
perhaps – or watermelon?"

"Maybe next time," he grinned, "but
strawberries are fine for now."

Lowering his mouth back onto her pussy, he
flicked out his tongue and ran it up and down the length of her
valley, from anus to clit and back.

A soft moan escaped from her lips as a
dribble of the sweet juice trickled out of her and onto his probing
tongue. The juice was sweet, and warmed by her pussy. Greedily
licking over and around her soft pussy, he savored the taste of the
tangy brew as he felt her fingers curl around the back of his head,
pulling him down onto her pussy.

Reaching underneath her, he grasped her ass
and pulled her cunt into his mouth at the same time she lifted her
hips, bringing her pussy to him. Reveling in the sheer perversity
of it all, Wade curled his tongue into a tube and slid it into her
sopping vagina. Easing it in and out of her pussy, he marveled at
the feel of her hot flesh on his tongue.

"Feels sooooo goood," she murmured out.

"Nnn-hnn," he assented.

The sound had come out quite nasally, as he
wasn't about to free his tongue from its current pleasurable task
in order to speak more clearly.

Finally, as she writhed beneath him, he
pulled his hands out from under her ass. Following her pussy with
his mouth, he felt her thrust it against him.

Dragging his lube-coated tongue out of her
hot pussy, he leisurely licked his way up over her urethra to her
clit. He felt a shiver tickle through her body as he raked his
tongue over it.

"Yessss," she hissed, shoving his face down
onto her pussy.

Then he began some serious licking…attacking
her jutting clit with a vengeance. Moving his hands up her body, he
clenched her big tits, kneading them and pinching at her nipples
while he lapped at her clit. She began to moan softly as the
thrusts of her hips became more insistent. As he eagerly lapped at
her clit, he felt the press of her quivering thighs against his
cheeks. Keeping it up for the longest time, he finally felt the
muscles surrounding her pussy begin to harden and strain.

"Almost…oh…almost…" she moaned out, her
muscles tensing tighter and tighter.

Suddenly, she let out a short squeal as her
hips began to jerk and shake. She had two fistfuls of his hair
pulling him down onto her orgasming cunt as hard as she could. The
spasms wracking her pussy were squeezing out more and more of her
strawberry-flavored juices as Wade dropped his mouth down to the
spewing hole and lapped up the sweet, molten juices pouring out of
it.

At last, the shaking subsided down to a
shiver and then stopped altogether as she gave out a loud, gasping
groan.

Wade slowly lifted his mouth up off from her
lube-covered pussy.

"God…that was wonderful…" she breathlessly
murmured.

"I love to watch you come, Sarah," he told
her, crawling up the bed to lay beside her. "It's…it's so
sexy."

"Mmmmmmm," she sighed, snuggling up against
him as she draped a leg over him and intimately rubbed her still
moist cunt against his thigh. Leaning over, she gave him a long
passionate kiss, running her hand down to his almost fully hardened
cock.

His cock quickly responded to her touch,
growing hard and stiff within a matter of moments. Slowly he pushed
her onto her back and rolled up on top of her. Her firm thighs
parted responsively as he ground his big, hard cock down against
her pussy.

He was in no hurry this time. Their first
time had been nothing less than pure, sex-starved, lust-driven
fucking. This time, he wanted to make love to her.

Crawling up, he leaned down over her. His
big, hard cock resting on her soft belly, he leaned down and
pressed his lips down onto hers. Then, he began to rain down soft,
butterfly kisses all over her face, her eyebrows, her eyelids, her
nose, her cheeks, her chin, finally back to her soft, full lips,
and then down onto her arched neck. On and on, the kissing
continued until she couldn't take it any longer.

"Inside…inside me…I want you inside me," she
murmured.

"Sarah, I love you! I love you so much,"
Wade whimpered, backing down her body until the head of his prick
slipped down between her thighs and rested down in the slippery
valley between her soft, fleshy pussy lips.

Looking back down her body, he saw her take
his cock in both hands and guide it down to the oozing slit.
Teasingly, he held the spongy head of his prick at the entrance of
her vagina for several long moments.

"Please…" she begged, lifting her hips to
him, trying to draw him inside her.

Finally, Wade couldn't hold back any longer
and, ever so slowly, eased his big, stiff dick down into her pussy.
The moist folds of flesh surrounding her vagina enveloped him as he
drove it steadily deeper and deeper into the warmth of her heated
tunnel.

Spreading her legs even wider, she moaned as
he entered her with teasing, agonizing slowness. As he did, she dug
the heels of her shoes into the bed. Using them as leverage, she
lifted her hips to meet him. Finally, Wade felt his nuts nudge up
against her ass. Once again, he was buried balls-deep in his
grandmother's hot, clutching cunt.

"Oh, God, yes," she murmured out, thrusting
herself up against him. "Fuck me!"

"No," he countered. "We already did that.
This time, let me make love to you, Darling Sarah!"

She acquiesced with a soft whimper and
smile, but the glimmer in her eyes betrayed her true desire. Her
arms enfolded him, her long legs lifting and wrapping around his
waist, resting on the small of his back, pulling his body against
hers at all possible points of contact.

"Then make love to me, baby," she cooed.
"Make love…to your woman!"

With maddening slowness, he began to ease
his cock in and out of her tight pussy as she alternately whimpered
and groaned out her pleasure.

The house was quiet in the morning
stillness. The only sounds to break the silence were their soft
grunts and groans accompanied by the wet patter of his balls gently
slapping up against her ass on every thrust.

With each thrust down into the cloying heat
of her cunt, he could feel her responding to him. Her head was
thrown back, eyes clenched shut as she lunged back at him meeting
his every down-stroke with an up-stroke of her own.

Five minutes passed…then ten…then fifteen
minutes as Wade continued to fuck her with slow, determination.

Then as he felt her fourth orgasm tickle
through her pussy, he gradually began to hasten the tempo.

"Oh, yes, yes, yes," she murmured, reaching
down and digging her claws into his bounding ass. "Fuck Sarah…fuck
Sarah hard."

Now he was pounding his cock into her with
wild abandon.

Locking her ankles together, clamping her
sweaty thighs around his waist, she began to pound her heels down
onto his bouncing ass, prodding him to fuck her even harder.
Apparently, sometime in the course of their furious fucking, she
had kicked off her shoes because it was now her soft, round heels,
and not the stinging spikes of her stilettos, crashing down on his
ass.

"Oh…fuck…fuck…gonna…again…" she gasped,
digging her fingernails even deeper into his ass.

"Yes, my beautiful Sarah, yes!" he goaded
her. "Do it! Do it for me! Let me see you come one more time!"

Then she arched her back, thrusting up
against him. Throwing her head back, she curved her neck, exposing
the soft underside of her throat to him. Still pounding his cock
down into her contracting cunt, he leaned down and delicately
closed his teeth around her windpipe.

"Oh…oh…God," she groaned out, curling her
neck even more, willing him to show his dominance over her like the
alpha-male he'd suddenly become.

Now her whole body was shaking and
shuddering as violent convulsions of pleasure wracked it, but Wade
gave her no quarter as he continued to thrust in and out of her,
riding her through her orgasm. Both of them were drenched in sweat
as he hammered away at her. Lifting his mouth away from her throat,
he could taste the salty, tartness of her sweat on his tongue.

The grimace on her face melted away as her
orgasm slowly faded.

Looking down, he saw her eyes flutter open
and try to focus on his face.

The air around them was filled with the
sweet fragrance of peppermint as she gasped to catch her
breath.

"Oh, my God…" she murmured. "I've
never…"

Then, he felt her heels begin to patter down
onto his bounding ass again as her hands fluttered all over his
body, tickling, scratching, urging him on.

"Come…come…baby…come…come in Sarah's pussy,"
she frantically coaxed. "Sarah wants your hot, sweet cream!"

Driving herself up at him at a feverish
pace, she spurred him on with her pounding heels. Her
sweat-slickened thighs were sliding up and down on his waist,
driven by the fierce pounding her pussy was receiving.

"Come! Baby! Come!" she pleaded desperately.
"Fill me with your seed!"

The loud, wet slaps of their bodies crashing
together filled the air. This obscene sound was accompanied by the
vulgar slurps of her tight cunt sucking on his pounding prick. The
creak and groan of the bed-frame, and the twanging of the
box-springs joined in to complete the lewd symphony of fucking. But
Wade could hear none of it over the roaring in his ears; he was
only aware of the hot, wet, slippery hole between his grandmother's
beautiful legs and the fireball that was growing down inside his
flopping balls.

Then all at once, it exploded, sending out
chards of mind-frying pleasure flying into every synapses in his
brain. His giant cock bucked and spurted out a gigantic spume of
thick, hot cum into his grandmother's convulsing pussy.

"Oh, yessssss," she hissed, thrusting up
against him, pulling his spurting cock down into her spasming cunt
as deep as it could possibly go.

Grinding against her, he held the spewing
monster shoved down inside her as it emptied its vile, sperm-filled
load into her. With each lurch, the demon spurted out another gush
of his venomous cream into her. But, at last, it had no more to
give.

"Oh, my beautiful child," she murmured as
Wade slowly melted down onto her sweat-drenched breasts.

"Sarah?" he waggled a finger back and forth
in front of her face in a gentle scolding.

"I mean, oh, my wonderful, handsome man!"
she corrected herself with a little laugh and a look of total
adoration. "That was so…so…"

"Yes! Yes it was…" he murmured, giving her a
tender kiss, a kiss that went on for the longest time, eventually
ending as he laid his head on the pillow of her luscious
breasts.

After a while, both had caught their breath,
and Wade could hear the sound of Sarah's heartbeat returning to a
normal pace. Accompanying that was the sound of her breathing as
she began to drift off to a contented sleep.

"Sarah?" he spoke quietly.

"Yes, baby?" she responded, lightly stroking
his cheek with her fingertips.

"When we move to the new house, will I
really have to sleep in that place over the garage?"

"Only when your parents come to visit,
Darling," his grandmother chuckled. "Only then…"

 


The End




Return to the Top

Return to the Table of
Contents

 


 


WORKING FOR NANA




 


Top


Middle

End

 


Johnny stopped for a moment to wipe the
sweat off his brow. It was hot, but in another ten or fifteen
minutes he would be through mowing the lawn and he could go inside
Nana's nice, cool house.

Smiling, he knew that when he was inside,
Nana would probably offer him a glass of lemonade and maybe they
would sit and talk for a while. Then she would give him his twenty
dollars for mowing her lawn and he would be on his merry way.

He enjoyed talking to his grandmother, he
thought, as he resumed mowing. Nana Mildred wasn't like the rest of
the grownups he knew. She didn't treat him like a kid like the rest
of the family did. After all, he was eighteen and a senior in high
school

And there was something different about her
that made him feel all warm and fluttery inside when he was around
her. He couldn't put his finger on it, but there was an aura about
her. A sensuality that few women had. Maybe it was the way she
carried herself. Proud and confident. Maybe that came from being a
teacher. She taught at his high school, but Johnny had never taken
a class under her.

Or maybe it came from the fact that she was
shockingly good looking for her age. At sixty, she had it hands
down over all the other teachers in his school. Not only was she
good looking for a sixty-year-old woman, she was good looking for
any age, he laughed to himself.

Or maybe it was what he had overheard at one
of the family get-togethers. He had heard two of his uncles talking
about the fact that Nana Mildred had, had four husbands and all of
the had died of heart attacks. One of his uncles had laughingly
said that as hot as she was, she had probably fucked them to
death.

Or maybe it was the rumor that she chose one
of her best, and most well-endowed male senior students and
rewarded him with a night of sex-education at the end of each year.
But this had never been proven or confirmed. He couldn't believe
that his Nana would do anything crazy. But still the possibility
existed, no matter how improbable it was.

Or maybe it was the other rumor of her
watching the guys frolicking around naked through a secret peephole
in her classroom that butted up against the boy's locker room.
After hearing this rumor, he had hunted for the peephole every time
he was in the locker room, but he had never found one, so he had
written that off too.

So with all the rumors and eroticism
swirling around her, it wasn't surprising that he felt a stirring
inside every time he was around her. An electrical buzz of
excitement. It just made him feel more masculine and alive to be
around her and for some reason. She just made him feel like a
man.

Before the rumors, he hadn't thought about
her in a sexual way. He had just thought she was pretty Nana. But
now, now that he was eighteen and knew all about that kind of
stuff, it was different. She was hot. There was no doubt about it.
Especially for her age. Especially when compared to his other
grandmother. Nana Mona was about the same age and looked like a
whale. What was with that, he wondered? And Mona had been married
to Grampa Gene forever. Maybe that was it. Maybe she and Grampa
Gene never fucked.

Trying to picture Grampa Gene and Nana Mona
fucking was funny. Nana Mona was so fat, poor Grampa Gene wouldn't
know if he was in her pussy or just a fold of fat he laughed to
himself. But on the other hand, he could easily picture Nana
Mildred fucking. In fact, as sick and twisted as it was, he could
picture himself fucking her. In a heartbeat, he swore, feeling his
cock harden.

What was he thinking about, he muttered to
himself? Boys shouldn't be going around thinking about fucking
their own grandmother.

Well, it wasn't his fault that he was an
eighteen-year-old boy with hormones wildly coursing through his
body. And as they said, dicks didn't have consciences. And his dick
was somewhat famous at school. All the guys in gym class called it
"J.C." because it was so big that every time a new guy saw it the
first thing he said was "Jesus Christ".

Johnny thought it was rather impressive
himself, smiling as he felt it thickening and swelling down inside
his pants while he headed down the last stretch of unmowed
grass.

The last time he had measured it, it had
been six inches long soft and eight and a half inches long when it
was hard. He guessed that just about everyone at school knew about
it because he caught the girls looking down at his crotch and
giggling all the time.

Suddenly it dawned on him. Did Nana Mildred
know about it? He had never thought about that before. But after
all she was a teacher at school. She might have overheard somebody
talking about it. Suddenly, he felt another stirring of excitement
fizzle through his cock.

"Oh, well," he said out loud shutting off
the mower and pushing it into his grandmother's garage beside her
big white Cadillac.

"Finished already?" he heard his grandmother
ask him as he strolled in through the back door.

"Yep," he grinned at her, letting his eyes
sweep down her body as he did. "Piece of cake."

Yes, she was hot, he thought, as he eyed the
swell of her rather substantial bosom underneath the thin, summery
cotton dress she was wearing. And believe it or not, the way her
breasts were bobbling when she moved, it looked like she wasn't
wearing a brassiere.

"What? Did you say you wanted a piece?" She
smiled at him with her sexy little smile playing at the corners of
her mouth and pausing before she finished her sentence, "of
cake."

That's what he meant. There was always that
aura of eroticism about her. Or, he was just a sick pervert who was
having some very sick thoughts about his grandmother. Had he just
imagined that she had purposely paused after asking him if he
wanted a piece, or was it just his overactive imagination?

Whatever it was, he felt another throb of
excitement flutter through his cock. Had she been flirting with him
or was he just imagining it?

"Uh, no," he muttered, "I was just saying
that doing your lawn is a piece of cake."

"Oh," she laughed, seemingly amused as his
discomposure, "I guess that I'm losing my hearing in my old
age."

"Aw, Nana," Johnny said, regaining some of
his composure, "you're not getting old. You're just getting
better."

"Why, Johnny Miller," she giggled like some
of the teenage girls she taught at school, "you are the sweetest
boy."

"It's the truth, Nana." He told her catching
a waft of summer flowers as she turned and started walking toward
the kitchen.

"Thank you," she smiled, leading the way
into the kitchen.

"Why, just the other day I heard two guys at
school saying how hot you looked," he told her admiring the
seductive sway of her hips under the thin dress as she walked.

It wasn't really a lie, because he had seen
the way the boys were looking at her and knew just what they were
thinking because he had been thinking the same thing.

"Really?" she smugly grinned, dropping some
ice cubes into a glass.

"I wouldn't lie to you, Nana," he
smirked.

"That's funny," she smiled at him, standing
by the counter with the glass of ice cubes in her hand and the air
filled with the enchanting fragrance of her sexy perfume, "because
I heard a couple of guys talking about you, too."

About what, he wondered?

"Really?" he grinned. "Guys talking about
me? What did they say?"

"Oh, they were just talking about how, uh,
how, uh, let's see, how shall I put it…" she said, pausing as her
eyes flicked down to his crotch and back up to his face, "uh, about
your manly attributes."

"Nana," he muttered, his face bursting into
a fiery red. Had she just said that? And she had just looked down
at his crotch. What had the two boys said about him?

"Oh, don't act so offended," she scoffed at
him. "I think they were exaggerating. They couldn't be right. They
must have just been joking around."

"What, uh, what, what do you mean?" he
stammered, wondering what they had said, but now feeling
embarrassed. She was still his grandmother, after all.

"Oh, they had to be exaggerating," she
mischievously laughed. "You couldn't be that well-endowed."

WHAT? Had she actually said what he thought
he heard her say? Well endowed? She said that? She said that the
boys had said he had a big cock?

"NANA," he complained.

"What?" she innocently smiled, "I'm just
telling you what I heard."

"But, but, you're my Nana, and, and, well,
you know," he fumbled for words, feeling himself on some very shaky
ground.

"Oh, come on, Johnny. Don't act so shocked.
Don't you believe what you've heard about me?" she smiled at him.
"I know what the family says about me. Maybe I am old, but I'm not
deaf…"

"What? What do you mean?" he gulped,

"Don't they say that I speak what's on my
mind?" she asked him.

"Uh, yeah, I guess they do," Johnny told
her, feeling a little relieved that his cock was the topic of
conversation any more.

"And," she smiled. "Don't they say that I,
uh, how should I put it? I think the phrase that they use, is that
I fucked my four husbands to death," she laughed as Johnny's mouth
fell open in stunned shock. Did she just say fucked? Fucked. His
grandmother had said fuck! He was flabbergasted.

"Nana," Johnny choked out not able to
believe what she had just said.

"Oh, come on, Johnny," she smiled sexily, "I
know you've heard that. Haven't you?"

"Uh, I, uh, yeah, I, uh, I guess so," he
muttered, feeling like a mouse caught in a trap.

"Well, it doesn't bother me to know that the
family thinks I'm sixty and still have it. And guess what, Johnny?"
she laughed.

What did she want him to say? He was
stunned. He didn't know what to say, what to do, even what to
think. This wasn't the way it was supposed to go. She was his
grandmother. She wasn't supposed to be talking like this.

"Uh, uh, what. Nana?" he inanely
muttered.

"They're right, Johnny—"

What had gotten into her, Johnny wondered?
Why was she telling him all this? She had never acted like this
around him before. Just then, she moved to the side a little and
Johnny spied the half-empty bottle of vodka sitting by the pitcher
of lemonade.

"Oh, dear me," she bubbled, looking down at
the glass of ice cubes, "I'm such a klutz, I didn't even give you
your lemonade."

"Uh, uh, that's, uh, okay, Nana," he
muttered, sweat running down his face and trickling down under the
collar of his shirt.

"A little hard?" she asked.

"Huh? What?" he fumbled, his face lighting
up with embarrassment once again. Hard? Was she asking him if he
had a hard on? He couldn't believe she had just asked him if he was
a little hard. What was she doing? Was she intentionally trying to
embarrass him? Why was she telling him that she knew he was hard?
He didn't know what to do as he stood there with his mouth open
staring at her like the village idiot.

"Your lemonade," she giggled. "Would you
like some vodka in your lemonade? They call it 'hard lemonade' when
you put liquor in it."

"Uh, oh, I, uh, I guess, uh, so," he
blathered.

"Why? What did you think I meant," she asked
him with a knowing grin, her eyes suggestively flicking back down
to the bulge in his short pants as she tipped the bottle and poured
a shot of vodka into his glass.

"Uh, what, what do you mean," he stammered,
blushing again, knowing that he had thought she had meant that he
had a hard on.

"Why are you blushing so?" she grinned,
handing him his glass of lemonade.

"Uh, I don't know, uh, I guess, I guess that
I thought you, uh, you meant, uh, something, something else," he
muttered feeling more and more flustered by his grandmother's
bizarre behavior. Now he wasn't the senior in high school he'd been
earlier. He was the little ten-year-old boy that had worshiped and
adored his grandmother as most grandsons adored their
grandmothers.

What was going on? She had never offered him
the hard stuff before. Maybe an occasional beer, but never vodka or
any other hard stuff. And he had never known her to drink while he
was mowing her lawn. And it was only one o'clock. One o'clock on a
hot, sultry Saturday afternoon, so maybe that was why she was
drinking 'hard' lemonade.

"Oh, really," she said, slowly strolling
over to the door and stepping back out into the living room.

Johnny watched the seductive roll of her
full, round hips as she walked. Then he crazily found himself
wondering what she would look like naked.

"What did you think I meant?" she asked
him.

Johnny had been so engrossed in admiring the
swish of her delectable ass, he didn't hear what she had asked.

"Are you going to stand out there in the
kitchen all afternoon?" she laughed.

"Huh? Oh, Yeah, uh, coming…" he muttered,
realizing that he had chosen a poor choice of words the instant
they were out of his mouth and hoping that his grandmother wouldn't
seize on them.

"Uh, what, what did you say?" he asked,
stumbling over to the couch where he always sat.

"What did you think I meant when I said 'a
little hard'?" she smirked knowingly, easing down into her chair,
crossing her legs and letting her dress slip half way up a bronzed
thigh.

"Uh, I, uh, I don't, uh, I don't know, I
just didn't, uh, didn't know," he blathered away, watching her
dainty foot slowly bob up and down as the hem of her dress slowly
crept farther up her silky smooth thigh.

"It couldn't be that what I heard about you
at school is right, could it?" she went on, seeming to be enjoying
his embarrassment.

"I don't know, uh, what, what exactly did
you hear at, at, uh, school?" he muddled on feeling like he was
walking on quicksand and sinking deeper and deeper into the sucking
quagmire with every word he said.

"I heard," she said, reaching down and
sensuously running her hand down her bare thigh, "that you had a
very large male organ."

"Oh, my God, Nana," he groaned in shock and
disbelief.

"What? Was it just a rumor?" she brazenly
smiled, delicately fingering the hem of her dress. "Or is it
true?"

"I, I can't believe you, you could ask me
that, Nana," he squirmed, his face blazing red and sweat pouring
down his forehead. "You're my Nana for god's sake. Why are you, you
talking to me like this?"

"Honey, I guess you know by now," she said,
slowly dropping her foot back to the floor and leaning forward,
"that I'm not your run of the mill Nana. I'm not in my grave yet. I
still like a little fun in life. And I really don't care what the
rest of the family says."

As she leaned forward, Johnny saw the top of
her dress balloon out giving him a partial view of her big, bare
breasts. Then as he sat gawking down her dress, he saw her legs
spread apart ever so slightly.

"Yeah, uh, okay, but, but what's that got to
do with, uh, me?" he asked her, taking a quick peek down between
her legs before returning to her face.

"Honey, Nanas have feelings too…" she
smiled, leaning back against her chair and easing her legs a little
wider apart as she watched his eyes flitting back and forth between
her breasts and legs.

Oh, fuck, what is she doing now, he
wondered? He was baffled by his grandmother's mysterious behavior.
Maybe everything he'd heard about her was right. Was she trying to
seduce him? Her grandson? Whatever was going on, he couldn't see
all the way down the front of her dress or up under it either, but
if she kept spreading her legs like that, he would soon be able to
see all the way up to her panties. Oh, shit, he told himself. Yeah,
he would be able to see her panties…if she was wearing any. After
all, she wasn't wearing a brassiere—

Oh, crap, what if I'm wrong? She knows I'm
looking up under her dress, but she doesn't seem to care. She can
see me looking at her, but she isn't doing a thing to stop me, or
move, or anything.

"Papaw has been gone for six months now,"
she said, taking a sip on her own spiked lemonade, "and it gets
awful lonesome around here sometimes."

"Uh, yeah, uh, I can, I can see that you
might," he struggled, trying to keep his eyes off the ever-widening
gap between her lovely legs. "But what does…" he started to say but
was stopped when she finished the question for him.

"But what does that have to do with you?"
she interrupted him. "Right?"

"Uh, yeah," he mumbled, his eyes straying
back up to her jiggling breasts and then back down to the widening
expanse of bare leg showing in the rift between her legs.

"Do you have a girlfriend?" she unexpectedly
asked him.

"Uh, no, no, not really," he said, trying
not to look up between her legs but failing miserably.

"Well, contrary to popular belief," she
sighed, finishing off her lemonade and struggling back to her feet,
"I don't have a boyfriend either."

What was she saying? A boyfriend?
Grandmothers weren't supposed to have boyfriends. Why was she
talking so crazy? Was she drunk? The vodka bottle had been
half-empty.

"Be right back," she smiled at him as she
went tottering toward the kitchen on her high heels. What brought
that up, he wondered as he watched her go clopping across the room
while he watched the bewitching swish of her butt under the thin
dress and felt another stirring down inside his pants. He still
couldn't believe that she was so good looking at her age. Too good
looking, he told himself.

"Want some more lemonade?" she called out
from the kitchen.

"Uh, no, uh, I still have plenty," he
muttered, taking a sip on his drink.

"So," she asked, slinking back over to her
chair, as Johnny appreciatively watched her big tits bobble and
jiggle under the thin material of her dress, "what do the guys at
school think about your old Nana?"

"They all say you're hot," he sheepishly
grinned.

"Really?" she smiled sweetly, "and what do
you think?"

"Me? Me? I think you're hot, too," he said,
nervously taking another sip on his drink and glancing down to find
that her legs were drifting apart once again. "Very hot," he
hopefully added.

"Why, thank you," she smiled, ignoring his
glance down between her legs, "I've been watching you grow up and
you've grown into quite a hunk yourself."

"Huh? You think I'm, I'm a hunk?" he
grinned.

"Sure. Why wouldn't I?" she softly laughed,
making her big tits wiggle and shake under their thin covering.

"Uh, I don't know," he self-consciously
laughed. "I guess I'd just never thought about it…like that."

"We'd make quite a couple, wouldn't we?" she
laughed, winking at him, as she slowly ran her hand down her
bronzed thigh, making out like she was pushing her dress back down
but somehow inching it higher in the process. "Except for the age
difference."

"Nana, what are you getting at?" he boldly
asked her, deciding to see if she was really heading in the
direction he thought she was going.

"Oh, nothing, I guess," she frowned as she
pushed her dress back down to cover her velvety thigh.

"I don't know what you want me to do, Nana,"
he told her, not knowing if he was imagining it or she was actually
serious. Or was she drunk enough to do something crazy?

"I don't either," she scowled at him as her
legs crept farther apart.

"What, Nana? What's wrong?" he asked her,
sneaking another peek down between her legs.

Johnny felt a jolt of guilt. What are you
doing, fool, he asked himself? Quit trying to see up your
grandmother's dress. How sick can you get? She's your freaking
grandmother—

"I don't, I don't want you to think I'm a
crazy, old woman," she said, exhaling a long, jerky breath, making
her tits bobble and jerk. "But, but, oh, fuck, I just can't do
this. It is so damned demented."

Did she say fuck again? Were his ears
playing tricks on him? Maybe it was him that was going crazy. Never
had he ever heard his grandmother use the F-word and now she'd used
it right in front of him…twice.

"What, Nana, what?" He blurted out.

"You're my grandson, for God's sake," she
snarled out, her legs spreading wider apart.

Sneaking another quick peek down between her
legs, Johnny was shocked. Oh, My God, he groaned to himself. SHE
WASN'T WEARING ANY PANTIES! She wasn't wearing anything under her
dress. There was nothing by pink flesh between her legs. No
panties, nothing. Nothing but naked, bald-faced pussy! She didn't
have any panties on. Johnny felt like someone had shoved a hot
poker up his penis as it lurched wildly.

"You'll think I'm a nasty, old woman, if I
tell you…" she muttered.

"What? What? Tell me," he groaned, watching
her legs creep farther and farther apart and giving him a more and
more unobstructed view of her nakedness.

"I, I can't help it," she wheezed, sucking
in a lungful of air making her tits lurch and heave under her
dress. "As sick and perverted as it is, I, I want to, want to, want
you to, to, make love to me. There, now I've said it. There it is.
Out there in the open. I've told you. I know that it's all sick and
twisted. I can't explain it. It's just the way I feel toward you.
It's just that way. You can take it or leave it. You can do
whatever you want to. You can walk out right now and call the cops
or do whatever you want to, but at least you know how I feel about
you now."

Johnny was stunned. He couldn't speak. He
just sat there staring at her in shocked disbelief. Never in his
wildest dream could he have ever managed to concoct anything this
bizarre.

Nana. Hot Nana. Hot, hot Nana. His freakin'
grandmother. Hot Nana, his grandmother and the teacher all the guys
in school drooled over wanted to make love to him. His own
grandmother. His own grandmother wanted to fuck him. Crap. Was he
the luckiest son-of-a-bitch in the whole fucking world or what? But
wait. She was still his grandmother for God's sake. If they did do
it, would they get struck dead or something? God, yes, he wanted
her, but could he do it. His grandmother. Fuck his own grandmother.
Was that sick or what? They call that incest, don't they? And if
you do incest, weird things could happen to you, I think.

"Well?" she squirmed, her legs spreading
apart even wider. "What, what are you going to do?"

"God, Nana, I don't know," he wheezed.
"You're my grandmother for cripe's sake. I've got your blood in my
veins. I know that all the guys at school would give their left nut
to do you. But you're my frigging grandmother."

"Will this help?" she quipped, standing up
and jerking her dress up over her head.

Johnny sat there staring as if he had been
struck by lightning. She was fucking gorgeous. A little worn around
the edges, a little dumpy here and there, but for her age, she was
stunning. No panties, no bra, nothing but tan, bronzed skin.

He didn’t know what to do as he sat openly
gawking at her big, heavy tits hanging down from her chest. And
then his eyes dropped down to the furry patch of curly hairs that
covered her most secret of secret places. This was so far beyond
belief, it was staggering. He felt all the blood in his body
rushing down to his throbbing, swollen prick as his head began to
swim and his knees threatened to buckle at any second. The roaring
in his ears was so loud, he couldn't hear. He couldn't breathe,
sweat was pouring down his face, and his vision was growing dim.
Even after several seconds, he was still paralyzed as she looked
back at him with a questioning look.

"What, what are you going to do?" she cried
out, holding her arms outstretched so that he could feast his eyes
on her nakedness as she dropped her dress to the floor. "Please,
please don't leave me hanging here in the wind. Tell me. Can you,
do you, will you?"

"God, Nana," he groaned, clutching his
rock-hard cock through his shorts. "I want you so bad, Nana, my
balls feel like they're going to explode. But, but, you're sure
this is what you want? I know you've been drinking and, and if
you're drunk, I don't know if this is a good idea. What will you
think when you haven't been drinking?"

"Yeah," she huffed, "I've been drinking all
right. I've been drinking to get up enough courage to do this."

"Are you sure?" he fussed. "Because I don't
want to take advantage of you like that."

"I've never been surer in my life," she
frowned. "Do you really want me, though? I'm not too old for
you?"

"No. No," he emphatically exclaimed. "You
are not too old. You are not too old and stop saying that."

"Well, sometimes I feel old," she
complained, "Especially when I'm around some young stud like you. I
just wonder if I can still please anyone as young as you."

"Jeez, Nana," Johnny wheezed, "it's the
other way around. You probably know everything there is to know
about, uh, sex, uh, making love, uh, you know, and I don't know
hardly anything. Damn that didn't come out like I meant it to. But
do you know what I mean?"

"Yes, I think so," she smiled tenderly,
coyly running her hand down to cover her womanhood.

"Nana, do you really want to do this?"
Johnny anxiously asked, afraid that she would change her mind at
any moment on the one hand and at the same time hoping she would
for some strange familial reason. It was going to be so weird being
around the other family members knowing that he had fucked his
grandmother.

"If you only knew how much," she smiled at
him, walking over and taking his hand.

Johnny didn't know what to do so he decided
to just wait and follow her cue.

"Oh, my, you're a stinky little boy," she
laughed, pinching her nose with her fingers as she pulled him along
toward the back of the house. "But I have just the thing to take
care of that."

Johnny had never been in this part of her
house. But he missed most of the details as his concentration was
focused on her delightful butt as it quivered and rippled with each
step she took. And based on its smooth firmness, he knew that she
must diligently use the exercise bike they had just passed in their
trek into the inner sanctum of her domain. Finally, she led him
over to a big sunken bath that was filled with frothy bubbles and
vapor drifting up from it.

"I made us a bubble bath," she giggled,
facing him and reaching out to unbutton his shirt.

Johnny had never been undressed by a woman
before. It made him feel hot and sexy as his grandmother's fingers
made quick work of the buttons. Suddenly, he was a little boy
again, standing in front of his grandmother while she undressed him
just like she had done many times in the past…but never, ever in
this context.

"One down," she laughed softly, pushing his
shirt back over his shoulders and letting it drop to the floor.

"Nice pecs…" she smiled, softly scratching
her long fingernails across his chiseled chest muscles.

What would she do when she saw how big he
was, he wondered as she unhurriedly unbuckled his belt and popped
open the button on the waist band of his short pants.

"Oh, maybe those boys weren't exaggerating,"
she cooed, running her fingers down the swollen bulge of his penis
jutting out against his shorts.

Self-consciously grinning, he watched as she
spread his pants open and let them slither down his legs.

"Oh my, oh my, oh my," she exclaimed, gaping
down at the big, purple head of his cock that was protruding up out
from under the waistband of his boxer shorts. It was so big and
swollen, it looked like a big ripe plum.

"So they weren't embellishing it," she
mumbled, digging her fingers down under the waistband and tugging
his boxers down to free the jutting giant.

"Oh, my goodness," she gasped as his giant
cock sprang into the open, standing proud and tall. "It's
beautiful," she said adoringly, as she delicately ran her finger
down the distended bulge that ran along the underside of his
oversized penis. "I've never seen such a magnificent hunk of
meat."

"Jeez, Nana," he blushed as she toyed with
his massive prick, tickling and teasing it to full hardness,
"you're making me blush."

"Take off your shoes and socks," she finally
said, reluctantly letting go of his throbbing penis and stepping
down into the soapy water, "and join me."

Frantically, Johnny bent down and jerked off
his shoes and socks hoping his feet didn't stink. Then with an
expectant smile, he stepped down into the warm, frothy water.

The sweet smell of roses filled his nostrils
as he slowly sank down into the soothing water beside his
grandmother.

"This is nice," she murmured, finding his
jutting prick with her hand once again. "Don't you think?"

"Wonderful," he gushed, leaning back against
the side of the tub and enjoying the feel of her warm, soft fingers
busily exploring his ripeness.
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The rose-scented water had a tranquilizing
effect on him, he thought to himself or otherwise he would already
shot his wad as he watched his grandmother's fingers softly
plucking and toying with his primed cock.

But no matter how tranquil and relaxed he
was, the fact that it was his beautiful grandmother that was
playing with his cock had already primed his cock to the point of
blowing.

"Uh, Nana, uh, I can't take too much more of
that," he complained, feeling the precursory burning tingle that
always preceded an imminent eruption.

"That's okay, dear," she lovingly smiled at
him, "we have all afternoon. Unless you want me to do something
else for you first."

Stopping her ministrations on his overripe
cock, she smiled wickedly and ran her soft, pink tongue over her
lips suggestively.

"Would you like for me to do something else
for you first?"

Johnny felt a fiery jolt of excitement fire
off inside his cock and he almost lost it right then as the thought
of his grandmother sucking him off fired through his brain. What
could be more exciting than being blown by your own grandmother he
asked himself? Fucking her, of course, he groaned back to himself,
but being given head by your grandmother had to be way up the
scale. Way, way up the scale.

"Well, Dear," she smiled, licking her lips
again as she gave his cock a gentle squeeze, "what is it to be?
It's your choice. Can you wait until we are out of the tub or do
you want me to do it now? Do it now, with my hand?"

"Wait," he panted. "I'll wait."

"You're sure," she softly laughed, giving
his cock another gentle squeeze.

"Want to wait, please," he groaned as he
finally felt her hand move away from his throbbing cock just in the
nick of time.

Smiling lewdly, Nana reached over and picked
up a soaped washcloth. Casually, she began to rub his chest with
foamy cloth. As she ran the cloth over his body, he watched her
big, dangling tits wiggle and bobble sensually with every move she
made. Slowly, she made her way back down to his ripe, hard
prick.

Delicately, she ran the cloth over the
hypersensitive head of his cock, lingering only a few moments
before she hurriedly ran it down the long shaft of his cock. Then,
she gently lifted his big, heavy balls and lovingly washed them
with the soft washcloth before she ran it down between his
legs.

Johnny sat there is awe, listening to the
soft, splash of water as his grandmother patiently washed him from
head to toe. It felt so strange. Before he had been a little
ten-year-old boy, but now, he felt like a three year old sitting in
the tub letting his grandmother give him a bath.

"Funny, isn't it," she smiled putting the
washcloth down.

"Uh, what, what's funny?" he asked her as
she slowly got to her feet.

"That I used to bathe you when you were a
toddler," she said, standing in front of him looking down at him as
the foamy bubbles slowly trickled down her body, sinuously curving
around the wondrous hills and valleys of her beautiful body. "And
sometimes you would get a little woodie when I was washing you. I
knew even then that you were going to be very well endowed. But I
didn't realize how well."

"Uh, do, do, uh, do you want me to wash
you?" he eagerly asked, picking up the washcloth.

"If you wish," she laughed, "but quickly,
dear. We have destiny to fulfil."

With fumbling fingers, Johnny gently ran the
cloth over her shoulders leaving a trail of fragrant bubbles. Then,
he lovingly lifted one big, heavy breast and adoringly ran the
soapy cloth over it. His excitement was apparent as his big, heavy
cock jerked and lurched dangerously.

"I'm glad to see that you are enjoying
this," she said, reaching for his cock as he ran the cloth lower
and lower.

"Jeez," he grunted as she wrapped her hand
around his cock at the same instant he forced the cloth between her
legs and onto her pussy.

"Oh," she sighed, spreading her legs and
giving him free access to her nether regions. "That feels
good."

He tarried for several moments, tenderly
brushing the soft, vulnerable skin with awe and reverence. Probing,
touching the soft, bloated lips of flesh bulging out around the
mysterious opening of her vagina, he explored her exposed
femininity with his fingers. It was beautiful, he thought. The most
wondrous of all God's creations with its soft, little clitoris,
cloaked in its fleshy cape that flowed down and became the delicate
lips that guarded the portal to the very core of her sexuality. And
the treasure was his to claim.

Finally, with a shudder of anticipation and
eagerness, he kneeled down and reluctantly moved away from her
slippery cunt.

She put her soft, warm hands on his
shoulders to keep her balance and spread her legs even farther
apart as he knelt before her, just as a love-slave would prostrate
himself before his love-mistress. Slowly, lovingly, he ran the
soapy washcloth up and down between her soft, smooth thighs,
covering the delicate skin there with frothy lather.

At last, he brushed the cloth across her
dainty feet and struggled back up to his feet.

"That was nice," she cooed, reaching for a
pretty, silver-nozzled showerhead attached to a long, silver hose.
As they stood facing each other, she flicked the shower on and
began to rinse him off with a soft, warm spray of water. Starting
with his hair she worked her way down his body, paying particular
attention to his proud, jutting cock and his big, dangling balls,
before moving on down his legs to his feet.

Then, stepping back, she handed him the
nozzle and let his spray away the frothy bubbles from her lovely
body.

"There," she laughed liltingly, taking the
shower from him and turning it off, "no more stinky."

Quickly, she stepped up out of the tub,
pulling Johnny along with her as she reached for the two giant,
fluffy towels that had been laid out before.

Johnny's head was still spinning with
electrical excitement, knowing that his grandmother had planned all
this out just to get him into her bed. Being seduced by your own
grandmother was totally, wickedly, exhilaratingly unbelievable. The
only thing he could think of that would be more bizarre would be
fucking his mother. Just the thought of that made his cock dance
and lurch with depraved excitement.

Seeing his cock twitching, Nana smiled at
him as she ran the fuzzy towel over her body.

"I see he is still ready for his prize," she
lewdly laughed.

"Oh, God, Yes," he hissed, roughly toweling
off his impatient prick. "So ready."

"I can see," she giggled, tossing her towel
aside and tripping down the hallway toward her bedroom.

Following her, his cock jutting straight out
in front of him swinging from side to side as he walked, he watched
the sexy wiggle of her butt while she hurried along in front of
him.

Stopping at the door to her bedroom, she
turned and smiled at him suggestively.

He could see her nipples jutting out hard
and ripe just like his prick that was now eagerly pointing straight
up at the ceiling.

"God, Johnny," she gushed, turning and
rushing toward her bed, "I love your big, hard cock."

Another blast of perverse excitement coursed
through his cock threatening to trip it off prematurely. If only he
could hold off until she had it in her mouth, he told himself
stumbling along after her.

She reached her bed, and gracefully dropped
onto it rolling over onto her side and smiling at him.

He stopped, staring in reverent adoration
and wonder as she lay there waiting for him.

"Well," she said, her voice husky with
emotion, "bring him over here and let Nana give him his prize for
being such a good, little boy and taking a bath like he was
supposed to."

Christ, he cursed under his breath as
another jolt of wicked excitement tore through his cock making it
jerk up and down dangerously close to tripping off all by itself.
Think about something else, he frantically told himself. Anything,
anything to stave off an eruption the likes of which his cock had
never suffered through.

"My goodness, he looks like he's about to go
off any second," she complained, reaching for his steel-hard penis
as he stumbled up to the bed.

"Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh, yes," he muttered,
straining as hard as he could to hold back the tidal wave of semen
gathering inside his aching balls.

As he stood by her bed quaking in
anticipation, she waited a few seconds to see if he could calm it
down. But, when she saw that he was still on the verge of erupting
all by himself, she hurriedly wrapped her soft, hot hands around
the colossal column of iron-hard meat and drug it down to her soft,
red lips.

"OHGODNANA," he blurted out as he watched
and felt her hot, ruby red lips encircle the painfully sensitive
head of his overripe cock.

Nothing could have held back the massive
explosion any longer, he told himself as a gigantic jolt of pure
electricity tore through his penis. As it did, a titanic gusher of
his superheated cum blew out the head of his cock as it began to
disgorge its monstrous load of virulent venom into his
grandmother's hungry, sucking mouth.

He watched on in incredulous ecstasy when
his grandmother's cheeks hollowed as she sucked on him. Then the
second awesome spasm of perverse pleasure shot through his prick as
it jerked and spurted out another giant gob of his sticky, thick
semen into her mouth. As it did, he watched her squeezing and
milking his gargantuan prick with one hand while she squeezed and
toyed with his big, dangling balls with her other hand.

He saw her throat working up and down
quickly as she hungrily swallowed his thick, malevolent offering.
Shivers of perverse delight shuddered up and down his spine as he
felt another massive gusher of cum spew out of his jerking,
lurching monster and into the hot, wet well of her mouth. Never,
never in his whole life had he felt anything so disastrously
perverted and wickedly pleasurable. She was sucking him inside out,
he thought. It felt like the insides of his big, dangling balls had
melted and were now pouring out into her mouth in a series of
powerful, gut-wrenching contractions that caused his penis to jump
and buck viciously.

On and on it went as she roughly stroked his
erupting cock with her hot, clenching hand and lips at the same
time she was coercing his balls to give up their creamy treasure
with her other hand. He just hoped his heart could take it as she
ravenously attacked his spewing manhood with her burning lips and
mouth.

The tidal wave of sticky, hot cum gushing
from his cock continued for the longest time full minute before she
had completely drained it of all its potency.

"Oh, God, Nana, done, finished, all gone,"
he groaned as he felt his cock weaken and die inside her hot,
hungry mouth.

Smiling wickedly, she opened her mouth and
let his shrinking manhood slowly slither out from between her lips
leaving behind a trickle of his expended man-cream on them as it
did.

As he stood there, his knees threatening to
give way at any second, she sensually rolled over onto her back and
scooted back away from the edge of the bed.

He heard her bracelets jangle softly as she
looked at him and ran the pink tip of her tongue over her lips,
lapping away the last vestiges of his massive eruption. Gasping to
catch his breath, he slowly crawled up on the bed and sat down.

As he did, he watched his grandmother smile
at him and spread her long, lovely legs apart. Then, as he looked
on, she reached over and picked up a small vial from her
nightstand. Smiling at him, she twisted the top off the small
bottle and pulled out a tiny glass dropper.

What was she doing, he asked himself as she
slowly reached down and dabbed the dropper on the thick, meaty
folds of flesh encircling her delightful pussy running it along one
side, then dipping it back into the bottle and running it along the
other side.

"Would you like to give Nana a prize for
being such a good, little girl?" she asked him, a wicked,
suggestive look on her face as he caught a whiff of
strawberries.

"Would I?" he feebly grinned back at
her.

Staring up into her beautiful face, he
watched the big, gold earrings she was wearing jiggle as she
wiggled her butt deeper into the mattress and tilted her sweet
pussy up to ready it for the assault.

Snuggling up between her outstretched legs,
he lightly stroked the soft, smoothness of her inner thighs with
the tips of his fingers. He could feel the goose bumps under his
fingers as he knelt down and began to kiss her thighs. Licking now
and then, he slowly worked his way up toward her pussy with light,
gentle kisses letting his lips skim over the satiny smooth
skin.

Higher and higher he went, adoringly
worshiping the silkiness of her smooth skin. The erotic scent of
her smoldering womanhood grew stronger and stronger as he drew
closer to the waiting treasure. Finally, his lips were was poised
above the fiery core of her femininity. A tuft of blond curls, soft
and as fine as baby hair girdled the weeping slit. Staring down at
the wondrous sight, he was enraptured by the exotic scent of her
soft, pink pussy. It was wonderful and overpowering. It was the hot
smell of woman in heat mingled with the fragrance of strawberries.
Taking a deep breath through his nose, he drank in the dizzying
aroma as he slowly lowered his lips down to the slick, little bulb
of her clitoris. Now the aroma wafting up from the steamy chasm was
making him groggy with longing to please his grandmother. It also
had an aphrodisiacal effect on his sleeping giant as it began to
stir and regenerate itself.

Flicking out his tongue like a serpent
scenting for its prey, he could feel her gently running her fingers
through his hair. Tickling the delicate bud of her clit with the
tip of his tongue for a few seconds, he then paused, drinking in
the rich, thick scent of her womanhood. Moving his probing tongue
away from the bulging button, he could hear the soft jingle of her
bracelets as he ran his thick, hot tongue down one side of her
oozing pussy. Tasting the tart flavor of woman and strawberries, he
gently lapped his way down to the damp opening of her beautiful
pussy. Tenderly, he lovingly dipped the tip of his tongue down into
the warm wetness of her overheated cunt for a moment and then
delicately licked his way up her other bloated pussy lip back to
her jutting clitoris.

Savoring the delightful taste of woman and
strawberries on his tongue, he began to tease and torment her
slippery, little clitoris. Wallowing in the depraved perversion of
eating his own grandmother, he could feel her fingers tighten,
clenching his hair and gently pushing his head, guiding his lips
and tongue down into her hot, wet cunt. Trying to ignore everything
else, he sucked, licked, tickled, and provoked the tiny knob of
silky slipperiness as his grandmother pushed her pussy up into his
face.

Soft mewing sounds were coming from above
him and the insistent pressure on the back of his head was growing
stronger as he savagely lashed her clitoris with his flicking
tongue. He could feel the tension in muscles alongside his face as
she clamped her thighs against his cheeks.

"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes," she softly
hissed, digging her fingers down into his hair and pushing his face
down against her pussy harder and harder.

Flicking his tongue back and forth, up and
down, he fluttered it all over and around his grandmother's
clitoris, unrelentingly tormenting the swollen bulb of flesh.
Displaying her obvious appreciation of his attention, she began
raking her salivating pussy up and down Johnny's face, coating his
lips with her burning juices.

Johnny could sense his grandmother was about
to climax. Still teasing the extruding tip of her clitoris with his
hot, rasping tongue, he slowly eased three fingers up into the
fiery pit of her pussy.

"Oh, God," she gasped as Johnny felt her
tight, hot cunt sucking on his fingers trying to suck them deeper
and deeper into her clutching cunt.

Nana was writhing around on the bed like a
cat in heat. Her body was hot and flushed and all of her muscles
were growing tenser and tenser.

Suddenly, Johnny felt her hot, sucking pussy
collapse down on his fingers as spasm after spasm rippled through
her cunt. Her whole body jerked and shook uncontrollably with every
spasm as the ecstasy of fulfillment washed over her.

"Yes, Nana, yes, come, come, Nana, come,"
Johnny urged her on unable to keep his tongue on her clitoris as
she thrashed around the bed uncontrollably.

Groaning and mewing, she continued to jerk
and twist for a good thirty seconds as the agony of her orgasm
swept over her again and again. Finally, Johnny felt her whole body
go limp as she flopped back down onto the bed in a lifeless
heap.

Gently, with loving patience, he leisurely
slid his fingers in and out of her hot, slippery cunt as she lay
gasping for air.

"God, oh, God," she whimpered, gently
clutching his fingers with her pussy as they slid in and out of
her.

"Was it good, Nana?" Johnny asked her,
grinning proudly.

"It was wonderful," she wheezed, seeming to
be having difficulty focusing on him as she tried to smile.

"That was great for me, too," he said, still
slowly fucking her wet pussy with his fingers realizing that he was
hard and ready again. "You make me hot just touching you."

"Oh," she murmured, finally giving him a wan
smile.

"Yes," he said, gently easing his drenched
fingers out of her juicy cunt.

Slowly, he got to his hands and knees and
then up on his knees facing her.

"See," he haughtily smiled, wrapping his
hand around his thick, hard cock that was jutting up into the air,
ripe and ready to do battle again.

"For goodness sake," she laughed softly. "I
guess I do."

"And what would Johnny like to do with his
big boy now?" she murmured, seemingly amused by her grandson's
antics.

"Would you like to, uh, like to, fu-uh-make
love?" he hesitantly asked, still feeling uncomfortable about being
on such intimate terms with his grandmother.

"I would love for you to make love to me,"
she trilled softly, slowly sitting up.

Johnny expectantly ran slowly ran his hand
up and down his giant as he smiled down at her.

"But first, we need to put some slippery
stuff on your big boy," she murmured, reaching over and pulling
open the drawer of her nightstand. "I'm not as wet down inside like
I once was, but that's not a problem with this."

She lifted out a plastic bottle of purple
liquid and popped open the flip-top lid.

"Bring him up here," she said, tilting the
bottle and squeezing out a palm full of the slippery
concoction.

Johnny shuffled up to where she sat with his
monstrous cock jutting out in front of him, standing at attention
and pointing up at the ceiling once again.

Smiling, she reached out and took hold of
his ripeness and quickly spread the cool lubricant all over the
mammoth slab of meat from its giant tapered head down to the thick,
hair covered base.

"There," she said, wiping her hands of a
towel that lay inside the drawer. "Sorry for the inconvenience, but
I'll try and make the wait worthwhile."

"God, Nana, I, uh, what do you, uh, I feel
like a little boy who doesn't know anything," he muttered, hoping
she would tolerate his inexperience in making love.

"It will be wonderful," she assured him,
"you'll do fine," she told him, trying to boost his confidence.

"But, but, Nana, I've only done it a couple
of times, and, and I, uh, I want it to be so good for you," he told
her as she slowly laid back down and spread her legs apart for
him.

"Just do what comes naturally," she softly
murmured reaching for his bobbing cock and gently guiding the
bulbous head down to the wet slit between her legs. "Just be slow
and gentle at first, okay?"

"Uh-huh," he mumbled, letting her lead him
down to her pussy.

He was about to fuck his grandmother! His
grandmother! Could it really be happening? Or was he dreaming? His
beautiful grandmother Nana. He felt dizzy with passion as he felt
the heat of her womanhood slowly enveloped the throbbing head of
his cock.

"Oh, God," he muttered as he slowly fed the
huge column of meat down into the clinging softness of his
grandmother's pussy.

Nana looked up at him with love spilling out
of her eyes. Their bodies meshed together as if made for each
other.

"Johnny, I love the feel of your big cock in
my pussy," she crooned, squeezing down on him with her pussy.

How many guys got to fuck their
grandmothers? One in a million? One in a billion? He couldn't
imagine that they were many, but he was one of them, he thought
pushing his throbbing cock deeper and deeper into the sacrosanct
chamber of her vagina.

Now he was a grandmother fucker, he laughed
to himself.

"Yes, yes," she hissed, lovingly wrapping
her arms around him and pulling him down to her.

"Fuck me, Johnny," she murmured, "fuck me
with you big, beautiful cock."

The words coming from her mouth inflamed him
as he began to gently slide his giant peter in and out of her
slippery slit. Rolling and dipping his hips with every deep,
thrusting stroke, he buried all eight plus inches of his steel into
her with every incestuous penetration.

"Yes, yes, Johnny, Honey, to the hilt, to
the hilt," she coaxed him, thrusting back against him every time he
shoved his cock down into her sweet pussy.

Like a diesel climbing a long hill, Johnny
downshifted and began to stroke his cock into her harder but still
at the same slow, agonizing pace.

Fucking his grandmother, fucking his
grandmother. Like a mantra, the phrase repeated itself over and
over again as he fucked her. It was unbelievable. He was fucking
his beautiful grandmother. Never in a million years could he have
even imagined anything this crazy happening.

"Yes, yes, My Baby, faster," she softly
pled.

Shifting gears once again, Johnny began to
work his hips back and forth faster, slipping his cock in and out
of her faster.

"Oh, yes, honey, like that," she praised him
tightly clenching her hot, sucking pussy down around his pistoning
prick. "Yes, just like that."

Johnny's giant peter effortlessly slid in
and out of his grandmother's well-lubed cunt sending warm,
pleasurable pulses of joy up into his brain. He loved fucking her.
What it would lead to, he didn't know and didn't care at the
moment. The only thing he cared about was the wonderful feelings
emanating from his conscienceless cock. It didn't care that it was
sliding in and out of his grandmother. All it cared about was its
own evil gratification.

"Oh, my Johnny, you could fuck me this way
all day long," she crooned, hugging him tightly as he worked his
cock in and out of her tight, hot cunt.

"On, Nana, I love fucking you," he blabbered
out, rhythmically driving his cock in and out of her clutching
pussy.

He did. He loved fucking. And he loved
fucking her. And he loved her!

But even as he reveled in the ecstatic joy
of fornicating with his grandmother, guilt began to creep in around
the edges of his joy. How could he be doing this to his own
grandmother? How could he take advantage of her loneliness like
this? He was an evil and wicked boy, he grimaced, but didn't miss a
beat as he continued mercilessly pound his prick into her
accommodating cunt.

"Oh, Nana, oh, Nana," he cried out, pausing
to kiss her on the lips. "I love you. Just don't ever be mad at me
for doing this to you. Please."

"Johnny, don't feel bad," she murmured,
seeming to sense his sadness, "It's not your fault. I wanted you to
fuck me. I've always wanted you to fuck me. I love the way you fuck
me. Stop feeling guilty and just fuck me for the joy of
fucking."

"Oh, Nana, I love you so fucking much,"
Johnny bubbled, quickly resuming his assault on her pussy.

"I love you, too, Johnny. Very, very much,"
she mewed, fucking him back with an intensity that dazed him.

They became one. One wicked and perverse
fucking machine. Their bodies clashed together constantly, filling
the room and their minds with the vulgar sounds of their fucking.
The bedsprings creaked and groaned their protest to the abuse that
was being heaped upon them as Nana and Johnny thrashed about on
them.

Seconds turned into minutes, then minutes
turned into a long, sweat-soaked hour as they fucked and fucked.
They fucked with Johnny on top, then he slid around and attacked
her from the side and then the other side, and then he took her
from behind doggie style. Still they fucked, but they both knew
that the end was near.

"Yes, Johnny, yes, Johnny, Honey, I feel it,
I feel it," she panted, humping her pussy back at him as hard as
she could. "Come in me, Johnny, come in me and make me come."

"Yeah, Nana, yes, Nana, I'm, gonna, gonna,
come," he wheezed slapping his cock up into her pussy as hard and
fast as he could. "Gonna, make, gonna, make, you, come, too."

Still they hung on. One minute, two minutes,
five minutes more.

Then all of a sudden, Johnny felt his balls
burst into a glorious ball of flame as the floodgates opened and a
tidal wave of his hot, steamy cum poured out of his balls.

"FUCKKKKKKKKKK!" he screamed out at the top
of his lungs as his cock lurched and spurted out the first gigantic
gusher of his cum into his grandmother's cunt.

"YESSSSSSSSSSSSS" Nana hissed in exultation
as her tight, clenching cunt locked down around her grandson's
spurting, spewing cock.

They were both immediately engulfed in the
flames of their incestuous tragedy. They had done it. They had
brought great shame on each other, but they ignored this and
wallowed in the depraved pleasure rushing up from their private
parts. They clung together, bodies pressed tightly together as they
rode out the storm of perversion they had created. Higher and
higher they were carried on the currents of the ecstasy, until they
touched the Sun. Then, scorched and burning from the fires of
incestuous love, they fell screaming back to the earth.

"Oh, my, God," Johnny gasped, falling onto
his back and trying to catch his breath. "I've never, never
ever…"

"It was heaven," Nana sighed, collapsing
down onto her belly. "I've never either. That was the most ever in
my whole life."

"Really? In your whole life?" Johnny panted,
dazed by the intensity of his eruption and his grandmother's
admission.

"Yes, in my whole life," she murmured,
turning over and facing him. "It was unbelievable."

"I can't believe it either," he smiled. "I
must be dreaming. To think that I fucked my own grandmother."

"Well, do you think that you could mow my
lawn every Saturday?" she asked smiling suggestively, running her
hand down to her pussy that was still leaking his cum out onto the
bedspread. "I think that it needs that kind of attention, don't
you?"

"You mean, you mean, you and me, us, every
Saturday?" he muttered incredulously.

"Uh, yes, uh, why, why, do you think that my
lawn might need mowing more than once a week?'

"Oh, God," he cursed, smiling from ear to
ear. "I can't fucking believe it."

"Well, why don't you check back over a
couple of times a week and we can see if it needs mowing or not.
Okay?"

"Yes, ma'am," he laughed. "You're the
boss."

"And don't you forget it," she smirked.

"Every week," he muttered.

"Well, that's fine," she said, scooting over
closer to him. "But let's not forget today. There's still plenty of
time for mowing, unless you have somewhere else you'd rather
go."

"NO, oh, no," he said emphatically as he
watched his grandmother smile lewdly and lower her full, red lips
down to his limp prick. "Nowhere else I'd rather be, Nana, nowhere
else…."
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