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Chapter One


  


  Jason sped along toward the airport. He had just left the hospital after visiting his wife, Amy. Amy had been in and out of the hospital for the past three months. She was about to have their first baby and it wasn’t going easy for her. Not to complain thought Jason as he wheeled into the parking lot, but it hadn’t been easy on him either. Three months without any pussy, he fussed. God, he could almost feel Amy’s hot, tight pussy squeezing down on his big, hard cock. He was so horny, he ached all over, especially down there. But he probably still had another three months before he would get any. Amy had given him head and hand jobs, but her hand and mouth couldn’t replace a good old-fashioned fuck, he fussed. Damn, now I’ve got a hard on, he complained, jumping out of the car, rearranging his pants to hide it as he headed into the terminal.


  Hope Mom doesn’t notice it, he told himself striding toward the gate where his mother, Brenda was arriving. God, it seemed like it had been years since he had seen her, but it had only been six months. Arriving at the gate, he saw that her plane hadn’t landed yet, so he staked out a place where he had a good view of all the women walking past. Six months without any nooky had a way of doing that to a man…


  ~~~


  I can’t wait to see Jason, Brenda tittered to herself. It had been a long six months since she had seen him. It was right after they had found out that Amy was pregnant. Smiling to herself, she wondered if he would recognize her. Since he had last seen her, she had, had a complete do over and had started dating.


  Well, it’s about time, she smiled to herself. It had been two years since George had gone to the Happy Hunting Grounds. Two years was plenty of mourning. Not that she didn’t love the old fool, but now it was time to get on with her life and start having some fun again. Besides, she was starting to feel a little too horny for her own good. And her dear, little vibrator could only handle so much, she laughed to herself. What she needed now was some good, stiff cock. Why, even right now, she was feeling a little randy and had been checking out the nice, hard ass of the steward as he paraded up and down the aisle. And he was probably as gay as a three-dollar bill, she laughed to herself, pretending to smooth her dress as she ran her hand down between her legs where the bubbling caldron of desire simmered. Luckily, she had the row of seats all to herself.


  Watch it, she warned, easing her hand out from between her legs and turning her attention away from the steward’s tight, little ass. And besides, she was here to see her son, so she needed to get those kind of thoughts out of her head, she fussed. Oh, dear, look at me. And going to meet my son? What would he think if he knew what his sweet, old mom had on her mind? The embarrassment would probably kill him, she laughed. He could certainly be a prude when it came to some things…


  Looking out the window, she watched the clouds flash by as the plane flew lower and lower. Then after the clunking and rattling of the landing gear being lowered, she felt the plane flare and then heard the screeching of tires on the tarmac as a shudder ran through the airframe.


  Well, we’re on the ground safe and sound, she sighed a sigh of relief as she released her death-grip on the armrest and leaned back. The two drinks she’d had in the airport bar and the two she’d had on the plan had alleviated some of her fear of flying, but she could only sugar-coat it so much. It was still there and she was happy to be back on good old terra firma.


  ~~~


  Jason watched his mother’s plane touch down and whiz down the runway before finally slowing enough to turn off onto a taxiway. Smiling to himself in anticipation, he watched the plane slowly thread its way through the myriad of diverging and converging ribbons of concrete crisscrossing the airfield as it leisurely made its way to the gate.


  It took several minutes for the plane to dock and begin disembarking the passengers as Jason impatiently waited. Finally he saw the first passengers coming down the gateway toward the waiting area. Watching for his mother, he spied a gorgeous redhead sashaying down the aisle. She had one of those hourglass figures that women would kill for, and huge, wriggling breasts that were so large, they made her look almost top heavy and it seemed like she would tip over any moment. Momentarily forgetting about his mother, Jason followed the redhead with his eyes as she strolled past him. Openly gawking at her, he feasted his eyes on her delectable derriere as it suggestively swished from side to side while the woman headed up the concourse.


  ~~~


  Brenda came up the gateway looking for Jason, but didn’t see him. But as her eyes searched the crowd for him, she did see a gorgeous hunk of a man who was turned away from her ogling the redhead that every man on the plane had been leering at for the whole flight.


  Brenda’s eyes flitted down to the man’s round, hard ass wondering what he would be like in bed. God, with an ass like that, I bet he could really hammer it home, she groaned to herself. After a few moments, she reluctantly turned away from the man and resumed her search for her son. Get a hold on yourself, Brenda, she warned.


  Grunting, Jason shook his head realizing that his hard on had returned and was now in full glory as he finally tore his eyes off the woman’s ass and turned to begin searching for his mother again. Just as he turned back, he caught view of another delightful rear end proceeding up the gangway away from him. The woman had already passed him, but he still couldn’t help but notice her body. She was a knockout, too, but not on the grand scale of the redhead. She was older, but like a fine wine, she had aged well. She reminded him of his mother in some way, but this woman had shorter hair and was dressed much sexier than his mother would dress. Watching the woman’s full, beautifully-rounded butt sway from side to side for a few moments, he wondered what she would be like in bed. Full, soft and full of beautiful curves, he bet she would be a great fuck. Watch it there, boy, his conscience cautioned. Remember what we’re her for…


  Directing all of his attention on her beautiful ass, he was still watching when she stopped and turned back toward him. With the target of his admiration now hidden behind her, he lifted his eyes up to her face.


  Oh, God, he groaned. It was his mother. Damn, he told himself blushing as he tried to smile but found his face frozen in a mask of shock. It was his mother and he had just imagined that she would be a great fuck!


  “Oh, my, my, my, my,” Brenda wheezed under her breath as she realized that the man she had been admiring was her son, Jason. Her face turning a bright red, she tried to grin as he came bounding toward her. And to think, I was wondering what he would be like in bed, she shamefully thought, starting to step toward him.


  They met and threw their arms around each other.


  “God, Mom, you look great,” Jason babbled, pulling her into his arms and giving her a big, hard hug. “Why, I barely recognized you.” Yeah, not to mention the fact I was undressing you with my eyes—


  As he hugged her, he couldn’t help but notice the way her soft curves molded themselves against his body. Like two linking pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. And the soft fullness of her breasts pressing against his chest made him more than a little uncomfortable, especially coupled with what he had just thought about her.


  He could only hope that she didn’t notice the fact that he had an erection as it dug into her softly-rounded belly.


  “I hardly recognized you, too” she bubbled, hugging him against her.


  As she hugged him, she couldn’t help but notice the hard, swollen bulge of his erect manhood pressing against her belly. My God, she swooned realizing that he had a hard on. Why was his cock hard? Why?


  Well, he had been looking at her ass because she had seen his eyes shoot up from it when she had turned around. Could he have been thinking the same thing she had?


  Oh, Goodness, she fumed at herself. Stop it and get control of yourself. He couldn’t have, not her dear, little Jasie.


  Knowing that his mother must be able to feel his erection, Jason diplomatically backed away from her.


  “How’s Amy?” Brenda asked him, stepping back and nervously running her hands down her skirt, straightening out any wrinkles that might have tarried from the flight.


  “Uh, getting tired of it all,” Jason complained. “She just wants to have the baby and get back to the way things were.”


  “I can’t say as I blame her for that,” Brenda said, letting him take her hand and lead the way toward the baggage claim area. “I remember how it was, but I didn’t have such a hard time with you,” coughing nervously when she realized what she had just said. Hard time, really? You old fool—


  “Uh, yeah, uh, I guess,” he shyly stammered.


  “I only have a couple of bags, so hopefully it won’t take too long,” she remarked, smiling at his embarrassment.


  “Not to worry,” Jason grinned back at her. “We have all afternoon. Visiting hours aren’t until five this afternoon.”


  “Good,” she giggled, feeling giddy, almost childish in her exuberance at seeing him, “We’ll have time to talk.”


  “Yeah,” he said, clomping along beside her, feeling more than a little like a little ten-year-old boy walking along beside his mother instead of a grown man.


  Then they came to the luggage carousel and she saw her two suitcases.


  “There they are—” she chirped, stepping up to the roundabout and leaning over to pick them up as they came trundling by. As she did, her tight, little skirt tautly stretched across her derriere, highlighting every delightful detail of its rounded perfection to Jason as he gawked on in shameful reverence. Unaware of her son’s admiring attention, Brenda tugged the bag off the slowly-moving conveyor and set it on the floor.


  “Here, Mom, let me get it—” Jason finally quipped, stepping up beside her. “Which one?” he asked her, hoping that she didn’t notice the blush burning out across his cheeks.


  “There, that one—” she told him pointing to the peony pink Helium trolley case as it came toward them.


  “Fancy suitcase—” Jason grinned, grabbing it by the handle and lifting it off the carousel and setting it by the matching smaller suitcase. “That it?”


  “Yep—” she smiled. Then Jason gathered up her suitcases and led her out to the car. Throwing open the trunk, he gently set them inside and slammed the trunk closed. Walking around the car, he opened the door and held it while his mother got in. As she slid onto the seat, her short skirt rode up her leg, exposing a vast expanse of tanned thigh, the top of her nylon and even a portion of the long, stretchy garter that was attached to it.


  Crap, he told himself as he felt a shiver of excitement tickle through his achingly-hard penis. She’s wearing a garter belt! He couldn’t believe it. His mother—a garter belt!


  “Oops—” she chirped, quickly shoving her skirt back down as she swung her legs into the car.


  “Uh—sorry—” Jason mumbled, not knowing why he’d apologized, other than the fact he shouldn’t have been looking and now he felt guilty about it.


  Why is he apologizing? It wasn’t his fault. Well, I hope he got an eyeful, she blushed, self-consciously tugging her skirt back down her legs, trying to cover as much leg as possible. And I’ll bet he saw my garter, too. Wonder what he thinks about that? His dear, sweet old mom wearing a naughty garter belt? Well, maybe he won’t think his mom is so old and stodgy now, she laughed to herself as she watched Jason make his way around the car.


  ~~~


  “So how have things been for you?” she asked him as they sped along the freeway.


  “Uh, okay, I guess,” he answered, not sure what she meant. “Just be glad when the baby comes and things get back to normal. What with Amy being in and out of the hospital for the past three months, things have been kind of messed up, if you know what I mean.”


  “I bet they have,” she smiled, reaching over and lightly resting her hand on his thigh. “Well, don’t you worry about a thing now, because Mommy is here to take care of her little boy.”


  “Mom,” he half-heartedly fussed, “in case you haven’t noticed lately, I’m not a little boy anymore.”


  “Oh, yes, I noticed,” she said, a slight blush painting his cheeks.


  What did she mean by that? She had noticed? She had noticed his hard on at the airport? What else could she mean?


  “Uh, I, uh, well,” he fumbled, not knowing what to say and for the first time in his life feeling uncomfortably self-conscious being around his mother.


  Her remark about noticing that he wasn’t a little boy any more had to be in reference to his fucking hard on, he told himself as he drove along? Or was it just her way of telling him that she knew that he was grown up now?


  An unfamiliar tension filled the car and neither of them spoke for the rest of the short trip to his house.


  “Well, here we are,” he timidly mumbled, turning into the driveway.


  “Oh, you’ve done some nice things with your yard,” she smiled.


  Jason got out and hurried around the car to her door. Jerking it open, he held out his hands to help her up out of the bucket seat.


  She reached up and took hold of his hand and swung her legs around to step out of the car. As she did, her legs parted just enough to give Jason a brief, but exhilarating glimpse of the frilly lace between her legs. Jason had tried not to look, but failed miserably as he felt a shiver of excitement tickle through his rigid, aching cock.


  What was wrong with him, he sickly wondered as he savored the momentary flash of his mother’s sexy panties? And what was wrong with her? Why was she wearing such provocative undies? Didn’t she know that mothers weren’t supposed to wear that kind of stuff? Especially around their sons. Their poor, pussy-starved, horny sons?


  As she slid out of the car, she saw Jason’s eyes flit down between her legs. She also saw the look of interest flit across his face. Why he must have seen my panties, she thought, flustered by her son’s new and obvious fascination with her. What has gotten into him, she asked herself as she stood up and got out of the car?


  “It looks like you’ve spent a lot of time fixing the place up,” she remarked, trying to divert the conversation away from anything that could even be construed as sexual.


  “I had plenty of time what with Amy being in the hospital most of the time,” he whined, lifting her bags out of the trunk.


  “I’m sorry,” she apologized for nothing in particular, just sad to see her little boy unhappy.


  “Nothing anyone could do about it,” he told her, flipping open the trunk and pulling her bags out. “It’ll all be over pretty soon and things will be back to normal,” he smiled, slamming the trunk shut and heading for the house pulling her bags along behind them as they made their way up the walk.


  Once in the house, he showed her to her room and then they spent the rest of the afternoon sitting and chatting about old times. Around four-thirty they left for the hospital to see Amy then stopped by Luigi’s for dinner and didn’t get back to the house until around nine.


  “Well, I guess you’ve had a pretty long day,” he told her.


  “Yeah, kinda,” she smiled. “Are you working tomorrow?”


  “Nope, I’m off Saturday and Sunday,” he grinned. “I’m afraid you’ll have to put up with me all week end.”


  “Oh, Goodie, that’s just what I wanted to hear,” she giggled, leaning over to give him a peck on the cheek.


  Unfortunately, it seemed that the gods of Fate were playing games with them, because as she did, the third button on her blouse popped off and went softly clicking across the floor, this was immediately followed by her blouse billowing open just wide enough to give him a tantalizing glimpse of her pale, pink breasts nestled down inside the tantalizing, lacy half-bra she wore. He couldn’t help but notice that the tops of her remarkable breasts were completely exposed as the tiny brassiere could only conceal the bottom half of the wondrous mountains of soft, pink flesh. So close, yet so untouchable he chastised himself as he felt her lips brush against his cheek.


  “Oops,” she mumbled, knowing that he had seen her breasts as she quickly stood up and timidly straightened her blouse to hide her breasts once again.


  Flustered, he was beginning to wonder. First, her leg in the car…and now her breasts. Was it really an accident? Or was she doing it on purpose?


  But, of course it was an accident. His mother would never do anything like that to tease him. It was just his overactive libido fueled by the three months of abstinence. Who could blame him?


  “What would you like to do this weekend?” she innocently asked, her face flushed with red. “Is there anything that you would like for me to do for you? Cook something special? Something I could do that Amy usually does, but can’t since she’s been in the hospital so much? You know something womanly.”


  Jeez, he groaned to himself, reading sexual connotations into every word of her question. But maybe she was just trying to be helpful. But maybe it wasn’t an accident after all, he thought. The way she carefully worded her question. Sure Mom, let’s go to bed and fuck the way Amy and I used to do before she started having all her female problems. That would be fun, Mom. Don’t you think? What do you say?


  “What’s wrong,” she asked him when she saw that he was frowning. “Did I say something wrong?”


  “Uh, nothing, uh, I’m just, uh, oh, nothing,” he grunted. “I’m just tired, I guess.”


  “Well, why don’t we call it a day then,” she smiled, seeming to forget about her blouse as she leaned down and gave him another peck on the chin. And of course, her blouse fell open again and gave him another frustrating eyeful of her pale, pink breasts.


  “Damn,” she cursed, grabbing her blouse and pulling it together, “I’ve got to fix that.”


  “Uh, yeah, uh, okay,” Jason muttered, still wondering and not knowing what else to say.


  He was so damned horny. His cock seemed to always be in some state of petrification. And the brief glimpses of his mother’s beautiful breasts hadn’t helped. It had only made his situation worse.


  He was going to have to do something, he told himself. Maybe he needed to take the problem in hand?


  “Night, night,” she told him, standing up and strolling nonchalantly back toward her room.


  “Uh, night,” Jason grunted, watching the delectable roll of his mother’s hips and the switch of her delightful butt under her short skirt as she went walking out of the room.


  What in the hell was wrong with him, he chastised himself as he shuffled down to his empty bedroom that he usually shared with Amy? Was he going crazy? She was his mother, for God’s sake. Why was he having such evil, twisted thoughts about his mother? He had never done anything like that before. She was his mother. He should be horsewhipped for ogling her ass like that. And making jokes about going to bed with her. He was a sick, sick little boy.


  But, what would you expect? He hadn’t had any pussy in three months. That was his excuse and he was sticking to it. He was as horny as a three-peckered billy goat, but that still couldn’t excuse him for having such lewd thoughts about his mother. But even as he berated himself, the memory of her tight, little ass at the airport and the brief, but evoking glimpse of her beautiful breasts flashed into his head. He had been able to see all the way down to her big, stiff nipples. Big, hard, rubbery nipples just made for sucking, he shuddered. And he had sucked on them once upon a time. He knew. Because his mother had told him that she had nursed him when he was a baby. But why were they hard and stiff now? Was she aroused, too? Maybe he was going crazy, he rationalized. But try as he might, he couldn’t stop the image of his mother’s big, pale breasts from popping back into his mind every few seconds as he shucked off his clothes and stood beside his bed for a few moments looking down at the nine-inch monstrosity jutting out of the pit of his belly. It looked so proud and ready. But ready for what, he cursed? The only thing it was going to get tonight was his fist. Cursing his predicament, he flopped down on his bed and began to beat his meat. Well, if he couldn’t stick it in a cunt, he would just have to beat it into submission…


  ~~~


  Maybe Jason would like to go to a movie tomorrow, Brenda thought as she started to take off her blouse. I’ll just run down and ask him, she smiled to herself as she hurriedly stepped over to her door. Quietly walking down to his room, she stopped outside his door for a moment. She thought she heard something, so he must still be up. Smiling fondly, she reached down and silently turned the doorknob. The door noiselessly opened a few inches and she quickly peeked inside.


  What she saw took her breath away. There he was. Laying in the middle of his bed with his hand wrapped around the largest cock she had ever seen. And he was roughly jerking his hand up and down the giant. For Heaven’s sake, she almost said out loud as she watched her son masturbating. Her sweet, little baby boy wasn’t a baby anymore, she dizzily thought. She wanted to run away. Run back to her room and hide. But her legs wouldn’t work. Her feet were buried in cement all the way up to her ankles. She was paralyzed. Straining, she tried to move her legs, but they wouldn’t budge. Overwhelmed, she found all she could was stand there and stare at her son as he pleasured himself with his hand.


  ~~~


  Furiously stroking his huge cock, Jason thought about his mother in a most depraved manner. Why was he thinking like this, he feverishly asked himself as his hand wildly flew up and down his cock? What would she look like completely naked? Closing his eyes, trying to envision her naked, he felt light-headed and dizzy. What would it be like to make love to her? Would her pussy be hot and tight like Amy’s? God, he groaned as a jolt of excitement shot through his cock as he fantasized about his mother’s pussy and tried to imagine what it would feel like to make love to her.


  He felt the burn begin down in the head of his dick. Hotter and hotter. Closer and closer. Almost there, he strained. Almost-almost—


  At last he felt his balls explode as he imagined his mother’s hot, tight pussy clamping down around his throbbing penis as he began to pump out his life essence into her.


  “MOTHER,” he groaned out as his cock bucked and spurted out a thick, gooey geyser of cum high up in the air. “Oh, Mother,” he helplessly whimpered, “I’m sorry—so sorry—”


  Oh, My, God, she gasped in shock and horror. He had called out her name! Well, not really her name, but—


  But what he had called her forever. Mother! She couldn’t believe it. She had heard him utter her name. He had called out her name at the very instant he had started ejaculating.


  What was happening? This couldn’t be happening to her. Jason couldn’t be thinking about her while he was coming. It wasn’t possible. Not her little Jasie. No, her ears were playing tricks on her. They had to be.


  But no, she had definitely heard him cry out her name, she reeled as she watched on in disbelief and distress while his cock continued to spew out its wicked load. One after another, thick, steamy strands of glistening cum shot out from his cock for what seemed to be hours before it finally stopped spurting.


  Stunned, Brenda couldn’t breathe. A bale of cotton had suddenly, mysteriously materialized in her mouth as she watched Jason laying on his bed trying to catch his breath while he still held onto his wilting cock.


  Suddenly, she realized she was gasping for breath, too. Shutting her eyes, she tried to calm herself down and finally felt the strength returning to her legs. The cement around her feet suddenly liquefied. She could move her legs. After several moments, she finally gathered up enough strength to back away from the door and dizzily staggered back down to her room on her stocking feet.


  She had just witnessed something she had never envisioned happening. She had never thought of Jasie doing anything like that. Doing that to his penis? He ought to be ashamed of himself. That was something little boys did. Not grown men. Or did they? Of course they did, she admonished herself. What was she thinking?


  Oh, grow up, Brenda, she scolded herself. George had done it. She had caught him once. In fact, she had done it for George. She had masturbated him with her hand when she was pregnant with Jasie. Oh, for Christ’s sake, don’t be such a prude, she told herself.


  So why was she so shocked when Jason did it? Amy was pregnant and Jasie didn’t have anyone, so why wouldn’t he do it? It was just the Jason part she was having problems with. Jason? Her little boy? Jason masturbating? Yeah, that was the part she was having difficulty dealing with. But he certainly wasn’t a LITTLE boy anymore, she blushed.


  But the most disturbing part about the whole thing was the fact that he had called out her name while he ejaculated. Why would he call out her name? Why wouldn’t he call out for Amy? Unless, unless he wasn’t thinking about Amy. Unless he wasn’t thinking about Amy and was thinking about me while he was doing it. But why? Why would he think about me instead of Amy?


  One side of her found it sick and disgusting to think that her own son would fantasize about her while he masturbated. Oh, God, how could he? How could he think about her in that way? How could he think about her sexually? She couldn’t bring herself to even think about it like that. Jason? Jason and her? Oh, God, never—


  But as she railed against it, she couldn’t help but wonder. What would it be like, she feverishly pondered as the image of the two of them naked…naked and in bed? Oh, God, no, it couldn’t ever happen. It was ludicrous. What would he want with a prudish old woman like me when he had a sexy, beautiful young wife? If it wasn’t so ridiculously depraved, it would be comical to think that her son would want her over Amy.


  But there had to be something there. Why else would he call out her name? It was just too much for her to take in all at once. Amy had been ill an awful lot, she told herself. Sick with the baby. And probably couldn’t make love. So Jasie probably hadn’t had any sex for quite a while. That would explain his masturbation…but not the fantasizing about me part.


  It wasn’t like it had been with her and George. Why they had done it right up to the time Jason had been born. But she knew, well, she didn’t really know, but she could guess that with Amy’s problems, she and Jason hadn’t been able to have sex for at least a month, or was it two? Maybe even three months, she told herself as she recalled when Amy’s problems had first begun. And with her being in the hospital so much, she wouldn’t have been able to do it with her hands or mouth either. So poor, little Jasie had been left out in the cold, so to speak. So his masturbation was his only sexual release he got at all. But why my name? I just came to visit today. That was probably it. He just had my name on his mind. And so I come to visit and he gets all emotional and just accidentally calls out my name while he is doing it. Well, there was the part about my breasts! He had seen my breasts. Did that have anything to do with it? Well, that certainly wasn’t my fault. The button had just popped off.


  Oh, I am so confused.


  I wish, I hope that’s it, she lied to tell herself. But the seed had been planted by her hearing him call out for her as he did it to himself.


  Somehow, she finished undressing and stepped into the bathroom. Flicking the light on, she stopped and stood looking at the reflection of the fifty-year-old woman staring back out at her. Not bad, she told herself, standing up straight, turning this way and then that way. Maybe my girls are getting a little saggy, she complained, reaching up, cupping the big, droopy melons and giving them a soft squeeze. But what did you expect after fifty years? Courtney Love? And besides mine are bigger—


  Turning around, looking over her shoulder, she flexed the muscles in her ass and watched as the cheeks tightened into hard, muscled globes of quivering flesh. “Thanks Stair Climber—” she said out loud, reaching around her hips and grabbing hold of two handfuls of ass-flesh. Nice and tight—


  Then she let go of her ass, spun around and leaned in close to the mirror. Studying her face, she saw that there were a few faint crow’s feet at the corners of her eyes, but the makeup she used did a good job of covering them up. Finally, after a few more looks, she turned off the light went padding back out into the bedroom and plopped down onto the bed.


  But, disturbingly, deep down inside her psyche, way deep down, in a place she had never known existed and a place even she was afraid to visit, a tiny spark of perverse excitement had been born. Her son was thinking about her while he pleasured himself. As sick as it was, it was narcissistically pleasing to know that he would think of her in that way, in his time of need.


  She tried to go to sleep, but every time she was about to drift off into sleep, the picture of her son running his hand up his huge cock sprang back into her consciousness. She hated herself for even thinking about her little Jasie like that, but even she couldn’t deny that he had a big, beautiful penis. It was a lot bigger than George’s had been. Bigger and fatter, thicker, longer. At last, around four in the morning, she was finally able to put the image aside long enough to fall asleep.


  Before she had time to even dream, the sun was shining in her eyes and woke her up.


  Fuzzyheaded, she stumbled out of bed, threw on her long, red gown, and fumbled her way out to the kitchen. She had planned on making breakfast for Jasie, but by the smell of bacon in the air, she realized that he had beaten her to the punch.


  “Hi, Mom—” Jason smiled at her as she walked into the kitchen.


  Wow, she looks like she didn’t get any sleep at all, he told himself as she smiled back and plopped down at the table.


  “Uh, thanks,” she mumbled, “I was going to fix you breakfast.”


  “That’s okay,” he grinned, reaching down and tousling her uncombed hair, “you can make breakfast tomorrow. But right now I’m off to visit Amy, so I’ll see you later. Okay?”


  “Uh, sure, uh, tell Amy hi for me,” she mumbled. “Tell her I’m sorry I didn’t get up in time to visit her.”


  “That’s okay, I’m sure she’ll understand.”


  “I’ll see her this afternoon,” she told him making an effort to smile.


  “Uh, they’re going to some kind of procedure this afternoon,” he told her, unable to keep from dropping his eyes down to the swell of her breast underneath the thin material of her gown. “Uh, and, uh, we, we won’t be able to visit this afternoon.”


  “Oh,” Brenda mumbled.


  “Nice to have you home, Mom. I thought a lot about you last night,” he told her, leaning down and kissing her on the cheek.


  “Uh, oh, really?” she stuttered as her face lit up with embarrassment. “What about?”


  “Just things,” he grinned, strangely self-consciously sorry that he had even brought it up. “Well, I’ll see you later and we’ll do something. Okay?”


  “Uh, sure, uh, what time is it?” she asked as she hadn’t even taken the time to put on her watch.


  “Ten-fifteen,” he told her looking down at his wrist.


  “What time will you be back?”


  “Oh, around one or two, I imagine,” he said, as he strolled toward the door.


  “Okay,” she said to him, watching him leave.


  Then he was gone and she was sitting at the kitchen table all alone.


  “Okay,” she mumbled to herself in the silence of the quiet house, “now what?”


  Picking at her breakfast, she was finally able to get a piece of bacon and about a third of her egg down before she got up and dumped the rest of it in the trash. Then she spent most of the morning thinking about what had happened the night before. By eleven-thirty her mind was in a state of total chaos.


  She didn’t how to react to the situation. It seemed apparent to her that Jason wasn’t having sex with his wife for obvious reasons and that was probably why he had masturbated last night, but that still didn’t explain why he uttered her name at the moment of truth.


  Everything was centered on that telling moment from last night. It had changed everything. Was he really fantasizing about her while he masturbated? She had heard that most sons had a childhood infatuation with mothers, but outgrew it. Well, most of them outgrew it anyway, she woozily thought. Was Jasie one of the few that hadn’t? The thought of her son thinking about her sexually still shocked her and she didn’t know what to do about it.


  Or was there anything she could even do about it?


  What am I to do, she wondered as she wandered around the house in her long, satin robe? I feel at such a loss. I feel so helpless. What can I do? He’s never shown any signs of anything like this before. It must be the stress. The stress of not having any sex, the stress of becoming a father soon, not having his wife with him, and now I’m here. I wish I could help him somehow, but how? How can I do anything without making him think…think what, she asked herself?


  What if, she thought, what if he really did want to make love to her? The simple admittance of such a horrendous thought made her knees weak and she had to sit down to keep from collapsing onto the floor. Her dear, little Jasie and her doing it? Oh, God, it was inconceivable.


  Then she remembered that Jason kept a bottle of booze in the cabinet in the kitchen. A drink, she told herself. Maybe that would relax her and let her sort things out. Yeah, that’s what she needed. Something to settle her frazzled nerves—


  Stumbling into the kitchen, she started opening cabinet doors looking for the bottle. Maybe he didn’t keep it there anymore, she frantically thought when she didn’t find it after a few seconds. Then she opened a couple more doors and there it was. Almost a full bottle of Ketel One on the shelf. Quickly, she dashed out half a glass of the clear liquor, tipped her head back and gulped it down. The stinging bite of the liquor took her breath away as she stood clinging onto the counter and gasping for air, trying to breathe. But after a few moments, the searing pain in her throat began to calm down and she could feel the relaxing warmth of the alcohol spreading out over her body.


  Taking the bottle and the glass back over to the table, she sat down and chugged down a much smaller second shot of the liquor.


  The Ketel One did its job and within a short time, her conscience found itself drowning in the deadening swirl of alcohol whirling around it.


  But, what, what if, just once, just because Amy couldn’t do it for him, what if, what if she did it for him with her hand just this one time when he needed a woman’s touch so much? He had needed that, last night. And, and, and he had been thinking about her while he did it.


  So, if she did it for him, maybe that would satisfy his curiosity about her. That way, she could satisfy him and nothing really bad would happen. Just a little bad, she tipsily thought.


  What is wrong with you, Brenda? Look at yourself. Not even noon and you’re getting bombed. Bombed and thinking about masturbating your son? Are you fucking crazy? What’s happening to you?


  Whatever it is, it isn’t so bad, she smiled to herself. Yes, the booze had made things better for her. Relaxed her. Still smiling to herself, she began to fantasize what it would be like to do it for him. Holding his big, beautiful cock in her hand. Working her hand up and down it. Feeling it throb and pulsate in her hand. Feeling it swell up and…suddenly, she felt herself growing warm and sticky down between her legs.


  Oh, my, goodness, she worriedly thought. I’m getting aroused. The thought of doing that for him had inadvertently caused feelings she had been keeping repressed since George’s passing to escape out into her consciousness.


  Now that she was considering doing it for Jason, she found herself considering her own feelings. Maybe her feelings were the real reason she had even thought of it in the first place, she disgustedly thought. Seeing him masturbating had just been the catalyst that set everything off. Maybe she was just as bad off as he was.


  He hadn’t had any sex for three months. Well, she hadn’t had any for two years. Why she had only started dating in the last couple of months and none of her dates had progressed to that level. On the contrary, she had been holding back, saving herself for just the right man. The man who could replace Jason’s father, George. How ironic that would be, she unsteadily thought.


  Maybe Jason had sensed her need, too. Some men seemed able to do that. George had been able to. Maybe that was why he had thought about her while he was doing it. Hadn’t she read that women exuded some kind of scent, something called pheromones when they were in heat and men subconsciously picked up on it? Could that be it? Had Jasie been subconsciously enticed by her scent? Lifting her arm, she sniffed her armpit. Nothing, she told herself. Where would a woman exude pheromones?


  Could that really be it, she asked herself, picking up the bottle and glass and aimlessly wandering through the house? Not really paying any attention to where she was going or what she was doing, she meandered around sipping on her drink and trying to figure out what to do.


  Suddenly, she stopped. She realized that she was in their bedroom. In Jason and Amy’s bedroom. The same room where she had seen Jason masturbating. Looking over at the neatly-made-up bed, she saw the image of Jason lying there with his hand around the enormous appendage jutting up from the tuft of golden-brown hairs at the tip of his belly. After a few moments, she shook her head to clear the impression, then slowly turned around and found herself being drawn to the chest of drawers sitting against the wall. Reaching out, she set the bottle and glass on top of it and slowly, breathlessly pulled open one of the drawers. There before her lay Amy’s intimates all folded nice and neat. It was like a sign. A sign showing her what to wear—


  What to wear for her assignation with Jason? As if something was guiding her. Guiding her and showing her what to do. Was she supposed to wear something from the drawer? Was that what it was telling her? Whatever IT was? Reaching down into the drawer, she delicately ran her fingers across a sheer purple pull over that lay on top of the other things. Almost as if it had been placed there for a reason. With trembling fingers, she gently grasp it and lifted it up out of the drawer. Holding it up in front of her, she saw that it had ‘Victoria’s Secret’ written across the front of it.


  Holding it in her hands, she saw a matching pair of panties had been lying underneath it. I wonder, she thought to herself. Would it fit? But why would she want to wear it anyway? It was far too revealing to wear around Jason. Wasn’t it? If she was going to do this thing for him with her hand, wouldn’t he like to see her dressed in a sexy outfit?


  No, no, you couldn’t, her conscience railed.


  Well, maybe I’ll just try it on to see if it fits, she smiled to herself. Then I’ll take it off and get dressed before he gets home.


  Smiling happily, she reached down and daintily plucked the panties up, too.


  But when she lifted the panties, she saw that they had been covering a stack of pictures.


  Glancing at the pictures, she abruptly realized that the pictures weren’t ones you would find in the family album. At least the top one wasn’t, blushing, she laid the teddy and panties on top of the chest of drawers by the bottle and reached back down into the drawer. Then, picking up the stack of pictures as if it were made of the most fragile glass in the world, she brought them up in front of her face. Staring at the top one, she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. There, in the middle of the picture was Amy. Amy with a huge, hard, stiff cock in her mouth. And based on the size and shape of the oversized penis, Brenda realized that it was obviously Jason’s cock.


  “Oh, My, God,” she gasped out loud, gawking at the photo in shocked incredulity.


  Slowly, tentatively, she slipped the first picture to the bottom of the stack. Looking at the second picture, she saw that in it was a picture of the same huge cock stuffed down into a shaven, almost hairless pussy. Now she couldn’t stop. Fumbling through the pictures one by one, she saw the next one was one of Amy with Jason’s cock in her hand, and another of Jason squeezing Amy’s tits.


  Mine are bigger, Brenda proudly thought. Mine may sag more, but they’re bigger.


  Then there was another picture of Jason and Amy doing it doggie style and then a shot of them doing it in the ‘69’ position. As disgusting as the pictures were, Brenda found herself perversely excited by them.


  But the pictures of her Jason and Amy were having a telling effect on her as she suddenly felt herself growing warm and sticky down between her legs…again.


  She could see why Jason would miss having sex with his little wife, she told herself. They did it every way imaginable. The same as she and George had done back in their day. Strangely, this made her envious of her daughter-in-law and more than a little jealous of her little Jasie.


  It didn’t seem fair, she angrily thought. Amy had Jason and wasn’t capable of satisfying him or so it seemed. And she, his own mother didn’t have anyone. And now, none of them were having any sex. Why should Jasie be deprived of it while his wife was incapable of satisfying him? It’s not like he would be cheating on her or anything, was it? Not if he did it with his own mother. That wouldn’t be cheating would it? They would just be sharing him. Sharing him and making sure that he was happy. Wasn’t that what mothers were supposed to do? After all, wasn’t that what both she and Amy both wanted for Jason? Didn’t they both want Jason to be happy?


  With trembling fingers, she re-stacked the pictures and replaced them atop the rest of Amy’s lingerie. Looking over at the clock on the nightstand, she saw that it was ten after twelve.


  “Perfect,” she mumbled out loud.


  Quickly pouring herself another three fingers of Ketel One, she gulped it down. As she poured the second drink, she could hear the bottle tinkling against the glass because of her shaking hands. Then with a determined look on her face, she picked the purple pullover and panties back up and carried them with her as she hurried down to the bathroom by her room. Putting the glass and lingerie down on the vanity, she stripped the satin robe back over her shoulders and turned the shower on. Stepping back to wait for the water to warm, she looked at her reflection in the mirror.


  “You’re really going through with this?” she asked herself out loud as she studied her body. “You’re going to seduce your own son?”


  Well, no, I’m not going to seduce him. I am just going to give him a hand job and relieve some of his sexual tension, she lied to herself, knowing that it had already gone beyond far beyond that.


  Stepping into the shower, she turned and reached up. Hooking her hands over the top of the shower curtain rod and looking at herself in the mirror again.


  Could she seriously be considering this, she asked herself, staring at the image of herself in the mirror? Why not, Jasie must find her attractive. Apparently something had turned him on last night…why else would he have masturbated while he was thinking about her?


  Hurriedly washing, she perversely found herself paying particular attention to her nether regions. What are you doing, she berated herself? You said you were just going to masturbate him? If that’s all you’re going to do, why are you washing down there so carefully? She didn’t have an answer for herself as she hurriedly finished her shower.


  What will he think? What will he do when he sees me dressed in Amy’s naughty little pullover and panties? Ignoring her own conscience’s warnings, she wondered if he would think his fifty-year-old mother was foolish for trying to act like his twenty-year-old wife? Amy has a better-looking body, she complained, but mine has more, more, uh, well character. It’s been around a lot longer. It’s aged. Aged like a fine wine, she nervously laughed to herself.


  I don’t think he will mind a few years, she giggled. Well, the booze had certainly taken the edge off of things, she mellowly thought. Was it really this simple? She was going to masturbate her own son and somehow justify it as something that was normal and right. Well, no, she argued. But justified. Amy couldn’t take care of him, but Brenda could…and would, she woozily thought.


  God, she groaned, patting down the furry rift between her legs with the big, fluffy towel. If I could do that, could I to let my own son fuck me? How evil and wicked can I be? But, I love him. Doesn’t that make it okay?


  You stupid bitch, she told herself. You can’t believe that what you’re going to do is in any way sane or right or rational. Your own son? The fruit of your own loins? It’s not right, so face it, you’re doing it because you WANT to do it. You want to feel a big cock in your hand. You want to feel his big cock inside your pussy. All the other crap is just BS that you’re using to try and justify it. So stop all the pretense and just do it. There’s nothing that will ever make it right. Knowing that, you have to make the choice. Do it and live with the consequences or stop it right now and go about your business like any sane, caring mother would do…


  ~~~


  An hour later, Jason walked in the back door and placed the sack of Kentucky Fried Chicken on the table.


  “Mom, I’m home,” he hollered out as he opened the sack and peeked inside.


  Well, here goes everything, Brenda told herself as she slipped into the kitchen and leaned back against the wall by the door unnoticed while Jason was busy poking around inside the KFC bag. She was trembling with nervous trepidation as she cocked one leg and ran her hand down her quivering thigh. Hoping he wouldn’t laugh at her, she cleared her throat and spoke.


  “Hi,” she said in the sultriest voice she could muster up as her heart was doing flip-flops down in her chest, threatening to explode at any second.


  What would he do, she frantically wondered, as everything suddenly ground down to slow motion? She waited as he turned his head toward her. She saw his eyes flare wide open as their eyes met for a brief moment before his eyes immediately dropped down to her breasts that were clearly visible through the thin material of Amy’s pullover.


  “Mom, God, Jeez, uh, Mom, what in the,” he clamored, visibly shaken as he ran his eyes up and down her body openly feasting them on her near nakedness. “Is, is, isn’t that, isn’t that Amy’s, uh, Amy’s thing?”


  “Uh, yes, yes, yes it is,” she quavered in her sexiest voice, hoping her voice didn’t break as she spoke, “I, uh, I didn’t, I didn’t think she would mind if I borrowed it for a while. You don’t mind do you?”


  She could see the confusion and angst on his face as his eyes flitted from her face down to her quivering breasts then down to the panties and back up to her face.


  Jason didn’t know what to think. What was she doing? Why was she standing there in Amy’s see-through teddy and letting him look at her? God, he could see her big, beautiful tits through the gossamer material. And her nipples, he could see how hard and swollen they were as they jutted out against the gauzy cloth. But why were her nipples so swollen? Was she excited?


  “Mother, what, what are, what are you doing?” he muttered barely able to keep his eyes off her big tits.


  “I told you I came here to help out while Amy is, uh, uh, indisposed,” she tensely smiled thinking that she needed another drink if she was going to be able to go through with this charade.


  “I know, but, why, why are you wearing that?” he gulped, his eyes flitting back down to his mother’s lovely tits as they provocatively hung down from her chest, wiggling and jiggling softly as she breathed. “I, I, uh, I can see, see through it, Mom, I can see, see your breasts.”


  “You can?” she said faking surprise and looking down at her breasts that were clearly visible through the thin, purple material. “Oh, I guess that you can.”


  “Didn’t you know that?” he asked in disbelief.


  “Well,” she smiled, leaning forward on the counter and letting one of the straps slowly slide off her shoulder, down her arm, not stopping until one big, pendulous breast was totally exposed. “I guess I did.”


  “But why?” he wanted to know openly gawking down at the bare breast in stunned shock.


  “I guess that I wanted you to see my breasts,” she smiled at him. “I want to do something for you. And I thought, I thought you might like for me to dress like this while I do it.”


  “But Mother, what, why, I don’t understand?” he stammered, sweat slowly popping out on his forehead and starting to trickle down his brow.


  “I saw you last night,” she said, seeing the confusion etched into his face. “I saw you masturbating last night…and I heard you. I heard you call out my name.”


  “Oh, God-No, Oh—” he groaned. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I didn’t know.”


  “I wondered why you would call out my name instead of Amy’s,” she said, boldly staring him in the eye. “Why did you call out my name, Jason?”


  “I don’t know. I don’t know. It just came out, I guess,” he muttered.


  “Were you thinking about me while you were doing it? While you were masturbating?” she asked him leaning forward a little more and letting the other strap slide down her other arm revealing almost half of her other big, heavy tit. “Were you thinking about my breasts while you masturbated last night…Jason?”


  “For Christ’s sake, Mother,” he grunted, unable to take his eyes off her breasts.


  “Were you?” she asked him again, slowly pushing back away from the counter and letting the other strap go sliding down her arm until both of her big, pendulous tits were exposed to gawking eyes. The teddy slid down below her quivering breasts stopping, being held up by the points of her hips as she stared back at him. She was afraid now…but she couldn’t let Jason know it.


  “God, mother, what are you doing?” Jason groaned, feeling like his cock was going to rip right out through his pants from all the excitement that was coursing through it.


  “I told you that I want to do something for you,” she softly said slowly walking toward him, letting the sheer, purple teddy go slithering down off her belly, over her hips and down her long legs to the floor.


  “What? What? I don’t understand, Mother—” Jason gasped watching her big, dangling breasts heavily jiggling as she timidly stepped out of the little purple teddy then continued moving toward him.


  “I want to do it for you with my hand,” she smiled, reaching the table where he stood quaking in shock and disbelief. “Would you like for Mommy to help you do it, Jason? Would you like for Mommy to help you masturbate?”


  “Mom,” he croaked, wanting to reach out and take her beautiful tits in his hands, but fearing that he might be struck dead by a bolt of lightning if he did. “Mom, I, I don’t, I don’t know what to, to say.”


  “Would you like for me to do that for you,” she coyly asked, reaching out and delicately running her fingertips down the obvious bulge sticking out against the front of his pants. “Would you like for Mommy to hold your penis in her hand and jack you off?


  “Oh, God, Oh, God, yes,” he admitted, straining to keep from pulling her into his arms.


  “Where, where would you like to do it?” she whispered, softly rubbing his cock through his pants.


  “Uh, uh, I, uh, I don’t, uh, know,” he stammered knowing that his cock was going to erupt at any second if she didn’t stop fooling with it.


  “Would you, you like to do it just like last night,” she murmured, “except I would do it for you? In your room? In your bed?”


  “Yes, yes, anywhere,” he whimpered as he felt her take his hand in hers. He would wake up any second now, he told himself. He had to. This couldn’t be real. It had to be a dream.


  Like a lost, bewildered ten-year-old boy being led to his room by his mother, he followed along behind her like the sacrificial lamb being led to slaughter. What was happening was beyond his wildest fantasy. His mother was going to jack him off…with her hand? Oh, fuck, he wouldn’t last two seconds. But what a wild and wicked two seconds it would be, he told himself as he adoringly admired the gloriously naked cheeks of his mother’s ass quivering and rippling as she stepped along just in front of him. Both cheeks were completely bare except for the thongish crotch of Amy’s panties that was now buried down in the crack of his mother’s ass. And that was the only thing keeping his mother from being totally naked except for the sparkling, gold jewelry she wore. Now the sheer, purple panties were the only thing hiding the forbidden treasure hidden down between her long legs from his leering eyes. Jason’s fevered brain was having difficulty taking it all in. What was she doing? Was all this just leading to a hand job? As titanic as that was, if only. Could he? Could he entice his mother to let him make love to her? Would she let him fuck her, he feverishly wondered as they stepped into the bedroom? Look at the way she was dressed, or undressed would be more appropriate, he sickly thought. Her big tits were already bare. Uncovered, hanging out there right in the open for him to see. If only he could get her panties, or rather Amy’s panties off her. If he could do that, he knew that he could convince her. His mother? Make love to his mother? Just the thought of it sent electric sparks arcing up and down his spine.


  While Jason was contemplating this sudden and breathtaking chain of events, Brenda led him over to his bed. Then, stepping to the side, she grasped hold of him by the shoulders and gently turned him until the backs of his knees were brushing up against the side of the bed. As Jason numbly watched, she softly pushed him down onto the edge of the bed. Unable to wrap his brain around what was happening, he watched his mother lean down and rest her hands on his thighs just above the knees. Then, with the grace of a cat stalking its prey, supporting her weight on his legs, she knelt down on her knees between them.


  As she looked up at him and smiled, he felt her fingers unfastening the button on the waistband of his pants. Seconds later, the pants were unbuttoned as she leaned back and forced his legs together. Jason could see that his mother’s fingers were trembling as she ever-so-slowly eased her long, slender fingers under the stretchy waistband of his shorts and began to tug them down his hips and off his twitching, jumping prick. As he helplessly watched her big, pale breasts softly quivering and trembling, she slowly tugged his shorts down to his pants.


  “You have such a beautiful penis,” she whispered, brushing her fingers up the shaft of his twitching, jerking cock. “I’m sorry that you haven’t been able to use it. But Mommy’s here now and she’s going to try and make you feel a little better. Give you a little relief.”


  “God, Mom,” he groveled as he watched her slowly wrap her slender fingers around his cock’s thick, hard shaft and lift it up off his heaving belly.


  Gently squeezing, she began to slide her hand up and down the towering monolith.


  “Does that feel better, Jason?” she asked him, looking up into his eyes as she casually ran her hand up and down the thick slab of meat.


  “Mom, I, I can’t hold it much longer,” he croaked, straining to hold back and keep from shooting his load as his mother’s hand moved up and down more determinately.


  “Go ahead, Jasie, it’s okay—” he heard his mother whisper. He could see that she was breathing hard as she found herself caught up in the growing excitement swirling around them. “Let it go. You can come. Mommy wants you to come, Baby—”


  That was just too much for him and a spasm of pure, sweet pleasure abruptly convulsed through his cock.


  “Mother,” he groaned out in the agony of rapture as his penis lurched and a giant gush of superheated cum came gushing out, spilling out through the opening and running down over her clenched fingers.


  She felt his cock jerk in her hands and knew that his moment was here. He was coming. She wanted him to let go. Let go and empty his fiery load as she coaxed him on with her hand. But she wanted to do more for him. Make it even better for him. He had been deprived of it for so long, she wanted to make it wonderful for him. She wanted to please him as much as she could. Then almost before she even knew what she was doing, she quickly dropped her head and sucked his erupting cock into her mouth.


  “OH-FUCKING-GODDDDdddddd—” Jason bellowed out in anguish as he felt his mother’s hot, sucking lips encircle his exploding prick when she greedily sucked him into her mouth.


  His mother was sucking him off with her mouth! He thought he was going to have a heart attack—


  Jason knew he was going to die of the sheer, wicked pleasure of it all as he gawked down at her with her head buried in his lap while she sucked on his cock. Then another jolt of perverse delight tore into his brain as he saw her throat working up and down swallowing his sperm-rich semen. His mother was sucking on him and swallowing his cum. It wasn’t happening, he told himself. It couldn’t be happening. It had to be some nightmarish dream and he was going to wake up any second and find himself drenched in his own cum.


  But he didn’t wake up and it didn’t end as his giant penis kept firing off, spurting gob after gob of his hot, clinging cum into his mother’s ravenous mouth. Again and again and again, the monster lurched and spewed out gusher after gusher of hot, thick cum into her mouth, but she took every single drop without complaint, sucking and pulling on him to coax out more of his sweet, hot jism.


  Gasping for breath, Jason felt as if his mother was going to suck him inside out as she gluttonously drained his throbbing, spurting manhood. He had never felt anything so exquisitely gratifying in his whole life or as shamefully degrading. It was as if all the sex he had, had before had just been a preliminary leading up to this, the singular, most monumental moment in his life. His whole body felt like it was melting and pouring out through his twitching, pumping cock into his mother’s hot, sucking mouth.


  How long would he keep coming he asked himself?


  Then, disappointedly he felt the tremors of pure, unadulterated pleasure coursing through his cock begin to dissipate. Each explosive eruption grew weaker and weaker until at last they stopped altogether leaving him gasping for breath and wracked with shame. And his penis was suddenly super-sensitive—


  What was wrong with him, he feverishly asked himself? He had just finished in his mother’s mouth! And he’ loved every last second of it. But how could he have done it? How could he defile her like that? It had been exhilarating. And he knew he should be ashamed, but now, even after emptying his balls into her mouth, he felt strangely unfulfilled. Now he needed more. He needed to show his mother how much he loved her for doing this kindness for him. He needed to show her how much he cared for her. But to do it, he would have to defile her again and in an even more despicable way. He would have to make love to her. Make love to her and show her how much he loved her.


  “Oh, Mother,” he groaned, struggling to his feet, pulling his achingly-sensitive cock out of her mouth as she leaned back and looked up at him with a confused, puzzled look on her pretty face.


  “What? What, Baby?” she asked him, startled by his sudden action. Did Mommy hurt you?”


  Lurching to the side, Jason staggered around on first one foot and then the other as he kicked off his pants and shorts.


  Looking up at him wonderingly, she watched on, seemingly mesmerized as he frantically reached down and pulled her up onto her feet


  Looking on in surprise, she was surprised when he fell to his knees before her. And before she could react, he reached out, dug his clawed fingers under the waistband of Amy’s panties and roughly tugged them down her long, lovely legs. Paralyzed by the sudden, unexpected turn of events, she gawked on, tremulously watching as Jason quickly coaxed her to lift her feet so that he could slip Amy’s panties off over them. Then, he stood up facing her with her daughter-in-law’s panties in his hand. Staring into her eyes, he lifted the wisp of material up to his nose and sniffed deeply in through his nose.


  Wickedly savoring the telling scent of his mother’s womanhood that clung to the crotch of his wife’s panties, he flung them to the floor then reached out and gently grasped hold of his mother’s shoulders. Staring down at her, watching her big, pale tits softly bobble and quiver, he gently forced his mother down onto the bed.


  “Jason, we can’t,” she mumbled but made no pretense of resistance as he pushed her legs apart and crawled up between them.


  “I have to Mother,” he cried, reaching down and taking hold of his still-hard cock. “I have to have you, Mother.”


  “But,” she started to protest as he quickly threaded the bulbous head of his cock down between the fat, fleshy lips of her drooling cunt.


  “Unhhh,” she moaned as she felt her son’s monstrous penis sliding down into the juice-drenched channel of her accepting pussy.


  Oh, no, it went too far, she frantically told herself as she felt him pushing himself into her. I led him to this. We shouldn’t do this. But, but, I want it, too, she wept to herself. I want him, too.


  Suddenly, before Brenda thought it was possible, her son had all nine inches of his huge penis buried up to its hairy hilt down inside the hot, clutching core of her cunt.


  “Fuck,” he grunted, dragging the juice-coated hunk of meat backward then began to work his hips back and forth driving his engorged cock in and out of her pussy with power and strength.


  He was fucking his mother, he frenziedly thought! He couldn’t believe it. Fucking His mother! Fucking her! One moment they had been standing in the living room talking, then they next they were in his bedroom and before he knew what was happening she had his cock in her mouth. And now this? It was unbelievable. How could it be happening he asked himself as he drove his cock into her with deep, penetrating strokes?


  He was fucking her and she wasn’t resisting. She was taking all he could give her without a murmur of protest. She was taking it and she was squeezing herself down around his pistoning cock. She must be enjoying it, he deliriously thought as he felt her cunt milking his cock. She was taking him inside her and liking it.


  Oh, God, Brenda told herself as she clasped her hot, aching cunt down around her son’s giant, pistoning cock, clutching down on it every time it drove down into her cunt. I love it. I love the feel of his giant prick inside me. My little boy’s giant cock—


  As he humped his cock into her, she threw her legs up and wrapped them around his waist. Then, without missing a stroke, Brenda began to shove her cunt back on him, impaling herself all the way to the hilt on his giant love-sword every time he slammed the monstrosity into her. She had never felt anything like it. It was too good to be true. She had relinquished all reservations about what they were doing. It was right. It had to be. Nothing that felt this good could be bad. All those things she had ever read and heard about incest, they were all wrong. Totally and completely wrong. She loved Jason and now she was showing him that love. Showing her son the love no mother ever had the right to display. Showing him. Reveling in it. It was so right—


  Her baby was fucking her. He was fucking her and it felt so good. So good to have her pussy full of big, hard cock. And the fact that it was her son’s big, hard cock made it all that much more wicked and depraved. Now she truly knew what ecstasy felt like, she slavered.


  He was magnificent. He was so strong and confident, she thought in wonderment. Her little Jasie, she swooned, reaching up and wrapping her arms around his neck. Holding onto to him tightly, she let herself be carried along the river of pleasure like a leaf caught up in the overpowering rush of a raging river as he fucked her with deep, bold, flesh-splaying strokes.


  The bed rocked and shook, creaking and groaning, threatening to collapse at any second as he furiously pounded his cock into his mother’s pliant pussy. He was a madman gone completely berserk and out of control as he attacked her fertile garden with his giant plow. Grunting and groaning with the exertion of his work, he plowed her slippery furrow over and over again preparing it to accept the evil seed he would soon implant in it.


  Swept along by the sheer wickedness of their heinous act, they both fought for dominance over the other as their bodies locked together in lewd, incestuous combat. Neither would give a concession as their bodies smashed together vulgarly consummating their wicked wedlock. They fucked like wild animals with no concern except for their own selfish gratification. All thoughts of morality and virtue had been dashed. Now only one thing mattered.


  Jason could feel his mother’s sweat-slickened thighs rubbing against his hips as he lunged into her and she drove him on with her heels. On and on, she drove him. She spurred him on with every fiber of her body. Her hands slashed up and down, raking his back and bounding buttocks with her razor sharp claws. Her bare feet slashed back and forth in rhythm with the demonic tempo of their fornicating bodies as she dug her soft, round heels down into his rocking ass goading him to drive his thick, heavy meat deeper and deeper into the clutching chasm of her hot cunt. Grinding her big, soft tits into his hard chest, she found his mouth with hers as their lips met and melted into one while their sweat coalesced.


  Hungrily, they savagely kissed while their bodies writhed in an obscene pantomime of forbidden love. Their tongues met, intertwined and locked in a sinuous dance of devilish delight while time around them seemed to stop.


  Eating face, Brenda led her son down the illicit path to their destruction as they fucked and fucked. Mother fucking son and son fucking Mother. Man fucking woman and woman fucking man. Lover fucking lover. Still they fucked, sweat pouring from every pore of their bodies as his cock slashed in and out of her over and over again.


  There seemed to be no end to their wickedness as his giant peter repeatedly penetrated the tight, clenching inner core of her ravenous cunt.


  She was insatiable—


  Driving him on and on, Brenda demanded more and more of him as their lips finally parted, leaving them gasping for air as they fucked.


  “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. Fuck me and make me come,” she desperately whispered, nibbling on his earlobe with her sharp teeth.


  Her hands were all over him. Pushing, pulling, scratching, clawing at him, she urged him on.


  Jason couldn’t believe the way his mother was acting. She had turned into an enraged wildcat madly attacking him as she sought gratification. Never in a million years would he have believed she was capable of the passion and fury she possessed. And now she had unleashed it on him, dragging him down with her to the hellish delights of their incestuous adultery.


  Grunting with effort, she continued to rock back and forth, impaling herself on his pistoning cock as he furiously pounded it into her compliant pussy.


  “Fuck me, yes, fuck me, give me all your big, fucking cock,” she blathered, grabbing hold his ass, digging her sharp claws in and jerking him back and forth faster and faster.


  Jason complained out in frustration as he fought to bring her to the fiery culmination she so desperately sought.


  “Yes, yes,” she hissed, digging her fingernails deeper into the stinging flesh of his ass, “feel it, feel it coming, harder, baby, fuck Mommy harder.”


  Jason didn’t know if he had it in him as he somehow found the highest gear he possessed and began to pound his peter into her with such ferocity his ass became a pink blur. His gigantic prick was once again steel-hard as it tore into the soft, clinging heat of her ravenous cunt.


  “Come, Mother, come,” he wheezed, working his hips back and forth like a wild man.


  “Almost, almost, feel it, nearly there,” she breathlessly panted, flailing herself against him.


  Jason knew that he could only last a few more seconds as the burning pain in his balls was about to drive him over the edge. He couldn’t hold it back any longer.


  “OHFUCKINGGOD!” Brenda cried out in anguish as her whole body went rigid underneath him.


  As she did, she threatened to squeeze her son’s giant peter flat down inside the hot, contracting constriction of her cunt as it collapsed down around it with such strength, it triggered his explosion. Jason felt like the head of his cock had exploded and blew apart as a fiery wad of his man-lava shot out of it. He had never felt such intense pleasure from anything ever. It felt so good, it hurt, he thought as he felt his gigantic penis going off inside the tight chamber of his mother’s hungry cunt.


  Brenda was still as rigid as a board, her back arched and her breasts thrust up against Jason’s chest as her body was wracked by spasm after spasm of unimaginable delight and pleasure.


  How could anything so wrong feel so good, she asked herself as she reveled in the devilish joy welling up from her heart? Two years of sexual abstinence had ended and was now manifesting itself in the most exquisite orgasm she had ever experienced. Or was it the fact it was her son? Was that what was making it so intense? She couldn’t move. All she could do was hold on to Jason and let the flaming passion of her climax course through her body like lava flowing from an erupting volcano. The thick, hot glowing lava of love flowed through her leaving her body battered and drained by the ecstatic pleasure coursing through it.


  “Fuck—” Jason grunted out, thrusting into her, driving his mammoth prick down deeper into the hot, sucking flesh between his mother’s legs.


  She could still feel his enormous penis twitching and firing off inside her as more and more of his hot, creamy essence flowed out into her womb. She fought to speak and finally felt some sense of strength returning to her.


  “Yes, yes, yes,” she softly hissed, squeezing and pulling on his cock with all the strength her overflowing cunt could muster as he continued to erupt inside her.


  Like a giant fire hose, Jason’s prick disgorged its lethal load of fiery cum into her. Kicking and bucking, his cock poured out a river of his scorching-hot cum, quickly filling her cunt to the point of overflowing. But it continued to spew out its toxic load as he held himself buried down deep inside the clenching tightness of his mother’s love wound.


  Clinging together like a pair of castaways awash on a sea of wickedness, they celebrated in their newly discovered intimacy.


  Grasping his head between her hands, Brenda rained down tiny, butterfly kisses all over his face as tears of joy and happiness flowed down her cheeks.


  “Oh, my, God, Jason, my Baby—” she wept, unable to stop crying.


  Brenda didn’t want him to ever stop loving her like this. They had found each other anew and created a new love that was even stronger than the one they had before. She wanted to tell him how much she loved him, but words seemed so insignificant for what she felt in her heart for him. But somehow, she would find a way to tell him. Somehow. Some way. She would, she swore…
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~~~


  Slowly waking, Jason felt groggy, drained and had a vague feeling that he had done something wrong. What, he wondered as he lay in bed looking up at the ceiling? Then he smelled the bacon. Amy must be fixing breakfast for him, he smiled to himself. But wait, wasn’t Amy in the hospital? Then like a splash of icy water in the face it all came rushing back into his consciousness. His mother! He had fucked his mother last night and now she must be downstairs fixing breakfast for him. Or had it all been some sick, demented dream, he muzzled? Had he fallen asleep and dreamed it? No, it couldn’t be a dream. It was too real. Yes, he had made love to his mother.


  Rolling over, swinging his legs off the bed, he sat up. He felt like he had a hangover…but he hadn’t had anything to drink last night? It must be the emotional aftermath of what had happened between them.


  Pushing up to his feet, he looked down and saw that he was still naked. Maybe he ought to just go down to the kitchen and walk in on her just like he was. What would she do if he did? But he couldn’t. She was still his mother and as wild and crazy as last night had been, it was his mother who should have the hangover. She had drank quite a bit. And maybe she was feeling guilty about it all. After all, she had just seduced her son, hadn’t she?


  Pushing up onto his feet, Jason trudged over to his chest of drawers and pulled out a pair of short pants. Quickly tugging them on, he slowly stepped down the stairs, trying to be as quiet as he could.


  Tiptoeing across the living room on his bare feet, Jason crept up to the doorway leading out into the kitchen and peeked in.


  As he did, he felt a shiver of excitement tickle through his dangling cock as he saw his mother standing at the stove with her back to him. She was wearing the same purple Victoria’s Secret gown she had been wearing when he had arrived back home yesterday afternoon. But this time, she hadn’t taken the time to don the matching thong panties that went with it. God, she had such a cute ass, he fondly thought. Each cheek perfectly rounded and full. She seemed totally unaware that she had a secret admirer watching her as she poked around in the frying pan with the spatula she was holding in her hand.


  “So I didn’t dream it…” Jason said, watching his mother jump when she heard his voice.


  “Jason, Darling, you startled me,” she softly laughed, turning and looking at him.


  “Sorry, I couldn’t stop myself…”


  “Well, sit down and Mommy will have breakfast ready for you in a minute,” she told him, turning back around to the stove and fiddling with the frying pan again.


  Stepping over to the table, Jason pulled out a chair and slipped down into it as he watched his mother going about making his breakfast.


  “Did you sleep well?” she asked him over her shoulder.


  “Like a baby,” Jason smiled.


  “My little baby,” Brenda softly crooned, picking up the frying pan, tilting it up and letting an egg slide out of it onto a plate sitting on the counter.


  “Hope eggs, bacon, toast and jam are okay,” she told him. “I’m having a Bloody Mary, can I fix you one?” she informed him, picking up the plate and walking over to where he sat watching her.


  As she did, Jason’s eyes were immediately drawn down to bobbling, jiggling breasts as she slid the plate in front of him.


  “Uh, sure, that’ll be fine,” he smiled as she turned and stepped back over to the counter where the bottle of Ketel One sat beside a pitcher of tomato juice.


  “What time are you going to see Amy, today?” Brenda asked him, tilting the bottle of vodka up and splashing a dollop into a tall glass.


  “Oh, I don’t know, whenever it’s convenient,” he said, hinting that he was at her disposable and would work around her plans. “What are your plans for the day?”


  “Well,” she smiled topping of the glass with tomato juice, “I thought that we could spend some time together and then I could go with you when you visit Amy…if that’s all right with you.”


  “Perfect…” Jason grinned, watching her breasts bobble through the see-through gown as she came strutting back toward the table with a Bloody Mary in each hand.


  Setting his glass down beside his plate, Brenda slid onto a chair across from him as Jason began to eat.


  “So, Jason, what happens now?” Brenda smiled, reaching across under the table with her foot and brushing her toe up and down his leg.


  “What do you mean?”


  “Is this over when Amy comes home?” she asked him.


  “What do you want, Mother? Do you want it to be over?”


  Brenda sat looking at him with her big, violet eyes, slowly rubbing her toe against his leg as she thought.


  “No…I don’t want it to be over, but…” she paused.


  “But what?” Jason wanted to know.


  “What can we do?”


  “I’ve been thinking. Amy and I were planning to have at least two children. And we were looking to move to a larger house. Well, one of the houses we looked at had this mother-in-law apartment out over the garage. It was pretty big for an apartment. It had a living room, a small kitchen, a study, and two bedrooms. Amy suggested that if we bought it, you could come and live with us when you, uh, when you, you know, got older…” he smiled.


  “And?” she smiled back at him.


  “Well, we could buy the house and you could move it with us if you wanted,” he suggested, wiping his plate with his last piece of his toast and popping it into his mouth.


  “So…” she said, reaching across the table and taking hold of his hand. “What about my house?”


  “Sell it—” Jason grinned. “Use the money to live life,” he bubbled, squeezing her hand.


  “You make it sound so easy,” she softly laughed, squeezing his hand back.


  “It is…unless you want to make it complicated,” he chuckled. “Who would begrudge a son from visiting his mother and making sure her apartment was well-maintained? We wouldn’t have to go around planning this and that to make sure we could find time together. All we’d have to do is walk across the lawn.”


  “You make it all sound so tempting…and I’m feeling older by the minute…”


  ~~~


  Brenda and Jason had gone shopping before she had gone back to Atlanta and had all the new furniture delivered to the apartment. She had gone back to sell her house to settle things up and ship what few of her belongings she wanted to keep back to Dallas where she would be living from now on. Things had gone well and it had only taken three weeks to get everything taken care of.


  In the meantime, Jason had overseen the arrival of the new furniture, hired a designer to set the house up and furnish it down to a tee, so that his mother wouldn’t have to do anything but walk right in when she got back. It was Thursday and his mother was coming back. And as luck would have it, Amy had gone to spend the weekend at her sister’s so Jason and Brenda would have a couple of days to reacclimatize.


  ~~~


  As Jason pulled into the parking garage, he felt like a teenager on his first date. He could feel the adrenalin pumping into his bloodstream. His heart was already racing like a NASCAR Gen 6 car, his palms were so slick with sweat, he could barely hold onto the steering wheel and the two bales of cotton in his mouth refused to budge. His mouth was so dry, he didn’t even know if he could talk. He must have looked at his watch a thousand times in the last half hour or so, he told himself as he glanced down at it again and saw that a whole forty-five seconds had elapsed since he’d last checked the time.


  Hurrying into the terminal, he quickly made his way to the pick-up area to wait for the arrival of his mother’s plane. As he stood nervously waiting, he spotted a little boutique that was selling flowers off to the side of the waiting area. Seconds later, he was back at the viewing windows with a dozen red roses in his hand. He couldn’t wait to see her again. It had been a miserable three weeks since she had left to settle things back in Atlanta and it had seemed like three years to him.


  It wasn’t just the sex for him. Oh, sure, that played a major role in their new relationship, but that wasn’t all there was to it. It had been three weeks since Amy had delivered Tabatha and the doctor had told them that they had to wait for six weeks before they could resume their sex life. Jason was a frazzled wreck. His life had been a series of abstentions ever since Amy had found out she was pregnant. His mother had provided Jason a couple of days of relief from the abstentions before she had left for Atlanta and now she was going to be back again.


  It was all crazy and mixed up and Jason found himself smack dab in the middle of it all.


  Looking up at the incoming flight schedule board, he saw that there was a flashing LANDING along beside his mother’s flight number. She’s here, he frantically thought, looking out the giant window and watching a plane trundling along the runway. Jason hadn’t thought it possible, but now his heart was beating even faster than before as he stood nervously shifting his weight from one foot to the other while he waited.


  Hurry, he quietly coaxed as the plane slowly made its way toward the terminal. What would she be wearing, he wondered? Something sexy, he smiled to himself. She always wore something sexy, he chuckled to himself. But as he thought about it, he couldn’t decide whether she dressed provocatively, or it was just his warped perception of how she dressed.


  Finally the plane pulled into its parking place and the docking arm lazily swung out to meet it. Crazily, it reminded Jason of some bizarre act of copulation as the long arm connected itself to the body of the plane.


  Shameful, he thought as he watched the doors leading to the docking arm swing open. There were a few attendants and a couple of guys dressed in coveralls with sound-suppressing earphones looped over their heads standing by the doors talking as the sign above the door began blinking ARRIVING—ARRIVING—ARRIVING—


  There was a flurry of activity and then the first of the passengers came strolling out through the doors. Where was she, Jason frenetically wondered as he scanned the faces of the debarking passengers?


  Then he saw her—


  He thought his heart was going to leap out of his chest. She was so beautiful. She was wearing a light apricot-colored suit coat, blouse and skirt and matching apricot high heels with sexy, little leather straps around her trim ankles. Her perfectly-coiffured short, brown hair came to just below her ears and her face was as usual, made up perfectly with apricot-colored lip gloss, eye shadow and a hint of apricot on the points of her cheeks. The swell of her large breasts was partially hidden by the suit jacket, but there was no mistaking the size of her breasts as if he had forgotten. And in no time he would have his hands wrapped around those mountainous treasures bobbling and jiggling down inside her blouse as she came hurrying toward him pulling her carry-on suitcase along behind her.


  “Mo—Brenda—” he blurted out, catching himself at the last second before he proclaimed to the world that she was his mother as they met, arms entwining, hugging, greeting each other with a welcoming, open-mouthed kiss. Definitely, not the kiss a son would bestow on a mother. They held onto each other for several long seconds, kissing and sharing their joy at seeing each other before their lips finally parted and they stepped back away from each other.


  “God, Mom, I’m so glad to see you—” Jason whispered so low that no one else could hear.


  Brenda’s breathing was a little rushed, making her big tits heave up and down inside her blouse and Jason could see that she was flustered as she leaned closer and whispered into his ear. “I love you, too, Darling.” Then she stepped back, looked around to see if anyone was watching as she nervously brushed her hands down over her apricot skirt to brush away any imaginary wrinkles that might have formed during their brief encounter. “Uh, where’s Amy?” she asked.


  “She’s gone to visit her sister…won’t be back until Monday.


  “Oh…so we have the weekend to ourselves—” she smiled, happiness written all over her face. “That’s nice.”


  “I thought so,” Jason grinned, unable to stop himself from reaching over and running his fingers down her arm. “Uh, any luggage?”


  “Just this,” she told him, nodding toward her suitcase.


  “Well, come on, let’s go. I can’t wait to show you your new apartment,” he told her, taking the handle of her suitcase out of her hand and starting to pull it out toward the parking garage exit.


  “And I can’t wait to see it—” she exclaimed, threading her arm through his and they went scurrying out toward Jason’s car. Jason’s heart felt like it was going to burst as they hurried out to the garage. He could hear the sexy clack of his mother’s spike heels on the concrete as their hips intimately bumped and rubbed together while they walked along.


  Moments later, Brenda’s luggage was put away in the trunk and they were sitting in the car getting ready to leave the garage.


  “Mom, you don’t know how much I missed you—” Jason blurted out, fighting to hold back the tears that wanted to come cascading down his cheeks as he reached over and clasped her hands in his. “I love you so much—”


  “I missed you too, Darling…but come on, let’s go. The quicker we get home, the quicker I can show you just how much I missed you,” she smiled, giving his hands a squeeze and pushing them out of her lap. “Quick-quick—” she told him, affectionately laying her hand on his leg just below the evident lump jutting out of the crotch of his pants.


  “I can’t believe all this is happening after thirty-five years,” she told him, giving his leg a squeeze. “Can you?”


  “No, Mom, this is all so far out of the box…who could have seen it coming?”


  “Do you like the color of my lips?” she asked him, retrieving her hand, digging down in her purse and pulling out a little gold tube of lip gloss.


  “Any color on your lips is fantastic, Mom,” he told her, reaching over and squeezing her nylon-covered thigh just above her knee while she twisted the pointy cylinder of apricot-colored gloss out of the little tube. “What color is it?” he humored her.


  “It’s called Italian Apricot,” she told him, bending his rear-view mirror around so it was pointing at her as she dabbed the gloss on her lips. “It’s supposed to make a woman look younger. What do you think?”


  “You don’t need it, Mom,” he chuckled. “You look young enough as it is. You don’t want to get me arrested for contributing to the delinquency of a minor, do you?”


  “Flattery will get you everything,” she laughed, twisting the tube, replacing the cap and dropping it back in her purse.


  Pulling up in front of the garage, Jason turned off the car, shoved his door open and slid out of the car. Sprinting around the car, he reached down and jerked her door open.


  “Well, Mom, welcome to your new home,” he bubbled, extending his hands down to help her out. Grasping hold of his hands, Brenda swung her long, statuesque legs around, exposing an inordinate amount of creamy-white thigh as she pulled herself up onto her four-inch heels.


  “I’m glad to be here,” she effervesced, melting into his arms as they tenderly kissed.


  Jason couldn’t wait for her to see what he’d had done to the apartment as he reluctantly broke the kiss and stepped back away from her. “Come on and let me show you your new home—” Jason told her tugging her into the garage. There at the back of the garage were two heavy, stainless-steel doors softly glimmering in the soft light.


  “Where are the stairs?” Brenda wanted to know, looking around.


  “Outside, but they’re for emergency use only,” he chuckled. “There’s an elevator,” he told her, tugging her toward the doors.


  “An elevator?” she exclaimed. “Now that’s high cotton,” she laughed as Jason poked the big, red up button and the doors came purring open. “Well. I never…” she said as Jason pulled her inside and the doors went sliding closed. Then, with a little jostle, the elevator quietly whisked them up to the second floor.


  “Cool, huh?” Jason snickered as the doors slid open to reveal Brenda’s new living room.


  “Amazing—” Brenda laughed, starting to step out only to be stopped when Jason held out his arm across the opening.


  “Let’s do this right,” he explained, slipping his arm around behind her back, bending down and slipping his other arm around behind her knees and with a soft grunt, lifted her up into her arms.


  “What are you doing?” Brenda giggled, flinging her arms around his neck to hold on.


  “Carrying you over the threshold—” he told her, stepping out into the living room, stopping and giving her a soft, lingering kiss right on the lips.


  “And they said chivalry was dead…” she laughed, nibbling on his ear as he lurched across the room carrying her toward her bedroom.


  “My bedroom?” she guessed as Jason stopped in front of the door and gently toed it open.


  “Your bedroom—” Jason smiled, easing her back down onto her high heels. “You like?”


  “It’s fantastic,” Brenda praised, holding onto Jason, catching her balance as she slowly looked around the room. It was a picture right out of pages of Southern Living. “It looks better than I even thought it would,” she told him, walking over and running her fingers across the black satin spread that covered her bed. “Has it ever been slept on before?”


  “We’ll be the first,” Jason told her, stepping up behind her, wrapping his arms around her tiny waist and gently cupping her breasts through her blouse. “What do you think?”


  “I think I can’t wait…” she murmured, leaning back against him, softly grinding her butt against his hardening manhood as she tilted her head back and rested it on his shoulder. Jason could feel the lacy bra that held her breasts captive through the thin cloth of her blouse as he leaned down and slowly kissed his way up her long, graceful neck.


  “I love you, Mother…” he whispered into her ear as his fingers found the top button of her blouse. Nibbling and nipping the lobe of her ear, Jason began to slowly work his way down the front of her apricot-colored blouse unbuttoning the buttons one by one until he got to the bottom of the blouse where it was tucked under her waist band. Then, as he gently tugged on the blouse, he felt his mother suck in a breath of air, hollowing her tummy and freeing the blouse. Unbuttoning the bottom button, Jason stepped back and gently eased her little apricot suit-coat back off her shoulders and pulled it down her arms.


  “I want you so much, Mom…” Jason murmured, neatly folding her coat and laying it down on the foot of the bed. Brenda hadn’t moved the whole time and stood facing away from him as he eased his fingers down under the edges of the silk blouse and slowly peeled it back over her shoulders and down her outstretched arms.


  “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, laying the blouse on top of her coat as he leaned down and nibbled his way down to the nape of her neck. As he did, he felt goose bumps jump out against his lips while his fingers found the clasp on the back strap of her frilly, apricot-colored brassiere.


  Maybe he was losing it he told himself as he thought he even detected a faint fragrance and a hint of the tart taste of apricots on the soft, smooth skin of her neck and shoulders.


  “Jason—” Brenda murmured, standing with her arms slightly held out from her sides as she felt him plucking on the strap of her bra. Then suddenly, the tension went out of the bra and the big, satin-lined cups drooped, slipping away down off the slope of her quivering breasts. Then holding her arms out in front of her, she felt Jason smoothly slide his fingers under the shoulder straps sliding them down onto the slope of her shoulders and letting the bra drop onto the black satin sheets in front of her.


  Pulling his mother to him, Jason lovingly curled his arms around her and adoringly cupped her big, heavy udders in his hands. They were so soft, so full, so heavy as he gently lifted them, squeezing and fondling them as his fingers sought out the hard, swollen nipples jutting out of their darkened tips. Teasing the swollen paps with the tips of his fingers, he tenderly kissed his way up her neck as she slowly turned her head to find his lips with hers. The kiss was soft and sensual as the tips of their tongues brushed and Brenda’s hands found their way back between them to the buckle on his pants. Blindly fumbling as they kissed, it took her several seconds but she eventually got his belt unbuckled and spread open to expose the button on the waistband of his pants. Turning her head back to the front, disengaging her lips from his, she focused her effort on unbuttoning his pants and finding the zip tab on his zipper while Jason nibbled and kissed his way back down her long, slender neck to the slope of her shoulder.


  “Jason, My Baby…” Brenda whispered, as her fingers slowly ran the zipper down the track of his fly.


  Jason’s prick felt like a steel bar as he felt his mother’s fingers tickle it as she ran the zipper down its toothed track.


  This was all he had been fantasizing about during the three weeks she had been gone. But this was even better…


  As he felt his pants suddenly go rustling down his legs, Jason eased his mother’s breasts back down on her chest and slowly, lustily kissed down off her shoulders onto her back. Raining soft butterfly kisses down on her long, graceful back, he bent his knees and deliberately eased down onto his them behind her. Her hands lingered behind her, scratching her long, sharp fingernails down his hairy chest as he knelt down.


  Standing on his knees, his chin was even with the waistband of her short, apricot skirt as his fingers searched for and found the little button on the point of her hip that held the waistband of the skirt secured around her waist. Quickly unbuttoning the little button, he unzipped her skirt and gently tugged it down around her ankles.


  As Brenda felt her skirt drop around her ankles, she lifted her long legs, one at a time and stepped out of it leaving it lying in a puddled heap in front of Jason’s knees.


  Admiring the sweep of his mother’s beautifully-rounded backside, Jason indulgently ran his fingertips over the pale, silky-smooth globes of flesh. They formed a perfect upside down heart with the deep fleshy crack separating it into two halves. The little band on apricot silk wrapped around her waist masquerading as panties dove down into the crack of her ass, leaving the quivering globes of pale flesh completely bare and exposed to Jason’s leering eyes.


  Brenda stood waiting, not knowing what to expect as her son worshipfully fondled her ass. No other man had ever touched her there with such tenderness and warmth. George had only touched her back there once, and it had been a painful experience for her so she found herself wincing in anxious foreboding as Jason touched her. Then to her embarrassment she felt Jason’s thumbs dig down into the clenched, tightened cheeks and slowly spread them apart to bare the little band of apricot-colored silk covering her cringing anus. As she cringed from his intrusive touch, she felt his fingers dig down under the waistband of her thong panties, stretching them out and inching them down over the curves of her hips.


  With almost teasing slowness, Jason peeled his mother’s silky thong panties down off her hips, down her thighs, over her knees and down around her ankles. Sensing he wanted her to step out of them, Brenda stretched her arms out in front of her and leaned on the bed and slowly, one leg at a time lifted her apricot-colored high heels out through the waist opening of the panties as Jason helped her. Picking up his mother’s thong panties and discarded skirt, he pitched them up on the bed on top of her blouse and suit jacket.


  Still leaning over the bed, Brenda felt Jason’s hands find her ass again, his thumbs digging back down into the soft, supple flesh, spreading it, baring the clamped tightness of her quailing anus. What was he doing? Why was he touching her like this? Didn’t he know how embarrassing it was?


  Then she felt a warm breath brush across the crinkled pucker making it compress even tighter as Jason’s lips touched down in the center of one of the fleshy cheeks.


  “Jason—” Brenda protested as she felt her son’s lips kiss up in an arc to the top of the crack and then down to the center of the other cheek. There, he paused for a couple of seconds before she felt his lips descending, curving downward. Heading for the wet, succulent gash of pink flesh peeking out at the very bottom of the crack. Then his lips and tongue were on her moist, weeping sex, touching, kissing, licking it before sweeping back up the other cheek to where he had started. Thankfully, he hadn’t touched her there. He had kissed a complete circle around it…but he hadn’t touched her anus.


  Then, Brenda felt Jason’s thumbs pull back, letting the cheeks of her ass collapse back together as his hands climbed up the sweep of her back to her shoulders. Relieved that he had diverted his attention away from her ass, Brenda curiously waited to see what he would do next when she felt herself being gently, but forcefully pushed down onto the black, satin sheets. Reaching out with her hands, she supported herself as she let Jason push her down onto her belly. It felt awkward, lying on her belly, her big tits pressed against the slippery smoothness of the satin sheets, the fronts of her hips resting on the edge of the bed with her long, sculpted legs stretched out behind her.


  As she stretched her arms out to the side, she felt Jason’s warm, humid breath on the nape of her neck, then the touch of his soft lips was all over her back, raining down thousands of tiny, whispering butterfly kisses as he began to slowly kiss down the sweep of her long back while he pushed her legs apart and moved up between them. Lower and lower he kissed until his lips were brushing the top of the crack of her ass.


  Then his hands were clutching her, his clawing fingers grasping two handfuls of soft, giving ass-flesh as his thumbs dug in and spread the cheeks apart again. This time there was no layer of silk protecting her as she felt the crinkled opening of her anus pucker even tighter in expectation of his touch. His breath was warm and moist on her exposed skin as his pursed lips kissed down the gap between the clenched cheeks of her ass.


  He was going to touch her there, Brenda told herself, cringing in humiliation. Touch her, kiss her there. She was mortified. Why would he do that? Couldn’t he tell how embarrassed she was? But even in spite of the indignity of it all, she felt a tiny spark of excitement.


  Then his lips brushed across the pucker of her anus and she involuntarily flinched. She couldn’t help it. She was trying to relax, to enjoy the perversity of it all, but something wouldn’t let her. Recoiling, waiting to see what indignity he would inflict upon her next, she grasped hold of two handfuls of slippery black satin and held on as she felt the tip of Jason’s tongue softly probing the hypersensitive pucker of her anus.


  As Jason gently probed his mother’s anus with the tip of his tongue, he could feel it tightening, clenching tauter as her wet, slippery pussy brushed against his chin.


  “Jason…” she whimpered out in protest, squirming, wriggling her butt trying to move it away from his hot, probing tongue.


  “Mother—” Jason whispered, his breath hot and heavy on her clenched anus.


  Jason could sense his mother’s embarrassment, but something wouldn’t let him stop as he gently probed and poked the clenched orifice with his tongue. Finally, when her asshole was slathered with a thick coating of spit and slobber, Jason moved his lips away from it and pushed up, standing on his knees behind her up-tilted buttocks.


  Fearing what she was expecting Jason to do, she was happily surprised when she felt the hard, rubbery head of his penis brush up against the wet, slippery opening of her pussy.


  Anxiously waiting, she felt Jason slowly rub the head of his dick up and down the slippery furrow of her sex to coat it with her slippery succulence. Then he fitted the tapered tip in between her juice-slathered lips and began to push into her accepting warmth.


  Brenda was so wet and primed, Jason slid right into the clutching tightness of her sex as she eagerly accepted him inside her. Suddenly the fear was gone, the tension, the expectation gone in a flash as a wave of relief washed over her and a rush of primal pleasure blossomed down inside her loins. She was COMING! She couldn’t believe she was finishing even before Jason was fully inside her. She was coming! Her whole body was suddenly surrounded in a cocoon of happiness and joy as her muscles tightened and trembled, her convulsing, contracting cunt squeezing down around her son’s invading manliness. This had never happened to her before. She swooned.


  Jason could see that the muscles in his mother’s back were trembling and he could feel the sucking contractions working up and down the length of his penis as his mother came. It was exhilarating to watch her come. And to know that he had given her that made him swell up with pride. His mother! He was making his mother orgasm! Few men…or boys could claim that—


  Brenda wanted it to go on forever, but she knew it couldn’t as she felt Jason begin to slowly work in and out of her as the ripples of pleasure undulating through her weakened and stretched further and further apart to be replaced by a warm, happy glow of contentment.


  Curling his hands around his mother’s waist, Jason held on to her as he began to work his hips back and forth faster. He could hear the loud, wet slap of their groins smacking together as he thrust into her as deep as he could on every tooth-rattling stroke. Amy could never give him this, he sickly thought. There was something different about fucking his mother. Degrading and perverse on the one hand and yet, thrilling and exciting on the other. He couldn’t explain it. His mother! The one person on the whole face of the earth that he had no right to express his love to her in such a manner and yet he was doing it. It was a little overwhelming as he paused in his assault to lean down over her. He could see that there was a thin sheen of sweat just beginning to form on her back as he held himself inside her while he tenderly, lovingly kissed across her shoulders to the nape of her neck.


  “I love you, Mother,” he fondly whispered, pushing his hands down under her crushed breasts, squeezing, pawing them as he began to rock back and forth again. The bed was making soft, muted sounds as it rolled with the rhythm of their love making. And this was indeed making love, Jason affectionately thought. Not frantic, bedspring-rattling fucking, but soft, slow love making.


  But he couldn’t see her face. He wanted to see his mother’s face, her eyes. Jerking his hips back, Jason pulled out of the warm, slippery slit and pushed up off the bed onto his feet.


  “What? What’s wrong? Brenda wanted to know, pushing up onto her hands, turning looking over her shoulder to see what had cause Jason’s sudden departure.


  “Nothing…” Jason told her, toeing off his loafers. “I just wanted to see your face while we’re making love.”


  “Ohhhh…” she smiled, twisting, rolling over onto her butt.


  Balancing on one foot, Jason toed his shorts and pants off over one foot, then balancing on the other foot, he slipped out of his shorts and pants while his big, juice-slathered dick jutted out in front of him bobbing and bouncing with long tendrils of pussy juice hanging down from it. As it did, Brenda smiled to herself, digging in her elbows and sharp, pointy high heels and pushing back out onto the middle of the black, satin sheets.


  Looking down at his mother, watching her scoot back away from the edge of the bed, Jason could see that the inside of her thighs just below the tiny, pink slit were glistening wetly in the early afternoon sunlight streaming in through the window.


  Stopping, Jason reached down and curled his fingers around his big, hard cock and slowly stroked it, smearing his mother’s secretions all over it as he leaned down and lifted his knee up to the edge of the bed.


  “I am so lucky,” he softly murmured, slowly crawling up on the bed.


  “Why is that,” Brenda teased back, running her hand down over her flat, taut belly to the little nest of curls covering her mons.


  “I have the sexiest mom in the whole, wide world,” he effervesced, running his hands down between her long legs, pushing them apart to further expose the wet, seeping succulence between them.


  “You really think so?” Brenda murmured, watching him crawl up on the bed and up between her outstretched legs.


  “Of course—” Jason smiled, standing on his knees reaching down and reverently running his fingers up the inside of her thighs. “And the most beautiful—”


  “What am I going to do when Amy comes back?” Brenda frowned as Jason leaned down over her. “I’ll be so jealous of her…”


  Bending down over her with his hands by her shoulders, Jason looked deep into her violet eyes. “I’ll always be your little boy, Mommy…” he baby-talked, leaning down and circling his tongue around one of her hard, swollen nipples. “I’ll always be here for you, Mommy—”


  “I don’t know if we can call you little anymore,” Brenda softly laughed, reaching down and running her fingertips down the big, veined shaft of his jutting penis. “And I’m sorry I don’t have any milk for you…like Amy will…” she told him as he sucked the plump nipple in between his lips.


  “It doesn’t matter, Mommy, I have milk for you,” Jason told her, digging his toes into the satin sheets and moving higher, letting his mother guide his juice-slickened missile down to her waiting silo.


  “Yes, Baby, give it to Mommy. Give Mommy your milk…” she gurgled as Jason curled his hips and eased his cock back inside the warm, slippery channel of her pussy. “Oh, yes, Babyyyyyy…” she whimpered, pushing off her high heels, raising her buttocks off the bed, rising to meet his thrust, taking him deep inside her.


  Looking down at her, the contrast between her pale skin and the black sheet made her skin seem even whiter, more translucent than it really was. Buried to the quick inside her, Jason felt her silky thighs clamp against his hips as her long legs draped across his back while she ground herself against him. He was home again. Born inside the same warm, comforting womb that had created him—


  He had returned to his beginning, he giddily thought as he began to rock back and forth driving down into the clutching tightness of his mother’s cunt. His cunt. No other man would ever have it. It was his and his alone. He would do anything to make sure of that, he told himself as he watched his mother’s big, beautiful breasts slowly undulating up and down on her chest in rhythm with the slow, methodical pace of their love-making.


  Then he saw his mother’s violet eyes flutter shut as a frown creased her forehead and he felt her sharp fingernails dig down into the skin of his waist.


  “Fuck-Mommy—” she whispered, her hands clutching at his waist, pushing, then pulling then pushing, trying to get him to move faster.


  Digging his hands down under her, cupping them around her shoulders, he shifted into a higher gear, pulling her to him every time he thrust into her, adding to the impetus and momentum of their fucking. The bed under them began to rock, the springs creaking as the loud, wet slap of their bodies crashing together filled the room with its vulgar beat. Jason was grunting every time he slammed into her as she was making soft mewing sounds, whimpering out her appreciation. Digging her claws into his waist, pushing and pulling, Brenda controlled the frantic pace of their fucking as it reached a crescendo and she knew that neither of them could go on much longer. She could feel her own release building down inside her loins, gathering momentum. Her thighs were clamped against her son’s sweaty hips, sliding and rubbing against him as he thundered down the stretch. The finish was just out of her reach as the clawed and fought to cross it before Jason did. She would finish and bring him with her, she feverishly thought straining, fighting closer and closer and closer.


  Suddenly, splashes of reds and yellows and oranges filled her reeling brain as her loins imploded down around her spasming, convulsing cunt. Huge waves of pleasure were crashing over her drowning her in its overpowering undertow, pulling her deeper and deeper into the mind-numbing joy and ecstasy of her orgasm. Then, just when the pulsing contractions of pleasure reached their peak, Jason’s mighty cock exploded inside her. She could feel every pulsing throb as it began to kick and gush down inside her. His warm, clinging essence was flowing out into her in thick, creamy gobs filling her with his evil seed and sending her even higher deeper into the fiery core of her orgasm. She could feel him growing inside her, filling her with his manly importance. What if, she giddily thought? What if…
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  Chapter One


  


  My wife, Laurie had departed for the week to help out at her sister’s house. Her sister, Jennifer was having a baby and had run into some difficulties toward the end of her pregnancy. Jennifer was going into the hospital and if the baby didn’t arrive naturally within the next week, they were going to induce labor. Jennifer and her husband, Bob had three other children ranging in age from three to six that needed supervision while mom would be away in the hospital. Bob worked in construction and couldn’t afford to take the time off to supervise them so Laurie had volunteered.


  It was Saturday and I was planning on mowing the lawn and then spending the rest of the day lounging in front of the TV, drinking beer and watching football. Maybe even taking in a porno movie to cap off the day.


  The only real problem with my flawed plan was Elizabeth, our eighteen-year-old daughter. She had been planning on spending the weekend over at her friend, Emily’s, but Emily had come down with the flu, so Lizzy would be hanging around the house all day sort putting a crimp in some of my planned activities. Otherwise I could have gotten totally gross and hung out in my shorts. Hell, I might have even downloaded a new porno movie or two to watch upon Laurie’s return. But not now…


  Lizzy was the typical teenager, I guess. We didn’t have a whole lot of interaction. It just seemed that the older she got, the more activities she had that didn’t involve mom and dad. Oh, don’t get me wrong. She was a good kid, didn’t get into too much trouble. But like I said mom and dad just seemed to be at the periphery of her little world. Since it was Saturday and she didn’t have any other plans, Elizabeth was up in her room sleeping as I pushed the mower out of the garage began mowing. Hope that the noise from the lawnmower doesn’t wake her, I sarcastically told myself as I pushed the mower up and down the lawn. Mowing the lawn had been one of Liz’s chores as she was growing up, but the older she got, the more I ended up doing it as she thought it was not something an eighteen-year-old girl should be doing.


  When I finished mowing, I pushed the mower back into the garage and headed up to the shower. Standing in the shower, I let the warm water wash down over me washing away what little sweat I had worked up. Then, enjoying the feel of the water on my skin, I slowly stroked my cock to hardness while thinking back on last night. The session of lovemaking with Laurie had been especially hot and satisfying. And she had promised me a re-run next weekend when she returned from her sister’s. But that left me with a whole week of empty bed…


  Just thinking about Laurie coming back helped me along and pretty soon, I had all eight inches of my cock sticking out in front of me hard and stiff. Smiling down at it proudly, I stopped beating it, gave myself a quick rinse and turned off the water.


  With my eyes closed to keep the water out of them, I stepped out of the shower and out onto the bath mat spread out on the tile floor in front of the door. Blindly groping for the towel on the rack by the shower, I found out there wasn’t one on the towel rack. What was going on, I asked myself? There had been a towel hanging there when I had stepped into the shower. Maybe it had fallen to the floor or something, I told myself, keeping my eyes closed as I leaned down and groped around on the floor to find it. No towel there, either. Opening my eyes, I rubbed the water away and saw that indeed there was no towel on the rack or on the floor below it. Turning my head, I felt a spasm of panic as I found myself staring into Elizabeth’s big, blue eyes. Surprised and shocked, I immediately dropped my hands down to cover myself. Then, like a splash of ice water in the face it suddenly dawned on me. Elizabeth was NAKED, too!


  What the fuck was going on? I asked myself unable to keep my eyes from dashing down over her beautiful, naked body.


  “Elizabeth,” I gasped, “What, what are you doing?”


  “Morning, Daddy,” she murmured, innocently staring into my eyes as she leaned against the door frame, resting her shoulder against it. I saw where the towel had gone as it now dangled down from her fingers. It was crazy. Both of us, naked, standing staring at each other.


  “Were you looking for this?” she softly laughed, making her small, bare breasts jiggle and bounce as she mischievously held the towel out to me.


  “Yes,” I muttered, grabbing for the towel only to have her jerk it away before I could grab it.


  I hadn’t seen Elizabeth naked since she was a little girl. And to my dismay, I saw that she was definitely no little girl any more. She was a beautiful young woman. And all her charms were on display as I sickly leered at her nakedness. And to further my bewilderment, I saw that her sweet, little pussy was completely devoid of hair! Her pussy was shaven as bald as a baby’s little butt…


  The faint blush on her cheeks and the dusky red of her freshly-glossed lips made it obvious that she had put on makeup before she came down to my bathroom. The touch of blue eye shadow on her eyelids made her big, cerulean eyes seem even bigger, bluer, and for some reason even more innocent. It was evident to me that this was no chance encounter. She had planned this—


  I didn’t know what to do as I stood gawking at her in stunned shock.


  “Well, Daddy, aren’t you going to invite me in?” she asked, batting her big, blue eyes at me.


  I was at a loss for words. I wanted to say something, or do something, but nothing came to my muddled mind. Nothing that was proper and fatherly anyway. This was the last thing on earth I would have expected to happen. Nothing untoward had ever taken place between us in the past. Nothing that would have prepared me for what was happening now. NOTHING! I was stunned. Even if she hadn’t been naked, why would she show up in my bathroom while I was showering? Now, she had me tottering on the edge of total and complete mental collapse.


  Paralyzed, I watched her drop the towel to the floor. Then she took a step toward me with an exaggerated roll of her hips. As she did, I heard a loud clop on the tile floor. Looking down, I saw that she was wearing a pair of black, patent leather half heels. Befuddled, I watched her slowly turn to face away from me, then take another tiny step backwards. What the fuck was she doing? As she did, I felt her soft, warm skin brush against mine when she leaned back and pressed herself against me. As I felt her press herself back against me, instinct took over and my reeling mind sprang back into action. Almost acting on their own, my hands reached around her and found her small, pendulous breasts. Cupping the soft, pliant cups of giving flesh in my shaking hands, I gave them a gentle squeeze. They were hardly a handful as I gently cupped them, squeezing and fondling them, almost swooning from the excitement sparking through my fevered brain and arcing down to my suddenly erect penis. Searching out her little pea-sized nipples, I found them jutting out defiantly, already hard and swollen as I delicately twisted them between my fingers and thumbs.


  My fevered brain was awash with emotions. Guilt, love, shame, lust all swirled round and round inside my head, making me feel dizzy and lightheaded. This was all so un-Elizabeth like. She had even joined this special fraternity in school and taken a covenant to keep herself a virgin until she married. Her mom, Laurie and I had even gone so far as to sign as witnesses on the covenant. And now this! Now she was seducing her poor, defenseless father with her beautiful, naked body. I didn’t stand a chance…


  Unable to sort through the swirling chaos I had once called my brain, I tweaked and teased her little nipples, feeling them hardening under my fingertips and felt her press her soft, almost boyish butt back against my stiffly-erect penis. It was still hard from the shower and was growing harder by the moment. Still leaning back against me, she wriggled her cute little butt around until she managed to trap my big, hard cock in the crack of her tight little ass. Then she began to slowly, sensually work her ass up and down the shaft of my cock. As the firm, tight cheeks of her ass rubbed against my cock, I gently thrust against her and began slowly working my hips up and down to dry fuck her delectable little ass.


  “Daddy,” she murmured out, her arms snaking back around her waist, her hands clutching my butt and pulling me against her harder as she arched her long, graceful neck and leaned her head back on my shoulder to bare her vulnerable throat to my lips.


  My dear, sweet Elizabeth, what has gotten into you to drive you to do this, I frantically asked myself? But I was afraid to ask the question out loud. Afraid that if I did, I would break the spell and drive her away. But a part of me even wanted that. Wanted to drive her away and leave me to wallow in the shame of my degenerate thoughts. To be thankful that was all there had been. Only thoughts! But I didn’t.


  Leaning down, I slowly kissed and nibbled my way up her arched neck. The fresh, clean fragrance of soap and the hint of perfume lingered on her skin as my lips made their way up her neck to her ear.


  “I love you, Elizabeth,” I inanely whispered, then ran the tip of my tongue around her earlobe.


  “I love you, too, Daddy,” she whispered back, pressing herself back against me harder.


  My cock was jutting straight up between the perfect, round cheeks of her beautiful ass as I slowly worked it up and down the crack. As I clutched and pawed her little breasts, I felt her snake one hand back around in front of her and clasp one of my clutching hands. As I continued to slowly work my throbbing cock up and down the crack of her ass, she slowly pulled my hand away from her soft, jiggling breast, down over her flat, tight belly to the soft, rounded mound of her hairless pussy.


  “Touch me, Daddy. Touch it. I shaved it…I shaved it for you, Daddy…” she whispered thrusting her pussy against the palm of my trembling hand as I cupped it around the little mound. My heart was thundering in my chest as I gently probed the slippery softness between her legs. Gently running my finger down between the soft folds of flesh, I quickly found the warm, moist opening of her vagina. Wondering if she had honored her covenant up until now, I eased my finger down into the squeezing tightness of her sweet, little pussy. Probing, searching with my finger for the barrier that might block the channel of her pussy, I was disappointed to find none.


  “I’m still a virgin, Daddy,” she murmured, seeming to read my mind as I began to slide my finger in and out of the gooey slit. “It broke one day at cheerleader practice…”


  A chilling shiver of perverse excitement tickled up my spine as the thought of taking my daughter’s sweet, virgin pussy filled my depraved mind with its evil corruptness. She was still a virgin. A virgin giving herself up to her depraved, sick father. I would be the first to enter the forbidden secrecy of that sacrosanct chalice that lay down between her long, lovely legs. The first man to take it and vilify its sweet innocence. I hated myself for thinking the degenerate thoughts that filled my head, but what man could resist such temptation? After all, I was only human…


  “I don’t want to be a virgin any more, Daddy. I want to be a woman like all the other girls at school! I want you to make me a woman,” she softly murmured, pressing herself back against my rock-hard cock. “I want to be a woman for you…I want to take you inside me…I want to feel your big, hard cock moving inside me…I want to know what it feels like to take my lover inside me…”


  Her words sent shock waves rippling through my degenerate mind. The sheer perversity of it all was making me lightheaded with expectant excitement. She wanted me to make love to her. My dear, sweet, innocent daughter wanted me to make love to her. Make love to her, take away her virginity and usher her into womanhood.


  Fighting back the primal scream gathering in my throat, I eased my finger out of the tight clutch of her pussy and quickly stepped around to her side. Slipping one arm around behind her back, I leaned down and slipped my other arm around the back of her knees. Then with a grunt, I swept her up off her feet. As I did she curled her arms around my neck and began to nibble and nip at my ear with her sharp teeth as I numbly stumbled across the bathroom and out into the hallway.


  She hardly weighed anything, I told myself as I cradled her in my arms and lurched down the hallway toward my bedroom. Toeing the door open, I reeled across the room, over to my unmade bed. Leaning over the bed, I gently deposited her down onto it. Then, as I stood looking down at her, drinking in her beauty, I saw her eyes drop to my stiff, jutting peter.


  “It’s big…it’s bigger than I thought it would be,” she softly murmured.


  I was so choked up with emotion and the sheer passion of the moment, I couldn’t speak as I leaned down gently pushed her legs apart. Her skin was so smooth. Soft and smooth as a baby’s skin, I sickly thought as I ran my trembling fingers up the soft vulnerability of her inner thighs. I could see the hesitation, the concern in her big, moon eyes as I grazed my fingertips over the soft, vulnerable folds of flesh between her outstretched legs. Then I leaned down over her and eased my tongue out. My nostrils were immediately filled with the pungent scent of her readiness welling up from the beautiful, pink flesh as I slowly licked my tongue up the valley between her soft, fragile pussy lips. Then a soft murmur escaped her lips as I tickled the tip of my tongue over her tiny, aroused clit. The soft, pink cleft was so vulnerable, so exposed, the shaven skin surrounding it so smooth and soft. And I hated myself for what I was about to do to it. Yet, even as I cursed myself, I knew that I couldn’t stop.


  Then a bizarre picture jumped into my mind. It was a picture of her as a baby lying naked on a blanket out in the backyard. We had posed her there to take the obligatory “naked on a blanket picture” that all parents end up taking. A picture of her lying on her belly with her cute, little baby butt sticking up in the air. She had always been embarrassed when she saw the picture. And yet now, here she was, a beautiful young woman lying on the bed completely naked, her long legs spread apart to expose the soft, pink delicacy between them and showing little evidence of shame about it.


  I slowly lifted my mouth away from the little oozing slit and watched as she pushed herself up to a sitting position. It reminded me of one of her cheerleader moves I had watched her make so many times before.


  “Touch it, Daddy…I want to touch it,” she gurgled, staring down at my hard, jutting penis.


  Putting my knees on the bed, I crawled up between her legs until I was standing on my knees with my cock sticking straight up into the air right in front of her pretty face.


  “So big, Daddy…” she cooed, reaching out and delicately running her fingertips up along the big, vein-shrouded shaft of my penis.


  “So hard…” she murmured, tracing the bulge jutting out along the bottom of my cock all the way down to the fleshy sac dangling down below it. “And this is where I came from…”


  As she spoke, she gently cupped my big balls in the palm of her hot, little hand and gave them a gentle squeeze.


  “Yes…” I choked out, trying to keep my cock from twitching so badly.


  I was rapidly becoming a nervous wreck as I watched her gently cupping my fragile balls in one hand and slowly wrapping her other hand around the shaft of my aching penis. My cock was so hard, it was aching, its spine arched, bending it, pointing its evil, tapered head up against my heaving belly.


  “Why is it so hard, Daddy,” she innocently asked, leaning down toward it.


  “God—child—why do you think—” I groaned out as she pursed her soft, warm lips ever so slightly and eased them down over the rounded tip of the head of my throbbing cock.


  The soft, sensual kiss seemed to last for hours as I felt the tip of her tongue slowly tickle around the head of my cock. Fighting to keep from shooting my load onto her soft, full lips, I watched her lips finally lift off the head of my cock.


  “Did that feel good, Daddy?” she murmured, slowly unwrapping her hand from around my cock and easing my balls back down between my quivering thighs.


  “Yesss—almost too good,” I panted out as she leaned back onto her elbows and looked up into my eyes with her big, blue eyes.


  Her eyes, the windows into her soul, were so beautiful, I dizzily thought. Big, deep blue diamonds, twinkling brightly in the sunlight streaming in through the open window as she blinked, flirtingly batting her long eye lashes at me.


  “Does Mother let you come in her mouth?” she teasingly asked, slowly running the tip of her finger up and down the underside of my twitching cock.


  “Sometimes,” I grunted, trying to hold back the explosion that was gathering down inside my aching balls. God, why did she have to bring Laurie into this? I was already feeling guilty enough without her bringing her mother into it.


  “Would you like to come in my mouth, Daddy,” she asked, the look on her face that of a petulant child. Her full, soft lower lip, pouted out ever-so-slightly. The tip of her little pink tongue peeking out from between them. I was a prisoner. A prisoner in my own home and now the warden of that prison was asking me if I wanted to come in her mouth?


  “What do you want, Elizabeth? What do you want?” I frantically asked knowing that if she didn’t do something soon, my cock was going to be wastefully spurting its load up into the air.


  “I want you to come inside me, Daddy…first,” she smiled, slowly easing down onto her back, running her hand down to her pussy and fingering the lips apart. “Come inside me, Daddy, down here.”


  “Oh, God,” I groaned, dropping down onto my all fours over her.


  Dipping my hips, I lowered my cock down toward the tiny, forbidden opening. As I did, I felt her hot, soft fingers find my twitching cock and push it down, guiding it, aiming it down at the tiny, pink gash.


  Would it fit, I frantically wondered, staring down at the tiny opening as she pushed my cock down and its big, purple head brushed up against the slippery lips.


  “Put it in, Daddy, put it in me,” she gurgled out, curling her hips, tilting them up and pushing her pussy back against the tapered head of my dick.


  Surely I was going to hell for this, I told myself as I lowered my hips and pushed down into the strangling tightness of my daughter’s virgin pussy. There had to be a special place in hell for depraved fathers like me. A place ruled over by the Devil himself…


  A frown etched her forehead as she strained back against my cock. For a moment, it didn’t seem possible that I could fit inside her as I pushed down at the tight stricture of her virgin vagina. I was trying and she was trying to force the evil creature down into the virgin depths, but it wouldn’t go. Then suddenly, I felt it overcome the resistance and my big, hard peter went sliding down into the tight, clutching heat of her tiny cunt.


  I had been pushing so hard, I couldn’t stop the plunge and my cock penetrated down into the virtuous, vulnerable core of her womanhood, stopping only when my hairy groin thudded up against her bald, shaven mons.


  “Now, you are woman,” I hissed out, grinding myself against her, slowly twirling my hard, stiff cock around in the tight, muck of her pussy.


  “Yesssss…” she hissed out, clutching her pussy down around my embedded penis as she thrust herself back up at me. “I am woman…your woman, Daddy…you made me a woman…”


  “God-Elizabethhhhh—” I gasped out, jerking my hips back and pulling my cock back down the flooded channel of her clinging, hot pussy.


  “So big! So hard!” she groaned out, working the muscles inside her pussy, squeezing down around my cock as I sent it plunging back down into the searing heat of her sex again.


  Taking away her innocence and youth, I worked my cock in and out of her at a feverish pace. Her virginity was no more. I had taken it and obliterated it with one thrusting plunge of my cock. She was a woman now, I feverishly thought as our bellies ground together. A ruined woman, ruined by her father’s gluttonous greed. We were now one, joined in the sickest way imaginable. Father and daughter. Man and woman. Incestuous lovers taking part in an obscene rite of passage for her. The passage from youthful innocence into womanhood.


  “My Elizabeth…my dear Elizabeth,” I groaned out, shamefully groveling in my own depraved gluttony as I fucked her with deep, powerful strokes.


  “Yes, oh yes, Daddy, yes, like that! Fuck me like that…” she hissed, thrusting herself back up at me taking me to the limit on every stroke.


  I felt myself slipping. Slipping down into a hellish place no man ever wanted to go. I felt myself falling in love with the beautiful woman who lay below me. But it wasn’t the caring, protective love a father felt for his daughter. No, this was the fiery, possessive love a man feels for his lover. The love that could consume a man and drive him insane. Crazy with envy and possessiveness. Now I was doomed. How could I ever let another man touch her? She was mine. My daughter, my lover and no other man could ever have her this way…I would kill to prevent that!


  And now, it was my fatherly duty to bring her the pleasure she so desperately wanted, needed—


  I had to make her finish, give her an orgasm. I must show her what it was like to be a woman. What it was like to be loved by a man who would do anything to bring her that pleasure.


  Stiffening my arms, I looked down on her as I furiously worked my hips back and forth, driving my cock in and out of her hot, slavering pussy. She had her legs bent at the knees, the soles of her tiny feet pressed together between my calves, and thrusting them against one another as she humped herself up at my crazed assault. Her head was thrown back and her eyes had a wild, crazed look as she frantically looked back up at me while I fucked her. I could feel her sharp fingernails digging into the skin of my waist as she pushed and pulled on me, urging me on, coaxing me to fuck her harder and harder.


  The fiery explosion gathering down inside my flopping balls was about to blow. I could feel them tightening, squeezing up around the base of my prick. It was only a matter of seconds before I would lose it.


  “Yes—Yes—oh, Yes, Daddy—Yes—” she hissed, her fingers clawing, digging into my sweaty skin. “Make me come, Daddy, make me come,” she pleaded, straining up against me, thrusting herself back up at me as I mercilessly pounded my cock in and out of her hungry cunt.


  Fighting to hold back the impending explosion, I worked harder, driving my charged prick in and out of her at a feverish pace.


  “Come, Elizabeth, come, my sweet,” I begged, humping her for all I was worth. “Daddy can’t hold it much longer.”


  “Almost, Daddy, almost, Daddy, I feel it, I feel it…” she growled out.


  Biting her lower lip, she gazed up into my eyes with a distant, faraway, unfocused look in her eyes. I could see and feel that she was nearing release. The muscles in her arms and legs were already beginning to quiver and strain as she fought closer and closer to the finish. Her beautiful tits were wildly bounding up and down in rhythm with the pounding attack I was inflicting on her once-virgin pussy. She was taking all I was giving without a hint of complaint.


  I could feel the pool of molten cream down inside my balls growing hotter and hotter as my balls slapped up against my daughter’s beautiful, upturned butt. Her skin was so soft, so smooth, I feverishly thought. Smooth and soft as a baby’s butt. My baby! I was defiling my own baby. The baby I had created down inside Laurie’s womb. The baby she had brought into the world for me those long years ago. The baby she had brought into the world so I could defile desecrate it. That baby grown into this woman I was fucking. She was no baby now—


  My sick, deranged love for Elizabeth was filling my brain with its evil power. It was a love that had shoved aside my fatherly love for her and replaced it with this… this ungodly love of her and her body. It was a love I had never felt before. And now that it was happening, it was quickly overwhelming me. I would never be the same. Now that she was mine, I could never share a love so deep with anyone else… not even Laurie!


  Then I felt her slowly lift her long legs up into the air and gently drape them down over my back. As she did, I could feel the little spiked heels of her shoes gently tapping against my butt every time I drew back to send my penis back down into the strangling tightness of her pussy.


  I could feel the burning precursor of my eruption filling the head of my cock and my balls with its incandescent insistence. Elizabeth was straining up against me, thrusting herself up at me on every deep, thrusting stroke. Fighting to hold it back, I had to bring her over the top first. Give her the pleasure and satisfaction she so wanted.


  Then, all of a sudden, I felt her body stiffen as she thrust herself up against me and pulled me down against her.


  “Oh—Yessssssss—Daddy—” she hissed out, digging her heels down into my ass and forcing me even deeper into the depths of her spasming cunt as it grabbed and clutched at my buried prick. “COMEeeeeeee—”


  “Elizabeth,” I bellowed out as a fireball of electricity burst down inside my balls making my cock explode deep inside her womanhood.


  This was THE MOMENT, I frantically thought! The moment I had never even fantasized would happen.


  And now my whole body was liquefying, turning into a molten mass of man and semen, pouring out through my jerking, twitching cock into the sanctity of my daughter’s once-virginal purity.


  “Yesssss…yessss, Daddy, yessssss—” she screamed out, holding me clutched against her as she quivered and shook her way through her orgasm.


  But too soon, it was over! The defilement was done! I had possessed her and made her mine…made her my woman…defiled her… corrupted her…she was no longer just my daughter…now she was my lover!


  “Daddy,” she murmured, her eyes finally fluttering open with a dazed, unfocused look in them as she gazed up into my eyes.


  The love flowing between us was overpowering. I had never felt such passion…such love…such emotion! It consumed me, filling me with its addictive power.


  I wanted to tell her how I felt…but I was afraid to! If she knew, she might use it against me! After all, I was the father, and she was the daughter. I wanted to tell her just what she meant to me. How much I loved her! But I couldn’t. It could be like giving her a loaded weapon to use on me—


  I was going to have to balance on the delicate, tightrope of emotions I had created. I had to balance my love for her with my control over her life. I wanted to grant her every wish, but knew I couldn’t. To do so would give away our secret. I wanted to shower her with love and affection until she was drowning in it, but I would have to keep all those emotions under tight rein


  Finally, my mind in chaos, I slowly backed my softening peter out of her cum-drenched pussy and rolled over beside her.


  If she only knew what I felt for her, I sickly thought as she lovingly stared into my eyes, basking in the warm, satiated afterglow of our lovemaking.


  “I love you so much, Daddy,” she murmured. “It was just like I thought it would be! Better even!”


  “I love you, too, my Darling…” I murmured back, realizing just how mushy my endearment must sound to her.


  “Does it always feel this good?” she asked me as her hand found my shrinking penis once again.


  “Yes…” I lied, wanting to prolong the intimacy between us. “Even better once we get to know each other…know each other and share our secrets…”


  “Secrets?” she asked with a puzzled look on her face.


  “Yes, secrets…” I told her. “Share the secrets of lovemaking, those secrets that only you know about yourself, the secrets of what you want, how you want it, what you want me to do to please you!”


  “Oh, Daddy,” she gushed, roughly squeezing my penis. Amazingly, its retreat had been stopped by the mere touch of her hand and now a resurgence was under way as I felt the blood begin to pump back inside it. “I love you so much! I’m so happy, so glad it was you! I can’t even imagine doing it with anyone else. I love you just that much more for making me a woman! Making me a woman so I can please you, please you and be your woman!”


  “Oh, my sweet Elizabeth,” I groaned, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her to me. “But why? Why me—your father?”


  “Why would I want some pimply teenager pawing all over me?” she said. “Why would I want that when I could have the man I love most in the whole wide world do it?”


  Our lips met and we kissed long and deeply, sharing out newfound love with each other as I held her against me.


  “I love you so much,” I cried as our lips finally parted and I fought to hold back the tears that were trying to flow down my cheeks.


  “Daddy—Daddy—” she gurgled. “Make love to me…make love to me again…make love to me so I can finish again—”


  “How? How do you want me to do it this time, my love? Share your secrets with me…” I groaned.


  “I don’t care, Daddy…” she mumbled, lifting her leg and sensually draping it over my hip, opening herself to me for a second time. “I just want to feel you inside of me again!”


  Slowly arching my back, I brought my hardened dick up between her legs as she grabbed it and fitted it into the cum-smeared opening of her vagina. Feeling the moist warmth of her pussy close down around the head of my prick, I scooted higher and curled my hips upward. As I did, I eased my throbbing peter into the hot, clutch of her vagina. Staring into my daughter’s big, tear-rimmed eyes, I began to fuck her with slow, deliberate strokes.


  As I fucked her, I watched her beautiful tits undulating, slowly bobbling up and down in rhythm with the measured pace of our fucking. They were so beautiful, I deliriously thought. I could only imagine what they would be like if she were pregnant…pregnant and her beautiful breasts filled with milk…sweet, warm, creamy mother’s milk.


  Why was I even thinking such a thing? We could never go there…but what if…what if it happened? We hadn’t used protection…


  “Elizabeth,” I mumbled, sliding my cock into her and holding it thrust up inside her. “Lizzie, Baby…are you…are you using birth, uh, you know birth control?”


  “Yes…yes, Daddy,” she smiled back at me, clutching her pussy down around my cock. “I took care of everything. I wanted this to be so special! I didn’t want anything to ruin it. I wanted this to be our special day and I didn’t want to share it with anyone else…not even a baby!”


  “Oh, my sweet Elizabeth,” I groaned, my love for her spilling out of my heart like water pouring over a dam.


  One less secret I would have to keep, I sickly thought.


  Our mouths met again and crushed against each other, our tongues twisting and sinuously fighting as I began to pump my cock in and out of her harder.


  “Yes, Daddy, faster, Daddy…faster…” Elizabeth panted after a few short moments.


  Unable to move as freely as I wanted, I held onto her, keeping my prick buried inside her as I forcefully rolled her over onto her back.


  Reaching down, I shoved my hands down under her thighs and lifted them up into the air. Thrusting them up, I lifted them up until they were pressed against her quivering tits. Now her pelvis was tilted up and her pussy was totally exposed and vulnerable to my degenerate assault.


  “Oh, Daddy, so deep…” she gurgled as I began to fuck her with hard, plunging thrusts.


  At first, I felt the head of my cock bump against the back of her almost virginal cunt, but as I continued to fuck her, I felt her pussy shrink back away from it, offering no resistance at all. She was taking all of my eight inches without reservation. Taking me totally and fully as she thrust herself back against me.


  Now we were like fucking dogs. With no cares for anyone or anything but fucking. Laurie could have walked in on us and we wouldn’t have cared…or noticed her. We were too intent on each other to care about anything or anyone else.


  Elizabeth’s tiny, pink feet were flashing back and forth by my head as she snaked her arms around her legs and pulled them down onto her flattened breasts. Her shoes had been lost sometime in the frenetic melee. Holding on for dear life as I pumped my cock into her with merciless abandon, she fucked herself up at me. We were no longer just father and daughter. We were man and woman… I was penis, she was vagina and we were interlocked in the age-old act of copulation. But this time, it wasn’t for sake of carrying on the human race. It was purely for our own obscene gratification. Our sole purpose was to bring pleasure to each other. There was no other reason for it. It was just pure, plain fucking for no other reason than fucking itself! Oh, of course I loved her…after all she was my daughter wasn’t she, I sickly thought!


  I was slamming my cock in and out of her up-thrust cunt at a furious rate. Her hot juices, combined with my own semen were flowing out of her pussy and being splattered everywhere by my pounding attack. There was so much of it, it was running down the crack of her ass coating her tiny, virgin asshole with its sticky heat. Fucking her harder and harder, I could feel another calamitous eruption building down inside my balls as they slapped up against my daughter’s juice-smeared ass.


  Her ass—


  Her beautiful, perfect ass! Would she let me have her there, too? Would she give herself to me there, too? Just the thought of having my daughter’s hot, virgin ass sent sizzles of excitement though my cock as I continued to pound it into her hungry, sucking pussy. It would be so tight…so tight and so hot…her virgin ass…then I would have taken away her virginity twice…oh, the sheer wickedness of it all…taking away my daughter’s virginity once had been pure decadence, but taking it away twice? It was more than I could fathom!


  Suddenly, I felt her hot, tight pussy tighten itself down around my pistoning penis. As it began to clutch and pull at my peter, she let out a loud, grunting growl and thrust herself up at me, taking me down into her as deep as she could. Head thrown back, eyes clenched shut, she began to groan and grunt as her body quivered and trembled.


  “Daddy…” she gasped out, clawing at me, holding me imprisoned inside the tight, hot muck of her pussy.


  “Lizzie…Baby…” I groaned out as I felt a spasm of electricity spark through my cock triggering another massive explosion down inside the fiery depths of her pussy.


  Her ass! Her ass was safe for the moment, I sickly thought as my cock kicked and spurted down inside her gluttonous cunt. More and more toxic jism poured forth from my embedded cock filling the once-sacrosanct chamber of my daughter’s womanhood. She was truly a woman now, corrupted by her own distorted needs and violated by her own father. A ruined woman—and it was all my fault—


  At last my cock stopped spewing out its vile load of thick, gelatinous goo into Lizzie’s hot, little cunt. I had defiled its sweet innocence and filled it with my seed. Filled it with the same seed from whence she had come.


  “Daddy, that was so, so bad…” she gurgled.


  Did she mean bad or bad, I sickly wondered, leaning back and slowly easing my wilting peter back out of her tight, little pussy? As I did, a gush of thick, white cum poured out of her once-virginal pussy down onto the bed, puddling just below her round, little ass.


  As I backed away from her, she unwrapped her arms from around her long legs and let them drop back down onto the bed.


  “That was the most bizarre feeling, Daddy,” Lizzie said, a tiny frown furrowing her forehead. “I don’t know how to explain it…but when you were coming and I felt your hot cum spurting out into me, it was so, so astonishing. Knowing that you were giving me the same thing that you gave mother to make me. It was just the craziest feeling. Now I know what a woman feels like. What a woman feels like when her lover gives her his precious seed…”


  “Lizzie, I’m so sorry…Sorry for taking your virginity,” I mumbled, as a wave of guilt and shame washed over me. “I had no right to take that from you.”


  “But I wanted you to, Daddy,” she smiled at me as I crawled up and dropped down beside her. “I feel so different now. I don’t feel like a little girl anymore. You made me into a woman. I don’t care if it’s wrong. It’s just between you and me, so whatever happens, no one else will ever know. So how can that be wrong?”


  “Oh, my sweet Lizzie,” I said, scooting up next to her and pulling her into my arms.


  Her body was so soft and warm, her skin so smooth to the touch as I let my fingertips play down over her taut, flat tummy. Pausing at the indentation of her cute, little belly button, I ran my fingertip round and round it for several moments.


  “That feels good, Daddy,” she murmured.


  Then she reached up with her hand, gently took hold of my hand and slowly pulled it down the hairless Y of her belly.


  “Touch me…Touch me there, Daddy,” she softly cooed, letting go of my hand and finding my limp penis with her fingers.


  Softly probing the goo-covered folds of flesh surrounding the portal of her womanhood, I parted them and slowly eased my finger down into the hot, clutching mush between them.


  “Ummmmmm…” she murmured out, lifting her long, shapely leg up off the bed. Draping her leg over mine, she spread her other leg out and opened herself to my gentle probing.


  It was all so profoundly intimate as we lay beside each other, basking in the warm afterglow of our lovemaking while we explored each other’s bodies. My finger was coated with the sticky, clinging goo that filled her pussy as I slowly worked it in and out of her. As I did, I could feel her gently squeezing and fondling my slowly-ripening peter with the tips of her fingers.


  “Daddy, I feel so close to you,” she whispered, then leaned over and pressed her soft, full lips against my lips. Kissing, softly at first, I felt the tip of her tongue forcing its way between my parted lips as she sought out my tongue with hers.


  Finally, she broke the kiss and moved away from me. Rolling over onto her back, she reached down to my hand and gently pushed it away forcing my probing finger out of her hot, little cunt.


  “What’s wrong, Baby?” I asked her, not wanting her to leave.


  “I want a drink, Daddy…” she softly murmured, pushing up to a sitting position. “Can I have a drink, Daddy?”


  “Uh, I guess so, if you want…” I mumbled, watching her swing her lovely, long legs off the bed. Her small breasts jiggled seductively as she stood up. Then my eyes latched onto her perfect, round ass as she swished it from side to side while walking across the room to the little wet bar Laurie and I kept in the bedroom.


  “CC, Daddy?” she asked over her shoulder when she reached the bar.


  “Uh, yeah, that will be fine…” I mumbled, watching her open the little fridge and pull out a tray of ice cubes. I could hear the ice cubes tinkle against the glass as she dropped them into two glasses.


  Then she grabbed up the bottle of CC and came walking back toward the bed with the two glasses in one hand and the bottle in the other. My eyes were on her cute, little tits as they bobbed and jiggled with each step she took. Her dusky areolas were barely larger than the nipples jutting out of them. And it was easy to see that the stiff nubs were still hard and swollen.


  Stopping by the bed, she handed me one of the glasses and then crawled up beside me. Sitting down with her legs splayed out and crossed at the ankles, she reached over and tipped up the bottle, splashing out a generous gush of the amber liquor into my glass. Doing the same with her own glass, she then leaned down over the edge of the bed and set the bottle on the floor beside the bed.


  “Cheers, Daddy,” she grinned, gently tapping her glass against mine.


  “Cheers, my Darling…” I returned, taking a sip of CC and slowly running my fingers up the soft vulnerability of her inner thigh. She smiled, watching my hand as it moved ever higher up her inner thigh, up toward the tiny, oozing slit of pink at the tip of her tummy.


  “You are so pretty,” I mumbled. “What right to I have to possess such beauty?” Well, that sounded corny, I told myself.


  “What right does society have to impose its will on us?” she philosophically muttered, tipping up her glass and swigging down about half of the liquor in it. “This is between you and me…no one else, so why do they get to make the rules? They don’t know how I feel. How we feel. They don’t feel the love that we share! So how dare they tell us what we can and can’t do? It’s just wrong…”


  “Sweet Lizzie. So young, yet so grown up all of a sudden,” I told her. “This is a part of my little girl I never knew existed.”


  “I’m not your little girl anymore, Daddy,” she exclaimed, grabbing hold of my hand and shoving it up against her pussy. “You made me your woman, Daddy—Remember!”


  “Oh, Honey…you may be a woman, but you’ll always be my little girl, too…” I mumbled, easing a finger down into the tight, clutching slit.


  Tipping her glass up, she let the rest of the liquor trickle out into her mouth, then leaned down and retrieved the bottle. As I continued to slowly work my finger in and out of the goo-smeared opening of her pussy, she quickly topped off her glass again and set the bottle back down.


  “Is mine tighter than Mom’s?” she suddenly asked taking another long sip on her drink.


  ‘Uh, uh, yeah, I guess—” I mumbled, feeling a sudden sense of self-consciousness wash over me.


  “I’m sorry…” she said, clutching her pussy down around my finger.


  Why was she sorry? How could that be her fault?


  “I guess that’s my fault. I probably stretched Mom’s pussy out of shape when I came out of it.”


  “Don’t joke about it, Lizzie,” I told her. “What we have is something special… between you and me. Laurie isn’t a part of it.”


  “I know, Daddy,” she mumbled, taking another long sip on her drink. “I guess that I’m just a little jealous of Mom…’


  “Don’t be,” I told her. “What we have is something special…different. We’re so much closer, my Darling…so much closer! You and I, we’re are a part of each other. You are a part of me…and I’m a part of you. We have a bond that can never be cut. No matter what ever happens, I will always be your father and you’ll always be my daughter.”


  “Oh, Daddy,” she groaned out, leaning over and crushing her lips against mine.


  I could hear the ice tinkling in her glass as she thrust herself against me and clutched at my rock-hard prick. Still working my finger in and out of her pussy, I leaned over and set my half-empty glass on the nightstand behind her. Then I took her glass out of her hand and set it down by mine. Wrapping my arm around her, I gently, but forcefully pressed her down onto the bed. Grabbing a pillow, I shoved it under her head. Her crinkly, blond hair, spilled out over the pillow as she watched me crawl down the bed and up between her outstretched legs.


  Pushing her legs wider apart, I ran my fingers over the soft, pink folds of flesh that were sticking together, glued together by our bodily secretions. Resting on my elbows, I pinched the delicate lips between my fingers and thumbs. Slowly peeling the lips apart, I sniffed, taking in a deep breath through my nose and savoring the pungent fragrance of the fermented juices that were oozing out of the tiny slit. Leaning down over the pink slit, I slowly licked my tongue up from the bottom all the way up to her little pea-sized clit.


  Looking up over her flat belly, I could see that Lizzie had retrieved her drink and was sipping on it as she lay watching me tickle and tease her clit with my tongue.


  “Does that feel good, Baby?” I murmured, flicking my tongue across her clit.


  “Yes, Daddy…it feels good…” she smiled down at me.


  Licking my tongue across her clit, I licked it every way I could think of as I saw her eyes slowly close. Then I moved my fingers down off the lips of her pussy to the oozing incision at its base. I gently eased two fingers inside the moist warmth and hooked them slightly as I searched for her G-spot with the tips of my fingers. Finding the little rough spot, I began to rub it as I heard a faint moan escape from Lizzie’s lips.


  “Oh, Daddy,” she murmured, thrusting her clit against my tongue as her little butt began to patter up and down on the bed.


  Then I heard her glass thump down on the nightstand as her clawed fingers latched onto her quivering, jiggling breasts, clutching and clawing at them while I tormented her with my tongue and fingers. Her movements were becoming more and more frantic as she fought closer and closer to another explosive release. Then, all at once, with a shuddering groan, she began to jerk and strain up against me as gushes of thick, hot juice began to pour out of her pussy, coating my chin and hand with the hot sticky goo.


  Her nipples were so hard, I thought they would burst as she pinched and twisted them while she moaned her way through her orgasm. Finally, like a wilting flower, she melted back down onto the bed as her body slowly stopped twitching and trembling.


  “Awesome…“she sighed as I lifted my juice-smeared face up away from her pussy.


  Pushing up to my knees, I crawled over her outstretched leg. As she lay looking up at me with a happy, dazed look on her pretty face, I reached down and gently rolled her over onto her belly. Then I dropped back down onto my hands and knees and straddled her. Standing over her, I reached down and brushed her sweaty, blond hair off the nape of her neck. Leaning down, I gently kissed her. I could taste the salty tartness of her sweat as I inched backwards and slowly kissed and licked my tongue down the indented furrow of her spine.


  “Ummmmm…” she softly murmured as I kissed lower and lower. Finally, my lips brushed across the flat span of skin between the indentation of her spine and where the crack of her delightful, little ass began. Dropping back onto my knees, I reached down and slowly, gently spread the cheeks of her tight, little ass apart. Lazily, I licked my tongue down the crack of her ass and over the tiny, pink crinkle of fluted flesh that was peeking back out at me just above her juice-smeared pussy.


  “Unnnnn…” she groaned as I slowly, teasingly ran the tip of my tongue round and round the tiny protrusion of her asshole. Her legs crept wider apart as I dug my thumbs into the cheeks of her ass and spread them open wider. As I did, it stretched her tight, little asshole partially open. Ovaling my tongue, I slowly forced it down into the slight opening at the center of her asshole.


  “Daddy, does mother let you do it to her back there?” I heard her ask as she lay on her belly with her head turned and resting on the pillow.


  “Sometimes,” I said, stretching the truth somewhat, knowing that Laurie had only let me do it to her there twice.


  Lizzy didn’t say anything for the longest time as I continued to tease and tickle her little, pink asshole with the tip of my probing tongue.


  Then, I heard her clear her throat.


  “Do you want to do it to me back there, Daddy,” she murmured, raising her hips, pushing her asshole up against my insistent tongue.


  A jolt of electricity fired off in my big, stiff peter as I heard those magic words. Did I want to fuck her in the ass? Did I? More than anything, I sickly thought.


  “Do you want me to?” I asked, pushing up to my knees between her outstretched legs wanting her to share in the blame if I hurt her.


  “I think so,” she mumbled. “If it won’t hurt too much…”


  “I don’t know how much it will hurt,” I told her, “but I do have some stuff that I can put on you that will deaden it a little… if you want.”


  “Okay…” she softly said.


  Reaching over to the nightstand, I jerked the drawer open and ran my hand down inside it. Pulling out the bottle of Anal-Eze desensitizing gel, I also brought out one of Laurie’s vibrators. Dropping them onto the bed, I turned back to Lizzie and bent down over her. As she lay waiting, I grasped her around the hips and gently lifted her firm, boyish butt up into the air. Inching up behind her up-thrust ass, I spread the cheeks of her ass apart and leaned forward. Resting my rock-hard penis down in the crack of her hot, little ass, I slowly dry fucked her as I reached down under her and rubbed my finger back and forth across her swollen, exposed clit.


  After a few moments, I backed away from her and picked up Laurie’s vibrator. Twisting it on, I laid it in Lizzie’s hand and retrieved the bottle of Anal-Eze. Twisting off the cap, I squeezed out a dollop of the clear ointment on the tip of my finger. Bringing my finger up, I spread the cheeks of her little ass apart with my other hand. Slowly running my finger around the little, pink circle of crinkled flesh, I coated it with the slippery salve.


  As I did, I saw that Lizzie had brought the vibrator up to her clit and was holding it thrust up against it. Squeezing out another gush of the lube onto my middle finger, I set the bottle down and brought my finger back up to the pout of her little, pink asshole.


  “I’m going to push my finger into you now,” I told her, warning her of what I was about to do so as not to take her by surprise.


  “Okay, Daddy…” she whispered back.


  Keeping the cheeks of her ass spread apart with my fingers, I slowly forced my long middle finger into her asshole.


  “Does that hurt?” I asked her, twisting my finger around the inside of her asshole to coat it with the desensitizing gel.


  “Just a little,” she murmured, thrusting herself back against my probing finger. I wriggled my finger around inside the hot clutch of her ass for a few moments and then I eased it back out of her.


  “You want me to put more in you?” I asked her, caressing the flawless, smooth skin of her ass with my fingers.


  “Yeah, Daddy…I kinda liked for you to do that…” she softly said. “Makes me feel sexy to know that I can do what Mom can do.”


  “You are sexy, Lizzie,” I told her, squeezing out another line of the lube on my finger. “To me, you’re the sexiest girl, uh, woman in the world…”


  “Thank you, Daddy, but you don’t have to lay it on so thick,” she mumbled.


  “I mean it, Lizzie, Honey. You’re just so damned sexy hot…” I told her, slowly easing my lubed finger back into the clinging tightness of her tight, little asshole.


  “Ummmm, Daddy…” Lizzie gurgled out as I pushed my finger down into her ass all the way up to its last knuckle. “It didn’t hurt at all that time, Daddy.”


  I watched the little ring of pink flesh cling to my finger as I slowly backed it out of her tight, little hole.


  “Put it in me, Daddy,” Lizzie whispered over her shoulder. “Put your big, old cock in my little asshole, Daddy…”


  My cock was sticking out hard and stiff, twitching with feverish anticipation as I inched back up behind my daughter’s beautiful, uplifted ass. The little pink circle of flesh glimmered dully with its coating of lube as I lifted my cock up and fitted the rounded tip of its head onto it.


  “Tell me if it hurts too much,” I muttered as I wrapped my hands around her hips.


  “Okay, Daddy,” she murmured out as I felt her lean back against my rigid penis.


  Staring down with fiendish delight, I watched my penis begin to spread open the little pink ring as the purple, mushroom-shaped head slowly disappeared down inside it. It was the most depraved perversion my tired old eyes had ever witnessed.


  First I had taken my daughter’s sweet, innocent virgin pussy and defiled it in the most despicable manner possible, and now I was taking her sweet, little cherry ass. Oh, yes, I told myself, there would be a special place in hell for me!


  Lizzie kept leaning back against me as more and more of the swollen cockhead stretched her anus open wider and wider.


  All at once, the head of my cock popped into her widely stretched anus and her anal sphincter clamped down around the shaft of my cock just below its flared rim.


  “Daddy…” she whined out but made no effort to pull away from me and the embedded ogre stuck up her ass.


  “You want me to take it out,” I asked her, holding myself as still as possible so as not to cause her any more pain.


  “No! No! Don’t take it out,” she whimpered. “Just give me a minute or two…”


  “Anything you want, Honey, anything you want,” I grunted out.


  Time seemed to pass by at the speed of a herd of turtles crossing a road.


  But after a few moments, I saw and felt her hot, little asshole begin to creep down the shaft of my cock, consuming it bit by bit as she leaned back against me. My cock plowed deeper and deeper into the hot muck of her tight, little ass as it tightly clung to it. The shaft of my cock was so thick, it was actually pulling her asshole down inside her as my peter forced its way down her rectum.


  Finally, I felt the soft, rounded cheeks of her beautiful, little butt gently nudge up against hairy belly. No part of my cock was visible. It was totally buried down inside her ass. Grinding myself against her soft, little butt, I dropped down onto my all fours over her. We stayed like that for several long seconds, locked together like fucking dogs as we ground ourselves against one another.


  Finally, I saw and felt Lizzie begin to move forward, dragging her hot, clinging asshole back up the shaft of my embedded peter. I could feel the tight ring of muscles encircling her anus tightly clutching at my penis as more and more slipped back out of her. Then, when the stricture of her asshole nudged up against the flared crown of my cockhead, Lizzie gave out a soft, little grunt and impaled herself on my cock again, taking every last bit of it up inside her ass for a second time.


  Her head was hanging down, her frizzy, blond hair dangling down with it tips brushing the bed as she began to gently rock back and forth under me. On my hands and knees, I stood still and let her control the pace and depth of our fucking.


  The tempo of her rocking slowly picked up as she worked her hot, little asshole back and forth on my cock. This was so different from my two times with Laurie. Lizzie was totally immersed in what she was doing, while Laurie had reluctantly given herself. Laurie’s participation in the event had been begrudging at best while Lizzie was a wild hellion seemingly taking as much from it as she was giving.


  Lizzie began shortening the length of the strokes, but picked up the speed. Rocking back and forth wildly, she kept the last third of my cock, the most sensitive part lodged up inside her ass as she furiously fucked it. Her small, dangling breasts were flailing back and forth crazily as I leaned down and kissed the sweaty nape of her neck.


  There was no quit in Lizzie as she continued to fuck herself back and forth on my cock. Raising back up on my knees behind her, I ran my hands over her sweaty back and felt the muscles under her smooth skin tightening, tensing as she continued to pound herself back at my entrenched peter.


  Was she? Was she going to come, I feverishly wondered? Could she come that way, too? If only she could, I told myself. If she could, then maybe she would willingly give herself to me this way again… and again… and again!


  Listening to the sick slap of our bodies smacking together, I could feel the muscles in her asshole tightening their hold on my cock as it slashed in and out of her hot ass.


  If she was going to come, she’d better hurry, I frantically told myself, fighting to hold back the gathering eruption that was forming down inside my pistoning cock.


  Suddenly, she lurched back at me taking all eight inches up into her ass as her body stiffened and she began to softly moan.


  “Ohhhh—ohhhhh—ohhhhh—” she softly murmured, thrusting herself back against me as she ground her tight, little ass back against my belly.


  She was coming. She was coming while I was giving it to her in her hot, little ass. I couldn’t believe it. But it was happening, I giddily told myself as her tight asshole clenched, relaxed, clenched, and relaxed its hold on the base of my embedded cock over and over again.


  The sheer depravity of it was too much for me and my cock as I felt it twitch inside her and gush out a giant geyser of thick, warm cum into her ass.


  “Oh, Daddy, coming…Daddy coming in my ass,” she gurgled out, thrusting herself back and taking my spewing giant even deeper into her bowels.


  It was the most astounding orgasm I had ever had. The spasms of pleasure ripping up from my spurting cock and the love I felt for her at that moment were overwhelming. I had never felt such passion, such affection for any other woman in my whole life. I was now totally and helplessly addicted to her and her beautiful, captivating body. I had to have her over and over again. I would never be able to quench the hunger for her that filled my brain with its sick insistence. My sweet Elizabeth…


  


  
			Return to the Top
		


  


  
Chapter Two


  


  It felt a little strange to Laurie as she saw Bob standing on the concourse waiting for her. It had been ages since she had seen him. As she and Tim lived in San Jose, California and Jennifer and Bob lived in Atlanta, they didn’t get around to visiting much. The fact that she had once dated Bob back in the ancient past only added to the self-consciousness she now felt. Strangely, after she and Bob had broken up and Laurie had moved on to Tim, Bob had started dating Jennifer which led to their eventual marriage. Even though the dating had occurred back in the day before she had married Tim, it still felt a little weird.


  Slowly making her way down the concourse, Laurie saw that Bob was smiling and waving at her. She didn’t see any sign of Jennifer or the kids. That was hardly to be expected with all the problems Jennifer had been having.


  “Wow,” Bob smiled, handing her a single, red rose as she stepped up to where he stood waiting. “You haven’t changed…except gotten a little prettier, if that’s possible,” he laughed, hugging her to him and giving her an expected peck on the cheek.


  “Uh, thanks…” Laurie nervously laughed, awkwardly sniffing the rose.


  “Didn’t know what else to get you,” he smiled, letting go of her and taking a step back.


  “You didn’t have to get me anything at all,” she smiled, a hint of a blush coloring her cheekbones. “It’s not like it’s a date or anything.”


  “I know…but I really appreciate you coming out here to give me a hand with the kids and all,” he told her. “Luggage?”


  “Yeah, a couple of checked bags,” she told him.


  “No, carry on?”


  “Just this magazine,” she nervously snickered, holding up the magazine she was carrying.


  “Well, luggage claim is this way,” he said, swinging around and taking a step as Laurie fell in beside him.


  “So any new developments in Jennifer’s status?” Laurie asked as they walked along.


  “Nope, she’ll be going into the hospital tomorrow, now that you’re here. That’ll give her the rest of today and tonight to fill you in on how to take care of us heathens,” he laughed. “You’re going to have your hands full with Chrissy, Todd, and Lilian…not to mention me.” Chrissy was the baby of the bunch at three while the twins, Todd and Lilian were five.


  “Oh, I think I can manage,” she smiled as they walked up to the luggage carousel. “I did it once before, if you remember.”


  “How could I forget?” he grinned.


  Oddly, she saw in him what she had seen in him all those years ago. That little spark. That little something that had drawn them together back then. Amazingly, after all that had passed, it was still there. Then she found herself staring down at his hands. His strong, muscular hands. The same hands that had once cupped her breasts and tried to find their way up between her legs to the secrecy hidden there. She couldn’t stop herself from blushing as she awkwardly stood by the carousel waiting for her luggage to show itself.


  She hadn’t expected this. What had transpired between the two of them lo those many years ago was over and forgotten. Or at least, she had thought it was. Then, out of her reverie she spotted her bags drop down the chute and onto the carousel.


  “Uh, there. There they are,” she remarked, pointing at the two bags as they came trundling down the conveyor.


  “These?” Bob asked her, reaching out and grabbing the bags she had pointed out.


  “Yeah, those two,” she said, smiling and trying to regain her composure.


  “Just the two?”


  “Yeah, just those two…”


  She could help but notice how easily he had lifted the luggage and swung it off the conveyor. All that construction work, she told herself.


  “Well, let’s hit the road—” Bob told her.


  “Here, I can carry one of them,” she suggested, reaching for the smaller of the bags, her fingers intimately brushing across his hand as she did.


  “No problem,” he chuckled, keeping his hand locked around the handle. “I can get it.”


  “Okay, if you insist,” she told him, timidly stepping back as he started out the concourse toward the parking garage…


  As Laurie slid into the car, she became acutely aware of how short her skirt was as it was tugged up the turn of her creamy white thigh exposing the lacy top of her thigh-high nylon. Reaching down, she self-consciously shoved her skirt back down, seeing that the accidental exposure hadn’t gone unnoticed by Bob as his eyes darted away from the expanse of bare skin.


  “Oops—” Laurie blushed, squirming in her seat, trying to shove her skirt further down as she heard Bob chuckle while he paid the attendant and steered the car out of the garage. Moments later they were whizzing along the freeway.


  “Still got the longest legs ever—” Bob smirked. “First thing I ever noticed about you.”


  “Well, thanks for the compliment, but…” Laurie blushed, keeping her hand on the skirt so it wouldn’t ride up again as she tried to think of something witty to say.


  “Didn’t mean to embarrass you…just the truth,” Bob smiled, turning his attention back to the road. This was followed by a stretch of awkward silence as they drove along.


  Was he coming on to her, Laurie uncomfortably wondered? She couldn’t really blame him, could she? They had dated once, hadn’t they? And Jennifer had been having female problems for quite a while. Almost the whole pregnancy, her mother had told her. Had Bob and Jennifer not been able to have sex during that time?


  There were no more suggestive or evocative comments from Bob during the rest of the drive and before she knew it, Laurie and Jennifer were sitting at the kitchen table going over what Laurie needed to know about caring for the kids and Bob while Jennifer was away in the hospital.


  “It’s not like I haven’t raised any children, Jennifer,” Laurie laughed. “Don’t forget about your niece, Elizabeth.”


  “Yeah, but that was years ago and you didn’t have to deal with all the sibling rivalry and stuff that goes on in this house…” Jennifer warned her. “If one of them has something, then the other ones want it.”


  “Stop worrying, Jen, I can handle it. Besides I have Bob to turn to if I need any help.”


  “Don’t bank on that. Bob can be such a klutz around the kids sometimes. In fact, it’s almost like having four kids sometimes—” Jennifer laughed.


  “Oh, I know all about that. Tim can be a pretty big baby, too when he wants to.”


  “Yeah, men—can’t live with them and can’t live without them,” Jennifer remarked, pushing up, struggling to her feet, holding onto the beach ball that was protruding out in front of her as she did. “I’ll certainly be glad to be able to walk around without this bowling ball getting in the way all the time.”


  “I’ll bet—”


  ~~~


  “Where’s Mommy?” little Chrissy asked when she woke up from her nap.


  “She’s gone to the hospital to pick out a little brother or sister for you to play with,” Laurie explained, folding clothes from the last load she had just gotten out of the dryer.


  “But I want my Mommy—” Chrissy pouted, crankiness starting to creep in around the edges of her voice.


  “Mommy will be home in a few days,” Laurie explained again, trying not to let the little girl get under her skin.


  Just then, Todd came bounding into the room with his tablet in his hand.


  “Todd, why don’t you be a darling and let Chrissy watch one of your DVDs,” Laurie suggested, turning all her charm on the little boy with a great big smile.


  “Okay, Aunt Laurie. Come on Chrissy, watch Spicable Me,” Todd told his little sister, taking her by the hand and tugging her toward their room.


  “Okay—” Chrissy agreed, taking her brother’s proffered hand and following him out of the laundry room.


  Another crisis averted, Laurie told herself folding the last of the laundry…


  ~~~


  Supper, baths, night-time stories, tucking in and Laurie’s first day as Jennifer’s surrogate fill-in was over…or so she thought…


  “Well, how did it go?” Bob asked as they gathered up the dishes for the dishwasher.


  “No problem,” Laurie laughed, stuffing the last plate in the dishwasher and turning it on. “Just glad it’s over.”


  “You did a great job. Jennifer would have been proud of you,” Bob told her as she wiped down the table with a damp dish cloth. As she did, she could feel her breasts heavily tugging at her chest, complaining about their restrictive imprisonment down inside her brassiere. At home, the bra would have been discarded the moment she arrived at home, but with Bob and the children around, Laurie had thought that decorum ruled and had left it on.


  “A glass of wine?” Bob asked her. “Or something a little harder?” he laughed, reaching up and pulling down a bottle of Jack Daniel’s Single Barrel from the kitchen cabinet.


  Something harder? Was he insinuating? Oh, get off it, Laurie. He meant hard liquor—


  “Glass of wine will do fine,” she smiled. “But I’ve got something I need to do first.”


  “Oh?” Bob questioned, tipping up the bottle and splashing some of the amber liquor into a glass.


  “Yeah, I’ll be right back,” Laurie said, tossing the dish cloth in the sink and clacking across the kitchen on her two-inch heels


  Glancing down at her watch, she saw that it was nine o’clock as she stopped by the children’s room and looked in. All three of them were tucked in all comfy and snug, hopefully for the night, she smiled as she eased the door shut and headed for her room.


  Closing the door behind her, Laurie immediately unbuttoned her blouse and pushed it back over her shoulders. Then her fingers quickly found the clasp between the brimming cups of her brassiere and plucked it open. As she did, the big white cups sprung apart allowing her big breasts to spill out into the open


  “Ahhhhhh—” Laurie sighed, holding her arms out behind her and letting the brassiere slide down them to land on the bed. “Damn that feels good,” she contentedly murmured, running her fingernails along the red discolorations where the brassiere had dug into her skin trying to contain the excess of her bountiful breasts.


  Sitting on the edge of the bed, she picked up her cell phone and punched their home phone number into it.


  Hold it up to her ear, she heard it ring once, twice, three times and was just starting to ring a fourth time when she heard Tim’s voice on the other end.


  “Laurie—” she heard him say in a rushed, breathy kind of voice, like he just been running or something.


  “Tim—anything wrong? You sound like you’re out of breath,” she told him, cupping one of her big tits in her hand and teasing the big, swollen nub sticking out of its darkened tip.


  “No, no, nothing wrong here,” he told her. “Just down in the basement. Had to run up the stairs. How are things there?”


  “Uh, fine. Jennifer’s in the hospital. And if nothing happens, they’re going to induce labor. How’s Elizabeth?”


  “Uh, Lizzy? She’s uh, fine, uh, she’s over at, uh, at Emily’s. Going to spend the night there, I think.”


  “You think? You don’t know?”


  “Uh, yeah, she is…she is going to spend the night over there,” Bob muttered, nervously coughing.


  “You coming down with something?” Laurie asked him wondering if that was the reason he seemed to be acting so weird.


  “No, no, feel fine, never better…”


  “You sure you’re okay? You sound funny…”


  “Yeah, I’m fine, uh, I’ve gotta run, got supper in the stove.”


  “Supper?” she snorted, looking down at her watch. “It’s almost nine o’clock—”


  “Uh, six o’clock, time difference, remember?” Tim explained. “Gotta run.”


  “Whatever, but if you’re in such a hurry, Night-night—” she told him, crossly turning off her phone. That was odd, she told herself.


  Gathering her blouse back up, she quickly slipped it over her shoulders and pulled it together to recapture the swell of her oversized breasts.


  “There girls, isn’t that better?” she chuckled, slowly buttoning up the blouse.


  “Yessssssssssss—” she hissed, smiling at her little joke. Leaving the top two buttons unbuttoned, she started to tuck the tails of the blouse back under her waistband, but decided not to as she had earned her right to relax for the rest of the night. If Bob doesn’t like it, well, just too bad for him.


  Then she turned and started for the door, but stopped. Her panties, she asked herself? Take off her panties, too? Why? She didn’t know why, but they suddenly felt wincingly tight and constricting. More like a chastity belt than panties and she had a sudden urge to take them off. What could it hurt, she wondered? But why, she asked herself again? Why not, she answered back?


  Then on an impulse, she reached down, shoved her hands up under her skirt and dug her thumbs down under the elastic waistband of her panties. Then with a soft grunt, she suddenly shoved the sheer, thin panties down her long legs and stepped out of them. Looking down at them as they lay on the floor in a muddled heap, she reached down and picked them up. There, doesn’t that feel better, she asked herself? Yeah, she agreed, rubbing the crotch of the panties between her finger and thumb and finding it strangely damp. Why, she wondered?


  Abruptly tossing the panties down onto the middle of her bed, she flipped off the light and went clopping back down the hallway. As she stepped out into living room, she saw that Bob was sitting on the couch with his drink in his hand and her glass of wine sitting on the coffee table. The television was on, but there was no sound coming from it.


  “Did you get your problem resolved?” Bob smiled, his eyes flicking down to her breasts as they now freely rolled and jogged under her blouse.


  “Yes, I did,” she defiantly smiled thrusting out her chest ever-so-slightly to show him that she had removed her bra. Why did you do that, she scolded herself as she slid down onto the couch a few feet from where Bob was sitting.


  “I can see,” Bob grinned, letting his eyes dip down to the swell of her breasts, then brazenly back up to her eyes.


  “Oh, really?” Laurie teased, leaning over, making her big tits bob and dance down inside her blouse as she picked up her glass of wine. “Uh, how did things go with Jennifer at the hospital today?” she asked him, trying to divert his attention away from her breasts. But even as she did so, she became aware of the sensitivity of her big, swollen nipples as they rubbed against the sandpaper roughness of her blouse.


  “Fine. The doctors said that if nothing happened, they would probably induce labor on Thursday,” he told her, slipping his feet out of his loafers, leaning back against the couch and propping his stocking feet on the coffee table.


  “Make yourself comfortable—” Laurie teased, slipping her feet out of her low heeled shoes and mimicking Bob by lifting her bare feet up on the table.


  “So…” Bob said. “Is there anything in particular that you watch?”


  “Oh, we watch Sleepy Hollow and Black List some of the time, but…” she said, looking down at her wrist watch, “it’s almost nine-thirty and if you miss the start of the show, you’re lost for the rest of it.”


  “Yeah, especially with Sleepy Hollow,” Bob agreed.


  “Yeah…” Laurie awkwardly granted.


  Laurie could feel an uncomfortable uneasiness creeping into the room as she and Bob sat on the couch watching the silent TV. She didn’t know what to do or to say. Just the two of them alone in the living room. The children were all safely tucked away in their beds, sleeping and dreaming whatever it was that kids dreamed nowadays. Their past was like a sleeping dog lying in the corner of the room. Both of them seemed afraid to wake it, afraid of what it might do.


  After a few moments of awkward silence, Bob finally broke it.


  “So, Laurie, do you ever wonder?” he boldly asked her, turning and looking over at her.


  “Wonder?” she uneasily inquired, turning slightly and pulling her long legs up on the couch under her. “Wonder about what?”


  “About what might have happened if we’d kept dating?” Bob smiled.


  Well, he’d gone and done it now, Laurie fumed. Not only had Bob woke the sleeping dog, he’d poked it with a stick. What was he trying to do?


  “Uh, not lately,” Laurie hesitantly answered, unsure of how she should address his question.


  “Can I get you another glass of wine?” Bob chuckled, pushing up onto his feet.


  “Uh, I guess,” Laurie mumbled, quickly finishing her wine and handing the empty glass to him.


  Was he trying to get her drunk, she wondered as she watched him walk across the room and back out into the kitchen? She had to admit, the first glass had relaxed her. Maybe she was being a little hard on Bob. Maybe he didn’t have any ulterior motives. Maybe he was just trying to be friendly. Swinging her legs back around, she stretched them out, putting her feet up on the coffee table again and pushing her skirt down her thighs to cover as much bare skin as possible.


  “Here you go,” Bob smiled, handing her another glass of wine. Then he sat down and Laurie noticed that he sat down about a foot closer than before. Now they were only two or three feet apart.


  Swinging his legs around, he deposited his feet back on the coffee table and Laurie saw they were much closer to her feet than before.


  “Jennifer was jealous of you at the first,” Bob told her, taking a sip on his Jack Daniel’s.


  “Why? We didn’t have anything going on…” Laurie mumbled, following Bob’s lead and taking a sip on her wine.


  “She just did. I think it was you being her big sister and all…or something,” Bob chuckled.


  “You told her that we, uh, we never went all the way, didn’t you?”


  “Yeah, but I don’t think she believed me.”


  It was growing more uncomfortable…and warmer in the room as they sat chatting. The conversation was bordering on personal as they shared some of the minutiae of their failed relationship.


  “Did Tim ever think anything…you know, about us…like that?” Bob wanted to know.


  “I don’t know…I don’t think so. If he did, he never mentioned it.”


  “So you did wonder, then?” Bob grinned, returning to the original topic of conversation.


  “What do you mean?” Laurie uneasily asked.


  “You said, not lately. So did you think about it back then?”


  “Uh, Bob, this is getting a little uncomfortable…” Laurie complained, feeling the temperature in the room suddenly go up another ten degrees. What did he want her to say? Did he want her to say that yes, she had wondered what it would have been like to go to bed with him? She couldn’t do that. She couldn’t admit that to him of all people.


  “Sorry—I was just wondering,” he quietly told her. “I did…”


  There, he did it again. He had just poked the dog again.


  “You did?” Laurie mumbled, suddenly realizing that her achingly-sensitive nipples were throbbing. And then she felt the warm stickiness begin to ooze out down between her legs.


  “Yeah, I did…a lot of times,” he smiled, reaching over and gently tapping his glass against hers. “A lot of times…”


  “Uh, Bob, maybe that’s a little more information than I really needed to know,” Laurie nervously complained.


  “I just thought you might, uh, you know…” Bob told her, slowly reaching over and laying his hand on her thigh, just above the bottom of her skirt.


  “Uh, thanks,” Laurie said in a voice so low it could barely be heard. What was she supposed to say? Thank you for letting me know that you wanted to fuck me? But that was years ago. What about now?


  What now, she asked herself, staring down at Bob’s hand lying on her leg? His hand on her leg sort of answered that, didn’t it? Should she push his hand away? Let it stay?


  His hand felt like it weighed a ton as it lay on her leg. It was too heavy to move, she told herself. Was this why she had taken off her panties? Had she been expecting him to make a move on her? Did she want him to make a move on her? What could it hurt, she found herself wondering? No one would ever know. No one but them—


  Then she felt his hand stir, the tips of his fingers softly playing across the bare skin just below the hem of her skirt. Looking up from his hand, she saw that he was looking into her eyes with a questioning, inquiring look. Asking her if he should go on?


  She didn’t know what her look told him, but as they sat staring into each other’s eyes, she saw him slowly, almost imperceptibly begin to inch toward her. It was as if he were afraid he might frighten her away if he moved too fast.


  Paralysis had set in by now and Laurie couldn’t move. It was as if her body had suddenly turned to stone and everything weighed too much to move. As Bob shifted toward her, his arm crept along the top of the couch, along behind her head, his hand dropping down on her shoulder. If she had had any doubts about Bob’s intent before, they were all erased in a flash when she felt the fingers of his other hand ease down off her skirt and in between her trembling legs.


  Her throbbing nipples felt as big as ping pong balls as they jutted out against her blouse. And with her brassiere now gone, their visibly-noticeable state of arousal would have been obvious to a blind man through thin material of her blouse.


  Then she felt her legs part ever-so-slightly, letting Bob’s fingers drop farther down between them. She hadn’t made any conscious effort to part them. They just seemed to spread apart on their own volition.


  Laurie’s diaphragm was paralyzed and she had to make a conscious effort to breathe. Or maybe it was just her heart beating so hard, it wouldn’t let the diaphragm move.


  Time seemed frozen as the seconds crept by until at last, she felt Bob’s hip brush against hers and their faces were only inches apart. His lips looked so soft, so masculine, so kissable, she feverishly thought as she felt his inquisitive fingers inching higher up between her legs. Suddenly, she realized that she couldn’t spread her legs any wider apart. The constrictive tightness of her skirt was preventing it. Somehow, without her even knowing it, she had spread them so far apart in anticipation of his touch.


  Then on the other front, she felt Bob’s hand slowly glide down off her shoulder as his fingertips crawled down onto the slope of one of her trembling breasts. Now her senses were being assaulted on both flanks. On the one hand, his fingers were only an inch or so from her throbbing, aching nipple while down below, his other curious fingers were just below the oozing, seeping portal to her awakened sex.


  His lips were just as soft and kissable as they looked, she dreamily thought as her eyes fluttered shut when their lips finally touched. A strange sense of surrender came over her as their lips touched and she felt her whole body suddenly soften as the tension flowed out of it.


  Let it happen. Don’t fight it, she told herself. Enjoy it. This could have happened years ago…but it hadn’t and it hadn’t made any difference, so what if it happened now? No one else would know. And they weren’t hurting anyone…were they? What about Jennifer, she asked herself as she felt Bob’s finger finally brush against the soft, juice-glazed lips of her sex. As they did, the fingers paused, seemingly surprised to find bare flesh instead of panties as Bob broke the kiss and leaned back for a moment.


  “No panties…” he whispered.


  “No…no panties,” she mouthed just before his lips covered her again and his fingers were back continuing their exploration of her nether regions. The confession that she wasn’t wearing panties was an admission of her complicity in the adulterous affair they were about to embark upon.


  Then she felt the tip of Bob’s tongue forcing its way in between her lips and into her mouth at almost the same instant her fingers found the juice-slickened opening of her sex. As his fingers gently probed the weeping flesh of her femininity, his other hand slipped down under the edge of her blouse and his fingers found a swollen, sensitive nipple.


  “Bob—” she tried to murmur out into his mouth, but it came out as a muffled, “Momph—”


  As his probing finger pushed in deeper, he roughly tweaked and twisted her rubbery nipple between his finger and thumb. Laurie could feel spasms of electric excitement sparking directly from her nipple down to her throbbing, aching clit.


  Squeezing herself down around Bob’s fingers, she felt them slowly squish out of her wet, juicy slit.


  “NNNnnnuuuuuu—” she complained out into his mouth as she felt his fingers tugging at the buttons on the front of her blouse. He was unbuttoning it.


  Then their lips parted as her eyes fluttered open and she found herself staring into Bob’s steely blue eyes as his finger plucked their way down the front of it. All the while this was going on, Bob kept worrying her big, swollen nipple, twisting it, pulling on it.


  “Do you want to do this?” Bob whispered, his eyes probing into hers. Why was he asking her? Was he having second thoughts about it? They had come too far to stop, she told herself. She couldn’t back away now.


  “Yesssss—” she softly hissed, lifting her hand and laying it down against the obvious bulge jutting out against the front of his pants. It felt huge, she found herself thinking as she pressed her fingers against the solid, unyielding column of steel hidden under his pants.


  She had to see it. Feel it. Feel it inside her, she frantically thought as she fumbled to find the tab of his zipper. Then she found the little gold tab, pinched it and quickly unzipped his pants. Look at yourself, she chastised. Your first night alone with Bob and you’re already going the distance with him. Had all this been preordained? Was it their destiny? Or was it just the continuation of what they had ended earlier?


  Did it matter? Did it matter what caused it? It was going to happen and neither of them seemed capable or willing to stop it.


  Then her blouse was unbuttoned. Leaning back away from her, Bob eased his arm out from behind her neck and reached for her blouse with both hands. Slowly, almost shyly Bob pinched the edges of her blouse and spread it open.


  “So beautiful…” he groaned as he openly stared down at the quivering mountains of pale, pink flesh sagging down from Laurie’s chest.


  Laurie felt a sudden rush of shyness as Bob gently ran the tips of his fingers down the slopes of her trembling breasts. She was proud of them, but having them fawned over so reverently made her feel self-conscious.


  As Bob sat staring down at her big boobs, Laurie dug her hand down inside his pants and found the opening in the front of his shorts. Pushing her fingers down into the opening, she felt their tips brush up against warm, firm flesh. Easing her fingers around the rigid shaft of flesh, she clutched it, squeezing it, slowly moving her hand up and down it to measure its impressive length and girth. It was huge.


  “Let me see…” she whispered, letting go of it and pulling her hand back out through the opening of his shorts.


  Bob immediately pulled his hands back away from her tingling breasts and reached down to the front of his pants. Quickly pushing the button holding his pants fastened through its buttonhole, he spread them open and dug his thumbs under the stretchy waistband of his Jockey shorts. Then, pushing off his stocking feet, he lifted his butt up off the couch and shoved his shorts down around his knees all in the same motion. As he did, his stiff penis sprang up out of his groin, flying up and loudly slapping against his belly.


  “Ohhhh—” Laurie gasped, surprised by the size of Bob’s manhood. It was every bit as big and long as Tim’s prodigious member as it lay resting against Bob’s belly, twitching and jerking in rhythm with the beat of Bob’s heart. “Big…” she praised, reaching out and lovingly running the tips of her fingers up the rounded underside of the evil-looking weapon.


  Then she felt Bob fumbling with her blouse, pushing it back over her shoulders. Cooperating, she held her arms out to the back and shrugged. The silky soft blouse came free and went slithering down her arms to land in a disheveled muddle against the back of the couch.


  “You have always had the most beautiful breasts…” Bob praised.


  Laurie couldn’t stop herself as vanity reared its ugly head and growled at her.


  “Prettier than Jennifer’s?” she coyly asked.


  “Yes, prettier than Jennifer’s,” Bob whispered, gently cupping them in the palms of his muscular hands and giving them a soft squeeze.


  “Daddy?” came a soft, questioning voice from somewhere behind them.


  They both immediately flew apart like they had been spring-loaded as they jerked around to see where the voice had come from. It was little Chrissy standing in the doorway holding her little doll by its arm looking at them.


  “Uh, yes, uh, Sweetie…” Bob crooned, reaching down, grabbing hold of his pants and tugging them back up around his waist while Laurie held her arm across in front of her floundering, flouncing breasts as she blindly groped for her blouse. Luckily, Chrissy had stopped at the door and the back of the couch still hid them from her little prying eyes.


  “What are you doing, Daddy?” she innocently asked, starting to walk toward them.


  “No, Baby, stay right there,” Bob snorted, struggling with his pants trying to get them zipped up over the erect penis still jutting up out of his groin. “Daddy will be right there, Honey.”


  Finally, he was able to get his pants secured around his waist and pushed up onto his feet while Laurie pulled her blouse back over her shoulders.


  “What’s wrong, Baby?” Bob asked Chrissy as he stumbled around the end of the couch and headed over to where she stood looking at them with big, innocent cow eyes.


  “I can’t sleep, Daddy…” she mumbled, sleepily rubbing her eyes with her little balled-up fists.


  “Well, come on and Daddy will read you a story, okay?” Bob told her, taking her little hand in his and pulling her back toward the door. “Uh, I’ll be back in a few—” he told Laurie over his shoulder as they departed out through the doorway.


  God, that had been close, Laurie told herself looking down and seeing that her hands were shaking like she had a bad case of palsy. Grabbing up her glass of wine, she gulped it down in one swift gulp. It wasn’t enough, she told herself, picking up Bob’s Jack Daniel’s and tossing it down. It helped quiet her jangling nerves, but she needed more, she told herself, pushing up off the couch and clopping back out into the kitchen. Seeing the bottle of Jack Daniel’s sitting on the counter, she pulled down a glass and poured herself about three fingers of the amber liquid. Tipping her head back, she tossed it down and felt the fiery liquor whisper its way down her throat and out into her tummy. That was some mighty fine whiskey, she told herself as she felt the calming effect of the Jack Daniel’s spreading out from her belly. Holding her hand out in front of her, she saw that it was no longer shaking. Lifting the bottle again, she poured two more fingers into the glass. Taking her time this go around, she stood sipping on the drink while she wondered what to do.


  That had been a close call and she knew that they couldn’t risk getting caught again. They couldn’t do it again out in the open like that. No, if they did it again, it would have to be behind a locked door to keep interfering little eyes from seeing what their Daddy and their wicked Aunt were doing, she told herself.


  Taking her glass with her, Laurie ambled back out into the living room feeling much more relaxed and calm than she had when she had left it. Sitting back down on the couch, she glanced at her watch and saw that it was nine forty-five. Picking up the remote, she turned the sound on the TV.


  She couldn’t believe what had just happened and how close they had come to getting caught. Seeing that it was the closing scenes of Sleepy Hollow, she quickly flicked it to another channel so it wouldn’t ruin the show if she wanted to watch it some other time. But what difference did it make, she mindlessly wondered? She couldn’t concentrate on the TV. They had been so close. How much longer would it have taken? Bob had already had his prick out and she had taken off her blouse. Five minutes? Ten? Would it have taken that long? Or would it have taken longer? Whichever, she knew that it would have happened. And she knew that regardless what happened tonight, sooner or later it would happen again and they would take it to the logical ending.


  “You’re still up,” she heard Bob softly say from the doorway as he came tiptoeing back into the living room.


  Poking the remote, she turned off the television and laid the remote down on the coffee table.


  “Yes, I’m still up…are you?” she hinted, smiling and glancing down at the crotch of his pants.


  “No, but not something we couldn’t resolve in a few moments,” he suggestively smiled.


  “I don’t think the living room is a safe place to do that resolving…do you?” she asked him.


  “NO—” he emphatically agreed, stepping over to the couch and extending his hand down to her.


  “Where?” she asked him, taking hold of his hands and letting herself be pulled up onto her low-heeled shoes.


  “Your room? It has a lock on the door…” he suggested, reaching up, placing a curled finger under her chin and tilting her head up.


  “Wherever you say—” she murmured as he gently brushed his lips across hers. So kissable, she giddily thought as she felt Bob wrap his arm around her narrow waist and guide her toward the door. There would be no pretense, no façade this time. They both knew what would happen.


  Tiptoeing down the hallway, they both stopped at the door to the children’s room. Giving Laurie a kiss on the cheek, Bob reached down and quietly twisted the doorknob. As the tumblers softly clicked, Bob pushed the door open and they both looked into the room.


  All three children appeared to be asleep; however that had been the case earlier when she looked in on them. Wanting to make sure, they stood watching the sleeping children for several long moments as Bob gently cupped one of the cheeks of Laurie’s tight, firm ass in his hand and fondled it while Laurie rubbed the tips of her fingers against the rapidly-solidifying lump down inside Bob’s pants.


  “I think they’re asleep…” Bob finally whispered, letting go of Laurie’s tight, little bun and quietly closing the door. Then, still surreptitiously tiptoeing, they crept down the hall to the door to Laurie’s room. Stepping inside the room, Bob closed the door and started to lock it. As he spun the lock, Laurie quietly dropped to the carpeted floor in front of him. Standing on her knees, she reached out and quickly unbuttoned his pants and spread them open. Then, letting them slip down his hairy legs to puddle around his ankles she grasped hold of Bob’s hips and turned him slightly until he was facing her as she dug her fingers down under the waistband of his Jockeys and quickly tugged them down his muscular legs. As she dragged the shorts down off his cock, the almost fully-recharged weapon flopped out into the open right in front of her face.


  Letting go of his shorts, Laurie wrapped both hands around the thick, bloated shaft of his penis lifted the goo-slathered head up to her lips and quickly sucked it into her mouth.


  “Fuck—” Bob cursed as he felt his sister-in-law’s soft, sucking lips envelop the head of his dick. As they did, his hips involuntarily lurched forward forcing even more of his thick, long cock into her mouth.


  “Uhnnnnn—” Laurie groaned out, tasting her brother-in-laws salty pre-cum on her tongue as she roughly squeezed his cock and loudly slurped on it.


  Laurie was beginning to think that Bob was even bigger than Tim as her lips stretched around the thick shaft. Then she felt Bob’s fingers digging down into her hair as he clasped two fistfuls and pulled her closer. He was so big, Laurie thought, feeling the hard, rubbery head of his penis thud up against the opening of her throat making her gag.


  Feeling her gag, Bob groaned and backed his prick out between her lips until the big head was resting on her tongue as she busily sucked and pulled on it. It had only been a few days since he had his last head from Jennifer, but it had been months since his dick had tasted pussy and it was hungry for that. Holding her head imprisoned between his hands, Bob regretfully backed his big, thick cock out of Laurie’s clamped lips.


  “What? Don’t you want me to suck on you?” she fussed as she stood on her knees with Bob’s big, spit-slathered cock bobbing up and down in front of her face.


  “Yesssss—but I want more—” Bob complained, reaching down, shoving his hands under her armpits and pulling her up to her feet.


  “You want my pussy?” Laurie smugly smiled, squeezing and slowly working her hand up and down the slippery shaft. “You want to fuck me, Bob?”


  “Fuck—Yes—” Bob hissed, his fingers once again frantically working on the buttons running down the front of her blouse trying not to pop any off in his haste. His pants and shorts were still wrapped around his ankles as he pushed the blouse back over Laurie’s shoulders and let it go fluttering to the floor.


  “Let me—” Laurie blurted out, dropping to her knees and grabbing for his pants. Seeing what she was doing, Bob lifted one foot off the floor and let her pull his pants off over it and then thread the leg hole of his Jockeys off over it, too. Then, holding onto her shoulder to balance himself, he stepped onto that foot while Laurie disentangled his other foot from his pants and shorts. Then he stood before her, naked from the waist down with his fully-erect penis twitching and proudly standing at attention.


  Smiling up at him, Laurie wrapped her hands around his waist, dug in her nails and pulled herself back up onto her low-heeled shoes. As soon as she was standing, Bob’s hands flew down to the button on the waistband of her short, black skirt. Awkwardly fumbling with the button, it took Bob several seconds to get it unbuttoned and when he did, he unwrapped the skirt from around her hips. As she skirt unraveled from around her hips, it went slithering down her long, shapely legs while Bob dug his fingers down under the bottom of his shirt, jerked it up over his head. and flung it to the side.


  Now both of them were naked as they stopped for a second to appreciatively run their eyes up and down the others body.


  “Bob—” Laurie murmured as she felt his arms snaking around her, pulling her against him as his rock-solid cock dug into her flat, taut tummy.


  “Laurie…” Bob mumbled just before his lips crushed down around hers and they kissed with open-mouthed passion. As they kissed, Laurie could feel herself being pushed backwards toward the bed. Holding onto Bob and letting herself be steered backwards she could feel Bob’s hot, probing tongue twisting and sinuously curling around her own tongue as slobber leaked out from the drooling kiss and trickled down their chins. Then the backs of her legs bumped up against the bed and the kiss was broken as she felt herself falling backwards.


  Laurie landed on her back with a soft grunt as Bob immediately dropped to his knees, grasped hold of her legs just above her knees and roughly shoved them apart. As he did, Laurie could see that her slavering pussy and inner thighs were wetly glimmering with a film of the crystal-clear goop oozing out of the juice-slathered slit at the bottom of her cunt. She couldn’t remember being so wet and primed ever before. Then Bob wrapped his strong, muscular hands around her tiny waist and forcefully tugged her toward him. As her butt scraped along, her drooling pussy left a trail of cunt juice along the sheets evidencing her extreme state of arousal. Now she lay on her back, her buttocks perched on the edge of the bed, her legs splayed out to the side, bent at the knees with Bob standing on his knees between them.


  Anxiously watching Bob, she saw him lean down and sniff the drooling, oozing socket. It somehow reminded her of a stallion sniffing a mare just before mounting her. Then, before she could move, his mouth descended down around her weeping sex. He covered her sex with his open mouth as his hot, probing tongue began to lash and flutter all over her exposed femininity.


  “Ohhhhh—” Laurie gasped as she felt Bob’s flogging tongue lashing back and forth across her vulnerable, sensitive clit. Laurie hadn’t realized how primed she actually was as she suddenly felt herself rising toward fulfillment. “Bobbbbb—” she groaned out, shoving her hands down and grabbing two handfuls of Bob’s hair, shoving his head down against her as she rolled her hips and ground her clit against his lashing tongue. As she held Bob pressed against her, she felt his arms snake in up under the backs of her thighs, lifting them, letting them settle down on his broad shoulders as his hands crawled up along her waist and rib cage to her big, flattened breasts that were sagging down over her sides. When his fingers found her breasts, they immediately attacked her swollen, throbbing nipples, pinching them, twisting them, teasing them to rock hardness.


  Laurie couldn’t understand what had come over her. She wasn’t a cheating woman. She had never cheated on Tim before, so why had it seemed so easy with Bob? But it didn’t feel like cheating. She was just helping out Jennifer…and Bob. It wasn’t really cheating, she fearful fretfully thought. It wasn’t like she and Bob had this thing going on. This was just a spur of the moment capitulation, she tried to justify. Just one fling and they would both move on.


  Now that she had vindicated her actions in her mind, she just let go and decided to enjoy it. Bob’s lashing tongue had driven all other thoughts from her fevered brain as she raced toward her finish. She could feel the muscles in her legs tightening, the muscles around her pussy clenching down around the emptiness inside. The muscles in her belly were beginning to tremble from the strain as she inched closer and closer. It was right there. Close enough for her to feel. Close enough to reach out and take. Her whole body was stiffening, preparing for that one last mad dash to the release.


  Suddenly, in a blinding flash of ecstasy she dashed across the finish line as her loins erupted in an upheaval of pleasure so intense it took her breath away. But even as she floundered around in the waves of rapture washing over her, she felt herself being propelled back to the middle of the bed as it lurched and rocked when Bob suddenly crouched over her on his hands and knees. Then she felt the hard, rubbery head of his cock probing the weeping softness between her legs as her pussy constricted and contracted down on the emptiness filling it.


  Then suddenly he was inside her, filling the emptiness with hard, throbbing, thrusting meat.


  “Oh—God—Bobbbbb—” Laurie gasped out as she found herself being impelled to a higher plane.


  As Bob’s enormous penis thrust deeper into her convulsing cunt, she felt herself being lifted; her orgasm swelling inside her, filling her with a rapture she had never known before.


  Reaching up, she flung her arms around Bob’s neck, pulling him down against her sweaty, heaving breasts, clamping him between her slippery thighs, her legs curling around behind his clenched ass trapping him inside her as their mouths locked in a passionate, open-mouthed embrace. The reds and yellows and purples exploding inside her reeling brain left it drenched in great blotches of dripping elation as at last she began to float back down to reality. As her overheated inner core melted down around Bob’s embedded manhood, her slippery legs went sliding down off his butt to land on his calves. The moment she released her death grip on his ass, it began to rock back and forth wildly, pumping Bob’s rigid, swollen maleness in and out of her weeping cunt. Her pussy was crying tears of joy and elation, flooding the clenching channel with her slipperiness as Bob’s giant penis sloshed in and out of it.


  She could hear Bob’s soft, grunting pants, “Unh-unh-unh-unh-unh—” as he pumped into her accepting warmth. He was so big. He filled her to the limit with his manly bludgeon. She could feel his hot breath on her neck, his sweat dripping down onto her, coating her skin as their bodies obscenely rubbed together. They were moving in adulterous harmony, each of them matching and mirroring the other’s movement in a concordant fusion of passion. The room was filled with them; the smell of their sex; the loud, vulgar sounds of their bodies wetly slapping together; the grunts and groans of their lovemaking.


  Laurie’s hands were all over Bob’s sweaty back, scratching, clawing, urging him on as her slippery inner thighs worked up and down and rubbing against his slippery hips while he drove into her with fierce determination.


  His rushed breathing; his grunting pants; the muscles in his back tightening; his thrusts coming faster and faster all pointed to an imminent eruption, Laurie told herself as she drove him along. She could feel another orgasm swelling up down inside her own battered womb as they fucked toward fulfillment.


  “I’m gonna come—” Bob wheezed out, his hips feverishly jerking back and forth.


  “Yes, Baby, come—give me all you have, Honey. Let me feel your seed spurting out into me—” Laurie huffed, her arms and legs working faster, urging Bob down the stretch. “Give it to me—” she hissed out.


  Suddenly, Bob’s back arched up as his hips curled forward and he drove into her as deep as humanly possible.


  “FUCKKKKkkkkkk—” he groaned out as Laurie felt his cock swelling up inside her. Then it bucked and she felt his warm essence flooding out into her pussy immediately filling her and gushing out around the thick shaft of his bucking spurting cock.


  It was all she needed and she felt herself go rocketing off into her own orgasm. Locking her contracting cunt down around Bob’s twitching cock, she squeezed and milked it to pull out his creamy load. Bob’s face was a mask of agony as he pumped more and more hot, creamy cum into her ravenous cunt. She wanted it all; every last sperm-filled drop of his precious elixir…


  Finally, he was finished. Drained. Emptied of the essence that he had been holding back, saving for his wife when she was whole again. His wife’s sister had taken it from him. Stolen it for her own.


  “That was fantastic…” Laurie whispered into his ear as they lay basking in the warm, happy afterglow of their lovemaking. She could feel his manhood slowly wilting down inside the cum-filled channel of her cunt. Wilting and inching back down it as she waited for the dreaded moment he would leave her. She always dreaded that moment when the warmness of their intimacy would slip out of her and leave her empty again. It made her feel sad.


  “Ohhhh—” she complained when slowly, with a soft, wet gurgle, Bob’s defeated, shriveled manhood came slithering out of her and dropped to the bed between her legs.


  “Sorry,” Bob apologized, pushing up and rolling over onto the bed beside her.


  “Don’t apologize,” she smiled. “It was wonderful…was it good for you?”


  “The best…” he whispered into her ear, draping his arm across her flatted breasts and pulling her against him. “The best…”


  As they lay snuggled together, the seconds passed slowly and soon Laurie found that her eyelids weighed a hundred pounds apiece as she tried to keep them open. She knew that she couldn’t go to sleep just yet…not with Bob still in her bed. One of the children might wander in and wonder why Daddy and Aunt Laurie were sleeping together.


  “You’d better go…” she sleepily murmured.


  “I know…I wish I didn’t have to leave you…” Bob yawned, slipping his arm out from under her neck and sitting up.


  “I wish you didn’t have to go, but…” Laurie told him.


  “You’re not leaving until Sunday…and Jennifer isn’t coming home until Friday…” Bob smiled, leaving it for her to make up her mind.


  “I know…” she smiled back at him, pressing a kiss against the tips of her fingers and transferring it to his lips.


  “Till tomorrow, then?” Bob smiled, leaning down and giving her a soft, lingering kiss on her lips.


  “Tomorrow—” she whispered, watching Bob swing his legs off the bed and stand up beside it. Even in the foggy bliss of post-coital satiation, she couldn’t stop from looking down at Bob’s puffy, swollen manhood as it limply dangled down between his muscular thighs, twitching this way and that as he gathered up his clothes and went tiptoeing over to the door.


  Stopping at the door, he opened it and peeked out into the darkened hallway. Then turning back to her, he blew her a kiss, flipped off her light and slipped out into the dark, closing her door behind him…


  What had she just done, she contritely pondered. She had just slept with her brother-in-law! Slept with Bob! Well, that was a misnomer in terms, she sadly thought? There had been no sleeping whatsoever involved in what they had done. She had just let Bob fuck her. Yes, that was a more apt description of what had taken place. She knew that she should feel guilty for what she had done. But it wasn’t that way. It wasn’t like they had a thing going or anything. Bob had just needed some relief. Jennifer hadn’t been able to provide that for him for quite a long time and Laurie had just offered her services. Like any good sister-in-law would have done. Yeah, right. That was all there was to it. It wasn’t like they were falling in love or anything. It was just a convenience, she smiled as she felt herself nodding off to sleep…


  The next morning, Laurie woke to the sound of birds chirping outside her window. Lifting her arm, she looked at her watch and saw that it was six-thirty. It wouldn’t be long before the little ones would be up and demanding their breakfast, she laughed to herself, stretching and yawning as she rolled over and swung her legs off the bed. Oddly, she found herself falling into the routine of it all. All of it, she guiltily thought as the events of the previous evening came streaming back into her head. She loved Tim and last night was just an aberration, she told herself. But, she concluded, it was exciting. After twenty years, sex with Tim was kind of like slipping into a comfortable old slipper. Warm and fuzzy, hassle-free and laid back. She knew what he liked and he knew what she liked. But with Bob, it was different. It was like slipping into a pair of Christian Louboutin Maralena Flame Sandals. Sexy and exciting—


  Deciding to wait until the children were dressed and fed to dress herself, Laurie pulled on her frumpy old house robe, gave shoulder-length blond hair a few fluffs and slipped into her comfortable, old fuzzy house slippers.


  She could feel her big tits tugging at her chest as she made her way down the hallway toward the kitchen. The inner soles of her slippers made soft flapping sounds as they slapped against the soles of her feet as she walked.


  Stepping into the kitchen, she jumped, startled to find Bob putting some coffee grounds into the coffee maker.


  “Oh, hi—” he grinned, stopping to turn and look at her as she stood gazing at him. “Morning…”


  “You startled me…I wasn’t expecting anyone to be up yet,” she blushed, suddenly feeling strangely self-conscious being around him.


  Not knowing why, she nervously plucked at the edges of her house robe, pulling it tighter over her jiggling breasts.


  “Sorry,” he chuckled, letting his eyes play down her robe-enshrouded body, then back up to her face. “Didn’t mean to scare you.”


  “You didn’t scare me,” she told him, timidly fretting with collar of her robe. “I just wasn’t expecting you to be in here. That’s all. Are the children up yet?”


  “No, they were still asleep when I looked in on them,” he said, turning back to the coffee maker, sliding it closed and turning it on.


  “Uh, what are they into, uh, you know, for breakfast?” she asked him, hearing the coffee maker begin to softly rumble and growl. She didn’t know why she had asked Bob what the children would want for breakfast as Jennifer had explained that cereal was the daily fare for them.


  “Cereal—” Bob told her pointing to the boxes of cereal and milk sitting on the kitchen table. “I’ve already set it out…”


  “Uh, thanks,” she shyly said, wanting to say something but not knowing what.


  “About last night—” Bob started, taking a step toward her. “I’d like to apologize if you think I stepped over my bounds. It’s just been a long, difficult time since Jennifer got pregnant and, well, you know…”


  “I can imagine,” she bashfully smiled. “But there’s no reason to apologize. I don’t think you stepped over any bounds. I wouldn’t have done it…if I hadn’t wanted to.”


  “Well, good, I just wanted to make sure,” he softly said, stepping up to her.


  “Maybe we could talk about it later…” she said, letting her fingers brush across the fly of his pants. “Tonight?”


  “I was hoping that you would say something like that, “he smiled, glancing down the hallway before wrapping his arm around her waist and forcefully pulling her against him. As he did, his lips found hers and crushed against them. The kiss was brief, but full of suggestive expectation.


  Just then, they heard a door creak open down the hallway as they stepped back away from each other, both of them guiltily brushing their hands down over their hips.


  “Tonight—” Bob whispered as three little heads peeked around the door frame.


  “Come on down, Aunt Laurie has breakfast ready for you guys…” Bob called out as the hallway was suddenly filled with laughter and the patter of little feet running down it…


  ~~~


  Bob left for work and Laurie went about supervising the children. She changed into a pair of shorts and tee later in the morning. She felt giddy thinking about what might happen that night. The first time had been sort of hurried and perfunctory, but this one would be different. This one was planned. She even found herself fantasizing about what she wanted to do to Bob and what she wanted him to do to her. It was almost like going out on a date or something. She had that jittery, on edge feeling all day long. And her anticipation was further evidenced by the noticeable wet spot staining the crotch of her shorts and the hypersensitivity of her big, swollen nipples. Even the thin tee shirt rubbing against them was making her want to take it off and go topless…and she would have if it weren’t for the kids. Lunch came and went and finally it was nap time for the kids.


  “When’s Mommy coming home?” Chrissy asked her as she was tucking her in for her nap.


  “Soon…she’s taking her time because she wants to pick out the perfect baby for you,” Laurie smiled, reaching down and giving the little girl’s nose a playful poke. ”Now take your nap…”


  Standing by the crib, she watched Chrissy roll over onto her side as her thumb found its way into her mouth. Smiling, Laurie reached down and ran her fingers through the little girl’s downy-soft hair before she tugged her blanket up under her chin. Then she walked over and quietly closed the door. Quickly stepping down to Bob and Jennifer’s bedroom, she made straight for the chest of drawers sitting beside Jennifer’s vanity. Pulling open the drawers and checking inside, looking for Jennifer’s lingerie drawer, she closed the top two and made her way down to the third drawer before she found the one she wanted.


  Since she hadn’t planned on anything untoward happening like between her and Bob, she hadn’t brought any of her fancy underclothes and she wanted to dress up for him tonight. She and Jennifer had always been approximately the same size so she was going to borrow some of her sister’s finery for the evening’s planned festivities. Ruffling through the lingerie, she found a frilly, lace peek-a-boo brassiere with lace-edged holes strategically placed on the tips of the red cups. Looking deeper in the stacks of lingerie, she found a matching garter belt with six long, elastic garters hand down from it. A pair of sheer, red nylons finished off her ensemble except for shoes. Looking into Jennifer’s closet she saw that her sister had a thing for high heels as there were at least fifteen or twenty pairs sitting along the wall inside the closet. Choosing a pair of flaming-red five-inch stilettos, she picked them up and went marching down to her room with her booty.


  Laying the finery on her bed, she quickly stripped and showered. Then, as she stood in front of the mirror naked, she had a thought. She had always gone au natural, but today she felt naughty. She would shave herself down there and surprise Bob. But what about Tim? What would he think when she came home sporting a shaved pussy? She would just tell him that she had done it for him. Done it as a surprise for him…not Bob, she shamelessly laughed to herself. Aren’t you supposed to be feeling guilty for what you’re doing, she chided herself? She knew she should, but she was having too much fun and just could bring herself to do that…not yet—


  ~~~


  “I’m looking forward to our discussion tonight,” Bob chuckled as they sat with the children eating supper.


  “What’s a discussion, Daddy?” Todd asked his father.


  “Just two people talking. Why?” Bob asked, wondering if his son had gotten a clue as to what was going on between him and Laurie.


  “Doesn’t sound like much fun,” Todd snickered, shoving another spoonful of food into his mouth.


  “That depends on what you are discussing,” Bob grinned, looking over at Laurie and giving her a conspiratory wink.


  “What are you going to talk about?” Todd continued on, wanting to find out what his father and aunt were going to be talking about that would be fun.


  “Just stuff, now eat the rest of your supper,” Bob told him, “if you want me to read you a bedtime story when you go to bed.”


  “How Do Dinosaurs Say Good Night, Daddy?”


  “For the thousandth time…” Bob grinned, pointing down at Todd’s plate. “Now eat—”


  “Okay, Daddy,” Todd told his father, digging into his food with relish.


  After dinner, Bob and Laurie sat on the couch making small talk, bidding their time while the children played on the rug in front of them.


  When will the little monsters go to bed, Laurie fretfully wondered, growing more and more fidgety with each passing second?


  “So they’re going to induce labor tomorrow?” she asked Bob, trying to keep from sliding down the couch and giving him a big, wet kiss right on the lips.


  “Yes, around ten, they said…”


  “What’s induce, Auntie Law?” Todd, the always the inquisitive one asked as he drove his dump truck around in circles on the rug.


  “It means to make something happen,” Laurie explained with a grin.


  “What’s labor?” Todd went on.


  “That’s when a woman has a baby…” Laurie patiently told him. “Your Mommy is going to have a baby tomorrow.”


  “Can we go see it?” Todd wanted to know.


  “You will have to wait until Mommy brings it home…” Bob told him, looking down at his wristwatch. “Okay, it’s Jammy time—” Bob said, pushing up onto his feet.


  “Are you going to put your jammies on too?” Todd grinned, picking up his dump truck, holding it under his arm as he grinned at his aunt.


  “Why, yes I am,” Laurie declared, standing up and taking hold of Todd’s hand. “Come on, let’s go. I’ll walk with you.”


  Finally, Laurie told herself as she accompanied the merry band down to their bedroom. Then she and Bob went about getting the three children dressed for bed. When they were all jammied up and ready for bed, she went around and gave each one of them a kiss on the cheek as they lay in bed waiting for their father to read to them about how the dinosaurs said good night.


  Stopping at the door, she watched Bob get the book down from the bookshelf and sit down on the edge of Todd’s bed.


  “Night-night—” she said as she saw Bob look over at her and wink.


  “Night-night—” said Bob and the children almost all in one voice.


  At last, she restively thought as she quietly stepped down the hallway to her bedroom. Quickly stepping inside, she closed the door behind her and hurried over to the bed where the spoils of her afternoon raid lay carefully lined up on the bed. In a matter of seconds, her blouse and short pants lay in a muddled heap beside the bed as she quickly picked up the bright red peek-a-boo brassiere and lifted it up below her big, saggy tits. Holding it with the clasp in the front, she fastened it and then spun it around until the big, satin-lined cups were under her breasts. Tugging the bra up, she settled her tits down in the cups as her big, stiff nipples poked out through the holes in the center of the cups. Then a few more tugs and pokes and she smiled at herself in the mirror as she admired the way her big, puffy nipples jutted out through the openings.


  Repeating the process with the frilly, red garter belt, she fastened it then tugged it around to the front with the long, red garters hanging down in the front, on the sides and in the back over the cheeks of her ass. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she wadded up one of the sheer, red nylons into a little ball and stretched the opening between her hands while she lifted her leg, arched her foot, pointing her toe and easing it down into the opening. The clinging red nylon molded itself down around the sweeping curves of her long leg as she slowly pulled it up over her calf, her knee and finally up onto the thick part of her thigh. Pinching the little rubber and metal grommet on the end of one of the long, stretchy garters between her finger and thumb, she quickly slipped it under the reinforced thickness of the top of the nylon and fastened it. Then she slowly, sensuously pulled the other sheer, red nylon up her other leg and attached one of the garters to it.


  Smiling to herself, Laurie stood up and tugged down the long, red garters limply hanging down next to her hips and affixed them to the top of the hose. Finally, she pulled the two garters dangling down over the cheeks of her ass and clipped them to the top of the nylons. As she did, she could feel the springy elastic strap digging down into her ass, creasing the firm, pliant flesh.


  Standing in front of Jennifer’s floor-length mirror, Laurie pulled and plucked at the nylons, smoothing them out and straightening them until she was satisfied they were properly aligned. Then with a toss of her head, she sat down on the padded bench sitting in front of Jennifer’s vanity and picked up her sister’s heavy, silver hairbrush. Slowly pulling the brush down though her shoulder-length blond hair, she gave it twenty quick strokes before she set the brush down, turned her head from side to side and gave her hair a few final fluffs before she stood back up.


  Bending down beside her bed, she picked up the flaming red stilettos she had stolen from Jennifer’s closet earlier that afternoon. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she quickly slipped them on, pulled the little red straps around her ankles and fastened the tiny, gold buckles to secure them.


  One last check in the mirror and she pulled her house coat over her shoulders and tied it. Now she was ready, she giddily thought. Ready to give Bob a night to remember, she shamelessly laughed as she stepped over to the door and out into the hallway.


  Tiptoeing, trying to keep the pointy tips of her high-heeled stilettos from clicking on the hardwood floor of the hallway, she made her way down to the living room and out into the kitchen. As she did, she could feel the insides of her thighs stickily rubbing together as her readiness flowed out of her achingly-empty pussy.


  Primed and excited, she quickly stepped over to the counter to where Bob had left the bottle of Jack Daniel’s Single Barrel sitting last night. Quickly reaching up into the cabinet, she found an empty glass and set it down by the bottle. Bob certainly had excellent taste in whiskey, she smiled as she slowly uncorked the bottle, held the cork up to her nose and sniffed. Maple, she whimsically thought, tipping the bottle up and slowly pouring out three fingers of the amber liquor into the glass.


  Tipping her head back, she let the smooth, smoky-vanilla flavored whiskey tickle down over her tongue and throat. As she slowly sipped on the Daniel’s she could feel the comforting numbness spreading out over her conscience. Perfect, she thought, re-corking the bottle and pushing it back.


  Then she merrily turned and went clacking across the kitchen, stopping at the door and slowly tiptoeing down the hallway to the children’s room. Damn, that was some fine whiskey, she told herself, tempted to go back to the kitchen and have another glass. But no, she tipsily told herself. She already had a little buzz from the first glass and she didn’t want anything to ruin the night.


  She saw that the door to the kid’s bedroom was slightly ajar as she noiselessly stepped up to it and peeked in.


  A little pang of guilt tickled through her brain as she saw Bob lying in the middle of Todd’s bed with the children snuggled up next to him as he read. It was such a family picture. And here she was, playing the wicked sister-in-law putting all that in jeopardy by sleeping with him. If Jennifer ever found out—


  It looked like Chrissy was asleep and Lilian was nodding off, so she knew it wouldn’t be long. She wanted Bob. But she also knew that discretion was the better part of valor and they would have to wait for a while to make sure that the children were asleep before they started anything.


  Quietly retracing her steps back down to the kitchen, she grabbed Bob’s bottle of Jack Daniel’s and a couple of glasses and made her way out to the couch in the living room. Setting the bottle and glasses on the coffee table, she sat down, poured each of them a drink and leaned back to wait.


  Her arousal was still seeping out down between her legs leaving her wet and sticky as she anxiously waited for Bob to make his appearance. Nervously crossing her long, shapely legs, she brushed her house coat down off her leg, leaving an expanse of creamy, nylon-encased thigh exposed for effect, she waited. Fluffing her hair again, she fidgeted with the lapels of her housecoat, spreading them apart and exposing the cleavage running down between the cups of her peek-a-boo bra.


  Thankfully, the booze was calming the nagging little thoughts trying to creep into her psyche. What if Tim found out? Or Jennifer? Or even Elizabeth? What would she think of her slutty mother, sleeping around with her uncle? Why risk it? Why not just go to your room and tell Bob you’ve changed your mind. But what difference would it make? No one would know if they did it or not…if no one caught them. It was a little confusing. What if they didn’t do it…and someone thought they had? Then that would be the same as doing it, wouldn’t it?


  Just then she was jerked out of her reverie when Bob came tiptoeing into the room. As soon as he saw her, he stopped and stood staring at her with a big grin on his face.


  “Are they asleep?” Laurie quietly asked.


  “I think so, but let’s wait a few minutes to be sure,” he smiled, nervously looking back down the hallway before he turned and stepped toward her.


  “A drink?” she asked him, picking up the glass she had poured earlier and holding it out to him.


  “What a sister-in-law—” Bob told her, taking the proffered glass and easing down onto the couch beside her.


  “I took the liberty of borrowing some of your whiskey…and a few of Jennifer’s things,” she smiled, reaching down, untying the knot in the belt of her housecoat. Then she slowly spread it open to reveal the bra, garter belt and nylons she had procured from Jennifer’s chest of drawers beforehand. “You don’t think she’ll mind…do you?”


  “Not if we don’t tell her,” Bob smirked, laying his hand on the reinforced top of one of the nylons and giving it a soft squeeze. “They fit you nicely.”


  “Thank you…” Laurie smiled.


  “Thank you, Laurie…” Bob told her. “You didn’t have to do this, you know.”


  “I know…but don’t think it’s as one-sided as you’re suggesting,” she softly laughed, reaching over and brushing her fingertips across the obvious bulge jutting out against the front of his jeans.


  “Really?” he grinned, letting his fingers wander up her leg, off the slippery nylon and onto the bare flesh above it.


  “Really…” she whispered, squeezing his cock through his pants. “And once the kids are down for the night, I’ll show you.”


  “I can’t wait.”


  Before this trip, she had never cheated on Tim. Poor, unsuspecting Tim, she thought, lifting her leg off the other one and uncrossing them as Bob’s fingers immediately crawled down between them.


  “It’s different,” Bob grinned, letting his fingers gently probe the sticky wetness between her legs. “You shaved it—”


  “For you…you like?”


  “I love it…” he whispered, softly probing the weeping softness as Laurie’s legs crept farther apart.


  She couldn’t explain her sudden lack of inhibitions with Bob. It was like there were no rules with him. She could do whatever she wanted. Not that she couldn’t with Tim, but somehow it was different with Bob. Something willful and immoral. It was like getting a double dose of guilt and that just made it all that much hotter. Not only was she cheating on her husband, she was putting it to her little sister at the same time.


  Just then she felt Bob’s thick, stubby fingers slide into her. Giving in, she spread her legs wider, her head leaning back against the couch, her eyes fluttering shut as Bob probed the tender void, twisting his fingers, probing, his thumb finding the swollen nub of her clit.


  A soft murmur escaped out from her lips as Bob’s other hand curled around behind her neck and dropped down on her breast. His fingers quickly found the inflamed, stiff nipple sticking out through the opening in the tip of the bra, pinching it, twisting it as Laurie’s hips curled up, pressing herself against his thrusting fingers.


  She had to have inside her, she frantically thought. Not his fingers but his hot, stiff manhood, she wept inside.


  Suddenly, Bob pulled his fingers out of her wet, weeping sex. Opening her eyes she watched him lift his fingers up to his mouth. As he did, she could see long, stringy strands of her abundant pussy juice dripping from them as he stuck them in his mouth and sucked them clean.


  “When?” Laurie moaned, the emptiness down between her splayed-out legs growing more and more barren and unloved.


  “Let’s check—” Bob whispered, leaning down and brushing his lips across hers then stumbling up onto his feet. Giving her his hand, he pulled her up onto her stiletto heels. Her house robe limply hung down from her shoulders as Bob hurriedly tugged her across the living room to the hallway. Putting his finger to his lips, he shushed her, pointing down to her high heels. Nodding her head up and down, grasping his hand tighter, she pushed up onto her toes, keeping the sharp, spiked heels of her stilettos from tapping against the floor as they crept down to the children’s room.


  Twisting the doorknob, Bob pushed the door open just a little bit and peeked inside. They were all still asleep nestled down in the covers just as Bob had left them earlier. With an eager smile, Bob eased the door closed as he and Laurie fled down to her bedroom.


  Safe inside, Bob closed the door and quickly locked it.


  “Finally…” Laurie whispered, shrugging her shoulders, letting her house robe fall to the floor as she felt herself being swept off her feet. Holding her in his muscular arms, Bob lurched across to her bed. Leaning down, he deposited her on the bed, stood back up and jerked his tee shirt up over his head. Flinging it aside, he began fumbling with his pants while Laurie dug in her heels and elbows and scooted back to the middle of the bed. It only took Bob a few seconds to get his pants down around his ankles as he stumbled around kicking them off over his feet.


  Laurie could see that his cock was fully primed, sticking up out of his hairy groin, stiff and hard. She had been fantasizing about this moment all day long as she threw her legs apart and held her arms up to him.


  “Bobbbb—” she gushed, watching Bob’s oversized organ jerk and bounce as he quickly crawled up on the bed. Reaching for it, she grasped it in her hands as Bob lurched up between her legs and crouched over her. Blindly shoving him down, she quickly guided his jutting impatience down to the juice-slathered slit between her outstretched legs. Then, before she even had time to think about it, Bob was inside her, filling her with eight inches of hot, hard, throbbing meat.


  “Fuck—Yessssssss—” she hissed, grabbing him around the waist, pushing and pulling on his, trying to kick-start his ass into gear.


  With a loud, grunting groan, Bob curled his hips, thrusting driving down into her clutching heat as he began pitch back and forth atop her. Loosing the beast that had been caged inside her, she let it run free, hunting, finding, tearing at her prey as she sucked it inside the ravenous pit down between her legs. There was no Tim now, no Jennifer, no Elizabeth, no children. There was just Bob and her. Alone on their little island, running free along the beaches, free to do as they pleased. No one could stop them now as they fucked like the shameless, mindless animals they had become.


  The bed was lurching back and forth wildly, the frame creaking and groaning from the strain they were inflicting upon it. The curses, the wet, smacking sounds, the grunts and groans were filling the room as the vulgar sounds of their fucking filled their ears blocking out everything else.


  Laurie had been fantasizing about this all day and had driven herself to a fever pitch. But now that it was happening, it was going too fast. And it would be over before she knew it. She had wanted it to last all night. She could feel her release building down inside her. Like a pressure wave, it was like an oncoming storm, lightning flashing, thunder booming, the screaming wail of the onrushing winds grew louder and louder in her ears. It was like a whirling tornado, sucking them into its path. She had no choice.


  Suddenly, everything went black as she felt her loins erupt in a fireball of pure, sweet pleasure. She was coming!


  As her body collapsed down around Bob’s dick, sucking, pulling him deeper, milking his thrusting maleness she felt him swelling inside her. Swelling inside her, stretching the clinging flesh to its limit, bigger and bigger it grew until his cock abruptly kicked and she felt her brother-in-law’s potent virulence gushng out into her quivering, clutching femininity in huge, creamy globs. The sudden rush of super-heated jism splashing out onto the walls of her cunt drove her ever deeper into her own cataclysmic upheaval as explosions of red, yellows, and purples filled the darkness, lighting her way as she cascaded through them. It took her breath away—


  She couldn’t breathe as she dove and splashed in the waves of pleasure washing over her. It was the most intense orgasm she had ever experienced. It seemed to last for days, but at last she found herself lying on the beach gasping for breath as a heavy weight held her pinned to the sand. It was Bob! Bob lying atop her panting and wheezing, trying to control his frantic breathing as she already felt his manhood wilting down inside her. She didn’t want him to go—


  “Don’t go,” she wept, clutching at him with her sex, trying to pull him back inside, keep him from leaving her as she pulled him against her. Then a spasm of guilt rocked her. What had she done? What had they done? They had committed adultery! She was torn between guilt and selfishness.


  She had cheated on Tim—


  Poor, sweet, innocent Tim. Why had she done it?


  ~~~


  As guilty as she thought she felt, it didn’t prevent Laurie and Bob from engaging in the same behavior every night until Jennifer returned home with the baby…


  “I can’t thank you enough for helping me out like this,” Jennifer smiled as the three of them stood at the front door getting ready for Bob to take Laurie to the airport.


  Another spasm of guilt ripped up Laurie’s spine and gushed out into her brain.


  “Uh, it was nothing…” Laurie lied. Nothing but fucking your husband’s brains out for the past three nights. How could she have done that? Her sister? And she had seduced her husband while she was in the hospital having a baby? How low could a person stoop? And Tim, she remorsefully thought. She had cheated on her husband, too.


  “Well, if I can ever do the same for you…let me know,” Jennifer smiled, hugging Laurie.


  “I don’t think that’s going to be necessary,” Laurie said, trying to laugh but failing miserably. No, that would never happen. She wasn’t ever going to cheat on Tim again. And she was going to do everything in her power to see that she made it up to her husband. Her husband who didn’t know a thing about her wandering ways…


  


  The End
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