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 It was
Saturday. The smell of burning wood hung heavy in the crisp, autumn
air. Mother Nature had already made her rounds and finished
painting all the trees in their fall colors. And now the red,
yellow, and orange leaves were starting to float down and cover the
ground. It was my chore to keep them raked up. So I was out in the
back yard raking them up into piles. And when I was done with the
leaves, I was going to head over to the school and shoot some hoops
with some of the guys.

Over the swish-swish-swish of the rake, I
could hear the occasional mutter of the TV leaking out through the
living room window that Dad like to keep open for ventilation. He
was watching football.

“George, honey, do you want another beer?” I
heard my mother call out.

Then I heard the gravel crunching under the
tires of a car as it slowly made its way down the quiet, meandering
road that joined our driveway out in front of the place. We lived
out on the edge of town so there weren’t many neighbors and we
didn’t get many cars on our road, but I didn’t think anything of
it.

Like I say, Dad was in the living room
watching football on the TV while Mom and Aunt Judy were out in the
kitchen baking cookies for an upcoming bake sale. Aunt Judy, mom’s
sister lived in Syracuse and was down for a week’s visit. Her
husband, Uncle Hank hadn’t made the trip. Something about some
business he had to take care of.

Aunt Judy was hot. And I’d had more than a
few fantasies about what she would look like naked. She was about
forty, big tits, hot bod and long, willowy legs that were made for
high heels. Old Uncle Hank was a lucky guy. Now, my mom was a
looker, too, but she was also my mom which put an entirely
different spin on the way I thought about her. And besides, I think
Aunt Judy had mom beat in the looks department by a couple of
points. Well, maybe one and a half points, now that I thought about
it. Mom was five years younger that Aunt Judy and I sort of had
this predilection for older women for some reason, not that I’d
ever had any dealings with one. My experience was limited to the
younger set, but I could still fantasize, I grinned.

Swish-swish-swish. I was just about done. I
had all the leaves that had fallen gathered up in three neat piles,
each pile about the size that would fit in one of the big lawn bags
we kept in the garage.

Done, I stacked the bags out by the garage. I
would take them down to the recycling bins near the school when I
went to play hoops. I could smell the cookies now and they were
making me hungry. After all, I was a growing boy and needed my
nourishment. Maybe I could sneak in the kitchen and pilfer a couple
to tide me over until supper.

Slinking in through the back door, I
stealthily made my way to the kitchen. Sticking my head around the
door, I saw that mom and Aunt Judy were nowhere to be seen. And I
heard the timer on the oven beeping. That was odd. Where were they
at? Hurrying across to the oven, I opened it and saw that the
cookies looked done. Maybe even a little overdone, so I grabbed a
pot holder and pulled them out of the oven. I think that saving the
cookies was deserving of a reward, so I slipped a couple of cookies
off the cookie sheet and laid them on the counter to cool. But
where were mom and Aunt Judy?

I couldn’t hear the television anymore. What
was going on?

Quietly, I tiptoed across the kitchen and
peeked out into the living room. There they were. Dad, mom, and
Aunt Judy, all sitting in a neat little row on the couch. And then
I saw the guy. The guy wearing a ski mask and pointing a gun at me.
The muzzle of the gun he had pointed at me looked like it was a
foot wide.

“Billy, do what the man says,” I heard my
father warn me.

“Uh, okay…whatever you say,” I mumbled. I
wasn’t going to argue with that gun.

Just about then a satchel landed at my feet
with loud metallic clunk.

“Open it—” the man in the ski mask
ordered.

“Okay, okay, just be calm,” I mumbled,
bending down and slowly unzipping the satchel. When I did, I saw
that it was full of handcuffs and all kinds of crook stuff. Duct
tape, a Jimmy bar, a big ring of keys, a couple of ball gags and
some other stuff, and what had to be at least twenty pairs of
handcuffs.

“Now take out a couple of those cuffs and put
them on your dad,” the man said, waving the gun between me and my
dad. “And don’t do nothing foolish or both of you’ll be sporting a
new eye…right between the other two,” he chuckled.

Pulling a couple pair of the cuffs out of the
bag, I slowly shuffled over to where my dad was sitting on the end
of the couch.

“Sorry, Dad,” I mumbled as dad held his hands
out and I slipped the cuffs around his wrists.

“Just do what he says,” dad grumbled. After I
snapped the cuffs shut, I looked over at the guy for further
directions.

“Hook the second pair through the first and
snap it,” the man told me.

I did what he said.

“Now come on over here and park your fat ass
in this chair, by the table,” the guy told my father. “And be quick
about it. I ain’t got all day to do this.”

My dad struggled up off the couch and made
his way over to the table. As he plopped down in the chair, the guy
grabbed the second cuff and secured it to the table. It looked like
my dad wasn’t going anywhere soon. But now what was the man going
to do? Things didn’t look good for mom and Aunt Judy. Hell, they
didn’t look good for any of us.

“Now, boy, you come over here and pull your
old man’s pants down around his knees,” the man snickered. “Just in
case he gets a little frisky. Make him think twice about trying to
interfere.”

“Huh?” I grunted.

“Get over there—do what I told you—” the man
gruffly ordered, waving the gun at me. “Do it before you grow a
third eye and I have to do it myself.”

“Yeah, yeah, okay, I’m going,” I mumbled.

This was all getting crazier by the fucking
minute.

Shuffling over to where dad sat, I stopped in
front of him.

“Uh, sorry, Dad,” I apologized.

“Just do it,” dad snorted, jangling his
handcuffs and he angrily glared over at the man. Dad was pissed.
But unfortunately there wasn’t a fucking thing he could do about
it.

“Get on with it—” the man grunted, cocking
the gun.

“Okay-okay—” I muddled, reaching down to the
front of my dad’s pants. My fingers were numb. They felt like tree
stumps as I fumbled with the button on the waistband and finally
got it unbuttoned.

“Sorry—” I muttered again as I curled my
fingers and dug them down under the elastic waistband of my
father’s Jockey shorts. Then I pulled. As I did, dad pushed up off
his feet and his pants and shorts came sliding out from under his
ass. When his shorts cleared his groin, his lifeless, flaccid penis
flopped out into the open and limply flopped down between his hairy
thighs. When I had his pants around his knees, I stopped.

I looked over at mom and she was staring down
between dad’s legs. Down at his limp, lifeless cock. Aunt Judy was
purposefully looking away from him.

“That’s good,” the man chortled as I heard
him uncock the gun.

“Now, boy, this is your lucky day,” the man
leered at me as I stood back up and glared over at him. At least I
think he leered, but I couldn’t really tell because with the mask I
couldn’t see his face so I didn’t really know.

“Uh, what do you mean?” I dumbly
muttered.

“Pick one—” he told me.

“What do you mean pick one? Pick one,
what?”

“Pick one of the ladies and you get to screw
her,” he chuckled, pointing the gun at mom and Aunt Judy, flicking
it back and forth between them. “So which one is it gonna be?”

“What?” I gasped. I couldn’t believe my ears.
Pick one? Screw one? It didn’t make any fucking sense. Why wasn’t
he going to fuck one? Or? Or wait. Was he going to fuck
whichever one I didn’t choose? This was crazy. Beyond fucking
crazy. Ludicrous! He was going to make me fuck Mom or Aunt
Judy?

“Well, which one? Like I told your old man, I
ain’t got all day,” the guy laughed out loud. Like I’d said
earlier, I’d fantasized about fucking Aunt Judy a million times,
but not like this. Hell, I didn’t know if I could even get it up, I
was so scared.

I didn’t really have any choice. I wasn’t
going to fuck my own mother. And I’d always wanted to fuck Aunt
Judy anyway. So Aunt Judy it was. But I had to somehow conceal my
enthusiasm.

“Uh, I can’t do it, man, she’s my Aunt, my
Aunt Judy…” I mumbled.

“Your aunt? One of them is your fucking aunt?
Which one is that?”

Mom and dad both gave poor Aunt Judy away by
looking over at her.

“Ain’t that a fucking hoot,” the man laughed.
“I bet you’ve been fantasizing about fucking that ever since you
was old enough to know what a fucking cunt was for…ain’t you?” he
snickered.

“Uh, no…no, I haven’t,” I lied.

“You lying, boy. A hot piece like that. You
must a been drooling all over yourself to get an opportunity like
this.”

Yeah, he was right, but I couldn’t let him
know it. Or my parents. Or Aunt Judy—

“No, never…” I mumbled, unable to look my
aunt in the eye as she sat on the couch looking plaintive and
afraid, her hands folded in her lap.

“Okay, so I’m assuming that you choose Aunt
Judy. So this one must by your mom?” the man said, pointing the gun
at mom.

Silence. Everyone was waiting. Waiting to see
what he was going to do next. Waiting to see what sordid,
disgusting thing he was going to spring on us next.

“Yes, I’m his mother…” my mother, Edith
finally said. “And leave my sister alone…”

My mother? What was he going to do to my
mother? I couldn’t imagine. She was my mother.

“Well, Mom, you want your boy to help you
undress like he did your hubbie…or you want to do it by yourself?”
I heard him ask my mother as he flicked the gun in my direction
again.

Looking over at my mother, I saw she was
glaring at the man. No one spoke for several long, charged moments.
Finally mom spoke.

“I’ll do it myself,” she barked, reaching up
to the collar of her dress.

Holy shit. He was going to make her undress
too? This whole thing was getting wilder and wilder. What was he
doing? Was he going to fuck her? Or did he get his jollies off
looking at naked people? He was one more weird fucker.

All eyes were on my mother now as she slowly
unbuttoned the front of her dress. When the last button was undone,
she meekly stood up. Then defiantly looking into the man’s eyes,
she reached up to her shoulder and brushed the sleeve down off it.
Then, reaching up to her other shoulder, she pushed the dress off
it. As she did, it went slithering down her arms, revealing the
rather plain, satin brassiere she was wearing. There wasn’t any
lace or decorations on it at all. It almost looked like a sports
bra. Then mother made no effort to catch the dress as it went
whispering down over the curves of her hips to reveal her black
bikini panties. They weren’t sheer so I couldn’t make anything
underneath them. Then, mom leaned down and picked up the dress.

“There…is that what you wanted?” she cheekily
asked.

“No,” the man laughed. “Everything—” he
demanded.

“Oh, come on…not in front of Billy, for
Christ’s sake. He’s my son—” Mom complained, pitching the dress
back onto the couch behind her.

“I don’t care who he is. Everything—” the man
emphatically snorted. “All of it. Bra and panties, too. You can
leave your high heels on though. I like a woman in high heels,” he
snickered.”

“And if I don’t?” she sassily asked.

“If you don’t…your boy won’t be seeing
anything anyway cause I’ll put a third eye right between his other
two eyes,” the man guffawed.

“Don’t hurt him,” mother fussed, reaching
around behind her back. Suddenly, her brassiere came sliding down
her arms and her breasts sagged out into the open. I couldn’t help
but gawk at her tits. There they were, just hanging down there
right in front of me. What the fuck was I supposed to do? They were
just about what I thought they would be. Not that I thought I’d
ever get a look at them. Definitely not as big as her sisters, they
were sagging down softly jiggling and bobbing as she caught the bra
before it dropped to the floor. Maybe they were a little smaller, a
little saggier than I’d imagined, but they were still nice.

Then I felt my mother’s eyes boring into mine
and I looked away.

“Sorry, Mom…” I mumbled, feeling my cheeks
heat up as a shiver of excitement tickled up my dormant cock.

“There—” she fussed, tossing her bra on top
of her dress.

“All of it—panties, too,” the man smirked,
pointing the gun down at her black, silk bikini panties and jerking
it down.

“Damn you—” mother cursed, reaching down,
shoving her thumbs under the waistband of her panties. Then she
stopped and looked over at me. “Billy, please. Don’t look—” she
plaintively complained.

How could I? How could I not? I would
probably be struck blind if I looked. After all, she was my mother!
I looked away. More silence. Maybe I would be struck blind, but I
had to risk it. I had to look. Taking a deep breath, I turned and
looked. And there it was. My mother’s pussy. Mother’s shaved,
trimmed pussy!

“Please, Billy, please stop Looking—” my
mother wailed, shoving her hands down in front of her pussy to hide
it from my gawking stare. “I told you not to look.

“You—what’s your name?” the man snorted
looking directly at my mother.

She didn’t answer him. He cocked the gun and
aimed it at her. “Name—” he growled.

“Edith—” she spat at him.

“Edith, get your hot little ass over by your
husband and sit down,” he ordered her.

He was right about that. Mom did have a tight
little ass. And she went to the gym three times a week to keep it
that way. Clopping over to where dad sat watching her, she angrily
plopped down in the chair beside my dad.

“Put a set of cuffs on your Mammy there, boy.
Don’t want her interfering with you fucking yore aunt, now do we?”
he guffawed.

What choice did I have?

Bending down, I pulled another set of
handcuffs out of the bag.

“Sorry, Mom,” I mumbled, stepping over to
where she sat. Trying not to look at her, trying not to look down
between her legs, I snapped the cuffs around one of her wrists.

“For God’s sake, Billy, stop looking,” she
complained. But how could I not? He told me to put cuffs on her and
her hands were right in front of her freaking pussy.

“Sorry, Mom, he told me to,” I tried to
excuse myself.

“Hook the other end over the arm of the
chair,” the man told me.

As I slipped the other cuff over the arm of
the chair, I couldn’t help but take a peek at mom’s saggy,
trembling tits. I mean, what the hell, there they were, not six
inches from my eyes just hanging there, jiggling and twitching as
if fumbled with the cuffs.

“Stop looking at me like that—” mom hissed,
holding her other arm up in front of her tits.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, blushing as I stood back
up.

Stepping back, I turned looked over at Aunt
Judy.

“Sorry, Mom,” I complained, shrugging my
shoulders.

“Well, Aunt Judy,” the man smirked, pointing
the gun at her, flicking it up and down. “Show the boy what you
got. I bet he’s been fantasizing about seeing what you got hid
under all them clothes for a long, long time…ain’t you, Billy?”

“No-no, I haven’t,” I lied again. “Sorry,
Aunt Judy.”

“Yeah, right,” he chuckled. “And you might as
well join her. I bet she’s probably had a few fantasies about you,
herself. Good looking young stud, like you. Right, Aunt Judy?”

“No, no, I have not,” she emphatically
declared, looking over at me and blushing.

It looked like both of us were caught in
between the proverbial rock and hard place and neither one of us
had any place to escape to.

“Let’s go, move it—both of you,” the man
said, flicking the gun back and forth between the two of us.

I hadn’t bargained for this. Getting
undressed in front of my mom…and my aunt. I could already feel my
cheeks burning and I hadn’t made a move to start.

Then I heard the gun being cocked...again.
Reaching up to my collar, I immediately started unbuttoning my
shirt. Then, nervously glancing over at my aunt, I saw she was
unbuttoning her blouse. This was crazy—

As I continued to unbutton my shirt, I saw
that my parents were watching us, glancing back and forth between
us while the guy was focusing most of his attention on Aunt Judy.
Maybe I would have a chance to rush him. Knock the gun out of his
hand. But then what? It would be me against him and he looked like
he outweighed me by a good fifty, sixty pounds…and he did have the
gun. Maybe I had best not attempt it.

At last my shirt was unbuttoned. Pulling it
back, I peeled it down off my shoulders and let it drop to the
floor. As I did, I glanced over at Aunt Judy. She was just in the
process of doing the same thing. My jaw dropped when I saw what she
was wearing under her blouse. My eyes almost bugged out of my head.
She was wearing a sexy little half-bra. It was a lace and chiffon
affair. It hugged her big oversized breasts, cupping them pushing
them up until they were almost spilling out over the lace-edged top
of the brassiere that swept around her tits leaving the upper half
of her dark, ruddy areolas and nipples exposed to our gawking eyes.
Her breasts themselves were tanned perfection. It seemed strikingly
obvious that when Aunt Judy tanned, she did so in the buff. Her
tits were stunningly beautiful. I had always knew that Aunt Judy
was sexy, but this? And then there was the sexy damn diamond belly
ring hanging down from her navel, glittering and sparking in the
afternoon sunlight streaming in through the window. Who would have
thought it? This was beyond what even I had fantasized. Silence
reigned. No one said a word. We were awestruck, all of us staring
at Aunt Judy in reverent admiration!

“Damn—” the man finally grunted. “Maybe I’ll
change my mind,” he muttered, staring down at Aunt Judy’s stunning
boobs and bra. “Maybe I’ll have some of that for myself. Don’t
leave us in suspense, Auntie. Take off the fucking bra—” he
exclaimed.

Looking up at Aunt Judy’s face, I saw that
the points of her cheeks were a crimson red. I couldn’t blame her.
She must have been mortified having to bare her breasts in front of
me…and dad…and the other man who she didn’t even know, not to even
mention mom.

“Please…” she softly murmured. “Isn’t this
enough?” Judy complained, holding her arm across in front of her
big, softly-quivering breasts.

Even in the predicament I found myself in, I
couldn’t help but feel a tickle of perverse excitement shiver
through my cock. Was I really going to get to fuck her? She was
fucking beautiful and I hadn’t even seen the bottom half of her
body yet.

“No, it isn’t enough. All of it,” the man
snarled, flicking the gun in my direction, —and you boy, get
busy.

“Uh, yeah,” I gulped, trying to swallow down
the lump that had suddenly materialized in my throat.

Reaching down to my pants, I numbly plucked
at the button holding them together. I swallowed again but the lump
wouldn’t go away. My cheeks were burning. I was still scared, but
not even that could stop my prick from firming up down inside my
shorts. God, this was going to be so fucking embarrassing. And my
mom was going to see my cock. Oddly, that should have put a damper
on my burgeoning erection…but it didn’t as my penis continued to
swell and grow.

Anxiously glancing back over at Aunt Judy, I
saw that she had her arms bent around behind her back. She was
going to take off the brassiere. I stopped messing with my pants to
watch. I wasn’t going to miss this. Hell, getting to see Aunt
Judy’s tits in all their naked glory would be worth getting shot.
Wouldn’t it, I fretfully wondered? Then one of the shoulder straps
limply sagged down off her shoulder as the tension went out of the
frilly, sexy brassiere. Everyone was watching. Mom, dad, the man,
me. All of us had our eyes glued on Aunt Judy’s big, beautiful
boobs as her arms slowly came out from behind her back and the
straps sagged down off her sloping shoulders. I suddenly realized I
wasn’t breathing as I breathlessly watched.

Taking a shuddering breath, I watched both of
the shoulder straps slide down her arms and her stunning tits
sagged out into the open as the lace-edged cups fell off them.
Suddenly, there they were. In all their amazing, naked splendor,
hanging down, softly jiggling and quivering as Aunt Judy caught the
bra when it slipped off over her hands.

“Jesus Fucking Christ—” the man coughed.

I had never seen a finer pair of tits
anywhere. Playboy, Penthouse, the internet, anywhere! They were
absolutely perfect. Heavy, full-bodied, each of them capped with a
perfect round circle of dark, dusky pink flesh and a big, swollen
nipple stiffly jutting out of the darkened tips. Why were her
nipples swollen? Was she aroused by the whole thing? Or maybe fear
could make them that way. Fuck, I was no physiologist. I didn’t
know if being scared was causing her nipples to react that way. Or
was it the fact I was going to fuck her? Now like the guy had said
earlier, I ain’t no slouch in the looks department. I could get
just any girl I wanted to go out with me, but I’m not that
conceited either. I doubted that was the reason.

Then I heard the gun being cocked again. He
was going to wear the damned thing out if he didn’t quit cocking it
and uncocking it. Pushing the button through its hole on my
waistband, I felt the tension around my waist go slack. Anxiously
looking over at my mother as I started to inch my pants down off my
hips, I saw her frown and look over at Judy.

Didn’t she want to see my prick, I smugly
wondered? Was I as big as dad? All this tension and worry was
getting to me. Of course, she didn’t want to see my fucking dick.
She was my freaking mother. Looking over at Aunt Judy, I saw she
was fumbling with the button on the side of her skirt. What kind of
panties was she wearing, I wondered? Hipstsers? Bikini? Maybe a
thong? Fuck, as sexy as she was, maybe she wasn’t even wearing any
panties at all. That would be a fucking revelation, wouldn’t it?
Aunt Judy going commando. What would my mother think of that? And
what would Aunt Judy’s pussy look like? Did she shave it? Or was
the hair around it trimmed, like my mom’s? Maybe trimmed into the
shape of a heart? Or a triangle? Or maybe just a little strip of
hairs. Or was it au natural? Bizarrely, I couldn't wait to see.

“Do I really have to?” Aunt Judy objected,
wincing, pausing holding her skirt pinched together after she had
finally gotten it unbuttoned.

“Yeah—you really have to,” the man grumbled,
watching her. “Now do it—”

“This is so embarrassing…” she murmured,
letting go of her skirt. Then she slowly pushed her thumbs down
under the waistband and slowly spread it apart. As she did, the
tight, black skirt began to lazily inch down over the curves of her
hips.

Mom and dad hadn’t said a word during the
whole charade. They just sat there like bumps on a log, watching. I
couldn’t even imagine what they were thinking.

Then I heard my mother gasp. Looking back
over at Judy, my eyes bugged out again as her skirt slipped down
her long shapely legs and fell to the floor. Aunt Judy was wearing
a fucking thong. A fucking G-string thong. A sheer, black G-string
thong that was so transparent, I could see right through the little
triangle covering his sex. And I couldn’t see any hair. Or maybe
her hair was so fine down there I couldn’t see it down there.
Another sizzle of excitement fired off down inside my prick. There
was no stopping it. I was getting an erection!

“Billy, don’t look…” I heard my mother order
me.

Don’t look? Was she fucking crazy? I had to
look as I blatantly gawked down between Aunt Judy’s lovely long
legs.

“Billy—” my mother angrily exclaimed as Aunt
Judy self-consciously shoved her hands down in front of her pussy
to hide it from my piercing stare. “George—” I heard my mother
angrily berate my father. So I wasn’t the only one looking at Aunt
Judy, I self-righteously thought. Apparently dad was getting an
eyeful too.

Somehow able to tear my eyes away from Aunt
Judy, I squinted over at my father and mother as they sat side by
side in their chairs. Apparently dad was getting more than an
eyeful. It seemed rather obvious that he was enjoying what he was
seeing, too as his cock had started to lift up out from between his
hairy thighs. He was getting a fucking erection too. Aunt Judy was
that good looking. And that close to being naked. And my mother was
aware of that too as she angrily stared down at my father’s
hardening prick.

“George, how dare you—” she berated him.

“Hell, Edith, I’m not a fucking eunuch,” I
heard dad mutter.

“She’s my sister—” mom complained, the man
seemingly forgotten as they argued about dad being aroused by
Judy.

“The panties,” the intruder told Aunt Judy,
“ditch ‘em.”

“Please…please, don’t make me do this,” Judy
sobbed, tears running down her cheeks, dripping off her chin down
onto her heaving breasts.

“Do it,” the interloper ordered, then looked
over at me. “What are you gawking at boy? And I’m not telling you
again,” he snarled, waving the gun at me.

“Okay, okay, I’m doing it—” I gulped,
watching Aunt Judy and pushing my pants and shorts down over my
hips at the same time.

Aunt Judy sobbed and I saw her black thong
panties start to creep down the curving perfection of her bronzed
hips. Suddenly my half-hard cock flopped out into the open. I heard
my mother gasp.

“Billy—” she complained as I bent down,
shoving my pants down around my ankles and trying to hide my
flourishing manhood from my mother’s piercing stare at the same
time. What the fuck did she expect? I wasn’t a fucking eunuch
either, whatever the fuck that was.

Stepping out of my pants and shorts, I kicked
them to the side and looked back over at Aunt Judy. She was bending
down, pushing the tiny, delicate thong panties down her legs. And
now I could see her smooth, bald, shaven mound. Not a single hair!
Shaved. Bald as a baby’s butt—

“Billy-Stop looking at her—” I heard my
mother exclaim. She didn’t seem to understand. I didn’t know what
was going to happen to us. Who knew what the crazy fucker with the
gun was going to do? This might be my last chance to feast my eyes
on a pussy. And as pussies go, Aunt Judy’s was at least a ten,
maybe an eleven as I gawked down between her gorgeous legs at the
delicate, pink folds of flesh.

“Please, don’t…” I heard Aunt Judy whimper as
she stood back up and stepped out of the ring of black silk at her
feet. Jesus, she was a fucking goddess as she stood by the couch
cringing from our rude leers. She had one arm draped across her
breasts, one leg was slightly bent, crossed over in front of the
other one and she had her hand shoved down between her legs. She
looked so helpless and vulnerable. I could see the look of panic in
her fearful, hazel eyes. She looked like she would bolt and run…if
she weren’t so scared.

Apprehensively looking over at the
gun-wielding crazy, I saw that he was just as impressed as I was as
he was gawking at Aunt Judy with unabashed appreciation.

“I’ve seen some lookers, Aunt Judy,” he
smirked. “But you about take the cake. Your fucking hubby is one
more lucky fucker.” Then he looked over at me. “Just like your
nephew here,” he cackled, glancing down at my stiffening seven-inch
penis. “And looks like he won’t disappoint you,” he chuckled.

If I had a hole to climb in, I’d do it. Even
if it meant giving up my shot at Aunt Judy. But, I didn’t know what
the prick with the gun was going to do next.

Then the man looked over at my father—

“Well, lookie here. What is that thing
sticking up out of yore daddy’s lap, Billy, boy?” he chortled.

Following his eyes over to my father, I saw
that dad’s dick was about three-quarters charged, sticking up out
from between his hairy thighs, its big purple head still bowed but
quickly rising to the occasion.

“George—” mom exclaimed, glaring down at his
cock. “Stop that—” she demanded.

“Oh, come on, Edith, let the man have a
little fun,” the trespasser chuckled. “You have to admit your
sister is hot. Fucking smoking hot—” he laughed while Aunt Judy
still stood in front of the couch trying to hide all of her exposed
charms from us.

Mother looked exasperated, but there was
nothing she could do to stop the craziness. If looks could kill,
the man would have been dead a hundred times over as she sat
angrily glaring at him.

“What’s wrong, Edith?” the man smirked. “You
didn’t know that old George thinks your sister is hot? Hell, woman,
I bet you did. Maybe that’s why you’re getting so pissed at him. Is
that it, Edith?” he laughed.

“NO—” mother spat out at him.

Nobody moved for several long moments.

Finally the man spoke to me.

“You, boy, grab one of those cuffs out of the
bag there and lock yourself to that lamp over there,” he told me,
flicking the gun in the direction of the tall, floor-length lamp
that sat at the end of the couch.

What else could I do? I could rush him and
get shot. That would do a lot of good. Dad was helpless. Mom had
one arm locked to the chair. That left only Aunt Judy and she
looked like she was so scared she was about to piss her panties…if
she had had any. Grumbling under my breath, I bent down and pulled
one of the handcuffs out of the bag.

“I ain’t got all fucking day—” the man
growled, flicking the gun toward the lamp again.

Slipping the cuff around my wrist, I tried to
keep it from locking, but felt it click. Then I plodded over to the
couch by where Aunt Judy stood cowering and locked the other end of
the cuff around the lamp. As I did, the man slowly walked over to
where I stood and checked the handcuff to make sure it was indeed
locked.

“Good boy,” the man snickered, reaching up
and patting me on the head like I was his fucking dog or something.
I think, given the opportunity, all of us would gladly have taken
his gun and emptied into his mask-covered face. Then he turned back
around and looked over at my mother and dad.

“Edith, why don’t you give old George a
little hand, there?” the man leered. “You know, help him out…since
both of his hands are sort of tied up like they are.”’

“What?” mom gasped, looking over at dad, then
down at his cock, then back over at the leering gunman. “What do
you mean?” she glowered at the man.

“You know, help him relieve himself…it’s
obvious he can’t do it,” he suggested. “You’d like that wouldn’t
you, George?”

My father’s face was the color of chopped
liver. The veins in his temples were bulging out. It looked like he
was having trouble breathing as he looked over at my mother in
distress.

“No, no—” dad croaked, looking like he was
about to have a heart attack or something.

“Oh, come on, George,” the man said, slowly
strolling over and standing by the chair dad sat in. “Don’t be
bashful,” the interloper laughed, reaching down and flicking dad’s
hardening penis with the barrel of the gun. “Tell Edith that you’d
like for her to help you out. Give you a little hand job. Isn’t
that what wives are for? To help a man out when he needs a little
assistance?”

Dad was pissed. The clenched muscles in his
jaws quivering.

“Tell her, George. Isn’t that what wives are
for?” the man chuckled, cocking the gun again.

“Please…” dad asked him through gritted
teeth.

“Better tell her, George. I’m kinda scared of
snakes. Especially them stiff, hissy snakes like cobras. Like this
one,” he said, bumping dad’s cock with the barrel of the gun. “If
it stays all stiff and hissy like this, I might just have to shoot
it. You want me to have to shoot it, George? Or do you want Edith
to help you make it go down?”

“Edith, please—” dad grumbled out through his
still-gritted teeth. I could see the muscles in his clenched jaws
straining tighter. Silence. “Please—” dad grumbled again.

No one else moved, but I saw mom’s free hand
slowly lift across to my dad’s wilting penis. I didn’t know if mom
had to do anything to make dad’s cock go down. It looked like fear
was doing a pretty good job on dad’s dick all by itself. But mother
gently took his penis in her hand and began to slowly stroke
it.

“That’s the way, Edith, baby. Huh, George?”
the man giggled watching my mom’s hand working faster as dad’s dick
flopped and flicked around in her jerking hand.

Dad was beginning to sweat. It was running
down his forehead, down his nose to drip off and run down his hairy
chest.

“Getting hot, George?” the intruder chuckled
as mom’s hand worked up and down faster.

I could see her saggy tits bobbing, jerking
up and down as she jacked my father’s cock.

“Billy—” I heard her complain and I knew
she’d seen me ogling her tits again. “Stop it—”

“Uh, yeah, sorry, Mom,” I muttered, blushing,
turning away, looking back over at Aunt Judy who was watching too.
How come mom didn’t jump her case for watching? She was always on
my case for something. Hell, it wasn’t my frigging fault she was
sitting there naked, jacking her hand up and down my old man’s
cock. But the way she was going on, it was almost like she blamed
me for this mess.

Now what? Maybe I could jump him while he was
watching mom beat my dad’s meat? I’d have to do it real quick…or
get shot. And the more I thought about it, the less attractive the
idea of getting shot sounded. Besides, there was still Aunt Judy. I
hadn’t gotten to do anything with her. I still wanted to fuck her,
but I couldn’t let her know that. Or mom. Or dad. Aunt Judy was
still my aunt.

It was surreal. Dad sitting there, legs
spread, leaning back, hands locked to the chair by two pairs of
handcuffs. Mom sitting in another chair beside him, one hand
secured to the chair by a cuff and her other hand wrapped around
dad’s dick, jerking up and down it while Aunt Judy, the man and I
watched. And now mom was starting to sweat, too. Her brow was
glistening wetly in the afternoon sunlight. It had been going on
for a good five minutes and the tension had almost reached a
boiling point. Dad’s cock had started to wilt before my mom started
beating it, but now it was stiff and firm, completely recharged and
fully erect.

“My arm is getting tired…” Mom panted, her
arm slowing down.

“But he hasn’t finished,” the man snickered.
“We can’t have that.”

Then he turned and looked over at Aunt Judy.
“Judy, why don’t you come over here and give your sister a little
help…” he chuckled.

“But—” Aunt Judy sputtered, frantically
looking at mom, then over to my dad, then back over to the man.

“George—” mom fussed. I don’t know what
happened, but mom jerked her hand away from dad’s cock as it stood
sticking up in the air in front of his hairy belly. “Go ahead if
you want her to jerk you off—” she snarled at dad.

What had happened? I didn’t get it. Dad
hadn’t done anything.

“I felt it. I felt your cock twitch when you
heard she was going to jerk you off. Go ahead then, let her jack
you off,” mom threatened. “See if I give a shit—” mom huffed,
scooting across the chair to get as far away from dad as possible.
“Do it, Judy. That’s what he wants,” mom angrily spouted at her
sister.

“But, but—” Aunt Judy sputtered again, her
cheeks glowing brighter and brighter.

“Do it,” the man ordered, pointing the gun at
Judy and flicking it toward my dad. “Do it. Finish him off. We
ain’t got all day. And besides, old Billy here is getting a little
impatient for his turn…ain’t you boy?” the intruder laughed,
looking over at me and winking.

“I’m sorry, Edith. Really, I am…” Judy
sniffed, taking a tentative step toward my dad.

“Do it. Do it. That’s what he wants. I’m not
good enough anymore. Fuck him if you want—” mother fussed, looking
over at dad and scowling. “I don’t care.”

The guy with the gun had fucked everything
up. Now my mom was mad at my dad and Aunt Judy. What could they do?
It wasn’t their fault. Oh, maybe dad a little. Maybe he shouldn’t
have acted so eager about having Aunt Judy give him a hand job, but
what was he supposed to do? Aunt Judy was hot. Fucking smoking
hot!

Aunt Judy was a work of fucking art as she
slowly, hesitantly clacked over to where dad sat watching her. Then
she stopped in front of him. Dad’s eyes were nervously jerking back
and forth between Judy and my glaring mom.

“Sorry, Edith…” Judy softly mumbled reaching
down for my father’s jutting prick. Then her long, slender fingers
timidly curled around it.

“So, Georgie, I’ve been thinking,” the man
with the gun laughed. “I’ll give you a choice. You want Aunt Judy
here to give you a hand job…or a blow job?” Then he laughed out
loud.

We were helpless as the man stood behind my
dad’s chair grinning down at Judy who was leaning down in front of
dad with her hand wrapped around dad’s cock. I was secured to the
lamp. Mom was cuffed to her chair and dad had both of his hands
cuffed to his chair. The only one free was Aunt Judy and she was
scared shitless.

Dad didn’t answer.

How could he? No matter what he said, it
would crucify him in my mother’s eyes. Choosing either would be
admission of guilt. An admission that he indeed did want Judy to
take mom’s place. He was fucking screwed. And he knew it.

“Neither—” dad grunted.

Liar, liar, pants on fire, I thought to
myself. The idiocy of the whole thing was making it seem unreal. It
was almost like we were actors playing our roles in a crazy, fucked
up, pornographic film. And when it was over, the man would shoot us
and leave. It would probably be worse if he didn’t shoot us. We
would never be able to go about our business as if nothing had
happened. I knew that wasn’t so. This shit was going to leave some
scars. Some deep, probably unhealable scars. Even if we lived
through it—

“Choose one—” the gunman ordered, cocking the
fucking gun again. And this time he held the muzzle to dad’s
temple.

“Hand—” dad croaked, fearfully looking over
at mom who looked away from him like he was so despicable she
couldn’t even bear to look him in the eye.

“I don’t think so, Georgie, old boy,” the man
snickered. “I think you want Aunt Judy here to give you a big, wet,
sucking blow job. That’s what I think.”

“No-no-I don’t want that—” dad objected.

“I think you do,” the intruder told him. “So,
Aunt Judy, why don’t you get down there and give your
brother-in-law a nice juicy blowjob? I’m sure he’ll be very
appreciative.” Then Crazy laughed out loud again.

“Please…” Aunt Judy said in a tiny,
diminutive voice so softly I could barely hear her.

“Make his cock go down…or I will,” the gunman
told her, placing the muzzle of the cocked revolver against my
father’s temple again.

“I’m sorry—” Judy sobbed, leaning down and
quickly sucking my father’s cock into her mouth.

Mom gasped. My dad flinched, the muscles in
his arms standing out as they strained against the cuffs. I
couldn’t believe it was happening as I watched my aunt’s head
bobbing up and down, her lips sliding up and down my father’s
stiff, jutting penis. I could even hear the soft, slurping sounds
her soft, pink lips were making as they sucked up and down on my
dad’s fuck pole.

Dad looked like he was having an apoplectic
fit. His face was a beef-liver red. His lips were quivering. His
hands were clenched into fists. The muscles in his belly were taut,
straining as Aunt Judy dutifully worked over his cock with her
lips. I would have traded places with him in a heartbeat, even with
a gun pointed at my head. Dad’s chest was heaving up and down as he
breathed in gulping gasps. He was making strangling, choking
sounds. Tears were streaming down his cheeks, dripping off his
chin. His eyes were clenched shut.

Then I heard him groan, “OH-Noooooo.”

His whole body jerked. His cock twitched.
Aunt Judy gagged. He was coming! My dad was coming in Aunt Judy’s
mouth.

“Swallow it—” the gunman barked, reaching
down cupping his hand around the back of Aunt Judy’s head, holding
it, keeping her from pulling back away from dad’s jerking,
twitching cock as it emptied its creamy load into her mouth. Now,
Aunt Judy was making choking, gagging sounds too as the man held
onto her head. Held her mouth shoved down on dad’s cock.

Finally, dad slumped back down onto the
chair. He was done. He’d finished in Aunt Judy’s mouth and she had
swallowed down his buttery load. Every bit of it except one creamy
gob that had escaped out around dad’s wilting cock and was slowly
trickling down her chin as the gunman let go of her head and
stepped back away from the chair.

“Damn, woman, that was one more fine
blowjob,” he snickered. “Why, I’m of a mind to let you give me one
too after that display.”

“Fuck you—” Judy muttered, reaching up,
brushing her finger across her chin, wiping off the evasive drop of
cum and wiping it on dad’s leg.

I hadn’t expected that from Aunt Judy. She
had been a timid little titmouse moments earlier. Where had the
defiance come from?

“It would be my pleasure,” the masked man
cackled, reaching down, pinching the tab of his zipper and jerking
it down its track. Then, with all three of us watching him in
outraged restraint, he dug his hand down inside his pants and
hauled out his cock. It was still about half-soft, sticking out, it
vile purple head hanging down, pointing at the floor. And it was
big. Even bigger than me…and dad— “This what you want?” he crowed,
curling his hips, thrusting his jiggling, bobbing dick at Aunt
Judy.

“You wish—” Judy scowled, turning her head,
looking away from him only to find herself looking straight at me.
Then she glanced down at my cock and slowly circled the tip of her
tongue around her soft, pink lips.

Wow. That sent a jolt of electricity sparking
through it, making it jump and twitch.

“Billy—” I heard my mother screech. “Stop
that.”

“Sorry, Mom,” I apologized. I didn’t mean it.
Facing the way she was, mother hadn’t seen Aunt Judy’s gesture, so,
as usual, I got the blame.

“Feel better, George?” the gunman
chuckled.

Dad didn’t answer. He just sat there, chin on
his chest, staring down at the floor. It was like all the fight had
been drained out of him.

“You know, I really hate to see two sisters
quarreling like you two,” the man quietly said as mom sat glaring
at Judy who was still on her knees between dad’s outstretched legs.
Then she jerked her head around and glared at the man.

“You started it—” mom accused, turning her
ire on him.

“Well, I guess I’d better make things right
between the two of you then,” he grinned, pointing the gun,
flicking it back and forth between them. “Let’s start by you two
kissing and making up.”

“What?” mother gasped, looking over at Judy
and then back at the man with the gun.

“Kiss and make up. Come on. What can it
hurt?” he chuckled, waving the gun back and forth between them. “Do
it—”

They weren’t more than three feet apart as
they stared into each other’s eyes. I didn’t know what they would
do. And I didn’t know what the crazy man had in mind. But it
probably wasn’t something mom and Aunt Judy would like.

Then came the infuriating, metallic click of
the hammer being cocked once again.

Still on her knees, Judy backed out from
between my old man’s legs. As she did, I saw that dad’s impotent,
drained dick was hanging down between his hairy thighs with a long,
stringy strand of jism slowly oozing out of it, dripping down to
the floor between the legs of the chair.

Aunt Judy’s big, beautiful tits heavily
joggled as she crawled around dad’s feet and up beside mom’s legs.
Her fucking boobs were so fucking perfect.

“What are you doing?” mom whispered,
anxiously glancing from Judy to the man and then back to Judy.

“What he said,” Judy dolefully murmured.

“No—” Mother fussed, wriggling in the chair,
tugging on her cuffed wrist.

Then the masked one quietly stepped around
behind her chair and pressed the muzzle of the gun against mom’s
temple.

“Yesssss—” he hissed, pressing harder as Judy
moved closer.

Mother stopped struggling. Their lips drew
closer and closer. I stopped breathing as I watched. They were
going to kiss…on the lips. Mom and Judy. It was crazy.

Their eyes fluttered shut. Their lips
touched. Softly, almost tenderly, for a moment and then parted.

“Oh, come on now, girls,” the gunman
complained, still holding the gun pressed against mom’s temple.
“I’ve seen two rocks kiss with more passion than that. Put
something into it.”

Judy’s eyes blinked open as she looked up,
glaring at the man for a couple of seconds, then she lowered her
head, staring into mom’s fearful brown eyes.

I thought I heard a soft, murmuring, “Sorry,”
just before their eyes slowly closed again and their lips touched.
This time I could see Aunt Judy’s lips part and close down over my
mother’s trembling lips. Then I thought I saw Judy’s tongue in the
tiny space between their lips. Judy was Frenching mom! For a moment
nothing happened, then both their lips opened wider and I could see
both their tongues sinuously twisting, curling around each other as
they kissed with open-mouthed passion.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about…” Crazy
snorted, easing the gun away from mom’s head.

As he did, mom leaned back breaking the kiss.
I couldn’t explain the look in mom’s eyes as they lazily opened. It
looked like mom was in a daze or something.

“Now,” the man said, smirking, reaching down
between them, cupping mom’s small jiggling breast. As he did, mom
jerked her shoulders trying to pull her tit out of the man’s hand,
but he continued to hold on to it, squeezing it, kneading it. Then,
he pinched her nipple between his finger and thumb and began to
twist it back and forth.

“Please stop—” mother sobbed, rolling her
shoulders trying to dislodge his groping hand and fingers.

“Don’t that feel good?” the masked man
chuckled, pinching harder, twisting faster.

“No—it hurts.”

He didn’t stop and mother continued to
struggle.

“Does your pussy hurt, too?”

“I don’t know—please stop,” mom sobbed,
rolling her shoulders, struggling against the cuff, her other hand
clawing at his groping hand.

“Edith,” the man snarled, lifting the gun
back up to her temple, pressing it against her. “I’m a little
disappointed in your behavior young lady. If you don’t stop
fighting,” he threatened, “I’ll stop it for you. And it’d be a
shame to get all your nice furniture bloody and all…don’t you
think?”

Mom sagged. I could see the look of fear in
her eyes. She stopped fighting him.

“Better. Much better,” Crazy laughed,
continuing to knead and massage mom’s breast.

“Now back to your pussy. Does it hurt?”

“I don’t know…” mom sniffed.

“Would you like your sister to kiss it and
make it all better?” he cackled.

Mother gasped, “What?” staring at the man in
disbelief and shock.

“What do you think, Judy? Would you like to
give your sister’s cunt a little kiss…and make it all better?”

“No—” Judy emphatically proclaimed, leaning
back away from mom.

“Oh, come on, I think you do. I can see it in
your eyes,” he smirked, looking over at me. “Can you see it,
Billy?”

Fuck, why did he have to drag me back in the
middle of it all? What was I supposed to say. Say ‘yeah’ and piss
mom and Aunt Judy off, or say ‘no’ and piss him off. He was holding
the gun. They weren’t—

“Uh, yeah, it, it looks like it to me,” I
muttered like a fool.

“Billy—” mom shrieked. “How could you?”

Aunt Judy didn’t say a word, but she turned
and gave me a scowl that I felt all the way down to my cock. It
began to wilt…again. They say a picture is worth a thousand words.
Well, that scowl was worth a thousand daggers and every one of them
landed right on my cock.

“What about you, George?” the Crazy
snickered, looking over at my dad, waving the frigging gun in his
direction. “Don’t you think old Judy here ought to give Edith’s
pussy a little kiss?”

Dad was crushed. You could see it in his
eyes. He was a beaten man.

“Yeah, I guess so…” dad muttered. The fight
was gone out of him. He’d given up. Who could blame him?

“George—” mom growled, hatefully glaring at
dad. I don’t know what was going to happen to all of us…but if we
lived through this fucking mess, there were going to be some scars
that would never heal.

“Well, Judy, darling, it’s almost
unanimous,” the gunman chortled, pointing the gun down between my
mother’s legs. “Okay, Edith, open ‘em up.”

“No-I won’t do it,” mom fussed, holding her
legs tightly clamped together.

Another ominous click of the hammer being
cocked.

“Spread ‘em—” Crazy ordered, stepping back up
behind my mother again and pressing the muzzle against her temple.
“Be a shame to mess up such fine furniture…if you don’t.”

“God-Damn-You—” mother swore. Then we all
watched as her long, trembling legs slowly parted to reveal the
delicate, vulnerable pink flesh between them.

“STOP LOOKING—” she screamed at us as we all
stared down in between her spread legs.

I tried to look away, but my eyes wouldn’t
move as I gawked down at my mother’s defenseless, exposed cunt.

“BILLY—STOP-FOR GOD’S SAKE-STOP LOOKING—” she
shrieked at me, slapping her legs back together again.

“That’s about enough out of these lips,
Edith,” the man sneered, slowly letting the muzzle of the gun trail
down mom’s cheek to her lips. “One more fucking word out of them
and I’m going to blow them off. So SHUT THE FUCK UP—” he
growled.

Suddenly it was quiet enough to hear a fly
fart. My heart sounded like a bass drum beating down inside my
heaving chest. The only other sounds were the choking sobs of my
mother.

“Spread ‘em—” the man threatened again.

I saw the resistance drain right out of my
mother. Then her long, lightly-tanned legs slowly spread apart,
stretching out along her sister’s leg.

“That’s more like it,” Crazy grinned.

Mom didn’t even look up. She just sat there
with her legs spread out, her head hanging, chin resting on her
chest, eyes closed. I could see the tears glistening on her cheeks
and her smallish pale breasts as her chin rested on her chest. The
fight was all gone now.

“Now, Edith, lift your leg up and drape it
over the arm of the chair,” Crazy explained.

“What…” mom started to complain…then stopped.
Then she slowly lifted her leg up, spread it out to the side and
gently draped it across the arm of the chair just as he had told
her to do. Now the fleshy folds of pink flesh between her legs was
bared and totally exposed. I couldn’t stop looking down at them. My
mother’s pussy. I’d never seen it before and would probably never
see it again after today. The pale, pink flesh looked so delicate
and fragile. The tip of her clit was barely visible as it stuck out
of its round hood and below it, her lips were drooping down,
partially spread to expose the tiny slit at the bottom. Then there
was a soft clump as mom’s shoe dropped onto the floor by the
chair.

“Now, drop your hand down by your foot—” the
man told her.

Mom complied. She had an empty, dazed look in
her eyes when she turned and looked over toward me. For some weird
reason, I somehow felt responsible for all this. I felt so guilty.
For what, I didn’t know. I just felt like I should do something.
But I couldn’t. I was helpless.

Then there was a loud, metallic clunk as a
pair of handcuffs landed on the floor beside the chair mom was
sitting in.

“Cuff her wrist to her ankle—” the masked man
ordered, directing the edict in Judy’s direction.

Judy didn’t move for several long seconds.
Then, finally, she reached down and picked up the handcuffs. There
were two soft, unpleasant clinks as Judy fastened the cuffs around
mom’s wrist and ankle.

 


“Now, Judy, you crawl up between your
sister’s legs and give her pussy a little kiss,” Crazy told my
aunt. Then he chuckled. “No, wait,” he laughed. “On second thought,
why don’t you give it a nice, big wet kiss?”

“Please…” Judy softly begged.

The gunman slowly moved the gun away from
mom’s lips and pointed it at Judy.

My aunt’s big tits jiggled and shook as she
inched her way around in front of mom. “I’m sorry, Edith…” Judy
whispered, looking down at mom’s vulnerable exposed femininity.

Now you could easily see the contrast between
mom’s lightly-tanned skin and Judy’s darker tan as Judy reached out
and spread her hands out on mother’s thighs. Then mom’s head
lifted, the muscles in her legs tightening as she tried to push
back away from the edge of the chair, cringing back to try and
avoid the inevitable.

Aunt Judy’s long blond hair was hanging down
the sweeping arch of her back as she slowly leaned down between
mom’s legs.

I could see that mom’s legs were tensed,
trembling as she stared down at her sister and shrank back,
apprehensively awaiting the touch of Aunt Judy’s lips on her
exposed womanhood.

Then I saw mom flinch. But Judy moved with
her, following her, keeping her lips pressed against mom’s
pussy.

I heard a complaining groan escape from my
mother’s lips, but she didn’t say a word.

After a few seconds, Judy slowly lifted her
head. Her soft, full lips were wet. From spit or pussy juice, I
didn’t know, but they were wet.

“Lick her clit—” Looney Tunes cackled. “Make
her come—”

It was crazy. Mom would never come that way.
She was too scared. Or at least that’s what I thought as I watched
Aunt Judy slowly lean back down between mom’s spread legs.

“No-no-no-no-no—” mom softly wept, more tears
coursing down her cheeks dripping off her chin onto her pale,
quivering breasts.

Then Judy’s sinuous pink tongue eased out and
began weaving and snaking around mom’s unprotected sex. Mom’s head
was shoved back against the back of the chair. Mom was sweating and
there was a deep frown etched into her sweaty brow. Her eyes were
clenched shut, her fingers clawing, opening and closing as she
futilely clawed at the air. Her feet were arching, toes pointing
down at the floor, her straining legs trembling.

Then, to my amazement, I watched Judy lift
her hands up to mom’s straining belly. Judy slowly spread her
fingers out and pressed her thumbs down on both sides of mom’s
clit. I couldn’t believe it as I watched Aunt Judy tenderly peel
the protective hood back off mom’s defenseless clit.

“No-no-no-no-no—” Mom whimpered as Judy began
to flick her tongue back and forth across the little pink nub of
flesh.

I had never seen two women doing it. And
never in a million years would I have imagined the first two women
I would see doing it were my hot, fucking aunt and my mother. And
even as scared and fearful as I was of the man in the mask, I still
found it arousing. My cock was starting to firm up and lift its
head out from between my legs again.

Mom’s eyes fluttered open and she looked over
right at me. Then her panic-stricken brown eyes darted down to my
insubordinate cock for a second.

“Oh, God, No—” she gasped, her eyes closing
again.

I couldn’t help it. It just happened. I had
no control over it. It was nature. Instinct. Reflex. Impulse. What
the fuck was I supposed to do?

Aunt Judy’s licking, lapping tongue was
flicking all over mother’s clit, fluttering faster and faster. The
muscles in mom’s long legs were tensing tighter, trembling.

Was she going to come? I couldn’t believe it.
Under these circumstances? It was preposterous. But then again, dad
had finished, hadn’t he? ‘

Mom was straining so hard, the muscles in her
belly were beginning to quiver and shake. Her face was red. A
straining grimace. She was making soft moaning sounds. The sounds
were the only sounds in the room, except the faint, muted slurps
coming from Judy’s tongue and lips.

Suddenly I saw the masked man turn and lay
his gun down on the table beside mom’s chair. Then he snaked his
arms down over mom’s shoulders, clasping her tits in his hands,
roughly squeezing and kneading them.

“No-please-please-please-no-no-no—” mom
begged, tossing her head from side to side, rolling her shoulders,
trying to dislodge the man’s clutching, groping hands. But it was
to no avail as the man found her swollen, stiff nipples with his
fingers. Now he was pinching the distended nubs, mercilessly
twisting them between his fingers and thumbs, pulling on them,
stretching them out from her breasts.

Now was my chance…if I wasn’t handcuffed to
the fucking lamp, I swore. There was nothing I could do. There was
nothing dad could do. And Judy was busy down between mom’s legs.
She didn’t even know he wasn’t holding the gun on her anymore. It
was insane. Like a scene out of Straw Dogs or Clockwork Orange. It
was that fucking ridiculous. And there wasn’t a fucking thing any
of us could do about it.

Mom’s whole body was twisting, squirming, the
afternoon sunlight glistening off her sweaty skin as she writhed
and fought. Then all of a sudden, she gave out a strangling gasp
and her body went rigid. She began to tremble and strain, her
muscles stiff as boards. After several long, tense moments, mom
suddenly went limp, slumping back down in the chair like a sack of
sand. As she did, Aunt Judy lifted her face out from between mom’s
legs.

Aunt Judy’s lips and chin were wet, softly
glimmering in the sunlight. Well, that shot my theory about mom not
being able to come. She had finished. She’d had a fucking orgasm.
Right in front of all of us. It was crazy weird. A fucking
orgasm!

The man let mom’s tits flop back down onto
her chest as he leaned back and picked up the revolver again.

“That was some mighty fine head, Judy,” Crazy
snorted, stepping out from behind the chair mom was sitting in. As
he did, I could see that his cock was stiffly sticking out through
his fly, pointing right at me as he looked over and winked. “Well,
Billy, boy, you about ready to give Aunt Judy some of the same?” he
grinned, slowly backing over to where I stood handcuffed to the
lamp.

“Uh, no…” I grunted.

Hell yes I was ready to eat my aunt’s juicy
little cunt. But I couldn’t let on that I was. Not in front of my
mom…and dad. I would just have to pretend that I didn’t want to do
it. But I bet my old man would have given his left nut to be
trading places with me along about this time. Especially after the
way his cock twitched when he found out Aunt Judy was going to jerk
him off. Yeah, I bet.

“Oh, come on, Billy, I bet you’re drooling to
get down between those fabulous thighs and have a go at your aunt’s
hot, little cunnie,” he chortled. Then he reached up to the chain
he had wrapped around his neck. I noticed the little key hanging
from it when he did. “Now don’t get any ideas in that teenage head
of yours,” he told me. “You try anything and I’ll blow a hole in
your mom’s head big enough to drive an eighteen wheeler through it.
Get it?”

“Yeah, I got it,” I moped as he kept the gun
pointed at my mom while he pulled the chain out from around his
neck and unfastened the end of the cuff that was attached to the
lamp.

“Judy, why don’t you come over here and join
us,” the man smirked, still holding onto my cuff as he aimed the
gun at Judy and flicked it in my general direction.

Do it—jump him—I told myself. I was tensing
getting ready to jump when I heard the gun being cocked and saw
that it was once again aimed right at my mother.

“Don’t even think about it,” Crazy
sneered.

Cowering, I watched Aunt Judy slowly push up
onto her long, willowy legs in front of mom.

“Don’t make him do this…” she begged. “I’ll
do it to you?”

“Now, that’s mighty tempting, Judy, but I’ve
got other plans for old John Thomas here,” he snickered, curling
his hips, making his dick bounce up and down. “Now come on, I don’t
have all day.”
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I couldn’t keep my eyes off my Aunt Judy’s
spectacular tits as they softly bobbled and jiggled while she
stepped over toward us. She was so fucking naked as my cock
continued to firm up and lift up into the air. Then I saw her
glance down at my prick. That just made it work harder. And made me
more embarrassed.

“Uh, sorry, Auntie,” I mumbled, not knowing
what else to say…or do.

As Aunt Judy stepped up to me, the masked man
quickly jerked my arm over to hers and before I could even move,
Aunt Judy and I were suddenly cuffed to each other. Maybe I was a
little crazy for thinking like I was thinking. But shit. She was my
fucking aunt. She was fucking smoking hot. And she was fucking
naked. I couldn’t think of anyone in the whole wide world I’d
rather be handcuffed to at the moment. If I was going to die, at
least this was the way to go. Handcuffed to the most beautiful
woman in the world!

“There, all comfy, cozy,” the man
snickered.

It was awkward, to say the least. Our arms
were touching and her stunningly-beautiful, naked tits were right
there. Right there, not six inches from me, hanging down, softly
jiggling, quivering as she breathed. I could easily reach out and
touch one if I had the fucking nerve. I didn’t—

I know I should have been thinking of a way
to get us out of this mess, but my hormone-ravaged, teenage brain
wouldn’t cooperate. All I could think about was Aunt Judy. My Aunt
Judy and what I was fixing to do to her. That I was about to eat my
Aunt Judy’s hot little cunt. And then I was going to get to fuck
her! FUCK HER! Un-fucking-believable—

“Looks like old Billy here is getting into
the spirit of things, huh, Auntie,” the man laughed as he glanced
down at my firming prick.

Aunt Judy didn’t answer him, but she did
glance down at my cock…again. Did she smile? I thought I saw her
smile. No, she didn’t smile, fool. It was only my overcharged brain
working overtime.

“Have a seat,” Crazy muttered, taking Judy by
the shoulder and pushing her over toward the couch.

“What are you going to do?” Judy anxiously
asked, stumbling, catching herself before she fell, jerking me
along with her.

“Me? I’m going to watch,” he chuckled,
turning her around, shoving` her down on the couch. I had no choice
but to drop onto the couch beside her as Judy fell onto it. “What
are you doing sitting beside her, boy? Her pussy’s around in
front…or didn’t you know?” He guffawed as his lewd, off-color
joke.

 

Was it really going to happen, I feverishly
wondered? I couldn’t fucking believe it. But I couldn’t act too
enthusiastic. My parents would see through my ruse. It was awkward
as I struggled down off the couch and onto my knees while our arms
were locked together with the cuffs.

“Please…don’t make him do this. He’s just a
boy,” Aunt Judy sniffled, looking at me with her big, teary
eyes.

Just a boy, I huffed to myself. I’ll fucking
show her who’s a fucking boy.

She was sitting with her knees tightly
clamped together so I couldn’t see the pink-lipped treasure hidden
down between them. All I could see was her smooth, bald mound and
the two little grooves running alongside the rounded ridge of the
hood hiding her clit.

“What do you say, boy? You want me to stop
you?” the man asked, grinning like a possum eating watermelon
seeds.

Fuck! Hell no I don’t want you to stop me. I
want a taste of her sweet little cunt. God damn it anyway. Make me
do it! Make me do it—

“Uh, yeah, she’s right, don’t make me do it.
She’s my aunt,” I lied, hoping he could see through my subterfuge
and still make me do it.

“You’re telling me you’re turning down a
chance to muff dive this hot piece?” he grinned. “I think you’re
just being ‘politically correct’ so you won’t get in trouble with
your parents. Right?”

Fuck. He was screwing everything up. Yeah, I
wanted to eat her. Fuck her. But my parents couldn’t know that.

“No, she’s my freaking aunt—” I cursed.
“Sorry, Aunt Judy,” I apologized.

“I understand…” she whispered so softly, I
don’t think anyone else even heard her.

“Okay, if that’s the way you feel,” Crazy
smirked, “you don’t have to do it.” He laughed.

Fuck. Now what? I felt like such a freaking
fool, standing on my knees alongside Aunt Judy’s legs with my cock
sticking out in front of me. I felt like a fucking dolt. And now I
wasn’t going to get to use my cock on Aunt Judy.

“Well, Edith,” the gunman said, turning,
looking over at my mom, “since Billy, here doesn’t want to go muff
diving, I guess it’s about time you and I get to know each other a
little better.”

“What?” mom gasped, panic welling up in her
big, brown eyes as she glanced over at my dad like he was supposed
to do something to save her. That wasn’t happening. He couldn’t
even save himself. “What are you going to do?” mom fearfully
asked.

“Well, since Billy and Aunt Judy aren’t going
to put on a little show for us, we’ll put one on for them,” he
cackled, slowly stepping over to where my mother sat cowering from
him.

Was this my chance? I could tell him I would
do it if he would spare my mom. Would they believe it? I opened my
mouth to speak.

“We’ll do it,” I heard Aunt Judy tell the
man. “Just don’t hurt her.”

Hallelujah! Thank God! Thank you, Aunt Judy.
Thank you. Thank you. Thank you, I silently exulted. I wanted to
throw my arms around her, give her a great big bear hug and a kiss.
But I couldn’t. That wouldn’t be right. She was my aunt—

The man stopped and slowly turned back to
face Aunt Judy and me. Then he smiled, reaching down, grasping hold
of his big stiff prick and slowly stroking it.

“Well, what are you waiting for then,” he
asked, standing in front of mom, slowly working his hand up and
down his oversized cock as he waited.

Yeah, what are we waiting for, Aunt Judy? I
couldn’t believe it. A reprieve. A pardon. I was going to get to
fuck my beautiful aunt after all.

Leaning toward me, Aunt Judy stretched her
cuffed arm out to give me the slack I would need to crawl around
her legs. As I bumbled around her legs, she slowly spread them
apart and there it was. The beautiful, delicate, pink-petaled
treasure that I had fantasized about at least a million times was
right there spread out before me. Spread out before me like a feast
spread out before a condemned man. Was it to be my last meal?

Then as I deliberately inched up between Aunt
Judy’s perfect, tanned thighs, she scrunched lower on the couch
until her pussy was perched on the edge of the cushion just at the
perfect height for me.

Spreading my hands out on her perfect, tanned
thighs, I pushed them further apart and slowly leaned down toward
her. It. Now I could smell the ripe musk of her sex as it welled up
from between her legs to meet me. She smelled so hot and ready.
Reveling in the smell of her, I breathed in deeply through my nose.
Ripe, hot cunt! My aunt’s ripe, hot cunt! Another shiver of
perverse excitement sparked through my cock.

As my lips finally touched down on the
delicate, slippery flesh between Aunt Judy’s legs, I started to
reach for her breast with my un-cuffed hand, but I caught myself. I
couldn’t act too eager, overenthusiastic. I had to remind myself, I
was being forced to do this,

The lips dangling down below her jutting clit
were firm and gorged as I gently probed them apart with the tip of
my tongue. I felt a soft murmur vibrate through Aunt Judy’s tummy
as I slowly licked and lapped at her pussy. Was she enjoying it?
Could I make her come? Mom had finished. Could I make Aunt Judy
finish?

Slowly licking, tickling my tongue up the
vestibule between her fleshy lips I made my way up to the tip of
her exposed clit. It was hard, swollen as I tenderly probed it with
the tip of my tongue. Another soft murmur trembled through her
tummy as I began to circle my tongue around it.

The only sound in the room was the soft
slurping sound my tongue was making as it fluttered all over and
around my aunt’s receptive clit. Looking up over Aunt Judy’s tensed
tummy, I saw that she had her eyes closed. Her head was resting
against the back of the couch. Her big, perfect tits were softly
shuddering as she dug her fingernails down into the cushion beside
her hips. She was frowning. I could see a few beads of sweat on her
forehead and the little crease above her upper lip. The muscles in
her legs were tightening.

Was she going to come? Flicking my tongue
across her squiggly clit, I reached up and spread my hand out on
her belly. Then I delicately peeled the hood back off her clit to
expose more of it to my flogging, lashing tongue. Aunt Judy was
making soft mewing sounds down deep inside her chest. I could feel
them more than hear them as I continued to slog away at her clit
with my tongue. I wanted to put my fingers inside her, but I
couldn’t. Too enthusiastic—

It was hell. There was so much more I wanted
to do to her, but I couldn’t. My parents were watching. I still
couldn’t believe it was really happening. Thankfully, I couldn’t
see my parents. I knew that would be angrily glaring at me. But
Judy had volunteered. I hadn’t suggested we do it. She had. Didn’t
that absolve me of all wrongdoing? Probably not. And especially not
in my parent’s eyes.

Judy’s muscles were tightening tighter and
tighter. Her butt was beginning to squirm and writhe on the couch.
She was going to come. I couldn’t believe it. Suddenly her hand was
on my head, her fingers digging down into my hair, pushing me this
way and that as she ground herself against my lashing tongue.

Fluttering my tongue faster, harder, I
feverishly urged her own as best I could. Her trembling knees were
straining against my shoulders. Her hips were rocking up and down
as she painted my chin with her abundant juices. Yes, she was going
to come. I could sense it. Feel it.

“Oh, Billy…” she soft groaned. Her back was
bowing down against the couch, lifting her pussy up to my
unrelenting assault on her. She had to come. I had to make her
come.

Her whole body was tensing, straining.

Suddenly, she gasped.

“Oh-God-oh-God-oh-my-Godddddd—”

She was trembling, her muscles quivering,
shaking as she came. My chin was suddenly wet as a gush of her hot,
sticky juice splashed out onto it.

I’d done it. I’d made her come. How about
that Uncle Hank, I boasted to myself? I made your fucking wife come
with my fucking tongue. Good thing Hank hadn’t made the trip. But
it would have been cool to make his wife come right in front of his
eyes. Yeah, I was a fucking perv all right.

Then I heard clapping. Who the fuck was
clapping? Lifting my juice-smeared face out from between Aunt
Judy’s cream-coated thighs, I looked over and saw that it was
Crazy. And he didn’t have the gun in his hand. Where was it? What
had happened to the gun?

“Bravo, my boy. Well done. I didn’t think you
had it in you,” the man chortled, still softly clapping his hands
together.

Then he stopped clapping and reached into his
coat pocket. Out came the gun—

My heart sank. Just when I thought there
might be a chance to rush him, he brings the gun back out. But
wait. Hadn’t he said I would get to screw the woman I picked out?
Yeah, that’s right. All was not lost. Now it was my turn. My turn
to screw my beautiful, hot Aunt Judy.

Turning back to her, I saw that she had
scooted back away from the edge of the cushion and was now leaning
against the back of the couch. As she had, she had left a thick,
sticky trail of pussy juice on the couch below her pussy.

“Thank you—” she softly whispered, reaching
out and tickling the tips of her shocking pink fingernails down my
almost hairless chest.

My cock twitched. She saw it. I couldn’t
decipher the look in her hot, brown eyes. Did she know I was going
to fuck her?

Well, tell me, I silently begged. Tell me to
fuck her! I’m waiting. I can’t do it on my own. You have to tell
me—

“Well, let’s see. What now?” Crazy smiled as
I stood on my knees in between Aunt Judy’s shapely, long legs.
“Wait,” he snorted as if he had just remembered something. “I
almost forgot. I think I told you that you could screw whoever you
picked…didn’t I?” he grinned, winking at me. “Right, Billy
boy?”

God damn it! Why does he keep putting it back
on me? Doesn’t he know that I can’t confess to anything…and live in
this house when it’s all done…that is if he doesn’t kill all of
us.

“Uh, I don’t know. I don’t remember what you
said,” I lied, wiping the back of my hand across my chin to wipe
away my aunt’s copious overflow.

“Oh, come on, you little wimp,” Crazy sneered
at me. “Do you want to fuck her or not?”

Shit! He did it again. Asshole! Tell me to do
it. That’s all the fuck you have to do. I can’t do it on my own.
Or—

If he’s going to kill us, this’ll be my last
chance at a piece of pussy. Fuck! What do I do?

“She’s my aunt—” I snarled, hoping I didn’t
piss him off and get myself shot.

“So I take that as no then?” he smirked,
glancing down at my erect penis. “Funny, but I think your frigging
cock disagrees with you.” He laughed right out loud, pointing the
gun down at my errant penis.

My face was on fire. I could feel the steam
pouring off my purple cheeks, out of my ears. I’d never been more
embarrassed in my whole life. There was nowhere to hide. It was all
right out there in the open. My prick was telling the truth. I was
lying. I shoved my hand down in front of my cock to try and hide
it.

“It’s all right, Billy,” I heard my Aunt Judy
tell me. “Just tell him you want to. I understand,” she calmly
said, reaching out, intimately laying her hand on my arm.

What? What did she just say? Did my aunt just
volunteer to let me fuck her? Was she just trying to save my ass?
Or did she want me to fuck her? I was so fucking confused. I didn’t
know what to do. What to say. I looked down at her hand in stunned
shock.

“Well, Billy, there you go…” Crazy snickered.
“It’s all on your skinny little shoulders. All you have to do is
say yes and she’s yours…or say no and I’m going to have a little go
at your mom’s hot little puss.”

I heard my mother gasp…again for the
millionth time.

“No-you can’t—” mother fussed, frantically
looking over at dad. “George, do something, do fucking something,”
she wailed.

“Like what? Shit me a gun?” dad barked back
at her.

“Do it, Billy. Tell him yes,” Aunt Judy urged
me.

What choice did I have? If I didn’t fuck Aunt
Judy, he was going to fuck my mother. But what if I fucked Aunt
Judy and then he went ahead and fucked my mother? What difference
was it going to make? If mom was going to get fucked no matter
what, then this was my one opportunity to fuck my smoking hot Aunt
Judy.

“Yeah,” I muttered. “Yeah, I want to fuck
her. Is that what you wanted to hear me say?” I blathered out like
a fucking fool. It was done. I’d admitted that I wanted to fuck
Aunt Judy. And I’d admitted it to my parents. I’d admitted to my
mother that I wanted to fuck her sister. Admitted that I wanted to
commit incest. And do it right in front of her.

I was toast! I’d be disowned if Crazy didn’t
kill all of us first. Uncle Hank would track me down and shoot me.
I just knew he would.

Then the man slowly turned and looked over at
me.

“Well? Do it then,” he chortled.

Now everybody was looking at me. I was back
in the spotlight again. I just wanted to find a hole and crawl into
it. But the only hole available appeared to be the one down between
my aunt’s super-hot legs. Her pussy!

“Sorry, Aunt Judy—” I apologetically mumbled,
hanging my head.

“It’s okay…” Aunt Judy whispered, giving my
arm a knowing squeeze. “What choice do you have?”

Then, as I stood on my knees watching her,
she slowly turned on her butt and laid down onto the couch. Oh,
fuck, she was really going to go through with it. I WAS GOING TO
FUCK MY AUNT JUDY!

As she lay on her back, her head resting on
the arm of the couch, she slowly lifted her long, arching leg up
and hooked her ankle on the back of the couch. Her other leg was
still outside my other hip, her foot resting on the floor.
Everything down between her widespread legs looked so delicate,
pink and moist as I gawked down at it in a euphoric daze.

“Sorry…”I mumbled again.

“DO-IT—” Crazy roared. Everyone jumped at the
sound of his voice.

As I grasped hold of the couch to push myself
up, the backs of my hands were brushing against the soft, warm
insides of Aunt Judy’s thighs. Then, as I lifted my knee up onto
the couch, Aunt Judy stretched out her arm reaching down over her
belly, reaching out to touch me. She was going to touch me. Touch
it. I almost passed out from the excitement of it all. Leaning down
over her, I stretched out my arms. My wrists were brushing against
her breasts. Her soft, yielding breasts. Then her fingers grasped
hold of me. Grasped hold of my fucking cock! I almost lost it and
shot my wad all over her belly and tits as I felt her gently
pushing me down between her legs. Pushing me down to her PUSSY!

I heard the handcuff joining us jingle softly
as the head of my stiff, jutting penis brushed up against the soft,
supple, slippery flesh of her sex. I was going to do it! I was
going to fuck my Aunt Judy! I dipped my hips, curling them up at
her and felt myself ease down into the moist, clinging warmth. I
was inside her. My fucking cock was sliding down into the slippery
clutch of her pussy. Oh-Fuck—

I almost lost it again. Biting my lip I
fought to hold it back as I pushed deeper and deeper into her
accepting warmth. Looking up, I saw that Aunt Judy’s eyes were
closed. Then her fingers left my cock, brushed up my hips onto my
ass, gently pushing me down into the clutching tightness. She was
so slippery wet inside. And warm. Then our bellies touched. I was
totally and completely buried down inside her tummy. Her cunt. I
was fucking her. I was fucking my Aunt Judy!

I was lost. I was scared. I’d never felt
anything like this. Never. I couldn’t breathe. My heart was
slamming inside my chest. I broke out in a clammy sweat.

“Yessss—” I heard Aunt Judy whisper as her
pussy tightened down around my buried manhood. She was squeezing my
cock with her pussy. She was milking my cock with her cunt. I
almost lost it again.

“Fuck—” I grunted, slowly backing down the
silken channel of her pussy.

“Oh-my-God—” I heard my mother gasp.

I didn’t look. I couldn’t face her. I was
fucking her sister. I was fucking my aunt. I slowly pushed back
into the slippery socket of Aunt Judy’s pussy. It was everything I
had fantasized it would be. And more. Much, much more. I couldn’t
stop myself as I leaned down and pressed my lips against her soft,
kissable lips. My heart was singing. I didn’t care now. Crazy could
go ahead and kill me now. I was complete. I was fulfilled. I was
fucking my beautiful, gorgeous Aunt Judy. Then I felt her legs
drape down over mine as she curled her hips, grinding herself
against me, trying to take me deeper inside her.

It was too much. I lost it. I felt my cock
twitch down inside her. Then I came. Pleasure so deep, so profound,
I almost passed out. I had never felt pleasure of the depth and
intensity as I felt down inside my cock. Waves of it washed over
me. There was nothing in the world but that glorious rush of joy
and fulfillment. My fucking balls were melting. Melting and
spurting out into Aunt Judy in thick, creamy gushes.

“Yessssss—” she softly hissed, her cunt
clutching at me, milking me, sucking out the molten me. There was
nothing of me below my waist. I had given it all to her.

I kissed her again. On the lips. On her nose.
On her cheeks. On her chin. I was in love. I would never love
another as I loved this beautiful, wonderful woman at this very
moment.

I heard my mother gasp again. I didn’t
care.

“I love you—” I mumbled out against her cheek
as the last throes of my orgasm rattled around inside my reeling
brain and poured out of my cock.

“I love you…” I heard Judy whisper into my
ear.

Now I was a man! She made me a man. I would
never love another woman as much as I loved her. She was my Juliet.
My Delilah. My Bonnie. My everything.

Then it was over. I was finished. I had given
my all. I had nothing left to give her. She had taken it all. The
Lord could call me now and I would go willingly—

“How could you?” I heard my mother
accuse.

I didn’t care. She would never know the depth
and extent of my feelings. No other mortal ever could.

I tried to push up off Aunt Judy. I couldn’t
move. I was paralyzed. My body was numb. All except for my cock. I
could feel it wilting down inside her. Slowly shrinking back down
the silken sheath of her pussy. I was dying inside her. Then I
suddenly, wetly slithered out of her and dropped to the couch
between her legs.

“That didn’t take long,” I heard Crazy
chuckle.

He was right. I hadn’t lasted long enough to
let Aunt Judy finish. A sudden, heavy wave of despondency washed
over me. I felt so little.

“I’m sorry—” I blubbered out like a baby.

“It’s okay…” Aunt Judy whispered. She knew.
She knew how much I cared for her. She could see through it all and
see down inside me. She knew how much I loved her. She knew that I
would do anything to prove that love to her. “I understand,” she
softly comforted me.

“Oh-my-God—” my mother gasped again. I was
getting a little sick and tired of all of her complaining. She had
just witnessed an epiphany and she didn’t even know it. Dumb
bitch—

“Here, cuff yourself to the end table,” I
heard Crazy tell me as a pair of cold, hard handcuffs landed in my
lap, right on top of my deflated manhood. It hurt. I flinched.

“Ouch—” I snorted, grabbing at the icy cuffs
as they slipped down between my legs.

“Do it,” he barked as I fumbled with the
cuffs and finally got one end of them clamped around the leg of the
end table and the other one around my wrist.

“Well, Edith, I guess it’s our turn now,” I
heard the gunman tell mom as he turned his attention away from Aunt
Judy and me and focused it back on mom.

He was going to fuck her? I think I had known
he would all along, but I hadn’t wanted to believe it. But somehow
it didn’t seem to matter as much anymore. The orgasm had dulled my
senses, taken much of the fight out of me. Besides, she didn’t
understand what had happened between Judy and me. She could be so
stupid sometimes. But parents are like that. So let him fuck her.
Serve her right.

“What?” mother gasped again. “But you said—”
she started to say, but stopped when the guy pointed the gun at
her.

“I never said I wasn’t going to do it,” he
corrected her, reaching down and giving his big, stiff cock a
couple of quick strokes. The thing looked huge. Nine, ten inches at
least. And as big around as my fucking arm. Shit, he’ll probably
tear mom in two. He was that fucking big.

“Please, no. Don’t do this,” mom begged.
“I’ll do anything but that.”

“Want to give old Billy, boy here a blow job
then?”

Fuck. Here I was again. Front and center. The
object of everyone’s derision. Why couldn’t he just leave me out of
it?

“No-No-I couldn’t do that,” she exclaimed,
looking over at me with a panicky look on her face like I was
supposed to do something to help her. Like what? I didn’t even know
if I could walk after my orgasm. It had been that fucking good. And
besides, I would have to drag Aunt Judy along with me and the
fucking end table. Probably get us both killed in the process. I
couldn’t do that. She was my soul mate, my lover, my
everything—

“You said anything,” Crazy chuckled, slowly
working his fisted hand up and down his monster cock.

“But-but…” mom stammered, staring down at the
man’s giant, jutting cock.

“I was just joking…about him,” he said,
flicking his head in my direction. “Old John Thomas needs some
attention. Seems everyone has had their jollies…except him…and me.
He’s envious of you all. So, I’m sure you won’t mind sharing a
little of that sweet little cunt of yours with him…you know just to
make sure he leaves here happy. Right?”

Mother’s face was so red, I thought she was
going to start bleeding out through her pores. I’d never seen her
so angry. So scared. So infuriated. Her mouth opened and closed,
but nothing came out of it but a soft choking, croaking sound. All
she could do was stare at him in an exasperated rage as he chuckled
and slowly walked over to where she sat.

“Oh, come now, Edith,” he smiled, coldly.
“You’re going to hurt John Thomas’s feelings and bad things happen
when he gets his feelings hurt. So why don’t you give him a little
kiss and show him that you were just joking. Okay?” Then he slowly
lifted his cock up in front of my mother’s face, it’s big,
glistening, purple head only a couple of inches from my mother’s
light pink lips. I could see the terror in her eyes as she stared
down at the evil, malignant thing sticking out in front of her face
pointing at her lips.

“Please…” she softly wept.

“DO IT—” Crazy bellowed, curling his hips,
thrusting forward, poking at her lips with the blunt, round head of
his cock.

I could see the tears glistening on mom’s
cheeks as her lips finally pursed into a pucker. Then she leaned
forward and softly placed a quick, fleeting kiss on the rounded tip
of the man’s grotesque penis.

“See, that didn’t hurt a bit, did it?”

“No…” my mother sniffled, cringing back away
from the man’s big ugly prick.

Then he bent down and quickly unfastened the
end of the cuff wrapped around her ankle.

“What? What are you going to do?” mother
whimpered, rubbing her wrist as best she could with her other wrist
still secured to the chair.

“Here, unlock the other cuff…from the chair
and don’t get any foolish ideas,” he remarked, dropping the key and
chain in mom’s lap. As he did, mom grabbed for it, picking it up
and quickly unlocking the end of the cuff that was clamped around
the arm of the chair. When it was open, the man jerked the chain
out of her hand and shoved the key into his pocket. Now mom had one
handcuff dangling from her wrist and one hanging off her ankle as
she sat looking up at him, rubbing her wrists.

“Now, come on—” he snapped, grabbing her by
the shoulder and pushing her.

“What? What are you going to do?” she
fearfully asked, lurching up onto her stocking feet.

Hit him, I silently told her. Hit him with
the cuff. Then you can grab the gun.

But she didn’t—

Then Crazy put his hand in the middle of her
back and gave her a shove, pushing her toward the couch where Judy
and I sat watching. Nothing seemed real as mom stumbled and
staggered over to the couch dragging the handcuff on the floor
behind her. It was like watching a movie or something. It couldn’t
really be happening. This kind of stuff didn’t happen in real life.
Only in the movies.

“There…on the end of the couch,” he told
her.

“What?” she whimpered, cowering, one hand
shoved down between her legs, her other arm draped across her
jiggling, bobbling tits.

“Bend down over the end of the couch—” Crazy
directed, slowly stepping across to where she stood.

“Why?” mom blubbered.

“Why do you think, Edith?” he laughed,
holding his cock in his hand, slowly stroking the evil, misshapen
penis sticking out through the fly of his pants.

“No, please, No, for God’s sake, don’t do
this—” she plaintively begged, cowering, trying to shrink away from
him.

“John Thomas is beginning to think you don’t
want him to fuck you,” he told her, letting go of his cock and
grabbing her by the shoulder. Then he roughly spun her around until
she was facing the end of the couch. “My trigger finger is getting
awfully fidgety, so I would bend over if you don’t want someone to
get shot—” he growled, spreading his hand out in the middle of her
back and slowly pushing her down.

“I hate you—” mother growled back at him
through gritted teeth. Then she had to throw her arms out to keep
from falling head first onto the couch.

“That’s more like it,” Crazy chuckled, easing
his foot between mother’s feet and spreading them farther apart. “I
like a little fight in a woman. Makes it more fun,” he snickered,
reaching down, cupping his hand around the inside of her thigh and
running it up toward her pussy.

“Stop it—” mother futilely fussed, trying to
bring her legs back together, but finding them blocked by the man’s
legs.

Then there was the ominous click of the
hammer being cocked again. Mom froze as she felt the cold, hard
muzzle of the gun being pressed against her back. “There, that’s
better.” The man whispered.

From my vantage point on the other end of the
couch, I could see the man’s stiff, hard penis sticking out, up
between my mother’s thighs as she stood stock still, waiting for
her inescapable fate.

Then I saw the man grasp hold of himself as
he bent down behind my mother. Mother didn’t move as the man slowly
rubbed the huge purple head of his penis up and down the length of
her pussy coating it with the glistening juices oozing out of her.
I had thought that women dried up when they were scared. Mom was
certainly not dry. She was wet. Very wet. It was crazy—

Then I watched Crazy carefully fit the
rounded head of his penis into the fleshy, wet opening of her sex.
He was going to do it. He was going to fuck my mother. The crazy
man was going to fucking fuck my fucking mother! I saw his hips dip
and suddenly he was sliding up inside her.

“Oh, no—” mother wept, tears coursing down
her cheeks, dripping off her chin, making a big wet stain on the
couch below. Then I heard the vulgar wet slap of flesh against
flesh as the man’s belly crashed into mom’s ass.

“You a lucky man, George,” the man groaned,
grunting, hunching into mom, trying to push deeper inside the hot
clutch of mom’s cunt. “Wifey’s got a nice tight one—”

It was unreal. Like a scene from a porn
movie, except the leading lady was my fucking mother.

The man pulled back, easing his thick, wet
cock back out of mother’s pussy and then with another loud grunt he
drove it back into her all the way up to its hairy hilt. There was
another wet, jarring slap as his belly slapped up against mom’s
tight, firm ass.

“Please-don’t-please—” mom wept as Crazy
wrapped his hands around her waist, just above the points of her
hips and began to rock back and forth. I could hear the wet slurp
of my mother’s tight cunt sucking on the man’s thick, long cock as
it mercilessly pumped in and out of her. I had thought that the
grotesque thing would rip her in two when he first rammed it into
her, but she was so wet and slippery, it had slid right in without
a quibble. Mother’s apparent wetness made me question her
objections. I could see the muscles in her arms tensing, tightening
every time the man slammed into her. Was she just trying to brace
herself…or was she pushing back against the pile driving strokes
trying to take him deeper inside her? It was crazy. Insane.

Dad couldn’t look. He’d turned his head
away.

I couldn’t. I didn’t. I had to watch. I could
see that mom’s head was hanging down between her arms partially
concealing her saggy tits as they wildly flopped up and down under
her. Aunt Judy and I were being jostled as the couch jerked back
and forth under the man’s pounding assault on mom. The loud, vulgar
sounds of their fucking filled my head as time slowly drug by.

I couldn’t help myself. I realized that I was
firming up again. It was exciting watching my mother getting reamed
by Crazy. Then to my amazement I felt something touch me. Something
had just brushed against my cock. Aunt Judy? Glancing down, I was
astonished to see that Aunt Judy’s hand was resting on my hip, her
fingers stretched out and a long, shocking pink fingernail was
slowly ticking back and forth across the head of my penis. Aunt
Judy? What was she doing? Why was she doing that? Didn’t she know
that she was doing it? Was it some kind of reflex action? Some kind
of nervous twitch? I didn’t think so, but I couldn’t be sure.

Then I felt her fingers give my cock a soft
squeeze and I knew. She knew what she was doing. I thought my heart
was going to leap out of my chest. But what did it all mean? Did it
mean she wanted me again? What else could it mean? Now I couldn’t
wait until Crazy was gone. Or was he just going to shoot us when he
was done with mom?

But why would he? We hadn’t seen his face. We
couldn’t identify him. Maybe he wouldn’t kill us. Then? Hope sprang
eternal inside my reeling brain. Aunt Judy? And me? Again? Alone
this time? That would never happen, I sadly thought.

I could hear the crazy man huffing and
puffing as his hips jerked back and forth faster.

“Gonna come, Edith,” he panted. “Gonna come
in your hot little cunt—”

“No-no-please don’t—” mom cried.

“Yeah, gonna. Yeah, gonna. Can’t stop—” Crazy
wheezed, his belly suddenly slamming into her butt. “Fuckkkk—” he
gasped as his ass began to clench and shake.

He was coming! Crazy was coming in my mom. It
was surreal. Then I thought I saw my mom grind her ass back against
him, the muscles in her legs tightening, her whole body trembling.
Then as suddenly as it started, it ended as the man jerked back,
pulling his spurting, spewing cock out of mom’s pussy. Grabbing
hold of his cock, he began to milk it, holding it, painting mom’s
ass with a thick creamy coating of his gelatinous outpouring.
Curiously, I could see mom’s pussy still contracting and dilating
as if she’d just had an orgasm too. Had she? Had mother finished?
It didn’t make any sense. Surely, not after all her complaining and
protesting. Surely she hadn’t had an orgasm—

Then Judy looked over at me with a
questioning look in her warm, brown eyes. Was she thinking the same
thing I was thinking?

Finally, Crazy man stopped milking his cock
and I could see that it was already wilting in his hand.

“Damn, Edith, that was one more fine fuck.
You ever get tired of old George here, look me up, I’ll be glad to
take you in, woman,” he chuckled, stuffing his spent peter back
inside his pants and quickly zipping them up. “Yes, sir, a fine
fuck…”

“Damn you,” mother cursed, pushing up off the
sofa and standing back up. Her ass was covered in thick creamy
jism. And it was congealing, tricking down her butt onto her
thighs. The man had dumped quite a load on my mother’s tight ass.
Then he grabbed the cuff on my mother’s wrist and pulled her over
to the same lamp I had been chained to. Quickly securing her to it,
he stepped back over to the table and laid the key out in the
middle of it, just out of the reach of all of us.

“Okay, here’s the deal. I’m going to leave.
Nobody move for five minutes and nobody call the cops and you’ll
never see me again. Break either of those rules and I promise I’ll
be back for a re-run. Understand?”

No one spoke. We didn’t know what to do.

“UNDERSTAND?” Crazy barked out making all of
us jump.

“Unh-huh,” I mumbled, looking over at my
mother as she stood by the lamp still trying to somehow hide
herself from me, but failing miserably.

“Yes, I understand,” Aunt softly told
him.

“George? You get it?” the man asked, waving
the gun in dad’s direction.

“Yeah, I get it—” dad grunted, glancing over
at the key.

“Five minutes…then you can unlock yourselves
go about your business as if nothing had happened…or you can blab
to the cops and I swear I’ll be back when you least expect me.
Understand, George? Edith?”

“Yes, damn it, I understand, damn you—”
mother spat out at him.

“Okay, then, Arrivederci…” he laughed, slowly
back across the room keeping the gun trained on us. Then he was
gone. He was gone! We were still alive! I couldn’t believe it.

“I think we made it,” I whispered, afraid if
I said anything too loud, afraid he would he come back and blow our
brains out.

“Yeah,” Aunt Judy smiled, giving my thigh an
intimate squeeze that my parents didn’t see. “I think so.”

“Hurry, someone get the key…so we can call
the police—” mother exclaimed, trying to drag the lamp across the
room to the table.

“Wait…didn’t you hear what he said?” I
muttered. “He said not to call the police, or he’d be back.”

“That’s probably what they all say,” mother
complained, still trying to drag the lamp across the floor, but it
was too heavy.

“And what are we going to tell the police?” I
asked her. “Can you describe him? We’ll all have to tell them what
happened. About what happened,” I said to reiterate what I had
said.

Mom stopped. She seemed to be thinking.

“I don’t know about you, but some of the
things that happened this afternoon should probably be kept a
secret. No one else needs to know…but us. Not even the police.”

I stopped talking to let what I’d said sink
in.

“Do you want Uncle Hank to know what went on
here today, Dad?” I asked him.

Dad was thinking. I was sitting on the end of
the couch next to Aunt Judy. One wrist was attached to her and the
other to the leg of the table.

“No—” dad quietly said.

“Okay, then. I think I can slip the cuff off
the leg if we can get down low enough,” I told her. “Want to
try?”

“Sure,” she told me. “What do you want me to
do?”

It took every ounce of willpower I had not to
gawk down at Aunt Judy’s big, beautiful boobs as they hung down
right in front of me. What did I want her to do? I wanted her to
crawl in bed with me and let me fuck her brains out. But of course
I couldn’t tell her that.

“Let’s get down on our hands and knees,” I
explained.

A couple of minutes later, Aunt Judy and I
were standing by the table unlocking our cuffs. Once we were free,
I let Aunt Judy start unlocking mom and dad while I went hurrying
over to the front door and peeked outside. I didn’t see anything
out of the ordinary. He wasn’t there and I didn’t see a car. Was he
really gone? There was such a sense of relief to be free once
again. I felt weak kneed.

“I don’t see anything,” I proclaimed, pushing
the door shut.

“Put some clothes on—” mom ordered me as I
looked over and saw her pulling her dress on over her head while
Aunt Judy was still working on dad’s cuffs.

“Yeah,” I mumbled, looking over at Aunt
Judy.

“And stop gawking at your aunt like that.
Haven’t you done enough to her today?” mother fussed, buttoning up
her dress.

“Leave him alone,” Aunt Judy complained,
leaning down and sweeping her blouse and skirt off the floor. “He
had about as much choice doing what he did as you had about what
you were doing.”

“And you, you, did you enjoy, enjoy that—“
mom half cried, half screamed, stopping before she finished what
she was going to say, leaving the insinuation hanging in the air
like the smell of cheap perfume in tawdry hotel. Was mom angry at
Judy for letting me eat her? Fuck her? Or was she mad that Aunt
Judy had blown dad? Or both?

Aunt Judy was taking up for me. That felt
great. But mom seemed out to attack everyone.

“Well, he doesn’t have to keep staring at
your breasts all the time—” mom fired back.

What was that all about? Was mom jealous of
Aunt Judy’s fabulous, fucking tits? Did she want me to look at
hers?

Glancing over at her, down at the opening
running down the front of her dress, I found that was an unfounded
conclusion as I heard my mother fire off another volley in my
direction.

“And stop looking at mine—” she snorted,
jerking around, facing away from me.

Mom was pissed. More pissed than hurt, it
seemed. She was apparently pissed at me for what I’d done to her
sister. Pissed at Aunt Judy for what she had done to dad. Pissed at
dad for him letting Aunt Judy blow him and not coming to mom’s
rescue when the man had fucked her.

I didn’t know what my dad was thinking. He
hadn’t said anything other than agree with me about Uncle Hank. He
was still just sitting there with a dazed look on his haggard face
his pants still down around his knees where I had pulled them. He
hadn’t moved since Aunt Judy had freed him.

“George—Pull your fucking pants up,” I heard
my mother snort as her condemnation shifted from me to dad.

I had never heard my mother use the “F” word
before today and now it seemed like it was every other word coming
out of her mouth.

Dad finally moved, reaching down, grasping
hold of his pants as he stood up and pulled them back up around his
chubby waist. He was a broken man.

Finally we were all dressed again. Now
what?

“Uh, I, uh, I took the cookies out of the
oven,” I lamely said, at a loss for words. I didn’t think it wise
to discuss what had just happened to us.

“Uh, thank you,” mom muttered.

Everyone was just standing around. No one
seemed able to look anyone else in the eye. We were all
embarrassed. Embarrassed by how the man had made us feel.
Embarrassed by what we’d done. But still, in a word, it had been an
awesome afternoon for me. I’d gotten to fuck Aunt Judy. I’d been
fantasizing about doing that since I was ten years old.

“Fuck it, I need a drink,” I heard my mother
complain as she went clopping across to the wet bar in the corner
of the living room. “Anyone else?”

“Yeah,” dad muttered, awkwardly following her
over to the bar.

“That is an excellent idea,” I heard Aunt
Judy chime in.

“Sorry, Billy,” mom apologized as she
splashed booze out into three glasses.

“Yeah,” I complained, wondering if I should
just slink off into my room. But I was afraid to. Afraid that if I
wasn’t around to watch over them, they might do something foolish.
Like call the cops.

The rest of the afternoon, what little was
left of it slogged by like a parade of turtles crossing the
highway. No one even mentioned what had transpired. It was almost
like it had never happened. Finally it was time for supper and mom
and Aunt Judy disappeared into the kitchen to make sandwiches.

Dad and I were awkwardly watching the news on
the TV as we waited.

I finally found the courage to speak up.

“You think Aunt Judy will tell Uncle Hank?” I
asked dad.

“God, I hope not,” dad muttered. “I don’t
think she will. I don’t see what she would gain by it.”

“Yeah. I hope you’re right,” I agreed with
him.

I hoped dad was right. It was kind of scary
in a way. Fucking another man’s wife. I’d never done anything like
that before. What if he found out? What would he do? Come after us
with a gun? We couldn’t help it. Crazy had made us do it. But that
probably wouldn’t make any difference to him.
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We somehow made it through supper. The
afternoon was like a venomous serpent, laying there in the middle
of the table, coiled and ready to strike if anyone was dumb enough
to mention it. All of us had done things we weren’t proud of and no
matter of talk could change that.

At last, it was thankfully time for bed. It
had been a struggle to keep mom from calling the police, but we’d
somehow managed to keep our little secret what it was…a secret
shared among the four of us.
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Laying there in my bed, in the dark, I
couldn’t help but play back the bizarre events of the afternoon.
There were some quirky moments that didn’t add up and I was trying
to make sense of them. Like the little part when Crazy was grilling
me about whether I wanted to fuck my aunt or not. And Aunt Judy
telling me to tell him yes. Aunt Judy telling me to tell the man I
wanted to fuck her. Aunt Judy saying she understood. In essence,
telling me it was all right. All right for me to fuck her!

I always slept in the nude. And I didn’t see
any reason to change that tonight. And I was getting a boner
thinking about Aunt Judy.

Then there was the part when Crazy had
threatened to fuck mother. Aunt Judy had jumped in and told the man
that we would do what he wanted. She would let me eat her pussy. It
was all so strange. Aunt Judy had seemed to be more than willing to
go along with whatever the man suggested we do. And even thanking
me for eating her out. She didn’t have to do that. And the part
where she had told me she loved me. Was that just subterfuge? But
no one else had even heard it. Why would she say that if she didn’t
mean it? But did she mean it in the way I hoped she meant it? It
was all so confusing. I was almost getting a headace trying to sort
it all out.

I heard a noise. What was it? Crazily, the
first thing that jumped into my mind was that the man was back. He
had sneaked back inside the house. He’d come back to kill us all.
Come back to slit our throats to keep us from talking. But we
hadn’t called the police.

Now I wish I’d brought a knife or baseball
bat or something to bed with me. Something to defend myself. But I
hadn’t as I tried to sink down into the mattress and hide
myself.

“Billy, it’s me…” I heard someone whisper
from the doorway. Then I heard the door softly close. It was Aunt
Judy! Aunt Judy! I went from cringing in fear to euphoric
jubilation in a heartbeat. But what was she doing in my bedroom.
What did she want? Did she want what I hoped she wanted?

“Over here,” I whispered back, hopefully
throwing the sheets back to make room for her.

Then the bed gently lurched when she bumped
into it.

“Are you decent?” I heard her softly
giggle.

“No—“ I whispered back as I heard the rustle
of her gown.

“Good—“ she giggled back and I felt the bed
wobble again. All at once, there was a soft warm body pressed up
against me. Oh, God, she was so soft, so warm, so woman and so
fucking NAKED as I hugged her to me. Aunt Judy. Aunt Judy had come
to my bedroom! To say that I was ecstatic would be an
understatement. But I didn’t understand. Aunt Judy was NAKED! And
in my bed!

“Are you okay with this?” I heard her murmur
as her soft lips brushed across my ear.

“Oh, God, Yesssss—“ I hissed as her fingers
tentatively touched me.

“You’re hard…” she softly exclaimed, her
fingers gently exploring the length of my now rock-hard cock.

“I was thinking about you…and this
afternoon,” I whispered, lifting my hand up to her breast, cupping
it, gently kneading it, finding the hard, stiff nipple protruding
up from it.

“It was good for me…was it good for you?” she
asked me, her fingers curling around me, squeezing, slowly stroking
me.

“It was the best ever,” I mumbled, gently
pinching her nipple, twisting it.

“I didn’t want it to end that way,” she told
me, draping her silky-smooth leg over mine, rubbing her bald,
hairless mound against my hip. “I wanted it to be this way. Just
you and me. You and me without anyone watching.”

“Yeah, there were so many things I wanted to
do but I couldn’t. Not in front of mom and dad,” I whispered. “When
I heard you, I thought you were him coming back to finish us
off.”

“I’m not. But I’m here to finish you off,”
she purred. “That’s why I’m here. I want it to be just between the
two of us. No man. No Mom. No Dad. No Hank. Just you and me.”

Then I felt her lips slowly kissing down my
neck, the tip of her wet little tongue leaving a faint trail of her
saliva behind it. Before I knew what was happening, she was rolling
over on top of me, her lips kissing down onto my chest, finding my
nipples, teasing, nipping softly. I could feel her soft, supple
breasts spreading out on my belly, bracketing my stiff hard cock as
she slowly, deliberately kissed down off my chest.

Was she going to give me the same thing she
had given my dad this afternoon? Was she going to suck on me? A
spasm of electric excitement twitched through my jutting maleness
letting her know that I was excited about what she was going to do
to me.

“Do you want to put it in my mouth?” she
whispered, rolling her shoulders, rubbing her big tits against my
cock.

“Yesssss—“ I hissed. I wished I could watch,
but I wasn’t going to risk a light and wake my parents or frighten
Aunt Judy off. I wasn’t going to do a thing to jeopardize this.

This was incredible. More than I could have
ever hoped for. Not only had I gotten to fuck my freaking fabulous
aunt, it seemed to have awoken some wild exotic yearning inside
her.

Her breath was warm and heavy as she kissed
lower and lower down my belly. Then her chin nudged up against the
head of my dick as she slowly circled the tip of her hot little
tongue around my navel.

I could feel my heart beating faster and
faster. Then her silky soft lips brushed across the head of my
cock. My prick twitched with eager expectation.

“So big. Bigger than your Uncle Hank,” she
whispered, her breath cooling the trail of saliva her lips and
tongue had left behind.

I couldn’t speak. My vocal chords were
blocked by my heart that was now lodged in my throat. Then her
fingers eased down under my penis and gently lifted it up off my
belly. She was going to put it in her mouth! She was going to suck
on my freaking cock! My Aunt Judy was going to suck on my freaking
cock!

I stopped breathing, waiting. Waiting.

Her super-soft lips slowly closed down around
the head of my penis. I almost lost it again. The inside of her
mouth was so moist and warm. Usually I could control my emotions.
Hold it back until I wanted to come. But it was different with my
Aunt Judy. She was my Aunt Judy. My beautiful, hot, sexy Aunt
Judy.

As she softly sucked on me, her fingers were
caressing my balls, gently squeezing. As her hot, soft lips sank
lower and lower down the shaft of my penis, she gently pushed my
balls to the side and I felt the moistened tip of a finger squeeze
down into the crack of my ass.

What was she doing, I frantically wondered?
No woman had ever touched me there. Well, my mother, back when I
was a baby. But not like this. Then the tip of her finger found the
pucker of my clenched anus. What was she doing?

The suction on my penis increased. The finger
pushed.

She was pushing her freaking finger into my
asshole! I winced, tightening the muscles around my asshole. She
pushed harder. Suddenly, her finger slid into my cringing asshole.
She was buggering my asshole. I was totally embarrassed. I was
strangely excited by it too as her finger pushed in deeper. I was
tensing up. I couldn’t take much more of this.

Then the tip of her finger brushed across my
prostate. I nearly lost it again. It felt good. It felt really,
really good. She began to massage my prostate with the tip of her
finger while she continued to suck on me. Then the head of my dick
nudged up against the back of her mouth. Against the tight opening
of her throat. She gagged, softly. But she kept pushing. Was she?
Was she going to fucking deep throat me? Oh, my, God—

Straining to hold it back, I felt the head of
my penis force its way into the tight, clutching stricture of her
throat. She Was! She was deep throating me! My Aunt Judy was deep
throating me. And fucking massaging my prostate. I felt her lips
settle down around the base of my cock. She’d taken all of me into
her throat—

Then she swallowed and the muscles in her
throat milked me.

I lost it! I couldn’t hold it back as my
balls exploded. My cock jerked as it sent a gusher of cum spurting
out into my aunt’s throat. The moment it did, I felt Aunt Judy gag
again as her lips backed up the shaft of my prick and my cock
popped back out of her throat and into her mouth again. When it
did, Aunt Judy began to suck on it as hard as she could while more
and more of my creamy man-juice spurted out into her mouth. I don’t
think I’d ever come this hard as Aunt Judy roughly stroked my
prostate with her finger while I emptied myself into her sucking
mouth.

I think I must have pumped a gallon into Aunt
Judy’s mouth before I was finally finished.

“Fuck—“ I groaned as the last pleasurable
spasm tickled through my cock and it began to wilt inside Judy’s
mouth.

Suddenly, Aunt Judy let my dick slither out
of her mouth. She jerked her finger out of my ass and urgently
crawled back up my body until we were face to face again. All at
once, she was kissing me. Kissing me on the lips, her slippery,
cum-slathered tongue forcing its way into my mouth. I could taste
myself on her tongue as I gently sucked on it, sucking off my own
jism.

“Swallow it-swallow yourself—“ Aunt Judy
murmured, breaking the kiss for a moment then crushing her lips
back down on my. It was one of the most sensual, erotic, crazy
things I’ve ever done as I swallowed my own seed…
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Aunt Judy was gone when I woke. Had I dreamed
it? No, I could still smell her perfume on the pillow. It had been
no dream…

And it was no dream the next night when we
made soft, slow love for what seemed like hours. Or every night
until Aunt Judy finally departed to go back to Syracuse. It had
been the most totally fulfilling experience of my life, before or
since…

I’m married now. Thirty-five years old. Got
two kids of my own. Aunt Judy is fifty-five and still lives in
Syracuse with Uncle Hank. The families still get together on
occasion, but nothing about that afternoon is ever mentioned by
anyone. It was almost as if it didn’t happen…but it did. Thank you,
God…

 


The End
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